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			PROLOGUE

			The doorbell rang at 9:17 on the evening of February 4, 1974.

			From their perch on the sofa in the living room, Patricia Hearst and Steven Weed looked at each other and shrugged. No one was expected. But it was Berkeley, so who knew?

			Still, visitors were unlikely. Their cozy duplex was one of four apartments at 2603 Benvenue Avenue, a sturdy, well-made structure covered in the chocolate-brown shingles that were a signature of the neighborhood around the University of California, where both Patricia and Steve were students. The apartment offered an unusual degree of privacy. There was no door to the street, only a pair of garage doors, which were open. To enter, one had to walk up an outside stairway along the side and then find the entrance to apartment 4 on an interior walkway. Few did.

			With some trepidation, Patricia and Steve walked to the front hall. Weed pulled open the door a crack and saw a woman he did not recognize. Her clothes appeared slightly disheveled.

			“I’m sorry but I think I backed into your car,” the woman said. “I’m sorry. Can I come in and use the phone?” Patricia turned away in disgust, thinking that the visitor had damaged her beloved MG roadster. Then, as she headed back toward the living room, she heard a crash.

			Three people, all bearing weapons, burst into the apartment. The woman at the door was named Angela Atwood, and she had not had a car accident. She was acting, and she was, as it happened, an actress who had recently played a leading role in a local production of Henrik Ibsen’s Hedda Gabler. On this night, however, she was using her talents to initiate a kidnapping.

			Two men rushed in behind Atwood. Later, Weed would insist that both were black, but only one was—Donald DeFreeze, who had recently applied a political filigree to a lifetime of petty and not-so-petty crime. The other man was Bill Harris, an agitated, compulsive talker, also a theater person at one time as well as a Vietnam veteran, and currently a revolutionary. DeFreeze knocked Weed to the floor, and Patricia fled toward the kitchen, in the back of the apartment.

			“Where’s the safe? Where’s the safe?” DeFreeze demanded. He had an almost quaint conception that rich people kept their money at home in safes. Steve and Patricia did no such thing, and Steve protested that there was no safe. “Take my wallet,” Weed said. “It’s all the money I have. Take anything you want!” DeFreeze, unhappy with this answer, belted Steve across the head with a homemade sap—a leather-covered piece of lead. The pain knocked Weed almost unconscious.

			Atwood chased Patricia into the kitchen and put a black automatic pistol in her face. “Be quiet and nobody’ll get hurt,” she said. Harris ran after Patricia as well and then dragged her back toward the front door, where he placed her facedown on the floor. Atwood began tying Patricia up. She fought back—Patricia was stronger than her delicate, barely five-foot frame suggested—but Atwood managed to get some nylon cord wrapped around her arms and legs. She also tried to put a gag (actually a racquetball) into Patricia’s mouth and a blindfold over her eyes, but her fierce resistance left both restraints hanging loosely around her head. Still, with Weed semiconscious and Hearst trussed, there was a brief moment of silence, which was broken by the arrival of a new face at the door.

			Steve Suenaga, also a Cal student, lived in one of the apartments across the walkway. He was heading out to see his girlfriend, when he noticed some unusual activity inside apartment 4 and poked his nose in the door.

			DeFreeze grabbed Suenaga and told him to get on the floor, facedown. Atwood tied him up, too. Suenaga heard Hearst whimpering, “Please leave us alone…”

			“Quiet!” Harris said to her. “Or we’ll have to knock you out.”

			Atwood said to DeFreeze, who seemed to be in charge, “They’ve seen us, we’ve got to kill them.”

			Suenaga raised his head, and DeFreeze struck him on the head three times with his weapon—an M1 carbine converted into a machine gun.

			A moment later, Weed was able to rise from his stupor. He made a wild rush at Harris, who blocked his advance with the sawed-off automatic he was carrying and slammed Weed to the ground. Weed then bolted for the back door. He pushed through the screen, busting it off its base, fled into the tiny yard, ran past his marijuana plants, vaulted the fence, and disappeared into the night. Two hostages—Hearst and Suenaga—remained tied up on the floor by the door.

			—

			Lying facedown, Patricia began to realize that she was confronting more than a robbery. These people had demanded a safe but didn’t look for one. They didn’t even take Steve’s money. What did they want? Why would mere thieves take the trouble to tie her up?

			She soon found out that her fears were justified. Atwood left first for the getaway car, a 1964 Chevrolet Impala convertible that the kidnappers had carjacked earlier in the evening. (In the backseat of the car, tied up and dazed from a pistol-whipping from Atwood, was Peter Benenson, the owner of the vehicle, covered by a blanket. He had been accosted after leaving a nearby market in Berkeley.) Camilla Hall, a poet as well as a terrorist, was at the wheel of Benenson’s car, which she had backed into the driveway of 2603. The trunk was ajar, awaiting human cargo.

			The commotion had started to draw attention. In the house next door, a Berkeley student named Sandy Golden and three classmates were studying for a bacteriology exam in his apartment. When they heard a woman scream, they ran onto a small porch that faced 2603. For a moment, they stared eye to eye with DeFreeze, who lifted his weapon and fired two quick bursts at the students. He missed. Atwood jumped in the passenger seat.

			Harris, meanwhile, was half dragging, half carrying Patricia down the stairs along the side of the building toward the waiting car. She was kicking, screaming, and wearing nothing but a bathrobe, a pair of panties, and fuzzy blue slippers. Harris raised the trunk with one hand, but it bounced up and slammed shut. He groaned in frustration. He now had to put Patricia down and retrieve the key from Camilla Hall, in the driver’s seat. While Harris went for the key, Hearst…disappeared. The kidnap victim had wiggled free from her bonds, for Atwood’s training for the stage had yielded few insights about knot tying. After a few panicked seconds, Harris located Hearst, who had scampered into the garage, near her own MG. Harris again lifted her up and this time managed to deposit her in the trunk and close the lid on top of her.

			Then, for Patricia Hearst, chaos yielded quickly to darkness and silence.

			And cold. The temperature in Berkeley had dropped into the forties, and she had only her bathrobe for warmth in the trunk. A trunk? What was she doing there? What did they want? Why was this happening?

			In a way, she already knew: it was because of her name. It is difficult, at a remove of several decades, to conjure what the name Hearst still meant in 1974. Fame, wealth, and power on a grand scale. Her grandfather William Randolph Hearst (who died several years before Patricia was born in 1954) was a newspaper publisher, but that barely captures the scope of his renown. The Chief, as he was known, built the grandest private residence in the United States, San Simeon, and his life inspired perhaps the greatest American film, Citizen Kane.

			Patricia was just nineteen, restless and unformed, the product of a lonely childhood in a big wealthy family. She was the middle child of five daughters, the rambunctious one, the one the governess (that was the term the family used) disciplined with a hairbrush. She was sent off to boarding school when she was only ten and was in and out of five schools before she graduated from high school. She was never exactly expelled—Hearsts were not expelled—but it was suggested that she would be happier elsewhere, especially by the nuns who ran the Catholic institutions chosen by her mother. Mrs. Hearst was displeased, often.

