
[image: cover]














Also by Alan Weisman 
Lone Star: The Extraordinary Life and Times of Dan Rather



PRINCE OF DARKNESS: 
 RICHARD PERLE

The Kingdom, the Power, 
 and the End of Empire in America

Alan Weisman






[image: 9781402792076_0003_001]


Grateful acknowledgement is made for permission to reprint the following:

“Political Science” words and music by Randy Newman © 1972 (renewed) Unichappell Music Inc. All rights reserved. Used by permission of Alfred Publishing Co., Inc.

“Richard Perle: Whose Fault Is He?” © 2002 by Calvin Trillin; “On the Resignation of Richard Perle, Captain of the Sissy Hawk Bridge, from the Chairmanship of the Defense Policy Board” © 2003 by Calvin Trillin; “On Richard Perle, Lobbyist Businessman and, Perhaps Not Coincidentally, Chairman of the Defense Policy Board” © 2003 by Calvin Trillin. All poems originally appeared in The Nation. This usage granted by permission of the author c/o Lescher & Lescher, Ltd. All rights reserved.

“A Few Words in Defense of Our Country” words and music by Randy Newman © 2006 Randy Newman Music. All rights outside the U.S. and Canada administered by WB Music Corp. All rights reserved. Used by permission of Alfred Publishing Co., Inc.






[image: 9781402792076_0004_002]
STERLING and the distinctive Sterling logo are registered trademarks of Sterling Publishing Co., Inc.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Available

All rights reserved.

Sterling ISBN 978-1-4027-9207-6

For information about custom editions, special sales, premium and corporate purchases, please contact Sterling Special Sales Department at 800-805-5489 or specialsales@sterlingpublishing.com.









For Lee—I hope I have made you proud.
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No one likes us—I don’t know why 
 We may not be perfect, but heaven knows we try 
 But all around, even our old friends put us down 
 Let’s drop the big one and see what happens

—Randy Newman, “Political Science”



I. 
 PROLOGUE

HE CLAIMS ALL this Prince of Darkness business is a case of mistaken identity, the fault of a confused, misinformed member of the Fourth Estate (naturally), and a European to boot (emphatically).

“He was a British reporter writing a piece for the Observer in the 1970s,” he says. “And he got that statement from Denis Healey, a former British defense minister. Healy was a very clever, amusing guy. And he was asked about me by this British reporter and he said, ‘Yeah, in Washington he’s known as the Prince of Darkness.’ Well, he meant Robert Novak, and in those days I looked a little bit like Novak. But you know how lazy some journalists are. Once it’s in the file, that’s it. And so the next piece picked it up, and the next, and the next, and now I’m stuck with it. And I’ve seen a dozen different explanations for how I got that label, and they’re all wrong.”

That is Richard Perle’s story, and he is obviously sticking to it. But the moniker would not have stuck for good had it not meshed comfortably with the persona, had there not been some empirical evidence that made it plausible. Mistake or not, the damn shoe fit.

“That dark thing under his eyes,” says a man who knew him as a teenager and has watched his career for decades, “it’s like something out of a 1920s horror movie. You don’t get the Prince of Darkness thing laid on you if you look like John Edwards.” The fact is that Richard Perle is a creature of the night. Even as a young staffer on Capitol Hill, his workday would begin hours after his colleagues’ had started and would end many hours after they had gone home. “Chronically, he would not work in the mornings,” said a former coworker. “Often he would not appear at all.” Perle’s looks and work habits aside, there is this from the former president of the United States, Jimmy Carter: “I never thought I had much hope that I could convince Richard Perle that we needed a SALT II Treaty, or that we should negotiate any treaty with the Soviet Union.”

This last remark is an extraordinary admission from the leader of the free world about a man unknown to most Americans, a man not elected by anyone to anything, a man who claims to be troubled by his sinister-reputation.

“It’s upsetting to be perceived as some dark and mysterious figure,” he says. “All I do is talk to people.” Indeed. But whom does he talk to? To presidents, senators, congressmen, prime ministers, sultans, princes, chancellors, dictators, arms dealers, exiled dissidents, lobbyists, journalists, spooks, kooks, gourmands, wonks, gadflies, and remoras of every stripe. And when Richard Perle talks, people not only listen but often cringe. In fact, the very mention of his name among my friends, colleagues, and business associates evokes a visceral reaction that goes beyond fear and loathing. A case in point was a recent conversation I had with a senior vice president of a large multinational corporation. Our chat had nothing whatsoever to do with my work, but the woman felt compelled to inquire anyway.

“So, what are you up to?”

“Another book,” I said.

“Am I allowed to know what it’s about?”

“It’s a biography of a man named Richard Perle.”

The woman, a handsome, middle-aged socialite, threw her shoulders back as though she had been zapped by a Taser. Her face hardened and she fairly hissed at me.

“I have always hated Richard Perle,” she said.

“Oh. Have you met?”

“No. And I have no desire to.”

Some months later, a friend who works in the construction business was driving me to a meeting and asked about my next book.

“It’s about a man named Richard Perle.”

My friend took his eyes off the road and stared at me.

“They should have hung that bastard with Saddam.”

“You mean ‘hanged.’ ”

“What?”

“I believe the word is ‘hanged.’ ”

“Whatever.”

Perhaps the most benign label hung on Richard Perle is King of the Neocons, that rowdy collection of former liberal Democrats, Wilsonian globalists, and Trotskyites who soured on the New Left for its wimpy, weak-kneed response to the adventurism of the Soviet Union, and for its aversion to the use of military force regardless of the consequences. In fact, Perle did note vote for a Republican for president until Ronald Reagan. He remains a registered Democrat to this day, out of respect for his mentor, Senator Henry “Scoop” Jackson, Democrat from Washington State. If being the most visible member of that group were his only appellation, Richard Perle would be of minor interest. But Google his name and you find …

The Whore War Monger.

He should be hanged by his balls. [Note the correct verb form.]

A man who would rather burn down a hut just to boil some eggs.

An American tragedy.

A fascist bloodsucker.

Only the Evil One himself hates humanity more than Richard Perle does.

As a journalist, I have always been attracted to men and women whose lives and work fall on the periphery, just outside the mainstream. They are not misfits, exactly, but contrarians, provocateurs, resisters of the status quo who stand out by not joining in. Hence my profiles over the years of Jackie Gleason, John Malkovich, Sean Penn, Daniel Day-Lewis, violinist Nadja Salerno-Sonnenberg, inventor Dean Kamen, Marine Corps commandant Al Grey, and baseball team owner Marge Schott, and my recent biography of anchorman Dan Rather. As my former colleague Morley Safer once said, “I’m only interested in people whose lives are more interesting than their work.” With Richard Perle, I had little idea of what his life was about before I began my research, but his work I knew quite well. I had been following his career since the Reagan administration and its clashes with Soviet leaders Andropov, Chernenko, and ultimately Mikhail Gorbachev. The issues at that time were the abandonment of détente as a foreign policy and the aggressive engagement of the Soviets on a broad range of fronts: political, economic, and most chillingly, military.

The United States had limped through the humiliation of gasoline lines and hostages in Tehran and was now moving upright on the world stage, affecting a “Don’t Tread on Me” swagger. In accounts of the internecine policy battles within the administration, the name Richard Perle kept popping up. He was characterized in the press as a kind of hit man for Secretary of Defense Caspar Weinberger, a dour rejectionist who played to Ronald Reagan’s long-held fears regarding the sinister intentions of the Soviets and their many surrogates throughout the world. After all, Reagan was himself a neoconservative, although his liberal credentials were highly suspect among the Left. Even when Gorbachev, this youthful salesman, came calling with his bag full of perestroika, glasnost, and Communism Lite, Ronald Reagan, with Richard Perle perched on his shoulder whispering “nyet” in his ear, would not be seduced. I watched with fascination as Perle and his acolytes diverted the affable president with a beguiling vision of an outer-space-based shield that would protect America from nuclear missiles, a legerdemain so powerful that it demolished an arms control agreement of historic dimension and hastened the inevitable collapse of the “evil empire.” If Ronald Reagan’s Russian mantra was “Doveriai, no proveriai” (Trust, but verify), Perle’s rejoinder was “No doveriai…ever!”

This guy is just a third-level bureaucrat. How can he be having such an effect?

Through the years of Bush 41 and Clinton I and II, Richard Perle continued to make his provocative views felt from behind a duck blind of think tanks, ad hoc committees, foreign policy forums, and talking-head spots on network TV. He thumbed his nose at the UN Security Council by advocating overt military aid to the Croats and Bosnian Muslims being slaughtered by rampaging Serbs. He is listed as a coauthor of a blueprint for conquest addressed to the newly elected prime minister of Israel, a hellish litany of must-do’s including forced regime change in Syria and the abandonment of peace agreements with the Palestinians. He and others in his circle are persistently accused of being Zionist agents carrying water for right-wing Likudniks in Tel Aviv and Jerusalem, and he has made a habit of falling into ethical quagmires in his business dealings, leading a casual observer to suspect either that he is a shameless profiteer or that he has an odd blind spot concerning conflicts of interest.

Like Woody Allen’s Zelig, Perle appears in every foreign policy snapshot, a rumpled, haughty presence, usually with his mouth open and his index finger pointing toward some unseen target. The French news agency Agence France-Presse apparently delights in running the exact same picture of Perle in every article about him, a particularly unflattering moment when its nemesis appears to have had lemon juice squirted in his eye. The Gaullists are no doubt galled by the fact that he vacations at his home in Provence, while damning their government at every turn.

