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that person.” And it will be done, and
Charlie will never explain why the per-
son was fired. It is always personali.

Bob Brown had a job down in data
processing. His wife baby-sat the kids
of one of Charlie’s key aides. They all
went to the same church. Brown's real
passion in life was old cars, not his job
tending computers. Charlie's daugh-
ters Mary and Kathleen were in charge
of setting up one of the hotel gift shops,
and Brown was tapped to pick a cash-
register system with adequate data ca-
pacity. He selected one that turned out
to be too small, and when Keating
asked just who had made this mistake,
his daughters told him. Brown was fired
instantly, and it felt like an earthquake
had toppled his old world. The day he
came in to get his final paycheck, Keat-
ing was screaming in a meeting, the
veins popping out of his neck, his fists
pounding on a table. And Brown
thought, Maybe being fired isn't the
worst thing that can happen.

His moods can vary, and there is
never a warning. He will watch his
computer screen, speak softly to his
helpers.in the glass room, and tens of
millions will suddenly shift from one
speculation to another. In his corporate
domain, not only can no one put any-
thing on the wall of an office without his
permission, they can't ieave anything
on a desk top at night, either. Charlie
Keating will not allow such untidiness.
They are paid very well—it is common
for secretaries to make $50,000 a year,
and some make $100,000 a year. In
1988, 17 of his executives will make
more than $250,000, while five will top
one million. No one gets a set vacation.
If a person has their job done, they can
just take off for days or weeks. There
are no regular hours. Nor is there an
employee handbook. Charlie Keating
works seven days a week, and he sets
the pace. The security guards at A.C.C.
headquarters never get used to him
showing up at 2 am. or 3 A M., all ready
for a day of hard work.

On or about January 29, 1988, as
Charlie is in trench warfare with the
federal regulators and constantly flying
to Washington D.C., he still must make
space in his mind for shipping $110,000
from his subsidiary Crescent Lending
Corporation (C.L.C.) to the Hotel
Pontchartrain through an Arizona bank
and a Detroit bank. Three days later,
on February 1, he dispatches another
$450,000 by the same route. On March
3 it is time for another $500,000; on
April 4, yet $200,000 more; and on April
25, a bit more—$50,000. Keating's
mind is a maze of numbers, and those
around him do not often realize this
burden that he carries.

No one can quite figure him out, and
he knows this fact and relishes it. He
personally hires the women who work
around him. They are all young, mainly
blond, often buxom. Outsiders call
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American Continental the Stepford
Corporation. Keating does not like the
way America is changing. He is against
sloppy dress, filth, homosexuals. He is
for the family, the clean-cut, the real
America. And he wants A.C.C. to speak
for these values. Charlie Keating is keen
on matters of sexual morality. Once he
paid for medical care for a poor, old
black man in the Bahamas. He had the
man flown to the United States for
treatment and then, when he was
healed, he put him on a pension. The
next year Charlie had him hauled up to
the States again for an examination, and
the doctor cailed Keating up and told
him the old man had contracted syph-
ilis. Charlie flew into a rage. He said to
the man, “l didn't get you fixed up so
you could go down and screw every
sheep in sight” He had the man in-
jected with penicillin and never brought
him stateside again. Keating hates filth
and is the largest contributor in the
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United States to anti-pornography or-
ganizations. President Nixon once put
him on the federal Commission on Ob-
scenity and Pornography. in 1970
Keating traveled 200,000 miles giving
speeches against pornography. He
cannot explain his passion for this mat-
ter—his quick tongue hesitates when
he is questioned about it and he mum-
bies something about his Catholic ed-
ucation, his moral training.

But then he cannot explain his inter-
est in women, either. He will walk around
his company and peer down the
blouses of the secretaries he has per-
sonally hired. The head of his insur-
ance subsidiary, George “Chip”
Wischer, walks around unhooking
brassieres. At least 12 of Keating’s
women have had breast-enlargement
surgery—a local plastic surgeon has
offered A.C.C. employees a special
discount. Keating has never com-
manded such alterations of his em-
ployees, not at all. But they know. They
see him walking up to a secretary at
her desk and staring at her breasts.
They hear him say, “Good grief, talk
about hidden assets!” They can feel his

desire. They know he watches them. A
woman will suddenly get, say, a $5,000
bonus, and then a few weeks later come
in on a Monday with huge new breasts.
Once an A.C.C. woman went to the
plastic surgeon and found the entire
waiting room filled with other A.C.C.
women. Keating will walk a visitor past
the scattered desks of secretaries, and
he will watch for a sign of appreciation.
If he does not see it, he will know what
kind of man he is dealing with and tell
peopie the visitor was a “queer.”

It is not easy to nail down this part of
Charlie Keating. He likes bawdy humor
and is one of the boys, but no one can
be quite sure. Once the employees at
one of the branches of Lincoln in Cal-
ifornia pulled a prank on a woman
whose husband was away in the Navy
for a year. They popped a porno-
graphic film into the VCR in the com-

pany lunchroom. The images glowed

from the screen for about 30 seconds,
and suddenly the woman looked up
from her sandwich, saw the lusty bod-
ies copulating, and fled the lunchroom
in horror. When Keating heard of the
incident, his reaction was simple—fire
everyone at the branch. When his at-
torneys calmed him down and ex-
plained he couldn't do that, he said,
“Well, then fire whoever put the cas-
sette in the machine.”” And no one
doubted his anger was real and deeply
felt. And the person who had brought
the tape to work, a woman, was fired.

On the other hand, he likes to stare
at women, to be surrounded by beau-
tiful women. When a reporter ques-
tioned him once about this fact, he
sighed and said, “Look, | work seven
days a week, maybe 15 hours a day,
and if you were me, just what kind of
people would you surround yourself
with?" He also seems to enjoy watch-
ing the bodies of young women as they
run. He will take a dozen of his secre-
taries to an ice-cream shop at a nearby
mall that features expensive dress
shops. As the secretaries lick their
cones, Charlie will suddenly hand each
of them $500, or $1,000 or $2,000, and
will tell them they have ten minutes to
go buy a dress, or 15 minutes, and if
they cannot do it that swiftly, he will take
the money back. As they race out of
the ice-cream shop on their high heels,
Charlie Keating watches their bounc-
ing bodies. He will feel very good at
that moment and he will laugh.

He also enjoys parties. He does not
care what they cost. In 1986 he threw
an office Christmas party. He spent
$27,143 for the entertainment—Peter
Duchin's orchestra was flown in from
New York. The banquet hall and the bar
bills ran to $65,319; wreaths for the ta-
bles cost $3,452. Special lights were
necessary, and that ran to $4,021; and
naturally, there must be Christmas
trees—another $2,449. And, of course,
Silly String, the aerosol spaghetti that






party goers can shoot out of cans at
one another—figure $1,948 for Silly
String. And why not? American Conti-
nental was hot in 1986—Forbes wrote
-about it, everyone noticed it, noticed
this company based in Phoenix that
suddenly had billions in play, this cor-
poration run by a man called Charles
H. Keating, Jr. There were so many
parties—from 1983 to 1989, A.C.C. of-
ficially dropped at least $460,000 on
them.

And, of course, the best parties were
in private homes. Robert Kielty, Char-
lie's senior executive, gave some of
them. Charlie would come and break
things. He loves breaking furniture and
fine crystal. He also does this in res-
taurants. Keating would grab a table-
cloth and try to jerk it off without
smashing the plates and crystal. He
would always fail at this stunt, but this
did not seem to disturb him. Nor did
Charlie's love of destroying things
bother Kielty. After each party at his
home, he would simply send Keating
the bill for the damages.

When Keating's daughter Elaine got
engaged to Keith Dickson in 1983, Judy
Wischer, the No. 2 executive at A.C.C.,
hosted the party for the couple. She
had to, because nobody seemed to like
Elaine—many A.C.C. executives felt
she had inherited her father’s arro-
gance without his mind. Wischer
sensed that Charlie wanted this party
to be elegant, so she told her guests
_ to dress formally. Her husband, Chip,
sensed that Charlie wanted the party
to be informal, so he told the guests to
dress casually. It was never easy to
know what Charlie wanted. Chip
greeted everyone wearing a blazer, tie,
and Bermuda shorts. Soon the men
who had worn jackets turned them in-
side out, and when Donald Loback, one
of Keating's executives, arrived wear-
ing a new Gucci tie, Charlie ripped it
off him and tossed it into a pot of sim-
mering beans. There was so much to
drink that soon red-wine stains were
fingering across the Wischer’s fine
white carpet. Charlie sat there drinking
from a bottle of Dom Perignon.

Then it started getting a little crazy.
People were throwing one another into
the swimming pool—Charlie liked
seeing people get wet. He would
sometimes offer a good-looking woman
a hundred bucks to jump into a poot
with her clothes on. But God, this time
everybody was so drunk that Chip wor-
ried about a drowning. He rolled out
his pool cover but was too late. The
night was too warm and pleasant, the
wine so good, no one wished to stop.
People began jumping on the cover,
which quivered like a trampoline.
Women in spike heels laughed as they
bounced and drilled holes through the
fabric. Charlie got angry. He liked to
see people get wet, enjoyed watching
women climb out with their clothes
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soaked and clinging, so he picked up
a beer can from an ice chest and hit
Chip Wischer in the head with it.
Wischer finally understood and re-
moved his pool cover.

