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What's Behind John Hinckley & Sara Jane Moore ?

The near-fatal shooting of Ronald
Reagan has given new life to both the
conspiracy theorists and psychologists
who insist that only deranged loners at-
tack American presidents. Reports on
John W. Hinckley Jr., Reagan’s accused
assailant, have done little to clarify mat-
ters. On the one hand, we are told that
Hinckley is an ex-Nazi, expelled from
the white-supremacist hate group for
being too violent (!), on the other, that
he shot Reagan to impress actress Jody
Foster. Were Hinckley's motives then
personal? Political? Both? What's going
on, anyway?

In the days since the shooting, I've
found my mind drifting back to the 1975
attack on then-President Gerald Ford in
San Francisco by Sara Jane Moore, both
because the jumble of personal-and-
political was similar, and because | knew
Moore slightly. I met *‘Sally’” Moore
several months before she took aim at
Ford (and missed), when she walked into
the office of the weekly Berkeley Barb,
which I then edited, and claimed she had
been an FBI informer, spying on radical
leftist groups.

1 was flabbergasted. It isn’t every day
that an undercover informer walks into
a newspaper office and confesses. |
assigned a reporter to interview Moore
and check out her story. We printed it in
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the June 20, 1975 issue. In September,
Moore took her shot at Ford. The FBI
then admitted that Moore had been a
paid informer earlier that same year, but
pooh-poohed her work as important.
Fearing, as she later told the Barb, that
her trial would be ‘‘a circus,”” Moore
pleaded guilty and was quietly sentenced
to life in prison. Her connection to the
FBI, which | found fascinating and still
largely unexplored, was quickly forgot-
ten.

Was Sara Jane Moore crazy? | don't
think so. She appeared confused, ves,
uncertain whose side she was on, since
—as she claimed—she had been con-
verted to radical politics while she spied
on leftist groups. But out of control?
No. When I spoke to her, in person and
on the telephone, Sally Moore seemed
like an intelligent, middle class
American. She had a nine year old son
whom she loved. She did not foam at the
mouth. I never heard her threaten the
president. I told this to the many repor-
ters who descended on the Barb office
after the shooting, and repeated it to the
FBI agents who interviewed me about
their former employee with a
remarkable lack of curiosity. The inter-
view lasted five minutes.

I did not condone what Moore did,
but 1 pitied her. The radical groups she

seemed to be trying to impress with her
militance (were they her Jody Fosters?)
quickly disowned her. She lost her child
and her freedom. And she told the Barb
that she was afraid. ‘1 know that
someday people are going to stop
wriling stories about me. No one will
remember 1I'm here... I'm going to be
alone.””

When [ resigned from the Barb in
1976, Moore sent me a letter, com-
plimenting me on the paper. That was
the last 1 heard from her, but not the last
I heard of her. Two years ago, she was
back in the news after briefly escaping
prison. A month ago, she wrote another
letter, this one to the Columbia Jour-
nalismm Review, humorously raking the
media for inaccuracies in *‘‘SJM
stories.”” Then came the shooting of
Ronald Reagan, and the memories came
flooding back—and, with them,
questions about the latest Sara Jane
Moore.

I would like to see a thorough in-
igation, this time, of the possible
cal motives of the accused assassin.
I find it interesting, though certainly cir-
cumstantial, that John Hinckley’s
brother was planning to dine with Vice
President George Bush’s son the night of
the attempted assassination. Conspiracy
theorist Sherman Skolnick believes that

‘‘proves’” that former CIA director
Bush was hoping to bump off Reagan so
he could seize power.

I don’t buy that one, but there are
many unanswered questions surroun-
ding the shooting and, thus, plenty of
fertile areas for investigation. For
example, Hinckley’s possible past (and
present?) ties to the American Nazis
should be checked very carefully. Could
his motive have been political? Or is this
report merely a grandstand play by the
Nazis? As it stands, the Nazis have come
off looking like Boy Scouts for claiming
that they expelled Hinckley because “‘he
wanted to destroy our
enemies’’—blacks, Jews and com-
munists. Isn’t that what the Nazis want
to do? Didn’t their German cousins do
that not long ago?