By the late nineties, Perle and his like-minded friends had ratcheted up their rhetoric, first in a manifesto called Project for the New American Century and then in an open letter to President Clinton. Both declared that the United States was on the cusp of a new imperium, a time for the nation to exercise its unmatched military and economic power to reshape the world in its image, relying not on global institutions or partnerships but on its manifest destiny as the purveyor of freedom and democracy for a malnourished world. The eyebrow-raising subtext detailed a benevolent hegemony in which the regimes of “rogue states” would be rolled back, the specified target being Saddam Hussein. “American policy cannot continue to be crippled by a misguided insistence on unanimity in the UN Security Council,” the open letter concludes.

Nowhere between the lines, or above, below, or through them, is the burden of empire fully addressed, the cost not just in dollars and blood, but also in spirit. Did Americans want their country to be an activist arbiter, a globo-cop? Would they be willing to downsize their aspirations, at least for a time, and accept the near certainty of chronic conflict as the price for their “exceptionalism”? It is not fun to be king, as previous empires have discovered.

The campaign continued through the start of the new millennium, with Perle preaching of dire consequences if and when Iraq acquired a nuclear bomb to add to its presumed arsenal of chemical and biological weapons. In statements like the following before the Senate Armed Services Committee, Perle invoked the memory of fallen Soviet satellites as a template for U.S.-backed regime change in Iraq: “The principal objection to a plan like this is that it cannot succeed because the Iraqi opposition is weak and ineffective. Of course it is. So was the opposition to Ceausescu, right up to the very day he was brought down. Skeptics too easily discount the empowerment of the opposition that would flow from western support.”

Then came 9/11 and its echo, “It changed everything.” In fact, all it changed was the casus belli. The goal of removing Saddam was now folded into a worldwide War on Terror, which in turn meshed nicely with the New American Imperium, which would be championed by a president so shallow and unlettered that an adviser had to inform him that Germany was indeed a member of NATO and had been for some time. (The advisor was Richard Perle.) In the eyes of the beholder this was either a divinely inspired alignment of moon and planets or a perfect storm that would shake the republic to its foundation. The game plan was sketched; the players were all in position. But at the eleventh hour, there was some movement in the dark, a courier of sorts with a message from Saddam himself: Call off your force and you can have everything you want. Everything, that is, except my resignation. The message was delivered not to the Pentagon or even to the CIA, but to Richard Perle, that rumpled bureaucrat caught once again in the snapshot. He relayed the offer to an appropriate party but did not have to wait long for a reply.

“Tell them we’ll see them in Baghdad.”

And so it began.

Unlike many of his posse who prefer the relative safety of academia and policy boards, Richard Perle is a highly visible and mobile target. He accepts invitations to speak before hostile groups knowing full well he will be heckled or worse. At a debate with Democratic Party leader Howard Dean in Portland, Oregon, a protester threw a shoe at Perle before being dragged away, screaming, “Liar! Liar!” Was this, I wondered, some sort of masochistic delight in placing himself in harm’s way? Was it unbridled narcissism? Does he really enjoy being the Prince of Darkness, regardless of how the nickname was bestowed? The answer, I would learn, is that Richard Perle has always and will always believe in the bulletproof integrity of his arguments; he always believes he can win people over. He has never denied or hidden who he is or what he hopes to achieve.

After some preliminary research, I telephoned Perle in the summer of 2006 at his home in the Washington, D.C., suburbs. We had never met and my name meant nothing to him. After assuring him I was not a stalker or a hero worshiper, I asked for his e-mail address so I could send him what I called my bona fides—my record as a journalist over the past three decades. After he had read the CV, I asked if I could make my pitch in person regarding a biography, requesting just fifteen minutes of his time.

“How can I refuse?” he said. “Come on over.”

I took the Amtrak from New York to Washington, and then a taxi to Perle’s comfortable home in Chevy Chase. As I waited in his living room, I panned the memorabilia on the walls and coffee table: photos of the wife and child, of the moms and dads, books on wine and great vineyards, nothing that would reflect a life spent in the bare-knuckled world of global politics.

Perle greeted me in an open-necked shirt and worn cardigan, faded jeans and sandals. He did not cut the swath of a Prince of Darkness; as one of his colleagues remarked, “He’s more like a Jewish koala bear.” I was dressed in a pin-striped business suit and English wing-tipped shoes, standard CBS issue. The outfit was meant to send the message that I was a serious person on what I considered to be serious business.

“Espresso?” he offered, in what would become a ritual greeting.

I declined, and for the next ten minutes he listened as I outlined my plan. I told him I intended to write this book because I had decided he was an interesting person, that I was neither an ideologue nor a polemicist, that I was not, in fact, even a registered voter. There was no agenda, hidden or otherwise, except the pursuit of a good story. I was not requesting his “authorization,” and would not accept it even if offered. I was requesting only his time, spread out over months, and his willingness to answer questions on whatever subject I chose. I would make no promises as to the tone or style I would adopt, or the conclusions I might draw. He would not be allowed to review any material prior to publication and I would not inform him of other interviews I would be conducting, but I would accept his help in contacting individuals I could not reach myself.

Now it was time to sum up. “You know people. Check me out. I don’t do Kitty Kelly but I don’t write valentines either. The bottom line is: There’s nothing in this for you.”

Throughout my monologue Perle sipped his demitasse and studied me with a hint of a smile. “I’m just a footnote,” he said. “Why would anyone want a book about me?”

“That’s my call, isn’t it? If I’m wrong, it’s my fault.”

“Well then, why not?”

Over the next six months, I kept Amtrak in business, wearing out the path between New York and Washington, following Perle on speaking engagements to various cities, and visiting him at his home in Provence. On each occasion, he was as his friends had described him: kind, courteous, witty, and inquisitive.

This is not a book for foreign policy scholars or political partisans. It is the story of a man who, through a combination of luck, timing, and inherent intellectual brilliance (unquestioned even by his legion of critics), found himself at the epicenter of power in a volatile and threatening world, and tried to remodel it to match his ecumenical ideal. It is an attempt to retrace the steps of a man’s life to better understand how he arrived at this place and this time and with his fully formed worldview, regardless of whether that view is shared and celebrated or derided and condemned.

It is a book about Good versus Evil; at Perle’s Place, the menu is short.

As so many things go so horribly wrong in Iraq, both Richard Perle and his Weltanschauung become scrumptious targets for the hubris police. “I’m so damned tired of being called the architect of the Iraq War,” he says. “Huge mistakes were made, but they were not made by neoconservatives. We had almost no voice in what has happened.”

That does not cut any ice with at least one high-ranking administration official. “You had this constant goading that came from Richard, and if he now says, ‘I had nothing to do with Iraq,’ he means he had nothing to do with the planning for it or how many divisions we needed. But his steady drumbeat about how we had to deal with these things, and his constant—constant!—appearances on television in Europe were a source of major distraction. He single-handedly did more to foul up our relations with Europe than any other single human being. And then he would decamp to his house in France!”

“Yes, I think he is hurt,” says friend and vice presidential adviser David Wurmser, “because the overall theory Richard and I and a lot of others had converged in Iraq. And if it was done incompetently, then it reflects on the whole theory of the endeavor. Behind what Richard and I and others were advocating was a revolutionary idea in which stability and condominium, the status quo, are not the foundations for a foreign policy. It’s the spreading of freedom and democracy, and anchoring your foreign policy to those values. And if you implement it incompetently, the whole concept is indicted.”

For Richard Perle, this is a new and painful experience…being linked not only with failure but with a disaster of incalculable proportions. For it wasn’t so long ago that his name was joined with spectacular victories, when his ideas and his endless hours of rigorous debate changed the world for good. After all, he had come so far and learned so fast, it seemed as though the streak would never end. But that was a different time and a different place, back when his world was young.



II. 
 THE IMP OF THE PERVERSE

HE BARELY REMEMBERS New York City, where he was born in September of 1941. Two years later, his father, Jack, a high school dropout who went into the wholesale textile business, moved his family to Southern California, where the climate and the business were more agreeable. There was Martha, an elegant, gracious woman; Richard, a somewhat shy three-year-old, and then a younger brother, Robbie, who was born brain damaged. To this day, no one understands precisely how it happened, but negligence on the part of the hospital was the chief suspicion. The boy could walk and play but was undisciplined and unpredictable. “For a long time, my parents, particularly my mother, simply couldn’t accept the reality that this was irreversible,” Perle said. “She kept taking him from specialist to specialist. They were devastated, of course.”

The end of the war had left a severe housing shortage in Los Angeles. So, for about nine months, the family lived in a hotel in Palm Springs. It was called the Lone Palm for the solitary plant that floated on an island in the middle of the pool. “What I loved about that place was room service. Pancakes for breakfast every morning! And horseback riding. A guy used to take me to his stable for lessons. Remember, in those days Palm Springs was just desert.”

The Perles found a house at 320 Fuller Avenue near La Brea and Fairfax, an area sprinkled with synagogues and delicatessens. Perle recalls having no difficulty making friends in what for him was a mostly uneventful childhood. Thus he was highly puzzled by this little ditty published in the Nation several years ago by Calvin Trillin: 



Consider kids who bullied Richard Perle—

Those kids who said Richard Perle threw just like a girl,

Those kids who poked poor Perle to show how soft

A Mama’s boy could be, those kids who oft-

Times pushed poor Richard down and could be heard

Addressing him as Sissy, Wimp or Nerd.

Those kids have got a lot to answer for,

’Cause Richard Perle now wants to start a war.

The message his demeanor gets across:

He’ll show those playground bullies who’s the boss.

