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FOREWORD



The Monster in the Labyrinth

Ye have locked yerselves up in cages of fear—and,
behold, do ye now complain that ye lack FREEDOM!
Ye have cast out yer brothers for devils and now
complain ye, lamenting, that ye’ve been left to fight
alone.

—“EPISTLE TO THE PARANOIDS,” The Gospel
According to Fred BY KERRY THORNLEY

Kerry Thornley wrote those words in the mid-1960s and within 10 years he had
become a clinical paranoid himself, in the judgment of almost all of his friends,
including Dr. Robert Newport, a psychiatrist who had known Kerry since high
school. The moral of this seems to me: take great care which nut cases you dare
to mock, for you may become one of them.

I do not write in any spirit of smugness or superiority. I became somewhat
paranoid myself, for a while there, or at least experienced acute anxiety attacks.
For several months I literally could not leave my house without looking around
to see if Kerry crouched behind a bush waiting to shoot me.

You see, he had become convinced that I worked for the CIA and served as
one of his “managers” or “brainwashers,” but I thought I worked as a freelance
writer and considered myself his friend. As his letters to me grew increasingly
hostile and denunciatory, I began to fear that he might have graduated from
“weirded out” to “dangerous.”

This now seems silly to me—an overreaction—but the violence and
paranoia of the Nixon years made everybody in this country feel a bit jumpy. A
Black Panther leader in my part of Chicago seemed to have gotten shot by the
local police while sedated; the extreme Right and extreme Left both had wild
conspiracy theories about everybody else; anti-war meetings, anti-segregation
meetings, even pot-legalization meetings all had people making nervous jokes
about who among us the government had infiltrated to report on our
Thoughtcrimes. The government not only appeared irrational and out of control,
but so did a large part of the population.

I finally moved to Ireland to start a new life as an expatriate, and my worries



about Kerry executing me for “brainwashing” him made up only a microscopic
part of my motive. The whole country seemed a bit funny in the head and I had
to hide out and lie low for a while. Silence, exile, and cunning, as Joyce had
advised.

Looking back, I feel amused and humbled. Like Kerry, I had satirized the
paranoids before the sheer number of them frightened me into acting just like
one of them.

[ remember my last phone conversation with Kerry, during which he
announced that just a week earlier I had come to Atlanta, argued with him about
my alleged CIA connections, spiked his drink with LSD, and brainwashed him
again. I told him that I had not left San Francisco in months, and that if he had a
bad trip the previous week then somebody else gave him the acid, not me. I
insisted on this as persuasively as I could.

Finally, Kerry relented—a bit. “Well, maybe you believe that,” he said. “But
that means your bosses have been fucking with your head and implanting false
memories in you too!”

How do you argue that you haven’t had your head altered? “Look,” I said,
“I’ll put my wife Arlen on. She’ll tell you I haven’t left here in months.”

“That won’t prove anything,” he said with the calm certitude of a Grand
Master announcing checkmate. “They probably fixed 4er head too.”

[ don’t remember the rest of the conversation. I felt lost in an Escher painting.

A few weeks, or a few months, before or after that conversation, the police
found a young woman raped and murdered two doors from the house where
Arlen and I lived. A few days before or after that atrocity I attended a meeting
of the physics/consciousness research group in which the assembled Ph.D.s
seriously discussed a quantum model in which the universe contains only one
electron, and everything else, including this seemingly solid Earth, our own
bodies, and our “minds” (if we still think we have “minds”) results from the
virtual interactions of virtual particles, or of probability waves.

So Arlen and I packed up and moved to a land where the weirdest critter, a
six-foot-tall white rabbit, seldom roams far from the fens and farmlands.

I’m only kidding—not.
—Madonna, Truth or Dare

But let us, as the Chinese say, draw our chairs closer to the fire and examine
this soberly.
All the above happened because Kerry and I, with a few others, invented a



new religion, and because Kerry and I and a hell of a lot of others dared to
doubt the official “lone nut” theory of the JFK assassination.

Perhaps 1 should say something about the religion before getting into the even
murkier waters of the politics.

We called the religion Discordianism and its central catma (other, and hence
lesser, religions have dogmas or absolute beliefs; Discordianism only has
catmas or relative meta-beliefs) declares “All affirmations are true in some
sense, false in some sense, meaningless in some sense, true and false in some
sense, true and meaningless in some sense, false and meaningless in some
sense, and true and false and meaningless in some sense.” We owe this Divine
Revelation to Gregory Hill (Malaclypse the Younger), the chief architect of
Discordian atheology.

In my ministry I have added a rider promising that if you repeat this catma
666 times you will achieve Supreme Enlightenment, in some sense.

Many people consider Discordianism a complicated joke disguised as a new
religion. I prefer to consider it a new religion disguised as a complicated joke.

Others consider Discordianism an American form of Zen Buddhism. I think
Kerry held that view most of the time.

Whether one considers Discordianism a joke, a new religion, or Yankee Zen,
it emphatically does not belong in the same arena as Aristotelian logic or
criminal law, yet the life of Kerry Thornley dragged it into those precincts and I
can find no way to disentangle them in discussing him. Everybody who ever
looked into “the Thornley case” feels a strong need for basic either/or answers
to such questions as: Guilty or innocent? Sane or insane? Victim of the CIA or
victim of his own delusions?

All T can say consists of a devout wish that logic could stretch to include a
maybe, or a phalanx of probabilities, between the Aristotelian yes and no, and
that our law could include the Scotch “not proven” between guilty and innocent.

I think it entirely possible that Kerry went bananas on his own, due to
genetics and/or traumatic early imprints and/or too damned much LSD and/or
other causes unknown, with no help from the CIA at all. I also think it entirely
possible that the CIA did subject Kerry—and his Marine Corps buddy Lee
Harvey Oswald— to some form of Manchurian Candidate mind control and
that his seemingly “psychotic” words and actions represented an intelligent
man’s attempts to break the strings of his puppet masters and find his way back
to a world that made sense again.

In short, I regard all his brilliant satires and all of his “psychotic” rants as



true in some sense, false in some sense, meaningless in some sense, true and
false in some sense, true and meaningless in some sense, false and meaningless
in some sense, and true and false and meaningless in some sense.

For instance, you will read in this book about Kerry’s ‘“delusions”
concerning fascist manipulations of the CIA and/or Naval Intelligence. Pure
nonsense, right?

Wrong. Let me illuminize you a bit.

Nazi worms began to infest the U.S. way back in 1945, when General
Rheinhard Gehlen, Hitler’s chief of Soviet Intelligence, surrendered to the U.S.
Army, after first prudently burying several truckloads of “inside information”
about the Soviet Union at a secret location.

Gehlen seems not only a master spy but a wizard negotiator. Within a week,
he got out of his Nazi uniform and into a U.S. Army general’s uniform; the U.S.
intelligence services, in return, got the info about the Soviets, including access
to Gehlen’s agents in the Soviet government—a group of Mystical Tsarists who
had infiltrated both the Red Army and the KGB.

You see, their leader and Gehlen’s major “asset,” General Andrei Vlassov,
had a fervent belief, not just in common or garden Tsarism but especially in the
Mystical Tsarism espoused in the later half of the 19th century by the anti-
Semitic novelist Dostoyevsky and even more by Konstantin Pobedonostsev, an
advisor to two tsars, Alexander III and Nicholas II.

Pobedonostsev, popularly called “the Grand Inquisitor” because of the vast
platoons of spies, snoops, agents provocateur, and informers he unleashed upon
the Russian people, combined theological obsessions with reactionary politics
—always an explosive and nefarious mixture.

Mystical Tsarism deserves a whole book in itself, especially since it now
rules our own country; but we must remain brief here. This holy religion, or
superstition—as you will—has two major tenets: (1) The tsar is guided by God
and can do no wrong, and (2) Science “is” cold and inhuman, faith “is” warm
and human; therefore we should ignore reason and guide ourselves by faith in
the tsar, our “Little Father,” who receives his orders directly from a gaseous
vertebrate of astronomical heft called “God.”

I don’t think any of Pobedonostsev’s crew actually believed in the Tooth
Fairy, though.

General Gehlen and General Vlassov formed what became the
Gehlenapparat, the CIA’s main source of info on Soviet affairs; Gehlen became
the fulcrum of the CIA’s “Soviet penetration” sector, working under James



Jesus Angleton, chief of Counter-Intelligence, breeder of prize orchids, lover of
the arts, and a devout Catholic.

Since the U.S. government based its foreign policies on CIA reports, and the
CIA based its Soviet reports on Gehlen and some other former Nazis, plus a
crew of Mystical Tsarists, as filtered and interpreted by a Papist intellectual,
the U.S. government’s ideas and actions became increasingly “weird,” bizarre,
and frightening, in the view of the rest of the world. The results seem very sad
and very funny. In a nutshell, most of the planet thinks we’ve gone batshit crazy.
Tsarists and Nazis and spooks, oh my!

As Harry Browne, Libertarian Party candidate for president in 2000, wrote
in July 2003, “The whole world is now afraid of America, and America is
afraid of the whole world.”

Although James Jesus Angleton served as Gehlen’s alleged supervisor, data
indicates that the Gehlenapparat engaged in many activities, including
kidnapping, extortion, murder, etc., about which Angleton either did not know
or devoutly did not want to know.

But James J. Angleton seems to me a pathological case of some sort himself;
he often hid his middle name because it revealed his half-Hispanic genes. An
exceptionally intelligent and sensitive student of modern literature while at
Yale, Angleton adored Ezra Pound, T.S. Eliot, I.A. Richards, € e cummings, and
other superstars of Modernism; he met most of them personally. They
collectively influenced Angleton’s fascination with multiple perspectives,
Byzantine ambiguity, and the eternal uncertainty of all inferences and
“interpretations.”

These modernist tendencies, which also appeared in science and philosophy
at the same time, blossomed into obsessions and, perhaps, raging madness
when Angleton systematically applied them to the spy game. After all,
modernism really begins with Wilde’s “The Reality of Masks™” and Yeats’s
hermetic theory that the world we know emerges from interactions of Mask,
Anti-Mask, Self, and Anti-Self: which may or may not fit all of us or all the
world but certainly fits the world of spooks and snoops that Angleton created.

Records indicate that the Oswald who enlisted in the Marines was
5°11”. Comrade Oswald, who went to Russia, was 5°6” while the
dead version measured in at 5°9”.

—Richard Belzer, UFOs, JFK and Elvis

Another CIA officer, Edward Petty, described Angleton as “a lone wolf” and



“a strange bird;” every other source I have found bluntly calls him “paranoid.”
He suspected everybody else in the CIA, and in “our” government generally, of
being KGB moles, and he operated with so much modernist ambiguity and
hidden trapdoors that, in Petty’s words, “nobody really knows” what he was
doing most of the time. In short, he became as esoteric as the poets he admired,
and remade the CIA and, increasingly, our whole nation into a theater of
impenetrable mystery.

A.J. Weberman, a leading Kennedy assassination buff, thinks Angleton
personally organized the JFK hit, an idea also strongly hinted at by Norman
Mailer’s documentary novel, Harlot's Ghost, in which Angleton appears as
“Hugh Montague.” If James Jesus really arranged the JFK assassination, he had
probably identified Kennedy as the top Soviet mole of all, at least to his own
satisfaction.

Why not? Angleton had Tsarist agents in all sorts of nooks and crannies of the
Soviet system, and he knew the KGB was smart enough and tireless enough to
reciprocate by planting their own Masks and Anti-Masks in his own backyard,
or maybe under his bed at night. According to Edward Jay Epstein, J.J.A.’s
endless search for Soviet moles nearly destroyed the CIA itself. Certainly,
everybody in “the Company” learned to distrust everybody else.

Imagine a U.S. Caine with not one Queeg as captain, but a whole crew of
Queegs, each worrying about what the others might be plotting. Angleton
created that ship of shape-shifters in the CIA and then by osmosis it spread
through the government, evolving into the Tsarist occupation we now endure.

In short, the government cannot trust us, because it can never know with
absolute certainty what mischief we may hatch; and every sentence we speak
into a bugged phone may have as many possible meanings as Eliot’s “The rose
and the fire are one.”

“Trust No One,” the motto of The X-Files, seems the only safe rule in the
world Angleton created.

We even have a tsar of our own now, who supervises American medicine.
Allegedly, this official knows what drugs, herbs, etc., you should use for your
medical problems better than your doctor knows, and our tsar knows this
without doing any physical examination, blood pressure readings, other
scientific tests, etc., that your doctor does, and often from a distance of 3000
miles—without even looking at you.

This makes sense if and only if we have a devout faith that our tsar, like the
Russian tsars, receives guidance directly from “God;” the government



accordingly spends more and more of our tax money financing “faith-based
organizations.” Without faith we might relapse into scientific or rational
thinking.

Tsarism represents an intermediate form between European
monarchism and Asian despotism, being, possibly, closer to the latter
of these two.

—ILeon Trotsky,
Russia's Social Development and Tsarism

How much of this did I dream up the way Kerry Thornley (I still insist)
imagined my own CIA activities?

For objective info on the Gehlenapparat, and Nazi/CIA links, see The
Yankee and Cowboy War by Boston University historian Carl Oglesby
(Berkeley Medallion, NY, 1977). On fascist/CIA/Mafia links, excellent books
include The Strange Death of Gods Banker by Foot and della Torre (Orbis,
London, 1984) and The Calvi Affair by Larry Gurwin of the Financial Times
(Pan, London, 1984).

CIA/Mafia “ghost banks™ and their strange links with real banks, including
Chase Manhattan, are discussed amply in /n Banks We Trust (Doubleday, NY,
1984) by Penny Lernoux.

For CIA involvement in general—and Angleton’s personal involvement—in
the JFK hit see ajweberman.com, probably the largest site on the Internet.

Our most recent tsar’s responsibility for barbaric war crimes—as bad as any
of Thornley’s “fantasies”—appears well documented in “Overwhelming
Force,” by Seymour Hersh, The New Yorker, May 22, 2000.

Or you can find most of the data on Tsarist/fascist infiltrations of “our”
government, in one form or another, by simply surfing the Web. Set your search
engine for “Rheinhold Gehlen,” “Cisalpine Bank,” “Licio Gelli,” and “Gladio”
to start with and follow the links where they lead you. I promise you will find
the journey as startling as anything in this book.

I have no certitude about how “crazy” to consider Kerry Thornley on any
given day of any year, but I don’t believe he ever became a simple damned
fool. He understood the government of this country better than 99 percent of its
citizens.

ROBERT ANTON WILSON


http://ajweberman.com

Santa Cruz, August 2003






INTRODUCTION



Great Conspiracy Theorists Think Alike!

Back in the early 80s, I happened upon a flyer that boldly declared: “The CIA
Killed JFK!” As this notion had never before entered my head, it promptly
ignited a fire that, in due time, raged completely out of control. Not long after
that I found myself mired knee-deep in Kennedy assassination hoopla, delving
through the muck and dreck of the many conspiracy theories swirling around
JFK’s gaping head wound.

I was a serious student of the case at first, filled with righteous indignation
over the apparent coup d’etat that had taken place in Dealey Plaza on
November 22, 1963, when the proverbial crown was blasted from Camelot’s
head, spattering blood and pinkish brain matter all across the presidential
Lincoln Town Car; a figurative nightmare on Elm Street forever marked by an
“X” 1n the middle of the Dallas thoroughfare, immortalizing that infamous spot.

After awhile, though, my insatiable curiosity mutated into perverse
obsession. Soon, I had gone so overboard in my preoccupation with the case
that I left no stone unturned or theory unexplored, no matter how implausible or
improbable. This could be termed a one-person circle jerk, leading to no
ultimate conclusion, just a form of entertainment masquerading as intellectual
pursuit.