Charlie wanted more of that good
feeling he had when he watched peo-
ple jump into the water. He gathered up
the china and threw that into the pool,
followed by the crystal and the silver-
ware. He ripped the clock off the wall
and threw that in also. And the tele-
phone. Still he needed more of this
wonderful sensation. He stalked around
the backyard, wandered into the gar-
den, and ... the liquor hit him. He fell
over and sprawled out under the des-
ert sky while the hired disc jockey kept
playing records, people continued
leaping into the pool, and inside the
house other guests staggered around
barefoot in a sea of shattered glass and
blood ran across the white carpet.
Dickson, the man about to marry into
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the Keating family, caught Charlie's
spirit. He kneed Chip Wischer in the
back. Perhaps Dickson was still feeling
the rush he'd started in his ride over in
a limo, when he'd drunk champagne
and done a few lines of cocaine. Soon
he and Wischer had a fine fight on, with
Chip pushing him down on a sofa and
diligently pounding him into mush. But
nothing could stop the party. That is
what Charlie Keating wanted, that is
how he lived, that is what he spent
money for—to make sure no one could
stop his party, his life.

The next morning the house was in
ruins, but Judy Wischer never sent
Charlie a bill. Why should she? Keating
had one of his own daughters on the
A.C.C. payroll at $30,000 a year to
baby-sit Judy Wischer’s children. Later
the next day, when Chip decided to
clean the beans and broken crockery
from the bottom of the pool, he got his
finger caught in the drain at the deep
end and almost drowned.

The 1985 company Christmas party
was held at a hotel in Phoenix. It was
a place where Charlie was likely to feel
at ease—the owner, Texas rich, once

strode into the lobby and saw a man
standing there in a blue blazer with
brass buttons and a red tie. Something
about this manner of dress offended
the owner, so he walked up and fired
the guy on the spot. Except the man
was a guest, not an employee.

A.C.C. had been gearing up for
weeks. Annual bonuses—ranging from
one week's to one month's pay—were
given out early, with the expilicit instruc-
tion that female employees were to go
out and buy new formal outfits for the
party. Kim Campbell had worked at
A.C.C. as a customer-service repre-
sentative in the insurance subsidiary
only since February 1985, but she du-
tifully went out and bought a fancy
dress. When she arrived at the ball-
room, she was stunned to find out that
this corporation in Phoenix had the Four
Tops for the entertainment. Soon
everyone was busy getting drunk, food
started to fly, and people were stag-
gering around, spilling drinks on the fine
carpet. Senator John McCain and his
wife made an appearance, Father
Bruce Ritter attended, and so did some
officials from local government. But the
center of the party, like at all such oc-
casions, was the Keating family, clus-
tered at a couple of tables up front.
They formed a considerable tribe—
Charlie, his wife, and then five daugh-
ters and a son, all with their spouses.
Charlie began flipping out matchbooks
with bonuses scribbled in them, like he
often did, and, of course, tossing food,
but this did not seem to be enough. So
Keating and company put Christmas
wreaths on their heads and then they
mounted the tables and leapt from one
to another across the big room, smash-
ing glasses, toppling bottles, and
whooping it up. The bill from the hotel
ran high. Later Kim glimpsed the order
from A.C.C. central to the subsidiary
where she worked: Insurance West was
to ante up $50,000 to cover its end of
the party.

Or there is that day in May 1988 when
Keating learns he has crushed the fed-
eral regulators who have attempted to
seize his savings and loan. Keating is
the rainmaker in the corporation, and
today he has truly made rain. It is
around 9 am. in Phoenix when the tele-
phone call comes from Washington,
and Keating yells across his corporate
headquarters, “Get the champagne
colder!” He had won. Secretaries are
on their desk tops dancing. Cans of
beer fly through the air and there is an
endless supply of Dom Perignon. Soon
Charlie is wearing only a T-shirt with a
hand-drawn skull and crossbones on
it. He has a thin, drunken smile on his
face, the look of a man who has just
bet all his chips on 16 black at Monte
Carlo and broken the bank. Kielty pours
a bottle of champagne on a woman's
breasts, then sees a secretary taking
photos on a desk top and jumps up
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beside her. Suddenly Charlie is there,
binding their bodies together with duct
tape. Two computers are airborne and
crash through the glass windows of the
building—one smashes a truck parked
below. A.C.C. will foot that bili gladly.
Later, when Judy Wischer goes home
to be den mother to her daughter's
Brownie troop, she is so drunk that she
walks into her house and vomits in the
sink. The next day people will have gray
memories, blacked-out memories. They
will not be sure exactly what happened
to them—only when the Polaroid shots
appear in a scrapbook will they begin
to recall their relief and sense of jubi-
lation on May 20. Charlie Keating has
won—he has made the federal gov-
ernment back down. Charlie Keating is
the man who always wins. (Part of this
description is based on a scrapbook
of Polaroid images taken at the party.
Keating showed this scrapbook to
Bowden in June 1988 with the request
that no mention of it be published at
the time. He said he was afraid of an-
gering the federal regulators. He turned
the pages almost tenderly as he dis-
played the photos, and paused and
smiled with satisfaction when he came
upon the image of himself in the T-shirt
with the skull and crossbones.)

Joining his world is like being made
a member of a strange tribe. To marry
into his family is like moving to a strange
planet. Keith Dickson's brother Bruce
works for Charlie Keating in Phoenix.
His father lives there also and is self-
employed. And he thinks of this one
day in November 1982 as he goes
about his job in Florida as the public
relations director for a swimsuit com-
pany. A graduate of the University of
Florida and a former member of a world
championship swimming team, he re-
alizes he is bored and wonders if maybe
he shouldn’t go out west and try some-
place new. He talks about his restiess-
ness with a friend, and two weeks later
they are driving west, pulling a U-Haul
trailer. He stays with his brother and
scouts Phoenix for a job. His brother
suggests he try selling insurance for a
subsidiary of A.C.C., the one run by
Chip Wischer. Dickson gets the job.

One month later he meets Elaine
Keating at the company Christmas
party, and they hit it off and begin dat-
ing. As the romance blossoms, his
brother Bruce gets worried. He warns
Keith that the Keatings are a different
kind of family than theirs. Bruce likes
working for A.C.C. and loves the pay,
but he is leery of the Keatings’ style
and of the power that family members
have over anyone in the company. He
senses a need for domination in Keat-
ing that makes him cautious. But Keith
is 22 years old, having a good time,
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and dating the daughter of a multimil-
lionaire. He plunges ahead.

Once Keating realizes that his
daughter is enamored of Dickson, he
gives him a new job with a big salary,
he includes him on trips, and he drops
hints about what a great future he might
have. Elaine and Keith decide to marry
in 1983, and she tells him he must ask
her father formaily for her hand. So he
and Keating dine at a French restau-
rant in Scottsdale and seal the occa-
sion with a bottle of Dom Perignon.
Keating gives them a new Mercedes
380SL as a present. He flies with Dick-
son to New York to help him select an
engagement ring. Dickson is deter-
mined to buy his future wife's ring with
his own money and spends $4,000.
Only much later does he learn that
Keating had pre-arranged with the jew-
eler to lie about the price. The ring ac-
tually costs $20,000, with Keating mak-
ing up the difference on the side. When
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they marry in April 1983, Keating
spends $150,000 redecorating the
church—he tells Keith he was going to
do it anyway—and invites Congress-
man John McCain and Senators Den-
nis DeConcini and John Glenn. At the
reception at Keating's house, there are
two bands. There are some small prob-
lems. When Keith picks a friend of his
to be best man, Keating says he does
not like the person and demands that
Dickson select someone else. Only af-
ter a great deal of skirmishing does he
relent.

There are other signs of warning, but
Dickson ignores them. For example, his
friends are ill at ease because Keating
has had private investigators search out
details of Dickson's life. He assembles
a file on his prospective son-in-law and
discovers that Dickson was not only a
swimming champ in college, but also
a hell-raiser and a leader in wild frater-
nity biowouts. Keating grills him relent-
lessly on these matters until he is sat-
isfied. After all, Dickson is an athlete,
and Keating has a predilection for ath-
letes. His daughter Mary is married to
Gary Hall, an Olympic swimmer and

Mark Spitz's former roommate.

Keith Dickson is 23 years old and no
longer shopping at Kmart, but on Ro-
deo Drive. He honeymoons in Hawaii,
and Keating picks up the tab. And he
is being led to believe he will go very
far. “My dad really likes you,” Elaine tells
her new husband. “He thinks you have
a good business brain. And if you play
your cards right, you might really move
up.” There are conditions, of course.
Dickson pians to buy a house, but
Keating puts his foot down. Family
members buy the houses Keating picks
out, and they live near him. He dictates
that Dickson take over the home of an-
other son-in-law.