He still looks soft, but when he writes or talks

There is no tougher dude among the hawks.

And he’s got planes and ships and tanks and guns—

All manned, of course, by other people’s sons. 



“I honestly have no idea where he got that,” Perle told me. “I certainly don’t remember ever being bullied. I sent him an e-mail about it. He claims to know some people I went to school with, but I don’t recall any of them.”

When the veracity of Trillin’s doggerel was challenged in a letter to the editor by a woman who claimed to have been in little Richard’s class, Trillin responded, “I suppose Rocco Guntermann, the classmate whose existence you deny, did not say to me just last week, ‘We can settle this if Perlie Girl meets me near the swings at 5 o’clock on Friday—and tell him not to bring two teachers and his mother this time!’ Would it surprise you to learn that Rocco is now a psychotherapist in Sherman Oaks?”

A check of relevant telephone books and professional organizations revealed no Rocco Guntermann. So I phoned Trillin for an explanation. “Yeah,” Trillin laughed, “Rocco was the guy I made up. The really astonishing thing was I literally had no idea where Perle had grown up. I just made up the whole thing that he’d been pushed around in grade school.” Trillin said he was further astonished when a friend’s wife, who claimed to have gone to grade school with Perle, called to ask how Trillin knew that Perle had indeed been bullied. Trillin said he replied, “You mean it’s true? It’s getting so you can’t even invent a slander in this country anymore.”

While Perle insists he has no recollection of such incidents, the protagonist of his one novel, Hard Line, who bears an uncanny resemblance to Perle, is described as a somewhat troubled youth: “He was…different. And so his classmates picked on him in the instinctive, impersonal cruel way of preadolescents, and he withdrew like a turtle inside an emotional shell.”

The Perles’ was not a religious household. Richard became a bar mitzvah but never did memorize his Hebrew. Politics was rarely discussed, although Perle would occasionally taunt his father, a registered Democrat and devotee of FDR, by pretending to espouse radical left-wing causes. Jack Perle was a good-time guy who enjoyed golf and card playing for money, activities that held no interest for Richard. It would be years before the son would come to appreciate what a mensch his father was, how his simple live-and-let-live outlook was both noble and admirable.

“He was very smart,” Perle told me. “Self-taught. Left school. He read a lot and he knew a lot, but he wasn’t an intellectual. By the time I was in high school I was interested in ideas and people who were interested in books and music and so forth. Yes, he was a mensch. And one of the things I am eternally grateful for is that I came to appreciate him while he was still alive. And as I got older, I began to realize he was really a terrific person.”

As a teenager, Perle’s idea of a good time was a spirited set-to with his friends over the issue du jour, be it the congressional resolution making “In God We Trust” the national motto, or the Soviets’ resolution to invade Hungary. For junior high, he was sent to a boarding school called Chadwick, which he described as a beautiful campus on a hillside. He was an indifferent student and, worse, racked up so many demerits for various infractions that he was usually kept at school every other weekend, while his friends were allowed to go home.

“So I got thrown out of there and I ended up at Hollywood High School. Now, I should have gone to Fairfax, which was a much better school, but I picked Hollywood for the most stupid and immature reason: The kid next door went to Hollywood too, so I knew I could always get a lift.”

This was Southern California of the late 1950s, where teenagers would gather at coffeehouses, such as Positano in Malibu, and affect the personae of Jack Kerouac and Lenny Bruce. “I would consider us Bohemian middle class,” said law professor Franklin Zimring, a classmate of Perle’s. “The parents were a lot of people who worked in the industry…attorneys or lesser screenwriters, very much to the left of center. One kid’s father was a lawyer for the Hollywood Ten. These were not the kids who were going to Harvard or the University of Chicago.”

Zimring and Perle were also members of the debate team, which in those days was a special and highly competitive enterprise, with National Forensic League competitions throughout Southern California. Perle invented a particularly effective tactic that disarmed and often embarrassed his opponents. “During a debate, there was a session in which you could ask the other team a question,” recalls composer Russell Horton, who was a member of the Perle-Zimring team. “And they would ask them a question in which the operative word was a ten-dollar word that most sixteen- or seventeen-year-olds wouldn’t understand, but which the judges and debate coaches would. Like, ‘Tell me, would your proposal be applied ubiquitously?’ At this point, the other team had a choice. They could say, ‘I don’t understand what that word means,’ which makes them look pretty bad, or they could just try to bullshit their way out of it. And so you watched them going further and further down the toilet. You just keep saying, ‘But I don’t understand how that is ubiquitous!’ It was really very clever.”

Clever, cunning, artful, adroit. Perle did not have the body, the skills, or the interest for sports, but he had a nimble mind and he used it as a weapon to impress and disarm. On the debate stage rather than the football field, Perle was ten feet tall and bulletproof. His fictional alter ego, Michael Waterman, had all the right stuff: “He learned to stand straight, look his opponents in the eye, and beat the intellectual bejesus out of them—and he did it with zeal.”

Harry Major witnessed young Perle’s entire repertoire. Every high schooler had a teacher like Harry Major, the craggy but benign idealist out of Goodbye, Mr. Chips, Mr. Holland’s Opus, Dead Poets Society, and Stand and Deliver. He is eighty-two now, but little about his student Richard Perle has been lost in the fog of time. “He and I were rather close at one time. I admired his mind, but he was a contrarian. I remember one day in my senior writing class he was reading a book during a lesson. I said, ‘Richard, put the book away and pay attention.’ And he said, ‘I’m reading Robert Frost’s poems and they’re wonderful. You’d think that you as an English teacher would have some respect.’ He tried to turn it around and make me seem like an anti-intellectual. He was cagey that way and I rather liked that”

As Major thought back through that time and began to connect the dots, he could imagine an arc forming, beginning, as Major saw it, with the young and foolish and spiraling downward to the old and tragic. “There was what Edgar Allan Poe called ‘the imp of the perverse’ about him. Poe said, ‘We have the imp of the perverse in all of us and you know it’s there because if you go to a dinner party and you’re standing at the table and a very fat lady is about to sit down on a chair, you know what thought crosses your mind.’ And Richard had the imp of the perverse. And he would end up laughing when I would say, ‘This is just blatant nonsense!’ And he would admit it, you know. He was always challenging the status quo, but it annoyed me because it was usually more on protocol than on principle. I guess he just liked being different.

“He was part of my life, and I think it’s very sad now. This whole business in Iraq has been an incredible blunder and Bush is fighting hard to be the worst president we ever had. And to think that Richard Perle would be enhancing, promoting, encouraging, philosophizing for and with this man makes me shudder. Frankly, I would prefer that no one paid him any attention. Maybe he’ll get an appointment to the Supreme Court.”

There was no epiphany that caused Perle to question what were then his immature, unformed beliefs, just a nagging feeling that although people seemed well off and optimistic at the dusk of the Eisenhower era, they also seemed, well, ungrateful. Perle could not understand why any American would find anything admirable about socialism and so much to criticize about a free-market society. It was not the theory of the worker state that bothered him as much as the practice; to him, tyranny was tyranny no matter how the intellectuals tried to pretty it up. When Perle would visit the homes of his classmates, he was struck by the disparity between the idyllic lifestyle of the parents and their chronic discontent. “Now, these were all very successful people…doctors, lawyers, there was a trade union leader, and they all lived very well. They had houses in the hills with housekeepers and swimming pools, and yet they expressed communist views and sympathy for the Soviet Union. And that troubled me. The incongruity of it troubled me.” Perle hoped to become a university English teacher. “It seemed like the ideal life…discussing Joyce and Yeats with all my graduate students. But then I got involved with a whole new set of issues.”

While dating a classmate, Perle met the girl’s father, Albert Wohlstetter. Technically, Wohlstetter was a mathematician, but that description is profoundly inadequate. Wohlstetter was an intellectual giant in the emerging growth field of strategic nuclear war. He was part of an eclectic band of theorists who had nested comfortably at a military think tank known as the RAND Corporation (“RAND” stands for “Research and Development”). This curious entity came into being as a line item in the budget of the newly formed Department of the Air Force in 1947, and RAND set up shop near a beach in Santa Monica, California. Wohlstetter and his wife, Roberta, became the Nick and Nora of the cold war, re-forming and reshaping the then amorphous wisdom of the time, introducing such concepts as “first strike” and “fail-safe.” At RAND, they and their colleagues worked diligently on their theories, ceding the spotlight to the ostentatious Herman Kahn, known both for his girth and his record-setting twelve-hour lectures. Kahn, who became at least part of the inspiration for the Dr. Strangelove character in Stanley Kubrick’s classic send-up of the nuclear nightmare, became a star of sorts with the publication in 1960 of On Thermonuclear War, a six-hundred-plus-page bit of bombast that included answers to such existential questions as “Will the survivors envy the dead?” Kahn’s response: Don’t worry; be happy. “Despite a widespread belief to the contrary, objective studies indicate that even though the amount of human tragedy would be greatly increased in the postwar world, the increase would not preclude normal and happy lives for the majority of survivors and their descendants.”

Such existential mud puddles were of little interest to Albert and Roberta Wohlstetter. Their focus was firmly on creating a system that would allow the United States to deploy its nuclear and conventional forces in a flexible, devilishly ingenious array, thereby creating a variety of response options of varying intensity. The point was to move conventional thinking away from the ham-fisted notion of “massive retaliation,” the policy in place at the time, formally unveiled by Eisenhower’s secretary of state John Foster Dulles in a speech in 1954.