			Catherine Campbell Hearst was a regal presence, as austere as the limestone mansion in Hillsborough where she and Randolph Apperson Hearst presided. In temperament, she differed greatly from her husband. Catherine was tightly wound, a stickler for proprieties, a Georgia beauty who persuaded Randy to make a kind of halfhearted conversion to Catholicism. In contrast, Randy liked nothing so much as a long day in a duck blind followed by a big meal fueled by scotch and red wine. He was a businessman of sorts, the publisher of the family’s flagship newspaper, the San Francisco Examiner, but his role there was mostly that of a figurehead. Still, Randy possessed a kind of journalistic curiosity about how the rest of the world lived. Patty was his favorite; he related to her spunk and moxie as well as to her aversion to formal education. And she, in turn, loved her dad and allowed him to call her Patty without complaint. For others, she preferred Patricia. As for the Hearst name or her family’s history, Patricia had little interest. She made a point of never seeing Citizen Kane.

			Her final high school had been the Crystal Springs School for Girls, in Hillsborough, which aspired to be a finishing school in the mode of Madeira or Miss Porter’s, where the daughters of the San Francisco elite would prepare graduates for a women’s college and, more important, for marriage. But by the early 1970s, the turmoil of the era had penetrated the manicured hedges of Crystal Springs, and the girls there began wanting something more than the lives of their mothers. Some wanted careers. Patricia wanted Steve. After graduating from Princeton, Steve Weed took a job teaching math at Crystal Springs, and his shaggy good looks generated more than academic interest among the girls in his classes. Patricia began driving her MG to his apartment for, she said, extra help with her geometry homework. They began sleeping together right around her seventeenth birthday. Steve was twenty-three.

			Patricia accumulated enough credits during her peripatetic education to graduate from Crystal Springs after the eleventh grade. A year at a local junior college followed. When she told her parents she was staying with girlfriends, she was actually spending most of her nights at Steve’s. Upon her return from a long trip to Europe, she announced to Randy and Catherine that she would be moving in with Steve. Her mother wanted Patricia to enroll at Stanford, which was more socially prominent, but Patricia preferred the University of California at Berkeley, where Steve had started graduate school in philosophy.

			There, abruptly, the fun stopped for Patricia, even if few people knew the depth of her despair. In those days, as always, she spoke in a kind of lock-jawed monotone that gave away little of what she was feeling. That fall, in their first days together in the apartment, Patricia pinned her hope for happiness on an actual marriage, or at least an engagement, and she hinted that she expected a ring. (In the manner of most unmarried couples who lived together in those days, they felt compelled to sign the lease as “Mr. and Mrs. Steven Weed.”) In time, Patricia got a ring—sort of. For Christmas, in 1973, Steve gave her a pair of moccasins and a piece of paper with the word “ring” written on it, as a kind of promissory note. Hardly a romantic gesture. Steve thought Patricia was sarcastic. Patricia thought Steve was condescending. (Both were right.) Patricia enrolled as a sophomore at the university, and when she told Steve she was thinking of becoming a veterinarian, he informed her that she could never master the math and science requirements. She chose art history instead.

			Reluctantly, Patricia lapsed into the life of a proto-housewife. She bought furniture and crammed every surface with knickknacks—little vases, ceramic shoes and bunnies, glass jars with stoppers, tiny sculptures. Tasteful prints, mostly Impressionist, lined the walls. (Patricia’s mother, in a forlorn nod to Catholicism for a daughter living in sin, gave the couple a sixteenth-century stations of the cross bas-relief.) Above their bed, on the second floor, in an oval frame, was the photograph of the couple that had run in the newspaper to announce their engagement. The decor matched their lifestyle—middle-aged. (Still, in a couple of ways, their tastes did reflect those of their generation. By the front door, there was a rack of their favorite wine, called Romance, which retailed for ninety-nine cents a bottle, and they always maintained a generous stash of pot, which Steve also tried to grow in the garage as well as in the backyard.)

			Patricia cooked and cleaned; Steve did neither. They did everything, including have sex, on his schedule, not hers. Patricia made the beds or left them unmade, as she did on February 4. Their evening together on that occasion was typical. Dinner was chicken soup with tuna fish sandwiches, followed by Mission: Impossible on television, then schoolwork in silence on the downstairs sofa. Bathrobe and slippers had become her home uniform. At nineteen, this was her life? On the eve of her kidnapping, Patricia later acknowledged, she was “mildly suicidal.”

			Now, incredibly, those fuzzy slippers were evidence of her struggle to escape from Bill Harris. Police photographers would note the presence of one on the stairway and the other on the driveway. And where was Steve, the man of the house? Her fiancé? Her protector? He had run away. “Take anything you want!” Steve had told the kidnappers, and indeed they had. They had taken Patricia Campbell Hearst, and now she was locked in the trunk of a car.

			—

			The kidnappers brought three vehicles to 2603 Benvenue that night. There was the stolen convertible with Hall at the wheel, along with the kidnap team of Atwood, Harris, and DeFreeze; one hostage, Benenson, was in the backseat, and the other, Hearst, was in the trunk. Emily Harris (Bill’s wife) and Nancy Ling Perry parked a stolen station wagon parallel to the front of Hearst’s apartment. A sometime sex worker turned terrorist, Ling (as she was known) was volatile even by the standards of her colleagues; when she saw DeFreeze firing at the students on the porch next door, Ling stuck her automatic weapon out the window of her car and shot two quick bursts at them as well. She also missed. Waiting on the other side of Benvenue, facing 2603, was a blue Volkswagen Beetle driven by Willy Wolfe, the youngest in the group and the least experienced criminal. He was joined by Patricia Soltysik, known to all as Mizmoon, the name given to her by her occasional lover the poet Camilla Hall. The plan was for Wolfe to lead a three-car caravan away from the scene, followed by Hall driving the kidnap vehicle and Emily Harris and Nancy Ling Perry in the rear.

			The plan nearly failed at the outset. Wolfe made a left onto Parker Street, with the two other cars following close behind. Suddenly a Berkeley police cruiser appeared from nowhere and flashed its lights at the Volkswagen. The officer walked slowly to the driver’s side to talk to Wolfe.

			Were they caught? The kidnapping itself was over quickly, but the gunfire prompted several calls to the police.

			DeFreeze and Harris, with automatic weapons splayed across their laps in the Chevy, faced a moment of decision. With eyebrows more than words, they asked each other, could we waste a cop? If the officer was questioning Wolfe about the kidnapping, it was only a matter of minutes until the whole plan unraveled. The only way to protect their mission—their “action,” in the military argot they favored—was to kill the cop right now. DeFreeze was a killer, as he had proven just a few weeks earlier. But Harris was bigger on talk than violence; in Vietnam, he’d never even removed the rifle from beneath his bunk. But that was then. In unspoken accord, DeFreeze and Harris prepared to open their doors and turn their guns on the officer who was questioning their comrade.

