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episode on the financing of this effort sheds some light on the Casey
political methods of that era. As Connie Kirk recalled: "It was like
one of those OSS stories he always used to tell me. He sent me to the
bank to get ten thousand dollars in hundred-dollar bills. The bank
officials wanted to send me back to the office with armed guards. I
said, 'Are you crazy? Do you want to draw attention to me?' " She
shoved the one hundred bills into her purse and marched back alone.
Casey gave her an unfamiliar name to whom she was to send the
money in Oregon. She simply stuck the bills in an envelope and sent
them by regular mail.
Days later, Casey followed the money to Oregon. It was a bitter
journey. The Nixon corpse stayed dead. More galling, the Oregon
primary was won by Nelson Rockefeller. Later, Casey went to the
Republican convention in San Francisco and thoroughly enjoyed the
spectacle of Rockefeller being booed during his speech. Still, his heart
could not warm to Barry Goldwater. He effectively sat out the 1964
campaign.
Cliff White was puzzled. Casey was a devout conservative, and the
conservatives, at last, had a presidential candidate. But as Casey
explained it to White, Barry Goldwater was all wrong. Goldwater's
simplistic right-wing sloganeering gave conservatism a know-nothing
tone, a kooky flavor. Casey, a lover of books and learning, knew that
Goldwater had not even written his own bible, The Conscience of a
Conservative. "He just didn't think Barry had enough gray matter
for the job," Cliff White observed. After Goldwater's stunning defeat, which took Republican candidates all across the country in
its undertow, Casey concluded that he had been right to sit out that
year.
A seed began to sprout in his mind. Couldn't conservatism be rescued from extremism? Couldn't you have conservatives who discussed issues sophisticatedly instead of sounding like political
yahoos? Couldn't you have conservative candidates who would attract voters instead of frighten them? The more he thought about it,
the more he concluded it was time for such a candidate to come out
of the wings.
Ben Frank was a thirty-one-year-old lawyer bitten by the political
virus. He had managed the winning campaign of another Long Island
lawyer, Sol Wachtler, for supervisor of the town of West Hempstead
in November of 1965. That December Frank received a call to stop
by and see Len Hall at Hall's offices in Garden City. To Frank, a call
from Long Island's premier Republican was like being summoned to
the majors.
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Hall briefly worked his genial charm on Frank and then got to the
point: "My law partner, my brains, wants to run for Congress here
in the Third District. I tried to talk him out of it. He's a brilliant
man-I think he's overqualified. But he's determined to go ahead,
and he wants to go first-class. You're a comer. I've told him about
you. I'd appreciate it if you'd stop by and see him." Frank left Hall's
office floating.
Days later, Frank headed for the Blue Spruce Inn in Roslyn, where
he was to have lunch with William J. Casey. "My head was filled
with the Nelson Rockefellers of the world, and attractive Republicans
like John Lindsay, who'd just been elected mayor of New York," he
remembered. "I was not expecting Bill Casey. I was expecting someone ... well, a little more dashing, someone a little more understandable when he talked. But the longer the lunch went on, the more
fascinated I became. He had a global outlook and a clear idea of what
he wanted to accomplish in Congress." Casey also hinted to Frank
that he ultimately had his eye on a United States Senate seat.
To Frank, the race in Nassau County's Third District looked like a
good bet. The district was almost congenitally Republican. It had
been represented for six straight terms by Steven B. Derounian, until
1964, when Derounian, along with Republicans all over the country,
had been swept out by the Goldwater disaster. The district was currently represented by a Democrat, Lester L. Wolff. Derounian had
declared for his old seat, which meant that Casey would have to face
him in a Republican primary. In his twelve years in the House, Steve
Derounian had been an old warhorse, a lackluster, conservative water
carrier; and he had already been beaten once by the incumbent.
Surely, Frank thought, Casey could make a better race against Lester
Wolff than Derounian.
What Casey saw on this first meeting was a boyish, curly-haired,
blue-eyed native Canadian who looked too young for a campaign
director. But Frank spoke knowledgeably and possessed a convincing
confidence. They struck a deal. Frank came aboard as Casey's campaign chairman.
