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Art Bell is fast becoming one of America’s most
popular talk show hosts. His radio programs, Coast to
Coast AM with Art Bell, and Dreamland are heard in
every major city all across America. Millions are tuning
in nightly as Art Bell informs, entertains, challenges, and
sometimes even inspires. Many believe Art Bell is the
king of nighttime talk radio, picking up where Larry King
left off.

The Art of Talk is Art Bell's first book. For the
first time, America can learn about the man behind the
microphone. The Art of Talk reveals a life that is as
diverse and interesting as his radio programs. With his
characteristic dry humor and sensitivity, Art shares
everything from where he grew up, his family life, his
marriages, how he got his start in radio, and the behind
the scenes story of how his popular radio programs got
started and have continued to succeed.

“From out of the dark desert night, the music of
Cusco drifts across the airwaves, your local affiliate
announces the new program, and the voice of Art Bell
resonates in your ears like an old friend. It is about
10:00 on a weeknight and another session of Coast to
Coast AM has begun.”

For an increasingly large part of society, talk
radio has become the chief source of uncensored news
and information. In contrast to most forms of media,
talk radio addresses the issues closest to the hearts and
minds of most Americans.
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Art Bell is at the center of this increasingly cru-
cial trend for trmth in communication. He provides a
forum for people everywhere to voice their views on
nearly any topic. Everything is fair game, from politics to
aliens and UFOS. from gun control to near death experi-
ences, and on and on. Coast to Coast AM and Dreamland
are among the most interesting, diverse, and informative
shcws broadcast across the country today.

The Art of Talk is Art Bell in living color, the
man behind the voice, the personality, and the talent that
have become a regular habit of over 15 million listeners
from coast to coast and beyond. For the first time, you
can learn about what makes Art Bell tick. He speaks
openly and hanestly about his life, from his beginnings
on Camp Lejeune Marine base, growing up in a turbulent
family atmosphere, to various adolescent antics as he
grew up, his discovery of HAM radio, his days in the Air
Force, his early days in rock radio, to his start in talk
radio. The otherwise reticent Art Bell discloses many
personal accounts and stories of many experiences of
his life, in all its variety and diversity. If you loved Art Bell
before reading The Art of Talk, you'll learn to love him
even more through this book.
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PREFACE

From out of the dark desert night, the music of Cusco drifts
over the airwaves, your local affiliate's announcer announces the
new program, and the voice of Art Bell resonates in your ears like
an old friend. It is about 10:00 on a weeknight and another session
of Coast to Coast AM has begun. Art comments on the news of the
day, tells you about products from the C. Crane Company, then
opens the lines to his millions of listeners, all of whom are eager to
interact with this radio guru.

Who s Art Bell? The first ime I remember listening to Art Bell
was in college. I wasn't sleeping very well because of various
pressures in my life, and I hit upon the idea of turning the radio on
late that night for some company. 1 drifted away, only to be
awakened later in the morning, say, 2am, by the call of Art Bell's
voice. Once my mind engaged with that voice, it was impossible to
go back to sleep — and I didn't want to anyway at that point. I was
compelled to listen; I had no choice. 1 was gripped by the expanse of
subject material covered in the show, I was fascinated by things Art
talked about that I had little or no knowledge of. Art Bell quickly
became a comfortable habit at night; like a good book you just can't
put down, you hope it never ends.

Perhaps you have had a similar experience of initiation into the
realm of Art Bell. Perhaps you, too, are inexorably linked to the
Kingdom of Nye. Just like millions of other listeners, myself
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included, you have broadened your horizons to include the vast and
beautiful Nevada desert.

I am someone who has actually met and had the honor of
working with Art Bell. It was quite a surreal experience to finally
meet this man, who, although fairly ordinary in appearance, holds
such a captive audience. He opened the door to what he calls his
“lovely double-wide” mobile home, blinking in the brightness of
the desert sun. “I’ve just gotten up,” he reveals, “Come in and sit
down.” He, clad in loose, baggy sleeping attire, disappeared into a
bedroom to change. I, confronted now with the reality of the man
behind the radio personality, feel myself blitzed with the newness of
the situation. At the same time, I am comforted by the realizaton
that Art Bell is a man who lives 1n a house, eats when he’s hungty,
sleeps when he’s dred, just like us all.

You are reading this book because of — no kidding — a late
night inspiration. But perhaps that is appropriate anyway. Art had
just started another session of Coast fo Coast, 1 think it was a
Tuesday night, and I thought, God, this man is fantastic, he should
do a book. Wouldn’t it be interesting to read about what brought
him to this point? Wouldn’t it be fascinating to see what were the
forces that shaped him into the person he is today? Funny thing is,
Art had this in mind, too, except that he had reserved public
comment on it until more than a week later. Anyway, I contacted
the publisher. After a week of talking to Chancellor and receiving
phone messages from Art himself, the wheels were set in motion.

Working with Art on this book was in many ways a moving
experience. For probably the first time, he was reflecting upon the
moments of his life, events good and bad, times trying and
uplifting. Such a level of honesty came forth and such a deep
sincerity of thoughts and feelings that it was impossible not to be
affected. As one of his long-time listeners, to have the opportunity
to talk to him on a daily basis about the unfolding of his life story
instilled in me an even greater respect and liking for this man and
what he represents to all his listeners.




PREFACE

The Art of Talk is more than just a life story. Art Bell is more
than just a talk radio host. Because of the predominant role Art has
taken in late night talk radio, this book has come into being. The
trend in talk radio has overtaken America, surging in importance as
we approach the turn of the century and ask for answers to more of
the difficult questions that lic ahead for our world. The Ar of Talk,
then, 1s an extension of Coast to Coust AM and of Dreamland. Tt is a
way to find substance below the surface of a voice that has captured
the imaginations of millions of Americans. It is the means for you,
as first a listener and now a reader, to bring a piece of radio person
and personality into your home to stay.

But who 75 Art Bell? His voice can soothe and relax you, can
implore you to see new angles on well-worn subjects, can put the
fear of God into you in the middle of the night with the directions
the world 1s going in. Now, finally, you have the chance to meet
Art Bell, the man behind the voice broadcasting from Pahrump,
Nevada. Now, finally you can see what goes into making of a man
whose radio popularity increases exponentially each day. Now,
finally you can see the person who has come into your late night
world and made it a more intellectually stimulating and perhaps
sometimes even humorous place. The stories and anecdotes of this
man's life abound. So settle down in a cozy chair and let the voice
of Art Bell once again surround you as he tells you about his life.

Jennifer L. Osborn
Editor




INTRODUCTION

Let me paint you a picture of Art Bell as a kid. I can fill you in
with a lot of details. Of course, I didn’t even hear of the guy untl
we were both middle aged men, and we have not really shared a lot
about our upbringings, but I can guarantee you this much . . . his
childhood went something like this:

Little Art Bell was a skinny kid with a buzz cut, growing up in a
military family somewhere on the East Coast. He hadn’t smoked
his first cigarette yet. His main concerns in life were playing with
radios, filling his stomach, and playing with radios. There were
radios everywherc. By the age of 13, he was a licensed “HAM,” and
you could most likely any time of the day or night find little Art
happily banging away Morse code, already communicating with the
world.

Everywhere you looked in little Art’s bedroom you found radios.
You found transmitters, you found antennas, and you found boxes
of hallowed treasures that some might refer to as junk, but not to
Art. There were tubes. Not just any tubes, but venerable ones, like
6VG6’s, capacitors, resistors, old chassis that once held World War 11
tank radios that operated somewhere around 7 MHz, and could be
coaxed to tune up on 40 meters.

I know all this because at about the same time Art was into
radios up to his eyebrows, there was this other little kid called, Alan
— that’s yours truly writing this introduction. And as little Alan,
growing up in upstate New York, I had two main concerns, one
was baseball, and the other was — you guessed it — radio. [ was
the kid who would visit the local radio stations to tell them that I
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listened in to their programs on a crystal set that I built myself. 1
was the kid whose backyard and house were covered in wires, some
of which actually performed as antennas, which was far more a
matter of luck than expertise. I was the kid who lived much of the
same childhood as Art Bell.

Sitting against the wall with the “let’s learn our solar system
wallpaper” was the ultimate triumph of mankind’s achievements,
the pinnacle of my very existence, the huge glowing radio that was
bigger than a large doghouse. 'This baby had a green “magic eye”
with two sides that came closer together and glowed brighter as the
signal got stronger. It had at least a dozen glowing tubes that on
cold winter evenings helped heat my room and a huge loudspeaker
with an electromagnet in it. What a radio! What a tribute to man’s
technological development!

Perhaps the most important and mystical attribute to this “device
of the gods™ was its ability to pick up shortwave radio signals. Ah,
shortwave, that strange and mysterious magic medium tuned in to
mysterious exotic places all over the globe. Lven the name
“shortwave” exuded for me pictures of mystical, magical, invisible,
secret electromagnetic rays that let you peek into secret places that
only the “initiated” had access to. Night after night, I would amaze
my friends by tuning into Radio Moscow, The BBC, The Voice of
America, Radio Canada, The Nethetlands, and every so often,
Tokyo! Littde did I know, off in another state in another bedroom
with a different set of amazed friends, little Art Bell was tuning in to
the same broadcasts.

While I was watching this big green magic eye, there was this
other little kid growing up eating cereal and sending away tops for
free crystal radio sets, so he could listen to the radio all night long,
and in general, dedicating his life the “magic medium,” too. Of
course, that boy was the one and only Art Bell.

I suppose being in the radio business myself, it was only a matter
of time before Art Bell and I met. By 1988, destiny was at work
arranging that day when I found myself relocating to Oregon from
the East Coast. Of course, one of the first things I did was scan the
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radio dial. I couldn’t help myself. I had to check out the local
products, but more importantly, I couldn’t wait to catch the am skip
signals from the really big stations all over the west coast. It was
during this first scanning episode that I made a giant step closer to
meeting Art. Fading in and out of the ether from the giant 50,000
watt KDWN in Las Vegas, I heard an interesting voice. [ stopped
my scanning and began listening. I was experiencing the genius of
Art Bell for the very first time.

