Dear Flovd, 3/45/85

I've only a Tew minutes, but becauss you dddn't set my response to your lest
letber, I'11 send 4his imvediately. I'm chout o lesve 4o fske Lil to a medical
appoiniment and my yesterdsy was taken up with fowr or my own and two of my
mosher-in=lsw's!

I send the letiter, with the returm of youur encjosure, Lo the PG address you
then had, I% was ot retomed o o2,

I do have less tine because in addition %o 21l these medical interrupticns I
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strange to me,; as you may recalls But aside from being wesker, I'm now OK. I'll
be wealcer for a month or so, the docter told me yesterday.

Can you lateh onte a job where you are now? Can + ey find a alot in theif
ndget or do % ey expeet 4o always have » sultable prisonor available?

My recollsction of whet you sent that T did retum is that I think it is not
likely that there can be gnother market for such bocks because there have been that
many of them in the bast {wo decades. “% would have to have something quite
unsual for any publisher to think of deing i%. I think yeu'd be westiog your time
and that now you shouid be lockding for ehat has a chanee of success, wixich can be
important for you.

We'd Wmmmmmyaug%nutmﬁmmup.ﬁmmﬂwm
by 11 aum,

1% is good for ou o put Jmn'wmmmger.asméammm.
some of which is good, but I can't tiuink of any place you could get it published.
ilse, you continue to strsin and would be much more effsciive it you confined yeu-
self to the simplest apropriate words you can think of. Where you strain it
come geros as artificial and any editor would reject on this basis.

Eopmﬁﬂngﬂmﬁmmmgomllwiﬁhmwmdnﬁukfmm
seedng You soche

Rur best,
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I have long since stopped asking myself why I committed the
cricre(s). I have never understood why I went cut late one Saturday
afternoon and on the advice of an accomplice, went on a spree that
was Zulfilled by robbing, at gun point, two convenience stores. In
the grocess, I probably scared the hell out of three or four people.
The ciametric tc this puzzle is that money was zvailable to me by
numerous other means, yet, that evening I had no truck with imagin-
aticn, nor innovation. I did not care te. I am sure that I was
insane temporarily, but, the craziness was only part of a much larger
perspective only sublimely visible to me at the time., that subordin-
ated all but the base necessities for survival. Only the will to
live prevailed and registered any perspective at all.

It is time, now, having suffered and endured the far reaching
conssguences of the act, to offer for the record not a rational-
izatzon, but the reasoning as I perceive it to be. The act itself
was, in view of my character and history, anomic and aberrative.

To a society that in many areas has become a terrorist community,

it was only a routine and violent crime committed by a junkie desper-
ate Zor a fix. To me, it was a last unqualifiedly negative state-
ment of capitulation to a Byzantine world that signified my member-
ship fee. You see, the deal had gone sour and as the old adage goes,
if you can't lick 'em, join'em.

I grew up in an era of cxtreme contradictions, amid a few
doorecd leaders who preached idealism and the resolution to make it

reality. "Some men sce things as they are and ask why? I dream
of things that never were and ask why not?" G.B.S./R.F.K. "I have
a drezam." M.L.K. "We do these things and others, not because they
are easy, but because they are hard." "Ask not what your country
can co for you, but what you can do for your country. J.F.K. all
these, and more, are all readily recognizable by most, but accept-
ed only as sayings from some lost age. The spirit and motivation

of them being symbolic of an unselfish, patriotic, progressive and
above all humanistic society, are all but lost in the dogmatic,
self-indulgent and irresponsible America we -know as posterity from
a ME decade.

I suppose I felt gquite the fool for having fallen for all that
garbage about existing in a free society with a representative
government of the people, by the people, and for the people. You
know, with the constitution and the Bill of Rights and all those
public servants sworn to uphold and protect it. Our lives, our for-
tunes and our sacred honor, ete. When I read Jefferson speaking,

"I have sworn upcn the alter of God, eternal hostility toward all
forms of tyranny over the minds of men", I would get a greater rush
than any drug substitute. It all meant something to me and sure it
wasn't perfect, but the apparatus and the opportunity were still there.
Weren't they? I had always recognized the responsibility and acknow-
ledged the obligations required of each member cof our countf& to
maintzin the safeguards of our liberties and speak out and act when
they were threatened. You see, these type of things meant something
to me. X I'm sure I must have appeared to be a sort of Don Quixote
tlltlnglat gigdmllls with a few but dlmlnlshlng Sancho Panzas at my
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You see, I perceived the murder of a United States President
(anv Commander-in-Chief, for that matter) on ar open street, by
unknown forces, and subsequent cover-up of the Zacts by our very
own elected and/or appointed officials, the most subversive and
vile crisis our country could sustain. That a fairy tale account of
the tragedy could continue as long as it has, with so many bizarre
and illegal acts of governmental policy being its direct legacy
was, to me, in one word..... incomprehensible.

Surely a concerted effort of a responsible nature, to have
the truth told, would appeal to the very reascr and conscience of
our nation. Such was the effort I committed myself to, and assist-
ed with. The deeper understanding must be clear that I was not en-
gacging in a singular crusade, but piloting a venicle that was acute-
ly representative of the very precepts I have zlready proclaimed
essential to my raison d'etre. I have always zcted within the system
to exzact change. I have tried to be the resporsible member defined
as rnecessary to maintain the cohesive social ccntract for our own
very survival. I have worked to exemplify thesz beliefs and encour-

agec¢ others to "make the system work for us." My efforts here and
in meny other areas substantiate this statement. Those who know me,
know it to be true. I not only felt this effort essential for a

return of integrity to our system, but the best way to do it. Boy,
was I wrong!