One thing that keeps Dickson in line
is that he believes in Charlie Keating's
destiny. He studies him and sees how
he breaks all the rules and yet some-
how keeps winning and winning. He
knows that Keating has this plan—he
will buy a deregulated savings and
loan, he will use the bank’s money to
build up the company, he will create a
dynasty through his son, sons-in-law,
and possibly grandchildren, and he will
retire in 1990 and become a kind of
monarch in residence. “Charlie Keat-
ing,” he recalls years later, “was the type
of guy who could take a helicopter ride
over Phoenix and say, ‘There's millions
of dollars down there.’ The guy just saw
opportunity everywhere.” Dickson
wants to be part of this future. Keating
teaches him lessons, such as, he
should always pay people too much.
That way when you fire them, they don't
sue. And if they are good, they won't
leave.

Dickson is instantly drafted into the
regimen of Charlie Keating's world, and
adjusts to a new life of travel, lots of
money, and parties with the rich. He
senses the company is, for lack of a
better word, a cult. Everyone kind of
looks the same—white, ciean, well-
dressed, fair-haired—and the employ-
ees have no other real life beyond the
company.

By the time he gets to work at 5:30
in the morning, there are already three
or four pages of agenda notes on his
desk from Keating. They spell out his
day—who he will meet, what car he
will drive, whether he will attend a po-
litical function that night (two or three
a week, usually), when and where he
must show up for a family dinner,
and so forth. Each day every member
of the Keating family gets an agenda,
fashioned and dictated by Charlie
Keating.

One day Dickson comes home from
work and finds his entire house refur-
nished—iurniture, rugs, china, lamps,
everything—and neither he nor his wife
have made any of the selections or
known such a thing was in the offing.
Sometimes his wife complains about
her life, about being rich but really a
puppet. But in the next moment, she is

CONTINUED ON PAGE 108




















































































The movie Harley is so touchy about
is, of course, The Wild One, in which
Brando starred as a sensitive brute on
a bike-—an extension, really, of his role
in A Streetcar Named Desire. Never
mind that Brando rode a British
Triumph, The Wild One established
once and for all the image of the mo-
torcycle as the symboi of rebellion, an-
tisocial behavior, and working-class
macho attitudes—a reputation that was
only enhanced by the dozens of biker-
gang movie rip-offs that followed it (or
art fiilms of homo-erotic biker violence
like Kenneth Anger's Scorpio Rising)
and finally sanctified by Easy Rider, in
which the drug dealer—biker hero,
played by Peter Fonda, is murdered by
rednecks in a symbolic crucifixion.

The image of the motorcycle was
henceforth to be fixed by the entertain-
ment industry, not by manufacturers of
motorcycles. From the Shangri-Las
singing “Leader of the Pack” to Elvis
on his Harley—the first person to make
the black leather motorcycle jacket a-

. fashion statement—the reality -of the -

motorcycle was swiftly overwhelmed by
its myth. This process seems to-have
caused a good deal of confusion and”
denial at Harley-Davidson’s “Mother.
Church” in Milwaukee, where there was
a natural reluctance to see its stolid
product adopted as the symbol of
teenage rebellion or worse—in the case
of real motorcycle gangs, outright
criminal violence.

Harley-Davidson had always stood
for a certain wind-in-the-hair sporting
image, not very far from Boy Scouting,
to judge from the tone of its early ad-
vertising, with motorcycling shown as
a healthy, wholesome American occu-
pation. There was understandable
consternation in Milwaukee as the mo-
torcycle became associated in the
public mind with muscular, sneering
punks in oily blue jeans, engineer boots,
and chrome-studded black leather
jackets, spitting (literally and figura-
tively) on every middle-class value of
middle-class America.

However, there had always been a
motorcycle subculture out there, well
before World War I, but it wasn’t until
the Eisenhower years that the Biker, that
great Satan in the demonology of de-
cent, middle-class Americans, ap-
peared as a glamorous outlaw instead
of just a working-class young punk who
couldn’t afford a car, hanging around
the local garage or burger stand, whis-
tling at girls, and exchanging lore about
pushrods and pistons. In an age of
conformity, safe social values, and
consumer comfort, the motorcycle was
the ideal vehicle of protest. It symbol-
ized adventure, danger, freedom, wind-
in-your-face rebellion, everything fifties
America wasn'’t. Best (and most impor-
tant) of all, it scared people.

This fact (prevalent not so much be-
cause bikes are dangerous, but because
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motorcyclists seemed dangerous) was
a serious problem for Harley-Davidson,
which found itself overwhelmed by the
sheer scale of the biker cult, particu-
larly as bikers changed from aping out-
laws to actually being outlaws. For by
the early sixties, biker gangs had grown
beyond teenage rebellion to become
full-time criminal organizations—in-
volved in drugs, illegal gun sales, and
every kind of violence—a highly visible
and menacing minority, tattooed,
bearded, covered in leather, clanking
with chains, and radiating a high level
of hostility toward ordinary citizens and
people in cars. Bikers were accused of
everything from favoring an S & M life-
style to forming alliances, inside and
outside prison, with white-supremacist,
neo-Nazi gangs. .
Whether for show or for real, biker
regalia usually included iron crosses,
swastikas, and Nazi helmets, adding
one more element to the many that

®

A man who isn't interested
in Harleys has
probably stopped looking at
pretty girls on the
street or in this magazine.
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separated bikers from the rest of the
world. This was no accident, since if
the “straight” world rejected bikers,
bikers defiantly rejected every value of
ordinary citizens, sealing themselves
off in a foggy, secret world that had its
own bars, slang, look, and rules. Bikers
even had their own magazines, with
letters from imprisoned bikers as a reg-
ular feature, heavily tattooed pinup girls,
and a generai ambience of violence,
raunch, skinned knuckles, and oily fin-
gernails. Letters to the editor would tend
to begin, “Hey, you bunch of raisin-liv-
ered, maggot-legged, messed-up,
puckered-up, asshole-eyed commies.”
The classified ads included a video of
naked women shooting guns entitled
Buns and Guns, as well as Sonny Bar-
ger T-shirts (for those of you who don't
know, Barger was the leader of the
Hell's Angels when gonzo journalist
Hunter S. Thompson made them fa-
mous, and is outlaw bikedom’s elder
statesman).

Since one well-meaning spokesman
for “respectable” motorcyclists pro-
tested that the outlaw gangs were made
up of no more than one percent of bik-

ers, outlaws proudly declared them-
selves “one percenters,” defiantly add-
ing a one-percent patch (or tattoo) to
their regalia, along with their skull and
crossbones, Nazi emblems, and
S & M fetishes.

One percent they may have been—
the problem was that they were a visi-
ble one percent.

In any case, it soon ceased to mat-
ter, for ordinary motorcyclists began to
imitate the outlaws—a fact | discov-
ered early on. In my part of the country
(Dutchess County, New York), motor-
cyclists gather by the hundreds (even
the thousands, in good weather) at
Marcus Dairy, in nearby Danbury, Con-
necticut, every Sunday morning—ar-
riving alone, in pairs, in groups, or in
gangs.

It's an informal gathering in which the
important thing is the right attitude
{(cool) and the right bike (a Harley—
what else?). But it took me very little
time to discover that some of the scuz-
ziest, most threatening-looking bik-
ers—with beards, rings through their
noses and ears, tattoos, greasy leather,
and enough chains for a medieval
knight—were, in fact, perfectly re-
spectable people with “straight” jobs
the other six days of the week-—some
of them were even cops! The most sin-
ister-looking guy there turned out to be
an architect and a Yalie.

This is not to denigrate authentic bik-
ers, for whom | have a good deal of
respect (as well one might, given their
reputation for violence), just as | do for
anybody who opts out of the system
and is willing to live or die by the con-
sequences. I've been made welcome
at numerous outlaw biker meets and
“poker runs,” and on the whole have
always felt more at ease with the out-
laws than with their critics (which isn't
to say that I'd want to join up, or that
they’d have me).

Shortly after | bought my Harley, | bit
the bullet and rode off to my first outlaw
biker get-together, which the local mo-
torcyclists of my acquaintance de-
scribed as if it were something be-
tween an open-air S & M orgy and a
Klan rally.

Instead, it turned out to be one of the
better days of my life, from the very first
moment that | joined up with a group
of bikers on the road, their beards flying,
chicks clutching their waists, defiantly
filling the highway in a loose v forma-
tion on the way to central Connecticut.
The meet was held in a disused drive-
in—~theater lot—which was surrounded
by enough state troopers to quell a
prison riot—and featured thousands of
bikers, an incredible array of Harley
parts and customized bikes, a wet T-
shirt contest, a barbecue, and the sweet
smells of pot and exhaust fumes under
the broiling mid-July sun.

“Wear a leather jacket and don't carry
a camera,” | had been warned (the lat-






ter, | presume, because some of the
participants were breaking parole), so
! followed that advice and had a great
time, feeling once again, after so many
years, the kind of raunchy comrade-
ship that was part of the sixties at rock
concerts and demonstrations—a feel-
ing made stronger by the surrounding
troopers and their K-9 pals. Motorcy-
cles will do that to you, by the way—
especially Harleys. Instead of cutting
you off from the world the way a car
does (it's not for nothing that bikers call
them “cages” with contempt), a Harley
makes you instant friends wherever you
go. Of course, whether they're friends
you'll want to keep—or bring home—
is another question.