Admittedly, the earth did not stop rotating, and the mountains
did not tumble into the sea, but there was a lot that I just liked
about the show. It was different. I tuned in the next night. I stll
liked the show. After a few days, I began wondering what Art
would say about this news story, and about that news story, and
other events I had heard of throughout the day. 1 considered
myself a casual listener of Art’s untl that fateful night when the
atmosphere conspired against me: a local thunderstorm rendered
KDWN non-existent. There was no Art! I tossed and turned as
sleep cluded me. I scanned the radio dial, only to find retreads of
some daytime offering, or some boring totally inadequate substitute
for the real thing. I wanted my fix of Art. So there I was, a jaded,
cynical, industry professional, sucked into being a regular listener of
the Art Bell show.

Every program director lives to create talk radio addicts. We
spend lots of energy trying to calculate the magic formula that
draws in listeners. How did Art get me? Believe me, I was taking
notes.

Many months passed before 1 had the opportunity to visit Las
Vegas. You can be sure that I made it a point to meet the man
behind the captivating voice I heard on the radio every might. Art
even let me sit in and watch him do his show. Seeing him at work
proved to be not only interesting, but also educational. I got to see
with my own eyes, the unique way Art has created such a bond with
his audience.

When Art arnived at KDWN that might, he greeted the control
room operator and discussed the broadcast log. l.ater, Art checked
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the technical equipment, played a station break, bid the now off
duty operator a pleasant evening and began setting up for his show.

At this time, about thirty minutes before the start of his show,
Art was totally alone (except for this special night when yours truly
was watching). I witnessed Art’s nightly ritual of killing the lights in
all the surrounding offices as well as the studio/control room lights.
He even dimmed the light in the work area and hunkered down into
his operating position for the next five hours.

All the hubbub of the busy wotkday disappeared in the
tranquility of Art’s studio. Below us in the casino of the Plaza
Hotel, hundreds of slot machines were in full swing. Excited guests
were gathered around the various gaming tables and the huge,
brightly lit room crackled with excitement. Just one story above,
Art was immersed in a solitude of near darkness, bouncing meters,
and a galaxy of high powered broadcast equipment. He carefully
spread out news clippings, magazine articles, hand written notes,
etc., in an orderly chaos all around him. All you could hear was the
sound of KDWN purring through the station monitor.

At about five minutes before the top of the hour, Art checked
his commercial log, poured a cup of coffee from the thermos bottle
he brought with him every night, and brought up the fader from the
top of the hour network newscast. By the time the news closed, the
telephone lines for Art’s show were already packed; every line
flashed. Art hit the opening theme music, introduced the show and
launched straight into his monologue. I, along with thousands of
others, felt then and still feel now, that the Art Bell monologue 1s
perhaps the best encapsulation of the day’s news events to be
broadcast anywhere, including NPR where 1 was once the Director
of Operations and Engineering.

The real magic of Art’s show begins when Art opens the
telephone lines. He has created the mood already: the lights are
dim, the staff is gone and Art is totally alone with the caller. You
can feel the darkness and the conversation alone becomes the light.
Art and the caller. One on one. Since Art doesn’t believe in
screening calls, there is a freedom and intimacy on his show that [
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have never seen duplicated anywhere else. Most other talk show
hosts don’t have the ability to bond with their audience the way Art
does. His broadcast comes alive, and that particular night,
thousands of people all over the western third of the United States
were feeling the same thing.

That fateful visit to Las Vegas when I met Art Bell proved to be
another design of destiny. I knew it would only be a matter of time
before Art would become a household word. The only question
was when and how. Art had found the who part of the equation,
some investors in Las Vegas who knew little about the business of
broadcasting. To help smooth out many of the rough edges of the
syndication process, Art recommended that I be hired as a
consultant, since my area of expertise is in network radio.

So that’s how it all got started in my rewarding and exciting
adventure of broadcasting with Art Bell. Times were not easy as we
sought to get Art on the air all over the country. But times were
very stimulating and fun. Art Bell and 1 have grown to become
close friends, as well as close business associates. This is something
that was clearly meant to be. Likewisc, this book, which makes an
account of Art’s life and his start in radio, and the many ways he has
touched now millions of people everywhere through his radio
programs, is also something that was meant to be. [ am happy to
play a part in Art Bell’s life. 1 know that all readers will come to
appreciate Art Bell even more, the little kid still playing with radios
and the talented radio personality.

Alan Corbeth
Former President, Chancellor Broadcastng
Vice President, Premier Radio Networks
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THE EARLY YEARS

By the time I came into the world on June 17, 1945, Franklin
Roosevelt had died in office after becoming the only man in United
States history to be clected to four presidential terms. At that time,
US forces were also well ensconced in Okinawa after an April 1
invasion. And within a couple of months after my birth, the first
atomic bombs ever would be dropped to destroy human lives at
Hiroshima and Nagasaki. And of course, 1945 would see the end
of World War II. It was a monumental year — the end of an era
and the beginning of a new one. And I would become very much a
part of this new era, part of that tumultuous generation known as
the baby boomers.

My Parents

When I think about my early years of life, when I was growing
up, obviously my thoughts center on my parents. I wish I could
honestly say that my childhood was a happy one. 1 wish I could
reflect on the subject with fondness. But, I cannot. My years
growing up were not altogether happy years largely because of my
parents. They both had such promise when they were first wed, but
it quickly deteriorated after that. It's a strange phenomenon how
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people can become immensely drawn to each other, only to develop
a loathing for each other when they unite in matrimony. It's also a
very sad thing. My father was a strong, dominant personality and
my mother was not much different. There was not much balance
between them because they were so similar. And they fought like
hell, which made life in our household, hell. I have read that the
people who best survived the Holocaust were those who buried the
experience deep in their unconscious minds. It was almost as
though they suffered amnesia.  They didn’t have recurring
nightmares as did so many survivors because they completely
blocked those years from their minds.

The Holocaust was a “hell on earth” and, without trying to be
facetious, that could be one metaphor for the way I remember my
parents’ marriage. They were in fact known by their friends and
acquaintances as “The Battling Bells” in three states: Connecticut,
New Jersey, and Pennsylvania. Unfortunately, despite the obvious
disharmony, in those days, people tended to stick it out even — as
in my parents’ case — for more than twenty years. I think I'll start
with my father.

My Father

My father is Arthur William Bell, Jr., named after his father, my
grandfather, Arthur Bell. That makes me the third Arthur William
Bell. The Bells also had another thing in common: they were
leaders, always at the forefront of business, politics, or socicty,
never really the type to be followers. Francis Bell, who preceded
my grandfather, was one of the early founders of the community
now known as Stamford, Connecticut. Francis was a pillar of the
community, as the expression goes. Then there was my grandfather
who served as a Councilman-at-large in Stamford. He was followed
by my father who, after attending Wesleyan University and then
enlisting in the US Matine Corps Reserve while still in school, went
on to become an officer—another leader. Now, in my own peculiar
way, I function as a sort of leader, or at the very least, I am in the
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unique position of influencing people. It's interesting how things
work out in line with one's heritage.

My father was the person who made my life most difficult on me
as | grew up. He was a stern, driven man who expected much of
himself and much of me. Years later, as an adult, it dawned on me
that many of the expectations — reasonable and otherwise — that
my father had of me would ultimatcly be what forced me toward
my tendencies as a driven, ambitious man.

My father grew up in a fairly well-to-do family from Stamford,
Connecticut. He went to South Kent prep school and eventually
gained entrance into the prestigious Wesleyan University. He was
smart, studious, and always was generally serious-minded,
characteristics which would remain with him all his life. While at
Wesleyan, my father was no doubt affected by the fervor over the
events concerning World War I1. Maybe that explains his reasoning
when, still an undergraduate, he enlisted 1n the Marines 1n June
1940, and was sent to Officers Candidate School in Quantico,
Virginia, graduating as a second licutenant in 1942, It did not take
long before he was called to duty and his ideal of serving his
country quickly became reality.

Guadalcanal

In the summer of 1942, my father was summoned by the
Marines to receive officer training at the Philadelphia Navy Yard,
achieving the rank of Captain after four months. Then, on junc
18th, 1942, his life would change forever: he was sent into combat
at Guadalcanal to command a battery of 37mm antitank guns.
Later on, when he returned after miraculously having survived, he
was asked by a reporter for the Stamjord Advocate about his
experience in combat versus returning home. ‘The horrors of the
war were such that many combat veterans generally believed that
the rigors of combat represented  reality, while home was, by
contrast, a fantasy. Oddly cnough, despite the intensity of his
experience, my father explained, “I feel I've been dreaming the war,
and I've just woken up.”
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What my father ‘“dreamed” was not a pretty picture.
Guadalcanal, as well as the Florida and Savo islands of that region
was the object of attention at the time because of a much- coveted
airstrip on Guadalcanal. Both Japanese and Allied forces viewed
the island and the surrounding area as a strategic location in the
South Pacific. Captain Arthur Bell's mission was to fight off the
Japanese as the Allied forces made an attempt to control the
atrstrip. ‘The fighting over this little airstrip was voracious. At one
point during the ordeal, the Japanese had battleships with 14-inch
cannons positioned at night off the shore of Guadalcanal,
relentlessly pounding high explosives into the Marine holdings.

Telling of his harrowing experience, Captain Bell recalled that
“when they shone their searchlights into your eyes, it seemed as
though they were ten feet away. The shelling of the battleships was
the most terrible of all the ordeals of Guadalcanal. You went down
into your [fox]hole with a shattering feeling of helplessness and
ignorance. You didn't have the slightest idea where the next shell
would explode.

“You saw a blur of light in the sky, you heard an explosion as the
shell left the gun's mouth and instantly you heard a rumble like a
freight train overhead, followed by a terrific crack when the shell
exploded.”

