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In 1787, after the d es in Phlladelphia signed thc
new United States Constitution, a woman approached
Benjamin Franklin. “Well, Doctor,” she asked, “what
have we got, a republic or a monarchy?” Franklin re-
plied, “A republic, if you can keep it.” [WV)QN/.Q %;_/_7&/
>,
“Those who would give up essentxaié%erty to pur
chase a little temporary safety deserve neither liberty

nor safety.”
BENJAMIN FRANKLIN
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The visit had been quite unexpected—he had forgotten
that he had made the appointmsnt, had forgotten to
cancel it after he’d promised to have dinner with the
President—and now he was trying to get it over with
as quickly and gracefully as possible.!

Yet Christopher Collins didn’t want to hurt the
man sitting opposite him, because this was apparently
a nice man, sensible and sensitive and gentle, and at
another time Collins would have enjoyed talking to him.
But not now, not tonight, with the heap of papers on
his desk still to be read, with the long, tense evening
in the White House still before him.

He would have to handle this carefully, Collins
decided. Not merely because he didn’t want to hurt the
man’s feelings, but because he didn’t want to offend FBI

e
Director Tynan.? Obviously, the Director had encouraged
this man, or had even told him to interview Collins for
the autobiography of that they were writing
together. No one was fo%m Qﬁough to offend Tynan,
and Collins, in his new posmon

Collins’ eyes went to the % Ee%te tape re-
corder® his visitor had placed on the edge of the desk
ten minutes ago. It was still recording, although noth-

ing of consequence so far. Collins’ eyes rose to take e in
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the older man,' perhaps in his mid-fifties, who was study-
ing his list of questions, aware that they were pressed
for time and anxiously seeking the most telling and
important questions? on his list.
Studym ]hlS sxtor llms was suddenly struck by

g" x;)gt‘fu%ty o e man’s %pearance and his name,?
and he was forced to smile. The man’s name didn’t fit
his person at all. His name was Ishmael Young, and
Collins wished there were time to ask him h?a he¢’ d got
such a name. Ishmael Young was a short, [f person
probably New England ossibly Presbytcnan and Scot-
tis 1( 1th Je%h st e%? back somewh%ﬁa)%and he
j OVth rouj !zs r m it.5 He
. had odd t of ,halr gt

a1d1 Et and he pitifully combed his side hairs over
the top of his heaf()iﬂ that 1t 'fﬁ?},ﬁ?d as if he had side-
burns on his calp
ings of a third.® Hls@ig_ body filled and seemed
to hang over the edges of the chair. He resembled a
small beached whale. Collins decided that “Ishmael”

¢ sidés 'of his head and a

two chins and the mak-

might be appropriate after all.”
Nor did he look in th% Jleast, Jike, a 1ter, Collins

thought. Except fo tje horn g ,- ;9

IEA T £ s
cleaning, and the&_ﬂun.d__brwn brlar %}he “not
look like a writer at all. But then, r;g rom the start

he’d said he was a ghostwriter.® And Collins had never

met one of those before. Apparently a successful ghost-
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writer, too—one who had written books for a depraved

actress, a black Olympics hero,! a military genius. Col-
lins tried to recall whether he had read any of the kooks.
He knew that he hadn’t but that Karen probably had,
and he would try to remember to ask her about them.

He realized now that Ishmael Young had lifted his
head, shyly meeting his gaze, and was already posin
his next question. {‘HV\/

Listening to the question, Collins at once saw an Iﬁg(
out,? a way to terminate this interview as quickly and
gracefully as possible. It simply required honesty.

“What do I think of Vernon T. Tynan?” Collins
said, repeating the question.

“4Yes. I mean, what’s your impression of him?”

o | Collins immegiat y thought of the physical Tynan:
{)Hﬁﬂ'?ﬂt /ﬁ 3 ]{ a? na iap of a being,® and al-
most as legepdary?” with s%n}égl sg 1gg/g;\l_e:t eyes in
L‘m}\w}}:&\a small round head sct _atpp- a short thick neck on a

Jbrawny expanse of chest, a man almost as tall as him-

self, with a /rgggin—g voice. That picture of him was
clear. But of the inner Tynan he knew next to noth-
ing. He need only say so, honestly, and be done with
it, and let Ishmael Young look elsewhere.4

“Frankly, I don’t know Director Tynan very well.
I haven’t had time to get to know him. T’ve been on
this job just one week.”

