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“I’m black...and I’m a racist.”

I had just coated my tongue with a splash of Wild Turkey and I almost did a spit take. You know, like they do in a Stooges film. I looked across the large desk that Lewis sat behind. “Say that again?”

“I’m black...and I’m a racist.”

That’s how all this shit began. I laughed quietly to myself as I thought back. There wasn’t anything else I could do except laugh to myself. Right now, anyway. I was in another tight spot. Just when I think I can’t get into any worse shit — I do. This one was bad, but once I got my mind rolling again, I was gonna fuck somebody up, but good. I’d been floating like a ghost ship in a fog bank of disjointed flashbacks, but now that I’d found the beginning to this story, my brain’s OCD impulses could start putting shit in order, and once my shit was together again, all hell was going to break loose. Maybe.

As the grey veil over my eyes began to evaporate, I tried to focus in the flickering light from an overhead neon fixture with a failing transformer. Opposite me, on a metal corrugated wall just a few feet away, was a grainy, blown-up black and white picture of five smiling WWII German officers in SS uniforms without hats. I knew who the short one in the middle was. In his left hand was one of those long cigarette holders like you see in old movies. On the left collar of his uniform was a stripe and four silver rectangular pins indicating he was an Oberstleutnant: a lieutenant colonel. A fucking lowly lieutenant colonel who had killed at least 2.5 million people by his own admission. What the fuck is going on?! How the fuck did I know all that?!

Hanging on the wall around the picture were aging red Nazi banners and flags with black swastikas in circles of yellowing white. An old digital display wall clock was keeping military time. It read 02:47. I remembered it reading 03:16 before I passed out. That meant I’d been drifting at sea for almost 24 hours, maybe 48, maybe longer.

I was running out of time. What was it the motherfucker who hung me here said? He had run the numbers. 71,000 black souls would be lost and another 200,000 seriously injured in the beginning of his race war. A race war that would never end and mean the deaths of millions of white and black Americans.

My lips were cracked and my mouth was dry and parched. I needed to find a drink. Water, Wild Turkey, anything wet would do...but I wasn’t goin’ anywhere. I was tied spread-eagled to a cross. Remember, I said “maybe” earlier.

The only thing keeping me from dropping down and pulling my arms from their sockets was a wide, thick leather weight-lifting belt screwed to the cross, and cinched tight around my waist. The belt was for someone thin, like the skinny sonofabitch who had put me up here.

I looked down beside me at the little ebony child, her head hanging down, tied the same way as me to another smaller cross. Only she was held up with a rope wrapped several times around her little body. She was why I was here.

“Ali? Ali? Can you hear me? Are you okay?”

She didn’t answer. I could see her little chest move slightly. She was still alive! On the plywood floor at her feet lay the still body of the great white she-wolf: Catori. She was on her side and there was a small pool of blood near her head. One of the last things I remembered was the dog coming to my defense before I lost consciousness. She looked dead, then I saw a slight rise and fall of her rib cage. We were all still alive and it was up to me to get us the fuck outta here. Then I was gonna pay back the white racist motherfucker who did this to us. I was gonna pay him back in spades, literally!

Now, I ain’t racial, but this whole thing that Lewis dragged me into has been about white racist motherfuckers and black racist motherfuckers and I was tired of it. I was so tired of it that I didn’t give a fuck if both races killed each other off; let the Indians and the Mexicans have their country back. But this little girl beside me felt different. She was on a mission from God and had nothing but pure love for everyone. If there was ever gonna be anyone in this world capable of healing our two fucked-up races, it was her. I couldn’t let her die like this...not without givin’ her a chance.

I’m not really sure if I believe in this God shit or anything else. My feelin’ is, if there really was a God, he would strike every motherfucker in this world deaf, dumb and blind. That would put a stop to everyone bein’ racial, once and for all.

I looked down at the thick wide leather belt that was cinched tight around my waist. I could feel the heads of the screws at the small of my back where it had been fastened to the cross. It was one of those weight lifting belts and I wondered where the motherfucker had picked it up. It was a cinch that skinny sonofabitch never had a use for it.

The thick ropes binding my wrists to the makeshift cross were tight, but the one tied around my ankles at the bottom had some slack. If I could increase the size of the loop around my feet, I might be able to slip them out. Problem was, if I made the loop larger the knot would grow tighter. I had to give it a try. I began to work my feet, feeling the rope rasp across my insteps. It was going to take a long time and I didn’t know what good it was going to do to get my legs free, but it was a start.