Sitting by the Wohlstetters’ pool one day, Albert showed Perle a paper he had written called The Delicate Balance of Terror, It was a treatise on tactics to avoid total nuclear war; why Wohlstetter thought a seventeen-year-old would be interested in such matters is perhaps a tribute to Perle’s driving curiosity. The thesis, considered a classic to this day, challenges the most basic assumption of the cold war: that if both sides possessed the capacity to annihilate the other, nuclear war would be senseless. This belief, known as mutually assured destruction, or MAD, was the guiding principle of the day and had gone unchallenged for decades. In language more suited to the skillful essayist or impressively persuasive debater, Wohlstetter objected to MAD not only on moral grounds (of course, a widely held position) but on tactical and practical grounds. Wohlstetter asked, as Perle explained it, What if the Soviets struck with one nuclear weapon? Would we unleash hundreds? And if they struck with one and still had many more, would it make sense for us to retaliate? Wohlstetter defined six major hurdles that must be overcome in designing and deploying forces to meet a multiplicity of threats, and he added, “Prizes for a retaliatory capability are not distributed for getting over one of these jumps. A system must get over all six.”

Wohlstetter then proffered a discriminating mixture of offensive and defensive systems, some existing only in his mind, and concluded on a pessimistic note:

[These decisions] are hard, involve sacrifice, are affected by great uncertainties, concern matters in which much is altogether unknown and much else must be hedged by secrecy; and, above all, they entail a new image of ourselves in a world of persistent danger. It is by no means certain that we shall meet the test.

This last point offered a glimpse of a broader and more profound vision that eclipsed the nuts and bolts of strategic warfare. It raised the question at the very heart of the nation’s character and sense of purpose: We have the power; how shall it be used? In Wohlstetter’s view, it should be used to project America’s values and aspirations, to superimpose its ethics and morals toward a righteous end, to provide safety and security to the vulnerable by guaranteeing its own, and ultimately to defeat evil. Once when Wohlstetter was asked why the United States should intervene in Bosnia when civilians were being slaughtered in many other parts of the world, he replied, “We should start by ending the genocides in which we are complicitous.” Alternatively, he would scowl, then smile and remind his audience, “This is genocide, not another ‘lifestyle choice.’ ”

In later years, the Wohlstetters would troll for sympathetic technocrats and operatives to join their cause. In his book, The Politics of Truth, former ambassador Joseph Wilson, husband of exposed CIA agent Valerie Plame, describes one such incident involving the Wohlstetters and Colonel W. Patrick Lang, a Middle East intelligence expert during the first Bush administration.

Lang described to me a visit from an elderly couple who dropped in on him unannounced one afternoon at his Pentagon office.…They began to probe the colonel for his views and beliefs. Mrs. Wohlstetter pointed out sections in books they had written and asked for his views on theories espoused in them. It became apparent to Lang that he was being auditioned— though, apparently not to the satisfaction of the Wohlstetters. They soon packed up their books and left.

But what had failed to persuade Colonel Lang in 1992 had long since become gospel to Richard Perle, who found in The Delicate Balance of Terror a prelude to a new sense of purpose. “I was probably too young to be drawn to that kind of material,” Perle recalled. “But what I liked about it was how rigorous the argument was. It was just very elegant, systematic, and orderly,” Perle said, “and I am none of those. It was so beautifully argued, and I’ve always been attracted to rigorous argument.”

For Perle, politics had little to do with any of this. This was a study in systems: what are the most effective and efficient means to achieve the desired result. Perle’s political maturation came in no small measure from reading Hans Morgenthau’s A Realistic Theory of International Politics, written in 1948. This was the main text of a political science course Perle took at the University of Southern California (USC), where he began his undergraduate studies in 1960, a manifesto about power, the virtually fundamental, Darwinian inevitability of power that Morgenthau believed existed in the DNA of the human race.

The struggle for power is universal in time and space and is an undeniable fact of experience. It cannot be denied that throughout historic time, regardless of social, economic and political conditions, states have met each other in contests for power. Even though anthropologists have shown that certain primitive peoples seem to be free from the desire for power, nobody has yet shown how their state of mind can be recreated on a worldwide scale so as to eliminate the struggle for power from the international scene.… International politics, like all politics, is a struggle for power. Whatever the ultimate aims of international politics, power is always the immediate aim.

“It’s a very well done argument for what is called the ‘realistic’ school of international relations theory,” Perle explained. “It always amuses me when I’m referred to as an ideologue as opposed to a realist because I grew up with Morgenthau. And his book had the same quality as Wohlstetter’s paper; he lays out an argument and then thinks of all the counterarguments and analyzes each one of them. So, his view is that the world is a Hobbesian world…it’s basically everyone against everyone.”

Perle did some minor campaign work for John Kennedy, regarding the option of Richard Nixon “appalling.” “I was never a fan of Richard Nixon and never became a fan of his, although I came to regard him as pretty shrewd and intelligent.” Their paths would cross repeatedly in the years to come.

In 1962, Perle got his first glimpse of what the dark side of power looked like when he visited Berlin during summer vacation. He arrived shortly after a young East German named Peter Fechter had been shot while trying to climb the Berlin Wall, and then bled to death in the no-man’s-land between the East and West German guards. Perle stayed at a small hotel near the spot where Fechter had died and where thousands of floral arrangements had been laid. Fechter had been twenty-one years old, the same age as Perle. At that time an American could take a train into East Berlin and safely return, and Perle was eager to see what was on the other side of the Wall. He took with him a copy of the International Herald Tribune, the German newspaper Die Welt (although he could not read German), and a Peanuts cartoon book, which the East German guard confiscated.

He sat on a park bench and opened the Herald Tribune, hoping someone would see him reading this English paper and speak with him. When no one did, he opened Die Welt and pretended to be reading it when he saw a man walk slowly past him. No contact. The young American was too naive to realize that the stroller might well be a Stasi officer on patrol. The man returned, walking now from Perle’s right to his left. Still no contact. On the third stroll the man sat down next to Perle and began to speak to him in fractured English. The two used hand signs and body language to communicate, and when the man, Walter, felt it was safe, he fetched his wife and daughter, who Perle figured to be about seven or eight years old.

They said they lived in Mecklenburg, an agricultural area in the northern part of the country, and had come to Berlin on a holiday. Their transportation was a motorcycle with a sidecar for the mother and daughter. Walter explained that they had come to Berlin so they could eat decently. There was little food in their town, even though it was located in rich farm country. Perle invited the trio to lunch at a nearby café, and when the check came, Walter insisted on paying. “I don’t want you to give them a single mark,” he told Perle. The Germans were astonished to learn that Americans could travel from state to state without a passport or permission from anyone. They had required approval to travel from their home to Berlin. The daughter had never met a man who did not speak German, and as Perle kept leaning close to Walter to ascertain what he was saying, the girl probably assumed the American was hard of hearing. They walked and talked throughout the day and well into the night, arriving at the station where Perle could get the last train out at eleven p.m. Walter handed Perle a piece of paper with his address and said, “Please send me books and magazines.” The wife, seeing this, grabbed Perle and said, “Please, he’s been in trouble before. I beg you…don’t send anything!” As the train approached, the little girl began crying. It was a scene from a movie, and Richard Perle cries at sad movies. “It was a very emotional moment, because I knew I would never see them again. So that was my first encounter with life in a totalitarian state.”

He earned his BA in international politics at USC, and later an MA in politics at Princeton. For his doctoral work, Perle applied to the London School of Economics (LSE) and was accepted despite his lackluster academic performance. At LSE, he made friends easily, including documentary film producer Brian Lapping, a Brit who would remain a friend and eventually a neighbor at their vacation homes in Provence.

“Richard was doing his PhD, which, typically, he never finished,” Lapping recalled. “And he asked this girl, Ann, to go out with him. She replied that she was engaged.” She was engaged all right, to Lapping.

“So Richard said, ‘Why don’t you and your fiancé come and have a meal with me?’ He was sharing a flat with Edward Luttwack (a Romanian-born Jew of breathtaking knowledge and conceit who would become a forceful strategic thinker both in and out of government) and typically, Richard went into the kitchen and cooked a wonderful supper, (an appreciation of good wine and good food being two more gifts from Albert Wohlstetter). But Luttwack talked without cease. We had to invite Richard back so we could get to know him. And the thing we talked about with most enthusiasm and shared vision was how it was stupid to be soft on foreign policy.”

Among Perle’s professors at LSE was the Marxist theoretician Ralph Miliband, creator of the New Reasoner, the New Left Review, and the Socialist Register, none of which would ever make Perle’s required reading list. Lapping calls Miliband “one of those dreadful Left figures whom Richard was pretty contemptuous of.” Perle remembers the bright side. “The best thing that happened to me in Ralph Miliband’s class was a lifelong relationship with the girl who sat next to me. That was Ann Lapping. So I’m grateful to Miliband for that.”

Just a month into the semester, the Cuban missile crisis brought the world to a standstill. The students organized an emergency debate and Perle signed up to speak, not realizing that debates in the UK often resemble question time for the prime minister, with its attendant hooting and hollering. “I had no idea what to expect when I got up on that stage,” Perle told me. “So I got shouted at and heckled, but I was pretty confident in my argument.” There would be no war, Perle insisted, pipe in hand, because the United States had the overwhelming local advantage. As for deterrence, the Soviets would be outnumbered in missiles by fifty to one, plus they were burdened with the added disadvantage of having a very long supply line while the United States was right next door. “The Russians will back down,” Perle said as the room became quiet. It was pure Perle, staring down the naysayers, beating the intellectual bejesus out of them.

