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November 6, 1979


I received the usual 6:00 A.M. wake-up call from the operator on my White House line at my apartment in northwest Washington, got up, and made myself a cup of coffee.  I glanced over my daily schedule, which Eleanor summarized and slipped into my coat pocket at the end of every working day.


The debate between President Carter and Senator Kennedy [End of Page 22] (scheduled for January in Iowa) was going to be announced that day.  It would be the first head-to-head contest between the two men.  We were still the underdogs in the race, but Carter pollster Pat Caddell had been reporting for several weeks that the race was tightening, and a Time magazine survey had shown that Kennedy’s lead over Carter had plummeted from 30 points to 10 points in less than eight weeks.  


It’s amazing, I thought.  A sitting President is the long shot in the fight for the nomination of his own party.  Of course, Carter had always been a long shot.  The first time I met him was in 1966, when he was a candidate for Governor of Georgia.  It was the summer of my junior year at the University of Georgia, and a friend had dragged me along to be a warm body at an Elks Club luncheon.  Carter’s speech was halting, his voice so soft that I had to strain to hear him.  He rambled on with apparent uncertainty for about ten minutes.  I was thoroughly unimpressed.  But when he started taking questions from the floor and answering them directly and thoughtfully for nearly an hour, I realized that this was a man of considerable intelligence who had a commonsense approach to Georgia’s problems.  He struck me as different from the other Georgia politicians, and I became intrigued by the idea of his candidacy.


When I got home, I wrote him a long letter telling him I had worked in Governor Carl Sander’s campaign, exaggering my involvement and offering to help him in my hometown of Albany, Georgia.  Several days later, on the Fourth of July, the phone rang at six in the morning.  My father scolded the caller before he said, “Hamilton, it’s for you.”  It was Jimmy Carter, offering me a job in his campaign.  Barely awake, I mumbled that I already had a full-time job spraying mosquitoes in a federal program. Carter laughed and said that he was going to have a tough time getting elected if people like me couldn’t choose between mosquitoes and him.


I accepted and several hours later was on a bus to Atlanta, entertaining visions of high-level strategy sessions and crucial campaign decisions.  Shortly after my arrival, I found myself driving candidate Carter in a Fourth of July parade down Peachtree Street in a big convertible.  No one in the crowd paid much attent- (End of page 23) tion to our car or our candidate, and by the end of my first day, I thought perhaps I should have stuck with the mosquitoes.

But as Jimmy Carter and his family crisscrossed the state, shak​ing hands and meeting voters, we gradually came to believe he could win. So it was doubly difficult to accept defeat when Lester Maddox, Georgia’s segregationist clown, edged him out of the race by a few thousand votes. Carter departed abruptly for Plains as soon as the outcome was clear.

A couple of weeks later, Jimmy Carter called me at home and apologized for leaving that sad election night without thanking me. I told him that it had been an honor to work for him and that he had run a good campaign. “I’m tired of people saying that I ran a good campaign,” he complained. “It wasn’t good enough—be​cause I lost. I never intend to lose another election.”

When members of my family and several friends from the cam​paign received hand-addressed Christmas cards from Jimmy and Rosalynn later that year, I knew that defeat had only stimulated him to greater efforts.

After graduation and a stint doing refugee relocation in Viet​nam for a voluntary organization, I went to Plains. I wasn’t sur​prised to learn that Jimmy Carter was planning another race for Governor—this time against Carl Sanders, the very popular for​mer Governor, who was considered a shoo-in. I argued that Car​ter should run for Lieutenant Governor and lay the groundwork for 1974. He smiled, shook his head, and said that he wasn’t in​terested: “I’m going to run for Governor if I don’t get but two votes, mine and Rosalynn’s.” I found his confidence contagious and said I would help him: “You’ll get at least three votes.”

Jimmy Carter won that time and hadn’t lost an election since. But none of them had been easy—and this one against Ted Ken​nedy wouldn’t be, either.

The fact that Teddy Kennedy had decided to challenge the President would distract us from dealing with some of the coun​try’s problems, and would create divisions in the party, but it was just a matter of time until Kennedy dropped out of the race. If we could dispense with our opponent quickly and soundly, it might restore some of the lost glow to Carter’s Presidency. In any [End of Page 24] case, it would allow us to devote more attention to national priorities.

I switched my television from station to station, hoping to find some good news on the hostages—with our embassy out of busi​ness, this was the best way to keep informed. For the last two days I had been calling the Situation Room for updates, but all they could give me were news reports. The three major networks were reporting from the front of the American compound in Tehran, so I didn’t have to hear the same thing from the Situation Room as well.