Emboldened by that experience, |
went on to attend another event that
everyone warned me to avoid—the an-
nual pig roast of the Restless Few mo-
torcycle club, in Modena, New York,
which featured a hairy-chested, in-your-
face atmosphere that would make a
Marine Corps mess hali look like a tea
party. As at most biker events, there
was all the food you could eat (as well
as the pig), beer galore, a lot of tequila,
a Harley concours d'elegance, a coun-
try band and a rock band, a tattoo art-
ist working under a tent, and a raunchy,
down-home, Woodstock Nation kind of
family atmosphere (women, kids, papa
bikers with graying beards and heroic
guts) that reminded me of hippie gath-
erings in Golden Gate Park in the six-
ties—except that these were not lov-
ing, peaceful, gentle people. My ticket
of entry was a Harley and, perhaps
more important, Malcoim Forbes's per-
sonal motorcycle colors, a red waist-
coat with a gold-embroidered winged
Harley and the inscription Capitalist
Tools. Since Malcolm, who left me his
colors, is the patron saint of bikers—
the only establishment figure who loved
bikes and joined in the biker life—it was
as if | were wearing the Shroud of Turin,
not just worshiping it.

The point, you see, is that Harley-Da-
vidson lucked out. There it was, its im-
age indelibly associated in the public’s
mind with bearded, bellied, vicious
punks (even |, a best-selling celebrity
author, 59 years old, was stopped by
a hostile trooper on the Massachusetts
Turnpike and given a ticket for doing
[are you ready?] 58 miles per hour in
a 55 miles-per-hour zone. And when |
protested, the trooper gave me a steely
glare, took in my black leather jacket
and my Harley, and said, “We don't want
young punks like you here!"). And then
Harley was suddenly rescued by the
very image it feared, for biker chic had
arrived.

Fashion ads featured blue jeans,
leather biker jackets, even Harleys;
Cher wore tattoos, biker leather, and
chains; Madonna sported a biack
leather and a chrome-studded Harley
cap. The outlaw image suddenly swept
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the Harley (its central artifact) into re-
spectability as kind of an objet d'art, a
symbol of freedom, part of the Ameri-
can dream. Harley-Davidson found it-
self deluged with orders, and with a
seize-the-moment spirit rare in Ameri-
can business, went into the fashion
business itself, for men and women,
with remarkable success, publishing
clothing catalogs that looked like a
combination of Victoria's Secret and
Calvin Kiein, even launching its own
brand of blue jeans, after-shave, and
panties. The bikes themselves became
limited editions, collector’s items elab-
orately styled to appeal to the nostalgia
market.

Generalizing about Harleys is a little like
generalizing about religion-—some-
body is sure to be offended, most of
all the purists for whom every minor dif-
ference between one Harley and an-
other is a source of infinite fascination.

A

In an age of conformity and
safe social values,

the motorcycle was the ideal
vehicle of protest.

It symbolized wind-in-your-
face rebellion and,
most important of all, it
scared people.

®

Broadly speaking, however, Harleys
may be divided into four categories.

The first is the Sportster model, which
is not, in fact, very sporting, but merely
a scaled-down version of the big Har-
leys.

The second consists of infinite vari-
ations on the basic big Harley, with its
wide, low, comfortable seat, fat tank,
and thick tires—the “classic” Harley,
par excellence, like the ones motorcy-
cle cops ride. When people talk about
Harleys this is what they mean, and
while the true believer can find all sorts
of differences between a Fat Boy and
a Heritage Softail Classic, for example,
most people will find them similar ex-
cept for trim, accessories, and paint.

The third category is the Electra Glide
line. These Harley tourers are monster
bikes for long-distance riding, with
seats like thrones, weather protection,
windshields that give them the ap-
pearance of clippers under full sail,
luggage panniers that make them as
wide as small cars, even tape decks
and intercoms for driver and passen-
ger. These bikes are to others what the
battleship Missouri, in her prime, was

to destroyers and light cruisers.

The final category is the “specials.”
There exists a thriving cottage industry
of enthusiasts who can never be sat-
isfied by Harley-Davidson's product
line, living only to modify it. Real bikers
prefer their steed to be unique—the
harder to ride, the better. Hence the
proliferation of “ape hangers,” handle-
bars that rise straight up before
branching out; “chopped hogs,” bikes
that have been lowered and given small
front wheels that sprout far ahead of
the rest of the bike at an improbable
angle; pius a whole zoo of even more
singular variations on the V-2 theme—
some dangerous, some exotic, some
improbable, all of them custom-
chromed, flame-painted, black-leath-
ered, and chrome-studded fantasies of
somebody's imagination. Paint alone is
a subject of fascination to Harley cus-
tomizers, who first developed the bril-
liant metal-flake paints, the wild strip-
ing, and the flamboyant flame paint
motifs that subsequently became part
of hot-rod culture.

There is a world of invention out there,
and while Harley-Davidson pretends to
remain aloof from its excesses, the
company actually continuously ab-
sorbs the less eccentric developments
into its own product line-—stylistically
speaking, the amateur Harley modi-
fiers represent Harley's research and
development, and it is from their fertile
minds that Harley plucks outrageously
forward-planted footpegs (to give the
easy-ride ook of legs pointing straight
forward while the rest of the rider
slouches back, as if lying on a couch),
towering, curlicued chrome backrests,
triple headlights, nerf bars, shotgun or
fishtail exhausts, solid (instead of laced)
wheels, et cetera.

These things begin out there on the
far fringes of Hog culture—where
working on your Harley is more impor-
tant than riding it—and make their way
back to the folks in Milwaukee, not the
other way around. .

As for riding a Harley, it’'s something
you have to try in order to appreciate
what you've been missing, like your first
time behind the wheel of a Rolls-Royce.
The comparison is not as farfetched as
it may seem. Harleys are not 200-miles-
per-hour, high-tech superbikes, with
exotic multi-valve, variable cam, and
ceramic engines that rev up to 12,000
r.p.m. On a Harley you do not lie down
with your chest on top of the tank and
your feet cocked up behind you or wear
skintight racing leathers. Instead, you
sit back, as if in a Barcalounger, and
cruise at a stately pace, just as you
would in a Rolls.

Despite its Wild One reputation, the
Harley-Davidson isn’t designed for
speed—indeed, the combination of vi-
bration from that thumping V-2 and the
wind in your face and chest from that
upright sitting position effectively keeps
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what we were about. We just do what
we do because we love it so much.

Tom: | think | was really naive about
it. | didn't fully realize emotionally how
bad it was. When | was home, | would
be driving around bumming out be-
cause | didn't know what | was going
to be doing the next day. And I'd see
people doing menial labor and envy
them because they had a thing to do
that day and tomorrow and the day af-
ter that. | just never believed that it was
really over. | remember when there was
a lot of talk about putting the band back
together that | was still doubtful.

Steven and Joe had communicated
every few months during those years
when the band was broken apart, but
it became obvious each time that nei-
ther one of them was ready to do what
was necessary to make it work again.
When it did finally happen, there was
a definite atmosphere of believability
that each one of them had realized that
a big mistake had been made, and that
some changes were going to have to
be made in the way people related to
each other to make it work better the
second time.

Joe: | think a big problem was that
we never really thought ahead very
much—all we cared about was getting
through the next show. | didn't let my-
self think about whether the band was
going to get back together again or
anything like that. When Steven and |
first started talking about putting the
band back together, it wasn't like, /f we
put it together now, maybe we'll head-
line [Castle] Donnington in five years.
It was more like, Take it one day at a
time and see how it goes. What was
really important then was getting the
band back together for ourselves, then
going on to the next thing.

Brad: Even after we got back to-
gether, there was still a lot of stuff
wrong, and the stuff that was wrong was
going to destroy us. But eventually we
had to face those things because they
were destroying us. The first step, of
course, was getting back together.
There was something very special
about the day that we all sat down at
Tom's apartment. We really hadn't been
all together in quite some time, and you
could feel the energy that was there
and it felt real good. But immediately
we thought everything that was wrong
was outside of us, so we fired every-
body that worked for us—we figured
that would fix everything. It got a little
better, but it didn't fix the stuff that we
were not dealing with. We were still the
18-, 19-year-old kids that wanted to be
in a band. We never really got beyond
that. We didn't have a chance to—we
were making records and touring and
working our butts off. We didn't really
have a chance to grow. It took those
kind of harsh realities to wake us up.

When did you feel that you had made
it?
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Steven: When we had the money to
buy real groceries and not have to steal
them. When that first check came in
from CBS. When people started asking
me for my autograph and stopped call-
ing me Mick [Jagger]. [laughs] In the
beginning you think “make it" means
money and girls, then you come to find
out that's not it at all, because it's the
road 1o it.

Tom: In terms of there being a mo-
ment, | always figured that signing a
record contract would feel like the mo-
ment, that the sun would come out and
I'd know that we'd made it. But it really
wasn't like that—it was more of a grad-
ual process. The first time | ever heard
an Aerosmith song on the radio was
when | felt like we were there, even
though | was about two years early.

Brad: Gee, I'd say it was this morning
when | got up. [laughs] No, really, |
would agree with Tom. Hearing it on
the radio really belts it home.

®

A big part of
[Clinton’s] constituency
now is the MTV
generation, and if he was
to go around and
start supporting that shit
[censorship], it
wouldn't go well for him.
He owes us now.

