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			A Minute to Midnight
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			1

			Even a broken clock is right twice a day; that’s what they say about people who are supposed to be crackpots. It’s the idea that there is a moment in time when even the most outlandish contention, the most eccentric point of view, the most unlikely person, somehow lines up with shifting reality to produce, however fleetingly, what many perceive to be the truth.

			But to accept the notion of the “broken clock” is to embrace the established, rationalist parameters of time, twenty-four hours a day, day after day, years arranged in ascending numerical order, decade after decade, eon upon eon, a forever forward march to an undetermined future, world without end, amen.

			For some people, people like the late Milton William (Bill) Cooper, collector of clocks, time did not work that way. American shortwave talk-show host, author, and lecturer during the millennial period of the late 1980s onward to the advent of the current century, Bill Cooper chose not to adhere to the mandated linear passage of existence.

			This wasn’t because Cooper, a voracious reader and self-schooled savant, was anti-science or anti-intellectual. He believed in evolution and, like his philosophical hero Aristotle, Cooper treasured the supremacy of knowledge and its acquisition. For Cooper, the entire span of time—the beginning, the middle, and the end—was all equally important, but there could be no doubt where the clock had stopped. A minute to midnight, that was Bill Cooper’s time.

			Cooper sought to dramatize the compounding urgency of the moment on The Hour of the Time, the radio program he broadcast from 1992 until November of 2001, his resonant, sometimes folksy, sometimes fulminating voice filling the airwaves via satellite hookups and shortwave frequencies. Nearly every episode of The Hour of the Time began the same way, with the show’s singular opening, one of the most arresting sign-ons in radio history.

			It starts with a blaring air-raid siren, a blast in the night. This is followed by a loud, distorted electronic voice: “Lights out!” comes the command, as if issued from a penitentiary guard tower. “Lights out for The Hour of the Time! . . . Lights out for the curfew of your body, soul, and mind.”

			Dogs bark, people shriek, the bleat of the still half-sleeping multitudes. There is the sound of tramping jackbooted feet, growing louder, closing in.

			Now is the time, a minute to midnight, sixty seconds before total enslavement, one last chance. Some citizens will rise, if only from not-quite-yet-atrophied muscle memory. They will shake themselves awake as their forebears once did at Lexington and Concord, heeding Paul Revere’s immortal call. They will defend their homes, families, and the last shreds of the tattered Constitution, the most close-to-perfect political document ever produced.

			The vast majority, however, won’t even get out of bed. Some will cower under the covers, but most will simply roll over and go back to sleep. They slept through life, so why not sleep through death?

			This is how it will be at a minute to midnight, according to Bill Cooper. At the End of Time, a broken clock is always right.

			

			•   •   •

			Reputed instances of Cooper’s prescience are legion. An early roundup of these forecasts can be found in the August 15, 1990, edition of the newsletter of the Citizens Agency for Joint Intelligence (CAJI), an organization Cooper created, billing it as “the largest private intelligence-gathering agency in the world.” Published on a dot matrix printer, carrying the tagline “Information, not money, will be the power of the nineties,” Cooper ran an article entitled “Every Prediction Has Come True.” He listed sixteen of his most recent prognostications that had come to pass “or will soon be fulfilled.”

			These included the disclosure that “the CIA and the military are bringing drugs into the United States to finance their black projects.” Cooper also predicted that “the rape of the Savings and Loans by the CIA is only the tip of the iceberg. At least 600 banks will go under in the next two years.” The current monetary structure, Cooper said, “will be replaced by a cashless system that will allow the government to monitor our every action by computer. If you attempt to stay out of the system you will not be allowed to buy, sell, work, get medical care, or anything else we all take for granted.”

			Cooper continued to make predictions in his watershed book, Behold a Pale Horse. Published in 1991 by Light Technology, a small New Age–oriented house then located in Sedona, Arizona, Behold a Pale Horse is something of a publishing miracle. With an initial press run of 3,500 (500 hardcover, 3,000 paperback), by the end of 2017, the book was closing in on 300,000 copies sold.

			“Behold a Pale Horse is the biggest-selling underground book of all time,” Cooper often told his audience. Yet sales figures represent only a fraction of the book’s true reach. For one thing, as its author often bragged, Behold a Pale Horse routinely topped lists of the most-shoplifted books in the country. To this day, Barnes & Noble stores keep BAPH, as it is sometimes called, behind the cashier’s counter to reduce pilferage. This was because, as one clerk at the Barnes & Noble near my house in Brooklyn told me, “that book has a habit of walking out all by itself.”

			There is also the captive audience. Since its release, Behold a Pale Horse has been among the most popular “prison books” (in that prisoners read them), a distinction it shares with Robert Greene’s The 48 Laws of Power. During the crack epidemic of the 1990s, it was not unusual for a single copy of Behold a Pale Horse to go through enough hands in the cellblocks of places such as Attica to break the book’s spine.

			Some of Cooper’s best-known predictions appear in Behold a Pale Horse, which runs a densely typed five hundred pages. Eight years before the Trench Coat Mafia murders at Columbine High School, Cooper wrote: “The sharp increase of prescriptions of psychoactive drugs like Prozac and Ritalin to younger and younger children will inevitably lead to a rash of horrific school shootings.” These incidents, he said, “will be used by elements of the federal government as an excuse to infringe upon the citizenry’s Second Amendment rights.”

			For many, including those who would later claim that the seemingly endless series of school shootings were part of a plot by gun-control advocates to take away America’s weapons, Cooper’s words took on the air of prophesy.

			But Bill Cooper never claimed to be a prophet. He never imagined himself in the line of Ezekiel, Jeremiah, and Daniel, the ancient Hebrew seers carried off by King Nebuchadnezzar II to a seventy-year captivity in Babylon. Neither did Cooper compare himself to John, an exile on the island of Patmos, author of the Book of Revelation, which is where the title Behold a Pale Horse comes from. The phrase appears in chapter 6, verse 8, in which John is witness to the opening of the Seven Seals, the preview of God’s secret plan to once again destroy the world prior to its rebirth as the Kingdom of Jesus Christ.

			When the Fourth Seal was revealed, John wrote, “And I looked, and behold a pale horse: and his name that sat on him was Death, and Hell followed with him.”

			“I am no Prophet, I am no Nostradamus, I have no crystal ball,” Cooper proclaimed. He was “just an ordinary guy.” There was nothing supernatural about his predictions. Anyone could do it. It was all in the methodology, summed up in what he called his “standard admonition,” the one rule every prospective Hour of the Time listener had to obey, “no matter what.”

			“You must not believe anything you hear on this show,” Cooper declared. Nor was the listener to believe anything they heard from any other shortwave host, “or Larry King Live, Dan Rather, George Bush, Bill Clinton, or anyone else in this entire world, whether you hear it on radio, on television, or from the lips of someone standing right in front of you.