One network reported that the moderate government of Prime Minister Bazargan had resigned in protest over the seizure of the hostages. It was Bazargan who had engineered the release of the American personnel when our embassy was overrun in February, and the State Department had been in contact with him since Sunday, hoping he could do it again. We had no embassy left and now there was no government. Who in the hell are we going to deal with? I thought.

The phone rang again. It was Phil Wise—the President wanted me at an eight-o’clock meeting in the Cabinet Room. I asked what it was about.

“Iran,” Wise replied.

I called the White House garage and ordered my car to come immediately.  The gray Chrysler compact was outside my apart​ment by the time I finished dressing and got downstairs. The Ser​geant opened the back door. As usual, the morning papers—The New York Times and The Washington Post—lay on the back seat. The hostage story dominated the papers, too. As I had feared, the Kennedy interview had almost vanished from sight, destined to remain a “Washington story,” discussed among the lobbyists and political operatives at cocktail parties and chic Georgetown res​taurants, but never to permeate the consciousness of the average American voter. Although the campaign and the interview were covered in both papers, even the political columnists had turned their attention to Tehran. Would this be Carter’s Mayaguez or Vietnam?

As the car turned off Pennsylvania Avenue and started through [End of Page 25] the White House gates, I saw the bright lights and the “newsies”: the three networks were doing standups—live broadcasts from the White House lawn for their morning news programs—and the other press corps regulars, huddled under the portico, shielding them​selves from the cold wind, were watching for clues as to what was happening on the inside. They almost never turned out en masse this early; it was a sure sign that the hostage problem was turning into a full-fledged crisis.

The Sergeant asked, “Do you want to be dropped in the middle of that mess?”

I had him pull around to the back gate, where I could slip in without having to dodge the cameras and the questions. I barely had time to drop off my briefcase at my office. Eleanor walked with me down the hail toward the Cabinet Room, reminding me of calls that had to be returned, staff members who wanted to see me, and last-minute changes in my daily schedule. When I hired Eleanor Connors I had no doubt about her abilities—she had worked under Presidents Kennedy, Johnson, Nixon, and Ford—and her loyalty was beyond question. The one thing I did worry about at first was whether such a gentle woman could handle the pressures of my office. Eleanor’s looks turned out to be deceiving. She was under five feet tall, with a soft voice in keeping with her size, but she stood at her desk like a giant cobra, coiled and al​ways ready to protect me from the hundreds of calls from persons in and out of government who were determined to lay their prob​lems or needs on my desk. She had finished filling me in by the time we reached the Oval Office. I walked past it to the Cabinet Room, where only the President could conduct business.

A long, rectangular room, lined on one side with French doors that look out on the Rose Garden and on the other with two doors that lead back to the main White House offices, the Cabinet Room is separated from the Oval Office by the small room where Presidential guests wait before entering the Oval Office. A large mahogany table runs the length of the room, and each brown leather chair around it contains a small bronze plate with the name of the Cabinet Secretary who sits there. Cabinet officers take their chairs with them when they leave the government.


The President’s chair, slightly taller than the others, is at the [End of Page 26] middle of the table; the rest are arranged in the historical order of the creation of the Cabinet offices.

Traditionally, each President selects the portraits of his favorite Presidents to hang in the Cabinet Room. President Carter had chosen Jefferson for his wisdom, Abraham Lincoln for his compas​sion, and Harry Truman for his courage.

Vice President Fritz Mondale, Secretary of Defense Harold Brown, National Security Advisor Zbigniew Brzezinski, Press Secretary Jody Powell, Secretary of State Cyrus Vance, Gary Sick, and David Newsom from the State Department had already assembled, waiting for the President. Vance was bringing them up-to-date on developments in Iran, while Navy stewards in blue blazers bearing the Presidential seal moved from chair to chair, quietly serving coffee.

At 8:00 A. M. sharp, the President entered, walking briskly and carrying a notepad and a stack of cables. He didn’t speak as he took his seat. Then, turning to Vance on his immediate left, he asked for a report on the hostages.

Harold Brown scribbled on his notepad and slipped it across the table to me: “I am waiting for the President to say ‘I told you so.’

And I was, too. For it was less than three weeks ago, at our regular foreign policy breakfast in the same room with the same group of people, that Carter had made a reluctant decision to allow the former Shah of Iran to come to the United States for medical treatment.