Former assistant secretary of state Richard Burt, a man who jousted with Perle throughout his career, told me, “Richard Perle can take a really bad idea and make it sound almost plausible and reasonable, even brilliant. And I came to admire his ability to read an audience, understand what people want to hear or need to hear, and couch his argument in terms that sounded so completely sensible.” For Perle, the missile crisis was a cautionary lesson in the vagaries of empirical wisdom; what you believe you see is not always what is there…a reality that would come back to haunt him many decades later over the war in Iraq.

“I don’t recall being afraid at the time,” he said. “I recall being puzzled that no less than Bertrand Russell had packed up and gone to Scotland. There was pretty damn close to a panic that there was going to be a nuclear war, and I was pretty sure there wasn’t going to be. But the subsequent history suggests the situation was graver than I thought it was. I was too young and inexperienced to take into account miscalculations and errors and misperceptions.”

Perle returned to the United States in 1964 in time to watch the Johnson landslide over Barry Goldwater, and the slow but steady military escalation in Vietnam. “I was doubtful about the war from the beginning,” Perle said, “because I didn’t think we could win. But I didn’t believe it was immoral and I certainly didn’t sympathize with the North Vietnamese or the Vietcong.” And as America’s fortunes began to sour in Southeast Asia, so did Perle’s life back in the states. First, he married a young Danish girl who suffered a nervous breakdown just one week after the marriage. For two years he stayed with her in Denmark, hoping she would recover while trying to finish his thesis in the meantime. In the end, they thought it best that he return to the United States; he went back to Princeton but continued to speak with her long after their divorce and his second marriage.

Second, between 1969 and 1971, both his mother and his father died of cancer. Now it would be just Richard and the impaired Robbie, who was being moved from place to place like an unwanted guest. “Richard would buy him LA Dodger tickets,” said longtime friend Howard Feldman. “Robbie loves baseball. It’s been a very difficult thing for Richard with his parents gone and all. I know it weighs pretty heavily on him.” Of his brother, Perle would say only, “He’s alive. I talk to him on occasion, usually when he’s in some sort of desperate trouble. And then for months at a time I won’t hear from him.”

Another man might well have drowned in despair, but Perle was saved by a chance meeting with a man who would become both his mentor and his surrogate father; Senator Henry “Scoop” Jackson, Democrat from the state of Washington. Of Jackson, Perle told me, “He was my father when I still really had a father. He would counsel me on things fathers counsel kids about. And because he was not my father, I was probably more willing to take his advice.”

It would be the start of a beautiful friendship, a marriage made on Capitol Hill.



III. 
 THE SORCERER’S APPRENTICE

ONE COULD STOCK a midsized library with books about the origins of the neoconservative movement. Why this genesis should generate almost as much scrutiny as the Almighty’s is no doubt a sign of the times. As the neocons achieved cult status as a shadow government during the Clinton years, their bloodlines became a source of fascination among those who analyze how the new players evolved from the old. Machiavelli, Hobbs, and Leon Trotsky are often cited as the holy trinity for their belief that only an enlightened elite can bring order to the mindless chaos of the masses. What appeared to be this decidedly un-American view was promulgated by Leo Strauss, a German-Jewish immigrant professor at the University of Chicago in the 1950s and 1960s. As the lineage is usually described in the media, Strauss begat philosopher Allan Bloom, who begat political theorist Irving Kristol, the self-described “liberal who was mugged by reality,” and they in turn begat a young Paul Wolfowitz and a tribe of true believers who would dominate the George W. Bush administration and bring about the Iraq War.

But as lapsed neocon Francis Fukuyama put it, “More nonsense has been written about Leo Strauss and his connection to the Iraq War than any other subject.” Perhaps, but that is because Strauss’s disciples, most notably Wolfowitz, are unapologetic in their allegiance to Strauss’s writings and teachings, as least as they interpret them. Decades after Strauss’s death in 1973, scholars continue to argue over whether Strauss was, as the New York Times wondered, “Democracy’s Best Friend or an Anti-Democratic Elitist.”

If Richard Perle’s tag as the Prince of Darkness was a case of mistaken identity, his label as a Straussian is guilt by association. True, Wolfowitz and most other proud Straussians are friends and colleagues, but Perle insists he is neither a Strauss acolyte nor a Wilsonian, the other adjective usually paired with his name. Woodrow Wilson believed America’s role in the world was the spreading of democracy through mostly peaceful means, making him, in the minds of neocons, half right, and leaving Perle with yet another label—“a Wilsonian in combat boots,” as one wag put it.

Perle resists any attempts by friend and foe to pigeonhole or typecast him. “I don’t think in grand historical terms,” he once said to me. “I have only a passing acquaintance with Woodrow Wilson’s writing and thinking and I would not have identified with him. If you develop along the lines of people you admire, I hugely admired Churchill and his refusal to accept defeat.”

Far less esoteric and more to the point is the view that neocon flora sprouted in early January 1953, in suite 1428 on the fourth floor of the Old Senate Office Building, the home of freshman senator Henry Jackson of Washington. Jackson, a six-term congressman, was considered something of a maverick even in a time when sharp ideological differences divided postwar America. He pilloried President Eisenhower for not spending enough to fight communism, yet resigned from Senator Joseph McCarthy’s Subcommittee on Government Operations in 1953 in protest over McCarthy’s anticommunist “witch hunts.” He twice introduced resolutions calling for across-the-board arms cuts with the Soviet Union but later did everything in his power to try to scuttle the 1972 Anti-Ballistic Missile Treaty.

Scoop Jackson was a libertarian, human rights activist, social conservative and persistent advocate of American military might, and over the next three decades he would become one of the most respected figures ever to walk the halls of the U.S. Senate. By himself, Jackson was a formidable presence, but his stature and effectiveness were enhanced even further by a supporting cast admired and feared for its tenacity and tactical brilliance.

Jackson’s most significant early recruit was a diminutive dynamo named Dorothy Fosdick. “Dickie,” as she was known, had already compiled an extraordinary résumé by the time Jackson met her in 1954. Even her pedigree was impressive: daughter of Harry Emerson Fosdick, the pacifist pastor of New York City’s magnificent Riverside Church, built for him by John D. Rockefeller, Jr., She had come to the State Department in 1942 to work on the optimistically-named Postwar Planning Division. Over the next decade Dickie would assist an all-star cast of U.S. foreign policy Brahmins, including George Kennan, Paul Nitze, General George C. Marshall, and Eleanor Roosevelt, with whom Fosdick helped draft the Universal Declaration of Human Rights for the newly launched United Nations.

Fosdick’s worldview was rooted in the philosophy of her father’s contemporary and rival, Reinhold Niebuhr, who managed to find the square root of the two dominant doctrines of the day: the cynical realists—the biblical “children of darkness”—and the idealists—the “children of light.” In Niebuhr’s view, both were dangerously misguided.

The children of darkness are evil because they know no law beyond the self. They are wise, though evil, because they understand the power of self-interest. The children of light are virtuous because they have some conception of a higher law than their own will. They are usually foolish because they do not know the power of self-will. They underestimate the peril of anarchy in both the national and international community. Modern democratic civilization is, in short, sentimental rather than cynical…it does not know that the same man who is ostensibly devoted to “the common good” may have desires and ambitions, hopes and fears, which set him at variance with his neighbor.

Written in 1944, Niebuhr’s The Children of Light and the Children of Darkness is both an admonition and a warning to a world community that had not yet recognized the full horror of the Nazi reign. “Realism” without a moral sense, without humanity, is corrosive and destructive. He who worships self-interest inherits the wind. “Idealism” without a full understanding and acceptance of man’s baser instincts leads to subjugation and defeat. The blueprint for survival and growth lies in between and must include common cause against those who would impose their will borne of self-interest upon others. The shorthand: Both America’s cynicism and its naïveté made it blind to the demonic fury of Nazism, and it must not make the same mistake with the Soviet Union.

For Fosdick, this view was a moral imperative, and it meshed seamlessly with Jackson’s. In April of 1945, he and seven other congressmen were invited by General Eisenhower to visit the just-liberated death camp at Buchenwald. Jackson was said to have dismissed rumors of atrocities as anti-German propaganda, recalling that similar reports had also been heard during World War I. But seeing led to belief and acceptance. “The atrocities are the most sordid I have ever imagined.…It is impossible to describe adequately in words the condition of these prisoners,” he wrote.

In an oral history project recorded years after Jackson’s death, Fosdick described that moment in Jackson’s life as a true epiphany. “In some ways, this was his most profound experience, because the Holocaust was, from his point of view, not only a tragedy for the Jews but was the utter breakdown of law and order and justice and politics and humanity. And it also underscored the inability of the West to appreciate the dangers of totalitarianism and the horrors it could invoke if it was left to run riot and not withstood early.”

Jackson’s major theme throughout the Eisenhower years and into the New Frontier was that the Soviet Union could not and should not be trusted, and that institutions such as the United Nations are an unreliable substitute for strong, independent governance. Jackson said precisely that in a speech to the National Press Club in 1962, a speech coauthored by Dickie Fosdick: “The hope for peace and justice does not lie with the United Nations. Indeed the truth is almost exactly the reverse. The best hope for the United Nations lies in the maintenance of peace, and peace depends on the power and unity of the Atlantic community and the skill of our direct diplomacy.”

The UN-as-piñata would become a neocon theme, echoed a decade later by Daniel Patrick Moynihan and still later by George W. Bush’s almost-ambassador to the UN, John Bolton. Their attitude was, essentially, Why even play in a game in which the deck is stacked? Let the corrupt diplomats double-park in Manhattan with impunity and dine on the dole at Le Cirque. America can handle itself. Adlai Stevenson, America’s UN ambassador at the time of Jackson’s broadside, called the speech “a grave mistake.” In his mind it was Dorothy Fosdick getting even for their love affair that had gone sour, a liason that had been an open secret in Washington at the time. Stevenson’s appeals to educate Jackson on the importance of the UN and America’s role in it were rebuffed.