			“Listen to everyone, read everything, believe nothing until you, yourself, can prove it with your own research,” Cooper told the audience. “Only free-thinking, intelligent people who are prepared to root through all the crap and get at the truth should be listening to this show. Everyone else should just turn off their radio. We don’t even want you to listen.

			“Listen to everyone. Read everything, believe nothing . . . until you can prove to yourself whether it is true or false or lies between the many shades of gray. If you don’t do this, if you cannot do this, or are just plain too lazy to do this, then I can assure you that you will march into the New World Order as a docile slave.”

			Then Cooper made the sound of a sheep. “Baaa! Baaa! Baaaing all the way.”
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			Cooper’s most famous prediction was made during the June 28, 2001, broadcast of The Hour of the Time. A little past his fifty-eighth birthday and drinking heavily, Cooper was doing his program from a studio he’d built in the den of his house at 96 North Clearview Circle, atop a hill in the small White Mountains town of Eagar, Arizona, fifteen miles from the New Mexico line.

			“Can you believe what you have been seeing on CNN today, ladies and gentlemen?” Cooper asked the Hour of the Time audience that evening.

			“Supposedly, a CNN reporter found Osama bin Laden, took a television camera crew with him, and interviewed him and his top leadership, lieutenants, and his colonels, and generals . . . in their hideout!

			“Now don’t you think that’s kind of strange, folks?” Cooper asked with his signature chuckle. “Because the largest intelligence apparatus in the world, with the biggest budget in the history of world, has been looking for Osama bin Laden for years, and years, and years, and can’t find him!

			“But some doofus jerk-off reporter with his little camera crew waltzes right into his secret hideout and interviews him!”

			This meant one of two things, Cooper told the audience. Either “everyone in the intelligence community and all the intelligence agencies of the United States government are blithering idiots and incompetent fools, or they’re lying to us.”

			The fact was, Cooper told the audience, no one in the US intelligence services was really looking for Osama bin Laden. They knew where he was. They had since the beginning of the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan. Bin Laden, along with his entire family, was a wholly owned subsidiary of the Central Intelligence Agency.

			“They created him. They’re the ones funding him. They supported him to make their new utopian worlds . . . and he has served them well.”

			There were rumors floating around the mass media that bin Laden was planning attacks on the United States and Israel, but this was just subterfuge, Cooper said. “If Osama bin Laden is an enemy of Israel, don’t you think the Mossad would have taken care of that a long time ago?” Cooper asked.

			Something else was in the wind. There was no other reason for the government to allow the CNN report but to further stamp bin Laden’s bearded, pointy face upon the collective American mind-set. Bogeyman of the moment, the Saudi prince was being readied for his close-up.

			“I’m telling you to be prepared for a major attack!” Cooper declared. The target would be a large American city.

			“Something terrible is going to happen in this country. And whatever is going to happen they’re going to blame on Osama bin Laden. Don’t you even believe it.”

			Two and a half months later, on September 11, 2001, after two commercial airliners flew into the Twin Towers of the World Trade Center in a cataclysm that killed 2,996 people, including 343 New York City Fire Department personnel, Cooper’s prediction came to pass.

			By the time Cooper got on the air that morning, the towers had already fallen. Several hours passed before the name Osama bin Laden surfaced on the BBC feed Cooper was monitoring. The British station, which Cooper regarded as marginally more reliable than the American networks, was doing an interview with the former Israeli prime minister General Ehud Barak and Richard Perle, chairman of George W. Bush’s Defense Policy Board Advisory Committee.

			Widely known as the Prince of Darkness, in part for his Reagan-era support of Edward Teller’s $100 billion Strategic Defense Initiative, known as Star Wars, Perle said the attacks on New York and Washington were “clearly an act of war.”

			“All our Western civilization is under attack,” Barak put in. The interviewer asked Perle if he thought the United States would be justified in firing cruise missiles at Kabul, the capital of Afghanistan. Perle, who along with fellow neocons Dick Cheney, Paul Wolfowitz, and Donald Rumsfeld would soon push hard for the reinvasion of Iraq, answered in the affirmative.

			The Afghani authorities had “allowed Osama bin Laden to operate in their territory,” Perle said. That alone was reason enough for a military strike. Bin Laden was involved, no doubt about it. Yes, Barak agreed, there was “every reason to believe” bin Laden was behind the attack.

			It was then Cooper interrupted the transmission, shouting, “How do they know who did it?

			“If the United States government had no warning like they say, if they didn’t know who was going to mount these attacks, and there are no survivors from the people in these planes, how do they know Osama bin Laden is behind it?”

			So, yet again, Cooper was right. Events were transpiring exactly as his research had indicated. Osama bin Laden, the Saudi mama’s-boy prince, was about to be officially blamed for the most spectacular foreign attack on America since Pearl Harbor.

			Not that Cooper was gloating about his latest successful prediction. What had happened in New York City—thousands dead, their bodies crushed beneath tons of twisted rubble, a toxic cloud rising over the metropolis—was just the beginning of a new torrent of death. On the radio feed, Perle and Barak were discussing logistics; Afghanistan would be a target, possibly, Iraq as well.

			“How can they determine that they should bomb Afghanistan?” Cooper shouted with alarm. “Who are we going to be bombing? The terrorists, or the innocent people of Kabul?”

			Cooper made another prediction. “Folks, I can assure you that seventy-two hours from now we will be at war. We will be bombing two or maybe three countries. . . . Because that’s how it works. When governments are attacked, they lash out. Thousands of people who had nothing whatsoever to do with what is happening at the World Trade Center and the Pentagon are going to die.

			“Nothing will be the same after today,” Cooper said grimly.

			“Get ready for it, folks, because that’s what you’re going to be hearing in the next weeks and months on radio and television: Nothing will be the same after today. . . . Because I’ll tell you, ladies and gentlemen, that’s what the people who really did this want you to think, that nothing, nothing, will be the same after today.

			“And you know what? They’re right. They’re telling the truth about that. Within weeks the Congress will pass draconian legislation aimed at restricting the rights of American citizens. You’re going to have surveillance cameras on every street corner. You think your phones are being tapped now, just wait.

			“No one is going to gain from this except a very small group of people. Everyone else will lose. No one will lose more than the American people.” This would be the most grievous casualty of the 9/11 attacks, Cooper told the audience, the nation itself, the America that could have been.

			Freedom, the most elusive of qualities, best distilled in the inspired documents of the Constitution and the Bill of Rights, had been dealt a fatal blow. “From now on, freedom will be whatever the law allows you to do.”

			That wasn’t going to stop him, Cooper told listeners. He’d stay behind his microphone up in his hilltop studio. He’d keep sending out The Hour of the Time, speaking truth to the ultimate power, if it was the last thing he did.

			It was soon after that Cooper’s final prediction came true.

			“They’re going to kill me, ladies and gentlemen,” he told the audience. “They’re going to come up here in the middle of the night, and shoot me dead, right on my doorstep.”

			And, around midnight on November 5, 2001, less than two months after the 9/11 attacks, that’s exactly what happened.

