EXCLUSIVE—FROM THE NEW BOOK BY MAUREEN ‘‘MO” DEAN

June 1973: John Dean, former counsel to President Nixon, prepares to testify
before the Senate Watergate Committee. Maureen Dean turns at photographer’s request.
{ PHOTOGRAPH BY FRED WARD/BLACK STAR




: When J ohn Dean testified before the Senate
Watergate Committee, behind him sat his wife Maureen,
whose beauty and poise fascinated television

"that only 1
mo i ddressed to is sup-
ditl I have read Mc q
: gave Mo the notebook for a d.Ifﬁcult and om )
she immediately wrote, in big ’
Mo Dean’s Eyes Only!!”
.does that mean?” I asked her.
‘means this diary is for my eyes only
nd not ‘yours' Understand?” she ex-
‘and she wrapped her arms
und her diary and hugged it. o
ke up in laughter at a time when .
_to laugh about anything. = f
after week, month after month, f
n one facet or another of
vesngatlon, Mo was busy

‘on her 'judgmen ‘

notio g_;'ew even more appealing:
1ght it over. 1t would take eight =
Y@ year or more to: do a book;

elmess’ while I was away. And if she
i 'could get an advance from a publisher;
our ﬁnanc1al s’;ate.

pe - Ices might somehow be help- ;

"Wha ‘does this yes Only’ mean on ful and meaningful to people. The re- around.
these memos to Haldeman, Ehrlichman sounding answer from the publishers - - - — e
and the President?” she asked. . and agents we talked to was: “Yes, if = Maureen Dean’s story begins on page 55




SPECIAL BOOX BONUS

WAIE IE”

DIARY OF
JOHN DFEAN’S WIFE

BY MAUREEN DEAN , WITH HAYS GOREY
= R A S AT

June, 1973: A tense time, a tense place. Maureen Dean listens
while her husband reads his. prepared statement for
the Senate Select Conunittee on Presidential Campaign Activities.

. In June of 1973 when John Dean, former Counsel to
President Nixon, testified before the Senate Watergate Committee,
TV viewers Hstened with fascination to Dean’s story,
and watched with equal fascination the stunning
young woman who sat behind him—his wife Maureen.

Here, with remarkable candor, Mo Dean tells
of her complicated past, her love affair with John Dean—
and her impressions of the powerful political figures
who surrounded her and her ambitious young husband
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It's our last day at home before John
goes away, and the atmosphere is
charged. I know what he’s going
through, and I wonder how he can stand
it. He's the one who's going to prison.
He’s the one who spent 12 years studying
law and utilizing his knowledge of it.
Now he will never be allowed to practice
law again.

Today is August 27, 1974. We are in our
home in Los Angeles and we will be
leaving tomorrow for Washington, D.C.
On September 3rd John goes te prison,
and we will be apart for at least a year,
probably more. But we promised each
other not to think in those terms.

I still can’t accept the fact that John
is going to jail.

This is not the kind of last day we
should have at home. John is grumpy,
preoccupied, fussing about all sorts of
things that don’t need fussing over. I
think he’s avoiding me.

And I have to pretend I can play that
game too, but I'm not very good at it. I
hang a picture and then another, and

=]

Irene Kelly Kane holding her three-and-a-
half-year-old daughter Maureen.

every five minutes I sit down in the
kitchen and imaginé he has already gone.
There will be hours and months like this
when I'll be sitting right here and won-
dering how he is, wondering if prison
life will break his spirit even though
nothing else has, wondering what life
for us will be liké when he finally re-
turns. :

One thing we both know: Whatever is
in store, we're in it together. We've both
known failed marriages, which may be
why we feel so strongly that our mar-
riage will not fail. Our love, some peo-
ple say, was strengthened by John’s
troubles, and we’ll have to be careful
when the usual strains and stresses re-
turn to our marriage. Return? They've
never left.

Even on his last day, we're piqued
with each other. John is trying to get
every detail of our financial affairs in
order so that everything will be as easy
as possible for me.

The doorbell rings late in the after-
noon, and standing there is a short,
slender figure that could easily be mis-
taken for that of a Boy Scout. But this
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is no Boy Scout. This is Donald Se-
gretti, another of the lawyers ruined by
Watergate, another who did wrong and
who will pay and pay for as long as he
lives.

Segretti is shy, polite, a trifle embar-
rassed to be who he is. I know his name
will always be linked to political “dirty
tricks,” but he has gone to jail to pay
for his mistakes and that should be
enough.

John engaged Segretti to draw up wills
for both of us, and Segretti seems very
grateful for even this little bit of legal
business while he still has the right to
practice law. ’

When he goes, John and I sit and sip
our cocktails. I want to tell him that
there has been something so wrong
about this last day. But he is so intent-
ly businesslike that I realize he is de-
termined to be “normal.”