By February, 1943, my father returned home, relieved, but still of
the opinion that “the Marine Corps offered a fine career.” Fate was
to dictate otherwise. He would eventually end up at Camp Lejeune,
the Marine base at New River, North Carolina, where he would
meet my mother.

My Mother

My mother, the former Jane Lee Gumaer, was born in
Washington, D.C. and raised in Essex County, New Jersey. Now,
her father, my grandfather, Albert Pruden Gumaer, was also
connected with the armed forces and was in a position of
leadership. In his case, he graduated from the First Plattsburgh
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New York training camp, and eventually became a Major in the US
Army Quartermaster Corps. Later, when he was no longer in the
Army, my grandfather worked in an executive capacity for McGraw
Hill Publishing Company in New York City and later founded a
publishing company that produced a periodical called Textile Age.
Known to us grandchildren as “Bop,” my grandfather was an
ambitious, self-motivated man, and this affected my mother. My
mother also feels that I have inherited many of his qualities and
even look a lot like him. She insists that he was as “one track” as |
am, in my case, with radio. Incidentally, leadership runs in my
mother's side of the family all the way back to DeWitt Clinton,
former Governor of New York.

Just as my father, my mother lived in a well-to-do environment,
and had the privilege of attending good schools. My mother
attended Columbia High School in New Jersey and then went to
Syracuse University in New York. She eventually graduated from
Coleman Business College (years later, in 1982, my mother would
earn a degree from Western Connecticut University). My mother
has always had an active mind, and was very ambitious, even
contemplating starting her own business in those early days. And
for about five years, after graduating from Coleman, she actually ran
her own dance school in Maplewood, New Jersey.

Sergeant Jane

At one point during these years after graduating from school, as
my mother tried to give herself some form of direction, she worked
for the Alexander Hamilton Institute, and then for the American
Cyanamid Company. But my mother also had a sense of duty to
her country. As I indicated, her father was a veteran of rank. And
she felt the pattiotic inclination of the day to do her part. So, on
March 15th, 1943, at Brooklyn Navy Yard, New York, my mother
was sworn into the US Marine Cotps Women's Reserve. By May,
my mother had been initiated into boot camp at Hunter College,
New York, and from there to non-commissioned officers school.
Subsequently, she was assigned first to Marine Corps Headquarters
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in Arlington, Virginia and finally to Camp Lejeune at New River,
North Carolina. This training prepared her to become one of this
country's first platoon drill sergeants in the Marines. This meant
she had the important task of training new female Marine recruits.
She was particularly suited to this duty as she had taught dancing as
a teenager and the cadence of close order drill came naturally to her.
This achievement was significant enough that she received attention
in several newspapers.

While at Camp l.ejeune, my mom had a hand in directing a
couple of war bond shows and edited a gossip column called The
Woman’s Angle. She remembers that in these eatly days, women
marines were known by male marines as “broad-axled Marines.”
My mom never minded this nickname, she said, because she felt it
was good-humored and based on the truth. These days, of course,
that name would probably be labeled sexist. In any case, she
remembers her time in the service as a great experience.

Boy Meets Girl

The fateful meeting of these two tough, disciplined, serious
minded Marines took place while both were visiting their families at
the Stamford Yacht Club at Shippan Point, Connecticut, a club my
mother’s parents had belonged to for years. It happened as many
chance encounters do: boy meets gitl and sees charm or beauty and
falls in love. My father must have seen such a certain quality in my
mother. I'll let my mother tell the stoty in her own words:

“My mother, vour grandmother “I:,” suggested that the two of
us have dinner at the Yacht Club. Your grandfather was out of
town on business. 1 wasn’t too enthusiastic, but decided that
anything would be preferable to sitting around at home.

“We were enjoying a cocktail in the Club bar and chatting with
some friends when your father walked in. I remember thinking,
‘What a great looking guy” From a distance, 1 guessed he was
Army becausc his green uniform was very faded and the insignia
tarnished. Then I saw the Marine emblem and, at the same
moment, our eyes met and held across the room. A moment later,

20




THE EARLY YEARS

the waiter told us our table was ready and we went upstairs to have
dinner.

“I'he next night, I had a phone call from your father. He had
inquired about me at the Yacht Club desk. We dated that evening,
and the next, and the next, and by the time I had to return to Camp
Iejeune, we were in love.

“Your dad had orders to return for the West Coast, but wrote to
Marine Corps headquarters and requested duty at Camp Lejeune.
His request was, of course, granted.

“We continued to date on base, a somewhat hazardous
proposition because your father was an officer and 1 a sergeant;
fraternization was strictly frowned upon in those days.”

After the better part of a year, my parents were engaged to be
married in August 1944. In those days, the idea of marmnage and
weddings still held the strength of tradition and endurance. My
parents were in love and, perhaps like most people then, truly
believed it was forever. Both of them must have thought their stint
with the Marines would be short-lived. My father seemed to imply
this in a Stamford Advocate interview over a year earlier that quoted
him as saying, “I get to thinking about a rose-covered cottage with a
white picket fence and all the tnmmings, and 1 wonder whether I
was cut out to be a wandering Marine.”

For my mother, her marriage to my father would mark the
direction she thought she needed for her life — just as so many
other women of the day. There was an idealism that pervaded the
country in the Forties, particularly at the end of World War II. The
majority of Americans wanted to get on with their lives, get married
and have babies. My patents, quite frankly, were no different.

FFor the record, my parents were married at the First Presbyteran
Church in Stamford, Connecticut, on a Saturday afternoon, August
26, 1944. l.eading up to this momentous event were the usual array
of wedding showers, parties, dinners, even a rehearsal dinner at the
Woodway Beach Club. Nearly every newspaper in the area had
some announcement of the wedding, complete with photos, and
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detailed descriptions of what my mother would and ultimately did
wear to the affair.

Here’s Art!

Mathematically, T do not believe 1 was conceived as a
honeymoon baby. But I came pretty damn close, as it was only
about ten months later that 1 emerged into this mixed up world.
My mother would tell you that she knew she was pregnant because
the smell of coffee from the mess hall, ordinarily something she
found pleasant and fragrant made her run for cover. The night
before 1 was born, my mother had bought my dad a pair of
sunglasses as a present and stashed them under his pillow. When
her water broke carly the next morning, June 17, 1945 — Father’s
Day that year — my dad lifted her over to his side of the bed and in
the excitement of the moment, the glasses were shattered into a
mullion pieces.

The trip to the hospital was on the chaotic side, too. The MPs
stopped my father for speeding on the base, but fortunately, he was
able to convince them that time was of the essence. They ended up
providing us with a military escort, complete with sirens, to Camp
Lejeune Family Hospital. 1 took my first breath in this world at
12:23pm, just four days before the Japanese finally surrendered at
Okinawa. 1 was a long baby — 22 %2 inches — and weighed in at 7
pounds, 9 ounces. Duly named Arthur William Bell, 111, my
mother would eventually call me Trey (pronounced “Tray”); I
looked it up in the dictionary and it means “a throw or play of three
at dice, dominocs or cards.” The nickname stuck, although 1
remember taking a brief dislike to the name Arthur and, at one
point, announcing to anyone who would listen that I wanted to be
known as “Bill” Bell from then on.

It is always interesting to know a baby’s first word, if only out of
curiosity. Now, I'm skeptical of this, but my mother claims that
one of my first attempts at communicating at this eatly age came in
the form of an utterance 1 made that sounded like “la-dio,” which

22




THE EARLY YEARS

she insists could only be translated to mean “ra-dio,” which in
effect foretold my future. I don't know. Anything is possible.

My Sisters

I am the oldest of three children: my sister, Tina, is two years
younger, and Jesse is the youngest, four years apart from me. Jesse
was christened Barbara Lee after my mother’s sister, but legally
changed her name somewhere along the line and frankly, the name
Jesse seems to suit her personality better anyway. Probably ruffled
my aunt’s feathers a bit, though! Jesse was a tomboy in her eatly
years, crazy about horses, fun-loving and active in sports. I can
remember tickling her a lot.

Tina, on the other hand, was very serious and lady-like, even
when she was a little girl. Much as I now love my sisters, however,
as children, they did tend to push me out of the limelight as they
made their respective appearances and that, for me, was hard to
bear. As you can guess, 1 don’t like to take a back scat to anyone.
For the most part, I adapted well to other siblings, notwithstanding
the usual teasing and occasional mean tricks.

One day, when my grandmother “I¥” was visiting, she and my
mother were admiring my sister, Tina, the newest arrival in the
houschold. The story goes that while the grownups were cooing
over baby ‘Tina, consumed with jealousy, I picked up my sterling
silver, monogrammed cup and let her have it squarely on the top of
her blonde head. No permanent harm resulted to Tina, but my cup
bears a deep dent to this day.

I next directed my attention to my youngest sister, who came
along two years later. Jess has a permanent mark on the bridge of
her nose where I winged her with my sandbox shovel. In this and
other incidents, I was determined to make myself the star of the
family, no matter what it took.

I haven’t scen much of my sisters in recent years as Jesse lives in
West Hartford, Connecticut and Tina in Betkeley, California; we're
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all so busy with our own lives that reunions have been few and far
between.

Can’t Stand Still

Shortly after my birth, World War II came to a painful, grinding
close. During these profound historical times, I lived my first two
months of life at Camp Lejeune. I don't remember any of it. My
father’s association with the service ended with World War I1. His
inclination to constantly change civilian jobs — whether it was
selling encyclopedias, peddling life insurance, or a sudden whim to
go to law school — kept us moving beginning with Stamford,
Connecticut, several years later to New Jersey, and from there to
Media, Pennsylvania, until I was about nine. It seems the moment
we started to feel somewhat comfortable in a place, we had to pick
up stakes and move on. Making friends with classmates or other
children was barely possible. How could you possibly nurture a
friendship when in a matter of months you might never see those
people again?