As the Democrats tore themselves apart over the Vietnam War, Jackson stuck by Lyndon Johnson, not so much out of loyalty to his party’s leader as from sheer conviction that the domino theory was real, and that withdrawal would embolden the Soviet Union. His support of the war caused some of his constituents to question both his judgment and his sanity, but he continued to be reelected by wide margins.

The backdrop against which Vietnam and other international skirmishes played out was the growing nuclear arsenal of the Soviet Union and the emergence of China as a nuclear power. Johnson’s defense secretary, Robert McNamara, favored capping U.S. nuclear forces at a level that he believed would maintain the stability of MAD but not necessarily assure nuclear superiority. When word surfaced that the Soviets were attempting to build a missile shield around Moscow, McNamara convinced the president that an increase in either offensive or defensive weapons would be a waste of money and would, he believed, actually make America less secure.

Thus began debate on what would become the great chimera of the U.S.-Soviet arms control saga: the anti-ballistic missile shield.

In 1969, doctoral student Richard Perle was invited to Washington by his old friend Albert Wohlstetter to attend a meeting of great importance. Also in attendance was Wohlstetter’s prize student, Paul Wolfowitz, along with former secretary of state Dean Acheson and former secretary of the navy Paul Nitze.

At the time, Congress was hotly debating an antiballistic missile system, known as Safeguard, which would much later morph into the Strategic Defense Initiative (SDI), or Star Wars, during the Reagan administration. Under the Safeguard proposal, both the United States and the Soviets could expand from two to twelve defensive sites at which missiles could be launched to intercept an enemy’s incoming missiles. (When the treaty was finally signed in 1972, it allowed only two sites each, and that number was reduced to one in 1974.) Never mind that the systems probably wouldn’t work. The fantasy of a missile shield had been peddled almost nonstop since the end of World War II by various tub-thumpers including Daniel Graham, a director of the Defense Intelligence Agency, and Edward Teller, the self-proclaimed “father” of the hydrogen bomb. Among their more arcane proposals was a fleet of small, one-man space cruisers orbiting Earth in search of stealth missile launches, and the construction of a gigantic warhead that could destroy many enemy missiles as they arced through space. Although Safeguard was a relatively modest attempt at missile defense, President Nixon’s support of it was strongly opposed by liberal senators such as J. William Fulbright, (D-Ark.), Stuart Symington, (D-Mo.), and Edward Kennedy (D-Mass.) on the grounds that it would spur the arms race and damage any hope of a new arms limitation agreement with the Soviets.

To formulate a powerful response to the doves, Wohlstetter directed young Perle and Wolfowitz to go around Washington and interview senators on their knowledge of and views on the issue. “One of the people we interviewed was Scoop Jackson,” Perle said. “It was love at first sight. Here we were, a couple of graduate students, sitting on the floor of Scoop’s office, reviewing charts on the ballistic missile defense and listening to his views on the subject…At one point, Scoop said, ‘You’re never really going to understand how this government works until you have direct experience. So why don’t you come to work for me for a year and you can work on your thesis in your spare time?’ But there was never any spare time with Scoop, and I was there for eleven years.”

Jackson led the fight for Safeguard funding and won it largely because the charts prepared for him by Perle and Wolfowitz were bigger and more impressive than the charts used in debate by Symington and the liberal opposition. As Wolfowitz recalled, “What impressed me was that he insisted on understanding the results we got on the graphs. He sat on the ground with two twenty-nine year old graduate students to master them.”

While Wolfowitz took a different but parallel path, Perle stayed with Jackson and Fosdick. His education would include discipline in the necessary but mundane habits of being a good citizen (such as remembering to file income tax returns, paying parking tickets, and balancing one’s checkbook, which they taught him) as well as the finer art of Capitol Hill gamesmanship. The latter included knowing how and when to leak to the press information favorable to one’s cause or unfavorable to the opposition’s; knowing how to draft a “killer amendment” that would thwart unwanted legislation; knowing when to have your man enter a meeting to gain an advantage (the last man in usually wins); and knowing how to rearrange chairs at a committee hearing so that a hapless opponent cannot hear the stage prompts from his staff. “I did that to Cy Vance,” Perle recalled with a smile about some long-ago battle with Jimmy Carter’s secretary of state. “I knew that he simply didn’t know what he was talking about. The real policy was being made by people way below him. And if I could put him in a position where he was separated from his staff, he would flounder more or less immediately, and that’s exactly what happened.”

“And this gave you great pleasure?” I asked.

“We thought he was doing the wrong thing, and in fact didn’t understand in any reasonable level of detail what he was doing and it was important to expose that to the other senators.”

Perle quickly became known as something of a pit bull in the corridors of Congress, considered a gentlemanly but consummate infighter wielding a velvet shiv, who could kill softly by employing his virtues of patience and curiosity. “He doesn’t browbeat people,” Richard Burt said. “He just asks questions and bides his time. He very quickly tries to assess a situation and figure out who his allies are and who his adversaries are. Most people in government don’t do that.” Those who liked Scoop Jackson but disagreed with some of his positions often blamed Perle for provoking adversarial relationships. In fact, a former cabinet member said Perle’s symbiotic relationship with Jackson affected the teacher more than the pupil. “I ran into Scoop in the late seventies after Perle had left his staff and it was like having an old friend back. He was relaxed and comfortable and funny, like he used to be.”

“Complete rubbish,” Perle responded when the story was relayed to him. “Scoop didn’t change. That’s really absurd.”

Jackson himself was known as a tough but reasonable consensus builder, who could cajole a fence-sitting senator to climb down on his side. “I remember telling Scoop we needed a vote and that [Jacob] Javits just might go our way,” Perle said. “And Scoop said, ‘I’ll get him in the gym.’ Well, three days go by and Javits didn’t go to the gym. But when he did, sure enough, Scoop got him.”

Jackson also taught Perle how to lose a hand but still win the pot. As Richard Nixon lobbied hard for Senate ratification of the ABM Treaty, Jackson realized he could not muster the votes to block it. But before the vote on the ABM Treaty, there would be a vote on an Interim Agreement (later known as SALT I), a kind of corollary to the treaty that dealt strictly with offensive missiles and which would require only a simple majority to pass. That made it vulnerable to manipulation.

Jackson agreed to an idea Perle suggested: an amendment to the Interim Agreement strongly recommending that in any future agreements with the Soviets the United States should not be limited to an inferior level of strategic forces. Now, who could oppose that? It was a slap-down to the administration, and to make sure everyone got the message, Jackson got Republican Hugh Scott to cosponsor it and had Perle leak a draft to William Beecher of the New York Times. Passage of the Interim Agreement was the responsibility of Arkansas senator J. William Fulbright, chairman of the Foreign Relations Committee, a fan of arms control and a foe of Jackson.

As Perle recalls, during the Interim Agreement debate, California senator Alan Cranston came rushing to the floor to ask Fulbright, “Mr. Chairman, are you aware there’s a story by William Beecher that the senator from Washington is going to introduce an amendment highly critical of the administration and that Senator Scott is cosponsoring it?”

“Fulbright says he knows nothing about it and orders his assistant to look into it,” Perle laughed. “So the guy comes back and confirms it, and Fulbright says, ‘I can’t believe they would do this.’ And just then Scoop says, ‘We’re just asking for equality in these arms agreements.’ And then he turns to Fulbright, who was still a racist in those days, and says, ‘Senator, I think we’re entitled to equality in all matters.’ So we passed it, both houses, overwhelmingly.”

Perle then leaned forward, relishing the memory. “That was a very clever amendment, but the germ of the idea was not mine, although I would love to have you write that it was. The idea came from Fred Ikle, the director of the Arms Control Agency. He quietly said to me one day, ‘You know, to stiffen them in future negotiations an injunction might be a good idea.’ So I wrote it up as an amendment.”

The amendment had no legal authority; it was pure oratory. Nixon and future presidents could ignore it, but they could not ignore its powerful political impact. Even Henry Kissinger admitted that the amendment created a new reality in which larger deals that sought to balance many elements would be impossible. In fact, it would rear its head a decade later during an intense nuclear arms negotiation with the Soviets that would frame Perle’s career.

What began incubating in Scoop Jackson’s office was the embryo of a political cadre that would have a profound effect on U.S. foreign policy for decades to come, a band of brothers (with den mother Fosdick) who would move the United States away from negotiation and accommodation with the Soviet Union and other adversaries, to a position of aggressive confrontation. This group included Elliott Abrams, a former member of Harvard’s Young Socialist League who became a special counsel to Jackson and later was convicted of withholding information from Congress in the Iran-Contra Affair; a summer intern named Douglas Feith, another Harvard man, who as assistant secretary of defense for George W. Bush would supervise a special unit designed to buttress the case for the Iraq War; Frank Gaffney, who would become the Defense Department’s leading cheerleader for the Star Wars missile defense shield; Jim Woolsey, whom Perle and Jackson met at a dinner party, later becoming one of Bill Clinton’s CIA directors; scholar Michael Ledeen, a National Security Council (NSC) consultant who also became embroiled in the Iran-Contra Affair; and a handful of other important players, each revolving around Richard Perle, who, in turn, revolved around Jackson. These were salad days indeed for young and restless conservatives out to change the world.