One of my favorite wacky theories from this period was that of a gentleman
named George C. Thomson, who garnered his obligatory fifteen minutes of
fame with a brain-boggling theory which postulated that JFK didn’t actually die
in Dallas but went on to live in self-imposed exile, occasionally making an
appearance at Truman Capote parties. As opposed to popular history, Thomson
suggested that JFK didn’t actually have his cranium partially catapulted across
Dealey Plaza that dark November day, but in his place Officer J.D. Tippit—
impersonating President Kennedy (as part of his patriotic duty)—took hot lead
in the head, which rendered the aforementioned Tippit exceedingly dead. The
real assassin of JFK a la Tippit (as Thomson’s revisionist history went on to
suggest) was none other than Vice President Johnson, who with machine gun a-
blazing went rat-a-tat-tat, causing Tippit’s brain to go splat all over Jackie’s
pillbox hat.

I eventually O.D.’d on this and other JFK assassination theories, many of
them not only off the map but some soaring through deep space on a collision
course for the Planet Bonkers.



And then along came Kerry Thornley at a period in my life when I was
becoming just a bit jaded regarding all this JFK assassination doo-da, which—
as previously stated—had became a sort of intellectual jerk-off for yours truly.
Nonetheless, something seemed to draw me to Thornley’s writings. There was
a spirit and energy there, even if most of the time I wasn’t quite sure what he
was getting at, or if he was totally off his rocker.

[ first became acquainted with Kerry’s curious writings through such
alternative sources as FactSheet 5 and Off The Deep End, this during the
halcyon days of the “zine revolution,” which was—in essence—a precursor to
the emergence of the Internet and all the weird shit (as well as vital
information!) that can be found there now on a daily basis.

Like many another purveyor of the odd and arcane, Mike Gunderloy’s
wonderful FactSheet 5 introduced me to this wide, weird world of self-
published periodicals pushing the envelope of self-expression. Gunderloy
provided an awesome service, single-handedly reviewing several hundred
mags for his bi-monthly publication, this done on a shoestring budget with love,
sweat, and blood. When Gunderloy finally used a calculator and figured out
how much he was making, it came out to something ridiculous like 23 cents an
hour. He eventually had a nervous breakdown, which brought his intrepid
enterprise to an abrupt and unfortunate end.

Whatever the case, it was through FactSheet 5 that I first became acquainted
with Kerry Wendell Thornley (aka Omar Khayyam Ravenhurst aka The Right
Rev. Jesses Sump aka Ho Chi Zen—not to mention the Bull Goose of Limbo!)
and his regularly appearing column “Conspiracy Corner” in addition to Kerry’s
own self-published broadsides such as Kultcha, Decadent Worker, Out of
Order, Folk-Write and The Cactus Flower Gazette, among many, many others.
At the time, I didn’t know quite what to make of Kerry’s always-interesting
rants: either the guy was tuned into things that most of us were totally unaware
of—or he was nuts. Or both. (As I later came to discover, probably both...)

So, who the hell was this guy, anyway? And why were his curious writings
suddenly turning up all over the alternative press? The more I immersed myself
in the zine culture and conspiracy research network, the more ever-present
Thornley’s name and writings became. In time, I became an ardent admirer of
the man, whom I considered to be the ultimate embodiment of a free thinker
with some “out there” ideas, a true renaissance man of the fringes.

As anyone familiar with the collected rantings of Kerry Thornley can well
attest, he embodied (upon occasion) the 60s spirit in the role of the archetypal



Trickster/Prankster, similar to other luminaries from the period, namely Ken
Kesey and his Merry Pranksters, Tim Leary, and Wavy Gravy, to name but a
few. So when Kerry started making extraordinary claims about brain implants
and mind-control conspiracies in the late 70s, many thought it was just a spoof
or goof that Omar Khayyam Ravenhurst was riffing upon, simply another
screwy vehicle with which to sow the seeds of Discordianism, the spoot
religion that Kerry and longtime pal Greg Hill cooked up in a southern
California bowling alley in the late 50s.

The Discordian Society—which was as much (or even more) the brainchild
of Greg Hill—influenced a multitude of heads from the 60s generation who had
grown jaded with organized religion, but were nonetheless looking for their
own self-styled ashram in an era when spiritual truth-seeking and rebellion
went hand in hand. Enter Discordianism and other irreligious movements. The
type of people who could relate to the Principia Discordia were the same folks
seeing God in a slice of bologna while blazing on a hit of Mr. Natural—and
laughing their fucking heads off in the process.

In the end, regrettably, much of what Kerry said and writ has fallen by the
wayside, though those who knew him will never forget him.

Kerry’s vibrant memory, and a smattering of his always entertaining (though
not always entirely decipherable) writings can still be unearthed on the Internet,
though printed matter at this point is harder to get a hold of, particularly with
the recent death of Ron Bonds of IllumiNet Press, sole publisher of Kerry’s
books during the 90s.

Say what you will about Kerry—crazy, paranoid, brilliant—but the fact
remains that the man was a raging dynamo and one of the great leaders of
counterculture thought, who produced an amazing amount of material and
spread his gospel throughout the “margins of the fringe.” And although Kerry’s
isn’t a household name, he continues to influence this so-called “lunatic fringe”
of artists and writers who follow the beat of their own internal drummer,
however wacky or discordant it may be.

It is in this spirit that I will now bang my own somewhat cacophonous drum
for the late Kerry Wendell Thornley. I encourage you all to bang along, as well.

As the saying goes: “Live like Norton!”






TIMELINE

April 17, 1938: Kerry Thornley is born in Los Angeles to Kenneth and Helen
Thornley.

1956: Kerry meets Greg Hill and Bob Newport while attending California
High School (CalHi) in East Whittier, California.

1957: Kerry Graduates from CalHi. That same year, Kerry and Greg Hill form
the Discordian Society.

1958: Kerry attends the University of Southern California as a journalism
student.

1959: Kerry enlists in the Marine Corps and meets Lee Harvey Oswald and
Bud Simco. Begins work on The Idle Warriors. Oswald is dishonorably
discharged from the Marines and defects to Russia.

1960: Kerry 1s discharged from the Marines and returns to Los Angeles.

1961: Kerry and Greg Hill move to New Orleans, where they meet Slim
Brooks and Gary Kirstein, aka “Brother-in-law.”

June 1962: Oswald returns to the U.S. from Russia.

November 1963: President John F. Kennedy is assassinated.

December 1963: Kerry moves to Alexandria, Virginia, and works as a
doorman at the Shirlington House.



Spring 1964: Kerry testifies before the Warren Commission.

April 1965: Oswald is published by New Classics House.

December 1965: Kerry marries Cara Leach at Wayfarer’s Chapel near Palos
Verdes, California.

Late 1965 through early 1966: Kerry begins experimenting with psy-
chedelics. Meets Camden Benares.

1967: Kerry helps organize and participates in the first Griffith Park Human
Be-In. Begins correspondence with Robert Anton Wilson.

Late 1967: Kerry and Cara move to Tampa, Florida. Jim Garrison launches his
Kennedy assassination probe.

January 1968: Kerry is served with a subpoena to testify before the New
Orleans grand jury in Jim Garrison’s investigation.

Later in 1968: Operation Mindfuck begins.

1969: Greg Hill creates the Joshua Norton Cabal. Kreg Thornley is born.

1970: Perjury charges against Kerry in the Garrison investigation are dropped.

Late 1971: Cara and Kerry separate.

1973: Kerry’s memories of “Brother-in-law” come flooding back, and he
suspects he was part of a Kennedy assassination conspiracy.



1975-1977: Kerry’s paranoia intensifies. He now suspects that Robert Anton
Wilson is his CIA controller and part of a clandestine assassination bureau.

1980s: Kerry lives the life of a vagabond, hitchhiking from coast to coast. Most
of his time is spent in Florida or Atlanta, with occasional trips to the west
coast.

1986-1987: Kerry begins circulating the Dreadlock Recollections, recounting
his unwitting participation in a JFK assassination conspiracy.

1991: Kerry starts experiencing kidney problems.

1992: Kerry is interviewed by Oliver Stone, who is researching his
forthcoming movie, /FK. Kerry appears on A Current Affair.

November 28, 1998: Kerry dies from complications related to Wegner’s
granulomatosis disease.






CHAPTER 1



Free-Thinking Nerd

Kerry Wendell Thornley—the hero of our story—was born on April 17, 1938,
to Helen and Kenneth Thornley. Throughout the 1950s, Kerry grew up in East
Whittier, then a rural southern California community, which encompassed vast
orange groves within a stone’s throw of the Thornley family doorstep. Nearby
was the Friendly Hills development, where there were more orange groves,
affording plenty of territory for kids to roam.

Often, Kerry took his younger brothers—Dick and Tom—on adventures up to
Friendly Hills, where he encouraged the boys to give their own names to the
some of the places they visited. So it was that “Yellow Canyon,” was born, as
well as “Lonely Tree,” and “The Painting,” which consisted of a spot
overlooking the rolling panoramic hills, crisscrossed with never-ending orange
groves. These orange groves (which are no more) were irrigated with concrete
cylindrical devices called “weirs.” Here Kerry led his younger brothers on
hikes all about the groves, journeys lasting well into dusk. When night began to
fall, Kerry would joke about the weirs, telling his brothers that they’d have to
get back before dark, because that’s when the “weir-workers” came out!

It was all great fun and high adventure, a time of innocence; an era when
parents could let their children roam wild and not worry as long as they made it
home by a reasonable hour. The biggest danger one would meet was an
occasional rattler. Kerry instructed the boys how best to avoid stepping on a
snake, what to do if they spotted one, and how to administer first aid in case of
a snakebite—all stuff he had learned as a Boy Scout.

Other adventures included pre-dawn automotive quests into Friendly Hills in
search of the fabled “gypsy camps” Kerry had told his brothers about. To this
day, Dick Thornley has no idea whether his big brother was just putting them on
about these hidden camps, or not. They never did find any gypsies.

Yet Kerry provided more than just mere entertainment for his younger
brothers. As Dick recalled to this author in 2002:

Our family was quite dysfunctional. Dad was an alcoholic. He never
physically hurt us, but he was unbearably embarrassing to be around,
at times. He’d get drunk on almost every special occasion, or be
“sick” from having gotten drunk before it. He’d openly flirt with
waitresses in family restaurants in a way that would make Chevy



Chase look like James Bond. There were times we’d have to step
over him to move from one room to another. Mom was too afraid of
being on her own to leave Dad. Yet, she frequently talked about it.
This made for a very neurotic situation for us. For me, Kerry filled a
huge part of the void left by my Dad’s “emotional absence.” Kerry
was a surrogate father figure to me for years. He was the person in
the family who was most supportive of all my childish ideas. There
were times in my life that I was lost, but without Kerry things would
have been much, much worse for me.

In many respects—just a normal lad growing up in 1950s America—Kerry
engaged in such typical activities as building model cars and airplanes, and
flying box kites. Although he was never much one for sports or games, Kerry
did, however, own one of the first Frisbees in existence, then called a “Flying
Saucer,” which he got at the Pomona County Fair. And, like many other young
boys, he dreamed of one day becoming a world-traveling adventurer.

One of Helen Thornley’s favorite funny stories about Kerry occurred one day
when he came out of the kitchen eating a frozen pot pie stuck on a fork.
Appalled that he hadn’t heated it up, Helen cried, “Kerry, what are you eating?”

“A turkey Popsicle!” he replied.

At California High School (CalHi) in East Whittier, Kerry made the
acquaintance of Greg Hill, whom he once described in the following manner:
“Elfin blue eyes combine with his squat physique to give him a Pan-like
appearance of a creature from Greek mythology.”

Conversely, Kerry was shaped not unlike a matchstick, with a pair of the
skinniest legs known to man. And whereas Kerry was an expansive and highly
energized kid, Greg was more introverted. Just the same, he and Kerry
possessed similar odd interests, including a fondness for crackpots, which led
to some of their first outings together to meetings of a flying saucer cult in El
Monte called Understanding, As Greg later recalled: “Through our mutual
general interest in wondering just what was going on out there in that gigantic
world, and our many common specific interests in Humanism, anti-religionism,
an enjoyment for Omar Khayyam, a curiosity for the bizarre like black magic
and hypnotism, plus our common warped sense of humor, we formed a close
friendship.”



Another high school chum was Bill Stephens, who hung out with both Kerry
and mutual pal, Bob Newport. According to Stephens: “‘Nerds’ would be the
best way to characterize Bob and Kerry...just very strange kids...free-
thinkers.”

Bill also met Kerry at CalHi, when the two debated in a speech contest.
Apparently, Bill’s speech was rather loud, so Greg Hill approached him
afterwards, saying: “Bill, your speech was outstanding!” After Bill thanked
him, and gloated a bit, Greg added: “Yes, I could have heard it even if [ was out
standing in the hall.”

While attending CalHi, Kerry won a number of public-speaking
competitions, and became an accomplished public speaker, a skill which he
continued to hone after high school.

In time, Bill and Kerry grew quite close, although they rarely agreed on
much, if anything, Both were active members of the drama club, in which Kerry
landed leading roles in such productions as The Remarkable Incident at
Carson Corners and Jenny Kissed Me.

Dick Thornley remembers going to see Kerry in Jenny Kissed Me, and one
scene in particular with Kerry sitting in a living room with two girls. At one
point in the dialogue, Kerry tried to change the subject of their conversation, by
saying: “Let’s talk about something interesting...me, for instance!” Kerry later
joked that this bit of dialogue sounded a lot like him in real life. No one
disagreed.

Another CalHi friend, Sylvia Bortin, recalled a prank that occurred in drama
class. Apparently the perpetrators—Kerry, Greg, and other unnamed cohorts—
made a recording of what, at first, appeared to be a regular radio program, with
music playing innocently from a radio positioned on the apron of the stage. In
actuality, the sounds were projected from a reel-to-reel tape machine hidden
backstage. Inserted into the seemingly mundane radio program, the pranksters
had planted a series of interruptions, made by a newscaster, to the effect that
Soviet planes were invading the U.S. and dropping bombs. As Sylvia recalled:
“Somebody had told me early on that it was a joke, but some of the students
didn’t know and got really scared.... What made me feel bad was that one of
the boys in the class was so scared that he was praying.”

Oddballs though they may have been, Kerry and his cohorts— Newport,
Stephens, and Hill—engaged in such normal and expected activities for youth
their age, such as cruising Whittier Boulevard, and trying to be cool, which was
quite a stretch for these nerdy young lads with ideas as weird and plentiful as



their acne.

Among other pastimes, Kerry was a devotee of the ever-irreverent Mad
magazine and owned every Mad comic book, which didn’t make him a whole
lot different from many other kids who had tuned into the wacky world of
William Gaines.

Kerry’s reading habits, though, were not entirely devoted to Mad, and in fact
ran the gamut from sci-fi novels, to books on philosophy, religion, politics, and
poetry. It was Kerry who first introduced Bill Stephens to the powerful poetic
works of William Blake, and the philosophy of experiencing everything to
excess. “Kerry did everything to excess,” Bill observed. “Of course, he didn’t
know when to stop.” Stephens remembers Kerry as an intense character who
“put a shade to everything that was really extreme.... Kerry would immerse
himself in whatever it was Kerry was interested in.”

Shortly after high school graduation, Stephens came out of the closet, which
was quite a gutsy move given the conformist climate then present in
Eisenhower’s America. Kerry, in fact, was the first person to whom Bill
revealed his sexual orientation, and on one occasion Bill even tried to seduce
Kerry, although Kerry turned down his advances. When asked how Kerry
responded to the disclosure of his homosexuality, Stephens replied: “As a good
friend would: very tolerant. In the 50s, that was quite the exception.”