My earliest recollection as a child came when we were in
Stamford. 1 was about two years old and my mother had put me
down for a nap in my crib. Not really slecpy and imbued with the
curiosity that can drive the mother of a two-year old crazy, I
climbed out of my crib and padded over to this beautiful cedar
closet of my mother's. You know how wonderfully fragrant
unpainted cedar can be; naturally, I must have been drawn to it.
Inside the closet, I found a paintbrush and a can of paint. Well, I
started with the cedar closet and, being pleased with that effort, 1
continued to paint everything else: the walls, the floor, even the
clothing and shoes and anything else that happened to cross my
path including myself. When I had finally exhausted both myself
and the can of paint, I had covered the cedar closet as far up as |
could reach in this hideous shade of yellow. You can imagine how
thrilled my parents were over this.
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My mother fondly remembers the day, also at the age of two,
that, while she was gardening, she suddenly looked up to find a
circle of adults not too far from her. Suspecting as only a mother
can that one of her children might be involved, she ran over to the
group to find that I was standing amidst them, chattering happily
and as naked as a peeled banana. Perhaps there were indeed eatly
signs of my future interaction with the world.

The Battling Bells Take Their Toll

Probably what had the greatest impact on me during my
childhood were the battles of my parents. As much as I love both
my parents, it i1s clear that my parents were not happy with each
other. As marines, they were both very much alike, but in a way
that was destructive to their relationship. They were hard, dniven,
difficult people. The consequence of combining two people like
this was constant fighting. They really tore into each other. I
remember lying in bed and hearing things crashing around the
house as my parents fought into the night.

And because this was not something isolated which would occur
every so often, but was something ongoing and continual, many of
my childhood memories are clouded. 1 learned much later, as an
adult, that my parents were resolved to stay together only for the
sake of their children. This, I believe, was a mistake, not only for
them, but also for anyone who does it. My sisters and I were
certainly affected by this environment. Today, I recognize what
they were doing and 1 forgive them; they simply thought that they
were doing the right thing at the time. And at the time, I believe 1t
had an effect on many aspects of my life, including my school years.

I Hated School

If I could name the most boring thing I can remember in my life,
it would be school. 1 began my school career when we lived in
Stamford, Connecticut. Right from the very beginning, all the way
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through junior high and high school, I hated school. The subjects
generally bored me, the teachers bored me, the whole experience
was boring! I remember watching the clock that was invariably on
the wall of each classroom, marking off the passage of time undl 1
could be free to do what I wanted. Consequently, my grades were
never particularly high. How can you apply yourself when you
don't find anything interesting? And of course I'm sure that my
home life had something to do with my inability to become
interested in school.

In order to amuse myself and get through the tedium of school,
I was a nuisance: to my classmates, my teachers, and everyone else
who was within range. You could count on me to be the kid who
always got into some trouble. I played dirty tricks on other kids,
talked back to the teacher, got into arguments, and so on. 1 was the
pain-in-the-ass who would put the tack on a seat for someone to sit
down on, or fire spit wads across a classroom to pelt someone in
the neck. 1 was the one who would rocket a rubber band at
someone, challenge authority whatever way possible, make faces or
disgusting noises during class, and on and on.

Of course, these actions had their consequences. 1 remember
when I was in fifth grade I had a Latin teacher, Mrs. Brubaker, who
had this rule that talking during class earned a strike from a ruler.
Well, needless to say, despite numerous warnings, I would nof shut
up and the wrath of her ruler would come crashing down on my
poor knuckles. I despised Mts. Brubaker. She was a fat duck of a
woman. She looked like she had inhaled two or three women, just a
horrible hunk of a woman.

My parents did not know what to do with me either. I
remember my father reprimanding me and telling me that I was
stupid and that I would never amount to anything. Frustrated with
me, he would insist, “Art, you should take school more seriously.
In this day and age, a man can't amount to anything unless he gets
an education.”

That was the thinking of that generation. You did well in school,
went to college, graduated, got a good job at a good company, got

26




THE EARLY YEARS

married, raised a family, and lived happily ever after. I, of course,
saw no point to this and continued in my wayward ways. And
although my father would attempt to discipline me, I just got all the
more rambunctious.

Candy, Lima Beans & Rockets

Yes, I really was a hell-raiser. In fact, my sisters and I were all a
bunch of little hell-raisers. But my parents really did try to keep us
in line. They did not slack in the area of discipline. I remember
when I was about six years old, I stole some candy from the store
down the street. When I brought it home, my mother knew damn
well that I had stolen that candy. To teach me a lesson, she
marched me directly to the store and had me confess to my crime
and pay for it on the spot. If I think about it, I can stll recall the
sick, nervous feeling I had in my stomach and the hot flush that
rose quickly to my face. Obviously, this was an unbelievably
embarrassing experience for me and the lesson was learned.

My mother was also unrelenting about various rules she
maintained in the house. For example, we had to eat everything
that was served on our plates before we could get dessert —
including the most dreaded things on earth: lima beans and peas. In
my opinion, lima beans and peas are the vegetables from hell. But
being about as cunning as I was unruly, I devised a way to consume
these horrible things. I would get a full glass of milk and put a lima
bean on my tongue and swallow it like a pill.

As I got a little older, between the ages of 10 and 14, I became a
little more sophisticated in my form of hell-raising. For one thing, 1
developed an interest in rockets, bombs, and all sorts of electrical
stuff. First I learned how to build rockets. This required a few
basic materials: heavy cardboard, tape and lots and lots of Ohio
Blue Tip matches. 1 would use the heavy cardboard to construct
the rocket body by making a cylinder and securing it with tape. To
this, I would add the appropriate fins and a cone for the top of the
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rocket. Then, for fuel, I would take thousands of Ohio Blue Tip
matches and remove the heads of each match.

Now these matches are extremely volatle things. They’re
designed so that if you strike them on some resistant surface, they
ignite instantly. Well, despite this danger, I would spend hours and
hours and hours removing the tips of these matches as the basis for
my fuel, and then tamp them into my cardboard cylinder rocket.
The tamping was extremely dangerous because the resistance
between the match heads rubbing each other could set them all off.
I built many rockets, and on one fateful day it happened: one of
these homemade rockets blew up in my hands. Through some
miracle, 1 remained unscathed, but the blast singed the concrete
floor and the ceiling of our garage.

Then I decided to construct a metal rocket; only this time, to
give it greater thrust because of the weight of the metal tube that I
used for the rocket body, I included a little gasoline along with the
match heads. I got an old rain gutter that was lying around the
house at the time, put my rocket inside, leaned the gutter up in the
crook of a tree limb in our yard, and lit the rocket. KABLAM!
The rocket did not lift off, but instead it became a terrifying bomb,
blasting apart the rain gutter into millions of pieces and nipping off
the limb of the tree. Boy, what a disaster! To this day, I still marvel
at the fact that I did not get hurt or killed by the shrapnel. As many
times as my rockets worked just fine, lifting into the air without
mishap, there were just as many incidents where I could have been
seriously injured.

Despite any possible danger, one mischievous escapade led to
another. I have always been fascinated by electricity: how 1t works,
what you can do with it, etc. One day I decided to apply my
fascination for electrical things to my bomb making experience. 1
got some cherry bombs (which are maybe ten times more powerful
than the average firecracker), removed and replaced the fuse with a
very thin wire, the thickness of a thread. To this, I would apply 110
Volts of electricity and FOOSHHHY, the cherry bomb would flash.
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With this knowledge, 1 decided to nig up my backyard lawn as a
minefield.

Every few feet, I buried a cherry bomb connected to a wire that
led to a panel I had in my room. The panel had switches and lights,
an impressive invention. My plan was to wait until my neighbor, a
boy who lived next door, entered the yard so I could commence
exploding one bomb after the other to get him to hop around in a
comical fashion. Well, I eventually got impatient, and just started to
set these things off. What a mess! In a matter of minutes, huge
pieces of turf were blown into the air all over the place. 1 basically
blew up my lawn. Well, I never liked having to mow the lawn
anyway. It seemed that I would start on one end, and by the time 1
was through cutting the lawn at the other end, the first end needed
to be cut again. So, there, that took care of that.

I also enjoyed doing mischievous things with my sisters. |
remember one time I decided to use electricity for fun and came up
with the idea of building an clectric chair.  Naturally, to make sure
my electric chair worked, I nceded someone to execute. My
youngest sister, Jessc, was almost always game when I came up with
some new amusement, and this ime was no different. Jesse eagerly
volunteered to sit in my electric chair. Forwnately for her, my
mother discovered what I was up to at about the tme I had just
finished securing the appropriate wiring on my sister’s wrists and
ankles. I never did find out if that thing worked, although 1 suspect
it probably would have worked just fine.

Flight Crazy

Apart from rockets and bombs, there were two things in my life
that really captured my attention and my imagination for the first
twelve years of my life and in many ways became my solace. From
about the age of three on, I became enthralled with flying. T had
and still have to this day an abiding, deep, longing desire to fly. The
idea of soaring high above the ecarth, looking below with a
perspective you can’t get any other way is partly what draws me to
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flight. Itis also the freedom one could feel, to glide and drift along
with the wind like a bird. My young albeit industrious mind devised
many experiments to achieve flight.

Once I took an old umbrella and climbed to the top of a red
barn. I think I may have been influenced by some cartoons or
something. The idea was to launch myself, umbrella in hand, from
the top of the barn and fly — or at least float. Of course, by some
whim, T had enough sense to jump from the barn knowing that
should anything go wrong, I could land into a pile of hay below.
Well, there I was with my umbrella and off the roof I went. And
just for a fleeting instant, it was as though I was airborne, actually
flying! But before I could relish the thought, the umbrella collapsed
inside out, and I plummeted to the hay pile below. Not being
satisfied with this outcome, I just assumed I needed a different
umbrella. So T rried several different brands of umbrellas in my
attempt to achieve flight. None of them worked. Nevertheless, |
remained enthralled at the prospect of flying.