Why did Bill Casey want to run for Congress? Winston Churchill
once said that for all things people do, there is a good reason and the
real reason. For Casey, promoting his world view in the House of
Representatives was the good reason. And the real reason? He had
set a goal for himself when he had reluctantly walked away from the
ass in 1945: he had opted for the independence and power that came
with money. Now, at age fifty-two, he had the money; he had connections and influence. In the 1960 presidential election, he had been
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in a position virtually to give Richard Nixon a year of his life. Up to
now, however, he had been influential but anonymous, the insider
known only to a handful of other insiders. The desire had been building in Casey to go public, to taste recognition.
Political courtesy demanded that Casey inform Derounian of his
intentions. For this thankless errand, Casey selected his protege,
Owen Smith. He had made Smith the number-two man, behind
Frank, in the campaign organization. The task was especially unappealing to Smith: he was a Republican committeeman and district
leader and had already promised Derounian that he would work for
him. A surprised Derounian complained, "I don't know why Bill is
doing this to me. Doesn't he realize it could cost the party the seat?"
In March, Casey swallowed his first dose of political reality. The
Nassau County Republican organization met, voted, and decided to
stick with Derounian. "Bill was shocked when he found out they
preferred a man of the past to him," Ben Frank recalled. "But they
all knew Steve. And they didn't know Bill Casey, except as this guy
who talked to them about how he wanted to reshape the world. He
had no interest in yakking with some district leader about getting
federal funding for a sewage treatment plant."
With or without the party regulars, the Casey team entered the
contest with high hopes and impressive advantages-virtually unlimited cash, for one thing. Casey was prepared to spend what it took.
Indeed, his fund-raisers' only problem was to conceal the source of
the funds. It was unseemly for a candidate to appear to be buying
his seat; so Casey gave money to relatives and friends who then contributed it to the campaign. Here was a candidate for a Long Island
seat in Congress who could afford to take out full-page ads in the New
York Times. Casey also went first-class on his official campaign photograph: he hired Fabian Bachrach. The photo showed a fleshy-faced
man with glasses, an engaging, lopsided grin, and a light fuzz on his
pate that looked like a semisuccessful hair-growing experiment.
Another resource was quickly evident along with the candidate's
money-his energy. A Derounian brochure appeared in voters' mailboxes on a Friday. Casey read through it, called in Connie Kirk, and
started dictating a rebuttal. He interrupted himself only long enough
to bark instructions to Owen Smith to get a printer ready and to Ben
Frank to assemble a mailing list. By Saturday afternoon, a crew,
including Sophia and Bernadette, was stuffing envelopes. They raced
to the post office and just before closing time got out seventy-five
thousand pieces, first-class, which were in the voters' mailboxes that
Monday.
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If the Casey campaign could not have the old-line party organization, it would have something better. The Third District was home
to young lawyers, bankers, and Wall Streeters who commuted daily
to Manhattan, energetic, sophisticated people fascinated by politics.
Ben Frank had mobilized them for the successful Wachtler campaign.
He now sold them on this man of the world, this student of world
affairs, this hero of the OSS, and began to build a Casey organization
from the ground up. A friend of Casey's remodeled the back of a truck
so that it looked like a caboose. Casey intended to speak from the
back of it at the commuter stations in Great Neck, Manhasset, Port
Washington, Plandome, and Hicksville-an old-fashioned whistlestop campaign. Commuters were served free coffee from the back of
"Casey's Caboose."
The endorsements started coming in. U.S. Senator Jacob Javits of
New York broke a lifelong rule of remaining strictly neutral in Republican primaries and came out for Casey. Another Senate giant,
Pennsylvania's Hugh Scott, and an upcoming presidential aspirant,
Governor George Romney of Michigan, declared for Casey. The Long
Island Press, the Manhasset Press, and the Long Island Commercial
Review all endorsed Casey.
Casey wrote to dozens of influential friends: "To me, it's like
seeing my name in neon. But you get adjusted. After you take the
plunge, you divest yourself of your natural modesty the first day. The
second day, you like to hear about yourself. The third day you start
to believe it."