“You’ve been Attarncy General® just one week,” said

~ 4 ~



Young, correcting him nicely, “but you’ve been in the

Department of Justicel—according to my notes, you’ve

been here almost eighteen months. As I understand it,
you were Deputy Attorney General under the last At-
torney General, Colonel Noah Baxter, for thirteen of
those months.”

“That’s true,” admitted Collins. “But as Deputy
Attorney General I saw Director Tynan very little. He’ll
confirm that, if you ask him. It was Colonel Baxter
who saw him, actually quite often. They were friends,
after a fashion.”? 72’—;—%%} Ay {*W'T‘

Ishmael Young’s eyebrows went up m\n&i “1
didn’t know Director Tynan had any friends. At least
that’s my feeling, from my talks with him. I thought
only his assistant, Harry Adcock, was a close friend.
And I sort of regarded that as mainly a business relation-
ship.”*

“No,” Collins insisted, “he was also close to Colonel
Baxter, if he was close to anyone. Though I suppose
you’re right in one way. Director Tynan is actually
a,l‘q_tzl_r_._ If you look back, 1 think you’ll find other
FBI Directors have been loners. It’s in the nature of
the job.5 Anyway, I never got to see him very much
or to know him at all.” &7\,%@"7\\

The writer would not be put off.eq_He removed the
old pipe from his mouth and licked his lips. “But Mr.
Collins...” He paused. <“Is that right, the Mr., or

[



should I call you Adtorney General Collins, or maybe
drop the Attorney and make it just General—?

Collins smiled. “Mr Collins will do.”

“Very well. What I was going to say was that
after Colonel Baxter suffered his stroke—that was five
months ago—you were temporarily in charge here, unof-\)
ficially the head of Justice, until it was made official a
week ago. As we all know, the FBI is under you. The
Director of the FBI, Tynan, is your _subgﬁmgi nate, Sso
you’d have contact—”

Collins was forced to laugh. ¢“Director Tynan my
subordinate? Mr. Young, you’ve got a lot to learn.”

«“That’s really what I'm here for, Mr. Collins,”
‘said Young earnestly. “I’m here to learn. 1 can’t ghost-
write an autobiography for the Director of the FBI
without knowing his precise relationship with the At-
torney General, with the President, with the CIA,! with
everyone in government. You might think I should ask
the Director. 1 have, believe me. But he’s surprisingly
vague about the wcmmn.ta.l,process, and his own place
in it. There are certain things I can’t_get clear from
him. Not that he won’t tell me. It’s just that hé’s not
interested, and rather impatient, What he is interested
in is talking about his ﬁl‘&fi, in the FBI under J.
Edgar Hoover,? and then hiswggf: ‘and comeback.
Well, I’m interested in those things too. They’re the

meat of the book.? But I’m also interested in where he

~ 6 ~



stands— I mean, in relation to his colleagues—in the
whole powér structure.”

Collins' made up his mind to be helpful, clarify this,
even if it took a fe n’1inutes longer. “All right, Mr.
Young, let mejg_ve\fv;izh you.! It says in the Government
Moanual? that the FBI Director is under the Attorney Gen-
eral. According to the book, that’s the way it is. But
in fact, it’s not that way at all. According to Public
Law No. 90-351, title VI, section 11013, the Attorney
General doesn’t appoint the FBI Director, the President
does, with the advice and consent of the Senate. While
the FBI Director confers with me, consulga-_with me,
works with me, I don’t have ultimate authority over
him. Again, the Presiient does. The President alone
can remove him without Senate approval. So except on
paper, Director Tynan is not my subordinate. A man
like Tynan, as you know by now, would be nobody’s
subordinate. I[’m sure that Tynan, like all FBI Directors,
is aware that he has his job for life if he wants it, and
regards all Attorneys General as mere transients. There-

fore, to go back to your original quéstion or questions,
he hasn’t been working for me and I haven’t had that
much contact with him—no, not even as Deputy At-
torney General, when I was in charge here after Colonel
Baxter was taken to Bethesda Naval Medical Center.
I’'m sorry I can’t be more helpful. In fact, I can’t

imagine why Director Tynan sent you to see me.”

~ 7 ~
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Young sat‘up slightly. “Oh, he didn’t, This was
something I wanted to do on my own.”