		

	
		
			2

			Bill Cooper had been in the back of my mind for the better part of a quarter century, not that I noticed it much. His name, his book Behold a Pale Horse, and his radio show The Hour of the Time, had popped up here and there, in seemingly random bits of information and conversations, but no pattern emerged. Then, one late-fall morning in 2013, I woke up convinced that Cooper, a semi-obscure conspiracy theorist with a Cassandra-like knack for connecting the distressing dots of modern life, might hold a key to the ambient unease descending upon this great nation, land that I love. The sensation made little sense on the surface but established a haunting obligation that was difficult to shake.

			Cooper’s visions of things to come was much in the air as I turned off Arizona Highway 260 and drove up Udall Street toward North Clearview Circle on the evening of November 5, 2016, exactly fifteen years to the minute that Bill Cooper’s final prognostication had come to pass. If an inquiring reporter was interested in communing with the man and his surprisingly persistent ghost, this seemed as good a time as any.

			Much had changed on what Cooper used to call “my mountain.” In 2001, the year of his death, Cooper’s ranch-style residence was the only home up here. Now there were several dwellings. Pickups and minivans lined the narrow roadways. The town of Eagar, where Cooper lived the last nine years of his life, was growing. Down below, streetlamps spread vaporous orange light over once pitch-black roadways. The Circle K sign cast its LED glow. But up above, the night sky was intact, full of stars, primeval in spots.

			The house where Cooper, by his own account, had experienced the happiest times of his life has been upgraded. The two-car garage has been added, animal skulls set out on posts, Georgia O’Keeffe–style, marking the edge of the gravel yard make for a nice touch. You would never guess the nature of the passion play that once unfolded up here.

			Fifteen years after his death, it wasn’t as if Cooper had been forgotten. On the contrary, he was probably bigger than ever. Behold a Pale Horse continues to sell at a brisk clip. It was still number one in Amazon’s “Ancient and Controversial Knowledge” category. A whole new audience, many barely into their subteens at the time of Cooper’s death, sprang up during the broadband era. With most of The Hour of the Time episodes available for download, a large number have been reposted to YouTube by a new generation of Cooperites operating under cyber handles like Behold a Messenger, Esoteric Riddler, FreedomVidz, TheyDwellBeneathTheTemples, ThirdWorldAssassin, Gloomylunatic, A Graceful Watchman, and Cosmic089, to name but a few.

			Cooper’s digital-age lionization is epitomized by NoMad News’s 2016 YouTube tribute. It begins with a Star Wars–type crawl reading, “In Loving Memory of a true American patriot; killed for Telling the Truth and LIVING IT! . . . He was murdered on his doorstep by the Federal Government!!!” If there is anyone who deserved to be called “the Truth movement Founding FATHER!!!” it was Cooper, NoMad News wrote.

			Still, it was no surprise to arrive at the top of Cooper Hill shortly before midnight on November 5, 2016, Guy Fawkes Day, to find ourselves alone in paying homage to the martyred Father of the Truth Movement. Eagar is kind of out of the way for most net-based pilgrims. The town and the adjacent community of Springerville, where Cooper is buried in the town cemetery, is a four-hour drive from both Phoenix and Albuquerque.

			My wife and I almost didn’t make it ourselves. We were staying on a ranch east of Springerville with only one road out to the highway and that was blocked. A horse had gotten its leg stuck between the thick iron slats of a cattle guard.

			The ranch hands, a bunch of sun-blasted Arizona cowpokes, were saying they hardly ever saw anything like it. Cows and horses are supposed to know better than to try to walk on cattle guards. You can barely get them to walk over a series of yellow lines painted on asphalt. It was a gruesome sight by truck headlight, watching the trapped horse trying to free his leg, only to fall back down in flailing spasms, blood seeping from its trapped fetlock. There was no way the leg wasn’t broken, the hands agreed. Someone had already gone back to his cabin to get a .45.

			As we waited uneasily, one of the ranch hands, a grizzled type with a ZZ Top beard, snapback cap, and vaguely subversive look in his watery blue eyes, asked me what I did “back in that New York City.” Hearing I was a writer, he asked, “What kind?”

			“A journalist,” I said, “you know, a member of the lying mainstream media.”

			“The devil himself,” said the cowboy, slyly, eliciting a balm of nervous laughter.

			The man with the gun was back. The horse, perhaps recalling other such scenes, looked up in terror. But just then, in what seemed a magical reprieve, one of the younger ranch hands managed to free the horse’s leg. A veterinarian arrived. To most everyone’s surprise, the vet said the horse’s leg was not broken. After shots of painkiller and antibiotics, the animal was on its feet. In a few days, it would be fine. Sometimes, the ranchers said, you get a little bit of luck.

			It was a seemingly portentous event, an uncanny visitation of the animal spirits that still supposedly linger out here, on what used to be Apache and Navajo land. On the way to commemorate the death of the author of Behold a Pale Horse, it fit.

			This was how it was with Bill Cooper, I thought to myself, not for the first time. In the opening paragraph of Behold a Pale Horse, Cooper writes, “There have been many related sequential coincidences all throughout my life, incidents that by themselves would have led nowhere. Statistically, the odds against the same or a related sequence of events happening to one individual are astronomically high. It is this series of incidents that have convinced me that God has had a hand in my life. I do not believe in fate. I do not believe in accidents.”

			I thought back to the first time I’d ever heard of Bill Cooper. It was in 1991, the year Behold a Pale Horse was published. On this particular day, I was at Mount Sinai Hospital in New York to say a last goodbye to a treasured friend and mentor, Harold Conrad.

			Like Bill Cooper, Harold Conrad was one of those essential, if largely unrecognized twentieth-century American characters, in this case a prime specimen of the Ellis Island boulevardier variety. Keen to the nuances of post–World War Two popular culture, Harold’s great talent was in being in the right place at the right time, once and maybe forever the hippest guy in the room.

			The résumé was impressive. He’d been a gossip columnist for the Brooklyn Eagle, did “public relations” for Meyer Lansky’s Colonial Inn in Miami, was a close friend of Guys and Dolls author Damon Runyon, had promoted Evel Knievel’s failed jump over the Snake River Canyon. He was also the only person I ever met who had Humphrey Bogart play him in a movie (The Harder They Fall, 1956). But now he was dying. Barely able to speak above a whisper, he motioned for me to put my ear near his mouth.

			“Did you bring a joint?” he asked. It was the last thing I ever heard him say.

			I met Harold’s son, Casey, a drummer, at the hospital. We went over to his apartment, talked about his dad. A man’s life, especially to a son and a friend, inevitably boiled down to fathomless mystery, we agreed, as Casey suddenly changed the subject and put a tape into the VCR. He said he had something very important to show me. I assumed it had to do with Harold, but after a few moments of visual static, the images settled into a familiar, chilling tableau. There was President Kennedy’s motorcade making its way through Dealey Plaza in Dallas.

			We were watching the Zapruder film, the famous home movie shot by children’s clothing manufacturer Abraham Zapruder with his Bell and Howell 8mm Zoomatic on November 22, 1963.