The endorsement of a liberal like Jack Javits raised a nettlesome
question. What was Casey running as? Leo Cherne observed drily, "I
didn't think you could find anyone on Long Island more conservative
than Bill Casey." He was not flying under his old colors. Casey had
been able to hire one of the country's leading pollsters, the Opinion
Research Corporation of Princeton. The poll revealed that district
voters were mostly undecided-54 percent of them. But among remaining voters, a "progressive" Republican was preferred. A pragmatic Casey accepted that he had to position himself to the left of
Derounian.
Tanya Melich was a thirty-year-old liberal Republican who had
come off the successful Lindsay mayoral campaign the year before
and was looking for another congenial candidate. A friend of Casey's
had spotted Melich as politically savvy and suggested that she talk
to Bill about working in his race. The idea appealed to Melich. Two
years before, she had seen her father's moderate Republican campaign for governor of Utah fall victim to the Goldwater debacle. If
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sive Republicanism. But he didn't seem to be listening. I began to
think, 'Maybe this guy isn't what I thought.' "
Derounian's people accused Casey of raw hypocrisy. They dredged
up Casey's single-handed engineering and financing of the conservative Committee for Republican Victory that had attacked Nelson
Rockefeller during the gubernatorial campaign in 1958. Casey nervelessly denied that he had ever been associated with any conservative
causes. He told a New York Times reporter, "My record is clear. I'm
not a conservative. I hardly know Mr. Goldwater and I've only seen
Bill Buckley five or six times in ten years. They warned me that I
would be smeared if I went up against Derounian in the primary."
Political inconsistency, however, was not Bill Casey's major problem. Ben Frank remembered, ''I'd fired up all those eager young lawyers and professionals so they were ready to go through stone walls
for Bill. I brought them all together at Patricia Murphy's Restaurant
to hear him for the first time. Bill started speaking and got all
wrapped up in the fine points of tax reform. They physically could
not make out what the man was saying. You could see the enthusiasm
drain out of them as he droned on. By the time he finished, the most
I could hope for was that they would still vote for Bill Casey."
Casey's Caboose did not work either. Commuters waiting for the
7:46 were not about to leave their spot on the platform to go and
listen to a politician. And the free coffee outraged vendors at the
station who made their living selling it. Ben Frank persuaded Casey
that he would have to come down from the caboose and wade into
the crowds. Casey looked ill at the prospect. With practice, he developed a passable train-side manner, working the crowd, pressing
the flesh.
But Frank had other problems. "Bill didn't r~ally want to campaign. He wanted to write. He wanted to stay at headquarters and
draft position papers. He wanted to do all the ads himself. I'd say,
'Bill, you're late for the shopping center rally.' And he'd still be writing draft five of his paper on Red China.
"When he'd finish a day on the hustings," Frank recounted, "he'd
come back to headquarters late at night when we were all exhausted
and start sticking his nose into everything-the speeches, the brochures, the financing, the printing. Bill Casey did not take direction
easily."
His low tolerance of fools was not a political advantage. Tom Murphy of Capital Cities came out to lend a hand and was in the audience
when Casey addressed a conservative organization. After his speech,
Casey took questions. As Murphy remembered, "One of these earnest-
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Committee, and he was now chairman of the organization's executive
committee. For thirty years the IRC had been saving political refugees. Vietnam was full of refugees. And so, in the midst of his campaign, Casey decided to acquire Vietnam credentials. He went there
on a refugee fact-finding mission for the IRC in mid-May.
He came back with his position. Jack Javits inserted Casey's position paper in the Congressional Record, under the thin veil of a report
from the International Rescue Committee. Javits prefaced the piece
by saying that Casey was a "progressive Republican and his views
are in many ways in accord with my own views."
Of Vietnam, Casey said, "Don't extend and escalate the war ... do
not send ships in or mine Haiphong harbor or bomb the population
of Hanoi. To escalate the war in this way could involve us in a major
land war in Asia. It could force the North Vietnamese to send against
our men the 300,000 trained troops they now have in North Vietnam."
In radio spots on Vietnam, he said, "We should be ready to negotiate
with anyone at any time."
The Third District went to the polls on June 28, 1966. Frank had
set up telephone banks for a last-minute blitz. Casey made a final
round of six field offices scattered around the district. That night some
three hundred visitors jammed his headquarters, where a caterer had
set up a buffet and bar for the victory celebration.