Around this time, Kerry—as Bill Stephens recalled—became “bound and
determined to lose his cherry.” After getting appropriately drunk, the two
visited a Tijuana brothel, where Kerry lost his virginity.

During Kerry’s junior year, in the spring of 1956, he joined the Marine Corps
Reserves. After attending boot camp that summer, he returned to high school for
his senior year. Kerry graduated from CalHi in 1957, and in 1958 attended the
University of Southern California to study journalism.

While attending USC, Kerry rented a room above a mortuary, a situation that
didn’t seem to bother him, although he occasionally had to walk through a room
with a corpse or two in it. In fact, Kerry seemed to enjoy others’ squeamish
reactions to his unusual living arrangements.

Kerry pledged for Delta Sigma Phi, and—as is expected of all pledges—
went through the hazing ritual known as “hell week.” At the time, Delta Sigma
Phi members allowed a black student to pledge, and took him all the way
through hell week. Then, after making it through this humiliation, the fraternity
laughingly refused to let the black student join because of his race. Kerry
decided he wanted nothing further to do with fraternities, and this episode



probably turned him off of college altogether.

Thereafter Kerry set about educating himself—as he later recalled—by
“reading the classics, traveling, and writing.”

What a long, strange trip it would be.






CHAPTER 2



A Few Good Men

In the spring of 1959, Kerry—a Marine Corps Reservist—decided to fulfill his
two-year active duty and enlisted. His first stop was El Toro Marine Base,
located outside Santa Ana, California, where Kerry met up with an infamous
character in history, Lee Harvey Oswald, the future alleged-to-be-assassin of
John F. Kennedy. The two were stationed together in Marine Air Control
Squadron Nine (MACS-9), where Oswald had been reassigned after returning
from overseas duty in Japan. Concurrently, Kerry had been transferred to
MACS-9 from MACS-4, a sister unit located at El Toro.

Comparatively speaking, MACS-9 was a small organization located outside
the main sphere of base activities, which afforded the enlisted men the
opportunity to get to know one another on a more personal level than in other
units. It was in this atmosphere that Kerry and Oswald struck up an
acquaintance due to a mutual interest in communist theory and the writings of
Karl Marx.

Later, Kerry would describe Oswald as “the outfit eight ball,” earning this
dubious distinction by openly subscribing to communist newspapers such as
Pravda, and cracking jokes with an exaggerated Russian accent, answering
questions with “da” or “myet” and referring to his fellow Marines as
“comrades.” It was common knowledge that Oswald was studying Russian, and
was fairly fluent in conversational Russian. Because of this, he acquired the
nickname “Oswaldskovitch.”

Previously, Oswald had been stationed as a radar technician at Atsugi Air
Base in Japan, one of the CIA’s largest and most critical installations, where the
top-secret U-2 flights originated. Later, Kerry served at Atsugi—also as a radar
technician—although he and Oswald were never stationed there at the same
time.

In MACS-9, there was a relaxed general atmosphere, although by
comparison the Marines just back from Japan were considered “salty,” one of
whom was Oswald. Most of these were shorttimers who had returned from
overseas duty with tales of how different the Far East was compared to
stateside service.

Oswald, as it turns out, was one of the few Marines to return from Japan still
with the rank of private, which was a bit out of the ordinary given the fact that
most enlisted men with as much service time had been promoted to at least



corporal. Apparently Oswald’s lowly status was due to an incident in Japan
when he got drunk one night and poured a beer over a sergeant’s head, causing
permanent damage to whatever promotion potential he might have had.

At El Toro, Oswald was openly rebellious, and seemed to go out of his way
to get into trouble. An example of this occurred one morning during roll call
when the section chief—Master Sergeant Spar—called out “Oswald!” and
Oswald intentionally stepped out of rank to incur the wrath of Spar, who 1n turn
sent Lee to clean out the latrines. Oswald portrayed himself as some sort of
martyr who was being made example of by the entire Marine Corps hierarchy,
and in particular such authority figures as Sergeant Spar.

As Kerry later recalled in his book Oswald, his first meeting with Oswald
occurred in a “hurry up and wait” situation near the recreation hut when
someone mentioned that Kerry was an atheist.

“So am 1,” said Oswald, glancing up from his notebook. “I think the
best religion is communism.”

“Yeah, Oswald’s a Red,” said one of the men, to me.

“No, ’mnot a communist. I just think they have the best system.”

“Why?” I wanted to know.

“Because they have a purpose. And the communist way of life is
more scientific than ours. You don’t have to believe in a bunch of
fairy tales to accept it...” (p. 23-24).

Later, in testimony before the Warren Commission, Kerry stated: “You might
say [ was [Oswald’s] best buddy, but I don’t think he had any close friends. I
was a close acquaintance.” Of all the other enlisted men in MACS-9, Oswald
spent more time in serious conversation with Kerry, it appears, than anyone
else. Kerry remembered Oswald as a sad sack type with eternally scuffed boots
and cap pushed down over his eyes, which he speculated was Oswald’s way of
shutting out the Marine world around him, a world that deeply dissatisfied him.

One of Oswald’s favorite routines was to compare the Marine Corps to the
society George Orwell created in /984. “Be careful, comrade, with Big
Brother’s equipment,” Oswald once said, as he and Kerry unloaded government
gear from a truck. In fact, it was Oswald who turned Kerry on to /984, which
quickly became one of his favorite books.

Oswald also referred to officers as “party members”—a la /984—due to the
special privileges they received. Later—in Kerry’s Warren Commission
testimony—he recalled a couple of humorous incidents involving Oswald, such



as the time Sergeant Spar jumped up on the fender of a jeep and yelled out for
everyone to gather around. Oswald, with a thick Russian accent, commented
wryly, “Ah ha, collective farm lecture,” which brought a lot of laughs from his
fellow Marines.

Often, Oswald used a mock Russian accent to humorous effect, such as when
he’d utter “Good morning, comrade,” in ranks during muster, or when referring
to the battalion formations as part of the “party function.” As fellow Marine
Bud Simco recalled:

We occasionally would be herded into a truck which resembled a
cattle car and driven to the parade grounds at El Toro. When on the
road many of the enlisted men would moo like cows at the passing
motorists. It was a way of referring to ourselves as non-entities. So
when someone refers to “Big Brother” or—as in the case of Oswald
as comrades, it was a common sense of humor and not the voice of
a “deranged communist” or some type of subversive.... Things like
this had a way of irritating the “military establishment” usually
personified by the Staff NCOs, and there were always people who
delighted in baiting superiors with seemingly disrespectful remarks
or an indifferent “you don’t scare me” type attitude. Oswald gave me
this impression.

Kerry’s friendship with Oswald, such as it was, came to an abrupt end one
day when he made the tongue-in-cheek quip: “Come the revolution, you will
change all that,” in response to Oswald’s persistent griping about ma, apple
pie, and the American way. Looking like a “betrayed Caesar’—as Kerry later
told the Warren Commission—Oswald shouted “Not you too, Thornley,” and
stomped away, pouting. When joking about communism, Oswald had usually
done so in the ranks, while in one-on-one conversations his interactions were
quite different. Oswald made the “Not you too, Thornley” remark in a one-on-
one encounter, which perhaps reflected his true feelings regarding his so-called
communist sympathies, as it was in group settings that Oswald usually put on
his Oswaldskovitch persona.

The sum total of time Kerry and Lee spent together in MACS-9 added up to
roughly three months before Kerry was transferred to Atsugi in June 1959,
along with a few hundred other Marines who sailed to Japan aboard the U.S.S.
Breckenridge.

On board the Breckenridge, the men had a lot of spare time and—as Bud



Simco recalled—Kerry seemed always to be working on notes (which he kept
on 5 x 7 cards) of a book he’d recently started writing called The Idle
Warriors, the theme of which revolved around the disillusionment of a young
Marine as a result of overseas duty. The protagonist of Kerry’s work-in-
progress, Johnny Shellburn, was a composite character based on Kerry and
other Marines, one of whom was Lee Oswald. Simco remembered Kerry as a
“compulsive writer and just about anything out of the ordinary that would occur
during the day would find its way into his notes.”

Kerry arrived in Japan on the Fourth of July and was assigned to duty in
MACS-1 as a radio operator. Upon arrival, there was a huge party going on the
likes of which Kerry had never seen, with many a beer being hoisted at the
Marines section of the base. All day and throughout the night of the fourth, there
was fighting and general drunkenness as Independence Day was celebrated by a
“few good men.” Although this was not an everyday occurrence, it was
nonetheless an eye-opening experience for Kerry, and he could tell right off that
overseas duty was going to be different from what he’d experienced stateside.
For example, most of the enlisted men stationed at Atsugi were under 21, and
therefore couldn’t drink legally back in the States. Conversely, there was no age
restriction on drinking, on or off base, in Japan. This resulted in more incidents
of drunken Marines running around and raising hell than would normally occur
back home.

Kerry later wrote about MACS-1 1n his book Oswald:

For the sake of all the Marine Corps stands for, I hope MACS-1 was
unique. Never did I suspect there was anything like it defending the
peace, and discovering such a unit could exist was enough to give me
dire reservations concerning the future of the United States.it was and
had been for fourteen years the goddamnedest excuse for a military
operation ever to give ulcers to a colonel.

It was magnificent! We arrived on the Fourth of July and dragged
our seabags into a barracks littered with beer cans. A drunken Marine
sat weaving in a chair with a broken bottle. He was cutting his own
arm with it!

That night after taps there was some noise in the barracks, and
when the Duty N.C.O. called for silence he was booed down.

At that time the men of MACS-1 had two things about which to
boast. First, they’d, believe it or not, just won a competition in close



order drill for the entire Far East. Second, for the past three months
they’d maintained the highest venereal disease rate on the base.

The unit had been in Japan since the end of the war. Each month a
new draft of perhaps a dozen men or more arrived and about a dozen
or so were sent home. That way the outfit had evidently managed to
maintain its salty wartime personality by assimilating new members
in small lots (p. 35-36).

When Kerry first entered the Marines, he considered himself a “right
winger,” to the extent that he favored individualism over servitude to the state.
In other words, Kerry’s “rightism” was founded more on anarchistic than
authoritarian principles. However—during the course of his Marine service—
Kerry’s ideological stance gradually began to shift, as over time he drifted
slowly toward left-wing politics. A number of things attributed to this
ideological change, such as the unseemly conduct of Marines on liberty in
Japan, various books he was reading at the time, the irritating living conditions
in the barracks, and life in general in MACS-1.

As Kerry once explained it, the enlisted men in MACS-1 had an extremely
“high morale,” but it was one with roots based in rebellion. Kerry described it
as a “people’s morale,” which wasn’t only independent of officers and “lifers,”
but was totally set against the system. Since the radar defense of Japan
depended on MACS-1 maintaining personnel levels at certain numbers, it made
it virtually impossible for the brass to toss everybody in the brig at the same
time. Therefore, the radar technicians—such as Kerry— were able to get away
with a lot more than the enlisted men in other units. What this meant was that it
the radar techs stuck together, they could do pretty much what they wanted,
within limits, such as keeping booze in the barracks when off duty, and razzing
officers foolhardy enough to enter the barracks.

An example of this was when members of Kerry’s squadron would start
chanting: “Hymn, hymn....” In the old Marine Corps, this was a call for the
band at a parade to play the Marine’s Hymn. Kerry and his fellow Marines’
version of the chant ended somewhat differently than the standard version, with
a . fuck him!” Sometimes—when the brass didn’t clear out after a few hymns
— Kerry and his fellow rabble-rousers would shout out: “Lieutenant So-and-so
walks on water!” This little chant was a call to pick up the officer, haul his ass
outside the barracks, and deposit him in a pond known as “the sump.” Once an
officer was tossed into the sump, a riot usually resulted, as the guys would take



fire extinguishers from the walls and empty their contents all over the officer as
he tried to climb out. This would be followed by squirting shaving cream,
unfurling toilet paper, overturning lockers and occasionally breaking a window
or two. Amazingly, no one ever got busted.

Not long after Kerry’s arrival at Atsugi he learned of a “Technique of
Instruction” competition on the base, with the winner receiving a trip to
Washington, D.C., and up to 30 days of leave. Kerry entered the competition
and won on the lower levels, earning the trip to Washington. According to
Kerry, he delivered a speech in which he attempted to persuade his listeners
“that behaving like storm troopers while on liberty was just as bad as signing a
phony communist germ-warfare confession. Some of the men took the trouble to
tell me they were really impressed with what I had to say. But later on I’d see
them out in Yamato ripping up bars, insulting prostitutes, beating up drivers—
the same old shit.”

Kerry eventually lost at the higher levels of the competition, but due to his
participation was promoted to corporal-—a promotion he initially declined, but
which the brass eventually forced him to accept. Kerry’s slow-growing
rebellion against authority continued when he rejoined his squadron. At that
time, all the radar techs were made to apply for secret security clearance due to
some new equipment then being installed at the operations center. As Kerry had
no interest in receiving such a clearance, he listed as references certain civilian
friends back in the States who he figured might be considered security risks.
Surprisingly, Kerry was the first one in his squadron to get cleared.

In his outfit, Kerry was thought of as an eccentric, and— according to Bud
Simco—alienated himself due to his cynical outlook on subjects others held
sacrosanct. An example of this was when Kerry began referring to himself as
the “Atheist chaplain,” and announced his plans for a baptism in the sump at
midnight simply to get a rise out of some of the guys. One man jumped at the
bait, telling Kerry to “lay off my God.” Kerry retorted: “Isn’t your God big
enough to take care of himself?”” Soon after, a fight ensued.

As Simco recalled: “Kerry, possessing a thirst for knowledge, was quick to
jump at a chance to debate anyone and usually on any subject. With some he
gained a reputation of being argumentative, but to most he was thought of as a
worthy opponent in any serious discussion. He was also noted for his keen
sense of humor, one which he displayed often.”

In October 1959—while at Atsugi—Kerry learned that Oswald had defected
to Russia. Upon reading this news, he said: “I’ll be damned. He really meant



it!” To Kerry, Oswald’s communist stance had always seemed a bit of a put-on,
so he was surprised when Lee entered the American Embassy in Moscow,
handed over his visa, and renounced his citizenship. This unprecedented event
immediately influenced the direction of The Idle Warriors, providing Kerry
with an idea for his book’s ending. From that point forward, the protagonist
would be re-shaped with Oswald as the main character (Johnny Shellburn) who
defects to Russia due to his experiences with the Marines in the Far East.

Now—as the theme of The Idle Warriors became firmly fixed in Kerry’s
mind—Kerry started going around telling anyone who’d listen about his book-
in-the-works that was going to explain why a peacetime tour of duty in the Far
East “could disillusion a man with the U.S. and make him want to join the
Russians.”

As Kerry later wrote in his book Oswald.:

I am convinced that the idle warrior experience played a key role in
Lee’s disillusionment with the United States. If it did, Lee was not the
only victim. Many men became alcoholics while serving overseas.
Sympathy with Communist ideas was unusually popular. Others found
an escape in indiscriminate sexual activity. A surprising number
turned to masochistic pastimes such as cutting themselves with
broken bottles, biting chunks out of glasses, and arm-wrestling with
live cigarette butts between their arms. Others became thieves and
saboteurs just for the sake of the thrills involved. Riots were
common, insubordination was ordinary.

As explanation for this mass disillusionment I have given
consideration for several possibilities. Most prominent among them
seems to be pur-poselessness and its two companions, disgust and
boredom. Few men, if any, really understood why they were over
there in the first place (p. 39).