We had talked about the Shah in this room many times over the past year.

By November 1978, it was obvious that his regime could not survive, and this presented the President with a real dilemma. Iran provided oil to the industrial West and separated the Soviet Union from the Persian Gulf and the oil states; the United States had an enormous stake in keeping it stable and independent. Now that stability was threatened by a seventy-nine-year-old re​ligious fanatic, the Ayatollah Khomeini, who was in Paris or​chestrating the opposition to the Shah.

The Shah had obviously lost the support of his people, but the [End of Page 27] President hoped that a coalition of the moderate opponents might be formed. But, as long as the Shah remained in Iran and clung to the false hope that he might be magically saved by the United States, his presence in Iran provided a rallying point for the Kho​meini forces and worked against the chances that the moderate group could take power.

Finally, in a conversation with Ambassador Sullivan in early January 1979, the Shah decided to leave Iran and travel to the United States.

The Shah’s close American friends, including Nelson Rockefel​ler, went to work trying to find an American residence fit for a king and his family. Sunnylands, the luxurious California estate of diplomat-businessman Walter Annenberg, was made available for the Shah.

Then came a call from President Sadat inviting the Shah to visit Egypt, where he would be received with full honors. Flattered, the Shah felt he couldn’t reject the invitation and postponed his trip to the United States. Furthermore, he apparently did not want to give his enemies the satisfaction of seeing him flee to America, confirming allegations that he was a “U.S. puppet.”

The Shah was also convinced by people in his entourage (par​ticularly Ambassador to the U.S. Ardeshir Zahedi) that Khomeini might fall quickly and therefore he should stay near Iran so he could return, as he had in 1953 with the active help of the CIA.

The Shah traveled first to Egypt and then to Morocco. Dispir​ited and bitter, he spent most of his time listening to news re​ports from Tehran on his shortwave radio. The widespread chaos and sharp drop in oil production made it look as if Khomeini’s days might indeed be numbered.

And while the Khomeini government faltered, it did not fall. By February, the Shah had renewed his interest in coming to the U.S. and was prepared to make an official request.


By this time, the Administration’s attitude had changed. Nei​ther President Carter nor Secretary Vance wanted him to come. The Ayatollah Khomeini had returned in triumph to Tehran and clearly had the support of the Iranian people. For better or worse, the Khomeini government was a fact of life, arid the United States now had a stake in trying to build relations with the new government. [End of Page 28] The chances of doing that seemed good. Mehdi Bazargan, a lifetime opponent of the Shah and an educated, secular man, had been asked to serve as Prime Minister while a committee studied the question of how to organize the Islamic Republic. The ap​pointment of Bazargan was encouraging: Khomeini had turned to a person with governmental and political experience to manage the affairs of state. Maybe Khomeini would do what he had said from exile: once the Islamic Republic was formed, he would re​turn to the religious center in Qom, content to be the spiritual leader of his people.


Certainly, many, many problems had to be worked out between the United States and Iran. Relations would not be what they had been, but it was clearly in the interests of the United States to try. And, as Secretary of State Vance said to the Presi​dent, whatever chance existed for establishing relations with the new government would surely be destroyed if the Shah came to the States. For the supporters of Khomeini, the return of the young Shah a quarter of a century earlier with the help of the CIA was a dark day in Persian history: the Moslem nation exploited by the godless West.


Brzezinski, however, argued forcefully for allowing the Shah to come to the States. “It is unlikely we can build a relationship with Iran,” he said, “until things there have sorted themselves out. But it would be a sign of weakness not to allow the Shah to come to the States to live. If we turned our backs on the fallen Shah it would be a signal to the world that the U.S. is a fair-weather friend.”


The President and Secretary Vance saw it differently. “As long as there is a country where the Shah can live safely and comfort​ably,” the President reasoned, “it makes no sense to bring him here and destroy whatever slim chance we have of rebuilding a relationship with Iran. It boils down to a choice between the Shah’s preferences as to where he lives and the interests of our country.

But Carter did not want to embarrass the Shah, nor did he want to have to reject the request, so he instructed Vance to send a suitable emissary to Morocco to sit down with the Shah and explain the problem. The emissary would not have to tell him not to come, but could hint strongly that it was not a good time for [End of Page 29] him to make such a request. Under Secretary of State David Newsom contacted David Rockefeller and former Secretary of State Henry Kissinger, both of whom were close friends of the Shah and could easily convey the President’s message.