I started working my feet together and thought back to the beginning again. It all started with a long-winded racial rant with Lewis, that I was gonna have to rehash, to get my mind straight again.

I had gotten a call from Lewis. How the hell had he tracked me down? I was out of the country. I hadn’t seen Lewis in a several months. In fact, I hadn’t seen anybody. I’d had my fill of bein’ a goddammed cop and wanted out, but my chief talked me into taking a little “career break” instead...take a few months off. He wasn’t doing it for my own good; he was being selfish. I was the best he had on the streets and he didn’t want to lose me. The department didn’t really have a policy for a career break, so he made one up and I headed for the Caribbean and a little secluded place I knew about. I’d been down in that area before, but it was on a fucked-up case and I didn’t get a chance to enjoy the area. Let me clarify that. I got to off a few assholes; I enjoyed that part. I just didn’t get to enjoy the scenery.

I had parked my booty in my own private open eco-cottage, with an ocean view, on Water Island just off of St. Thomas. I was there for some down time...and some alone time: no phone, no people, no sex. I had to get nasty, but after a few days the local island boys, who thought I needed to be serviced, started giving me a wide berth.

I was at peace. There’ve been times when people complained about me dropping off the face of the earth. I’m not a social animal, I don’t do the internet or phone shit. Hell, most times my phone is dead. The island was real seclusion. It was heaven.

I spent my days in a Wild Turkey anesthetization and at night I’d go to a quiet, deserted half mile stretch of beach east of the campground, and lay naked on the cool white sand and surrender to the hypnosis of the rhythmic surf. Sometimes, when the moon was full, the ocean called to me, but I wasn’t goin’ out in the fuckin’ water, not even to get my toes wet, and not just because I couldn’t swim; I’d seen that Jaws movie where that blond went out skinny-dippin’ at night!

I lost track of time. Days blended into nights, and weeks into months. I was seriously thinking about never going back, then I got the call. I was sitting out on the deck, whiskey in hand and watching a sailboat out on the ocean, when I saw one of the campground staff walking up the hill to the bungalow. I had a bad feeling my little idyllic world was coming to an end. I had an urgent message from the mainland. Fuck! How could that be? No one knew where I was, not even big sister Arlene.

I had to trek up to the main office to get the message from the manager. It was from Lewis. All it said was, “Get home. Life and death.”

Lewis was my oldest friend. Not my dearest; not my closest, but my oldest. That carries a lot of weight with me. We grew up together on the mean streets of East Saint Lawrence. We had each other’s backs more than once. He tracked me down. He needed me. I went.

Where were we? Oh yeah, Lewis had just confessed that he was a black racist and I had almost spat my whiskey across his desk. I set down the tall shooter I held in my hand and looked across the desk at Lewis. He was holding a large tumbler with glass so thick and heavy you’d think you’re doing curls in a gym. Lewis couldn’t do whiskey. He was sipping gently on some Hennessy Cognac XO over ice.

“Lewis, you ain’t tellin’ me nuthin’ new. You’re the most racist sonofabitch I’ve ever known, and I’ve met every kind and every color. It’s strange to hear you admit it, though.”

“It was necessary...for the job. Racism provided me with a livelihood. I’m dissolving Black Mann. There’s no reason for it anymore. It should have never existed. It was before I knew better.”

“Bullshit! We’ve known each other forever, Lewis. Everyone’s a fucking racist. If you prefer being white — you’re a racist. If you prefer being black — you’re a racist. You’ve loved being black since you was little.”

That got a big laugh from Lewis. “No, really, Telly. I’m being serious. I’m a racist...or should I say, was.”

“Jesus! I heard you the first time. Where’re we goin’ with this, Lewis?”

“You’ve been away for a while, Telly. A lot has happened. I’ve had bypass surgery.”

“Bypass? Heart bypass? When the fuck did that happen?!”

“3 months ago.”

“Jesus, Lewis! You’re too young for that shit.”

“The doctor says it’s weight...genetics...diet.”

“It’s that goddammed greasy food from that fried chicken shack you eat at every chance you get. You took me there once, remember? They serve you half a chicken. I remember these glistening dark-brown pieces floatin’ in grease in these little wax-coated tubs. I couldn’t touch it...and you ate mine too!”