During the winter of 1959, scuttlebutt began to circulate that MACS-1 was
going to be transferred to the States and staffed with entirely new personnel.
This, in essence, was a way to dissolve the outfit. According to Kerry, MACS-
1 was eventually broken up—and its men dispersed to other squadrons—
because the outfit had grown so incorrigible. As this was going on, Kerry was
reassigned to Marine Air Base Squadron (MABS-11), where he served as a
basic training clerk, and soon after his squadron left on three-month maneuvers
to the Philippines.



While on liberty in Manila, Kerry witnessed firsthand the abject poverty and
starvation of a section of town called Intramuros (or the City of Walls). Due to
this experience, Kerry became, for a time, a Marxist Leninist. As he later noted:
“Previously I had read that roughly 60% of the people in the world were
underfed, but statistics carried with them little in the way of an emotional
wallop. Seeing a man who looked like a canvas-covered skeleton walking
down the street with a look of utter panic and desperation in his eyes is what
did it for me.”

At the time, Marxism seemed to Kerry the most logical solution to the ills of
the world. So when he got back to the base at Subic Bay—where his squadron
was stationed—he immediately checked out Dialectical Materialism, the only
book of Marxism available at the base library. After reading this book, Kerry
officially became a “self-styled Marxist.”

One famous tale from Kerry’s days in MABS-11 revolved around the
appearance of a fictitious Marine (named Omar Khayyam Ravenhurst) that
Kerry—while performing his duties as basic training clerk—surreptitiously
enrolled into the unit, complete with a partial file in administration and his own
bunk and wall locker. As the fictitious records stated, Ravenhurst—a private
with ten years of service—had an L[.Q. of 159, and spoke 17 languages,
including Upper and Lower Swahili. Ravenhurst was listed as a truck driver in
motor transport—serial number 1369697, rank: private. Other conspirators in
the admin office cooperated with Kerry in this hoax, as soon after there were
all kinds of records on Ravenhurst. As Kerry wrote in the introduction to the
fifth edition of the Principia Discordia:

When Ravenhurst, Omar K., failed to answer the role call somebody
called the captain in charge of motor transport to find out where
Ravenhurst was. Of course nobody in the motor pool ever heard of
any such private.

Motor transport called administration. No Ravenhurst on record
there, either. A clerk-typist from administration, Corporal Chadwick,
came by to ask me about the mysterious Marine.

Upon returning to his desk, Chadwick completed an IRC card—a
condensed record—which would have to do until Ravenhurst’s entire
file arrived from his last duty station: Marine Barracks, East British
Outer Cambodia....

After I was discharged I ran into Bud Simco, who remained in the



same unit a short while longer than me. [He told me] “About a month
after you mustered out, there was a dress rehearsal for the biggest
inspection of the year.

“By then Ravenhurst had a wall locker with his name on it and a
bunk. Somebody even added a touch of realism by putting an old pair
of size six shoes with holes in them under Ravenhurst’s bunk.

“There was only one other guy in that cubicle and he was pretty
bent out of shape because Ravenhurst was never there in the mornings
to help sweep. Once or twice he even brought it up with the top
sergeant.

“When the big day came, they even shut down radar center.
Everybody had to stand inspection. No exceptions.

“Colonel Fenderson and the top sergeant walked down the isle,
inspecting one cubicle at a time. It was junk on the bunk,” he added,
indicating the most thorough inspection there is—with every piece of
gear spread out neatly on the bunk. “Only one bunk with bedding on it
was empty. Only one man was missing.

“They wanted to know who Ravenhurst was and, more importantly,
where he was. Nobody knows, but the other guy in his cubicle
reminds the top sergeant that Ravenhurst is a malingerer.

“Then they ask if anybody has ever seen this Ravenhurst. Private
Monty Cantsin pipes up. Every afternoon Ravenhurst sits right there
on his bunk.

“Well then, what does this Ravenhurst look like? Cantsin stretches
out both arms and says, ‘Oh, he’s a big mountain of a man!” But just
then the top sergeant bends over and picks up these little size six
shoes.

“They call up motor transport. ‘For the hundredth goddamned
time,” the captain tells the top sergeant, ‘there is nobody named
Ravenhurst in motor transport.” So the brass huddle together and
decide Ravenhurst must have mustered into squadron without
checking in with his assigned work station—so he could just fuck off
all the time. So they are ready to hang him—as soon as they find
him.”

A futile base-wide manhunt was conducted before Sergeant Garcia
heard they were searching for Ravenhurst. Somehow—perhaps by
examining the basic training files—he discovered that Ravenhurst



was a hoax earlier and now he spilled the beans in exchange, I'm
sure, for many points.

Just before Kerry’s discharge, there was huge demonstration at Atsugi
following the downing of a U-2 plane over Soviet territory piloted by Francis
Gary Powers, who flew missions out of the base. This event caused an
international incident, and Powers later placed blame for the U-2 shooting on
Oswald, claiming that turncoat Lee had shared state secrets with the Russians
after his defection.

While at Atsugi, Oswald had spent many of his off-duty hours with Japanese
bar girls at a Tokyo nightclub called the Queen Bee. During this period, Lee
became acquainted with a mysterious Eurasian woman who helped him with his
Russian-language studies, as well as sharing her many charms. It was later
theorized that Oswald’s girlfriends at the Queen Bee were actually Soviet
spies, who had sucked the naive lad into a web of international intrigue, which
later resulted in his subsequent defection, and the shooting down of the U-2
plane.

Kerry’s ideological conversion to Marxism took a noteworthy back-flip when
—voyaging back from Japan after his discharge in August 1960—he happened
upon a copy of Ayn Rand’s Atlas Shrugged and was turned into a “laissez-faire
capitalist” overnight. In a letter from mid-1964, Kerry related his conversion to
Rand’s “Objectivism’:

What had driven me to Marxism was simply that, as a political
philosophy, it was the only thing I could find without a blatantly
mystical base. I had seen enough of U.S. Foreign Policy to know who
was winning the Cold War, and all of Ike’s prayers left me no more
secure in the face of a system with both coercive methods and moral
(altruist) justification as its disposal. So I was about ready to look up
a friend in San Francisco who belonged to the Communist Party and
ask him what I could do to speed up the revolution, when I picked up
Atlas Shrugged as a good, long book to read at sea. Well, by the time
I set foot on U.S. soil again I knew I’d happened upon a genius. It
took me about two years to work out and adjust to my new
philosophy, but I knew 1t’d be worth it. It is.









CHAPTER 3



Idle Author

Kerry returned to civilian life in October 1960, and from then until February
1961 he lived with his parents in East Whittier and subsisted on his Marine
discharge money. One of the first things Kerry did when he got back home was
to go into business for himself, starting a lecture service.

Now an avowed capitalist—due to his recent conversion to Ayn Rand’s
Objectivism—Kerry figured the best way to make money was to spend money.
And so, as with everything he ever did, Kerry totally immersed himself in this
new enterprise, renting an answering service and purchasing an electric
typewriter.

Kerry continued work on The Idle Warriors between delivering a lecture on
the book’s theme to a southern California women’s club. Kerry also put on a
small production of The Idle Warriors, a short dramatic monologue outlining
the initial experiences of what it was like when an “idle warrior” first arrived
in peacetime Japan. Kerry’s idea was to present the monologue once for free, to
selected groups, in the hopes that those in the audience would be so impressed
they’d hire him to present it to their various organizations. To drum up interest,
Kerry sent out free tickets to several civic organizations.

Unfortunately, the night Kerry scheduled his Idle Warriors monologue
coincided with the first Nixon-Kennedy debate. Nevertheless, about 34 people
showed up, which wasn’t bad for the room Kerry had rented. Kerry kicked it
all off by walking on stage and delivering the following immortal lines: “The
first Marine went off to war, parlez vous. The second Marine went off to war,
parlez vous. The third Marine stayed behind, kissed the girls and drank the
wine, hinky dinky parlez vous. This story is about the third Marine.”

Among Kerry’s other projects was a humor magazine, which he collaborated
on with Greg Hill, titled Apocalypse: A Trade Journal for Doom Prophets.
They put out only one issue of Apocalypse, but unfortunately no one found it the
least bit funny. As Kerry later recalled: “Things we thought were funny, nobody
else did.”

One day, Kerry’s old Marine pal, Bud Simco—who had recently been
discharged—Ilooked him up. This was the first time the two had seen each other
since becoming civilians, and in the interim Kerry had grown a full beard. In
those days, not many people sported beards of such expanse, so this attracted a
lot of attention, particularly from women.



At one point, Bud had to make a trip to Houston to retrieve the family car and
he invited Kerry along for company. On the bus trip, Kerry proved quite a hit
with fellow passengers, due to his Lincoln-esque beard. A couple of passengers
even joked with Kerry that he’d have to be careful as they headed south,
because he looked so much like Honest Abe. Kerry, Simco noted, took these
comments about his “beatnik” appearance with good cheer, and generally
handled people well, though not always, such as an incident which occurred at
the Greyhound ticket counter in Houston when Kerry discovered that he’d lost
his claim ticket.

As Kerry explained his predicament to a clerk and indicated that he had
personal I.D. matching the identification in his suitcase, the clerk responded
that there was nothing he could do without a claim check. Kerry—who had
tired of trying to reason with the clerk—climbed over the claim counter,
grabbed his suitcase, and then stomped out of the terminal. The clerk—in a bit
of a tizzy— started to summon the police, but Simco was able to calm down the
ticket-taker by convincing him that Kerry only took his own luggage, and meant
no harm to the Greyhound empire.

Kerry had a way of making things interesting.

Late one night, Kerry and Greg Hill were at the Thornley’s house in East
Whittier—Ilaughing and carrying on—when they woke up Kerry’s parents, who
told them to pipe down. Having wreaked enough havoc upon the Thornley
family household, Greg and Kerry relocated to Greg’s house, where they
continued laughing and carrying on, and in the course of events woke up Greg’s
family, too. So— to not disturb Greg’s family any further—they decided to
wander over to downtown Whittier, where nobody could possibly be disturbed.

As Kerry and Greg walked down the main Whittier drag, the cops pulled up
and told them that the next time they were caught walking around and making
merriment at such odd hours they would be arrested for vagrancy. Greg replied,
“I live here!” The cops shot back: “That doesn’t matter: you’re keeping unusual
hours with no general purpose in mind!”

After the cops drove away, Kerry said, “Let’s go live someplace where it’s
not against the law to stay up all night.” Greg suggested the New Orleans
French Quarter. And so it was that in early 1961, Kerry and Greg moved to
New Orleans, arriving the day after Mardi Gras.

Kerry’s first months in New Orleans were “harsh and sparse,” as he and



Greg holed up in a hovel in the slums of the Irish Channel section of town,
living off day-old French bread, and scraping together just enough to make ends
meet.

Kerry found Greg to be a difficult person to live with, as he was even more
erratic than himself. Greg would do things like leave the iron on the ironing
board overnight and burn a hole in the cover. One time he left the defroster on
in the icebox and it flooded the kitchen. Soon after, Kerry moved out of their
“dungeon,” relocating above a place called Fred’s Inn on St. Charles Street,
where he returned to work on The Idle Warriors.

February and March were particularly lean times, and the fact that Kerry had
a full beard probably contributed to the difficulty he had finding a job. Finally,
in early April, he landed a position as a telephone solicitor at the Foster
Awning Company, hustling awnings and aluminum sidings by day, and writing
and haunting the French Quarter by dark.

Not long after arriving in New Orleans, Kerry made the acquaintance of Slim
Brooks. A colorful character, Slim had worked as a seaman, lumberjack, and
U.S. Marshal in Alaska, among other occupations.

True to his name, Brooks was tall and slim, sporting a Douglas Fairbanks-
like moustache. He—more than anyone else—took Kerry under his wing and
showed him about New Orleans, making him feel at home. Often the two sat
around Slim’s house, drinking cold coffee from mason jars, while Slim related
his life’s adventures.

It was at Slim’s house that Kerry was introduced to a fellow named Gary
Kirstein, who Slim referred to as his “Brother-in-law.” Kerry found himself
engaged with Kirstein in many lengthy discourses covering a whole host of
topics, from politics and philosophy to espionage and criminal activities.

Kerry once described Kirstein in the following manner:

Gary didn’t look like a criminal at all. He dressed very straight. He
wore neatly pressed slacks and short-sleeved shirts. If anything, he
dressed like an off duty policeman.

He was an older man—perhaps in his forties, certainly at least in
his thirties. He had brown hair and was balding, was of medium
build and height, smoked a pipe, and spoke in what was at times
almost a whine, except his words were clipped and precise. His
accent was Midwestern.

One of the first things I learned about Gary was that he also hated



Kennedy, but for somewhat different political reasons than mine.

Gary said that he was raised in a Germanic mid-Western family
and that he was a Nazi. He and Slim used to joke about this, and also
about Gary’s alleged skills at burglary.

Gary was keenly intelligent and had a flippant, light-hearted air
about him. Therefore, even though the content of his humor was often
sadistic, Gary did not seem “for real.” He never sounded angry for
example, but he cheerfully recounted the “little jokes” the Nazis had
played on the Jews and other victims of their prejudice.

He expressed his dislike for Jews, Poles, gypsies, homosexuals,
Russians, Mexicans and so on with a chuckle, usually, which left me
with room to assume he wasn’t really very serious about it— and
that, of course, was the assumption I preferred to make, since I really
liked Slim a lot and Gary was his friend.

In New Orleans, Kerry’s main hangout was the Bourbon House restaurant,
which he once described as “a central clearing house for French Quarter social
life.” The Bourbon House was Kerry’s unofficial office, where he worked on
the books and short stories that he hoped would one day make him rich and
famous. Catering mainly to denizens of the French Quarter, the Bourbon House
closed its doors at 2:30 a.m., so afterwards Kerry would often gravitate to
other dimly lit environs.

When Kerry finished the first draft of The Idle Warriors, he hired a student at
LSU, Joyce Talley, to type it up for him, and it was through Joyce that Kerry
made the acquaintance of a LSU professor named Martin McAuliffe. One
evening McAuliffe, Joyce, Kerry, and his girlfriend Jessica Luck spent several
hours at the Bourbon House, discussing writing in general, and The Idle
Warriors specifically.

Shortly thereafter, McAuliffe arranged another meeting at the Bourbon
House, this time with a friend named Guy Banister, who was introduced to
Kerry as “a man with a great interest in literature.” Although Kerry later
remembered nothing particularly monumental coming out of these
conversations, Banister did seem “favorably impressed” with The Idle
Warriors. (In 1968, Banister would become a key suspect in New Orlean’s
District Attorney Jim Garrison’s JFK assassination probe. More on that later.)



At this point, Kerry postponed writing the final chapter of The Idle Warriors,
as he was somewhat hesitant to take on Oswald’s defection to Russia, the facts
of which were only then beginning to emerge. Kerry’s original idea was to
place his main character (Johnny Shellburn, the Oswald composite) in Moscow
at the end of the story, describing Soviet perceptions from Shellburn’s point of
view. Kerry had no base of experience with which to tackle this final scene. He
struggled to find his way into Oswald’s head.

Presented as a work-in-progress, The Idle Warriors was turned down by
several publishers, the first rejection slip courtesy of Charles Tuttle and Sons.
Kerry eventually lost hope of publishing the manuscript and turned his attention
to other endeavors, such as writing poetry. Occasionally someone would
recommend a certain agent or publisher and Kerry would give them a try, but to

no avail .l

In December 1961, Gary “Brother-in-law” Kirstein took Kerry, his girlfriend
Jessica Luck, and Slim for a ride in the country in a fancy black limousine. The
following day, Kerry paid a visit to Kirstein’s house in the nearby town of
Kenner. Apparently, Kirstein was also an aspiring author, for it was on this
occasion that he talked up a book he was writing called Hitler Was A Good
Guy, which was to be a study of what the policies of members of the Third
Reich would have been if they’d succeeded in their attempts to seize power
from Hitler.