			Just then, DeFreeze and Harris saw the police officer walk away from Wolfe’s window, return to his vehicle, and drive away. Later, they learned that the officer had only stopped the Volkswagen to tell Wolfe to turn on his lights.

			And so the three cars headed off into a future that was nearly as mysterious to the captors as to their captive. There were just eight of them—Donald DeFreeze, Bill and Emily Harris, Angela Atwood, Camilla Hall, Nancy Ling Perry, Mizmoon Soltysik, and Willy Wolfe—but they called themselves an army, the Symbionese Liberation Army. As they drove off into the California night, with Patricia Hearst as their unwilling passenger, their unofficial motto might well have been “What now?”

		

	
		
			PART ONE

		

	
		
			1

			NERVOUS BREAKDOWN NATION

			The kidnapping of Patricia Hearst is very much a story of America in the 1970s, not the 1960s. From the vantage point of nearly half a century, the two decades sometimes merge in historical memory as a seamless epoch of idealism and change. Generalizations about eras are necessarily imperfect, of course, but these two decades actually look very different in retrospect. The 1960s were hopeful, the 1970s sour; the 1960s were about success, the 1970s about failure; the 1960s were sporadically violent, the 1970s pervasively violent.

			There were assassinations and riots in the 1960s, but the vast majority of protests were peaceful and even, occasionally, successful. After an extraordinary public outpouring from African Americans and their allies, official racial segregation, which had plagued the United States since its inception, faded in the 1960s. Men walked on the moon. The economy boomed. Much of the discontent in the 1960s emerged from a sense of possibility—that blacks and whites could live in harmony, that the Vietnam War could end, that there could be a better future for all. Those hopes, for the most part, were dashed by the 1970s. Richard Nixon became president in 1969 and did not end the war. An oil embargo in 1973 led to gas lines. The economy stagnated. The stock market lost almost half its value between 1973 and 1974. Inflation hit 12 percent a year. Watergate confirmed every cynical expectation about American politics.

			The nature of protests changed, too. Nixon might not have brought the Vietnam War to a close, but he did end the draft. Freed from the threat of conscription, many thousands of otherwise apolitical young people drifted away from the antiwar movement. The marches against the war became considerably smaller. But as the protests shrank in size, they built in intensity. Frustration, especially at Nixon’s reelection in 1972, convinced many that the era of peaceful demonstrations had passed. To a degree that can scarcely be imagined today, the bomb became a common mode of American political expression. In 1972, there were 1,962 actual and attempted bombings in the United States, with twenty-five people killed; in 1973, 1,955 bombings, with twenty-two killed; in 1974, 2,044 bombings, with twenty-four killed. The movement was small, but those who remained were the violent core. Membership in the Weathermen, the most notorious bombers in the counterculture, shrank from four hundred in the late 1960s to just fifty in the early 1970s, but their bombings continued.

			No region symbolized the rapture of the 1960s or the venom of the 1970s more than the San Francisco Bay Area. The Summer of Love, a carnival of music, drugs, and sex in 1967, established the city as the center of the American counterculture. This largely spontaneous festival drew about a hundred thousand young people to the Haight-Ashbury neighborhood and brought the word “hippie” into broad circulation. In a similar vein, the Free Speech Movement, at Berkeley, also began in the mid-1960s. At the time, speakers on campus were only allowed to advocate on behalf of the Democratic or Republican Party, and an earnest young cadre of students began conducting demonstrations arguing for a greater range of expression. In short order, the movement defined Cal as the epicenter of American student activism. These events became magnets drawing young people to the Bay Area—for adventure, for politics, for some fantasy of what the country might become. Yet by the 1970s, both San Francisco and Berkeley were wilting under the weight of so many new arrivals. Politics and music yielded, in significant measure, to drugs and violence.

			And then, in an especially sinister confluence of events, a series of unspeakable crimes beset San Francisco almost simultaneously. A serial killer—who portrayed himself as a kind of macabre inversion of a counterculture figure—taunted police for several years in the late 1960s and early 1970s. He killed at least five and perhaps as many as thirty-seven people and then bragged about the killings in a series of letters to Paul Avery, a crime reporter at the San Francisco Chronicle. The letters contained mysterious codes and symbols that gave rise to the killer’s nickname—Zodiac. He spoke in a kind of hippie argot with its ersatz Eastern mysticism (and poor spelling), but his message could scarcely have been darker. “I LIKE KILLING PEOPLE BECAUSE IT IS SO MUCH FUN IT IS MORE FUN THAN KILLING WILD GAME IN THE FORREST BECAUSE MAN IS THE MOST DANGEROUE ANAMAL OF ALL.”

			As 1974 began, Zodiac contacted Avery again with a single, chilling message: he was back. Not surprisingly, in a kind of cosmic refutation of the Summer of Love, San Francisco became synonymous with crime in the 1970s. Clint Eastwood’s Dirty Harry, a San Francisco detective, wreaked vigilante justice on the outlaws who afflicted the city. Karl Malden and Michael Douglas played television detectives fighting the same kind of mayhem in The Streets of San Francisco.

			But fictional criminals represented only a minor threat to the city compared with the nest of genuine psychopaths who appeared in late 1973. In October of that year, a group of black Muslims who called themselves the Death Angels began a concerted campaign to kill white people in a series of random, senseless, vicious murders—simply because they were white. They became known as the Zebra killers, after the code name for the radio frequency that the San Francisco police assigned to the investigation, and they probably spread more terror than any set of criminals in modern American history. As with the Zodiac killer, the Zebra marauders represented an evil parody of the world that many had hoped to create in the 1960s. They met at the Black Self-Help Moving and Storage company, which was affiliated with the Nation of Islam, and they cruised for victims in one of its vans. The spree began on October 19, 1973, when a young couple, Richard and Quita Hague, were accosted on Telegraph Hill, where they were taking a walk after dinner. Forced into a van, they were driven to a remote location in the city, where Quita was hacked to death with a machete. Richard was mutilated too, but he somehow survived. Then the killings accelerated. A future mayor, Art Agnos, was shot on the street after a community meeting. Another victim was taken to a warehouse and tortured to death—his hands, feet, and genitals cut off one at a time. In all, there would be fifteen murders and eight attempted murders. “The eruptions of unspeakable violence made this most beloved of cities seem like hostile territory,” the San Francisco historian David Talbot wrote, adding that the “lovely jeweled city became strange and ominous—the way one’s house feels after it’s been broken into and ransacked. Whites saw blood in the eye of every able-bodied black male, and every black man saw fear and rage in white faces….The city’s very identity began to dissolve.” Two more men were killed on December 22, 1973. Another was killed on Christmas Eve.