“Richard helped make Jackson more effective than Jackson otherwise would have been,” recalled Feith. “Now, that’s a big deal. For a senator to appreciate the value of a staffer who can be incisive and skillful at argumentation like a well-trained lawyer who is also careful about his facts, that’s a very big deal.”

Because Perle was the star of the company, the players had to indulge his eccentric work habits. The Prince of Darkness did not function by the dawn’s early light. “You could not get him into the office,” Howard Feldman said. “He not only slept late; he perfected the art of answering the phone at home as if he was really alert.”

“The desk I was seated next to was often vacant because Richard was not often in the office,” said Frank Gaffney with a laugh. “He would materialize as though the Messiah had been brought back to Earth. He would not work the morning shift and often would not appear at all. But, when the chips were down, he would pull an all-nighter to get something done that could have easily gotten done in the daytime.” Perle’s nocturnal habits would travel with him a decade later when he worked for the Pentagon. “He wouldn’t come in until nine thirty or so, after he had had his usual espresso, which was not the Pentagon way,” Perle’s friend and former aide Bruce Jackson told me. “There, if the boss showed up at seven a.m., you showed up at six thirty just to beat him, like a guts poker game. Richard wouldn’t play that at all. [Caspar]Weinberger would say when his staff was supposed to meet, and Richard would say, ‘Well, then I’m not coming because it’s too early for me.’ That was pretty amazing.”

Perle almost never attended Jackson’s morning staff meetings either. He would write the senator’s speeches and position papers at home at night and leave them in his mailbox outside his Capitol Hill apartment. Dickie Fosdick would pick them up and review them until eleven thirty or so, when Perle would wander into the office. “This was a holdover from my student days,” Perle admitted. “The reason partly is that things are quieter at night. The phone doesn’t ring and you can concentrate.”

In the early years of Perle’s apprenticeship with Jackson, their biggest headaches were President Nixon and his national security advisor, Henry Kissinger. Jackson’s relationship with them was complex, with the senator supporting the administration on Vietnam and on wage and price controls, but staunchly opposing them on the broad policy of détente with the Soviets. The Jacksonites believed that détente was a weak and cowardly position to adopt against an implacable and relentless foe, a form of appeasement. They claimed it was Kissinger, not Perle, who held a dark view of America, perceiving it as a nation in decline whose least painful option was an accommodation with Moscow and an acceptance of the Soviets as equals.

“Kissinger had illusions that he was this great statesman who would be able to make deals with the Russians,” Fosdick recalled. “He was used to coming up the Hill and wowing them and having his way. But in Scoop he found his equal. Scoop was no less the strategist and global-minded statesman, and he had just as much self-confidence as Kissinger.”

To agree to bargain at all is to place one’s adversary on an equal moral footing, a concession that Jackson, Perle, and their team found abhorrent. They believed that because of the Soviets’ deplorable human rights record, their numerous treaty violations, and their incessant mischief-making around the world, they should be confronted only from a position of strength and only when the outcome of talks would be in America’s interest, that is, not mutually beneficial. The longer the United States continued to negotiate with the Soviets, they insisted, the longer the corrupt, evil empire would threaten America and the rest of the world. So the battle between the concept of détente and the concept of no retreat, no compromise, and no negotiation was joined, with staffer Richard Perle riding shotgun. He used every weapon in his arsenal to sway public opinion and move Jackson’s Senate colleagues away from the Kissinger–State Department embrace of the status quo and toward the more assertive, even obstreperous positions he and Jackson believed in. Provocative memos and position papers (described by one aide as “works of art”), plants and leaks in the columns of friendly journalists, horse trades with aides to committee chairmen; all this and more Perle orchestrated with a self-confidence uncommon for one in his early thirties.

Ken Adelman, who would join Perle in the arms control effort during the Reagan administration, still marvels at Perle’s talent for making something big out of something quite modest. “It’s his ability to use an otherwise forgettable office in an unforgettable way,” Adelman told me. “You know, a staffer on the Hill is considered one of the lower forms of life. And usually they do some things and then they move on. But Richard made it into such an important position that Henry Kissinger at the height of his powers as national security advisor was thinking about what Richard Perle would do next.”

Figuring out what Perle would do next became something of a spectator sport in Washington. Adelman recalled that when Perle went to work at the Pentagon during the Reagan years, his immediate boss, Frank Carlucci, would often call to share his bewilderment. “He’d call me up and say, ‘Ken, I just heard this story about what Richard did. He said this, and he leaked that, and he did this. What do you think?’ And I would say, ‘That sounds about right to me. But it’s worth it. It’s worth having this guy.’ And a few days later he’d call again and say, ‘Ken, I just heard another story about Richard. He contacted this guy, and he didn’t go to the morning meetings, and what do you make of this?’ And I’d say, ‘It’s worth it, Frank. It’s worth it.’ ”

Perle was already a star by the time Michael Ledeen met him in 1977, and their first substantive dialogue concerned not foreign policy but French food for fun and profit. “He had a scheme to start a soufflé restaurant. Either he or some friend had invented some kind of soufflé oven in which you, the customer, came in and you got your little soufflé bowl and you picked a flavor…lemon, chocolate, whatever. And then they’d pour the flavor in and you would stir it and then watch it rise in this oven that had plastic windows. The big rumor around Washington was that Kissinger had raised a lot of money to invest in this restaurant just to get Richard off of Capitol Hill. He wanted to put him permanently in the restaurant business.”

While Jackson, Fosdick, and Perle were natural allies in their view of the Soviet Union, Perle was something of a neophyte on Middle East policy and the Israeli-Arab conflict. By his own admission, Perle had not spent much time thinking about American policy in the region, and whether the interests of the United States and Israel were always in harmony. Jackson, of Norwegian descent, developed an idealized view of the Israelis as being much like his ancestors: intelligent, industrious, independent, and as vulnerable as Norwegians were in 1940. He once told Israeli prime minister Yitzhak Rabin, “We small people have to stick together.”

Once, during a fact-finding tour of Saudi Arabia, Israel, and Iran, the Saudis initially refused to grant Perle and Fosdick visas because they were believed to be Jewish. Jackson picked up the phone and called Joseph Sisco, assistant secretary of state for Middle Eastern affairs. “If those visas aren’t here within 24 hours, we’ll just spend more time in Iran.” The visas arrived promptly.

Fosdick’s affinity for Israel grew from her liberal upbringing and her work with Eleanor Roosevelt on the human rights manifesto for the UN. Together, the two Protestants taught the Jewish kid from Hollywood High that in support for Israel, America had not only a strategic motive, but as they saw it, a moral imperative as well. And in one volatile issue, the concerns of all three compatriots converged with an almost biblical quality: emigration for Soviet Jews.

Following Israel’s smashing victory in the Six Days’ War of 1967, a surge of pride among Soviet Jews led to demands for greater emigration. The Soviets responded by allowing a trickle of Jews to leave, but in the summer of 1972 Moscow declared that anyone wishing to leave would have to pay an “education tax,” supposedly to compensate the state for the money it had spent on their education. In reality, of course, the tax was imposed to stifle emigration entirely. At the same time, the Nixon administration was anxious to extend most-favored-nation trading status to the Soviets, more subsidized loans, and grain deals of epic proportions. The grain deals alone were so large that they accounted for 25 percent of the entire U.S. crop of 1972, causing domestic prices for grain products to spike.

The idea of linking Soviet Jewish emigration with the Nixon-Kissinger détente may not have originated with Jackson, Perle, and Fosdick, but they knew an opportunity when they saw one. This was perfect—an opportunity to push human rights, to infuriate the Russians, to help Israel, and to torment Kissinger and Nixon all at once.

As Perle recalled, “Several senators dispatched their top staffers to figure out a way to block the trade agreement. I was there for Scoop.” The group knew that any trade agreement with the Soviets would require congressional approval, so the first clear option was to tack on an amendment that would be a quid pro quo: the trade deal in exchange for free emigration. They knew this would be a provocative move, since it was blatantly anti-Soviet legislation. Some advised “quiet diplomacy,” a notion Perle would grow to detest as his many dustups with various administrations grew in intensity. No, it would have to be a straightforward, unambiguous, no-nonsense, in-your-face amendment, and if the Soviets balked, too bad.

Jackson agreed with the assessment and instructed Perle to immediately draft an amendment and work with the Senate lawyers to get the language just right. “Nowhere in the amendment did we insert the word ‘Jew,’ ” Perle recalled. “Scoop knew of course that the principal demand for visas came from Soviet Jews, but he felt that any protection his amendment might offer should apply to Jews and non-Jews alike.”

On October 4, 1972, they introduced legislation that denied trade concessions to any country that did not respect the right of its citizens to emigrate. Sponsoring the House version of the bill was a former judge from Cleveland named Charles Vanik, whose constituents in Ohio’s 22nd district included a significant number of liberal Jews and émigrés from eastern Europe. Vanik, of Czech ancestry, traveled frequently to Prague to meet with dissidents, and used his position on the Ways and Means Committee to keep the dissidents’ cause in the spotlight. Long after his retirement, Vanik was given a special award by Czech President Václav Havel in appreciation of his efforts. The so-called Jackson-Vanik amendment applied to all races, religions, and places of national origin but did not affect nonsubsidized trade or commercial lending. In other words, no cash, no deal.

Nixon and Kissinger were furious. They had devised a series of interlocking relationships with the Soviets, and Jackson-Vanik could topple the whole house of cards. Kissinger protégé Brent Scowcroft was then a member of the NSC staff. “We tried to explain to Jackson and Perle that the results of Jackson-Vanik would be to shut off emigration. And they said, ‘Oh, no, no, no.’ We were trying to accomplish what they wanted by cooperating with the Soviet Union and making an agreement that would allow a certain number to go. Well, they didn’t want that. They wanted to clobber the Soviet Union.”