It was Kirstein’s contention that out of the whole Third Reich, Hitler was the
lesser of many evils. In fact, Kerry was paid to do research for Kirstein’s
Hitler book, which consisted of going to the New Orleans Public Library and
transcribing the thoughts of various Nazi leaders. The most useful source Kerry
found in these regards was a diary by Joseph Goebbels containing the types of
quotes Kirstein wanted for his book; things that sounded far worse than anything
Hitler ever uttered.

Sometime around Christmas, Slim told Kerry: “I’ve got a Christmas present
for you: you have ridden in Carlos Marcello’s car.” This referred to the fancy
black limo, the owner of which was now revealed to be the New Orleans mob
boss. At the time, this incident held little significance to Kerry, although later it
would be magnified several-fold during Jim Garrison’s JFK assassination
probe when Marcello would be linked to a prime suspect in the case, David
Ferrie. (Gary Kirstein, it should be noted, also worked for Mafia don Papa Joe
Comforto, or at least bragged as much to Kerry. Part of Kerry’s motivation for
meeting charismatic characters connected to the New Orleans underworld, like



Kirstein, was to gather material for his book project, The Colored Wheel,
which would depict the diverse lifestyles of the Big Easy, made up of mobsters,
hustlers, writers, artists, musicians, bohemians, and the homosexual
subculture.)

On another occasion, Kerry actually met David Ferrie at a party at Ferrie’s
house. According to Kerry, this brief meeting consisted simply of hand shaking
and introductions, as well as a short and un-noteworthy conversation.

In January 1962, Kerry was laid off from his job at American Photocopy, and in
the weeks to follow he worked at a smattering of temporary jobs, until finally
landing a position as a shoe salesman at Marks-Isaacs department store, a job
that he kept until mid-1962. This was also when Lee Oswald returned to the
U.S. Kerry was alerted to Oswald’s return by a Los Angeles Times article that
his parents sent to him. Kerry seriously considered making a trip to Dallas to
visit Oswald to gather more background material for The Idle Warriors.

During his stint at Marks-Isaacs, Kerry moved from his rooming house on
Napoleon Avenue to a place on Barracks Street in the French Quarter.
Throughout the autumn of 1962, Kerry held a string of temp jobs, until landing a
position as a waiter at the SheratonCharles Hotel. Shortly thereafter, he moved
to a small room on the corner of Royal and Dumaine streets. Kerry occupied no
less than nine different pads during his three years in New Orleans, and liked to
boast that he could store everything he owned in a single war surplus
footlocker.

In late 1962—in a conversation between Kerry, Slim, and Gary Kirstein—
somehow the topic of assassinating President Kennedy came up, which
appeared, at first, to be nothing more than a morbid intellectual exercise. To
friends and associates, Kerry never minced words about his distaste for
Kennedy, and he firmly believed that the world would be a better place without
him around. Due to the influence of Ayn Rand, Kerry now considered himself a
“capitalist revolutionary” and had no qualms whatsoever about wishing
Kennedy dead.

Gary Kirstein quizzed Kerry about how he would off the president, and
Kerry came up with a couple of suggestions, one of which entailed using a
poison that could “blow his stomach apart,” as well as another scenario
involving the use of a remote control plane with a bomb in it, ostensibly
blowing Kennedy to smithereens. After Kerry finished with his ideas, Gary



added, “And next we’ll get Martin Luther King.”

Toward the end of their conversation, Kirstein said, “I think the best way to
pull off a political assassination and get away with it would be to have many
people involved, but kept under the illusion that they were pursuing other
goals.”

Kerry suggested that if one intended to pull off a conspiracy of such
magnitude, they’d need “to send someone out to lead the opposition around in
circles so an assassination would not be solved.” Kerry had lifted this idea
from The Talent Scout by Romain Gary, a novel about a Latin American
dictator who recruits an agent provocateur to lead a revolution against himself
in the prospects of infiltrating and gathering information on his enemies.
Kirstein said that the problem with this idea was that whomever you would
send out on such a mission would invariably switch over to the other side.
Kerry interjected that if he were to take part in an assassination, he would
afterwards have himself hypnotized so that he would forget his participation,
words that later—Ilike a lot of Kerry’s conversations with the enigmatic
“Brother-in-law”—would come back to haunt him.

As Kerry and Slim stood at the door, preparing to leave, Kirstein added:
“Only one problem remains: who to frame. I figure some jailbird.” When Kerry
asked why, Kirstein’s response was something to the effect that people who are
caught for crimes are weak and don’t deserve any breaks. Kerry objected to
this line of reasoning, and suggested that a communist would make a better
patsy.

To this suggestion, Kirstein smiled and nodded his head knowingly.

By the spring of 1963, Kerry decided to put The Idle Warriors on the shelf, and
devote his time to poetry. One night he was at a French Quarter watering hole
with some friends, taking turns reading poems aloud, when into the bar
stumbled a somewhat intoxicated fellow named Clint Bolton, who began
berating Kerry about his poetry. Kerry reacted rudely, though this didn’t seem to
faze Bolton, who just continued on with his harangue.

The two eventually wound up alone together in another bar “talking about
Pindar by sunrise.” The next morning—back at Clint’s house—Kerry told his
newfound friend all about The Idle Warriors, and Clint encouraged Kerry to
forget about poetry and devote himself exclusively to his unfinished novel.
When they finished their marathon rap session that morning, Clint told Kerry to



“Go home and write, ya bum.” This phrase was later used in the dedication of
Kerry’s first published book, Oswald.

In late October of 1963, Kerry took a job waiting tables at Arnaud’s
restaurant, one of the better-known eateries in the French Quarter.

News of Kennedy’s assassination broke during the lunch hour, when a waiter
who’d been taking a break outside came in to report that the cops had picked up
a suspect in the assassination identified as a former Marine. The waiter
couldn’t remember the name, but the suspect in question had defected to Russia
for a couple of years before returning to America. When Kerry guessed the
suspect’s name, all hell broke loose among the serving staff. Someone even
went so far as to ask Kerry if he’d had a hand in the assassination. “One
cretinous individual,” Kerry remembered, “even began gossiping, behind my
back, that I was in fact Lee Harvey Oswald’s brother.”

In response to the news, Kerry celebrated the national tragedy in his own
irreverent way, reveling while others grieved aloud. As Kerry recalled in an
interview:

I was in Arnaud’s restaurant in New Orleans waiting tables, and
when the news came through that Kennedy had been killed, I started
singing “This then i1s Texas, Lone Star State.” [Laughing] I was just
ecstatic—I was so happy, and I hated him because of the Katanga
Massacre. I hated him because he was like Wesley Mooch in Atlas
Shrugged...he was trying to impose price controls, and all this...I
thought he was going to plunge the whole world into starvation, you
know, including the United States first.

Kerry’s jubilance turned to horror when Oswald was shot dead two days
later. Now everyone who’d been in mourning was suddenly smug about
Oswald’s murder, while Kerry fell into an immediate funk over the sudden
shooting of poor pathetic Lee, whom he felt was a total innocent caught in the
crossfire.

By this time, both the Secret Service and the FBI had been to Arnaud’s to
question Kerry and middle-aged men in suits seemed always to be trailing him.
Kerry, fearing that he was now a suspect, decided that the only rational thing to
do was go to the local FBI office and volunteer for a lie detector test. In an
article called “Oswald and I—and The FBI,” Kerry recounted his interview at
the FBI office:



The man who ended up interviewing me.was an authentic police type.
The kind who plays the Commissioner in movies. Greying hair. Irish
mug. Hardboiled manner. Cigar. He looked bored. He put his feet up
on his desk and sneered at me.

I began to explain the real reason I was there, and he wanted to
know 1f I’d had my picture taken yet. I hadn’t. So we went out in the
hall and they took my picture.

We returned to the office and, again, I started my explanation. For I
wanted my motivation clear. Oswald was once a close acquaintance,
and I had sort of liked him. Besides, he would have bungled anything
so complicated as a political assassination for sure. He was not the
coldblooded psychopath the pandering press was making him out to
be. Although my political outlook precluded my having much
sympathy for the late President, it did not dim my eagerness to see
whomever had used Oswald as a tool—be he Bircher, Red, or
whatever else—prosecuted to the hilt. Just as [ was on the verge of
volunteering my help, my friend the Commissioner interrupted to
inform me that the FBI was not interested in my political opinions.
They were not Thought Police, he assured, missing the whole point.

I tried a few more times. I don’t recall the exact sequence, but once
I was asked if Oswald was “a homo of any kind” and another time I
was interrupted with a list of names. Were any of them familiar?
Nope.

Another thing that happened during this interview was that a line
containing what must have been half the FBI agents in New Orleans
filed past the open door of the office, as if they were coming in at
quitting time to punch out.

Either I wasn’t such a hot suspect after all or these Feds had lousy
security, risking compromise of all those men The Commissioner
yawned. If I thought of anything more please give him a call. His
name was— oddly—Kennedy.

In the days to follow, Kerry contemplated leaving New Orleans and moving
to New York to be closer to the Ayn Rand crowd. The other option under
consideration was a move to Alexandria, Virginia, at the behest of his
childhood friend Robert McDonald, who extended Kerry an invitation to stay
with him there. One afternoon, Kerry discussed these alternatives with Slim



Brooks, who persuaded him to move to Alexandria on the basis that it was in
closer to the nation’s capital and would benefit Kerry’s budding writing career,
increasing the likelihood he would be called to testify about the assassination,
which in turn would be good publicity for The Idle Warriors.

Kerry’s time in New Orleans, besides being traumatic, would prove become
the seminal moment of his life. Although Kerry had celebrated the news of
Kennedy’s death, it was nonetheless painful. Kerry’s anti-Kennedy sentiments
—and how they were expressed— brought him into conflict with a number of
New Orleans friends and acquaintances, causing him to feel alienated. His
tangled relationships and their even more tangled activities would take a
lifetime to unravel; each person would have their own take on what Kerry was
doing, why, and for whom. What’s more, Kerry caught the attention of people
who had their own agendas, including New Orleans District Attorney Jim
Garrison, a figure who would come to loom large in Kerry’s life and psyche.

Kerry had been working only sporadically on a rewrite of The Idle Warriors
during his last few months in New Orleans, but—with all that had gone on—it
now seemed like a good time for him to buckle down and finish it. For this to
happen, he knew he’d have to get away from the distractions of the French
Quarter.






CHAPTER 4



Discordian Interlude

“Any theology to which I made significant contributions is going to
attract plenty of screwballs.”
—KERRY THORNLEY, The New Discordian Dispensation

From December 1963 through mid-1964, Kerry worked in Arlington as a
doorman and switchboard operator at a high-rise apartment called the
Shirlington House. Kerry later described his stay there as a cloistered
existence, where he spent most of his off time working on The Idle Warriors
rewrite.

While Kerry worked on The Idle Warriors in Alexandria, Greg Hill
resurfaced in New Orleans, and the two resumed their correspondence, which
was mainly concerned not with politics, but with religion. Or, rather, the spoof
religion they invented while arguing in a bowling alley in 1957.

Kerry, at the time, was writing poems about how ‘“‘through chaos order would
at last unfold,” which he read aloud to Greg amid the clattering of bowling
balls and pins. Greg responded, “No, there’s no such thing as order. Order is
something that the human mind projects on reality—the mind shapes our
perceptions and order is really a prevailing form of chaos. There is no order
anywhere, it is al/ chaos.... You know, the Greeks had a deity for it.”

“A deity for what?”” Kerry asked.

“Chaos!” Greg replied.

The result of their bowling alley exchanges was a light-hearted and
irreverent religious tract known as the Principia Discordia, or How I Found
the Goddess and What I Did to Her When I Found Her. Much of the Principia
Discordia was written by Greg Hill, then passed back and forth and re-written
and added on to by fellow Discordian conspirators in years to follow. Over the
years the anonymous authorship of the Principia Discordia had been rumored
to be the work of everyone from Timothy Leary to Alan Watts to Richard Nixon.

Another early member of the Discordian Society was Bob Newport, whom
you could refer to as the third member of a holy trinity of Discordianism co-
founders. According to Newport, no specific bowling alley can claim to be the
site of the birth of the Discordian movement. It evolved at several different



bowling alleys. This revelation came as a devastating disappointment to your
humble author, who—in the course of researching this book—had planned a
grand religious pilgrimage to this envisioned holy site, where I would snap
sacred photos of “The Brunswick Shrine,” and perhaps even fall to my knees
before this fabled Mecca of Discordianism, bowing to the Goddess Eris. But
such was not to be my fate. As I discovered, the choice of a bowling alley
really held no mystical significance, other than the fact that bowling alleys
stayed open all night and served alcohol.

Greg Hill, who looked old for his age, usually bought the beer for the rest ot
the gang, which all drank thereof and through holy intoxication summoned forth
the chaotic spirit of the Goddess of Confusion and Discord. So much for Hill
and Thornley’s contention that they were busy sipping coffee in a bowling alley
when the revelation of Goddess Eris unfolded. Now, as the truth has been told
by Bob Newport, the revelation of the goddess had as much to do with alcohol-
induced reveries as it did caffeine-inspired visions. As related in the Principia
Discordia:

Suddenly the place became devoid of light. Then an utter silence
enveloped them, and a great stillness was felt. Then came a blinding
flash of intense light, as though their very psyches had gone nova.
Then vision returned.

The two were dazed and neither moved nor spoke for several
minutes. They looked around and saw that the bowlers were frozen
like statues in a variety of comic positions, and that a bowling ball
was steadfastly anchored to the floor only inches from the pins that it
had been sent to scatter. The two looked at each other, totally unable
to account for the phenomenon. The condition was one of suspension,
and one noticed that the clock had stopped.

There walked into the room a chimpanzee, shaggy and grey about
the muzzle, yet upright to his full five feet, and poised with natural
majesty. He carried a scroll and walked to the young men.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “why does Pickering’s Moon go about in
reverse orbit? Gentlemen, there are nipples on your chest; do you
give milk? And what, pray tell, Gentlemen, is to be done about
Heisenberg’s Law?” He paused. “SOMEBODY HAD TO PUT ALL
OF THIS CONFUSION HERE!”

And with that he revealed the scroll. It was a diagram, like a yin-



yang with a pentagon on one side and an apple on the other. And then
he exploded and the two lost consciousness.

They awoke to the sound of pins clattering, and found the bowlers
engaged in their game and the waitress busy making coffee. It was
apparent that their experience had been private...(p. 1-2 of the fourth
edition).

During the course of their divinely inspired revelation, Kerry and Greg were
born again into their Discordian personas of Omar Khayyam Ravenhurst
(Kerry) and Malaclypse the Younger (Greg).

Over the next few years, Omar and Mal spent endless hours researching the
cryptic meanings behind the obscure symbol that appeared on the chimpanzee’s
parchment. On the fifth night following “the Revelation” Omar and Mal shared
the same dream in which Eris appeared unto them and declared: “I am chaos. 1
am the substance from which your artists and scientists build rhythms. I am the
spirit with which your children and clowns laugh happy in anarchy. I am alive,
and I tell you that you are free.” Ensuing visions revealed to Mal and Omar that
the symbol—revealed unto them via the chimp’s parchment—was called the
Sacred Chao, and that for further information thereof they would need to consult
their pineal glands.