			The Zebra crisis reached its apogee on the night of Muhammad Ali’s second heavyweight fight with Joe Frazier, which took place in New York’s Madison Square Garden. Ali was a hero to the Death Angels, and after watching his victory in a theater on a closed-circuit feed, they decided to celebrate with a vengeance. On a single night, they shot five people, a random assortment of white San Franciscans going about their business, including a sixty-nine-year-old man celebrating his birthday by buying donuts; a homeless man; a woman on her way to a fabric store; a woman doing her laundry. (She was the only white person among a dozen black people in the Laundromat.) Four of the five died, and the city neared a collective nervous breakdown. The headlines the next day read “Madmen Slay Four on City Streets,” “SF Killing Spree—5 Shot on Streets.”

			These stories appeared on Tuesday, January 29, 1974. Patricia Hearst was kidnapped on the following Monday.

			—

			American movies during World War II usually portrayed combat units as paragons of regional and ethnic diversity; they might consist, for example, of an Italian American from Boston, a Jewish soldier from Brooklyn, and a slow-talking sharpshooter from Texas. The Symbionese Liberation Army represented a kind of devil’s inversion of these celebratory archetypes, updated for a new and very different world. With one exception, they all came from somewhere else and represented part of the great youthful migration to the Bay Area. As it happened, though, they filled distinct niches in the ecosystem of the counterculture. There was a radical black man (Donald DeFreeze) and a crazed Vietnam vet (Joe Remiro). The SLA consisted mostly of women, and they too fit well-known profiles. The group included a militant lesbian (Patricia Soltysik), a scary vixen (Nancy Ling Perry), and an otherworldly poet (Camilla Hall), as well as an empty-headed actress (Angela Atwood). Finally, there was an idealistic young boy (Willy Wolfe). Like all human beings, the members of the SLA were more complex than any stereotype, yet it is still possible, through them, to see how different tribes on the coast formed and related to one another.

			During the brief life of the SLA, its members issued thousands of words in proclamations, communiqués, and interviews. But verbosity did not mean coherence. For the most part, the SLA spoke in a kind of pidgin leftist dialect, with phrases borrowed from the fashionable sources of the era. These included Pan-Africanist solidarity movements; Cuban and South American Marxism, especially the Tupamaros of Uruguay; and samplings from China (Mao Zedong), Germany (the Baader-Meinhof gang), and Italy (the Red Brigades). In truth, the rhetoric meant little. The words were scarcely understood by the SLA members who uttered them and totally ignored by the public who heard them. The infantile spirit of the SLA’s public expression is best captured by the phrase with which the group closed its communiqués: “Death to the fascist insect that preys upon the life of the people.”

			But if the SLA did not have a coherent ideology, it did have a spirit—an anarchic intensity drawn from the chaos of the time and place. Criminals, by and large, avoid attention, but the SLA sought it out, including for its most appalling crimes. Several of the key figures in the group were trained as actors, and there was an unmistakable element of guerrilla theater in their operations. For the SLA, performance was not a means to a goal but often the goal itself.

			The legacy of the SLA itself may be nonexistent, but its story provided a kind of trailer for the modern world. The kidnapping of Patricia Hearst foretold much that would happen to American society in a diverse number of fields. The story illuminated the future of the media—especially television and book publishing—the culture of celebrity, criminal justice, and even sports. The Hearst kidnapping itself had an effect on the politics of the 1970s, including on the career of the governor of California, Ronald Reagan. In other words, even though the kidnapping was an anomalous event, it provided hints of what America would become.

			Above all, though, the story of the kidnapping is the story of a single young woman. Few people in American history have been subjected to as dramatic a transformation of circumstances as Patricia Hearst. In an instant, her life of ease and privilege vanished, replaced by an ordeal of pure terror. And then—most remarkably of all—she responded to this extraordinary trauma by becoming a member of the very group that took her freedom away.

			Or did she?

		

	
		
			2

			FROM INSIDE THE TRUNK

			The three-car caravan, with Patricia Hearst in the trunk of the middle car, inched through the darkened streets of Berkeley. The group maintained a cautious speed, well under the limit, to avoid any further attention from the police. Disoriented, frightened, cold, and alone, Patricia had no idea where they were going or why. Still, it was in her nature to resist. A more timid teenager might have remained frozen in terror, but Patricia, while still in the dark of the trunk, shucked off her restraints and blindfold. As Bill Harris learned when she howled for help and nearly escaped in her driveway, this woman was a fighter.

			Patricia was still just learning the neighborhood. She had the status of a sophomore, but that was because she received a year’s credit for her time at junior college. Then she had spent the fall as a clerk at a department store. She’d only been a student at Cal for a few weeks. In that period, her life was circumscribed by the fifteen-minute walks to and from her classes. Still, she had explored enough of the storied campus to recognize that her family had practically built it.

			One Hearst in particular. Everyone passing by the Cal campus drove by the grand Beaux Arts pile of the Hearst Memorial Gymnasium. The facility contained several gyms and three pools, including a famous one on the roof, which is surrounded by urns and statuary. The building’s main office included an incongruous feature for an athletic facility—a large oil portrait of a woman dressed in fashionable attire for the turn of the previous century: Phoebe Apperson Hearst. Then as now, it is a Cal tradition for university staff and faculty who pass through the gym office to acknowledge Mrs. Hearst’s portrait and thank her out loud for her largesse to the university.

			With her slim build and diffident smile, Phoebe resembled her great-granddaughter Patricia. And though Phoebe is less well-known than many in her family, she established a template for Hearst women. Phoebe never graduated from college or held a full-time job as such, but she set her own goals, pursued them intently, and saw a remarkable number through to conclusion. She was not easily deterred. She had a soft voice and a fierce will.

			Born in Missouri in 1842, Phoebe and her parents moved to California in the gold rush era. Though instructed only briefly in a one-room schoolhouse, Phoebe always placed a high value on education and possessed a firm sense of the rights of women, including their right to vote. When she was just twenty, in the midst of the Civil War, she married a rough-hewn mining prospector named George Hearst, who was two decades her senior. George made and lost several fortunes in quartz mines and other ventures, and his peripatetic life kept them separated for much of their marriage. (He even served briefly as a U.S. senator from California.) George loved to buy land, and through good times and bad he held on to one special parcel, forty thousand acres near San Simeon Bay in the Santa Lucia Mountains, about two hundred miles south of San Francisco.

			On April 29, 1863, Phoebe gave birth to the couple’s only child—William Randolph Hearst. Phoebe devoted herself to her son with singular intensity, toting him with her on trips around the world and trying to direct the boy’s relentless energy into productive pursuits. Her success was mixed—Will was expelled from Harvard for neglecting his studies—but the young man soon discovered he had a talent for the newspaper business. George Hearst had purchased the San Francisco Examiner in 1880, mostly as a vehicle for his political ambitions, but his son saw the paper as the means to his own ascendancy. By the turn of the century, the young publisher had parlayed the Examiner into an empire—a chain of newspapers, a major political voice in the country, and the beginnings of a vast fortune. William Randolph Hearst was known ever after as the Chief.