“I guess my diet wasn’t what it should have been.”

“Guess not!”

“I tried to get a hold of you, Telly, but you had gone incommunicado like you do at times. It took me a long time to find you. Anyway, I had an experience. A life-changing experience. One that I need to talk to you about.

“I was in a pickup game of basketball when I played out after just a few minutes. I knew something was wrong and got in to see my doctor the next morning. He put me in for a stress EKG on a treadmill that same morning. I collapsed before I got to 130 bpm. They had me on a table for a Cath Test that afternoon. The next morning, I was in surgery for a quintuple bypass.”

“Thank God, you made it through, Lewis. You look good. So...this surgery made you give up your racist ways?”

“No...it was what happened the night after the operation. I was in the recovery room of the ICU with this older white nurse who was going to be with me the entire night. The medication had me going in and out. It felt like I had to shit. I called to the nurse, but it was too late. Some had seeped out. I had diarrhea. She put her arms under my shoulders, facing me, and helped me to my feet and walked me a few steps over to a large potty seat. She helped me sit down so I could finish doing my business. She went to the bed and put a clean pad on it.

“When I was done on the seat, she helped me to my feet and leaned me against her and reached around with another large pad and wiped my booty. Then she walked me back to the bed. I’d only been there a few minutes when I had another accident. We went through the whole routine again.

“I remembered thinking it was about time they wiped our asses for a change. You see I thought, ‘they.’ Deep down that’s how I viewed whites.

“I messed myself a third time and, again, she was there for me. She was always comforting. She always had a smile on her face. She didn’t see me as a ‘they.’ Then I thought, this is her job. She’s supposed to do her job. She’s just doing her job, that’s all.

“I messed myself a couple more times and she cared for me like a child...like her own child. She wasn’t sympathizing or empathizing with me; it was something different. She was communing with me; one human being helping another who was in need. I never felt a bond like that before with someone white. Before, with whites, it was always that insincere shit. It was always me usin’ them or them tryin’ to use me. This was so different. I began to realize I’d been wrong about a lot of things

“She had touched me somehow and I felt something change inside me. I don’t know what it was. It was like she had opened my soul up to the world. I can’t really explain it. Like I said, I was in and out on the drugs. I finally stopped shitting on myself and fell asleep. I woke up the next morning a changed man...a changed human being. I realized that I was black...and a racist. I was as bad as any white racist. Deep down, in the dark recesses of our minds we don’t like to acknowledge, all black people have racist thoughts. That’s how we identify. That’s how we bond with each other. We just don’t go around wearing sheets and burning crosses and hanging white people. Not yet.”

Lewis said it matter-of-factly...and like I was supposed to be surprised. I almost laughed, but I’d never seen him look this serious before. Lewis went on.

“They didn’t know it, but white racists created a race of black supermen. We became smarter...and stronger...and racist ourselves. They taught us that. Now the student has become the master. I used to think we’re so much fucking better than they are. I used to think of them as chumps.”

Lewis got quiet and lost in deep reflection. I reached in to pull him out. “But...you don’t feel that way now?”

He looked up. “No more. If we really are smarter, there’s no reason to behave like them. I’ve realized it’s not about race or who’s smartest or who’s entitled. There’s a different world out there; a different society. It’s hidden in plain sight from the rest of us. It’s a world we all talk about and politick for, but don’t really want to exist. It’s a world of people of every race who get up each morning, thankful for another day and with nothing else on their minds, but to go out and do their jobs and be kind to one another. I never saw those people before and even if I did, I wouldn’t acknowledge them. Now...I see them...and I see me for who I was. It’s like being a recovering alcoholic. You have to admit it to yourself first, then you have to admit it to the world.”

Did Lewis have some kind of epiphany? I didn’t know. Real epiphanies are so rare in this world that people call them miracles. They can happen in an instant or evolve over a lifetime. Still, it bothered me that Lewis was being so hard on himself about it.

“Quit beatin’ yourself up, Lewis. We’ve all been racist at some time or another in our lives. It’s human nature. I’m happy you’ve had some kind of epiphany, but it’s not that a big deal to me. You’re my friend no matter what; you know that. Don’t tell me you had me come all the way here just to tell me all this? Your note said life or death.”