My attempts at flight did not end with a few leaps off a barn
roof. Hills were also potential launching pads. As a small child, I
went to visit my grandmother in Connecticut. Her nickname was
‘E’ because she had a hill on the way to her house and when I was
two years old and strapped into a car seat, she would say “Wheee!”
as we would progress down it; ‘E’ was my baby version of the word.
Later, it was this hill from which I attempted to launch myself
(again, employing the use of various umbrellas), and 1 always
screeched ‘Eeceeeecceceeceeeeeee!’ all the way down. The wind
gusted up the hill as I careened down it, and for a few brief
moments, | actually experienced the exhilaration of flight But then
I would crash to the ground, inflicing many a bruised knee in these
aeronautical attemipts. Later on in my life, I would have the actual,
albeit traumatic in this case, experience of flight in Alaska on a hang
ghider.

When 1 wasn't trying to leave the ground, I was avidly reading
books. I loved and stll love to read, whether it's ficton or non-
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ficton. I read everything as a child and continue to read everything
to this day, even though I do have a very busy schedule.

Art Meets the Radio

By the tme I was twelve, several things occurred which would
forever change my life. For one thing, my grandparents (that is, ‘E’)
in Connecticut had a huge old RCA radio as big as I was which they
gathered around constantly. It was during one of my many visits
there that I had my first exposure to and immediately fell in love
with radio. I listened to the AM stations at the time and I marveled
at hearing voices that came from miles and miles away. Radio
captivated my imagination — it was both magical and mystical to
me. I was excited about radio and that excitement for radio is alive
in me to this day. I am so lucky to be in an occupation that
involves something for which I have a great love. Apparently, this
passion I would have for radio was foretold perhaps as eatly as two
years old.

Even at this early age, I had developed an interest in electrical
things. One day, I was experimenting and managed to cut a wire
off of my mother's toaster. I gathered various other matenals,
including a shoebox in which to house my creation, and, after some
tweaking, managed to construct a spark transmitter which to my
delight actually made a clicking noise you could hear in the radio. It
seems that even then radio was destined to be something I would
always be drawn to.

HAM Radio

Once I learned about radio, listening to it was not enough; I also
wanted to talk to people. That desire to interact was paired with my
discovery of HAM radio. There was a man who lived down the
street from us who was instrumental in my connection with radio:
Paul Weiss. Mr. Weiss was a Polish physicist by profession who
was in this country to help develop alternative methods of creating
nuclear fission. He was also an avid and experienced HAM radio
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operator. Mr. Weiss not only introduced me to HAM radio, but he
taught me about electronics, taught me Morse code, and then
helped me prepare to take the HAM radio operator's test.

My enthusiasm for HAM radio was at such a fever pitch that I
remember insisting that my mother stop at every house in the
neighborhood with a tall HAM antenna. I would run up to the
door, knock, and often disappear into a stranger’s house, while my
mother waited in the car. After what must have seemed like an
eternity to her, I would emerge with some piece of radio equipment
under my arm! I ended up meeting many very friendly people who
eagerly talked about their hobby. By this time, my parents realized
that I most likely had found my niche, my calling in life. My
mother was especially encouraging. 1 think my parents were
probably relieved that I had found something to give my life some
focus. The fact 1s, had it not been for HAM radio, there is every
reason to believe that I might have entered a life of crime, drug
dealing, whatever. I thank God for HAM radio.

Eventually, when the time came to take the HAM radio exam,
my mother drove me all the way to Philadelphia to the FCC
building to take the test. I passed the test when I was 13 and
received my current call: W6OBB. To this day I am sall a HAM
radio operator. [ truly love being able to sit down in front of a
HAM radio set and talk to people all over the world. It is a vital
extension of what I am doing now, and I am convinced that had it
not been for HAM, I would not be doing what I'm doing today.

Travel Lust

As I spent more and more ume exploring HAM radio and
talking to people all over the world, I was — perhaps not
surprisingly — filled with the desite to travel. In fact, I describe the
feelings 1 had for travel as frave/ lust. 1 wanted to see and experience
some of the places where these people lived. 1 suppose the
unsettling atmosphere at home with my parents constantly at battle
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probably encouraged this lust for travel. T urgently wanted to get
away from my family and to see other places.

I did run away from home several times. One time, I packed up
a small sack of food and five candy bars, determined to make my
way to California. Somehow I managed to hitchhike all the way to
Missouri before I had eaten all my candy bars and run out of
money. Exhausted and frustrated, 1 called my parents and they
shipped me back home on a bus. Another time I ran away, I fled to
my grandparents’ home in Boca Raton, Florida. 1 believed this was
a good place to run since it was one of the few places where I had
had positive experiences in the past with my family during a couple
of family vacations. My grandparents were sympathetic and 1
stayed with them for several months, even attending Seacrest high
school in Boca Raton.

Living in Florida for a while had one distinct advantage: 1 was
able to get a perspective on my relationship with my father, always
rocky at best. As it turned out, all I succecded in doing by running
away to Florida was to exchange one authoritarian figure for
another. 1 quickly discovered that my grandfather expected me to
“toe the line” just as my father did. I had to keep my room spotless
(a problem with me), do well in school (still a problem with me),
and help with the outside chores (always a problem with me). I'd
be out there in that relentless Florida sun, grubbing around in E’s
garden and wishing I was anywhere else. I’d pull up a weed and
two more would grow in its place. In addition, and much to my
surprise, I found that I was beginning to miss my family, the friends
I had been able to make, and most of all, my HAM radio
equipment. Accordingly, I headed for home just as (wouldn’t you
know it?) my father decided to change jobs again.

I was 14 when we moved to Blue Ridge Summit, Maryland, near
Fort Richie, a little town nestled in the foothills of the Appalachians
and straddling the Mason-Dixon Line. We moved into a huge 30-
room house with five bathrooms. KEager as I was to immerse
myself in radio, I had a room on the third floor, the perfect place
from which to broadcast and listen. In due course, some kindly
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fellow HAM presented me with a huge Japanese antenna which, to
my mother’s horror, I climbed up on the roof to install. I spent
hours in my sanctum sanctorum, gathering QSL cards (a code
confirmation signifying contact between one amateur operator and
another) from all over the wotld. The walls of my radio room were
covered with QSL cards.

Although I was able to spend time doing what I loved, there was
still an undercurrent of chaos in my house that prevented me from
truly being at peace and forced me to consider whether I wanted to
remain there as I approached my 18th birthday. As I broached the
subject of enlisting in the service, my parents probably breathed a
sigh of relief as they were running out of ideas on how to deal with
the black sheep of the family. Since their marriage was on very thin
ice at this point, they didn’t need additional problems with me.
Accordingly, even though I was still only 17 at the time, they signed
the necessary consent form and I was officially enlisted in the Air
Force and off to see the world!
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There were basically two reasons why I made a decision to enter
the armed services. My home life with my parents, who were
drawing closer and closer to divorce (they divorced after twenty odd
years of marriage), was falling apart, and my insatiable lust for
travel, to get away from home, but also to explore the world.

I'was 17 when I got out of high school and I instantly enlisted in
the armed services. This was in 1962 and the Vietnam fiasco was in
its early stages. Anyway, at that time I just decided more or less
arbitranly that the Air Force sounded like a good part of the armed
services to enter. | certainly did not want to enlist in the Marines,
like my parents had done years carlier. The Marines just scemed
too tough for me, and I just did not want to be associated with
something of which my parents had a part.

Of course, the first part of my experience with the Air Force was
cight weeks of excruciating basic training, commonly referred to as
boot camp. My boot camp training was at L.akland Air Force Base.
God, this was an awful experience. It was both physically and
mentally demanding. They put you under tremendous pressure.
They called you names, they degraded you in front of everyone, and
you worked out phvsically like you can’t imagine; it was torturous
and hellish. Their aim, of course, was to weed out the weak from
those who would endure. I’m not sure, but I would think that basic
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training is no different now than it was then. And quite frankly, the
approach taken to weed people out 1s smart. They did not want the
weaklings and they should not have the weaklings. It is important
to our national defense not to have these people. After all, you
want the toughest people you can get to fight for our country.

I remember, cach night, when I returned to my bunk in the
barracks, I wondered what I had gotten myself into. 1 wondered
how I lost my mind and joined the Air Force. It was as though
when I was at home, I was in the frying pan, and now in the Air
Force I was in the fire. I was almost not sure what was worse. But
I stayed throughout all eight miserable weeks of it. And through
some magical means, I made it to the end. Then, after all that was
done, they assigned me to become a medic.

To become a medic, I was first sent to Greenville Air TForce
Base, in Greenland, Mississippi, and later Gunter Air Force Base in
Alabama. Finally, I was sent to Amarillo Air Force Base, in Texas.
It is said of Amarillo, Texas that there is nothing except barbed wire
fence between Amarillo, Texas and the North Pole. And I think it’s
true. Amarillo is in the Texas panhandle, and when the wind blows
it is vetry cold and bone-chilling in the winter, and very hot and
dusty in the summer. In the spring, Amanllo has thunderstorms
and tornadoes (it is often referred to as the tornado belt of the
country). I stayed for a period of 18 months at the hospital at
Amarillo Air Force Base there in Texas. This turned out to be a
very eventful 18 months.

My Humorous Tumor

Being trained as a medic and engaging in medicine as I did in the
armed forces was something I very much enjoyed. Of course, I was
in constant close contact with doctors and I became familiar with
them on a personal basis. And military doctors, I discovered, have
a very perverted sense of humor (this may very well be true of all
doctors, I don’t know). Well, one day an unnamed woman I knew
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at the ime found a lump under my left shoulder blade. Naturally, I
panicked.

So, I went into the hospital to have one of my doctor friends
look at it. He poked around and exclaimed, “Oh yes, we have
something here. We’'ll have to do a little surgery on this and pop it
out.” He went on to explain that it was probably nothing more
than a little fatty tumor, which could easily be dealt with. ‘They
decided, therefore, that it was not a major operation and there was
no need to put me under general anesthesia. All they needed to do
was to inject a couple of shots of Xylocane, a local anesthetic to
numb the area.