Discordianism—for the uninitiated—is a “spoof” religion dedicated to the
worship of Eris, the Greek goddess of chaos, known in Latin as Discordia,
although some would contend that Discordianism is more than a mere spoof,
and 1is, in fact, the world’s first true religion. Furthermore, the Discordian
movement has been described as a Non-Prophet Irreligious Disorganization
which some claim is a complicated joke disguised as a new religion.
Discordians themselves contend that it’s actually a new religion disguised as a
complicated joke.

The Principia Discordia 1s the revelation of the doctrine of Chaos and the
worship of the Goddess Eris, telling the story of how humanity fell from grace
due to the Original Snub. According to legend, the Original Snub came about
when Zeus hosted a wedding banquet for Peleus and Thetis, but failed to invite
Eris because of her reputation as a troublemaker. As payback, Eris created an
apple of pure gold upon which she inscribed KALLISTI (“To the prettiest
one”).

The ensuing battle, over whom the apple referred to, ostensibly launched the
Trojan War. This was the first war of mankind, a perfect example of chaos in



action. Besides the Trojan War, the Apple of Discord subsequently unleashed
other Discordian mysteries, including the Law of Fives, which suggests that all
events in the universe are related to the number five, and that this relationship
can always be demonstrated, given enough ingenuity on the part of the
demonstrator.

The Law of Five in Discordianism is further demonstrated in the Five
Commandments — but also the Five Apostles of Eris, the five ranks within
Discordianism, and the five-fingered hand of Eris guiding all of humankind’s
chaotic movements. In this respect, it should come as no surprise that the first
run of the Principia Discordia consisted of five copies published in 1965.

The practice of Discordianism—i.e. sowing the seeds of chaos as a means of
achieving a higher state of awareness—is a perceptual game, better known in
some quarters as Operation Mindfuck. In this manner, the skewing of reality can
be used as a method of attaining illumination, in whatever guise it may appear.
And this is just what those wacky Discordians were getting at: a spoof religion
which leads to greater wisdom. (Or at least that’s my take, as admittedly I’ve

never been a card-carrying member of the Discordian Society.?)

Like the Zen master whacking his pupil on the head and laughing at the pure
idiocy of existence (which in some cases immediately produces divine
visions), “peak experiences” are also known to accompany the practice of
Discordianism, a practice which suggests that the absurd is just as valid as the
mundane, and chaos just as valid as order.

The unstated goal of Discordianism is to liberate the practitioner from the
so-called “order games” that make up our everyday routines. Among these
teachings is the rejection of “dogma” for “catma.” As dogma is a proposition
that 1s either true or false, a catma can contain an infinite number of meanings,
some true, others false, and some whose meaning may change at a moment’s
notice, the false becoming true, or the truth, suddenly a falsehood.

But alas, in time—Ilike most major religions—division reared its ugly head
within the hierarchy of the Discordian movement, and it soon grew into two
somewhat opposing factions. But of course, this was according to the rule: “We
Discordians must stick apart!”

On one side of this yin/yang coin was the Erisian Liberation Front (ELF) led
by none other than Ho Chi Zen (another Kerry Thornley alias). ELF promoted
the more anarchic and anti-authoritarian side of the Discordian movement,
whereas the other faction, the Paratheo-Anametamystikhood of Eris Esoteric
(POEE), led by Malaclypse the Younger, taught a more mystical doctrine. These



two combating Discordianisms represent the metaphysical hodge and podge as
depicted in the Sacred Chao.
More on Discordianism later.






CHAPTER S



Star Witness

In the spring of 1964, while doing his doorman gig at the Shirlington House,
and creating the Discordian Society via correspondence with Greg Hill, Kerry
received a phone call from Warren Commission attorney Albert Jenner
requesting that Kerry give a deposition. Kerry agreed, and was asked to bring
along his writings on Oswald.

The offices of the commission were inconspicuously located in a VFW
building behind the Supreme Court. Kerry arrived there one “bright spring
morning” and a janitor invited him to take a seat near the open office door of J.
Lee Rankin, the commission’s lead attorney.

While Kerry waited, Rankin bustled in and out, conferring with other
staffers. At one point, Kerry caught a glimpse of former CIA Director Allen
Dulles, who shuffled by, cracking jokes with secretaries and puffing his ever-
present pipe. In due time, Albert Jenner arrived, with his assistant, John Ely,
and a court reporter. The four moved to a conference room where Kerry
delivered his testimony. He also turned over the first two drafts of The Idle
Warriors.

Much to Kerry’s relief, Jenner didn’t bring up the subject of his celebration
of Kennedy’s death. When Kerry returned a few days later to edit his transcript
for errors, Jenner—off the record— broached the subject. “We heard about the
way you reacted to the assassination, but we also asked around and found out
that when you get a couple of beers in you, you mouth off a lot and like to get
people riled up,” he told Kerry.

While correcting his Warren Commission testimony, Kerry asked Jenner how
the Secret Service had managed to track him down for questioning so soon after
the assassination. To this, Jenner grinned and left the room, returning soon after
with Kerry’s FBI file. Jenner withdrew a half-page report, which noted that
Kerry had aroused suspicion by dropping a couple of comments about Oswald
at Arnaud’s restaurant following the assassination and, in turn, someone had
notified the Feds. Jenner then claimed he had to leave for about 15 minutes to
go pick up his wife at the Supreme Court, leaving Kerry alone with his entire
FBI file. Somehow, Kerry overcame the temptation to examine its contents.
Later, someone in “the business” told Kerry that this was an old interrogation
trick: to see if he was worried enough about his file to actually pick it up and
look through it.



In total, Kerry’s Warren Commission testimony consisted of 33 pages in
Volume 11, and drew a picture of Oswald as an anti-social loner with
communist sympathies. Although Kerry’s testimony seemed innocuous enough,
just a guy who’d known Oswald way back when, he’d be linked to the Kennedy
assassination for the rest of his life.

Late in the summer of 1964, Kerry returned to New Orleans for a brief visit and
to present a lecture on Objectivism at the Quorum Coffee House. Upon arrival,
Kerry bumped into Slim Brooks, who told him: “There’s a man who wants to
see you before you leave town. A fellow whose name begins with K.” Slim
was referring to Brother-in-law, aka Gary Kirstein. It seemed odd to Kerry that
Kirstein would make a special effort to meet, since the two had never really
been close friends.

Kirstein didn’t attend Kerry’s lecture, but showed up afterwards, out on the
back patio along with Slim. At the time, the Warren Commission Report had
just been released, and Slim regarded Kerry as a celebrity of sorts, going out of
his way to call people over to his table, saying, “This is Kerry Thornley—he
knew Oswald.” Kerry—with tongue firmly planted in cheek— would then
respond: “Yeah, I masterminded the Kennedy assassination. How do you do?”

Kirstein, on this occasion, had nothing to say. He just sat in the semi-
darkness with a smug grin, appearing to regard the whole spectacle with
satisfaction. Kerry was a bit taken aback, as he couldn’t figure out the purpose
of this mysterious meeting, cast—as it was—under moonlit shadows.

Kerry thought it strange that Kirstein seemed so pleased with himself at this
particular time, as his girlfriend, Ola Holcomb, had just committed suicide.
Holcomb—an aspiring French Quarter writer—had been close friends with
Kerry, and it was through Kerry that Ola had been introduced to Kirstein.

Ola had shot herself in the head a couple of weeks prior to Kerry’s return to
New Orleans, and her suicide deeply disturbed him; Ola had always appeared
to be such a strong-willed woman. Years later—when Kerry reflected back
upon these murky meetings with Brother-in-law—he suspected that Ola may
have discovered a great many secrets about her lover, Kirstein, that, in turn, led
to her undoing.

As the Quorum Coffee House meeting unfolded, Kirstein continued to sit
mutely in the shadows, as Kerry, Slim, and other coffeehouse patrons made
small talk, much of which revolved around the Kennedy assassination. Finally



—when Slim and Gary were preparing to leave—Kerry asked Kirstein what
he’d been up to. Kirstein replied that he was doing fine and enjoyed living out
in the country, as there were “no neighbors to hear screaming at night.” Kirstein
punctuated this sinister remark with an evil glare. He followed this odd
pronouncement by mumbling something about how he was going to go out and
get himself a “nigger woman and beat the hell out of her.” As they parted
company, Kerry silently wished never to see “Brother-in-law” again.

After his stopover in New Orleans, Kerry visited Robert LeFevre’s Freedom
School in Colorado Springs, where he’d won a scholarship for a two-week
course of libertarian study. LeFevre was a very important voice in the
libertarian scene at the time, and due to his influence Kerry began his next
important ideological change, gradually moving from, as he described it: “Ayn
Rand’s concept of limited government to the position that a non-violent and
wholly non-governmental society was both desirable and, in time, possible.”
So it was that Kerry came to embrace anarchism, inspired in part by LeFevre
teachings, who convinced Kerry that political violence served only to
strengthen the State, and that governmental bodies were nothing but criminal
protection rackets hiding themselves behind the respectability of Divine Right
and constitutionalism.

As Kerry’s studies of anarchism intensified, a major influence on his thinking
became Max Stirner’s The Ego and His Own. The essence of Stirner’s
philosophy said that if everyone was a law unto themselves, then there would
be no followers, and without followers, no leaders, and without leaders there
would be no State. Inspired by the words of this nineteenth century German
anarchist, Kerry began making Stirneristic proclamations to libertarian friends,
such as: “If I find it in my self-interest, I will lie, cheat, steal, kill, etc. | am a
law unto myself. I reject not only altruism, but all systems of morality.”

While living in Alexandria, Kerry subscribed to a libertarian newsletter
called The Innovator. Although he found the discussions in The Innovator
intellectually stimulating, he was annoyed by all of its spelling errors, and
wrote a letter of complaint. In response, Kerry was offered a job as The
Innovator s managing editor, and he accepted.

Kerry returned to southern California and began his position at The
Innovator soon after his Freedom School visit. Kerry—who operated at a very
high energy level—was renowned for changing ideas in conversation roughly



every two minutes, and it could be argued that the only reason The Innovator
had any cohesive logic was due largely to the influence of his then girlfriend,
Cara Leach, who played a large and unsung role in The Innovator‘s editing
chores.

According to those who knew the pair, Kerry and Cara were a bit of an odd
couple: always quiet and mellow, Cara’s countenance was roundish, as she was
at that time somewhat overweight. Whereas Kerry—skinny as a rail—was a
bundle of kinetic energy who practically vibrated with boundless intellectual
energy. And so it was that Kerry provided much of the energy behind The
Innovator, while Cara held it together and gave The Innovator internal focus
and some semblance of sanity.

It was during this period that Kerry found himself at odds with Objectivists
and other right-wing libertarians who maintained a belief in government as a
“necessary evil.” Kerry soon started referring to himself as an anarchist and
began his self-education into the ideas of noted anarchists through history. At
the same time, he discovered radical politics and began pioneering efforts
among libertarian elements to cooperate politically with the New Left, instead
of with conservatives, whose positions on sex, race, and unthinking patriotism,
Kerry felt, limited the pursuit of individual freedom.

For several months, Kerry had been corresponding with Louise Lacey on
matters related to Objectivist philosophy and the writings of Ayn Rand. At the
time, Lacey worked as a secretary, and later editor, for Paul Neimark at Novel
Books, a publisher of newspapers, magazines, and paperbacks. After his
Freedom School visit, Kerry stopped over in Chicago to meet with Neimark
and Lacey to discuss possibly writing for Neimark.

As Louise later recalled, Kerry’s initial appearance left a lasting impression,
if for no other reason than that he showed up wearing every article of clothing
he owned, roughly six pairs of clothes, one on top of the other. Apparently the
reason Kerry was dressed in this rather unusual manner was due to the fact that
it was freezing cold on his bus ride into Chicago and he didn’t own a suitcase.

Shortly after returning to southern California, Kerry received a letter from
Neimark, who expressed an interest in publishing a nonfiction paperback
written by him on Oswald. This, in turn, led to Kerry’s first published book,
titled—appropriately enough—Oswald, published by New Classics House in
April 1965.

Oswald, in retrospect, is a curious work, in the sense that it’s an endorsement
of the Warren Commission Report. This is not to say that the book, at the time,



was not a sincere portrait of Oswald as seen through the lens of Kerry’s
perception, albeit distorted by the popular “lone nut assassin theory” as
projected by the Warren Commission and the popular press.

Part of Kerry’s thesis—as presented in Oswald—speculated on how
someone who’d dabbled in left-wing politics could have evolved into a
presidential assassin, a theory which deeply offended many Warren
Commission critics, one of whom was David Lifton, who later went on to
author one of the classic studies in the field, Best Evidence.

In June 1965—when Lifton happened upon a copy of Oswald— it aroused
enough contempt in him that he tracked down Kerry to discuss the matter. As it
so happened, Lifton lived near Kerry, and a meeting was arranged at Kerry’s
apartment in Culver City, which he was then sharing with Cara. Lifton brought
along the entire 26 volumes of the Warren Report, which he proceeded to
spread out all over Kerry’s floor like mixed-up puzzle pieces.

Kerry described Lifton during this encounter as like a “high-pressure
salesman trying to peddle a set of encyclopedias.” Although Lifton’s approach
was a tad over the top, he nonetheless presented a convincing argument,
demonstrating time and again that crucial Warren Report testimony had been
ignored, and pointing out the numerous contradictions within the 26 volumes.

By the time the evening was over, Cara was in tears and Kerry had done a
complete about-face from his earlier position of Oswald as a psychologically
unbalanced misfit who had acted alone in the assassination.

On December 11, 1965, Kerry and Cara were married in a formal ceremony at
Wayfarer’s Chapel, a glass church overlooking the ocean near Palos Verdes,
California. Its patio—situated amid live plants and running water—provided a
relaxed yet spiritual setting. The only noteworthy occurrence happened when
Kerry knelt to face the altar and the holes in the soles of his shoes were
revealed.

In the spring of 1966—motivated by his earlier conversations with David
Lifton—Kerry began speaking out against the Warren Report. These public
denunciations appeared in a Fact magazine interview in December, and in an
article Kerry wrote for The Innovator titled “Oswald Revisited.” In addition,
Kerry gave lectures at the Henry George schools in San Diego and Los
Angeles, as well as an interview on KPFK public radio in L.A. on the Harry
Pollard show.



In late 1966, Kerry and Cara took a trip across the country to visit Cara’s
parents in Pennsylvania for Christmas. As they traveled through the Midwest,
news of Jim Garrison’s Kennedy assassination investigation hit newspapers
and flashed across TV screens. Kerry sensed an ill breeze beginning to blow.






CHAPTER 6



Sex, Drugs, and Treason

By 1967, Kerry’s politics had gone through a radical shift. He—Ilike many in
the country, including Jim Garrison—saw through the Warren Report. He was
deeply involved in The Innovator. His rallying cry was now “sex, drugs, and
treason”—everything that flew in the face of the conservative agenda, an
agenda that Kerry, in many respects, had previously embraced with his
enthusiasm for liber-tarianism and free market ideas. As Kerry wrote about this

period:

When the conservatives began complaining that radical students were
interested in nothing but “sex, drugs, and treason” I realized that,
instinc-tually, they had hit the nail on the head. Sex, drugs, and
treason were the three things I stood for.... Regarding sex, I became
firmly convinced that unless there were trends established in our
culture in the direction of uncompromising sexual honesty, tolerance
for minority sexual preferences, equal treatment of the sexes, rational
openness concerning VD and birth control, and saner attitudes
regarding sex and child-rearing, particularly with reference to
masturbation— further meaningful social change would not be
possible. The basic cornerstone of the entire edifice of the
authoritarian submissive/dominant personality, I came to believe,
was composed of the implicit supposition that one’s body does not
really belong to oneself, which is contained in all sexually
antagonistic attitudes, from censorship to rape. The child who is
persuaded not to masturbate will, of logical necessity, become an
adult who can be conned or coerced into military behavior.
Ownership of one’s body is the political issue.