®

Joey: | think things really began to
dawn on me when we finally went out
on the road for the first time. When we
finally did get out on the road, it was
kind of an odd combination, because
the first band that we toured with was
the Mahavishnu Orchestra. It was either
go out on the road with them or not go
out on the road, so we were all like,
“No! We're going, we're going.” And |
can remember so clearly sitting behind
the stage and watching those guys play,
and it depressed me. | was finding it
hard to say to myself that | was even
playing the same instrument as Billy
Cobham, but we got such a valuable
lesson from being out on the road with
them. If | recall, eventually we were paid
not to play because we were causing
too much excitement. John MclLaugh-
lin used to come out and ask for a mo-
ment of silence before they started to
play. Finally it got to the point where he
would come out and ask for that mo-
ment of silence, and they wouldn't be
quiet for a minute. It really pissed him
off, so eventually we didn't play.

Joe: Like Tom was saying, it was
more of a gradual thing. There was

never any time that | can remember
where | felt like I'd made it. Because
on the one hand, you've got the gold
record, and on the other hand, they
haven't paid you. You know what |
mean? It doesn’'t automatically come
with the limousine.

It was pretty cool to hear Aerosmith
back-to-back with a Stones record on
the same radio show. That was cool,
but it wasn't like, Yeah, | made it. You
feel better for a couple of minutes
maybe, but then you go, /t isn't quite
as good as them. It's like Steven said—
it's the journey.

How db you feel the music business
has changed since Aerosmith came
together in the summer of 19707

Joey: | think the most drastic change
in the business since we started is ob-
viously MTV. | have my feelings about
it, both up and down. When we came
back, MTV was four or five years old,
and we were just coming out with our
first record after getting back together.
And we had no experience doing that—
we never had to have any part of that.
It was interesting to watch us not con-
form, but to adjust to how it was. | think
that from the entertainment standpoint,
it's a great thing. There's a lot of differ-
ent kinds of bands that have gotten their
just exposure due to MTV. At the same
time, if a band has a particular song on
MTV and kids see it, and they decide
from that one song that they don't like
the band, that could make or break them.

I think that it kind of alleviates some
of the imagination that used to be in-
volved in the old days, before MTV,
when you could ask five or six different
kids what a song meant to them and
you'd get five or six different stories.
Now it's just laid out there right in front
of you. That’s been the most drastic
change in the business that | can see.
Good oI’ MTV.

Brad: When we started out, nothing
like that existed. You either had to have
a smash singie—and the only way you
could do that was to be real bubble
gum—or you had to come from En-
gland or something. The way we had to
do it was to go out on the road and de-
velop a following, and it took years to do.

The Boston sound had come and
gone by the time Aerosmith was
started—there was the Beacon Street
Union, the Ultimate Spinach, and the
one band that came out of- Boston—
Orpheus. MGM had a record label, and
they came up here and signed every-
body—they signed anybody, two guys
with a guitar they signed. The same
thing still goes on in Seattle. Fortu-
nately, there’s a little more talent up
there than there was in Boston at the
time. Those things still happen be-
cause | think most record executives
don’t know. They just don't know what
to do, they hope there’s something else
in that neighborhood.

Joe: | think in a lot of ways it hasn't






changed. The technology has gotten
better, and the numbers have gotten
bigger, but you still have to prove your-
self on the boards. Bands that make it
on MTV—uniess they can put out live,
it's all they've got. If they've got good
songs and good videos, they last on
MTV, but they can't go and play live.
There’s bands that are on the Top 10
on MTV that can't fill the [Boston] Or-
pheum—some of them can't even tour.
The bottom line is, it comes down to
the talent and playing live. The ultimate
thing was those lip-sync guys.

Milli Vanilli?

Joe: Yeah. They're a total product of
MTV, and they were what they were.
They were bubble gum—pop music.
That's why they call it pop music. When
it came time to do the real thing, they
couldn’'t hack it. So in a lot of ways, it
hasn't changed in 20 years. You still
have the record company, the guys with
the money, saying, “Kid, I'm going to
make you a star.” You've still got to go
through all the bulishit, you've got to go
through the trends. Next year if you
don't have a power tool you're going to
be out of luck, so now you're going to
have all the different power-tool bands.
Two years ago you had to look like Guns
N’ Roses; six years ago you had to have
hair like Bon Jovi. Hey man, in 1973 you
had to get your songs on the radio. The
only way a band like us got on the radio
was by having a ballad. We're still play-
ing the same games. The numbers are
bigger, but that's about it. I've heard more
bad songs that have made it because of
MTV than good songs that haven't.

Having done what you've done for
over 20 years, do any of you feel that
you've missed anything or that some-
thing has passed you by?

Steven: If I'd met a girf as fine as my
wife, I'd have gotten laid a whole lot
more.

Joe: Yeah, well, especially these past
six years, | lost my chops as a drug
addict, and I'm looking forward to get-
ting back to that as soon as | quit rock
‘n’ roll. [faughs]

Steven: He rolled a fine bill in his time.

Joe: [ can't think of anything else |
would rather have been doing. It's a great
job—I'd recommend it to anybody.

Joey: | have a friend in California who
I have known since | was about 12. He
was telling me the last time | saw him
about a time when we were standing
out in front of school, and we were talk-
ing about having seen the Beatles on
TV the night before, and he was saying
to me how he was going to grow his
hair a little longer and be like the Bea-
tles. And he told me what | said to him
was, “Not me, man. I'm gonna be the
Beatles.” Playing in a band is what |
always dreamed about. So here | am, 25
years later, still living my own fantasy—

Tom: We even call him Ringo.
[faughs]

Joey: I guess | can't really ask for too
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much more than that. | don't really feel
like I've missed out on anything.

What are you most proud of?

Tom: The music. Just having partic-
ipated in the body of music that this
band has put out. The other day this
friend of mine gave me a bootleg of us
piaying in Detroit in 1974, and it was
like listening to somebody else. I'm lis-
tening to it thinking, God, those little
shits can really play. [laughs]

Joey: The music is always a part of
it for me because it's something that
I'm always thinking about, and I'm
proud of what | do. But [ think that a lot
of my pride comes from the progress
that I've made learning how to be a
better human being, and just learning
how to enjoy life and enjoy other peo-
ple and not be so locked up inside my-
self. There's so much more to life out-
side of ourselves, and | feel that in the
last five or six years I've really started
to learn how to enjoy that, how to utilize

®

There’s bands that
are on the Top 10 on MTV
that can't fill the
[Boston] Orpheum—some
of them can't even
tour. The bottom line is,
it comes down to
the talent and playing live.

®

that successfully. For me it was a lot of
work and a lot of effort, and I'm at a
place now that I'm really proud of as
far as all that is concerned.

If someone told you today that you
had to give it all up—the records, the
tours, everything—that you were just
going to be a regular guy, what would
you do?

Tom: I'd come and get your job.
[laughs] No, I'd probably dive into writ-
ing—fiction or memoir-type reflections,
but I'd like to write fiction. Or maybe
some amateur theater, see where that
would take me. | haven't really done
any writing, but I've been doing a lot
of reading about writing. [laughs]
Someday if | feel like | have a long string
of time where | could get a routine to-
gether, maybe ['ll consider it.

Joey: To some capacity | would hope
music, but | would definitely get in-
volved with teaching kids. People ask
me all the time about giving lessons,
and because I'm a street player, | didn't
learn how to play by getting lessons. |
don't really know how to give them, but
I've never made an attempt to get in
touch with that, so that’s one thing that

| would do to try and pass it on and
maybe help out some kids. It's some-
thing that | think [ couid enjoy, and re-
gardless of whether | had what | have
now or not, [ still believe that whatever
you're going to do, you need to enjoy
it first and reap the satisfaction for
yourself in order to be successful at it.
| see teaching as being real rewarding.

Do you still have goals?

Steven: Just to be able to keep it
simple. Every day | wake up, the shit
gets more complicated, and | get ab-
ducted by more brain surgeons than
you have ever seen in your life, each
one overloading me with information. it
started from a real simple premise—
rock till | drop.

| want to be able to be there for my
kids like my parents were for me. If my
parents weren't there for me, I'd be off
in some rehab or somewhere and I'd
have a iot more problems than I've got
now. That's one of those lessons that
I'm learning.

Joe: The music is my life—that's what
| do. That's one of the things that | felt
like I'd lost in the late eighties, and that’s
one of the things that we've got back.
Music's the thing that | always wanted
to do. That's the thing that got me to
stay in my room and play my guitar;
that was the thing to me that | lost and
now ['ve got back, the music. That is
my life—everything else kind of fills in
the siots around it. I like to do little side

_ things, but this is a full-time fucking job.

I just want to live through the next plane
flight—nothing too big.

Joey: | don't think I'll ever be as good
as | want to be, because there’s always
room to get better. | spent 20 years of
my life struggling with my instrument
by myself, and it got me to where | was,
and within the last two years, | got this
brilliant idea—Wow, why don't | take
some lessons? And | went and found
the right guy, and took about a half a
dozen lessons, and it opened up doors
for me that | had no idea could be
opened. The relationship with an in-
strument is one that goes on as long
as you play: it, and even afterwards,
when you may someday put it down, it
still goes on. It’s just something that's
in your blood all the time. The other
thing that | set as a goal for myself is,
I'd like to become more accomplished
as far as my songwriting goes, which
is also a new door that I've gotten into
recently. It's really fun, it's really inter-
esting, and | find that | would like to
possess a little bit more musical knowl-
edge in order to go on further in that.