			It was a terrible, washed-out copy, probably a fifth- or sixth-generation dupe. You could barely make out the young and handsome president, first lady Jackie beside him in her pillbox hat, the hopeful promise for the future they represented. But it was better than nothing. At the time, it was almost impossible to get a copy of the Zapruder film.

			The original had been purchased for $150,000 by Henry Luce’s head man at Time Life, C. D. Jackson, the former deputy director of the Allied forces’ Psychological Warfare Division and member of Wild Bill Donovan’s Office of Strategic Services, forerunner of the CIA. I’d heard rumors about various Zapruder copies circulating in the underground. Casey’s copy appeared to be one of those.

			By 1991, the gnawing conundrum of Kennedy’s death had dragged into its twenty-eighth year. Every day of the week, murder cases were being cracked by municipal police departments. On TV they did it inside of an hour, with time out for commercials. However, here was the crime of the century, the assassination of a president in broad daylight, witnessed by hundreds of people. Yet in the minds of many, it remained a debilitating societal enigma, a national humiliation.

			It was the sheer resistance to transparency that was so maddening. The Warren Commission, composed of the alleged best and brightest, offered nothing but the galling implausibility of Lee Harvey Oswald at the sixth-floor window of the Texas School Book Depository with his Italian mail-order rifle.

			Over the years, there had been many proposed scenarios of what happened on November 22, 1963. The docket of usual suspects included the CIA, the Mafia, Cubans, gay southern businessman Clay Shaw, Lyndon Johnson, and a trio of bums, two of whom looked a lot like the Watergate burglars Frank Sturgis and E. Howard Hunt. There was the man with the black umbrella, shooters from the Grassy Knoll, and many others. It was the deepest of rabbit holes, one many felt a solemn, patriotic responsibility to jump into, often never to be seen again.

			Still, I must say, in the byzantine annals of what came to be called assassinationology, I had never heard a theory so outside the accepted realm of possibility as the one I expressed that evening in the apartment of Harold Conrad’s son.

			The driver did it. That was the story. The limo driver, William Greer, a fifty-two-year-old Secret Service agent born in the village of Stewartstown, County Tyrone, Northern Ireland, killed the president. As the motorcade turned, Greer stopped the limo, turned from the steering wheel, and shot the president square in the forehead. He did this at the closest of ranges in full view of all those eyewitnesses, including those sitting right there in the car. Yet somehow no one noticed this. Or perhaps the shock of the moment made them forget.

			Like David Hemmings continually enlarging his photograph in Michelangelo Antonioni’s Blow-Up, a big campus date film in 1966, we sat there for a good while running the tape backward and forward, pushing the PAUSE button at what seemed the critical moment.

			There could be no doubt that Greer slowed down the vehicle prior to the shooting. The brake lights come on. Sunlight glints off what appears to be a gun in Greer’s hand.

			In the sober light of day, killjoys suggested that “the gun” was actually the sun’s reflection off the Brylcreemed hair of Roy Kellerman, the Secret Service man riding in the passenger seat. But a Brylcreem reflection was not what a nation starved for the Truth needed to see. After twenty-eight years, the country was desperate for an answer, something to hang your hat on. William Greer’s alleged act provided that, if only for a fleeting instance.

			Where did he get this? I asked Harold’s son. He said it came from a man named Milton William Cooper. Cooper was touring around the country, selling his indistinct copies of the Zapruder tape at thirty-five dollars a pop.

			“Don’t watch the president, watch the driver,” Cooper would instruct the audience as he played the film in the basements of VFW halls and hotel conference rooms. When asked how Greer had managed to escape detection on the scene, Cooper said that the driver had been abetted by the use of “an electrically operated, gas-powered assassin’s weapon built especially for the Central Intelligence Agency which fired pellets of shellfish toxin.”

			The recoilless weapon was used, Cooper said, because “if the impact of the pellet did not kill the president, the toxin would.” This was the reason Kennedy’s brain was switched for another brain in transit between Parkland Hospital and the Bethesda Naval Facility in Washington.

			This was, of course, crazy talk. Yet you had to appreciate the audacity of the scenario. Cooper, whom I had never heard of, was saying that the ever-more rococo theories of Kennedy’s death were flights of fancy at best and deliberate dispatches of disinformation at worst. What hundreds of eyewitnesses had missed had been caught by the lens of Zapruder’s Bell and Howell Zoomatic. Perhaps not everyone would be able to make out Greer’s history-changing act. It took a certain gift, a specific frame of mind. But for those capable of accepting the hitherto hidden truth of the matter, the great mystery had been solved.
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					Ol’ Dirty Bastard, Wu-Tang Clan, mid-1990s

				
			
			My second interface with Bill Cooper and his work dates back to late 1992 or early ’93, as I walked along Seventh Avenue in my as-yet not fully gentrified neighborhood, Park Slope, Brooklyn. There were many great hip-hop practitioners in the early 1990s; it was the Golden Age, the time of N.W.A., Tupac, Biggie Smalls, and the rest. But few consortiums engendered the love afforded the Wu-Tang Clan, at least among many New York fans. It was no stretch to imagine oneself watching the same kung- fu film in the same sticky-floored Forty-Second Street movie house with members of the Clan. This would be followed by a wide-ranging discussion about whether the ancient masters used the lethal “reverberating palm” to murder Bruce Lee for revealing too many martial arts secrets to the lo fan in films like Fist of Fury and Enter the Dragon.

			Back then, most of the Wu-Tang, RZA, GZA, Raekwon, Method Man, Ghostface Killah, et al., were still living on Staten Island, which they called Shaolin after the order of warrior monks dating to the Sui and Tang dynasties. But Russell T. Jones, better known as Ol’ Dirty Bastard or simply ODB, still hung around his mother’s home near Methodist Hospital only a few blocks from my house in Brooklyn. Around the time of the release of the group’s monumental Enter the Wu-Tang (36 Chambers), I saw ODB sitting on a stoop on Sixth Street. He was reading Behold a Pale Horse. I said hello, but engrossed, he did not look up.

			Over the following years, I began to notice that the Wu-Tang were far from the only rappers interested in Bill Cooper. The writer and his book have been name-checked thousands of times by any number of artists, big-time and not. Such luminaries as Tupac, LL Cool J, Busta Rhymes, CeeLo Green, Eminem, Jay-Z, Immortal Technique, and dozens of others have either invoked Cooper and his work in their music or talked about him in interviews.

			Typical was the Wu-Tang’s own “Gravel Pit,” in which Method Man raps about a holocaust stemming from “the land of the lost, behold a pale horse, of course (of course).” (Leave it to the Wu-Tang to throw in the Mr. Ed reference.) As late as 2008, rapper Nas, the Queensbridge Houses project-raised lyrical nonpareil, paid tribute in “Testify.” He was exposing shit, Nas rapped, likening himself to Cooper, “who told you Pale Horse is the future.”