			His mother, during this time, began a project of her own. California had boomed in the nineteenth century, but the state’s flagship university remained a backwater. Phoebe made it her mission to turn Berkeley into a university worthy of the nation’s biggest state. She demonstrated her commitment by financing a master plan for the campus, which was known as the Phoebe Hearst Architectural Plan and adopted by the regents in 1900. Then, to a remarkable degree, Phoebe set out to build the buildings laid out in her plan. In some cases, she financed the construction out of the funds that George left to her, and in others her son honored her by paying for the construction himself.

			—

			For all of Phoebe’s accomplishments, she was not a celebrity. Her son, William Randolph Hearst, was famous and notorious.

			There has never been an American publisher who wielded power with such zest and swagger. After taking over the Examiner in 1887, Hearst bought the New York Journal eight years later (with Phoebe’s help) and established a ferocious rivalry with Joseph Pulitzer’s New York World. Their papers introduced the phrase “yellow journalism” into public discourse, and Hearst, it is often claimed, led the nation into the Spanish-American War as a circulation-building stunt. (In Citizen Kane, Orson Welles as Charles Foster Kane instructs a reporter on the ground in Cuba, “You provide the prose poems, I’ll provide the war!”)

			Hearst’s politics began in a populist mode, and he won two terms as a Democratic congressman from New York. His journalistic and political ascendancy was such that he sought his party’s presidential nomination in 1904. And though his political ambitions were never fully realized, he kept buying up newspapers around the country, eventually accumulating more than two dozen. Still, the Chief’s journalistic heyday was relatively brief, lasting only until the Depression, when changing tastes, as well as economic conditions, thwarted his plans to expand further. By World War II, the Hearst papers, like the Chief himself, had shed their populist spirit and settled into a hard-core conservatism. In any event, by that point Hearst was at least as well-known for his scandalous personal life as for his newspapers.

			In 1897, Hearst, then thirty-four, became infatuated with a teenage vaudeville dancer named Millicent Willson. He courted her for six years, and they married in 1903. She bore him five sons over the next decade, including in 1915 the twins David and Randy, Patricia’s father. Shortly after their birth, the Chief met an eighteen-year-old Broadway chorus girl named Marion Davies, and he began pursuing her with the same kind of ardor he brought to his journalistic crusades. Hearst used his newspapers’ columns to promote Davies’s show business career, and they soon commenced a public romance that would endure for the remainder of their lives. Millicent refused to give Hearst a divorce, and Hearst refused to leave Davies. The standoff lasted for decades.

			The five Hearst boys grew up amid the icy feud between their parents. For the most part, they lived in their mother’s apartment in Manhattan, though their real homes were the boarding schools to which they were all shipped at early ages. The boys also visited their father and Davies in California, first in their mansion in Beverly Hills and then in the vast castle the Chief built on his mother’s land at San Simeon. Hearst (and Phoebe) ultimately quadrupled his landownership, to about 270,000 acres, and hired the architect Julia Morgan to design more than a dozen buildings on the property. The castle itself, with 127 rooms, soars above the California coastline, and its twin towers are international landmarks. (Among other features, Hearst also built the world’s largest private zoo at San Simeon.) Perhaps most remarkably, San Simeon might not even have been the Chief’s favorite residence. Near the Oregon border, Hearst lavished attention on another remarkable estate called Wyntoon. This Bavarian-themed hunting and fishing resort was every bit as lavish as San Simeon and a great deal more private.

			The Chief did his best to promote Davies as a movie star, which her talents failed to justify, and the couple became known for the lavish parties on their estates. Perhaps not surprisingly, the Hearst boys grew up rich in financial resources but otherwise impoverished. None of them flourished. All five did poorly in school, and not one graduated from college. The Chief and Davies were serious alcoholics, and all five sons were problem drinkers, of varying severity. Randy emulated his father by attending Harvard without graduating. As the Chief’s biographer David Nasaw wrote, “The boys, following in their father’s footsteps, continually ran into debt and called on their parents to bail them out. This they did, as had Phoebe before them, but never without complaining.”

			After Randy’s ignominious departure from Harvard, the Chief gave him a sinecure as an assistant to the publisher of the Hearst paper in Atlanta. There Randy fell for the most socially prominent debutante in the city—Catherine Campbell, the nineteen-year-old daughter of a telephone company executive. They married in 1938, in what was described as Atlanta’s wedding of the year, which included nine bridesmaids and fifteen groomsmen. The ceremony was Catholic, and Randy, who had been a nonobservant Presbyterian, became a nonobservant Catholic in deference to his bride.

			Trauma visited the young couple almost immediately. Catherine became pregnant soon after the wedding and gave birth to a daughter, also named Catherine, in 1939. Much later, the elder Catherine would describe her daughter’s medical issues in veiled terms. In Patricia’s criminal trial, Catherine testified that her eldest daughter “has a shortage of hemoglobin” and was subject to ear infections. This might have been true, but it obscured the larger truth that young Catherine was mentally disabled, a matter of some shame in that less enlightened era. The tragedy turned the child’s mother ever more deeply to her Catholic faith. It also led to a ten-year gap between Catherine and the next child, Virginia, born in 1949. Another significant gap followed, until she had three more daughters in quick succession: Patricia Campbell Hearst, on February 20, 1954, followed by Anne in 1956, and Victoria in 1957.

			—

			After a few years in Los Angeles, Randy and Catherine Hearst and their five daughters settled into a château-style mansion in Hillsborough, the toniest of the San Francisco suburbs. The Chief, who died in 1951, despaired about the business acumen of his sons, so he took steps to make sure that they would enjoy comfortable livings while preventing them from tampering with his beloved newspapers. According to the terms of the trust that established the management structure of the Hearst Corporation, the five sons and their heirs could never control more than five of the thirteen seats on the Hearst board. In 1965, Randy was named chairman of the executive committee of the Hearst Corporation, and in the early 1970s he was also designated the publisher of the San Francisco Examiner. Neither title meant much. Professional managers ran the corporation and the newspapers.

			Randy Hearst dedicated his life to leisure—shooting deer near San Simeon, trolling for sailfish off Mexico, duck hunting anywhere fowl might be found. Closer to home, he played tennis and swam at the Burlingame Country Club. He spoke in a plummy diction that seemed old-fashioned even at the time. (A loose woman was a “Sally Roundheels,” and he was forever freshening drinks with “just a splash” of one spirit or another.) Like many sons of volatile fathers, Randy erred on the side of emotional restraint. There was a formality about him, but a decency, too. He lived surrounded by retainers—from newspaper reporters to domestic servants—and he might not have regarded them precisely as equals, but he treated everyone well and inspired a kind of loyalty.