Soon after nine p.m., early returns came dribbling in. The bellwether districts did not look good. Casey appeared indifferent, almost
bored. He already knew the outcome: a few days before, Ben Frank
and Owen Smith had brought him the results of the latest poll. He
was going to lose. "He just brushed it aside with that wave of the
hand," Smith remembered. "All he said was, 'Don't tell anybody yet.
We have to put a good face on it and see it through. Especially don't
tell Tootsie.' "
At ten o'clock, Casey got up and made a graceful little speech of
concession. Then he circulated among the campaign staff, thanking
everyone. Sophia, Bernadette, Connie Kirk, and some of the other
women were crying. Ben Frank felt like crying. Casey looked, if anything, relieved. He motioned Frank outside. "Where are we going?"
Frank wanted to know. Casey answered with a mirthless grin: "To
congratulate the winner."
Casey lost to Derounian by 22,000 to 15,000 votes-borderline respectable, considering that he had gone up against the party. "He
wouldn't show it," Bill Safire recalled, "but he took that defeat hard.
Bill Casey didn't like to lose. He wasn't used to losing. But the big
difference after a Casey campaign was at least the bills were paid."
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Certainly Nixon meant a handout listing his positions, one aide said.
No, Nixon insisted with the petulance he favored under stress. He
wanted something solid to throw at the press. He wanted a book.
''I'll take care of it," Casey said.
Martin Anderson, Nixon's issues man traveling on the campaign
plane, alerted the disbelieving researchers back in New York.
On Sunday night, Casey left Key Biscayne for New York and went
directly to the campaign headquarters, where he found the research
staff waiting. He began immediately to organize the effort. He rode
hard on the researchers, pushed the writing, and had a courier come
by every two hours, around the clock, to pick up fresh copy and drop
off the latest page proofs. Richard V. Allen, heading Nixon's foreign
policy research, had his first brush with Casey at this time. As Allen
later recalled, "1 wondered, 'Who's this guy to come in here and push
us around?' He'd burst in saying, 'How ya doin'?' I'd say, 'I'm doing
fine, how you doing?' And he'd shoot back, 'Don't give me that stuff.
You know what I mean.' "
The final batch of copy went to the printer on Wednesday. As the
Nixon campaign plane touched down at La Guardia Airport the next
morning, four days from the start, a young woman was standing by
with a box of finished books. Marty Anderson stepped out of the plane
and took the box on board. The books were bound in a deep green
cover with the title Nixon on the Issues. Casey had arranged a special
leather-bound copy with the title printed in twenty-four-carat gold
leaf for the candidate. Nixon, beaming like a child, said, "Okay, give
'em to the press."
Election Day arrived, and Richard Nixon narrowly defeated Hubert
H. Humphrey. Casey waited. He confided to Ben Frank what he was
looking for: State, Defense, the CIA. At the very least, he expected a
major embassy, Great Britain or France. And he wanted to be asked;
he expected that Nixon would call him personally. He heard nothing.
He hated the idea of having to plead. He persuaded his old London
ass boss, J. Russell Forgan, to write to Nixon's finance man, Maurice
Stans, who knew how many bucks Casey had pumped into the campaign, along with his labor, gratis. Forgan wrote Stans, "1 have a
feeling that Bill would be available for government service if the right
kind of job were offered." Casey next wrote directly to Bryce Harlow,
a talent scout close to Nixon, to head off being pigeonholed in a
finance job. ''I'm interested," he wrote Harlow, "in the foreign or
na tiona I securi ty area."
Amonth went by; still Casey heard nothing. He swallowed his pride,
lowered his sights, and wrote to Robert Finch, the lieutenant governor

132 • CASEY

of the CIA. The Nixon people no doubt thought they were doing the
old spook a favor; after all, the job was in the national security field
that he was always yammering about. Casey was furious. Richard
Helms, appointed director of Central Intelligence by Lyndon Johnson
in 1966, was being held over by Nixon. Casey was being asked to
serve under Helms. It was not that he did not respect Helms; he had
great regard for him and thought he had been an excellent Johnson
appointment. But didn't these people understand? Dick Helms had
worked for Casey more than twenty-five years ago. He had been a
junior officer in London when Casey was the U.S. intelligence chief
for all of Europe. This was the master plan turned upside down. Helms
had followed the very course that Casey had rejected, working his
way up the career ladder, promotion by promotion, while Casey had
gone out and made himself rich and powerful. People like Casey were
supposed to be brought in at the top. People like Helms were supposed
to work for him. Casey rejected the offer before Helms ever learned
that it had been made.