			The fact that Cooper was a fat white guy living on top of a hill in Arizona, and was being described by liberal organizations like the Anti-Defamation League of B’nai B’rith and the Southern Poverty Law Center as a right-wing militia leader, mattered not at all. If anything, it was a plus. Cooper was a former Navy military intelligence man; if he was saying that George Bush and Bill Clinton were behind the CIA plot to move crack cocaine into the ghetto, and claiming that AIDS was a man-made virus cooked up to wipe out the African people, this was worth listening to. Why would someone from military intelligence say stuff like that if it wasn’t true?

			That was when the word on the street was don’t buy a copy of Behold a Pale Horse with a credit card, if you happened to have such a thing. That put you on The List. Just to have the book in your possession was a risk.

			But it would take ODB to truly explain the reason why Bill Cooper mattered. This didn’t occur until early 2003, a decade after I’d seen him reading Behold a Pale Horse in Brooklyn. Cooper had been dead two years by then and Dirty wasn’t looking so good himself when I went to interview him for a magazine piece. The composer and singer of “Brooklyn Zoo” and “Shimmy Shimmy Ya,” was only thirty-six at the time, but that was like 3,600 in ODB years.

			The stories were folkloric. One time, while on the lam, ODB showed up for a Wu-Tang gig at the Hammerstein Ballroom in Manhattan. He did a couple numbers to tumultuous response, then gave the waiting cops the slip, only to be picked up a few days later signing autographs for his fans in the parking lot of a McDonald’s on Grays Ferry Avenue in Philadelphia.

			Now, however, Dirty had thirteen children and almost as many stints in jail, including a just-completed two-year dope bid in Clinton-Dannemora, a notorious prison hellhole built in 1844. When I asked him how he was doing, ODB said only, “Haldol,” the name of the powerful antipsychotic drug he was taking. Some record guys had the rapper under close watch in a condo apartment in Nanuet, New York, over the Tappan Zee Bridge. They were trying to keep him alive long enough to finish a record begun years before.

			We’d been sitting there a while, ODB and me, watching the Robin Williams movie Mrs. Doubtfire on television, when I brought up seeing him those many years before, reading Bill Cooper’s Behold a Pale Horse.

			It took a moment, but ODB turned to me, his face swollen, eyelids leaden. “William Cooper . . . Behold a Pale Horse . . . yeah.” A spasm of lucidity took hold. For an instant, he was as clear as a bell.

			“Everybody gets fucked. William Cooper tells you who’s fucking you.” When you were someone like him, ODB said, “that’s valuable information.”

			

			•   •   •

			Now, a dozen years after Dirty’s death, we were on Bill Cooper’s mountain, looking at the stars. Betelgeuse and Rigel were up there in the southeast sky, gleaming jewels on Orion’s Belt. So were the Pleiades, the cluster known as the Seven Sisters. During his flying saucer period, Cooper had said that’s where the aliens came from, the evil long-nosed Grays who had met with Dwight D. Eisenhower at Edwards Air Force Base in 1954.

			A bit of wine spilled for memory’s sake, we drove back down Cooper Hill. The cowboys back at the ranch had told us we might not want to hang around too long. The gun laws in Arizona weren’t like they were in Brooklyn. In Arizona, they’ve got open carry, concealed carry, every kind of carry. You go into Bashas’ Supermarket on North Main Street in Eagar and middle-aged ladies pick through the broccoli with raspberry-pink-handled .380s strapped to their hips. The Castle Doctrine was in effect, which meant one step across the property line and the homeowner might be well within his rights to put one between your eyes, especially after midnight.

			Besides, the icy wind was picking up, slicing hard through the Carhartt. The Navajos call November the time of the nil-chi-tsosie, or “small wind.” This precedes nil-chi-tso, the “big wind” of December, when it can blow a steady sixty or seventy miles per hour for hours at a time. On bad days, when Cooper lived up here, trying to get by without proper insulation, he had to drape his windows with Pendleton blankets bought at the trading posts along old Route 66 in Gallup, New Mexico.

			There was another kind of wind, too, whipping in from the north near Canyon de Chelly, former home to the vanished Anasazi people. This was the hochxoo, or the “dark wind.”

		

	
		
			3

			If Bill Cooper’s ghost was elusive on the night of November 5, it proved palpable only three nights later. It was November 8, 2016, when the results of the presidential election blindsided the mind.

			Throughout the campaign, fans pointed out that Cooper had been the first to alert the country to the possible election of someone like Donald J. Trump. This dated back to an interview Cooper did with CNN in 1992.

			Looking hale and hearty in his customary button-bursting plaid flannel shirt, a genial Cooper sat on a couch and said that in the current climate, with the vast majority of politicians in the pocket of Illuminati overlords, it was now “impossible for another Abraham Lincoln to be elected president of the United States.” The only way to get rid of the corrupt cast of characters in office was “to stop voting for them.”

			“Kick all the members of the secret societies out of the bureaucracy. Try them for treason, because that’s what they are, traitors,” Cooper told the interviewer.

			The only way to restore the Constitution to its place as the supreme law of the land was to elect a president “who had never served in government before.” It would have to be done quickly, “in the space of a single election,” Cooper said in 1992. Twenty-four years later, the campaign of Donald J. Trump seemed to fit that description.

			It is hard to imagine Cooper supporting Donald Trump with his cheesy gold-plate George the Third patina. On the other hand, he’d rather have been beaten with a truncheon than to see Hillary Clinton assume the highest office in the land.

			Cooper made his feelings known about the Clintons early on, in the run-up to the 1992 election, when he correctly predicted that Bill Clinton, who was trailing in the polls at the time, would become the forty-second president of the United States.

			The description of the Clinton skullduggery was classic Cooper, the product of a man who bragged that while others might be content to open “cans of worms, I open barrels of worms.”

			The scenario was a snap for those who did their own research. With the end of the Cold War in the early 1990s, the elites required a new man to preside over the American sector of the New World Order (NWO). George H. W. Bush, onetime CIA head, had been a faithful anti-Soviet servant. His presidency amounted to a gold watch for services rendered. But new times required new men, and Poppy didn’t even know what a supermarket scanner was. A more down-home, hot-sauce-drenched figure was needed, someone like Bill Clinton.

			The fixers had been grooming Bubba since his saxophone-tooting days in the piney-woods home of his single mom. They snatched him out of the Arkansas muck and made him a Rhodes Scholar—a power apprentice course founded by the ultimate globalist Cecil J. Rhodes, builder of the Cape to Cairo Road, master of the De Beers diamond mines, the only man to have three countries (Rhodesia, Northern Rhodesia, Rhodesia and Nyasaland) and a dog (the Ridgeback) bear his name.

			Handicapping the election, Cooper said the third-party candidate, H. Ross Perot, was in the race “to make sure Bush lost.” Once, Perot was a nobody, a Texarkana Community College student. But now, according to Cooper, Perot’s longtime patron, David Rockefeller, was offering the deal of a lifetime. Perot’s company, Electronic Data Systems, Cooper told a cable TV audience, had been secretly chosen to be the exclusive manufacturer of “the implant,” the tracking device that would soon be inserted under the skin of every American.