When you're putting a record to-
gether, do the messages that you may
be sending to kids concern you? Does
fatherhood affect your decisions?

Tom: | have a lot of faith in young
people. | remember when | was in high
school, | was pretty good at separating
the bullshit from the stuff that | really
needed to take in. But when | think
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 40

running off to.see her father. Dickson
decides the family'members are under

But for all of Keating’s-efforts at con-
- trol, for all of his intelligence gathering,
" there is one thing about Keith Dickson
he has failed to discover or curb. Two
or three times a week, Keith does co-
caine. He feels it is natural—that it goes
with driving a Mercedes, with having
lots of money, with drinking cham-
pagne, with being a powerful person.
And he knows he is not the only person
in the company snorting powder.

On July 20, 1983, Elaine and Keith
hold a housewarming party and cele-
brate Dickson's birthday. That night,
~ while the party is in full swing, Keith
calls a friend in San Francisco, and his
friend hears ail the noise in the back-
ground and says that it sounds like
Dickson has been doing some “march-
ing powder.” Dickson confesses that his
friend is right and says he picked some
up that afternoon. Elaine is listening in
on this conversation and she explodes
with anger. Their guests flee. C3, Keat-
ing’s son, comes over and is very up-
set, and Keith's brother stops by and
tries to calm the situation. At two or
three in the morning, Elaine does the
inevitable—she calls her father, who is
vacationing in Ireland. “You son of a
bitch,” Keating tells Dickson over the
phone, “I've given you everything.
You've blown it all” He summons them
both.

Because of flight schedules, the
couple has a stopover in Washington,
D.C., and as soon as they check into
the Watergate Hotel, Dickson calls a
priest in Phoenix. In the past Charlie
Keating has sent the priest on a trip
around the world, redecorated his
church to the tune of $150,000, and
given him a great deal of money. Keith
Dickson tells the priest that he is in
trouble and needs counseling. He finds
no solace.

Dickson refuses to give up. He walks
the streets, knocking on church doors
regardless of denomination, and finally
finds a priest. The father at first pro-
tests that he is in the middle of dinner,
but eventually he gives in. Dickson tells
him his story for three solid hours, and
the priest is stunned. He says to Dick-
son, “Let me tell you something, son.
The biggest mistake you can make in
your life is to get on that piane and go
to {reland. 1 don't care who the man is,
you and your wife are the family. Why
don't you sit down and work this out
amongst yourselves?”" Dickson returns
to the hotel and relates this conversa-
tion to Elaine, and she agrees they
should try to work it out themselves.
Then C3 calls, and she explains their
new plan to him. He asks her to put
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Keith on the phone and then explains
to him, “If you don't get on that plane,
I will fly to Washington and break every
bone in your body.”

When they arrive in Ireland, Keith has

been up for 48 straight hours. As they-

ride out to the castle where Keating is
staying, Dickson finds the countryside
beautiful. Charlie is standing outside,
his body shaking, his lips quivering. He
asks, “Why did you do it? Why did you
do it?" Dickson can only say, “I don't
know. | just don't know. I'm sorry. We're
going to have to work this out.” But
Dickson is wrong. “The only thing | can
give you,” Keating explains, “is a plane
ticket home to your mama.” And then
he pulls out seven $100 bills, hands
them over, and says good-bye. Keith
Dickson leaves his wife weeping in her
mother’s arms.

He flies to his parents’ home in North
Carolina and promptly has a nervous
breakdown. Then a sheaf of docu-

°

Charlie enjoyed
watching women climb out
of the pool with
their clothes soaked and
clinging. ... He
wanted more of that good
feeling he had
when he watched people
jump into the water.

ments arrives, seeking an annulment.
Dickson fills them out and tells the Vat-
ican his side of the story. Keating has
a 60-page deposition assembled as
evidence for the annulment, a docu-
ment Dickson views as a pack of lies.
Dickson had decided that he wants no
money, no property, that he will take
nothing from the marriage. But when he
reads over the deposition vilifying him,
he balks at signing the annuiment pa-
pers. The terms are stiff. He discovers
Elaine is pregnant, and the documents
Keating has prepared insist that Dick-
son's name cannot and will not be on
the birth certificate.

Dickson has another brother, Rob,
who works for Senator John Tower, and
at 1 Am. Rob gets a call from an A.C.C.
executive, who gets right to the point:
“If your brother does not sign that doc-
ument, Bruce will lose all of his stock
options, you will lose your job with John
Tower, and-your father will never work
again.” So the three brothers have a
conference call and Keith says he does
not want to sign the document be-
cause it is a lie. But as they talk, they
come to believe the threats, and as their

belief in the threat grows, Keith falters.
And he signs. :

He never visits Phoenix again and
becomes a dark legend within A.C.C.,
a symbol of Charlie Keating's ability to

- break anyone. He only speaks with
Elaine Keating once after he leaves her - '~

in Ireland. Months later she calls late at .
night. She wants to get back together,
and Keith is tempted since he still loves
Elaine. He says he will do it if she will
move to North Carolina. He never hears
from her again.

In November 1983, Robert Kielty is
in Washington on business and is
picked up by the driver for Congress-
man McCain, a Brad Boland. Kielty no-
tices that Boland is tall, as is Elaine. He
tells McCain that Elaine needs a date
for the company Christmas party and
asks if Boland is available. A few
months later, McCain is touring Viet-
nam with Walter Cronkite and his phone
rings in the middle of the night. It is
Boland, announcing his resignation
from the staff. He tells McCain he is
going to marry Elaine Keating. Not long
afterward, McCain's wife, Cindy, sees
Boland driving around Phoenix in a
Mercedes and wearing a ruby-stud-
ded tuxedo.

Charlie Keating's controf over his
family extends to other families. He is
obsessed with what he sees as smut,
filth, and sexual deviance. And for de-
cades he wages war against what he
believes is the moral decline of Amer-
jca. Charlie Keating is given to pro-
nouncements like, “Homosexuals
should be prosecuted and put in jail.”
A reporter comes to his office to quiz
him on this obsession about pornog-
raphy, and Keating whips some color
photographs out of his desk of women
having sex with pigs and says, “Is this
what you meant when you said you
wanted to discuss pornography? These
are the latest imports from Denmark.”
He lives surrounded by filthy pic-
tures—for his work he must have a col-
lection as evidence.

In 1977 Keating's hatred of pornog-
raphy seems to grow fiercer. He speaks
to a Cincinnati “Rally for Decency” on
Friday, May 13, and attacks the clergy
for their weakness in the fight against
filth, insisting they have “permitted the
roaring lion to destroy the lamb." The
rally is supposed to be a celebration.
In February a Cincinnati jury convicted
Larry Flynt, the publisher of Hustler, of
pandering obscenity and engaging in
organized crime.

Flynt is a native of neighboring Ken-
tucky (from a county so poor that jury
duty was said to be the economy) and
as a boy wanted to be either a gyne-
cologist or an evangelist. Now he re-
sides in southern Ohio. Flynt has
brought a new perspective to the in-
creasingly popular skin magazines—
open vaginal shots, the pink. His movie
reviewer only considers pornographic












movies. His readers send in snapshots
of their wives and girlfriends to sustain
another monthly feature, “Beaver Hunt."
Flynt works with gusto, with an almost
messianic desire to tear down the stan-
dards of proper behavior. He has risen
up from his poor roots, his spotty ed-
ucation, his ventures as a nightclub op-
erator, and now he deliberately as-
saults whatever pillars of the community
he can locate. And he is fighting his
war not in back alleys, not through mail
drops for salacious photos, not in after-
hour joints and brothels parading as
massage parlors, but at the neighbor-
hood newsstand.

Flynt is far more ambitious than Keat-
ing’'s earlier demon, Russ Meyer, with
his limited fixation on enormous breasts.
Flynt, in the realm of selling photo-
graphs of naked women, takes no pris-
oners, stops at no line. He says he
wants to learn if the First Amendment
really means what it says.

Flynt now lives in a mansion, and his
wife Althea procures him about 15
women a week. She is a self-professed
bisexual, and in 1975 she poses nude
for Hustler. She is not the kind of woman
Charlie Keating is likely to hire. When
she was eight years old, her father
came home and killed her mother, her
mother's best friend, her grandfather,
and then himself.

When Althea was 17 and a runaway
from an orphanage, Flynt hired her to
be a go-go dancer in his nightclub. She
also is the copublisher of Hustler, and
at $800,000, the highest-paid woman
in the country. And Hustler is hauling
in tens of millions a year, a bottom line
that can make even a Charlie Keating
take notice. When Althea and Flynt de-
cide to marry in 1976, they celebrate
the decision by going to the best brothel
in New York and having sex with an
array of beautiful women. His maga-
zine hails from and is read by the blue-
collar world, that special part of the na-
tion that Charlie Keating believes he
knows as bone of his bone and flesh
of his flesh.