			His wife, Catherine Hearst, was another matter altogether. In fairness, Randy left to Catherine (and a succession of governesses) the real work of raising five daughters, and Catherine struggled more than most with what was called, in her era, the generation gap. Her rules—no blue jeans on visits to San Francisco!—drew eye rolls from her daughters. Catherine’s Catholic faith was deep and real and shared by no one else in the household. She sent all five daughters to Catholic schools, which they all fled, sooner rather than later. She insisted on the completion of academic work and met resistance from her daughters from their earliest school days. (Academic distinction did not run in the family. As noted above, none of the five sons of William Randolph Hearst graduated from college, and only one of the five daughters of Randy and Catherine Hearst, Virginia, graduated from college.)

			The Chief had become a thoroughgoing reactionary by the time he died, but Randy inherited none of the hard edges of his father’s politics. He was a Republican, to be sure, but his passions ran more to sport than to the ballot box. Randy’s charitable obligations were conventional but numerous and heartfelt; indeed, on the night Patricia was kidnapped, he and Catherine were in Washington at a function for a foundation, which Randy chaired, to bring high school students to visit the U.S. Senate. Catherine, on the other hand, had harsher political views and a perfect outlet for them, too. In 1956, Governor Goodwin J. Knight, a Republican, appointed Catherine to the Board of Regents of the University of California. It was a measure of the Hearsts’ influence, and Phoebe Hearst’s legacy, that Catherine was chosen, because she had neither attended school in California nor graduated from any college at all. But as the student protests began at Berkeley and elsewhere, Catherine became known as a fierce hard-liner and a strong ally of Governor Ronald Reagan’s. (As Patricia later observed, “My father is a registered Republican who always votes Democrat. My mother is a registered Democrat who always votes Republican.”) In her family and on campus, Catherine’s mission was the same: impose discipline.

			—

			Her most notable failure on that score was with her middle daughter. By the standards of the day, Patricia Hearst’s teenage rebellions were modest, but they were real. She was not her mother’s daughter.

			Of all the Hearst daughters, Patricia rejected Catholic school, and the Catholic faith, the fastest. She was sent away to Convent of the Sacred Heart when she was just ten, and the lesson she learned best there was how to provoke the nuns. As Patricia later recalled, one nun had a practice of leaning over students and yelling directly in their faces. “When she did this to me one day, the idea flashed in my mind that I could make her stop by shocking her,” she recalled. “So when she paused for breath, I very deliberately said, ‘Oh, go to hell!’ It worked, stopped her cold.” Patricia started high school at Santa Catalina School, another Catholic boarding school about a hundred miles south of Hillsborough, and she loathed it there as well.

			Patricia lived for summers, when she could revel in the joys of San Simeon and Wyntoon and in the company of her father and their three dogs, Whiskey, Pablo, and Mike. Patricia was an athletic kid, and the vast play spaces of her many homes (and country club) appealed to her. At twelve, she was the only daughter who took up Randy’s invitation to learn to shoot. They went duck hunting together, and the education proved useful in a way that surely neither could have imagined at the time.

			Patricia took an early interest in boys, which was distressing to her mother but typical for the times. She had her first real boyfriend at fifteen, and when she moved to Crystal Springs the following year, she made a determined play for a hot young teacher named Steven Weed. “He was everything a high school girl could want: a college graduate, an older man, so mature, so experienced, so sophisticated,” she said later. “I suppose I threw myself at him, but I hope not in any obvious way.”

			Weed took her attention as his due, for he had an imperious style for a man in his early twenties. He was determined to prove that he would not be intimidated by the Hearsts, even as he nearly became a member of the family. For example, as his relationship with Patricia ripened, Weed flunked Vicki Hearst in his math class, even though she was a borderline student. He enjoyed his role as Patricia’s tutor in life, and for a time anyway she reveled in the attention of an older man. Of course, the attraction itself was a form of rebellion for Patricia—in light of the differences in their ages and status and the forbidden nature of student-teacher contact. Considering the basis of their relationship—which would be seen as outrageous, if not unlawful, at a later time—the Hearsts were tolerant of Steve. (They couldn’t stand his mustache, however, and their first gift to him was a razor.) Still, in light of the Hearst family tradition of older men courting teenage girls, they were hardly in a position to complain.

			As Patricia moved toward her college years, her relationship with her mother deteriorated. Catherine wanted Patricia to be a debutante; Patricia refused. Catherine wanted Patricia to break it off with Steve; Patricia moved in with him instead. Catherine wanted Patricia to go to Stanford; Patricia decided to follow Steve to Berkeley. With time to kill before she started classes at Cal, Patricia even took a job as a clerk at Capwell’s, an Oakland department store, in a brief foray to see how the other half lived. There, she had a modest political awakening as she saw how the store made many of her colleagues work off the clock, keeping their hours down, so they would not be eligible for benefits.

			Patricia and Steve Weed lived modestly on Steve’s $650 per month teaching stipend and Patricia’s $300 per month allowance. Steve had enjoyed long weekends at the family compounds at San Simeon and Wyntoon, but during the school year he preferred to stay closer to home. Those festive outings yielded to somber evenings with his fellow graduate students, which bored Patricia to tears, sometimes literally. One rare dinner where Patricia actually showed some interest in the conversation involved Errol Morris, another graduate student in Steve’s program, who was also starting to display the eclectic interests that would later make him a celebrated documentarian. As it happened, shortly before this dinner, Morris had gone to Wisconsin to interview Ed Gein, a notorious serial killer and grave robber. This story of life’s dark side interested Patricia a great deal more than the dreary academic politics that her boyfriend preferred to discuss.

			Some of Weed’s friends called him Mr. Spock, after the Star Trek character, because of his austere, highly logical personality. (He was a teaching assistant in a logic class at the university.) Reflecting later on Patricia’s personality, he expressed himself more like a professor than the boyfriend of a nineteen-year-old: “She judged things as they arose in the concrete, not along any systematic lines of principle.” In short order, this side of his personality began to grate on Patricia. Once, during a dispute at the dinner table, he picked Patricia up and deposited her outside their front door, until he decided she had cooled off enough to be readmitted to their home. During another fight in the car, he pulled over to the side of the road and said, “If you don’t like it, you can get out and walk home.” Patricia almost did, until she realized it was her car.

			Still, their relationship moved forward on a kind of automatic pilot. They became engaged through a sort of osmosis rather than an actual proposal. They notified Patricia’s parents without ceremony. One night at dinner with Randy and Catherine, Patricia mentioned their plan to marry while Steve was in the bathroom. Catherine was from the old school when it came to publicity for the family; she believed that a woman’s name should be mentioned in the newspaper three times: when she is born, when she dies, and when she gets married. But she made an exception and decided that the engagement (and the looming end to their sinful living arrangements) should be announced posthaste. This quaint society tradition would have unexpected consequences.