			The deal was worth billions. All Perot had to do, Cooper said, was run for president. His homey pie charts and psuedo-Libertarian tone would be a death knell for the hopelessly plutocratic Bush. As it turned out, Perot’s 19 percent was more than enough to swing the election to Clinton.

			“Bill Clinton!” Cooper raged to the Hour of the Time audience. “Rhodes Scholar! Member of the Council on Foreign Relations and the Trilateral Commission! Draft dodger! Spent time in the Soviet Union when no other American citizen was allowed to travel there! Socialist, par excellence!” The same went for Hillary Clinton, Bubba’s First Lady Macbeth partner-in-crime.

			This particular view of history was very much in play on November 8, 2016, as we settled in to watch the election returns at the Sugar Shack, a fun little joint in the unincorporated town of Concho, Arizona, about an hour’s drive from Eagar.

			The political leanings of the crowd at the Sugar Shack had been made apparent when we’d visited the place a few nights earlier to sample the excellent Surf n’ Turf special, which proprietors Ray and Marie cook on a gas grill out on the porch. There was some drunkenness, and a soused lady took a header down the stairs. It looked bad, but after a quick check revealed no blood, people walked away.

			“She’s a Democrat, let her lie,” someone said, to much laughter.

			We were in Trump country. If anyone in the room had, however reluctantly, voted for Hillary Clinton, they weren’t talking about it.

			The reason we’d come to the Sugar Shack was to cheer on candidate Doyel Shamley. Like Trump, Clinton, and the immigrant-hunting Sheriff Joe Arpaio down in Maricopa County, Doyel, known to Hour of the Time fans as Bill Cooper’s research partner and all-around right-hand man, was on the ballot this election day. He was running for supervisor in District 3 of Apache County.

			This was no small thing. Apache County, a vast strip of land running along the New Mexico border from the Four Corners region down past the White Mountains town of Alpine, measures 11,218 square miles. That makes it the sixth-largest county in the country. With barely 70,000 people (Eagar, pop. 4,800, is the largest community), it is also one of our nation’s least-densely populated. Few places in the USA have more wide-open spaces.

			When I started researching Cooper, everyone told me if I wanted to get the real story, Doyel was the guy to talk to.

			As representatives of successive generations of American fighting men—Cooper in Vietnam and Doyel in the first Gulf War—they had a lot in common. The wars may have been twenty-five years apart, half a world away from each other, but as far as Cooper and Doyel were concerned, the conflicts were part of the same, corrosive, never-ending process. That made them brothers-in-arms, natural allies. Both ardent patriots and prodigious readers, they shared research on many matters, from the extent of federal jurisdiction to the ancient secret society the Brotherhood of the Snake to the symbolism of the Phrygian cap worn by fighters during the French Revolution. When their libraries were combined, there were more than fifteen thousand titles.

			Doyel also worked on the Hour of the Time broadcasts, often appearing on the air, sometimes hosting shows with Cooper’s young daughter, Dorothy, whom everyone called Pooh.

			After Cooper’s death, Doyel kept The Hour of the Time on the air. Along with webmaster Rob Houghton, Doyel helped put together The Complete Cooper, a digital archive of all 1,926 HOTT broadcasts (including repeats). If anyone could be called the keeper of the Bill Cooper flame, it was Doyel Shamley.

			At the outset of my research into Cooper, I googled Doyel’s name. The first thing that came up was a six-minute YouTube video The End According to Doyel Shamley.

			Accompanied by ominous strains of electronic music, the 2009 video begins with images of a cloud-crowned primeval forest, an untouched Eden. There is a stark image of the Java man, among the earliest of the Homo erectus species, followed by a home movie of a man berating his son. This morphed into a mass rally with swarms of faceless people holding up giant placards of Mao Tse-tung and Chou En-lai.

			“Ever since the first slimeball came out of the ocean and developed into a stronger man than his neighbor, someone had the inclination to control someone else,” Doyel’s Okie-inflected narration begins. The life of the common man had been reduced to the constant hand-to-hand combat of Hobbesian natural selection. You could fight it, and if push came to shove, he would, Doyel said, in the front lines “alongside good friends.” But then again, he mused, perhaps it would be better to let the whole thing implode. That way, the survivors, “those who want to prosper and be free again,” could set about rebuilding a world worth living in.

			A busy man, Doyel was abrupt when I first contacted him. After all, I was far from the first person to come around asking about Bill Cooper. Following the shoot-out on the hill, it seemed important to tell Cooper’s story and Doyel did, spreading details on the radio and in a 2003 documentary, The Hour of Our Time. But after a while, there were simply too many Internet posts saying things like “Bill Cooper Told the Truth about 9/11. Two Months Later They Killed Him for It.” Cooper had become a god to an increasingly eccentric flock.

			You never knew who might turn up. One day a man appeared uninvited inside Doyel’s house. Reacting as any homeowner with Special Forces training might, Doyel pounced on the guy and jammed a large-caliber firearm into his midsection. The man explained that he found Doyel’s home via an arcane triangulation of coordinates based on images of Cooper’s home available online.

			The stars had been rearranging themselves since the beginning of time, the intruder told Doyel. Soon humanity would look up and see the name JESUS spelled out across the firmament. The man thought anyone who had been Bill Cooper’s right hand needed to know that information. His message delivered, the man left.

			After a period of text tag, Doyel drove up to my motel in a mud-splashed Toyota pickup with a battering-ram-type shield attached to the front bumper. Sporting an early sixties George Jones–style flattop, attired in camo pants and a sheepskin vest against the morning frost, Doyel leveled the gaze of his blue-steel eyes and said he wanted to get one thing straight from the get-go.

			“I swore I would never spend another minute of my time talking about this, so let’s go,” Doyel said. I was to be the last reporter to hear what he knew about the Bill Cooper story.

			As we drove around the cinder cones of the Miocene-vintage Springerville volcanic field, Doyel filled me in a little about his background. His people were Okies; they’d come to California during the Dust Bowl days. That was the old joke, about how there were supposed to be more Okies in Bakersfield and Stockton than in Oklahoma, Doyel said as we drove along US 191, which used to be called US 666 before the Mormons complained and the DOT got sick of people stealing the signs.

			Several of his relatives were pickers, on the migrant circuit through the 1950s, Doyel said. “They went to Montana for the cherries, then to Washington for apples, back home for navels and Valencias. That was when the central valley of California was,” Doyel said with a dismissive laugh, “the breadbasket of the world, not the breadbasket of bankruptcy that it is now.”

			Even if he was the sort of demographic that traditionally fill the ranks of the US Armed Forces, this did not appear to be Doyel’s destiny.

			“I’m not saying anything, but I always stood out from others my age. I was an Eagle Scout, won every badge you could win. Did really well in school, college-level science and math, economics and political theory. I’ve got a kind of photographic memory. I can really take in a large amount of information in a short amount of time and retain it.