Rockefeller was irritated by Newsom’s request and would have no part of it, feeling strongly that the United States owed the Shah safe asylum. Kissinger said he resented being asked to rep​resent a view that he disagreed with. At that point, a former intel​ligence agent who had been stationed in Iran and who knew the Shah was recruited.

The Shah, a proud man, listened to the message and said sternly, “I have no desire to go where I am not welcome.” He added, “I am thankful for my true friends—President Sadat and King Hassan.”

But even Hassan, King of Morocco, turned on the Shah, mak​ing it known, however nicely, that it was time for him to move on.  The Shah’s odyssey continued. With David Rockefeller’s help, he moved to the Bahamas. Then, under alleged pressure from the British, the Bahamian government let him know that he had to leave; after Henry Kissinger’s direct intervention with President Lopez Portillo, the Shah was permitted to travel on a tourist visa to Mexico, where he settled into a relaxed life at Cuernavaca.

But the friends of the Shah had not given up trying to bring him to this country. Their argument was simple: How could the United States turn its back on a good and trusted ally? What would it say to our other friends and allies in the world if the Shah were not welcome in the United States after so many years of steadfast support? Through the spring and summer, Kissinger and Rockefeller mentioned it in numerous phone calls to the State Department and the White House. Kissinger openly ex​pressed his disgust with the Administration’s failure to provide asylum for the Shah to political friends and members of the press, saying, “A man who for thirty-seven years was a friend of the United States should not be treated like a Flying Dutchman who cannot find a port of call.”

So, periodically, sparked by a call from Rockefeller or Kissinger or a note from John McCloy (a friend of Vance’s whose law firm [End of Page 30] represented the Shah), the subject would be raised at our Friday-morning breakfasts—usually by Zbig. And time and again, the President would cite the greater interests of the United States with respect to the new government.

Later, it would be charged that Kissinger and Rockefeller had pressured the President into admitting the Shah. This was not true. The President deeply resented the pressure, and if anything it was counterproductive.

But when Secretary Vance brought it up on October 19, it was in a different context. Joseph Reed, a key member of Rocke​feller’s staff, had called David Newsom on October 6 to inform him that the Shah was seriously ill and might require medical treatment in the United States. Newsom agreed to pass along the information, but advised Reed that a “substantial medical case” would have to be made before the government of the United States would agree to allow him in. Ten days later, Reed revealed that the Shah had been secretly treated for cancer for over seven years and that he was in critical condition in Mexico. He was in the care of Dr. Benjamin Kean, a prominent New York patholo​gist recommended to him by David Rockefeller’s staff; Dr. Kean was urging that the Shah be moved to the United States because he needed medical treatment available only in this country. So now Vance informed the President that the Shah was making a formal request to come to the United States for medical treatment. For the first time, Vance changed his position, stating that “as a matter of principle” it was now his view that the Shah should be permitted to enter the United States “for humanitarian reasons.

The President argued alone against allowing the Shah in. He questioned the medical judgment and once again made the argu​ment about the interests of the United States.

I mentioned the political consequences: “Mr. President, if the Shah dies in Mexico, can you imagine the field day Kissinger will have with that? He’ll say that first you caused the Shah’s downfall and now you’ve killed him.”

The President glared at me. “To hell with Henry Kissinger,” he said. “I am President of this country!”

The controversy continued as Zbig and Vance—together this [End of Page 31] time—stuck to the arguments of “humanitarian principle.” It was obvious that the President was becoming frustrated having to ar​gue alone against all of his advisers and against “principle.” Fi​nally, he told Vance to “double-check” the Shah’s medical condition and needs and determine from the American Embassy in Tehran what the reaction of the Iranian government would be to the entry of the Shah for medical treatment—and to see if they would guarantee the safety of our embassy.

Vance said he would cable immediately.

Carter had the last word: “What are you guys going to advise me to do if they overrun our embassy and take our people hostage?”

When the President returned to Camp David the afternoon of October 22, after speaking at the dedication of the Kennedy Li​brary, the State Department had received a response from Iran. The senior American diplomat in Iran, Bruce Laingen, and Henry Precht, a State Department official visiting Iran, had met with Prime Minister Bazargan and Foreign Minister Ibrahim Yazdi. They were strongly opposed to the Shah’s being in the United States but promised to protect the embassy just as they had in

February 1979.

The President instructed Vance to proceed with the arrange​ments to bring the Shah into the United States.