Regarding drugs, I gained a great deal of respect for psychedelic
substances as powerful tools for restructuring portions of one’s
personality which could not be reached by intellectual effort alone,
for expanding one’s sense of identification and compassion, and for
opening the narrow and dry Western ego to mystical possibilities.
Zen and similar styles of meditation, along with the yoga disciplines,
I came to see as methods for maintaining psychedelic levels of
awareness, once the chemicals had demonstrated the nature of such



modes of consciousness.

Regarding treason, I came gradually to a position of supporting
nearly all factions on the radical left, except in their quarreling with
each other and the dogmatic insistence of some of these groups on the
insistence of political violence (or, in other cases, the immorality of
violence under all circumstances). I came to this position without
ever abandoning some of the more libertarian elements on the
extreme right. Meanwhile, I continued to refine my own political
philosophy of anarchism—not because [ favored ‘“violence and
chaos” with which anarchism is nearly always falsely equated, but
because of my opposition to violence and chaos, for which
government military machines and bureaucratic structures are largely
responsible in today’s world.

During Kerry’s first acid trip, he caught himself conspiring to put LSD in the
Los Angeles water supply, then started laughing to himself at the lunacy of such
a notion. When others wanted to know what he found so funny, Kerry explained:
“And until now the one thing I could never understand about Zen masters was
what made them want to enlighten others!”

Due to his LSD experimentation, Kerry came to feel that “the universe was
infinitely more profound, and filled with many more unexpectable possibilities”
than he’d previously imagined. He also encouraged his friends to partake of the
divine sacrament, as chronicled in a letter to Louise Lacey from the period,
instructing her to “get with the psychedelic scene soon. It is scary at first, I
know, but you can overcome or shall we say ride out the fear trips if you will.
And after that, one realizes the fantastic key this thing, whatever it is, provides.
There is beauty in the silver singing river and the opposite of love, baby, is not
hate, but fear.”

In years to come, hallucinogens would become an integral part of Louise’s
life, as she recounted in Rebecca Klatch’s 4 Generation Divided: “Smoking
dope and taking acid and listening to music [made me see] the larger whole. I
identified with the whole instead of just myself. LSD tends to do that to you. It’s
the kind of experience you don’t go back from.... It’s why I dropped out in the
first place...l no longer wanted to be among those who were autopsying the
putrid corpse of the body social. I wanted to create positive alternatives
instead” (p. 154).



As part of Kerry’s interest in sexual liberation, he joined “a sexually swinging
psychedelic tribe” into mate swapping, dope smoking, and LSD-tripping.
Known as the Southern California Kerista, the group was established in the
early 60s by John Presmont, who thereafter took the name Brother Jud.

The Keristas were renowned for their “beautiful weekend orgies,” as Kerry
fondly remembered. During this period, Kerry’s income was a total of 50 bucks
a week, which was derived from writing “case histories,” most of them factual,
for Monogram Publications—a southern California porn publisher—based on
his experiences with the Keristas.

In 1966, the group’s newspaper changed its name from Kerista to Kerista
Swinger, presumably to generate greater appeal from a new generation of hip
sexual experimenters. The Kerista Swinger unabashedly christened itself as the
“Hippest Paper in the USA.” Kerry—calling himself “Young Omar”—wrote
several articles for the Kerista Swinger, of which the following is an excerpt:

Kerista is a religion and the mood of Kerista is one of holiness. Do
not, however, look for a profusion of rituals, dogmas, doctrines, and
scriptures. Kerista is too sacred for that. It is more akin to the
religions of the East and, also, the so-called pagan religions of the
pre-Christian West. Its fount of being is the religious experience and
that action or word or thought which is not infused with ecstasy is not
Kerista. And Kerista, like those religions of olden times, is life-
affirming.

In Drawing Down the Moon, Margot Adler observed that Kerry’s writings
on Kerista signaled the true beginnings of the neo-pagan movement in
contemporary culture, which since the mid-60s has expressed itself in myriad
forms, such as free-love communes, Wicca practitioners, the back-to-nature
movement, psychedelic experimenters, and various other groups dedicated to
spiritual discovery and sexual freedom. In Drawing Down the Moon, Adler
cites Kerry as the first person to actually use the word “pagan” to describe past
and present nature religions.

Kerry termed his second acid trip, taken in 1966 or so, a “horrible bummer...
wherein Brahma, Vishnu, and Shiva fought it out to the tune of machine gun fire



while red, white and blue hammers-and-sickles and swastikas danced around
the ceiling in the dark.” During the course of this trip, Kerry “perceived clearly
that busting one’s ass was not a commandment from Heaven, but one originated
by the rich to keep the poor busy and useful.”

This second acid trip provided Kerry with the realization of what it would
take to make him genuinely happy: “More time, less hustle.” To this end, Kerry
talked to Cara, and told her he was tired of busting his butt just to make a buck,
that he was no longer willing to go rushing through life “as if it were something
to be gotten over with.” Just the same, he agreed to keep up his end of the load;
Cara, in turn, decided to take a part-time job.

Kerry’s new mode of operation consisted of waking each morning and
meditating until he’d figure out a way to make $10 that day—whether it was by
writing, selling grass, or working odd jobs. And after this morning meditation,
Kerry would then go about doing whatever he decided to do that day to make
ends meet, indeed taking it “one day at a time,” to use the worn cliché.

At this time, Kerry’s grandparents had moved to an old folks home, and their
house on 77th Street in Watts became vacant, so Kerry and Cara decided to rent
it for $50 a month. A cool old house, it featured two bedrooms and a large
living-dining area composed of two adjoining rooms, a glassed-in front porch,
a large old-fashioned kitchen, and an enormous backyard. The dining room,
with a south-facing bay window, overlooked a beautiful trellised garden.
Grandpa’s radio—which was four and a half feet tall and three feet wide—still
stood in the corner of the dining room, but now instead of playing Amos ‘n
Andy and Fibber McGee and Molly, the big old box was tuned into Radio Free
Oz, booming music by the likes of Ravi Shankar, Simon and Garfunkel, and the
Beatles.

With Kerry and Cara as its occupants, the Watts house became a cozy blend
of memorabilia and psychedelia. Antique window glass was decorated with
pieces of translucent contact paper to give it the effect of stained glass. An
ornately carved wooden mantle clock had the word “NOW” written on a round
placard that covered its face.

With plenty of room for guests to roam around, Kerry’s house became a
psychedelic social center. One frequent visitor was Bud Simco, Kerry’s buddy
from the Marines. As Simco remembered in 2003:

Kerry was charismatic and had the ability to attract diverse
personalities, people who would normally not be associated with



each other, except by the force of Kerry’s personality. For example,
there were so-called hippie types tripping under the dining room
table, holding burning candles in their hands, while right-wing types
were holding forth in the kitchen. One such character I recall had
never been to Watts before, and showed up wearing a bullet-proot
vest and armed with a .45. He seemed reasonable enough, in
conversation, but he was taking no chances [having never been
around hippies before]. There were people from all walks of
life.including a pilot for the Flying Tiger Airlines, a student from
MIT, some swingers, a fashion model, some writers, some SDS
student types, and various and sundry others whom I did not know.
One of my guests at one particular gathering was a former motorcycle
gang member who lost his foot in a motorcycle accident, and his
beautiful American Indian wife, who was at the time a co-worker of
mine. He had never seen such an assorted group of people in his life,
for example, but with his tambourine, magic mushrooms, and a
Donovan LP loudly playing, asserted his presence along with all the
diverse others in one righteous happening. The thing is, everyone was
tolerant of the other, regardless of individual inclinations and/or
politics. At such an event, many people would never even interact
with other groups, in other rooms, although many did. That was the
one universal factor re: being present at one of Kerry’s gatherings,
either at his home in Watts, or perhaps at one of the original “Be-Ins”
at Griffith Park.

Another frequent guest was John Overton. In the 1950s, Overton attended
Georgia State University, where he earned an engineering degree, and—
according to one source— " chased more black tail then anybody I ever heard
of.” This in a state where black/white sexual relations were punishable by
imprisonment.

During the Korean War, Overton served in the Navy and somehow finagled a
tour of duty in Jamaica, spending most of his time during the conflict hitting on
beautiful black women. Overton developed such an excellent Jamaican accent
that when he returned to the states he hosted a local black radio show in Los
Angeles, appearing as “Trinidad John.”

In the mid-60s, a period of self-discovery began for Overton, revolving
around his first acid trip, which turned him into a Zen lunatic overnight and



cured him of alcoholism. Apparently, this trip consisted of some wild satori
where everything in the universe seemingly fit together like a huge cosmic
puzzle. This event transformed his life. As a result, he decided to change his
name from John Albert Overton to Camden Benares. The idea of this name
change was to bring the teachings of the East into the Western world: “Camden”
for Camden, New Jersey, and Benares after Benares, India, the city where the
Buddha delivered his first sermon.

Kerry and Camden first met through a psychotherapist at UCLA named
Chung, who ran a role-playing-psychodrama-ther-apy group at the university
theater department, which a whole cast of interesting people attended, including
lots of good-looking women, who Camden would score on with frequent
regularity. According to longtime pal John F. Carr, Camden possessed a manic
personality that totally captivated the ladies, and when he was on the make,
he’d shift into this manic phase. According to Carr, it was an awesome sight to
behold: “When Camden was on a full-blown manic, man, get out of his way,
‘cause he could talk at the speed of light and his eyes blazed...I saw him do his
magic, man, | mean I’ve been to a couple of orgies...well, parties that turned
into orgies—he’d take women and come back for seconds, and thirds and
fourths—those were pretty wild days.”

Becky Glaser was another of those adventurous souls who wandered into
Kerry’s wild sphere. Becky—the product of a conservative upbringing—first
became politically active, through a family friend, with the John Birch Society.
This same woman later sponsored Becky to attend Robert LeFevre’s Freedom
School in Colorado Springs, which Kerry had attended in 1964. According to
Becky, the two weeks she spent at the Freedom School changed her life, as she
was exposed to totally new concepts, including atheism, anarchism, and
libertarian i1deas. “It hadn’t occurred to me that not having a government was a
viable alternative...I got my mind blown all at once and no drugs!” Becky was
transformed from a Bircher to a libertarian in the course of a few days.

After her Freedom School experience, Becky became involved with the
paramilitary right-wing group the Minutemen. At the time, she felt that society
was primed for a collapse, and thus was attracted to the survivalist mentality ot
the group. In due time, Becky became heavily involved in Minutemen
operations, as she worked out of their national headquarters in the Ozarks and
ran paramilitary training sessions. Much of her interactions with the Minutemen



revolved around ‘“cops and robbers games” which included “helping line up
relationships to run machine guns.” As Becky recalled: “They were some of the
craziest fuckers I’ve ever run into in my entire life!”

At one point, the leader of the Minutemen encouraged Becky to infiltrate
some left-wing organizations, and during the course of her covert infiltration of
these groups, Becky discovered she enjoyed hanging out with the very same
people she’d been sent to spy on. Around this time, Becky began attending
Kansas University, and found herself drawn to the war protesters on campus. In
due time, Becky help start a Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) chapter at
the university, acting as chief secretary for the group, and in time drifted away
from the far-right influence of the Minutemen.

Sometime in 1966, Becky migrated to California with a group of friends
involved in the libertarian movement. While there, Becky discovered The
Innovator, and because of this wrote Kerry a letter praising the newsletter. In
turn, Kerry invited Becky to be on the staff. When Becky informed him that she
hated to write, Kerry replied: “Fine, you can be the comedy editor!”

Becky found Kerry to be a breath of fresh air, in contrast to the majority of
Los Angeles libertarians, who were a rather tight-assed lot, very structured and
strict, anal-retentive-type Republicans. This, of course, was the polar opposite
of Kerry Wendell Thornley, a human whirling dervish from whom ideas flew
like bolts of lightning.

The less-than-astute observer might pigeonhole Kerry and his coterie of late
60s colleagues incorrectly as “hippies,” which most nowadays equate with
“leftists.” But Kerry started his self-education on the right side of the political
spectrum, influenced—in great measure—by the Objectivist philosophy of Ayn
Rand, who promoted less government control and more self-reliance. It was
this philosophy that brought Kerry together with the likes of Becky Glaser and
Louise Lacey.

It wasn’t long, though, before this libertarian contingent became influenced
by radical politics, which led them away from traditional libertarian values and
into the more radical anarcho-lib-ertarianism, which is not to say that Kerry
and his colleagues ever seriously considered chuckin’ bombs into capitalist
strongholds like that most radical of 60s anarchist cabals, the Weather
Underground.

It should be understood that anarchism doesn’t necessarily equate to political



change achieved through violent action, although this is certainly one
aggressive avenue anarchy can take. As Benjamin Tucker once explained: “An
Anarchist 1s anyone who denies the necessity and legitimacy of government; the
question of his methods of attacking it is foreign to the definition.”

In contrast, Kerry’s form of anarchy was all about freeing oneself from
government controls and affecting change in a subversive, yet positive, manner.
One form this took was all the Discordian hijinks that—at their essence—could
be considered Marxism to the tune of Groucho and Harpo. Kerry’s unique
brand of anarchism eventually evolved into Zenarchy!, his philosophy which
added Zen Buddhism to his already prevalent anarchist leanings, with a twist of
tantric yoga thrown in.

In late 1966, The Innovator published an article titled “Postman Against the
State,” which dealt with the various non-governmental postal systems
throughout history that had functioned more effectively than government-
operated systems.

As the “Playboy Forum” was then receiving a slew of complaints from
readers about snooping by the postal service, Kerry persuaded The Innovator's
publisher to send a copy of the “Postman Against the State” issue to Playboy.
Robert Anton Wilson—an associate editor at Playboy—received this 1ssue of
The Innovator, and in turn responded to Kerry, which initiated a longstanding
correspondence.

Kerry and Bob discussed, among other things, the American Letter Mail
Company operated in New England in the mid-1800s by the individualist
anarchist Lysander Spooner. The American Letter Mail Company, at the time,
offered cheaper postage rates than the U.S. Post Office, scheduled more
deliveries per day, and made a profit to boot. Spooner was finally put out of
business when Congress made it illegal to deliver a first-class letter for profit.
Both Kerry and Bob agreed that the U.S. postal system was once again ripe for
change, and the concept Spooner had spawned one hundred years earlier was
the direction the current mail system should go.

Kerry later described his correspondence with Wilson as “one of the longest,
most intense, most stimulating, rewarding, enriching, enlightening—and
certainly the most unusual—of my entire life.” As Wilson described in Cosmic
Trigger:



We began writing long letters to each other.astonished at how totally
our political philosophies agreed—we were both opposed to every
form of violence or coercion against individuals, whether practiced
by governments or by people who claimed to be revolutionaries. We
were equally disenchanted with the organized Right and the
organized Left while still remaining Utopians, without a visible
Utopia to believe in (p. 56).

The groundbreaking year of 1967 ushered in the memorable “Summer of
Love,” and with it the Griffith Park Human Be-Ins. Kerry considered the Be-Ins
to be tremendously important, as these events showed thousands of people that
the idea of a true revolution—fueled by “sex, drugs, and treason!”—was a real
possibility.

The Human Be-Ins were the perfect set and setting for Kerry to exercise his
own irreverent sense of humor, and cast his brand upon a counterculture that
was growing all around him, as he grew with it. At the first Griffith Park Be-In,
Kerry cut a singular swath, equipped with a sign that contained a perfectly
surreal statement that seemed to say one thing while also saying something else
entirely, just the sort of irreverent psychedelic koan that Kerry became famous
for. The sign read: “Stamp out quicksand. Ban LSD.”