“Let’s pack and get up early,” he says
matter-of-factly, “because we’ll be leav-
ing the house tomorrow morning at
eight o’clock.”

When I ask him to make reservations
on a later plane—we must fly to Wash-
ington, D.C.—he snaps that he will not,
because two U.S. marshals are going
with us and they would have to change
reservations too, and he isn’t about to
inconvenience them. It isn’t very tender
of him, but John isn’t being very tender
about anything.

This upsets me. I tell him I probably
won’t even go with him, because it is
stupid to leave so early; we argue, and
I run into the bedrocom and cry. I set
the alarm for 6 A.M. anyway so that I
will have time to pack if I change my
mind. When six o’clock comes I'm so
exhausted, emotionally and physically,
that I just want to stay in bed and avoid
reality. ) -

But I cannot. I can't think of John’s
goeing alone, so I get up and pack. John
and I make the bed together, and one of
my long red fingernails breaks and he
says something about long red finger-
nails—something snide—and we fight
again. I suppose we both are near the
breaking point—too much emotion held
inside, too much feeling and sadness not
expressed.

Finally it’s time to go, and we climb
into the car and sit there in silence. We
don’t speak to each other on the plane
either. Our whole trip to Washington is
spent in silence.

After we land I go to the apartment of
my close friend Heidi Rikan. John is
away all day, being interviewed by the
special prosecutors. They’ve been inter-
viewing him for 14 months now, and I
wonder how he can have any new things
to tell them.

Finally it is the morning of September
3, 1974, our last day. I awake to find a
note from John on the mirror. “I wanted
to tell you why I'm going to jail. Why
the ‘system’ . . . is pulling us apart.
Something we’re not used to being. . . .
We’ll talk later, when you’ll have my
every thought. So escape in peaceful
sleep. Because you’re too good to suffer
the pain of all this.”

John does not have to surrender until
five o’clock in the afternoon. At one

thirty he does his last-minute packing
and at two o’clock the marshals arrive.
“No!” I shriek, and then John says: “It’s
best, dear—really, it’s best.” The last
kiss is a quick one. In 30 seconds he is
back because he has forgotten his sun-
glasses. Another quick kiss and he is
gone—really gone.

Completely alone, strangely I don’t
cry. I think of John’s being fingerprint-

- ed and photographed and issued stand-

ard clothing. It hurts me deeply because

under the law John Dean is now a com-

mon criminal, even though to me he is

a man of courage who tried to save his
. country.

Friends drop in to comfort me. We
watch the NBC news and David Brink-
ley says that John Dean has begun serv-
ing a “light’’ sentence.

A light sentence? One to four years—
light?

John went away five hours ago.

Already it seems like five months.

GOOD TIMES, BAD TIMES

She was Irene Kelley Kane to friends,
relatives and neighbors. To me she was
once Mommy, then Mom and sometimes
Oh, Mother!

Mother had been a Ziegfeld Follies
girl in the 1930s. I still have some of her
pictures and newspaper clippings. What
a beauty she was! She dated a lot, but
never got caught up in the party swirl,
and when Daddy came along she fell in
love and began a new career, housewife.
My father—Sidney Charles Kane—worked
as a diamond setter and never earned
much money. But I thought he was the
greatest.

My brother Ronnie was not born until
after they had been married 15 years. I
was born three and a half years later.
Mom and I were always so close. It was
clear she valued her children more than
anything.

Mo in her junior year at Notre Dawme
Academy Girls’ High School. 1962.
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Mo as an American Airlines stewardess,
on a flight from her base in Dallas to New
York City. September, 1966.

We lived in Mar Vista, California, near
Beverly Hills, an area dominated by vast
estates, where private swimming pools
are commonplace, where Cadillacs, Lin-
colns and Mercedeses fill the parking
areas. This was a world that we definite-
lv were not a part of, and yet we could
not avoid seeing it daily. My constant
awareness of that inaccessible wealth
gave me a deep sense of insecurity and
inferiority that has plagued me through-
out my life.

I was graduated (without honors)
from a Catholic high school, Notre Dame
Girl’s Academy, and that fall I enrolled
at Santa Monica City College. During
my freshman year my father died, and
I had to leave college and go to work.
I applied for training as a stewardess
with American Airlines. After receiving
my wings I was based at Dallas, Texas,
and there my life began to be a hope-
less tangle.

I met a man named George Owen, who
was then a scout for the Dallas Cowboys,
the professional football team. On April
Fools’ Day, 1967, we were married. Six
weeks later I learned that George was
still married to his first wife. The matter
of divorcing her before marrying me
apparently had not struck him as im-
portant. I moved out immediately and
flew back to Mother.