They took me into the operating room where they had me lay
down on my stomach to inject the couple shots of Xylocane and get
to work. As they began to explore this thing they discovered that it
was not exactly a little tumor, but something which extended into
my chest cavity. Unfortunately, once they had me opened up, they
could not put me under general anesthesia to continue with the
operation for some mysterious medical reason or another. Their
only alternative was to pump in more Xylocane, which they did.
They injected thirty more shots of Xylocane into me, and believe it
or not, I sdll felt them cutting around in there.

By this time, several doctors were working on me and this
dragged on for several hours. Eventually, they clipped and snipped
this damn tumor thing out of me. Well, those were the days when
they did not have the facilities to test the tumor right there. ‘They
had to send a sample off to a lab elsewhere to find out if the thing
was benign or malignant. If the results revealed that the tumor was
malignant, this would mean I stll had something to worry about.
Anyway, they closed me up and I had to wait for the results.

About four days later, the doctor called me into his office for the
results. I came in, sat down and stared at the doctor who looked at
me with a very stern, concerned expression. Then he said:

“Art, I don’t know how to tell you this, and I am sorry I have to
tell you this, but you only have about six months.”
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When I heard this, I did what anyone else would do: my stomach
turned inside out, my heart started to race, my face drained of all its
blood, and I broke into a cold sweat. At this very moment, the
doctor could not refrain any longer, and he cracked up laughing his
ass off. Here was a man of rank, a captain, and he just fell on the
floor laughing untl 1 thought he would split. I guess he thought
this must have been the funniest thing he had ever done in his
whole life. I, on the other hand, did not share in his mirth, and sat
sullenly by, eventually clasping my head in my hands and started to
cry. It was about this time the ass of a doctor picked himself off
the floor and finally realized that what he had done was not so
damn funny.

The tumor they had removed was actually an unusually large
fatty, benign tumor. 1 was okay. I must say, however, this was
probably one of the scariest points of my life. And it may have
contributed to my own sense of sick practical jokes. 1 remember
once, many years later, I rolled a fake grenade into a radio studio to
scare the hell out of its occupants.

Chasing Tornadoes

The other interesting story about my experience at Amarillo Air
Force Base is the occasion when I got involved in establishing an
illegal radio station on the base. But I'll save that story for the
chapter on how I got my start in radio. Apart from my radio
station expetience, | had a buddy, Lynn Witlake, who shared in my
radio experience, but was also a bad weather freak. We were both
just fascinated by stormy weather (to this day, I am stll very
interested in stormy weather and talk about it on my radio
program). It so happened, some years after his stint with the Air
Force, my dear friend Lynn actually became a weatherman for a TV
staton 1n Lake Charles, Louisiana.

Anyway, we would get into an old Volkswagen and chase
thunderheads, the most dangerous storms there are. And if there
was a chance these thunderheads might produce a tornado, so
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much the better. We preferred pursuing tornadoes. Every so often
we would chase thunderheads and tornadoes all the way into
Oklahoma. The premise for engaging in this sort of foolishness
was that we would film the bad weather and tornadoes with an
8mm movie camera to be sold to the local TV stations. But the fact
is, we probably would have chased bad weather even if there was no
chance to make money doing it. Lynn just loved turbulent weather
and I quickly got hooked on bad weather, too. We must have
chased dozens and dozens of storms. That Volkswagen was pelted
with hail, lightening, torrential rains, dangerous winds, dust twisters,
and on and on. How we ever lived through this, I don’t know.
This was just another one of those experiences where I should have
been killed, but I wasn’t.

Next Stop: Japan

After my 18-month stint at Amarnllo, not long after our radio
station was closed down, I received orders for transfer. My dreams
for travel would be fulfilled by the Air Force in a big way. I was to
be transferred to Kadena Air Force Base on the island of Okinawa,
Japan. Okinawa 1s southwest of mainland Japan, and about 300
miles east of main land China. From Texas, the Air Force was
basically sending me to the other side of the world. Quite frankly, I
couldn’t have been happier. 1 was given thirty days leave to
prepare. So, I flew back home to Connecticut, packed my bags,
said goodbye to my family, got on an airplane, and off I went to
begin an adventure that has probably shaped the rest of my life.

When I got off the airplane at Kadena, I went through an
amazing, intriguing, life altering experience. I was young, I was
excited, and I was ready for adventure. It is amazing to think about
how I was affected immediately as I entered into this new world of
the Orent. All my senses were greatly stmulated. Every sight,
every smell, every sound, every sense I had realized that everything
I was accustomed to in America was different here in the Onent.
This was not like traveling to Europe; this is was altogether
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different. Right away, I fell in love with the people, and the culture,
and I even began to learn the language.

On the base, I did my job as a medic at the hospital there. Every
spare moment I had, and any moment I could get off the base, I
spent my tme carousing, learning about the culture, and
womanizing. This is when I developed my love for Oriental
women. The experience was incredible to me, and I finally just
figured a way to move off base. I so wanted to assimilate
completely with these people. Off base, I lived as a Japanese
person, living with a Japanese girl in a Japanese home. Like the
Japanese, I slept on the floor on tatome mats, ate their food, wore
their clothes, watched Japanese television, and so on. It was as
though I were Japanese. The Air Force, of course, was not thrilled
about me “cohabiting” with one of the locals; they felt that I had a
barracks room on the base and that was where I should be. So to
offset this, I hired an Okinawan to keep my barracks room clean
and shine my shoes and put them in their place under the bed.

Even though I was having mostly an enjoyable time in Okinawa,
Vietnam was in full swing. Tragically, there were growing numbers
of American casualties because of what was going on in Vietnam.
At the outset of the flow of American casualdes, the injured were
flown from Saigon all the way to the United States for treatment.
There were no approprate medical facilities in Vietnam to treat the
injured there. Besides, it was probably too dangerous anyway. But
the American press learned of this and created a stir, resulting in
political pressure, which quickly stopped the flow of casualdes to
the US.

As an alternative, it was decided that the casualtes would be
flown to Clark Air Force Base located on the Philippines.
Consequently, in an effort to assist doctors dealing with the influx
of casualties, there were several times during my time stationed at
Kadena Air Force Base, that I was temporarly transferred to a
hospital at Clark Air Force Base. What I saw at the hospital at
Clark Air Force Base was horrible and tragic. I will never forget it
as long as I live. To this day, I have great difficulty thinking about
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it, let alone talking or writing about it. To consistently see people
coming back with limbs missing and other parts of their bodies
destroyed, making it impossible to live life normally again, was very,
very difficult for me to see. But I helped to the extent that I could.

Not long after my brief stint at Clark Air Force Base, 1 was
temporarily transferred to Da Nang in Vietnam to help out with
casualties there. 1 was not on the front lines, but I saw the result of
many of those who were. Again, what I saw was hornble, and 1s
very difficult for me to think, talk or write about.

So, I was quite busy during my stint in Okinawa and in the
Orient. Finally, my four years with the Air Force were up, and even
leading up to that day, I really struggled in my mind about what to
do. 1 had difficulty trying to decide whether or not I wanted to re-
enlist with the Air Force and stay on several more years. [ had
absolutely fallen in love with the Orient, particularly the women,
but I really pretty much had my fill with the Air Force. The armed
forces are just too regimented and restricted for me. It was more in
my nature to be frec and unrestricted. ‘This may seem strange
because my life now is very structured and disciplined. But the vast
difference between the structure of the armed forces and my own,
is just that, my own structure is on my own terms, so I don’t mind.
I decided to get out of the Air Force.

In 1966, I was discharged from the Air Force at March Air Force
Base in California. I did not regret leaving the Air Force, but 1 did
regret leaving the Orient when I was in California. 1 missed it.
Nonetheless, 1 resigned myself to my decision at the time, and
decided to take some time to get my bearings. 1 started off by
hitchhiking across the US back to my family in Connecticut. By
this time, of course, my parents were divorced (they had divorced
while I was in the Air Force). First, I spent some time living with
my mother in New Haven, Connecticut. Then T went to live for a
while with my dad in Newark, New Jersey. While I lived with my
dad, I went out and got a job in the civilian sector as a technician
working for International Telephone and Telegraph (I'1°D).
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All the while T missed radio, especially after all the fun and
excitement I had with the illegal radio staton I helped create at
Amarillo Air Force Base, and I missed the Orent. But first |
decided to satisfy my hunger to work in radio, and think of a way I
could return to the Orent. But again, these detals are more
appropriate for the chapter on how I got my start in radio.
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God, how I love beautiful women. I always have. I have an
abiding appreciation for the female form. There is something
symmetrical, poetic, logical, aesthetically perfect, and artistic about a
beautiful woman. [ have observed, appreciated, and lusted after
beautiful women all my life, and probably always will. Now, it may
seem strange, but despite my appreciation of beautiful women, I
tend to like “cute” women over the classic idea of a beautiful
woman, such as Marilyn Monroe or Jane Fonda. To me, the perfect
example of a cute woman is Shannon Doherty. In my opinion,
Shannon Doherty has the face and body of an angel, with the
temperament of a devil. I like Shannon so much that I have a black
and white photo of her in my studio where I do my show.

But I suppose, above all, I have a great love and perhaps even a
fetish for beautiful Oriental women. My love of Onental women
began with my experience of living and working in the Far East for
ten years from ages 18 to 28. This was while I was on duty for the
Air Force, and afterwards, when I took a radio job with a station in
Okinawa. I lived in Okinawa, Japan, the Philippines, and Vietnam.
And I came to appreciate the beauty of Orental women in these
parts of the wotld. To me they are the most striking, exotic, and
the sexiest women in the world.
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And how does my wife feel about all this appreciation for
beautiful women on my part? I'm fortunate because my wife is well
humored on the subject, and not only understands my appreciation
of beautiful women but will go out of her way to point out to me a
beautiful woman. I believe it is normal for one woman to appreciate
the body of another woman.