What I found was a living reality of the cld political pun

about the survey worker who asks of his subject, "Is it true that
most Americans arc both apathetic and uninformed, politically?"
To which the subject responds, "I don't know and I don't care!"

Uninspiring to say the least.

I can see now the lifestyle and forms of economic substenance
tactically intertwined with the inhabitants of the culture I was
engaged with, were not exactly conducive to the over-all design I
had in mind. The perils and shortcomings that are the continual
Jjeopardy in such an environment were not fully appreciated by myself.
But, I was so close to success (too close perhaps) and had it gone
the other way, who could argue the means, as harmless as they might
have been. Regret is the worst emotion experienceable in life.

And my regret is the robbery.

At the time, I felt like the old geezer they found banging his
head against the wall. They pulled him away arnd asked why he did
it. His simple reply, "“Because it feels so good when I stop!"
Before, I must have felt the wall might just give way before my head
would. I have since learned better.

So close was I to what I felt was a solid foundation toward
success, I had set myself up for what could never happen. I had
begun tc believe that dreams could come true and, as Omar Khyam
proclaimed in his Rhubyat:




"ah love would you and I with him conspire,
To grasp this sorry scheme of things entire.
Would not we shatter it to bits

And mold it nearer to our hearts' desirel!

Oh yes, the love of my life, that necessary ingredient for full-
filling thSe true happiness which we all seek, vet so rarely find,
was apparent. Or was it? Unwilling to recognize even my oOwn in-
ductions (let alone that of those whom I trusted) I felt that it

was all coming together as planned. How wrong I was. Rather thar
the vestal pulchritude I so cherished, the reality became finally
obvious as something more like Dangerous Dan McGrews' "the woman

who's known as Lou". 2t the same time, consequential to this
reality, came a financizl misfortune of impairing degree.

"Then on a sudden the music changec

So soft that vou scarce could hear.

You felt that your life had been looted clean

of all that it once held dear.

That someone had stolen the woman you loved.

That her loved was a devil's lie.

That your guts were gone and the best for you,
was to crawl away and die." Robert W. Service

Yeah, the deal hacd all gone sour, the color and smell of wvomict
threce days old that can nauseate and empty any one or thing's systex
quicker than a stomach pump. The kind of foulness that precludes

any future appctite; even for survival. An emptiness that reassur-
ed one "that nothing really matters much, it's doom alone that
counts." B.D. What else can be said, save, "screw Paris" huh ?

Well, that's the way I felt and the pain was only eased by the
morphine I was snorting, which just happened to be available by the
very person I was trying to get off the stuff. Funny life, huh?
Any other time, even with the severity of it, a good long drunk
might have sufficed and I could have regrouped to lick my woulds.
But, no rebound this time; the crutch prompted my rationalization
that there was no sense in trying. It was to be all downhill from
then on in, as I could not (read would not) live with the pain. 1In
nine short months I would become beoth a criminal and a junkie. For
the next four years I would be on the run.

As I look back now, I can see my act was immature, irresponsibdle,
irrational and unnecessary. But, those adjectives can also be
applied to the character of our society. I am not copping out. I
am admitting my mistake. But I am also comparing. The adjectives
reflect a terrible indictment of our society which I was only re-
signing myself to. It is the dark and venal side of our national
character that exists only upon our consent and consignment and, irn
one brief act, I went on a pendulum full swing into it. Though the
stage was set long in advance, my action was the quickest statement
of dissoclution to anomic brezkdown I could have perpetrated. Please
do not construe this as a contention that I interpretted then and/or
now as purposeful or contrived. I personally consider it nightmarish




in nature. However, I am resolved to it being painfully functicnal
and highly cathartic. Considering the alternative, I am sure one
must agree.

Anyone can say that hindsight is 20-20. But, it is common
knowledge that one must understand where he or she has been, to
have any idea where they are going. My suffering has been enlarged

by the anguish and grief I have caused others. I have paid dearly.
But, I have endured. I have survived. As G. Gordon Liddy would
say, "What does not destroy you, makes you stronger." He is so

right. So very right. The will to live allows the blessing of Mother
Nature, spontaneous recovery, to flower. The basic effort, however
arduous, enhances the blossom and enriches the soul. Things become
more precious and their worth and value, through trial and tribu-
lation, increase to the appropriate perspective.

I have learned. Moreover, I have not lost sight of my goals or
values. The experience has only served to re-inforce the determined
cbjective. The improvement of the gquality of human life on this
planet. The wall is still there, but - hey - so is my head! As my
mother once wrote: -

One ship sails east, the other west

By the selfsame winds that blow.

'Tis the set of the sail and not of the gale,
That determines the way they go.

The winds of the sea are like the winds of fate
As we journey along through life.

'Tis the set of the soul that determines the gcal,
And not the calm or the strife. G.E.B.L.

In less than three short months I will be out of prison with
no charges hanging over my head. Off the run, drug free, with my
family and using my own name. All of this for the first time in
almost seven years. As hope shall spring eternal I am back. This
time I am playing for keeps. As for the fire next time.....

So let us now be up and doing

With a heart for any fate.

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.
Longfellow

Floyd W. (Jake) Lamore, Jr.
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