What had gone wrong? Primarily, Casey did not cut the figure of
an eminent personage. The Dickensian face, the rumpled clothes, the
ungainly movements, the abrupt manner, the speech that sounded
like a bail bondsman's all worked against him. He was seen as one
of those figures perennially on the periphery, handy to have around,
good in the backrooms of campaigns. Need to raise funds? Get
Casey-he knows everybody with money. Got a tough job? Give it to
Bill-he'll get it done. The virtuoso overnight production of Nixon
on the Issues had not broken him out of the mold; it hardened him
into it.
While the newly minted appointees of the Nixon administration
began to run America, Casey returned to New York. With a minddistracting burst of energy, he fired off a memo to his IBP staff with
ideas for a dozen new publishing subsidiaries. He went into a new
business with Ben Frank and a man who had invented a way to
reproduce oil paintings that were virtually indistinguishable from
the originals. He helped Capital Cities expand into newspapers along
with broadcast properties.
He had made his bid for a foreign policy post in the Nixon administration without one credential he particularly would have savored.
One of his wartime comrades, Milton Katz, was prominent in that
establishment firmament, the Council on Foreign Relations. Casey
never had been asked to join. In July of 1967 he had written Katz for
help in becoming a member. Katz thought Casey was eminently qualified. He put together a blue-ribbon list of sponsors for Casey, in-
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cluding Allen Dulles, Kingman Brewster, Jack Javits, and Frank
Stanton of CBS-support as high-powered as any nominee could hope
to muster.
The nominating procedure dragged on, with Casey prodding Katz
continually to find out what was happening. Finally, after six months,
Katz told Casey that he had received a reply from the chairman of
the membership committee. Of course, Casey would be considered
for membership, the chairman had written; but "the press of applicants for the new vacancies has become greater than ever, and also
the committee is now trying to reduce the average age of new members to age forty-five, which does put someone even at the age of fiftyfour at a disadvantage." The explanation had a tinny ring to Casey's
ear. He told Katz bitingly, ''I'm glad to have them remind me I still
have twelve years to catch up with Winston Churchill when he took
over Great Britain."
His rejection by the Council on Foreign Relations was humiliating. Were the badges of respectability always to elude him? Still,
he was a resilient man. He spotted a modest opportunity to function in the national security arena. High on the Nixon defense
agenda was an antiballistic missile system. In April of 1969, with
Nixon a little over three months in office, Casey wrote him, "I thought
the ABM decision would be your first important one and you made
it clearly and brilliantly." He got no reply. He pressed on. ABM was
going to be a hard sell in Congress. Casey informed Peter Flanigan,
the White House personnel man, that he was taking it upon himself to launch a campaign to win public support for the ABM. He
contacted other sympathetic Republicans and happily shelled out
enough of his money to set up headquarters and a staff in the Plaza
Hotel. Casey called this movement the Citizens' Committee for Peace
and Security. He took out full-page ads in major newspapers, sponsored by the committee, listing dozens of prominent names. The
headline read: 84 PERCENT OF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE SUPPORT AN ABM
SYSTEM.

Ben Frank casually mentioned to Casey that he knew somebody
who knew George Meany, then head of the AFL-CIO. "Fix it up so I
can see him," Casey said. Frank arranged a meeting at Meany's Washington headquarters. George Meany, in 1969, was hardly a fan of
Richard Nixon. "But Bill was very clever with Meany," Frank remembered. "He told Meany that here was a rare occasion when national interest and self-interest coincided." He had done the research
to show Meany that the ABM system could mean thousands of jobs
for the AFL-CIO. Casey left the meeting with Meany's pledge of sup-
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it. Strikes and demonstrations flared across college campuses. In May,
thirty-seven college and university presidents signed a manifesto urging Nixon to get the country out of Vietnam. Among the signers were
the presidents of Princeton, Columbia, Bryn Mawr, Amherst, Notre
Dame, Johns Hopkins, Dartmouth, and Cornell, and, to Casey's horror, the Reverend Michael T. Walsh, president of Fordham University.