Now, I don't really pay attention to the bodies of other men.
‘There may be a difference between the way men and women think
about these things; I don't know. T also don't think the love my
wife and I have for each other is challenged by our mutual
appreciation of beautiful women. And by the way, my wife has
Asian blood and has a beautiful exotic look of her own, which I
find greatly attractive. I very much love my wife, and I know she
loves me. My wife is not a woman who lusts after the body of
another woman. We both just happen to share in this aesthetic
experience. Perhaps our mutual appreciation of female beauty is
not unlike our mutual appreciation of other natural forms of beauty.

Yes, yes, I know all this emphasis on the physical beauty of
women appears very sexist, and yes, perthaps [ am somewhat of a
chauvinist. After all, I like the traditional roles for men and women:
men opening doors for women, men getting up when a woman
enters a room, men giving up their chair for a woman, and so on. [
also prefer women in dresses versus pants, women wearing jewelry
and men not, and so on. I like the good old days when men were
men, and women were women. But despite my apparent
chauvinism, 1 adamantly believe physical beauty is not the only
thing attractive about women. A woman who is intelligent, well
spoken, has drive and ambition, and is not afraid to speak her mind
1s very attractive to me. Barbra Streisand is just such a woman. I
think Streisand has attractive physical attributes, but more
significantly, she also has an incredible drive for perfection. She is
no doubt difficult to work with, but she is such a worker, such a
perfectionist, and I find this immensely attractive. My wife is also
just such a woman.
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Women & Radio

So when did all this fanaticism about women get started with
me? Well, it all started when 1 was quite young. 1 was 15 to be
exact. And my family was living in Blue Ridge Summit, Maryland.
She was 13 years old and her name was Kathy Jarrett. But unlike
most kids, I was not really chasing gitls, or into cars, or any of that
usual adolescent stuff. Radio is mostly what occupied my attention.
My mother used to always chide me: “Trey, you have a one track
mind — everything is radio this or radio that” Nonetheless,
although I was obsessed with radio, I took a fancy for this one
pretty girl, Kathy. We became acquainted at school and she lived
near us, so we had a chance to get to know each other. Eventually,
when things were just right, I had the opportunity to kiss her.
Kathy Jarrett was the first girl I kissed.

From that point forward, I was hooked on women. No doubt
about it. Women and radio. Then the day came when Kathy's
family moved to Ohio. I was crushed. I'm sure at the time I
thought I would never get over it. But, of course, I did. I got over
it when I met other women. And as I progressed through junior
high and high school, I dated several girls, but quite frankly, none
of them yielded any particularly meaningful relationship, and that
was that.

When 1 went away from home as an Air Force medic, I became
involved with many women. However, most of the relationships 1
had were with Oriental women, mostly because I worked and lived
in the IFar East as I indicated a moment ago. There was one
Japanese woman with whom I became involved, and she had a very
strong effect on me. She was very much interested in me and in my
culture, and 1 was fascinated by her and her culture. To me the
culture of the Orient is amazing and wonderful. Unfortunately, this
woman developed some serious mental health problems that
proved, after many vears, to be irreversible. As much as [ tried and
as long as I stood by her, I finally had to admit that the relationship
could not endure in light of her failing health. Sadly, I returned to
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the United States and she lives on in my memory, preserved in my
love of the Orient and the Far East.

My First Wife

When I returned to the US, and worked as a rock and roll radio
disc jockey throughout my twentes, I often had women, mostly
girls really, who were groupies. They often stalked me and virtually
threw themselves at me. Often, I must admit, it was difficult for me
to resist the advances of these women. Bear in mind, it was the
very promiscuous sixties, and the concern for AIDS and the like
hardly existed.

It was not until I was 35 that I encountered a woman with whom
I thought I would spend the rest of my life. For purposes of
privacy, I will call her Kim Davies here. As much as I adored
Oriental women, Kim is not Oriental. She is, in fact, a
Midwesterner who I met when I moved from the East Coast to live
in San Diego, California. This was a strange, transitional time in my
life when I thought T was through with radio. 1 suppose I was
going through a period of self re-evaluation. I began working for a
cable company as an electronic technician and 1 met Kim while
working at this job. We dated each other for about a year and then
she became pregnant. It was in part because Kim was pregnant that
we decided to get married. Kim and I had a son who we named Art
W. Bell, IV. This may not have been the most original name, but
somehow I decided to perpetuate the lineage of Art Bells in the
world, and Kim did not disagree. My son is now 16 years old.

I must say my ex-wife is a good woman. She was and sull is a
good mother of our son. The trouble is that our relationship was
— I don't know any other word but “boring.” When we met, we
were physically attracted to each other and scemed to get along
fairly amicably. She is a nice person, no question about it, but was
and just is not an interesting person. She is not a deep thinker and
really did not care too much about the world around her. She was
content to live comfortably in her own litde world and anything
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beyond that simply did not matter. And although she had a good,
attentive mother and didn’t really have any hang-ups, she never
really sought to cultvate her mind.

I guess that at the outset of our relationship I simply overlooked
these facts about Kim. I probably figured that she would change.
That she would develop an interest in things that were important to
me. Perhaps she thought that my interest in radio did not run as
deeply as it does and that I would prefer to establish a routine that
allowed me to concentrate wholly upon her. Unfortunately, our
relationship did not go in either direction. And the fact is, it just
doesn't take long before you get tired of being in a relationship
where there is no common interest, let alone passion, or real,
enduring love.

One also becomes weary of someone who is not interested in
what is most meaningful to you. My first wife never had any
interest in my radio career, or HAM radio, or just about any other
aspect of my life I considered important. This became all the more
apparent when [ made the decision to quit my current job to take
the job at KDWN. In doing this, I took a significant drop in pay.
She thought I had lost my mind. But she did not understand how
bored and unhappy I was with my job as a technician for the cable
company. She just wanted stability and balance. I needed challenge
and excitement.

I guess the worst problem was that my former wife did not
excite me intellectually. Physical stimulation is important, but I
definitely need and hunger for intellectual stimulation. I require fire
in my life and fire in my women. With no intellectual stimulation, 1
wither like a flower in the 120-degree desert sun. With Kim, T felt
my soul was slowly being wounded by a lack of actvity and
stimulation. There was no zest for life with my first wife. We were
merely partners in our finances, in rearing our child, and in a
mundane day-to-day existence. Life is too short to live under such
circumstances.
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Ramona, My Soul Mate

In my heart, I knew I needed out. 1 was not going to make the
same mistake my parents had made — to stay in a marriage for the
sake of the children (or in our case, for the sake of my son). I know
my parents thought they were doing the right thing to stay together
as they raised my sisters and . But I know we suffered immensely
because they stayed together. 1 believe it would probably have been
easier and more beneficial for all involved had they just called it
quits early on so we could all get on with our lives. I saw the
direction my life with Kim was going, and I knew it could not go on
indefinitely, even though I knew that Art, my son, might be affected
emotionally by a divorce. 'Then Ramona entered my life.

I met Ramona (and Ramona really is her name), the woman who
is now my wife, while we were working at KDWN, in Las Vegas,
Nevada. I had a show at the time on KDWN, and Ramona had
been working at the staton, starting her experience there at the
board. Later on, Ramona had her own radio talk show. She was on
the shift before me, and I was on the following shift starting at
midnight to do my show (I will add that Ramona is a very good talk
show host in her own right, although she no longer works for
KDWN and no longer has her own show). As I indicated, I met
Ramona while I was still married to Kim. It happened that Ramona
was also married at the ime.  Her husband (who is now deceased)
was a carpenter and did not have much ambition or interest in
anything other than doing his job. So, in a sense, Ramona was
plagued with a similar problem of being in a tedious relatonship.

Our meeting was unavoidable; it was our destiny. We could not
and should not have been prevented from meeting cach other. |
knew right from the beginning that we were meant to be together.

Our First Meeting

Our first meeting was something Ramona and a colleague of
ours at the station, Cheryl Godfrey (another talk show host), were
actually busy ploting for some time. Cheryl had previously
attempted to get to know me. In fact, she had toyed with the idea
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of having an affair with me. But when she realized I was not that
type of man, that I came across as a monogamous, dutiful husband
and father, she decided to leave me alone. However, that was not
enough for her. Cheryl is somewhat mischievous. Apparently,
because I seemed to be the quiet, thoughtful, serious type, especially
when it came to my job, I was intriguing to the women around me.
Cheryl regarded me as the untouchable one in the world of radio,
and she encouraged Ramona to change that — to have a fling with
me.

It turns out that Ramona had been a regular listener of mine for
a long time and felt that she had come to know me to some extent
without ever really talking to me. And although Ramona was
interested in meeting me, she was more interested in talk radio than
she was in meeting Art Bell. Nonectheless, Cheryl determined that
the next thing to do was to introduce the two of us, but to do that,
Ramona had to hang around the studio long enough for me to
arrive for my shift — around 12:30am — which she did. We met,
talked briefly, and much to my amazement, she kissed me on the
forehead. And then, each time she saw me in the studio, she would
kiss me on the forehead. Needless to say, this got my attention, and
I was immensely intrigued by this unusual woman.

A Hawaiian Gift Pack

This went on for about a week, and one day I came into work
and found an interesting gift she had prepared for me sitting on the
board. The gift included a bag of Ethel M chocolates, a sample bag
of Hawaiian Hazelnut coffee, a package of forget-me-not seeds, and
a pair of handcuffs. I love chocolate, so she got me chocolate.
She’s part Hawaiian, so she got me the Hawaiian coffee. She got
me the forget-me-not seeds to remind me of her. And the
handcuffs, well, T'll let you draw your own conclusions. That
evening I went home and my wife, Kim, discovered these gift items
in my briefcase. At first she thought they were for her. But I am
not the kind of person who would deceive anyone, so I immediately
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told her that I receved these gifts from Ramona. She said, “Oh,
this girl has a romantic interest in you.” And she was correct.