			Randy summoned an Examiner photographer to the estate in Hillsborough, and Patricia and Steve (sporting a fresh haircut and his only blazer) posed in front of the fireplace. Patricia smiled; Steve barely grinned. Hearsts were always big news in California, so the story ran not only in the Examiner but also in the rival San Francisco Chronicle. On December 19, 1973, under the headline “Patricia Hearst to Marry,” the Chronicle story began, “Mr. and Mrs. Randolph A. Hearst of Hillsborough have announced the engagement of their daughter Patricia Campbell Hearst to Steven Andrew Weed.” The next three paragraphs summarized the pedigrees of the betrothed, and then the story concluded,

			
				Patricia graduated from Crystal Springs School, studied at Menlo College, and is a junior in art history at UC-Berkeley.

				The young people plan to be married early next summer.

			

			The wedding was set, very tentatively, for June 29, 1974.

			—

			On the night of February 4, as the vintage convertible crawled through the darkened streets near campus, Patricia could only reflect bitterly on her fiancé. Take anything you want, he had said. They sure had. They had taken her. And Steve, who was supposed to be her protector, had run away.

			Then, after a few minutes, and less than a mile of driving, the traffic disappeared, and the caravan slowed to a halt at a clearing on a quiet street called Tanglewood. Someone popped the trunk, and Patricia, with some help, extricated herself. The residential street was only a little brighter than the interior of the trunk. Patricia saw some hedges and wondered if she could make a break for it. But she was surrounded by eight people; she couldn’t outrun them all. It was clear that a diminutive black man was in charge, for he was the one who said, “How the fuck did she get untied?” His subordinates shrugged. Patricia pleaded to be let go. Within a moment, a blanket was tossed over her head, and she was bundled into the back of the station wagon. (Benenson was left on the floor of his convertible and told not to call the police.)

			“Shut your mouth, bitch,” the black man said to Patricia, “or I’m going to blow your fucking head off.”

			Within seconds, they were moving again, but for Patricia, being in the back of the station wagon was better than being in the trunk of the convertible. Now she could hear what they all were saying, including how the others addressed their leader as Sin. Sin? He actually called himself Sin? These people, she thought, were really evil incarnate.

		

	
		
			3

			THE SLA

			Before the night was out, Patricia learned that the leader’s name was not Sin but Cin. That was short for his adopted name of Cinque M’tume, a combination of the Swahili words for “prophet” and the number five, which was the assigned name of the African chief who led the slave revolt aboard the ship Amistad in 1839. Patricia also learned that Cin had taken a title too: general field marshal in the United Federated Forces of the Symbionese Liberation Army. Still later, Patricia would discover that he was born Donald DeFreeze and that the grandeur of his pretensions existed in inverse proportion to the shabby realities of his actual existence.

			DeFreeze was thirty and the oldest of Patricia’s captors. Born in Cleveland, the first among eight children, he was apparently loathed from birth by his father. Cin later said that his father broke his arms, as punishments, on three occasions. He dropped out of school at fourteen and escaped his father by fleeing to Buffalo. There DeFreeze was promptly arrested several times, including for car theft, and before he was eighteen, he endured about two and a half years in a state reform school.

			DeFreeze spent the 1960s in a nomadic journey around North America—Buffalo, Newark, back to Cleveland, Canada—until ultimately he made his way to Los Angeles. When he was eighteen, DeFreeze met Gloria Thomas, who was twenty-three and already the mother of three, and the couple soon married. Their union was fraught. They had three children together, though DeFreeze later said he thought only two of them were his. Their separations were frequent and lengthy; their reunions, tempestuous. DeFreeze worked occasionally as a housepainter. His most enduring attachment was to the Akadama brand of plum wine, which he drank incessantly.

			Guns and bombs were his obsession and his downfall. DeFreeze was almost the opposite of a master criminal; he was most inventive in finding ways to get caught. In New Jersey, he tried to kidnap the black caretaker of a synagogue in hopes (he thought) of obtaining a ransom from the rabbi; in Cleveland, he was arrested coming out of a bank with two guns and a bomb; in Los Angeles, he was stopped carrying a pair of bombs on a bicycle; he paid a prostitute $10 for sex, then pulled a gun on her to get the money back. Remarkably, in light of this long series of crimes during the 1960s, DeFreeze never received much more than probation. After one arrest, in 1968, a court-appointed psychiatrist wrote that DeFreeze was an “emotionally confused and conflicted young man with deep-rooted feelings of inadequacy….His disorganization and impaired social adjustment seem to suggest a strong schizophrenic potential….His fascination with firearms and explosives makes him dangerous.”

			DeFreeze’s run of luck in sentencing finally ran out in 1969 after he pistol-whipped a Hawaiian tourist in Los Angeles and stole a check from her purse. He was caught when he tried to cash it two days later. At his trial, DeFreeze rejected the aid of a lawyer and represented himself, with predictably disastrous results. His defense was built around a rambling and largely incomprehensible explanation of how the victim’s check came to be in his possession. After his conviction, DeFreeze was given an indeterminate sentence: five years to life in prison. He was sent, fatefully, to a prison called Vacaville.

			—

			Vacaville was the original link that connected the eight kidnappers. They were all part of what was known, loosely, as the prison movement, and it was through this work that the SLA emerged most clearly as a case of metastasized good intentions. Vacaville was the closest prison to Berkeley, about fifty miles away, and as such it attracted the students and other activists who wanted to commune with inmates. About three dozen people from Berkeley and the surrounding areas made regular pilgrimages to Vacaville to tutor inmates and to learn from them. Several of these tutors and other visitors were young women; and prisoners, notably DeFreeze, welcomed the opportunity for contact with the opposite sex. In the relatively unstructured environment of Vacaville, there were chances for intimate exchanges between inmates and visitors; the frisson of forbidden encounters, especially those interracial in nature, gave these meetings an undeniable charge.

			It was true, too, that California prisoners confronted appalling injustices, starting with the system of indeterminate sentencing, under which convicts were sent to prison not for specified periods but rather for broad ranges of years. (DeFreeze’s sentence of five to life was typical.) A parole board, basically an arm of law enforcement, determined release dates. Inmates suffered the worst of all worlds—living in a punitive environment, free from rehabilitative services, while depending for their release on a quixotic process designed to determine whether they had been rehabilitated. Anger among prisoners simmered, then exploded.

			The prison movement had a superstar—George Jackson. Born in 1941, Jackson was nineteen when he received the classic indeterminate sentence of one year to life in prison. He never again saw the outside of prison walls. By the late 1960s, Jackson had become a leader among the inmates. Both handsome and powerful—he did a thousand fingertip push-ups a day—Jackson had affiliations with the Black Panther Party and founded his own gang, the Black Guerrilla Family. Revered by his fellow prisoners and loathed by his guards, Jackson became embroiled in the most notorious series of violent events in California prison history. On January 13, 1970, a prison fight at Soledad was silenced when a guard shot and killed three black inmates. Three days later, after the announcement that the guard had been cleared in the shootings, a different guard was killed in apparent retaliation. Jackson and two other inmates were charged with first-degree murder, and these defendants came to be known as the Soledad Brothers. Their case became a cause célèbre for the Left.