But the rally that is supposed to thank
the local! jury for nailing Larry Flynt be-
comes a lament in Keating's hands.
“I've been very, very wrong," he con-
fesses. "That's right, I've been wrong."
He quotes from St. Paul, he quotes from
Alexis de Tocqueville, and he charges
that the churches of the country have
let people “"exchange God's truth for
lies. This is what the churches are here
to stop.” It is all so clear to him tonight,
he is tired of nit-picking arguments
about what is pornography and what is
not: “There is no difference between
Brigitte Bardot taking off her clothes in
movies and children doing it. It's all
pornography—it's just a matter of de-
gree.”

The problem is spreading—now ho-
tels are even showing dirty movies to
anyone “shoving money into a slot in
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their television sets. What if my son or
daughter [stays in a hotel]? He can do
whatever he pleases in the room, but
he is tempted because he can see por-
nography, intercourse, and all sorts of
perversion. .. ."

Ah, he senses he may have gone too
far. His voice trails off, he gets red and
laughs and says, “Now [ want to make
it clear that | have nothing against in-
tercourse. I've got six kids,” and then
his wife Mary Elaine stands up for a
round of applause. He goes on, saying,
“I love you for coming. | know some
people thought it would just be Keating
and a bunch of little old ladies in tennis
shoes. Stick with it. We've got a lot to
tell you.”

In March 1977, Larry Flynt spoke at
the Sigma Alpha Epsilon fraternity
house at the University of Cincinnati.
Charlie Keating will later believe that
Flynt referred to a local girl by name,
and said he would pay money to em-

®

Kielty sees a
secretary taking photos
on a desk top
and jumps up beside her.
Suddenly Charlie
is there, binding their bodies
together with duct tape.

®

barrass her. On April 12, 1977, a coed
parks her car on the University of Cin-
cinnati campus at high noon and gets
out to go to class. She is struck from
behind on the back and ordered to go
into Burnet Woods. The man she con-
fronts stands about five feet ten inches
tall, he has light-brown hair and a tattoo
of a star on his right forearm. He rapes
her. She is a daughter of Charlie Keat-
ing.

When Keating gives his impassioned
speech that night in May at the Rally
for Decency, he describes this abduc-
tion and rape. Without going into de-
tails, he makes it painfully clear that he's
referring to his own child. He shares
with his audience, there to celebrate the
conviction of Larry Flynt, the fact that
the girl “is physically and emotionally
all right today. Her mother and the girl—
before the consequences were
known—ruled out murder if a child were
to be born. | cannot telt you how proud
| am of my wife and daughter for their
faith and courage.” And then he men-
tions the talk at Sigma Alpha Epsilon
house, and the offer by a "well-known
pornographer.”

Keating has been fighting Larry Fiynt
hammer and tong—what other re-
sponse is conceivable for Charlie Keat-
ing when he is confronted by a man
who is said to keep in the foyer of his
home a life-size statue of himself for-
nicating with a chicken to commemo-
rate his first sexual experience? Keat-
ing and his organization, Citizens for
Decency Through Law, have been in-
strumental in Flynt's recent conviction.
After his daughter’s rape, a new hard-
ness surfaces in Charlie Keating. He
contacts the EB.I., he digs into his Ro-
lodex of people in power seeking in-
formation. And then on March 6, 1978,
Larry Flynt is on trial in the Superior
Court of Gwinnett County, Georgia, on
obscenity charges. When the court
breaks for lunch, he ambles down to
the V and J Cafeteria, where he orders
two tumblers of grapefruit juice. Flynt
is undergoing a new dietary regime,
one recommended by a friend, the co-
median Dick Gregory. He is a complete
vegetarian. He has been through a lot
of changes recently.

Ruth Stapleton, sister of President
Jimmy Carter, converted Flynt to Chris-
tianity during a plane ride on his labia-
pink jet. During that flight, Flynt sud-
denly felt a tingling sensation and saw
both St. Paul and Christ. “I promised
to give up my life for Him,” Flynt ex-
plains later. “I promised to see myself
castrated, to look down and see myself
with no sex organs.. .. | spoke in
tongues.” He becomes a complete cel-
ibate and commissions a series of pho-
tographs based on great nude scenes
from the Bible.

His meager lunch consumed, he
heads back up the street with his law-
yer, Gene Reeves. His bodyguards
have been dismissed for the day—none
of the good ol boys in Gwinnett County
seem to be riled up about his maga-
zine, Hustler. As Reeves and Flynt pass
a transient hotel on the other side of the
street, two shots ring out from a door-
way and both men go down, hit by bul-
lets from a .44.

Flynt shouts, “Help me! Help me!
Somebody help me!” His spinal cord
is severed, and for the rest of his life,
Larry Flynt will be dead from the waist
down. He will never again feel the sex-
ual pleasure of a woman. He survives,
in part, because he has adopted Greg-
ory's regimen of morning enemas and
his intestines are empty. Ruth Staple-
ton comes to his bedside and tells the
press, “l believe in miracles. | just
thank God he's alive.” But when Flynt
learns he will never walk again, he has
a different response: “l stopped being
spiritual.” :

There are many guesses about who
did the shooting, which is seen as being
a very smooth and professional job.
Some suspect Flynt's Mafia competi-
tors in the dirty-magazine business.
Others see the hand of an intelligence

CONTINUED ON PAGE 138






























PLANT

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 64

here as a guide, has been designated
to show me around.

“If you have a Harley,” he says,
“you've got to come here to York. It's
like @ Muslim has to go to Mecca. There
was one time | was showing a group of
people around the museum, and one
guy kept shushing me. ‘Don’t you see?’
he said. ‘This is a shrine here.’”

Clearly, we could get into a long dis-
cussion of biker theology, but by now
we're inside the museum. And here,
bike by bike, I realize I'm walking
through the history of America’s twen-
tieth century. There's a scale model of
the earliest bike, one of the three made
in 1903 in that backyard shed in Mil-
waukee. It's a Tiffany confection, made
out of silver, gold, and diamonds for
Harley-Davidson’s 75th anniversary.
One of the originals is on display in the
lobby of the headquarters in Milwau-
kee. The second is in the Smithsonian.
And the third? Nobody knows.

It's the case of the missing Harley.
Long rusted away on a junk heap,
probably, but at Harley there’'s a con-
viction that it's still out there some-
where, like a diamond buried deep un-
derground waiting to be discovered,
dug up, polished, and revered.

The earliest prototype is long lost, too,
but Karl describes it vividly: “It had
spark piugs the size of doorknobs and

a carburetor made from a Campbell’s -

tomato-soup can. That artist fellow
Warhol would've liked that." Bill Har-
ley's first 45-degree V-twin (built in
1909) is here, however, along with one
of the early Silent Gray Fellows, which
came in any color you wanted, so long
as it was gray. So is one of the first
military bikes, which were used for
scouting and dispatch and sent into
action in border skirmishes against the
Mexican revolutionary Pancho Villa in
1916, then sent (20,000 of them) over-
seas in 1917 and 1918 to World War 1.

A World War Il bike is here, in stan-
dard olive drab; 90,000 of them were
shipped to the front from 1942 to 1945,
with the plant working day and night in
an award-winning war effort. Walk on
and you can trace the evolution of the
Harley power plant from knuckiehead
to panhead to shovelhead to the 80-
cubic-inch Evolution engine, intro-
duced in 1984. The latest addition to
the museum collection is the ultimate
luxo-bike—the new Ultra Classic Elec-
tra-Glide, with built-in CB radio, inter-
com, voice-actuated radio squelch,
special helmets, cruise control, and
four-speaker sound system.

Then there are the photos, best of all
those of the original Harley "wrecking
crews,” the factory-backed racers who
dominated the bike circuit from the
teens on. That's when the word hog
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probably originated, with Red Park-
hurst's pet pig, which traveled to meets
with him and rode on the gas tank in
front of him during victory laps. After a
while the competitors began to say,
“Here come the hogs.”

I'd checked this story with Willie G.
earlier. “There's as many stories as to
where the name came from as there
are tellers,” he said, “but that's as good
a one as you're likely to hear.”

As we move on to the assembiy lines,
Karl rattles off the statistics—26 differ-
ent models this year, with 34 different
types of tires, including the whitewall
tires on the new limited-edition Heri-
tage Softail Nostalgia (which is the bike
I've been yearning for ever since Willie
G.'s hands lovingly traced its lines for
me). The perfect gangster bike.

The “big-bike” line is still run the tra-
ditional way, with the bikes on a con-
veyer and each worker responsible for
one specific task. But the newly sep-

g
The Harley-Davidson
manufacturing
plant looks more like an
architect’s office
suite than the heart of
the biggest,
baddest bikes in the world.
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arate Sportster XLH line next door is
smaller and more quiet. You can-even
hear the music playing. Three-person
teams—about one-third women—move
along the line, putting the whole ma-
chine together from frame to finished
product. |t takes them about an hour
for each bike. On the big-bike line, it
takes two and a half hours. Harley’s
next step is to revamp the big line, too—
not only does everyone prefer working
in the team system, but production is
far higher.