			“I was on the high school debate team. All the rich kids, these pricks from San Diego prep schools, they said we were a bunch of Okies, and we cleaned their fucking clocks. We went to the National Finals in Washington and got a tour of the House and Senate. For years I thought I would go into low-temperature physics, superconductors, magic sort of stuff. Then there was the symphony, playing cello.

			“They said I was a prodigy. I was the youngest person in the local symphony. We played the greats. Beethoven’s Fifth, The Rite of Spring, Mahler.”

			Mahler was “a real sick son of a bitch,” Doyel said. “He was always writing in all these different time signatures just to torture the orchestra. Our poor conductor almost had a heart attack. We played Carmina Burana . . . I really liked that except when I was playing, I had images in my mind of all these monks running wild and raping nuns before they locked them up in the monastery. One time we went to the Azores to play for the king, that was cool.

			“We already had these letters from Stanford. Probably could have gotten a free ride, on account of the cello,” Doyel said. “I would have had it made.

			“But no. No college, no first seat in the philharmonic for Doyel. I decided what I really wanted to do was fight for my country.”

			His father, John Shamley, a surveyor by trade, was military, but a “special kind of military,” Doyel said. He was attached to the Civilian Affairs Division as a photographer. He took pictures at events like Douglas MacArthur’s funeral. “Dad got right in there, open coffin, better stuff than anything that came out in Life magazine,” said Doyel.

			“They sent him to New York and he’d walk around, taking pictures. As for what he was taking pictures of, who and why, he never said. There was one shot, a plane that crashed in the snow. I guess the idea was that he was supposed to be on the scene, but there were these other shots, too, where you’d see the plane was really a prop sitting on a soundstage.

			“It was kind of humorous,” he continued, describing the day he enlisted in the service. “It happened to be my sister’s eighth birthday. They were having this little party. The recruiter brought me home. He went into the house and walks right over to my father, shakes his hand, and says, ‘Mr. Shamley, I’d like to congratulate you. Your son just enlisted in the United States Army.’

			“My father jumped right out of his chair. He was screaming at the recruiter. ‘Get out of here! Whatever you told him is a lie! I know it and you know it.’”

			Doyel went anyway, quickly sent off to Iraq to fight in Desert Storm. As an infantryman with top marksman scores, he sometimes carried the M60 machine gun, the one Sylvester Stallone rocks in Rambo. Capable of firing 500–600 rounds of large-caliber .308 bullets per minute, the M60 is a highly efficient killing machine. The main drawback was the weight. The fully outfitted M60 can weigh at least twenty-five pounds, not including the 100-round bandolier the operator straps across his chest like a modern-day Pancho Villa.

			“The life expectancy carrying that kind of weapon is about eight minutes, so they like to give it to the short guys because you were a smaller target,” said the five-foot-nine Doyel, who despite his relatively modest stature retains many of the deadly skills learned in combat training. Once asked the size of the mountain lions who roam the White Mountains, he said, “Oh, I don’t know. Just imagine me on all fours.”

			Things between Doyel and me took a turn for the better when we drove over to the 26 Bar Hereford Ranch, west of Springerville. The handsome spread had once been owned by the Duke himself, John Wayne. Back in the 1960s and early 1970s, Wayne used to come in for the cattle sales, often stopping in for the first-class breakfast at the Safire Restaurant on Springerville’s Main Street. The star’s presence was a source of pride to the local community, which still holds an annual John Wayne Days festival. After Wayne’s death in 1979, however, the 26 Bar was put up for sale. The buyer turned out to be the Hopi Indian Tribe.

			“I love that,” Doyel snickered as we sat in the truck, overlooking Wayne’s old ponderosa. “He kills a million Indians, now they got his ranch. HAHAHA.”

			But what really broke the ice between us was the mention of the notorious punk rocker GG Allin. Reputedly born Jesus Christ Allin in New Hampshire in 1956, GG was legend for his transgressive, i.e., gross, live shows. He was known to defecate on the stage while playing songs like “Shoot, Knife, Strangle, Beat, and Crucify,” “Darkness and a Bottle to Hold,” and “Bite It You Scum.”

			Allin’s name came up while we were barreling down old 666, listening to Cannibal Corpse, Deicide, and for old time’s sake, Slayer, on Liquid Metal, Doyel’s favorite Sirius XM channel. I mentioned that I’d once seen Allin and his band, the Murder Junkies, play in Tompkins Square Park in New York’s East Village, and Doyel got a delightedly goony smile on his face.

			“Oh, man, I love him. I got everything he ever did,” Doyel said, breaking into a couple of lines of “Die When You Die.”

			After that, Doyel and I became friendly, at least friendly enough. My wife and I traveled to Eagar a number of times, attending the 2014 and 2015 Skills and Research Conference, a continuation of the meetings Cooper organized during the middle 1990s. While Cooper’s conferences generally involved much sitting in classrooms listening to lectures on Freemasonry and tax protesting, Doyel’s version tended to be a lot more hands-on, heavy on preparation for WROL (without rule of law) situations, and plenty of target practice. He would set up some targets supposed to be a guy hiding behind a bathroom stall door and yell to “shoot right through it.”

			As part of an ad hoc cultural exchange program, Doyel and his significant other came to visit us in Brooklyn. It was a kick, showing them around the Big Town, eating at Peter Luger’s, taking them up to Arthur Avenue in the Bronx to have a real slice of pizza. We did the tourist things, riding on the Staten Island Ferry and going to the top of the Empire State Building. It was a different place, Doyel had to admit, riding the subway on the uptown Lexington Avenue line, reading a copy of Battlefield Ballistic Wounds he bought at the Strand bookstore, wondering if his interpretation of the Second Amendment would hold up during rush hour.

			Our guests loved the cheesecake at Junior’s on Flatbush Avenue, so we sent them one for Christmas. When his brother-in-law, a cop, started to open the package by mistake, Doyel intervened, saying, “Keep your government dick-beaters off my cheesecake.”

			In 2016, however, there was no Skills and Research Conference. Doyel was campaigning full-time to win election as the Apache County supervisor in District 3. It was a job that would offer Doyel a larger opportunity to influence local policy, especially in the all-important issue of land rights. Surrounded by huge stretches of federal property, it was Doyel’s position that the land should be under local control, with county jurisdiction playing a leading role.

			When we first met, he was leading the fight against the US Fish and Wildlife Service’s introduction of the Mexican gray wolf into the Apache-Sitgreaves National Forests. The feds claimed the forest was the animal’s natural habitat. Doyel said this was crap. The Mexican wolf wasn’t even a real species; it was a hybrid that had never been native to the area, he said. The animal was preying on ranchers’ cows, destroying whatever mom-and-pop commerce remained in the area. The feds, making their environmental policies in Washington, DC, didn’t care about that, Doyel said.