Casey was a Fordham trustee; he made large contributions to the
university. He sent Father Walsh a letter. By signing the manifesto,
Walsh was, Casey said, "calling for a course of action on matters of
the gravest consequence on which you are neither informed or
charged with responsibility." Walsh must think, Casey went on, that
"judgments involving national security and the lives of soldiers
should be resolved-by mob action on the campus." In other words,
Padre, you don't know what you're talking about. And you let yourself
be stampeded by a bunch of hippie kids.
The letter bordered on the offensive. Still, Father Walsh beat a swift
retreat. He wrote Casey: "Dear Bill, Needless to say, we college presidents are not sufficiently informed or knowledgeable, as you indicated, to be charged with any responsibility with regard to the
matters which President Nixon must resolve .... Your comments and
the points you make, Bill, will be very helpful to me in the future
and alert me to be more cautious ...."
In 1971, two years into the Nixon presidency, Casey received a call
from Peter Flanigan. The White House head hunter began by describing how deeply the President was concerned about problems in the
capital markets. It did not sound to Casey like a foreign policy bid.
And then Flanigan made the offer: Nixon wanted Casey to become
chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission.
Casey knew enough about one-upmanship to know that accepting
on the spot was poor form. Possibly, Flanigan was merely sounding
him out as one of many candidates. If he sounded too hungry, he
might be left with his tongue hanging out while the job went to
someone else. He made it clear that a firm offer should come from
the lips of the President.
Aday or two later, Nixon called. "Nixon wants to give me the SEC,"
he told Connie Kirk. He did not look that happy, she remembered;
rather, he looked like a man whose devotion had grown stale, waiting
too long for the hand of the woman he adored. "1 really don't want
it," he told Ben Frank. "It's not what I had in mind." They still saw
him as a money man. But it had been a long, dry season. Nothing
else loomed on the horizon. He accepted. At least he would be the
top man at the SEC, running his own show.
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Another threat hovered, however. The Nixon administration had
just suffered two humiliating defeats in a row. Two appointees to fill
a Supreme Court vacancy, G. Harrold Carswell and Clement Haynesworth, had been rejected. The media had enjoyed a muckraking field
day. To Casey it was like jumping into waters already red with blood
while the sharks circled hungrily, waiting for the next feeding.
He knew that the AFL-CIO had played a part in sinking the Carswell
and Haynesworth nominations. But he had established a good rapport
with Meany on the ABM issue. Again he dispatched Ben Frank to AFLCIO headquarters. Frank returned with what Casey regarded as a
major triumph. Meany would not support him; on the other hand,
he would not oppose him.
On Wednesday morning, February 10, 1971, at nine-thirty a.m.
Casey strode into room 5302 of the New Senate Office Building.
Drawling John Sparkman of Alabama was chairman of the banking
committee, and Proxmire the senior Democrat. The day began in the
warmth of eloquent praises. Casey was enthusiastically endorsed by
his home state senators, who, happily, spanned the political spectrum-liberal Jacob Javits, and James Buckley, the equally conservative brother of William F.
And then it was Bill Proxmire's turn. "Mr. Casey," Proxmire began,
"I want to serve notice that I am going to take a little time in my
examination of you this morning." He asked Casey, in a tone of boyish
curiosity, just what he thought his qualifications were to be SEC
chairman. Casey forced down his anger at the unspoken implication
of Proxmire's question. He went through what he believed was his
relevant experience and wrapped up brusquely, "And I don't want a
job in the securities industry afterwards."
Again, with the manner of an eager but confused student just trying
to understand, Proxmire raised the issue of Casey's efforts two years
before to sell the ABM: "I am wondering how strict a regulator you
will be, given your role in the publication of a rather controversial
ad that was criticized by the members of the Foreign Relations Committee as misleading." Casey again brushed off Proxmire's insinuation. What he had done, he said, was perfectly within the bounds of
rough-and-tumble politics.