“It is, Telly. That wasn’t the end of my revelation.”

Lewis got up from his desk and began to pace back and forth behind it as he told his story. “I was moved to a different room in the ICU and didn’t get to see my nurse again. After four days I went home to recover. There’s a whole routine you have to follow after you’ve had heart surgery and I had a visiting nurse who came in every day.

“My recovery was a struggle. At the end of the second week of my being home, I was having sharp pains in my chest and running a 102° temperature and there was drainage at the wound site. There was a significant drop in my blood pressure. I was going into septic shock.

“I wound up back in the hospital with DSWI: a deep sternal wound infection. A fungal infection, Candida, had entered where the bone had been broken. They put me on antibiotics, but my white cell count was still climbing. My immune system was compromised and not responding to the antibiotics; the infection was overriding them. It seems this Candida has, what the doctors said, ‘a high morbidity and high mortality’. They were quite frank with me. They also told me I have piss-poor protoplasm. My being overweight and a not-well-controlled diabetic didn’t help things either. They were going to surgically debride — they were going to remove my sternum and part of my ribs. 

“I know it’s a lot of hospital speak and it seems like I’m taking a long time to get to the point, but you need to understand how serious this was so that you can fully grasp what happened next.

“I lay in that hospital bed scared shitless of that high mortality business. I had just found myself as a human being and it looked like I was too late. Just then, JoAnna walked into my room holding hands with a little black girl.”

“JoAnna?”

“JoAnna was the name of that ICU nurse that took care of me the first night. I hadn’t seen her since then, but I had found out her name. Like I was saying, my ICU nurse, Joanna, came in holding hands with a little girl. She had pigtails and was dressed in a bright yellow and white sundress. She had this big smile that lit up her beautiful black face. I can’t explain it, but I felt this extraordinary sense of peace when I saw her.

“Joanna pulled a chair near the bed beside me and held Ali under the shoulders and lifted her and stood her on it. Joanna introduced us. ‘Lewis, this is Ali.’

“Ali cocked her head and looked down into my face with a twinkle in her eye and a big smile and said, ‘Hi Lewis. Miss JoAnna tells me that you’re special, that you have a purpose.’

“I was too weak to answer and just smiled back at her. JoAnna reached around Ali and pulled the sheet, covering me, down to my waist, then pulled my hospital gown up to my shoulders revealing the wound vac and its tube that was sucking the discharge out of my chest. Ali had a quizzical look on her face as she studied the device.

“Then she placed her fingertips to my forehead and prayed in a strange language. I didn’t know what was going on and couldn’t stop her. Like I said, I was too weak. Then she gently placed both of her little hands on the wound vac, closed her eyes and began praying again in the strange language. I discovered later that it was Tigrinya. A warm glow filled my body and I fell fast asleep as she prayed over me. I awoke hours later that evening. JoAnna and Ali were long gone. I never felt stronger, alert and refreshed. I ordered food. Lots and lots of food...healthy food.”

“What the hell is Tigrinya?”

“Let me finish. My nurse came in to change my dressing and stopped halfway through with a stunned look on her face. She left the room and came back with a hospitalist. He removed the dressing and studied it and left and came back with another doctor. Pretty soon, I had half a dozen people around my bed.

“The bones were okay! The infection was gone! They didn’t have to remove anything! Of course, the wound in my chest was still open, but the purulence was gone. All they had to do was wheel me into surgery and sew me up. They couldn’t explain it. Still can’t explain it. The medical community doesn’t believe in miracles, but I do.

“I had to stay in the hospital a few more days. I was up late watching television when JoAnna walked in again. I hadn’t seen her since she brought the little girl in, though I had asked for her.”

‘I heard you’ve been staying up late, Lewis.,’ she said.

‘Aren’t you supposed to be on duty?’

‘I am, but I’ve taken a little break. There’s someone here to see you.’

‘After visiting hours?’

‘This is someone special.’

JoAnna opened the door and my little black angel walked in and said, ‘Hi, Lewis.’

‘Hi, baby. Y’know, I don’t even know your whole name.’

‘I’m Beruriah Alitash Mellesse Selassie. You can call me Ali.’

“She pulled a chair to the bed and climbed up on it by herself this time and stood on it and leaned over and kissed my cheek.”