Every bike going by on the line is

different—color, model, specs, op- -

tions. Some are marked for foreign de-
livery—Japan, Switzerland, Britain,
Australia. Just-in-time manufacturing of
parts—the right part automatically at
hand—combines with a sophisticated
computer system so that each bike is
customized. You want a fishtail ex-
haust, a shotgun exhaust, buckhorn
handlebars, ape hangers? The com-
puter will fulfill your wildest dreams,
right there on the line. And if you de-
cide to buy a Harley on the ride-away
system, you can go to York on the day
your bike is scheduled to be made,

watch it being assembled, then get right
on it and take the long way home.

But not before it's been tested. At the
end of the assembly line, every bike
goes into the testing cubicle, where the
tester attaches a fuel feed (bypassing
the tank), mounts it, and takes it all the
way up to the redline as red digits flash
in a computerized readout above him—
65, 75, 80, 85, 95, 100 miles per hour.
He tests the brakes and the electrical

‘systems, then renders his verdict: The

bike goes either to the left, to be crated
for delivery, or to the right, to be
checked for one questionable detail or
another. On the Sportster line, the as-
sembly team watches. It's a matter of
pride that the bike go to the left.

At this point there's nothing left for
me to do but ride. Karl takes me over
to the quality audit department, where
they test about two percent of all bikes
made using a twisting, corkscrewing,
one-mile-long pavement track that's laid
out on a sloping hillside above the plant.

I'll ride with one of the testers, Mike
Kemper, who has what I'm starting to
think of as the Softail look—the hardtail
appearance but a softer feel. Like Wil-
lie G.’s, his beard is neatly trimmed. The
tattoos on his arms are faded from time.
[ gear up and we set off on a Low Rider
Custom, picking up speed with each
lap as the engine warms up until we're
swooping into the corners at 70, twice
as fast as any car would dare on such
a tight track.

Mike is a happy man, and even bet-
ter, he knows it. "We ride here every
day, except when there's ice,” he says.
“I've worked with Harleys all my life—
18 years in dealerships—but this job
beats the lot. Not only do | get paid to
ride Harleys, but | also test the proto-
types, the bikes that are four or five
years into the future.” He looks up into
the sunlight glancing off the track. “! teli
you, this has to be the greatest job in

the world."O+—
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“Fossils are negotiable, and any fat-
head knows that there are people will-
ing to pay for them,” says Nicholas Hot-

. ton, a paleontologist at the Smithsonian
Institution, one of the first targets of a
major theft, according to Omni maga-
zine (October 1988).

“It's as ugly as the drug trade,” says
Jim Madsen, a paleontologist and for-
mer Utah fossil regulator. An investi-
gator on the trail of one gang of Far
West fossil bandits says he received a
death threat. In Montana a rancher who
tried to stop bandits from excavating
his property “had a gun pulled on him,”
says Patrick Leiggi, a Montana State
University paleontologist. Another ex-
pert says federal law-enforcement au-
thorities believe that “organized-crime
ventures” are involved in smuggling
looted dinosaurs out of the country.

“| think we're just on the edge,” says
Lee Spencer, a Bureau of Land Man-
agement paleontologist who witnessed
a 2,000-pound bag of dinosaur bones
being furtively traded for a six-figure
sum in one rockshop. “With Jurassic
Park, we'll have people crawling all over
the hills.” Spencer would like Spielberg
(whose publicist agrees that the movie
will inspire more people to “join digs”)
to make some kind of statement to alert
moviegoers to “the moral issues.”

It's precisely this sort of attempt to
tag some fossil collectors (those with
impressive letters after their names) as
more moral—and law-abiding—than
others that has the scientific establish-
ment exchanging insuits with dealers
like Peter Larson of South Dakota. Last
May that state’s Acting U.S. Attorney
Kevin Schieffer assembled a raiding
party that included 35 FB.I. agents and
20 National Guardsmen in order to seize
“Sue,” a Tyrannosaurus rex discovered
by Larson’s firm. In allegations upheld
by a U.S. District Court, Schieffer
charged that the dinosaur—said to be
the largest and best-preserved T-rex
ever found—had been illegally dug up
from an Indian reservation. Larson, who
is appealing the court decision, con-
tends that he is the victim of a cam-
paign by academics who are “acting
like religious fanatics” to try to drive
dealers off their turf.

Schieffer, a former aide to U.S. Sen-
ator Larry Pressler, has pandered to this
lobby because he “wants to run for the
U.S. Senate and he thinks dinosaurs are
headlines,” adds an infuriated Larson.
“He showed up for the raid [on Sue]
wearing Pan-cake makeup for the TV
cameras.”

Rallying to the dealer’s side are not
only residents of Hill City (population
535), where Larson’s firm is located—
they've made up signs declaring, “FB.1.
is U.S. gestapo”"—but some scientists,
notably the University of Colorado’s
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Robert Bakker. Famed among bone
connoisseurs for his discovery that di-
nosaurs were warm-blooded, Bakker
says that many of his colleagues don't
bother to look after their o/d dinosaurs,
let alone find new ones. .

“Thousands of skeletons are eroding
away to miserable fragments in the
ground, and hundreds are rotting un-
cleaned in museum basements,” Bak-
ker says. "Pete Larson’s firm has done
tremendous good for science. This is a
grandstand play by a U.S. attorney who
wants to make a name for himself.” The
raid upset Larson’'s plans to ship Sue
to NASA, whose scientists were going
to put her skull through a giant-size CAT
scanner, says Bakker.

Schieffer didn't respond to our re-
quest for comment, but another federal
official maintains that there is more to
the case of Sue-——one of whose giant,
carnivorous mates can be seen in
Spielberg’s film—than meets the eye.

A

One expert says
the government believes
that “organized-crime
ventures” are involved in
smuggling looted
dinosaurs out of the country.

®

The official says a grand-jury probe is
under way regarding allegations that
Larson's company has collected other
fossils from tribal lands. it's not a probe—
it's a witch-hunt, counters Larson. "We'll
never give up the fight to get Sue back,”
he says, denying any wrongdoing.

Larson insists that dealers are re-
sponsible people. He says his com-
pany has concentrated on marketing
its big finds to museums, and to date
has “never sold a dinosaur skeleton, or
even a skull, to a private collection.”

“Under the right circumstances,” he
allows, he might be persuaded to sell
a common or garden-variety dinosaur
to a private collector. There are “be-
tween 10,000 and 20,000" duckbills
buried in quarries he is exploring, he
elaborates, and they will go for
$350,000 “including delivery.” On the
other hand, if he gets Sue back, he will
keep her and put her on display in his
company’s own museum.

It's debatable whether all dealers are
so public-spirited when it comes to
precious dinosaurs. A rare Acrocan-
thosaurus is being advertised for sale
by an Oklahoma firm, Geological En-

terprises. The firm's catalog does not
list a price for it, and some scientists
say they are concerned that it may lit-
erally vanish forever if it is bought by
some high-bidding private cotlector.
They say the skeleton, which is being
prepared for mounting by Larson’s firm,
is infested with an iron compound that
reacts with water and will crumble to
dust if it ends up with some amateur
who stores it in a humid atmosphere.

The owner of Geological Enter-
prises, Allen Graffham, assured “U.S.A.
Confidential” that although, in his opin-
ion, the experts are wrong about the
iron, he intends to sell the dinosaur to
“a world-class museum.” A reporter who
called the firm posing as an agent for
a wealthy private collector in noto-
riously humid Britain got a different re-
sponse, however. The reporter was told
by the Geological Enterprises staffer
who answered the phone that the
"wonderful skeleton” is available to
anyone who can ante up about $1.1
million. (Asked about this, Graffham
said the staffer was probably afraid of
“a lawsuit” if the company refused to
deal with a private collector. “If you of-
fer something for sale, and you don't
sell it to someone who offers the money,
you're in trouble,” he said, adding that
he does not expect to have that prob-
lem. “I don't think a private collector
would want to come up with [$1.1 mil-
lion],” he explained.)

Arguing that dealers will be the death
of fossils, many scientists are lobbying
for legislation banning commercial
companies from federal lands. Viola-
tors would risk steep fines, prison terms,
and—Ilumping them in a similar cate-
gory to narcotics dealers—the confis-
cation of their pickup trucks and earth
movers. Robert Bakker is among other
experts who deride this as unenforce-
able and counterproductive overkill. He
simply doesn’t believe that federal
“fossil policemen” will have the pubilic’s
best interests at heart. The feds have
stashed Sue in a storage locker. He is
reminded of the scene in Spielberg's
Raiders of the Lost Ark, he says, "in
which the U.S. government, having
seized the Ark of the Covenant, locks it
away in a forgotten warehouse.”

NUN-SENSE

A Roman Catholic nun is emerging as
the unlikely defender of Andres Ser-
rano’s controversial “Piss Christ.” Sister
Wendy Beckett, the 62-year-old Car-
melite nun who will star in the BBC-TV

. art series “Sister Wendy's Grand Tour,”

has said, “You could regard [Serrano’s
work] as a moving meditation on what
we do to the figure of Christ—we call
ourselves Christians, but we really sub-
merge him in human urine. . . . Or you
could say, what's wrong with human
urine?. .. To take it as blasphemous
says more about the type of person

looking at it."Ot+—g
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