The bemusement left Proxmire's face: "I am now going to raise an
unpleasant subject." He then went on to inform his colleagues that
the appointee before them under consideration as chairman of the
SEC had been successfully sued for plagiarism nine years before in
the case of Fields v. Casey. The charge seemed like a shot through the
heart, but Casey shrugged it off as though he had been wearing a
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ican investors could be thoroughly investigated. The committee
agreed. Business Week magazine ran an editorial entitled "The Wrong
Man." Among its kinder words: "The part that the SEC must play in
reforming Wall Street is too important to be entrusted to a man who
sees nothing that needs reform. If William J. Casey does not have the
good taste to withdraw at this point, then the Senate should protect
the interests of the Nation by refusing to confirm him."
To Casey, his plight seemed the height of perversity. He had turned
his back on an income averaging $250,000 a year to take a government
job that paid $40,000. He did not mind that. He had deliberately set
out to make himself financially independent so that he could become
a respected public figure. Instead, when his name was finally becoming known to the public, it was as a finagler, a business buccaneer.
It was all wrong. It was unfair. It was enraging.
The second round of hearings was to begin on March 9. In the
meantime, Casey had gone home to Mayknoll for the weekend. Early
on Sunday morning, he received a call from Len Hall. Hall's customary heartiness was muted. He told Casey that he would be coming
by to pick him up and take him to Jack Wells's house in Rye, New
York. They needed to discuss something important.
Jack Wells was the senior partner, with William Rogers, in the
powerful and politically connected New York law firm of Rogers and
Wells. Bill Rogers was off at the time serving as secretary of State in
the Nixon administration. Wells was a canny, ironic, and insightful
man, almost as indifferent a dresser as Casey. Wells greeted his guests
at his door-Ben Frank had come along too-and took them up to
an office he had built in his attic. The place was a mess, the desk and
floors piled high with files, magazines, and hundreds of newspaper
clippings.
The men sat around Wells's desk. Casey broke an awkward silence.
"I want you fellas to know, I'm gonna fight this thing through," he
said. Hall stirred uncomfortably. Wells looked away. "Bill," Hall
began, "we're your friends. We want what's best for you. And, of
course, we all want what's best for the President and the administration." Another awkward pause. Confusion clouded Casey's face.
Hall went on. "Jack and I put together a little statement earlier."
Wells took out a single sheet of paper from the drawer of his desk.
He handed it to Casey. Casey read the few lines. He was innocent of
any charges suggesting that he was unqualified to serve as chairman
of the Securities and Exchange Commission, the statement read, but
he believed wholly in the mission of President Nixon, and he was
determined to do nothing that might create problems for the admin-
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istration. His appointment as chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission, however, was causing unwarranted but
undeniable difficulties. Therefore, he was withdrawing his name from
consideration.
Casey looked up, first to Hall and then to Wells, searching for something in their faces that would deny what he had just read. "Bill,"
Hall said, "believe me. It's the only way. Cut your losses."
Casey was ashen, his voice strangled as he asked, "Don't you see
any other way?" The two men shook their heads. Len Hall was not
a man whose judgment he could ignore, especially when aligned
with the savvy Wells. Casey rose wearily and said, "Okay. Let's
go home." He, Hall, and Frank returned to Long Island in total
silence.
Back at Mayknoll, Casey slumped in a chair and handed Sophia
the statement. She became furious. "You can't pull out, Bill. They're
crazy. Everybody will believe the worst of you." Heartened by her
display of fight, Ben Frank chimed in, "Tootsie's right. Nixon hasn't
asked you to pull out. You don't even know if he considers it in his
best interest for you to fold." Casey sat up straighter. The fog of
despair seemed to lift. 'Tve gotta talk to John Mitchell right away,"
he said. "If anybody can get to Nixon on this, it's John."
He went to the kitchen phone and put a call through to the Justice
Department. Casey asked Mitchell to find out how Nixon felt about
his embattled appointment. Later that night, Mitchell called back
and said, liThe President has two questions for you. Have ou misled
us on anything?"
"I have not," Casey answered.
"Do you really want this job?" Mitchell wanted to know. "Are you
ready to fight for it?"
"I do. I want it," Casey said.
"Okay," Mitchell said. "We'll stick by you."