But all that was history. The job at hand was to resolve the crisis (now in its third day) and get our people out of Tehran. We still weren’t sure how many were being held or if any had been injured.

Khomeini’s speech endorsing the takeover and Bazargan’s res​ignation, Vance concluded, were ominous signs that made the path to a quick solution less obvious.

“With Bazargan gone, who does that leave us to deal with?” asked the President.

Vance, peering over his glasses, looked directly at him. “The Ayatollah Khomeini.”

“I’m afraid I had reached the same conclusion,” Carter said quietly. [End of Page 32] Vance then put forth a suggestion made by Deputy Secretary of State Warren Christopher that the President send former At​torney General Ramsey Clark to Tehran. Clark had a history of outspoken opposition to the Shah’s regime and had even met with Khomeini in Paris in 1979 and expressed support for his Revolu​tion. He was one of a handful of people in the United States who knew the Ayatollah and might have credibility with the Iranians.


Ramsey Clark? I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Jody looked at me and rolled his eyes, and the President must have been thinking the same thing. He told Vance that he was recep​tive to the idea but concerned about Clark, whose years since he left the government had been spent on the fringes of different international “causes” and who more often than not seemed to blame most of the world’s problems on the United States.


The President asked Vance the question that was on my mind:

“Can Clark be trusted to go to Iran as my personal representative and accurately convey our nation’s position? Or is there a chance that once he’s there he’ll say something sympathetic to Khomeini, compromise our position, and embarrass our country?”


Vance replied that, while he disagreed with many of Clark’s views, he had worked with him before and knew he was an honorable man who could be expected to follow instructions as a Presidential envoy. He proposed that William Miller, a staff member on the Senate Intelligence Committee, who spoke Farsi and knew several of the Iranian leaders, be sent on the mission with Clark.


“I don’t have any better ideas,” the President said, and di​rected Vance to contact Clark. If Clark responded positively, Car​ter wanted to have written instructions prepared for his envoys and to meet with them before they left.


He admonished Vance, “Let’s don’t screw around with this Ramsey Clark thing. Let’s move ahead with it. Every hour our people are being held, the chances increase that someone will get hurt or killed. I’ll meet with Clark and Miller whenever you can get them here.”


The President rose to leave for his regular weekly breakfast with the Congressional leadership, paused at the door, and said, [End of Page 33] “By the way, Cy and Jody, I’m tired of seeing those bastards holding our people referred to as ‘students.’ Jody, you and Hodding [Hodding Carter, the State Department spokesman] get to​gether and figure out what to call them. But they should be referred to as ‘terrorists’ or ‘captors’ or something that accurately describes what they are.”

“Yes, sir,” Jody replied. And as soon as President Carter had closed the door behind him, Jody quipped, “How about ‘Islamic thugs’?”

At about four o’clock I checked the Oval Office, looking for the President, who had penciled a note on a memorandum: “See me on this.” He wasn’t there, so I knew he was in his study, where he often retreated. It is separated from the Oval Office by a short hallway. The Oval Office is handsome but awe-inspiring in both its size and its significance; by contrast, the small office is intimate and warm. The President had chosen warm colors and fabrics for the furniture and walls. On the wall facing his desk was an oil painting of Rosalynn Carter, with four-year-old Amy in her lap, painted by Thornton Utz while Jimmy Carter was still Governor of Georgia. Behind his desk hung the famous Childe Hassam im​pressionist painting “Flag Day.” On the side wall were pencil sketches of old, weather-beaten Georgia farmhouses, a photo​graph of the President and Billy Carter at a softball game, grin​ning broadly, their arms hung loosely around each other’s necks, and a touching black-and-white picture of “Miss Lillian” with Senator Hubert Humphrey, who wore a fur hat and smiled adoringly at the President’s mother.

Behind his desk, and within arm’s reach of his comfortable leather swivel chair, was the large globe that President Carter loved and referred to regularly. He once told me that in addition to the information that State Department briefing books supplied on nations and their leaders, the easiest and best way to under​stand a country, its history, and its vital interests, was to look at the globe—to observe the countries surrounding it, its proximity to richer and stronger nations, to international waters and ports. Before conferring with a foreign leader, Carter would often sit by his globe, poring over his briefing books and trying to imagine the [End of Page 34] political, economic, and military pressures experienced by the leader and his or her country. “I try to put myself in their shoes,” he once told me.