In the early morning of the first Be-In, Kerry gathered rose balls from the
bushes surrounding his house. Later, at the Be-In, whenever Kerry made eye
contact with anyone, he’d toss them one. Some Diggers liked Kerry’s rose ball
idea so much that they gave him a big, fat joint of Acapulco Gold in return. Ah,
life was good!

As Louise Lacey recalled in 2002 about the first Griffith Park Be-In:

The weather was perfect. We were all stoned. A single engine plane
came and circled, and I thought it was the media, keeping track of us,
but then a man all in white dropped down with a parachute and the
crowd roared with approval. Later I learned that an old friend of
mine from Marin County was the pilot. He got that plane out fast,
because it was 1llegal to parachute within the city limits.

The Be-In was fascinating because I had never seen such a large
collection of freaks. I couldn’t keep from grinning. 1 was particularly
interested because some hard assed sociologist had said that when
you were on LSD you were extremely susceptible to being led. I was
watching for people being led.



I saw a group of people organized into a crack-the-whip game.
Twenty or twenty-five people formed and a man with a megaphone
was giving them instructions. (Definitely planned.)

“Move up the hill, move down. Hang on tight. Join with more
people.” I couldn’t tell if anyone was listening or just all having fun.
The people at the end of the line were moving so fast they kept being
thrown off, tumbling down the hill in the grass, laughing hysterically.
Then some of the crack-the-whip people let go of the hands of the
people around them and drifted off. The megaphone man yelled more
loudly. “Hang on, don’t let go.” More people drifted away. He was
screaming now. The group all dropped hands and disappeared in the
crowds and the megaphone man was screaming at the top of his
amplified voice, “Come back! We are playing a game here!” But the
people were gone.

[ didn’t worry any more about what that sociologist had said.

Many groups of people were gathered as “families of friends.” It
was the first time I had seen this form of organization. So there were
tents, and lean-to’s and lots of signs pounded into the dirt, describing
one thing or another to identify who the friends were. (This 1s where
Kerry’s sign fit in.) As I didn’t live in L.A., I didn’t recognize anyone
other than Kerry’s friends, who didn’t stay around his sign, but it
didn’t matter. I “knew” the strangers as friends, and we laughed and
hugged and shared doobies, and listened to music and I moved on.
Nobody got hurt, everyone had a good time (except, I imagine, the
man with the megaphone). As the day progressed, I gravitated back to
Kerry’s sign and others did, too, and we shared what we had
experienced, eventually gathered our stuff and drove home to
Kerry’s. A most successful day.

In March 1967, The Los Angeles Free Press ran an article about how you
could get high from smoking banana skins, complete with instructions on how to
prepare the stuff. Kerry—ever the adventurous spirit—decided to give this new
craze a go, and in the company of co-conspirator Louise Lacey visited the local
Safeway supermarket, as the two of them cleaned out the produce section of
their banana supply, then brought home the banana bounty, removed the fruit,
and baked the inner creamy portion of the skins on cookie sheets—just as the
article had instructed—afterwards rolling the stuff up in papers in preparation



for their prospective psychedelic journey.

While this cosmic concoction was baking, Louise and Kerry went around the
neighborhood ringing doorbells and offering skinned bananas to all interested
parties. As Louise recalled: “This was a mostly black neighborhood, who knew
Kerry, at least by sight, but still they weren’t interested. He explained that it
was an experiment, and that no one had messed with the bananas (which were
getting brown), but they thanked him and shut the door, again and again, so we
gave up.”

Becky Glaser remembers walking into Kerry’s house and discovering that
every container was filled with peeled bananas. Becky said she will always
remember the wild look in Kerry’s eyes when she walked in and asked him:
“And what the hell are we gonna do with all these fucking bananas?”

“Well, I’'m urging you all to eat them.”

“And what’s gonna happen if we don’t eat them?”

“I’ll get rid of them!”

“Yeah, but what are you going do with the peels?”

“Aha! That’s the important part!”

As Dick Thornley recalled: “Kerry enthusiastically invited me and Tom over
for some Mellow Yellow that night. The invitation came after they had baked it.
I recall the stuff was essentially powdered charcoal by the time it came out of
the oven. It was nearly impossible to light, let alone smoke.”

The “Mellow Yellow” craze is now noted in history books as an urban
legend that took on a life of its own, helped along by the L.A. Free Press article
and Donovan’s tune of the same name. According to the liner notes of
Donovan’s Greatest Hits, the rumor that you could get high from banana peels
was started by none other than Country Joe McDonald of Country Joe and the
Fish.

Whatever the origin of the Mellow Yellow mythos, Louise Lacey remembers
inhaling the banana skins was anything but mellow, the harsh smoke burning her
lungs. As for copping a buzz, the only one who got off on the stuff was Kerry,
who after toking down on the banana-flavored reefer, proclaimed, “I’m high!”
Leave it to Kerry to be the only person in the history of the “Mellow Yellow”
hoax to actually get off on the stuff. Of course, this wasn’t out of the ordinary,
because—as Becky Glaser recalled—"Kerry got high off of everything.”

As Kerry later related his frame of mind during this time:

While I remained a free enterprise libertarian in my economics, the



whole question of economics subsided in importance for me in order
to make room in my consciousness for the other ideas that were
flooding the cultural atmosphere of that time and place. I was
absorbing philosophical influences faster than I could integrate them.
All at once I was an SDS-style New Lefter, a student of Zen, a
Provotarian anarchist, an Aldous Huxley, Alan Watts, and Radio Free
Oz (KPFK) freak, a General Semanticist, a Timothy Leary fan, an
admirer of Gary Snyder, and a Taoist, etc. I felt that at some future
time I could drop out and mull over all this input and evolve from it a
more consistent personal credo.

Eventually, negative elements began to seep into Kerry’s psychedelic utopian
paradigm. “Paranoia strikes deep, into your heart it will creep” was a popular
Buffalo Springfield song which resonated with Kerry, as every few days there
would be a gory photo splashed across the front pages of mutilated or burned
Vietnamese children. By this time, Kerry was vehemently opposed to the war,
and wrote with chalk on sidewalks such inflammatory slogans as “Victory to
the Viet Cong” and “The American eagle pisses napalm.”

In early 1967, an incident occurred that Kerry later regretted, which started
one day when he and Cara stopped by the Palms Post Office in L.A. to pick up
Innovator-related correspondence. Afterwards, they passed by a restaurant
where two young men and a woman hailed them, greeting Kerry and Cara as
“brothers,” and proclaiming that they were honest-to-goodness anarchists.
Kerry informed the trio that he was also an anarchist, and he and Cara joined
them for a bite to eat.

One of these anarchists was named Jonathan Leake, who referred to himself
as a “theoretician” for the Resurgence Youth Movement, a group involved in
recruiting outlaw motorcycle gangs for revolutionary street fighting. Before
long Kerry and Leake got into a heated debate about violence as a revolutionary
tactic, to which Kerry was adamantly opposed on the grounds that it involved
torture. In response, Leake proclaimed: “Torture is beautiful, man,” which
threw Kerry for a loop, and he thought it better not to disagree with Leake any
further or someday he might end up on the business end of just this sort of
revolutionary mayhem.

Furthermore, Leake and his fellow anarchists told Kerry that they were
carrying a trunk full of revolutionary propaganda, and that they needed a place
to temporarily stash it. Leake asked Kerry and Cara if they wouldn’t mind



taking it home with them and keeping it till the next day, when he could come by
and pick it up. Kerry warily agreed.

On the way back home, Kerry dropped off Cara at the Soaring Society,
where she was then working. When he got home, he sat down on the front porch
and tore into the anarchist literature. To Kerry it came across as a crude
imitation of someone who believed that anarchy meant violence and chaos, a
vicious parody of anarchist thought. Among other insanities, the group
advocated dosing the water supplies of large cities with acid, and invading
middle-class nightclubs and beating up the clientele.

Kerry smoked a joint or two (or maybe three) and proceeded to brood over
the Resurgence propaganda. After acquiring a serious case of the munchies, he
went into the kitchen to see what there was to eat. It was then that he noticed a
man up on the telephone pole in his back alley, and he immediately had a panic
attack, suspecting that this telephone-repairman-in-disguise was there to tap his
phone in preparation for a prospective pot bust—although in reality the pot bust
would just be a pretext for a seizure of the Resurgence literature, the ultimate
goal of which was to publicize in the newspapers that Kerry was a berserk
anarchist intent on subverting Western civilization. Somewhere at the core of
all this marijuana-muddled paranoia, Kerry suspected that his opposition to the
Warren Report was somehow at the root of this perceived harassment.

On account of these marijuana-induced revelations, Kerry came to the
conclusion that Jonathan Leake was most likely an agent provocateur who was
implicated in a set-up to misrepresent Kerry’s anarchist ideas, after which
Kerry would be kicked around in the public arena and his views on the Warren
Report thoroughly discredited.

After mulling over the dilemma, Kerry decided that the only way to prevent
this probable mess from blowing up was to take samples of the Resurgence
propaganda to the local FBI office and alert the Feds to the existence of this
subversive group. So that is exactly what he did, and before long found himself
sitting in the presence of a young, clean-cut, and humorless FBI agent, who
didn’t even crack a hint of a smile when Kerry informed him that his FBI file
was over an inch thick. (As noted in Chapter 5, Kerry had previously seen his
FBI file in the room where he corrected his Warren Commission testimony.)
Kerry proceeded to lay the Resurgence literature on the FBI agent, then split for
home.

When Kerry got back, he received a phone call from Jonathon Leake, who
asked him what he thought of the Resurgence literature. Kerry told Leake he had



only a few minor points of disagreement, and invited him over to talk about it
and to pick up his material. Leake replied that that might not be immediately
possible, as he and his comrades had just been picked up by the fuzz.

In June, another incident occurred that deeply disturbed Kerry: an anti-war
demonstration in which protesters peacefully picketing Lyndon Johnson’s visit
to Century City were savagely pummeled by club-wielding cops. These
casualties included children and cripples, and at least one person suffered
serious brain damage. This incident was called Black Friday and left a lasting
impression on Kerry. As a result of this, and other factors, Kerry began to
consider dropping out and moving to the country.

Kerry began visiting the library and researching drop-out plans and drove
around the outskirts of L.A. looking for a rural environment where one could
live cheap and free. As Kerry described his mindset at that time:

I felt a growing need to integrate my ideas in the direction of some
kind of anarchistic economic pluralism, with a strategy based on the
principles of Chinese Taoism, incorporating the left anarchist concept
of revolution which most right anarchists reject in favor of social
pessimism, and somehow finding a method of guaranteeing that the
revolution was not strangled in its own name by whatever coercive
authority to decentralized participatory autonomy. I had no concrete
grasp on how to do this, but I decided to call the resulting gestalt,
whenever it finally came to me, Zenarchy. Somewhere along in there
I also decided that my nom de guerre in such efforts would be Ho Chi
Zen, as a gesture of respect to Ho Chi Minh, and also for Zen
Buddhism, the study of which had enormously stimulated my political
creativity.

In early autumn of 1967, Kerry and Cara—unable to find anything in the rural
parts of L.A. with cheap rent—decided to sell their VW van and, with the
money, fly Kerry out to Florida to hunt for a place to live. Once there, he found
an inexpensive place on a farm in the Palm River district on the outskirts of
Tampa. Kerry’s longrange plan was to learn to live off the land and eventually
save up enough money to buy a small houseboat, which would allow him and
Cara to live independently and freely among the Florida coastal islands.

In a letter to Louise Lacey dated December 17, 1967, Kerry talked about
dropping out:



[ am on a very misanthropic trip, baby. [ mean to tell you, people are
a bunch of idiots and I’m tired of them. In a few months, when the
warm weather starts, I’'m dropping out totally (from the economic
standpoint)

I’ve discovered the joy of foraging, and also the ease, and am
rapidly coming to suspect these days that civilization is a put on. Like
they fill the people up with propaganda about how you can’t make it
on your own.... But one person can still go away and not be missed.
This April is the last time I pay taxes.

Long live Zenarchy!

Kerry

P.S. Keep hating the bastards. They deserve it.

As it turned out, Kerry and Cara never did fulfill their “back-to-nature” plan.
In fact, they never got any farther in the direction of unspoiled wilderness than
their cottage in the Palm River District, where they settled in late 1967. Soon
afterwards, they moved to Tampa and Kerry got a couple of jobs working at a
library on the weekends and washing dishes behind a redneck bar during the
week.

“At least there was no smog,” he later mused.






CHAPTER 7



Tales of the Jolly Green Giant

“The problem in the world today is that the hunchbrains are
united.”
—LoUISE LACEY, 1970

In October 1967, just as Kerry and Cara were making a new life for themselves
in Florida, New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison (known endearingly in
the press as “the Jolly Green Giant”) was fundraising in Los Angeles for his
JFK assassination investigation when his gargantuan path crossed David
Lifton’s. Garrison, aware of the fact that Lifton was friends with Kerry
Thornley, at that time enlisted Lifton’s help in obtaining Kerry’s cooperation for
his investigation. Garrison’s plan was to use Kerry to indict for perjury John
Renee Heindel, who—Ilike Kerry—had served with Oswald in the Marines.

As the story goes, Kerry—while in the Marines—once overheard someone
conversing with Oswald in Russian, and Garrison claimed he had reason to
believe that this individual was the aforementioned Heindel, who Garrison
suspected was somehow involved in the Kennedy assassination.

Garrison’s plan was to call Heindel in front of the New Orleans’ grand jury
and ask him if he’d ever heard Oswald speak in Russian. Heindel had
previously gone on record stating that he’d never heard Oswald do so, and
Garrison expected that Heindel would once again testify to the same tune. Then
—after Heindel’s testimony was presented—Kerry Thornley would be called
before the grand jury, and testify that he had, in fact, heard Oswald and Heindel
speak to one another in Russian. At least, that was the convoluted scenario that
Garrison envisioned unfolding. As a result of this testimony—according to
Garrison’s imagined scenario— Heindel would summarily be indicted for
perjury, which would then make spectacular headlines and propel Garrison’s
case to greater glory.

According to Garrison, Heindel’s nickname in the Marines had been
“Hidel,” which was nearly identical to an alias, A.J. Hidell, that Oswald used
to purchase the Italian-made Mannlicher-Carcano rifle allegedly used to kill
JFK. ultimately, Garrison envisioned a far grander plan than simply implicating
Heindel as a low-level player in the assassination: it was Garrison’s eventual



aim to induce Heindel to provide detrimental testimony against his chief
suspect, Clay Shaw.

Lifton’s willingness to aid Garrison soon turned sour when he looked into the
allegations against Heindel and found them lacking substance. In Lifton’s
opinion, Heindel probably wasn’t the Marine in question who’d conversed
with Oswald in Russian, and due to this discovery, Lifton refused to participate
any further in Garrison’s investigation. Afterwards, Lifton informed Kerry
about what had transpired, and because of this, Kerry as well refused to have
anything else to do with Garrison. Seeing his Heindel angle quickly unraveling,
Garrison decided to turn his attentions exclusively on the hero of our story. As
he no longer possessed sufficient evidence to indict Heindel, Garrison (for
some reason) figured Kerry would be the next best target for a perjury
indictment. Soon after, Garrison issued a press release alleging that: “In
September of ‘63, Kerry Thornley was closely associated with Lee Oswald at
a number of locations in New Orleans.”

Throughout Garrison’s investigation and resultant media hype, Kerry found
h