Casey struggled to maintain his composure. But the pressure valves
gave way in unseemly places. Connie Kirk had come to Washington
to continue as his secretary. One night, befor the resumed hearings,
he took her and his family to the Ri e Gauch in Georgetown for
dinner. He began grumbling about the criticism he was taking. "I
said, innocent as you please," Kirk recalled, 'Well, you know, your
investments are just another form of gambling.' Bill blew his tack.
He started hollering: 'How dare you call risking capital to start new
industries and create more jobs gambling! How dare you put building
this country in the same class with betting on the horses!' I was
II
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desk, since so much paper did, and that he might have passed them
on to Baker without remembering them. But he doubted that anything so startling would have escaped his notice. To Ben Frank, Casey
said, "If I got those papers, I'd say so. What's the big deal? I didn't
steal them. I didn't have them stolen. If they'd come into my hands,
I wouldn't have shouted it from the rooftops. But if anybody asked,
I'd tell the truth./I Here was a different tune than he sang to Safire
and the New York Times reporters, when he had said he would not
touch the stuff with a ten-foot pole.
The Albosta inquiry and the FBI investigation ground on, with
witnesses questioned beginning to approach three hundred. Casey
could only wait out their verdict, in that now familiar posture, with
a cloud hanging over his head.
The worry in the White House was how to end a family feud between
Baker and Casey. Cliff White stopped by to see the President and had
a solution: send Baker to the CIA and make Bill Casey ambassador
to Ireland. White's remarks got back to Casey. He called White, sputtering with rage. "What the hell do you mean, giving my job away?/I
The courtly White tried to assuage his old friend. "Didn't you and I
agree that the important thing was to get Jim Baker out of the White
House?/I "Not that way, you don't!/I Casey said. "The next time you
get any bright ideas, check with me first!/I
Of that period, Mike Deaver recalled, "Of course, we thought it
would be better if Casey left. But we never actively did anything
to get him out because it wouldn't work. The President wouldn't
dump him./I
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big book and the Mondale papers-entered the Reagan campaign
through its director, Casey."
The investigation had largely pitted Casey's word against Jim Baker's. As a member of the committee later commented privately,
"Baker struck the investigators as credible." Donald Albosta put it
more baldly: "Casey did not come before the committee to tell the
truth."
One of the most damaging aspects for Casey was his relationship
with Paul Corbin, the apostate from the Kennedy Democratic camp.
Tim Wyngaard had testified that Corbin had told him that "he had
obtained briefing material for the debate with Governor Reagan and
provided these materials to William J. Casey." Corbin was a character
around Washington-a small, thin, weasel-like man, whom one friend
described as "pure Damon Runyon, an odd-job sort of guy and a great
heaver of the bull." Under questioning by the Albosta committee,
Corbin denied having made such a statement to Wyngaard.
The hardest thing for the committee to swallow was why Casey
had put Corbin on the 1980 Reagan campaign payroll. Corbin claimed
he had been hired to pass out campaign literature in Palm Beach.
The idea of the national director of a presidential campaign hiring
someone to go to Florida to stuff leaflets into condo mailboxes
strained the committee's credulity. Don Albosta had a private opinion. "I think Paul Corbin was a courier. He probably delivered some
of the Carter papers."
After the report came out, Casey summoned his faithful fireman,
Ben Frank. Frank came to Casey's office and remembered, "Bill was
cursing Baker, kicking things. He was more profane than I ever remember." Casey told Frank that he was going to sue Baker. He asked
Stanley Sporkin to rate his chances of a successful suit. "I plowed
through the Albosta report," Sporkin told him, "and as far as I can
tell, you're innocent." But if Casey wanted to take on Baker, Sporkin
warned, "I think you're going to need a private lawyer." Casey engaged an attorney named Alan Levenson.
Casey prepared a "white paper," a gauntlet he intended to throw
down before Baker. He attacked on several fronts. Fact: The FBI had
found Baker's fingerprints and those of some of Baker's aides on the
Carter documents, but none of Casey's. Morality: "However you got
those papers, what was unquestionably wrong was what you let people do with them." Tactics: "Some of your colleagues have been heard
to brag about their success in lobbying the Albosta report to go against
me." Prejudice: Casey quoted the story from the Richmond News
Leader in which Congressman Albosta had said, virtually nine months