“In other words,” I asked, “Perle wanted either a whole loaf or no loaf at all?”

“Or better a loaf gained with a club than with a rose,” General Scowcroft replied.

Privately, Richard Nixon vented about the meddling of what he called “professional Jews,” but he was reluctant to antagonize Jewish voters in the upcoming elections. So, he and Jackson reached a compromise: Nixon agreed not to lobby Republican senators to kill the amendment if Jackson agreed not to make Jewish emigration a campaign issue. Nixon, ever the politician, figured the amendment would never pass the Senate anyway, and, even if it did, it probably wouldn’t make it past the House Ways and Means Committee.

Then came an incident that sealed Perle’s and Jackson’s distrust of Kissinger. At the start of the 1973 Yom Kippur War, both the Soviets and the Americans expected the Israelis to win as easily and decisively as it had in 1967. But the attack by Egypt and Syria caught Israel by such surprise that for several days it appeared the Arabs might actually win, or at least claim a large chunk of territory in a settlement. Kissinger, who always put détente and relations with the Soviets ahead of all else, wanted Israel to win only a partial victory, just enough for Egyptian president Sadat to save face, and demonstrate to the Israelis how dependent they were on American aid and weaponry. “The best thing that could happen for us,” Kissinger reportedly told Defense Secretary James Schlesinger, “is for the Israelis to come out ahead but get bloodied in the process.”

As Egyptian and Syrian forces, egged on by the Soviets, began to cripple the Israelis, Tel Aviv sent an urgent request to the United States for a massive supply of arms and equipment. Kissinger stalled, still believing the Israelis would win and not wanting to antagonize moderate Arab states.

As Perle tells it, the Israeli embassy used him as a conduit to keep in constant contact with Scoop Jackson, who knew Kissinger was lying about the reasons for the stalled airlift. Perle had heard Kissinger make telephoned statements to the Israelis that directly contradicted the known facts, blaming Defense Secretary Schlesinger for the holdup. Finally, Jackson’s good friend Admiral Elmo Zumwalt told Jackson that Israel would lose the war if it was not resupplied immediately. Jackson went directly to Nixon, who ordered Schlesinger and Kissinger to give Israel everything it needed.

Jackson told reporters he saw Kissinger’s cynical actions as “a disastrous example of his version of détente. Without Soviet support and material encouragement, without Soviet training and equipment, the war would never have been started.” And when the Soviets realized the Arabs just might win, Jackson said the Soviets began “pouring in all this stuff because the United States was not moving anything. Where in all this is détente?”

So it was no surprise that the Jackson-Vanik amendment, despite its long and arduous journey through Congress, contained an element of payback as regards Henry Kissinger. The amendment bounced back and forth between the Senate and the White House for several years. But in 1974, when it became clear that Jackson now had the votes in the Senate, Nixon flew into a rage, calling Jackson irresponsible for sacrificing so much business with the Soviets for the sake of its Jewish citizens, and musing that Jackson was courting Jewish voters for another run at the presidency. He predicted an anti-Semitic backlash if U.S.-Soviet relations deteriorated. But Nixon was still comforted by his assumption that the bill would die in the House; even an aide to House Ways and Means chairman Wilbur Mills predicted the amendment would be DOA.

But then fate interceded. In New York City, Jackson and Perle met a semiretired shoe manufacturer named David Hermann who knew both Mills and Mills’ aide, since he frequently went before Mills’ committee to testify about foreign imports. Perle asked Hermann if he could help them out with Mills, and, after a lengthy briefing by Perle, Hermann phoned the Ways and Means chairman while Perle waited back at his hotel. When Hermann called, he said, “I want you to hear this.” He put Mills’ secretary on the phone and she read a statement by the chairman endorsing the Jackson-Vanik amendment.

Perle was stunned. “How did you do it?”

“Oh,” Hermann said, “I put aside all that stuff you told me. I said to Wilbur that during the Hitler period we stood by, and this may be another case. We have to get these people out.”

The amendment, attached to a trade law, finally passed both houses in December of 1974 and was signed into law in January of 1975. The Soviets did everything they could to circumvent the restrictions but eventually conceded the inevitable exit of much of its Jewish population.

But nothing could end the animosity among Kissinger Jackson and Perle. During the 1976 presidential campaign, in which Jackson was a candidate, then vice president Nelson Rockefeller told a private audience in Georgia that communists might have infiltrated Jackson’s campaign. Rockefeller specifically accused Dorothy Fosdick and Richard Perle of harboring communist sympathies, claiming that Fosdick had once served as Alger Hiss’s chief assistant at the 1945 UN conference in San Francisco, which, in itself, was true. When Rockefeller’s remarks became public, the furious Jackson wired Rockefeller: “The remarks attributed to you are obviously false and malicious. I demand an immediate apology. Dorothy Fosdick has been an outstanding public servant for 30 years. You have apparently made a general accusation against another staff member with the result that you have impugned the integrity of every member of my staff.”

Rockefeller refused to apologize, proffering the dubious claim that because he made his remarks off the record, they did not exist. He wired Jackson: “I have made no charge, so there is none to be withdrawn.” Jackson and Perle suspected it was Rockefeller’s old buddy Henry Kissinger who was behind the remarks. As columnist George Will wrote, “The most likely explanation of Rockefeller’s exercise in slander is that he is serving his former servant Henry Kissinger, who is known to resent Dickie and Richard as he resents all of the few remaining pockets of independent foreign policy judgment in government.”

Finally, amid rising pressure to either back up his statement or back down, Rockefeller apologized to the Senate and to Jackson in an address to the full Senate on April 27, 1976. Jackson responded, “On behalf of me and my staff, this is the end of the matter.” There would be no statement from Kissinger, who, in one of his autobiographies years later, grudgingly conceded that the Jackson foreign policy shop had been both formidable and effective. “Jackson had carefully studied Soviet strategy and tactics; he was convinced that their goal was to undermine the free world, that any agreement was to the Soviets only a tactical maneuver to bring about our downfall. He proceeded to implement his convictions by erecting a series of legislative hurdles that gradually paralyzed East-West policy. He was aided by one of the ablest—and most ruthless—staffs that I encountered in Washington.”

From time to time, either Perle or Jackson would pull Kissinger’s beard from afar, usually in an op-ed column or on a television talk show. Once, as then-secretary of state Kissinger was returning from an African trip, he read a piece by Perle accusing him of refusing to officially protest a decision by Turkey to allow overflight rights to Soviet aircraft during the Yom Kippur War. When Kissinger demanded an explanation from Jackson, the senator allowed his aide to respond. After a furious exchange of memos, Kissinger complained to Perle, “We have reached an amazing state of affairs when a Senate staff member [emphasis added] can accuse the Secretary of State in writing not only of having acquiesced in but conniving in the transit of Soviet arms across the territory of a NATO ally.”

Despite the failed smear campaign, it was Scoop Jackson, Dickie Fosdick, and Richard Perle who would have the last laugh. When dissident extraordinaire Alexander Solzhenitsyn visited Washington, Kissinger and President Gerald Ford refused to admit him to the White House out of fear of offending the Soviets. Jackson set up his own reception in the Capitol. Solzhenitsyn and Jackson walked arm in arm up the Caucus Room to the applause of senators and congressmen, and when the most prominent survivor and chronicler of the gulags later visited Jackson’s office he asked through his interpreter, “Where are the staff who are working on this?” Jackson pointed to Fosdick, Perle, and their colleagues. Solzhenitsyn then asked for a favor. His former chauffeur and director of a fund for the families of prisoners, Alexander Ginsburg, was in trouble. “They are hounding him and I’m afraid they are going to get him,” Solzhenitsyn said. “They will either finish him off in some way or send him to Siberia.” He then asked the staff to arrange to have Senator Jackson call Ginsburg in the Soviet Union. Since the phones were bugged, the author wanted the KGB to hear that Scoop Jackson, the scourge of the Kremlin, was personally inquiring about his friend. Then, he believed, they would back off. Dickie Fosdick phoned so many times that within a week all of Moscow knew that Comrade Ginsburg was being paged by Senator Henry Jackson. Ginsburg got out eventually and joined Jackson on the campaign trail during the senator’s 1976 run for the presidency. For both the émigrés and those who made their dream possible, Jackson-Vanik was a gift that kept on giving.

The effect of its passage made Perle realize that policy decisions had human consequences, that arguing noble intentions in the abstract and seeing flesh and blood results were two different things. Sadly, in light of events that would not occur until thirty years had passed, it was a lesson unlearned. “With most of the things you work on legislatively it’s impossible to connect with real people. But with Jackson-Vanik, real people came out of not just the Soviet Union but other countries,” Perle said. “We had a woman in our office who, full-time, collected information on people who had applied for visas and had been denied. Occasionally, people would wind up in the U.S. and come by to say hello. In this case, there were real people whose lives were saved.”

“So, there was a touch of Schindler in this?” I asked.

“There was a touch of Schindler.”

In a moving tribute to Jackson after his death in 1983, Perle wrote, “The Jackson-Vanik amendment would not go away. Instead, the Soviet Union went away. The amendment remains. The new leaders of Russia cling to their most-favored-nation status and have access to credit. However, if they ever attempt to shut the doors to emigration, both the credits and the MFN would be withdrawn. America has leverage over how Russia treats its citizens. That’s what Scoop Jackson would have wanted. That is his legacy.”

And to Richard Perle, that was winning.
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