			Asked what progress he was making, Doyel flashed his best Dennis the Menace smile and said he was kicking the butts of “the douche spout greenies. The lady from Sierra Club in Phoenix, she hates my guts.”

			Doyel had run for office before and lost. But his knowledge of local issues was impressive enough that his victorious opponent brought him in as the county natural resource coordinator, where he helped develop environmental policies for the county. For the current election, Doyel was putting in the maximum effort. By the beginning of November he’d put several thousand miles on his truck, driving great distances to drum up the vote. His black-and-white posters were slapped on fences from the ski resorts of Alpine to Window Rock, the capital of the Navajo Nation three hundred miles north.

			The Navajo reservation, which makes up most of the county north of Interstate 40, was Doyel’s chance. The vast majority of the tribe, solidly Democratic, were for Hillary. But after years of battling the Bureau of Indian Affairs, the Diné, as the Navajo call themselves, liked what Doyel had to say about the overbearing tactics of the federal agencies. As one local leader said, the US government “stole our land once and they’re not going to do it again.”

			Still, Doyel remained the underdog. His opponent, Gary Davis, held formidable advantages. He was a well-liked boss at the local Salt River Power Plant, where many in the southern part of the county worked. Far more imposing, however, was Davis’s status as a bishop in the Church of the Latter-day Saints. The Mormons, everyone said, had controlled Apache County politics back to before Arizona even became a state. If he won the supervisor job, Doyel said, he’d be the first non-Mormon to hold the office since 1879. “That’s one hundred and thirty-seven years,” Doyel said, “which is a long time.”

			On election night at the Sugar Shack, the Trump victory was taking people by surprise. Even if they’d voted for him, few in town thought he was going to win. People favored Trump’s position on Obamacare, which they hated, along with everything about else about Obama. Trump had his flaws, to be sure, but at least he was a human being.

			“Hillary is Satan,” said one of Trump’s voters. Better known as “Killary” or “Hitlery,” Clinton was the personification of the Evil One. Relatively speaking, that made Trump, as one supporter at the Sugar Shack said, “God’s man in the race.”

			A woman wearing a MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN cap said she was offended that corporate media outlets kept preaching it was her duty as a female to vote for Hillary. “I’m supposed to vote for her because we’re the same sex? How insulting is that?” the woman said. Trump’s lewd talk didn’t bother her. It was disgusting, but that was how men were, disgusting. But how could Hillary put up with her husband’s philandering? “She stood by and let him humiliate her because she couldn’t bear to give up power.”

			The Clintons had to be stopped, another woman said, bringing up Pizzagate, the ambient conspiracy charge that the Democratic Party candidate was involved in a global pedophile ring run out of the basement of Comet Ping Pong pizzeria in northwest Washington, DC. The sexual trafficking of underage children—John Podesta, Clinton campaign manager, was said to be spending time in hot tubs with six-year-olds—was exactly the sort of satanic ritual that always went on in Washington, people said.

			“Pizzagate is real,” the woman in the Trump hat said. Asked how she knew that, she said she’d “done her research. . . . I try to read everything I can, I talk to as many people as possible. But I don’t believe anything I read until I do my own research.”

			The phraseology rang a bell. I asked the woman if she was an Hour of the Time fan. She had never heard of it. I provided a short Cooper bio, including details of the fifteen-year-old shoot-out that occurred only forty or so miles away from where we sat. Again, there was no recognition.

			The woman and her husband weren’t native to the area. “We’re snowbirds,” the couple said in unison. But they agreed that Cooper’s dictum to find your own Truth made sense. Who else could you trust?

			It was about then that the TV networks declared Florida for Trump. The real estate developer was sweeping the battleground states. Ohio fell, then Pennsylvania. Jubilant shouts filled the Sugar Shack.

			My cell phone was ringing. People from back east, friends from California, were calling, saying they couldn’t believe it. Donald Trump? President? This couldn’t really be happening, could it?

			“Where are you?” one caller asked. “What’s that cheering?”

			I told him I was in Arizona, at the Sugar Shack, where everyone voted for Trump. That was why they were cheering.

			“Well, everyone here is crying,” the caller said, bitterly, before hanging up.

			The lady in the MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN hat was exultant. “Well, if this doesn’t wake up the sheeple, I don’t know what will.”

			“Wake up, sheeple,” I replied. It was another famous Bill Cooper phrase, I explained.

			“Really?” she said. “Well, everyone will be shouting it from the rooftops from now on.”

			

			•   •   •

			We left the Sugar Shack before Trump hit 270. All things considered, it was better to be here, among the revelers, than in front of the TV in Park Slope, where everyone was slitting their wrists. It wasn’t going to change the result.

			Besides, we liked these people, in spots at least. We hoped they felt similarly. That was part of the mission: détente—an attempt to restore the supposedly washed-out transit between “our America” and “their America.” To see if there was any “America” left between us and them.

			These were worthwhile goals, but there was a limit. There was no way we were hanging around the Sugar Shack to watch the country go completely down the tubes. It felt a moment of real change, a point of no return. It made you think how you got to this precarious place.

			Driving back to Eagar, the only car on US Highway 60, surrounded by the immense blackness of the Arizona night, my thoughts turned back to Bill Cooper holed up in his house on the hill, a lone and lonely soldier behind his microphone, hurling insults at his New World Order tormenters.

			Within weeks of the shoot-out on Cooper Hill, the New York–based pulp house Global Communications released William Cooper: Death of a Conspiracy Salesman, edited by the mysterious “Commander X,” whose other titles include Mind Stalkers: UFOs, Implants, & the Pyschotronic Agenda of the New World Order and Invisibility and Levitation: How-To Keys to Personal Performance.

			Likely the least successful “quickie” book put out to capitalize on “celebrity” demise, William Cooper: Death of a Conspiracy Salesman, not unlike Behold a Pale Horse itself, has the aspect of a hastily thrown together collage of newspaper clippings, murkily reproduced photos, reprints, and memorabilia.

			That said, Commander X’s title cannot be beat. Bill Cooper was a conspiracy salesman as sure as Willy Loman carried a battered suitcase. Perpetually hard-up for money, in many ways he recalls the mythic figure in the green visor who sits in an office at the end of a long, narrow corridor, feverishly typing out every dirty joke you ever heard, ten dollars a punch line. A P. T. Barnum of dread, Cooper lived by the darkening edge of his conspiracy stories and his capacity to find an audience willing to hear and believe them. It was an ethic he practiced until the night of his death.

			In one of the obits that appears in William Cooper: Death of a Conspiracy Salesman, Kenn Thomas, esteemed writer and a close observer of what he called “parapolitics,” said that despite Cooper’s often outlandish pronouncements, “he was right in his broad strokes. He certainly was not alone in looking into the political and cultural environment and seeing an evil monster, but he was more articulate than most in getting across what that feels like.”

			By now I’d been listening to Hour of the Time programs for the better part of three years, reading Cooper’s overheated works, tracing his incongruous, almost Zelig-like spread through the cultural landscape. Once you got through bluster
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