Collins also moved his lank body up in his high-back-
ed leather executive swivel chair. “Then that explains
it.”* He felt relieved. He obwed nothing to Director
Tynan. He could cut the interview short without giving
offense to Tynan. Still, as before, he wanted to be
decent to Young. He wanted to throw him a bone,? no
matter how small, and send him off happy.. “Anyway,
to come to the point, you wanted to hear what I
thought of Director Tynan for your book—”

“Not for my book,” said Young hastily. “For Tynan’s
book. It’ll be by Tynan.’? I’ve been trying to under-
stand the framework around him, from those who work
with him. Even if you don’t know him well, 1 was
rather hoping—"

“All right, in the little time we have left, let me
give you my impression of him,” said Collins, searching
for something _lll_grﬂ_and safe. “My impression of the
Director—he’s plainly a man of action, a doer, a no-
nonsense guy.* He’s probably just right for his job.”

“In what way?”

“His job is investigating crime, investigating Federal
violations.? His job is digging up facts and reporting
them. He doesn’t draw conclusions from his findings,
doesn’t even make recommendations. My job is to do

the rest, to do the prosecuting based on his findings.”
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“Then you’re the man of action,” said Young.

Collins considered his interviewer with even more
respect. “Not really,” he said. ¢“It may sound that way,
but it doesn’t work that way. [’m strictly a lawyer
among lawyers in Justice. We go the slow, careful
route,! Tynan and his agents do the direct, dangerous
stuff. Now, for your purposes, my only other judg-
ment of him is—well, when he gets into something,
something h liex s in, he won’t stop pushing for it.
He’s very db‘g‘g’eé’ll in the best way.? Like the new 35th

5572

Amendment to the Constitution?® that’s out there forv rat-
ification, %‘é the President originated it, Tynan got
right‘/lg;\I}iJQ/ —7

Ishmael Young interrupted. “Mr. Collins, the Pres-

ident didn’t originate the 35th endment. Director
Tynan did.” / 791%

Startled, Collins stared at the writer. “Where did
you get that idea?”-

“From the Director himself. He speaks of it as his
baby.”

“Whatever he thinks, it isn’t his. But what you’ve
said makes my point exactly.’ When he believes in soms-
thing passionately, he makes it his own. And now,
indeed, he’s the main force behind the 35th Amendment.
He’s as responsible as anyone, maybe more than anyone,
for putting it over.”

“It’s not been put over yet,” said Young quietly.

~ 9 ~



“Forgive me, but it’s not been ratified yet by three-
fourths of the states.” T

“Well, it will be,” said Collins, aériile jimpatient
at the M. “Only two more states have to approve
it.”

“And there are only three to go.”!

“Two of the three are doing their final voting to-
night. [ think the 35th g% &% Wgﬁti%Fonstitution
tonight. However, the,z except
for Director Tynan’s role in putting it over.” He glanced
at his watch. ¢“Well, now, 1 think that’s about all—”

“Mr. Collins, just one more thing, if 1 may...”

Collins looked up and observed the intent expression
on his visitor’s face. He waited.

“I—I know this has nothing to do with the inter-
view,” Young continued, “but I’m interested to know
the answer.” He swallowed, and then said, “Do you
like that 35th Amendment, Mr. Collins?”

Blinking, Collins was momentarily silent. The ques-
tion had been unexpected. Moreover, he had never
clearly answered it for anyone—not even for his wife
Karen, or for himself. “Do I like it?” he repeated
slowly. “Not especially. Not really. In truth, I haven’t
given it too much thought. I’ve been busy reorganizing.
I’ve trusted the President and-—and the Director—”

“But it has to do with you, with your Department,

sir.”
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Collins frowned. “I’m aware of that. Still, I think
the President can handle it very well., Maybe I have
some reservations about it, But I can’t suggest any-
thing better.” He realized that the gentle Mr. Young
was appearing less gentle by the moment. He was w
ed_to ask him, and then did ask him, “Do you like it,
Mr. Young? Do you like the 35th Amendment?”

“Strictly between us?”

“Strictly.”

“I hate it,” said Y(}uﬁ~ ‘él?i . “lI hate anything
that wipes out the Bill ‘of "Rightd.”:

“Well, that’s semething of an ww I’d say.
The 35th is meant to modify, to supersede the Bill of

Rights, but only under certain conditions, only in the
event of extreme internal emergency that might paralyze
or threaten to destroy the country. Obviously, we’re
heading in that direction fast, and the 35th will give us
something with which we can organize order out of
£haos—”

“It’1l give us repression. It’ll sacrifice liberties as
the price for peace.”

Collins felt a trace_of annoyance, and was determin-
ed to end the discussion. It seemed as if everyone knew
what to do about everything, about every problem, until
he had the chance to try to do it.? “Okay, Mr. Young.
You know what’s going on out there in the streets.

The worst crisis of crime and violence in our history.