‘Who are you, little Ali? How did you heal me? Are you one off those child miracle-working evangelists? Why did you heal me? Why did JoAnna bring you to me?’ “The questions kept spilling out of my mouth like coins from a winning slot machine. She giggled and put her little forefinger to my lips.”

‘Shhhh. It was put in JoAnna’s heart to bring me to you. It was put in my heart to help you; I know that you have a purpose.’

‘What was put in your heart? What purpose?’

‘Those things were not revealed to me.’

‘Revealed? By who?’

‘By a power and a love greater than all of us.’

‘God!? Are you talking about God!? Is God real!?’

“If God is the name you’re comfortable with, then yes, God is real”

‘God talks to you?’

‘No. God is always with me. God is always with you. You have but to open your mind.’

‘How did you heal me?’

‘I didn’t heal you; I can’t do that. But I can reach your mind and help steer you in the right direction to heal yourself.’

I stopped Lewis in his recollection. “So, Lewis. Do you think you healed yourself?”

“I don’t really know. All I know is that she touched me and I felt something change within my. She’s not one of these child evangelists; there’s nothing phony about Ali. I’ve been given a second chance in this life. I signed the AMA forms, against medical advice discharge, and left the hospital.”

“Lewis, I love you like a brother and I love that you’re feelin’ better and that you’re off on some quixotic adventure, but this little head trip you’re on isn’t real; it belongs in a Hallmark movie.”

“It is real, Telly. It was a miracle.”

“If you love life...and you do, Lewis...near death close calls, and I’ve had many myself, can have a sobering effect on your mind, clear it of all the bullshit in the world, but it’s not a miracle.”

Lewis just smiled at me. One of those smiles like he knew something I didn’t. “There was a good chance I was going to die, Telly. Even if I had lived, it would have taken a year for me to heal, but I was healed overnight...and my mind was healed too. My epiphany, as you call it, was complete. I now know that there is a greater power out there...a greater good. It’s time for the black and white races, and every other race, to unite as one. We are one species...period.”

“Lewis, y’know I’m not buyin’ any of this shit. You’ve always been one of the most racist people I’ve ever met, white or black. As far as the races uniting, the black race doesn’t want to assimilate. We’ve got the bulge on this country. Whites had it; now we have it. You think we’re gonna give up that kind of power to just sit around and chant: peace, love, dope? You can’t heal the races when neither one of the races wants to be healed. Black entitlement is a runaway train, Lewis.”

I caught myself before I went any further. He was going to get an earful of one of my rants and I didn’t want to do that to him. When I’m on the mean streets, everything gets simple so quick. There’s no time to think. The world is black and white, but it has nothing to do with race. It’s just about right and wrong. Almost everything I get caught up in is racial, but it doesn’t define me. That’s other people’s shit. It’s their problem. The streets are chaos and it’s the chaos that helps me to think clearer. I see order in chaos. It’s how my mind’s wired. I’d be dead if it wasn’t, cause you barely have enough time to react out there. But when I’m not on the streets, I think, and when I have to think, I see how ugly this goddammed world really is. And sometimes so much of the ugliness builds up inside of me that I’m forced to speak my mind and flush it of all the shit.

People don’t like my rants. I went to a therapist once, a long time ago. He told me to write down my thoughts on a piece of paper and then burn it rather than speak my mind. It didn’t make sense to me. You see, to me, burning your words...is like eating your words. And I never eat my words. Besides, someone once said, “the hardest part about writing...is writing.” That goes double for me. Rational thought is hard work. It’s hard for me to put that kinda shit into words. Trying to write it down would wear me out. So, I still do my rant thing. I consider my rants a great responsibility...to myself and to those who have to listen to one.

I smiled at Lewis. “You know I’m very opinionated, Lewis, and you don’t want to hear my opinions. They’re rants, and I like to keep them to myself...unless I’m reading off some bad guy. So don’t get me started.”

“I sense one coming anyway...and I do want to hear it, Telly, cause the naked, raw truth always comes out of your mouth. That’s what I find so compelling about you.”

“Compelling? Fuck off, Lewis.”

Lewis laughed. “No, I mean it, Telly. You see things as they are, and you’re the only one I trust to see things as they are. I need to know your thoughts on what’s happened to me and what’s going on in this country. It’s important.”