I was hurt and confused, but instead
of solving my problems, I compounded
them. I threw myself into the arms of
Michael Biner, a young man I had daied
before. Michael convinced me that my
marriage to George was null and void.
He .begged me to marry him. I didn’t
want to be alone and on my own again,
so I said yes. Mike and I were married
in a quickie ceremony in Tijuana, Mex-
ico. When we arrived home, he was
afraid to tell his parents that we were
married. I couldn’t believe it. Again 1
went back to Mother in tears. I was be-

ginning to feel like a Yo-yo, and 1 cer-
tainly was behaving like one.

George, meanwhile, had been calling
me frantically. He couid straighten ev-
erything out, he said, and he pleaded
with me to return. Believe it or not, I
did. But our reconciliation lasted only
a few weeks.

Then I had to get away. My friend
Heidi, who was well to do, had a vaca-
tion house at Lake Tahoe, a resort on
the California-Nevada border. She had
lots of free time and was glad to have
company, so I went and stayed with her.
While I was there I had my marriage to
George annulled.

Eventually Michael and 1 talked every-
thing out and decided to return to Los
Angeles. He told his parents about our
marriage and we rented an apartment.
I vowed to live a 'normal” life from
then on.

We lived together quite happily for
about a year, and then we began to
quarrel. Early in the summer of 1969 I
left Mike. But I never meant it to be a
permanent separation.

I spent another month with Heidi—
this time in Washington, D.C. On July

4, 1969, we were driving in Heidi’s Cor-

vette and were frightened nearly to
death by a close brush with an oncom-
ing automobile. On that same day, at
almost the same hour, Michael Biner
was not so fortunate. Driving a 1959
Corvette just like Heidi’'s, he collided
with another automobile on a California
highway. He died instantly.

MY LUCKY FRIDAY
THE THIRTEENTH

What my life is now and will be for-
ever really began on Friday, November
13, 1970, the day I met John Dean.

I was living in Los Angeles, I had a
job as an insurance broker and I was
working hard. I had just turned 25, and
I felt that I already had been through a
great deal.

I had a date that Friday night wrth
actor Hugh O’Brian. I liked Hugh. We
had dated often before. He is a likable,
gentle, decent person, but 1 never could
develop any romantic interest in him.
He seemed uncomfortable with women,
but he believed his image required that
he have an attractive woman on his arm
when he appeared in public. So I felt
more like a prop than a person.

When I arrived home at about five

. o’clock my apartment seemed ever so

much more appealing than an invita-
tion to dinner, and I just couldn’t face
having to get dressed to go out. So I
called Hugh and told him the truth, that
1 was simply too exhausted to venture
out. He was very sweet and completely
understanding.

After pouring myseif a drink, I sank
down on the sofa. The telephone rang.
The voice on the other end was deep
and unfamiliar—a man who said he was
John Dean. He had been given my name
by Bill McClaine, a California aide to
Congressman Barry Goldwater, Jr.,
whom I'd gone out with for a while.

He asked me—ever so politely—to join
him for dinner that night. I didn’t want
to have dinner with anyone. I had just

broken a date. Why on earth would I go
out with a perfect stranger?

1 said ves, and I'll never know why. I
regretted it the minute I’d hung up. But
my apprehensions dissolved as soon as
I saw him. He was of medium height,
handsome, slender, tan, wearing a
Brooks Brothers glen plaid suit, a blue
shirt with a button-down collar and
wing-tip shoes. I made him a drink and
asked him what he did.

“TI work at the White House,” he told
me. “I'm the Counsel to the President.”
He said it modestly, but obviously with
great pride.

John then asked me about my busi-
ness; he listened to me and appeared to
be interested in what I told him.

After a half hour we drove in my
Thunderbird to meet another couple—

riends of John’s—for dinner in an Ital-
ian restaurant. At dinner John and I
talked and talked. I was aware of no
one but John that evening—including

“ Mo and Michael Biner in a restaiirant
in Tijuana, Mexico, on the day they were
married. September 3, 1967.

Hugh O’Brian, who, I learned the next
day, was dining at the same restaurant.
Soon we were holding hands under the
table. Then there were discreet kisses.

I was falling in love with a man 1
didn'’t even know.

The beautiful night ended at a late
hour. When we stood at the door of my
apartment, I couldn’t let him go. Would
he care for coffee? He declined. A
drink? No. But he made no motion to
leave either. Suddenly and helplessly, we
were embracing.

It was too late for John to call a taxi,
and we had already planned to spend

~ the next day together. So I reluctantly

_ told him he could sleep in the extra bed-

room but that the limits of my generosity
extended no further.

1 fell asleep, wondering, worrying.
Nothing I had done all evening made
any sense. And vet—in a way I couldnot
then define—everything made perfect
sense.

The next day when we were together it
was becoming clearer to me that my
feelings for John were different from
any I had experienced before. Still, I
had two strikes against me, and I didn’t
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