Unlike Sara Jane Moore, John W.
Hinckley Ir. hasn’t had his day in court,
nor, at this writing, has he made a public
statement. It may be, as the
psychologists assure us, that Hinckley is
crazy and he acted alone. But recent
evidence suggests that the line between
the personal and the political is easily
blurred, especially in unstable (not
necessarily insane) persons. This time, 1
want to know for sure.

by Doug Cunningham.

Strange Days Have Found Us

I'm sitting here listening to the Stone’s
‘Sympathy For The Devil’, catching a
bit of a buzz and reflecting on one hell
of a book [ just read. I'm thinking about
all the weirdness seeping out all around
us—the Klan, the Nazis, Ronnie and
Nancy ‘Tiny Little Gun’ Reagan, Viet-
Salvador, the Moronic

Majority—strange days have indeed
found us
The book 1 just read was ‘No One

Here Gets Out Alive,” the biography of
Jim Morrison. Morrison, lead singer for
the Doors, died in 1971. He had an 1Q of
149, wrote poetry and was an alcoholic
rock star. He was also once arrested for
“lewdly and lasciviously exposing his
penis, placing his hand on his penis and
shaking it, and further, simulating acts
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of masturbation upon himself and oral
copulation upon another.”’

Morrison’s Dad was a Navy Admiral.

Ten years after his death, the Doors
catalogue of LP’s is selling hotter than
ever. It's a phenomenon.

So are the Eighties. Craziness is
everywhere, Absurdism rules.

Wooden crosses burning in a Battle
Creek night. Police shotgun roaring
death in the pre-dawn. War Machine
grows fatter while Reagan Hood does
his thing, and hungry children cry. Rich
get richer and the hot summer looms. . .

Racism, war and assasinations have
ignited passions before. Cities have bur-
ned for less, Economic deprivation often
spawns violence. What makes us think
it’ll be any different this time?
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You can get anything you want right
here in the U.S.A. And our Mafia-
government knows it.

I know some Christians who swear
Armageddon is upon us. They tell me
China will march on Israel to kick it off.
There are ‘Survivalists® in this country
who say they’re ready.

And they killed John Lennon. Stormy
weather for sure. You know our number
is up when Frank Sinatra produces and
stars in the Inaugural. The last time he
did that, it was 1961 and John Kennedy
was being sworn in as president. The
rest, as they say, is history—or the
future.

So as we make Nixon’s White House
home movies part of our daily seven-
hour TV diet, the Green Berets are lan-
ding in El Salvador. They’re burning
books in the South in the name of God.
They're wrapping fascism in the flag,
preaching war from the Bible and at-
tacking gays with the Family.

And the beat goes on.

Where are the rebels? Surely they're
not all in El Salvador or Nicaragua. May
3rd they march on the Pentagon. Last
time they were thirty thousand strong.
And the Guardians of Washington stood
their ground.

Charlie’s Angels has been cancelled.
The Revolution will not be televised!
Whip it into shape. Don’t back down.

Jim Morrison once said he felt like an
arrow that had been pulled back on a
bow for twenty-two years, then released.
We're also being propelled into a very
heavy, crucial period of conflict. Forces
already beyond our immediate control
have set it in motion and turmoil is
inevitable. But we gotta remember that
in times like these, it's the contradictions
that create the progress.

Somewhere inside all of us, there’s an
energy that’s been buried by years of
suppression. It’s a very powerful force
in its own right, and once it’s tapped,
unbelievable things can happen. We
have to seek that energy.

We're going to need it.

'l tell you this. . .
No eternal reward will forgive us now
For wasting the dawn.

—Jim Morrison, “‘An American Prayver”

It’s time to go for it in every way. An
explosion of creative energy so
irresistable that it shakes the world with
its purity.

We want the world and we want it
now! It's a new dawn.