“It’s a runaway freight train of hate, Lewis. And even knowing that it will eventually run off the tracks and crash and burn, people will always choose the easy way out and ride that runaway freight train rather than stand in front of it and try and stop it.”

“It’s strange that you should use that analogy, Telly. It’s one of my nightmares. Both races are on an old train with all of us at the throttle and leaning out of the cab of the locomotive, shrieking and screaming like maniacal banshees as we race to a washed-out bridge spanning a race war and our doom.”

“Jesus, Lewis. That’s some visual you’ve painted! How’s that nightmare finish?”

“I don’t know, I always wake up.”

“Maybe someone will step up and stop that train.”

“I don’t think so, Telly. You were right about it being easier to ride that train than trying to stop it. There’s only been a handful of black people who tried to stand up to it and they got smacked down so hard they retracted their statements and apologized. They felt like they got hit by that train. Believe me, there’s been no one in the black community who can stop that train.”

“Why don’t you step up, Lewis. You’ve had the epiphany.”

“I don’t have that kind of strength...or courage. It would take someone like a Gandhi or Martin Luthor King. There’s no one on this earth like them today. People like that are few and far between; we were lucky to have had those two in the last century. It’s a different kind of world now, than when those men were alive.

“These new black movements have forgotten the civil rights movement that brought us here. It’s not that these movements fear the return of white oppression, it’s that they’ve become intoxicated with the power of being the oppressor. Their newfound power allows them to attack and destroy a person’s livelihood and his family, often without cause. They’re like sharks whose eyes roll back in their heads as they go into a mindless feeding frenzy. Once, the black race was in chains literally. Now, the white race is in chains figuratively. We’re not going to last long, neither one of us, on the path we’re on.

“I’m afraid there’s a race war brewing. We’ve been threatening the whites with that, under the surface of our struggle, for over 200 years. That’s our ace in the hole that we always had to fall back on. It was always just a veiled threat, but now it’s real and close to happening. Such foolishness. Why fight a war that we’ve already won? It may not look like we’ve won because there are so many black folks still looking for, and exacting, their pound of flesh from the white race. I’m afraid the black race is never going to get past this synonymous retribution.”

“What?”

“Synonymous retribution. It’s a phrase I coined to describe what’s been going on. Now that we have the power, we’re treating the white race just like they used to treat us. Now that we have control, we’re entitled to our revenge. Black Americans have forgotten the civil rights movement that brought us here.

“I used to be okay with that, but not anymore. When the white race defiled the black race in the past, they defiled themselves. As a result, they’ve become inconsequential. Now, as the black race defiles the white race, we defile ourselves, and we’re going to wind up the same way. I don’t want that to happen for the black race. I want things to change...to be different.

“I want to tell the white race there is no animosity in my heart and that we are not enemies, but friends. I want to tell them that in my heart, and in the hearts of a handful of black men and women who think like me, that there is no satisfaction or revenge in our victory and they, the white race, must not cling to hatred in their hearts.; just as Martin Luthor King tried to teach us not to cling to hatred and to refrain from physical violence. I forget the exact quotes.”

“I remember the quote, Lewis. It’s in my heart. When I was in the first grade, one of our homework assignments was to memorize a short poem or essay and stand up and deliver it before the class. We had a small framed print of the ‘I have a dream speech’ hanging in the living room. That was Daddy’s doin’. It was one of the first printed versions of Martin’s speech. Every now and then Daddy would take it down from the wall and he’d put me on his lap and have me read it to him. He said it was important for me to understand these words in my heart. The teacher told me it was too long and too big for me, but you know how hard-headed I am.

“Martin’s quotes that you’re referring to are: ‘Let us not seek to satisfy our thirst for freedom by drinking from the cup of bitterness and hatred.’ Another was, ‘We must forever conduct our struggle on the high plane of dignity and discipline. We must not allow our creative protests to degenerate into physical violence. Again and again, we must rise to the majestic heights of meeting physical force with soul force.’

“Another one of his quotes that stuck with me as a child was, ‘little black boys and black girls will be able to join hands with little white boys and white girls as sisters and brothers.’

“His message died with him because, despite all of his extraordinary qualities, he fell short in one area. And that was in the selection of his apostles to carry on his ideology. All he left behind were some reprobates who leech and cash in off his legacy and who promote racial divisiveness, because that’s the source of their money and power.

“During the 1992 Los Angeles
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