			During this period, Jackson became a voracious reader and loquacious letter writer. He steeped himself in the liturgy of the New Left: Marx, Lenin, Mao, and perhaps most notably Régis Debray, a young French philosopher whose work with Fidel Castro and Che Guevara led him to develop the “foco” theory. The idea behind foco was that revolutionary change could be led by small bands of “vanguard groups” that would inspire the broader population to rebel. Jackson began exploring these ideas, and meditating on prison life, in letters to his lawyer, Fay Stender, and others. As Jackson was awaiting trial for the murder of the guard, Stender arranged for publication of a collection of those letters under the title Soledad Brother. Jackson’s letters combined autobiography with a blazing indictment of American racism, which he wrote was “stamped unalterably into the present nature of Amerikan sociopolitical and economic life.” The book came garlanded with a rapturous introduction by the French intellectual Jean Genet, achieved best-seller status in both the United States and France, and marked Jackson as the rugged philosopher-king of the prison movement.

			California prisons shuddered with violence in this era. In 1970–71, nine guards and twenty-four inmates were killed inside prison walls, and George Jackson’s own story came to its perhaps inevitable conclusion as well. On August 21, 1971, someone smuggled a gun to Jackson in San Quentin. He freed several of his allies from solitary confinement, and then his group took six guards and two white inmates as hostages. Five of these men, three guards and the two inmates, were later found dead in Jackson’s cell, with their throats slit. Scores of heavily armed law enforcement officials converged on the prison. “It’s me they want,” Jackson told a comrade, and then he walked into the prison courtyard, where he was killed instantly by a marksman’s bullet. Two thousand people attended his funeral. (In a characteristic gesture, the Weather Underground set off bombs at a pair of California Department of Corrections offices to commemorate Jackson’s death.)

			A year later, Jackson’s final book, Blood in My Eye, was published posthumously. It became the bible of the Symbionese Liberation Army.

			—

			A tall, awkward twenty-year-old Berkeley student named Willy Wolfe provided the link between the black Vacaville prisoners and the white student radicals. At the time, Wolfe knew little about politics and nothing about prisons. Yet this young man—little more than an overgrown boy, really—served during his time in Vacaville as the catalyst for the creation of the SLA. Wolfe also became a central figure in the life of Patricia Hearst.

			After his first year at Berkeley, Wolfe moved into a rambling, broken-down old house at 5939 Chabot Road, in a rough neighborhood of Oakland. The house operated as a kind of commune, with a shifting roster of politically attuned residents. The owner’s girlfriend ran a food cart called Peking House, which was usually stationed near the Cal campus, so the house itself came to be called by the same name. Wolfe went to Vacaville for the first time in March 1972, to write a term paper for a class in African American studies. He stayed on to become a tutor, and he brought his friends and roommates along with him. Wolfe’s fellow Vacaville tutors, who came to include Russ Little, Joe Remiro, Nancy Ling Perry, and Mizmoon Soltysik, went on to form the core of the SLA.

			The white visitors congregated at the prison’s Black Cultural Association, which was a self-improvement club of sorts that offered classes on African American history and culture, among other subjects. In this respect, the BCA was a fairly typical establishment response to the black power movement—an attempt by prison authorities to allow black inmates to express ethnic pride in a productive, nonthreatening manner. Its meetings had a Pan-Africanist flavor. They opened with a clenched-fist salute to the flag of the Republic of New Africa and a chant in Swahili. As in the outside world, many black inmates at the time changed their “slave names” to those that reflected an African or Muslim affinity. Here, in that spirit, Donald DeFreeze became Cinque M’tume.

			It wasn’t long, though, before it became apparent that the visitors were not doing tutoring in any conventional sense but rather clandestine political organizing. They smuggled in banned books, like Blood in My Eye, and talked about revolution with the prisoners. They all gravitated toward DeFreeze—now known as Cinque, or Cin—who reigned over them with a Delphic near silence. “Follow black leadership” was a well-known phrase in the counterculture at this time, so Cinque’s white visitors paid him considerable deference.

			They also grafted their fantasies about Jackson onto the less deserving DeFreeze. In prison, Cin began working his way through the same reading list as Jackson did a few years earlier, and there were other parallels between their lives. Both were African American men, of similar age, who spent most of their lives enmeshed in the criminal justice system, and both viewed themselves as self-taught intellectuals and revolutionary leaders. But DeFreeze amounted to a junior varsity Jackson. In almost every respect, DeFreeze was a lesser man—not as intelligent, not as good-looking, not as strong, not as charismatic, not as competent. To paraphrase Marx, if George Jackson was tragedy, then Donald DeFreeze, as Cin, was farce.

			—

			On December 11, 1972, Cin was transferred from Vacaville to Soledad prison. There his positive disciplinary record earned him an assignment working at a training facility for guards, off the main prison campus. Alone on duty, on March 5, 1973, DeFreeze walked through an open door, scaled a six-foot chain fence, and vanished. He headed for the Bay Area, about 130 miles north of the prison.

			Hitchhiking and walking, DeFreeze made his way to the one place he knew he would be welcome: Peking House, in Oakland. Given his friendship with the residents, it was an obvious destination for him but not, apparently, to the authorities. Prison officials noted DeFreeze’s escape but made virtually no effort to find him. Over the next few months, DeFreeze would take steps to avoid his nonexistent pursuers, but he was, essentially, a free man.

			Still, he was worried that he’d be caught in Peking House, so he asked Russ Little to help find him a new place to live. Little steered his friend to another activist who had been an occasional visitor at Vacaville—Patricia “Mizmoon” Soltysik. Within a few weeks, DeFreeze had moved in with Soltysik in Berkeley, and the pair were soon lovers as well as co-conspirators. (Mizmoon, who was bisexual, had just broken off a relationship with Camilla Hall, who was devoted to her.) A few months later, Nancy Ling moved in too, and Cin became romantically involved with her as well.

			Patricia was to learn much later that the union of DeFreeze, Soltysik, and Ling marked a peculiar turning point for the inchoate SLA. The future members had met through Willy Wolfe’s efforts to teach and organize at Vacaville prison. But once the half a dozen or so protagonists assembled in the Bay Area in early 1973, their relationships became personal as much as political. They were, in short, a veritable counterculture Updike novel, their romantic attachments a bewildering roundelay. Everyone slept with everyone—except for Wolfe. This was in keeping with the broader cultural moment, which was the decade or so after the ascendancy of the birth control pill and before the advent of AIDS. But the polymorphous intimacy of the SLA was both a reflection of its brief, fierce intensity and a reason for
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