A large wooden bookcase stood by his desk and contained some of his most treasured possessions: the poems of Dylan Thomas, a number of biographies of his favorite Presidents (Jefferson, Lin​coln, and Truman), and signed biographies of Brezhnev, Sadat, Begin, and other world leaders whom he had met during the course of his Presidency. Jimmy Carter spent some of the most rewarding and difficult moments of his term in this small office. When he wanted to put a visitor at ease or convey a particularly sensitive thought or request, he would excuse himself from the others in the Oval Office and walk the guest into his private study. Deng Xiaoping, Menachem Begin, Anwar Sadat, and the Shah of Iran had all spent time here with the President.

I seldom knocked before sticking my head into the Oval Office, but always did so before entering his study. “Mr. President,” I said quietly.

He answered in a voice that told me I should have left him alone. He had his glasses on and was writing on the light-green Presidential stationery that he reserved for personal communica​tions of the highest order. “Maybe I should wait?”

“See me later if you don’t mind—I’m writing a letter to Khomeini. 
I was amused at the idea of the Southern Baptist writing to the Moslem fanatic. What will he say to the man? I thought. Maybe he’ll sign the letter “The Great Satan.”

At our 4:30 National Security meeting, President Carter said he wanted to be sure that Khomeini clearly understood the position of the United States. “I told him that the Americans being held were not spies, that it was inhumane for them to be held as hos​tages, and, for the sake of both nations, there should be a quick and honorable solution.” He said he had been firm but not antag​onistic or threatening, and he would have Clark hand-deliver the letter to the Ayatollah.


We reviewed the instructions Vance had prepared for Clark and Miller, who were already waiting in the outer office to see [End of Page 35] the President. Carter’s military aide asked if they should be shown in. The President paused, shook his head no, and said he would prefer to see them in the Oval Office.

He wanted to impart to the envoys an idea of the sensitivity of their mission and also wanted to enable them to say when they reached Iran that they had come directly from a meeting with the President of the United States in the Oval Office. The President rose, asked Vance to join his conference with Clark and Miller, and our meeting broke up.

Jody walked back to my office with me, as he often did. It was a natural place to get together and rehash a meeting. We couldn’t do it in Jody’s office without being cornered by ABC correspon​dent Sam Donaldson or UPI reporter Helen Thomas. Jody and I watched the evening news in my office and ordered sandwiches from the White House mess. Jody stood in front of my set, per​petual cigarette in hand, flipping the knob from one channel to another. Just as a segment began, he would switch to another channel, so I could hardly keep track of what was happening.

Developments in Iran and speculation on our two NSC meet​ings dominated the news. There were clips of Secretaries Vance and Brown arriving and leaving the White House in their black limousines, accompanied by solemn aides clutching briefcases.

“At least it looks like the President is on top of the crisis,” I said hopefully.

“They think we’re doing more than we are,” Jody said. “They don’t know how lousy our options are. NSC meetings won’t satisfy the American people for long.”

Jody’s hard-nosed judgment rang true. What was all this going to do to the President’s image and his prospects for re-election?

When the White House limousine picked me up in front of the West Wing several hours later, I was ready to go home. It had been a long day. We were driving down Rock Creek Parkway and up Massachusetts Avenue when suddenly the traffic slowed to a crawl. Several hundred people were gathered in front of the Iran​ian Embassy. The D.C. police had roped off the sidewalk, iron​ically providing the Iranian building the very protection our embassy in Iran lacked.

I felt the anger of that crowd and saw it etched on every face. [End of Page 36] Their rage, their very presence, seemed to be saying, We’ve had enough! After Vietnam and OPEC price increases and gasoline lines, we’ve had enough. This is the last straw—Americans held hostage by a bunch of terrorists. We won’t stand for it anymore!

I was glad that the people cared, but bothered that they cared so much. An ugly mood will develop in this country if the hos​tages aren’t out soon, I thought to myself.

I asked the driver to pull over and we sat watching for a while. Some people were singing, others chanted, “Let our people go!” People in passing cars honked their horns and shouted encourage​ment. Television crews had arrived and several correspondents spread through the crowd interviewing the protestors. After a few minutes, a bearded young Iranian came out of the embassy to talk with a police captain. The crowd began to boo and jeer. “Go home!” they shouted. “Let our people go!” I didn’t want anyone in the press to see me hanging around the Iranian Embassy, so I slid down in the back seat and told the Sergeant to drive me home.


Jody was right, I thought. The American people won’t be satis​fied for long with meetings at the White House.

Ramsey Clark was an unlikely hero, but at least, after two days, something was being done.
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