Then one day, as Ramona was leaving and I was on the phone
with our station manager, Claire Reese, I looked up at Ramona just
as she was about to kiss me on the forehead, as she had done
before, and kissed her on the mouth. Both of us felt the immediate
electricity of grear attraction for each other. Meanwhile, Claire kept
shouting on the phone “Art, Art, are you still there?”

Finally, I invited Ramona to be on my show. And she was on
with me undl four in the morning. Somehow that made it all the
more clear to me that she was the one for me. I learned later that
Ramona, although attracted to me, did not believe that anything
more than a quick affair was possible with me. She believed that
normally men with children, especially when they have a son or
sons, do not leave their families. I, on the other hand, saw no
alternative but to marry Ramona. 1 was not in the least bit
interested in an affair. And I made this clear to her. We eventually
got to the point where we were quite open in discussing a
relatonship with each other. It was when we had a secret little
meeting at Cheryl Godfrey’s home, one Sunday evening after
Ramona’s show, that my feelings were made clear. She knew I was
not going to have an affair with her.

Anyway, the next day I gave her a huge box of Absolutely Fresh
Flowers. She thanked me, but said that she thought it best if she
went on her way. Again, I told her that I could not have an affair
with her, but thar I was going to make her my wife. She admitted
to me later that this swept her off her feet. Shortly after this, she
told Cheryl Godfrey of our discussion and my bold statement
concerning marriage. Cheryl exclaimed to Ramona, “You are the
first one to penetrate the ice cold facade of Art Bell!”

The Perfect Woman for Me

From this point forward, Ramona and I saw cach other as often
as we could. It was a magical time for both of us. Her personality
captivated me. She had the fire I nceded in 2 woman. And let me
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tell you, Ramona is a firebrand, wild in every way you can imagine.
She is argumentative, has a world-class temper, and is fiercely
independent. I even encourage her to go her own way, to do as she
pleases. All this was and still is marvelously stimulating to me. And
yet, at the same time, 1 was and continue to be touched by
Ramona's tenderness and her love. 1 cherished this connection we
had made. So, I purposely prevented it from becoming sexual
immediately. 1 enjoyed the intellectual and emotional level of
intimacy Ramona and 1 had developed; it was unlike anything cither
of us had experienced. In short, I had fallen in love with Ramona.

When we did become physically intimate, it was a comical sort of
circumstance. We had arranged a rendezvous in the desert, far away
from cverything and everyone. We had built ourselves a small
campfire, and spread out a blanket on the ground. We commenced
paying a great deal of attention to cach other. Eventually, Ramona
said, “Dear, my feet are getting hot.”

“Hmm, yeah, you're tight, it s getting hot,” 1 exclaimed. 1
looked down only to discover that it was not simply the heat of our
passion, but that the blanket had caught fire because it was so close
to the campfire. We both jumped up, threw dirt on the fire, and
tamped it out. Then we resumed our affections. Not much time
passed and Ramona said, “Dear, my feet are getting hot again.”

“You're kidding!” 1 said, alarmed.

And I looked down, and behold, the damn blanket was on fire,
this time worse than the first time. We survived and put that fire
out, but our love continues to burn.

My wife, Ramona, and I are soul mates. We are connected
intellectually, emotionally, physically, and spiritually. We
understand and compliment cach other.  We know how to
communicate with each other. We know each other in a way that
brings fullness and completion to our relatonship.  ‘This 1s
something 1 recognized even eatly on as we were developing our
relationship. ‘The love I share with Ramona is not the kind of love |
had with Kim. My involvement with Ramona was not a cheap,
tawdry affair. It is something that stemmed from the heart and
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mind, and not just a foray of lust and passion. It was clear to me
when I was in love with Ramona. And at that point it was clear to
me the only alternative I had was to divorce my wife of eleven years
and marry Ramona.

I made the best of my marriage to Kim. If anything good was
going to come of it, eleven years was plenty of time for that to
happen. But nothing changed for the better during those years, and
I'saw no hope for change. So I divorced Kim. I left everything:
most of my things, the house, a car, everything. 1 only took some
clothes and my HAM radio equipment, and that was that. Ramona
also made the same decision. She had been married to a man for 14
years. She knew that she could not continue in that relationship
and also left her ex-spouse without taking anything from that past.
I think that between us we shared a knife, a fork, and a paper cup.

The Great Adventure

The ink on our divorce papers was barely dry at the time we got
married; that’s how quickly we acted. And the day we were married
we both acknowledged to each other that together we were entering
what we now call the great adventure. And a great adventure it has
been. Starting with nothing together, we scraped by on one meager
paycheck week in and week out for a long time. But we loved cach
other and we knew that was the most important thing. You can
have all the material possessions in the world, but if you have no
one to share it with, it means nothing. Besides, we trusted that
everything else we needed would fall into place — and it has.

I know that many of my listeners will be disturbed by what I
have revealed here. Most people who listen to me probably regard
me as an economic and political conservative with high moral
standards. Which I am and which I have. I believe divorce is a big
problem in our country. I also believe people are too quick to
divorce. But remaining indefinitely in a marriage devoid of love is
like not living at all. As for my own experience, I have no regrets.
My life is my own. And I believe my Maker is aware of all that I
have done and I even doubt I have much explaining to do when I
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come before His presence. For I believe it was all meant to be. Not
that our lives are entirely predestined for us, but I definitely believe
that fate brought Ramona and 1 together. 1 know I made the right
decision and the years we have had together have proven this to
me. With each passing year, we have grown closer and our
relationship has gotten better.

Not to be with this woman as [ have would have been a sort of
sin. To stay in a marriage without any love would also have been a
sin. I know I would have regretted it. [ am truly happy with my
marriage to Ramona and I firmly believe my relationship with her
has definitely contributed to my success in radio. 1 could not be the
open and honest person 1 am on the air without the influence of my
wife. And my openness to reveal these facts here is only possible
again because of my wife’s influence.
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MY PUBLIC & PRIVATE SIDES

There 1s a huge difference between my professional or public life
and my private life. Of course, there are areas where my
professional life does tend to merge with my private life. For one
thing, [ am basically the same person in private as I am on the air.
It would be impossible for me to do a show five hours every night
without being honest. If I were not truthful, my listeners would
know it. 1 am just myself on the air and evidently my listeners
appreciate that fact. But there are a number of things about me that
may or may not be especially apparent unless you get to know me
personally.

Personality Traits

To begin with, I am an immensely driven, competitive person.
Some may say 1 am cgocentric. I'm not sure. If having an ego
means you recognize certain innate talents in yourself, and if it
means you have unrelenting drive which yields success, well, then
I’m guilty; I have an ego. For I know I am good at what I do as a
radio talk show host. At times, I believe I am as good at this
profession as anyone in the business, whether it’s Larry King or
Rush Limbaugh or G. Gordon Liddy, or anyone. Is that my ego
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talking? Probably. But then, I'm not worried about it. My ego is
very much a part of who I am.

As I said, I am driven. Some will argue that drive is genetic, but
I believe my drive stems from the environment in which I grew up.
On one hand, my mother was extremely nurturing, encouraging me
with radio from the very beginning and supporting me in a firm but
loving way in all my endeavors. In contrast, my father would tell
me I was stupid, and for all the times he would insist that unless 1
went to college I would amount to nothing, T felt compelled to be
the opposite. 1 needed to demonstrate that I was intelligent and
that I would amount to something — my own way.

Yes, once in a while, when I did not do very well at school, T felt
as though I were nothing, that perhaps I would amount to nothing
I almost believed my father.  Yet, in time, this sort of
discouragement on my dad’s part had a strange way of inculcating
the notion that I must be the best at all I do. I became very goal
oriented and very competitive. I do not encourage this as a means
for people to raise their children. 1 think it is far more useful for
most people to be encouraged, and to be instilled with a sense of
responsibility and discipline in order to achieve things in life.

I am extremely competitive. As you know, my career in radio is
one of the most important parts of my life. So I am keenly
concerned about where I am in this odd business up to the very
minute. I am the first person to find out as soon as I can what my
ratings are, or how many affiliates I am adding to my syndicated
radio program, or how I am received in, say, Mobile, Alabama
versus San Diego, California. 1 want to know! I need to know! 1
need to know that my show is good and that it is being well
received. Now, some people may think my ego is gratified only
when listeners express their adoration of me and of my show.

When I first started out in this business, it was very gratifying to
have people compliment me on my show; this z important to me.
But the compliments are not as important to me as the tangible
results. It is critical for me to know that I am popular everywhere
and that my program is becoming one of the most significant
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programs in the country. I will accept nothing less. Does this
mean [ am egocentric?  Probably, but again, that is the way I am.

Goal Setting

I'am a goal setter. I set goals for myself, whether they are
financial, career, personal, whatever. ‘Then I set about achieving
those goals doggedly, relentlessly, not letting anything stand in my
way. This does not mean that I will do anything to deliberately hurt
anyone or anything that was illegal. But I will worty, and fret, and
work, and think, and put up with all sorts of foolishness to achieve
my goal. And when I do it, I want to be the very best at achieving
those goals. 1 want to outperform everyone else; I want to be in
first place. ‘T'his quite naturally only adds to my competitiveness.
And let me tell you, when things are not going my way, I can get
very angry, frustrated, disappointed, and very depressed. But I
won’t stop there. I will try to figure out what is going wrong and to
find a solution. In doing so, I often will intellectually chew things
to death.

It is a sad thing when I think that just two ot three decades ago,
America used to set goals. When John F. Kennedy was in office, as
a nation we wetre committed to land on the moon in a decade. And,
by God, we did it. We did it in 2 way no one else in the world could
do it. But somehow, over the years (and not many years at that, I’ll
add), our country has become lackadaisical, cynical, and indifferent.
This country has quickly slipped into a state of mediocrity. People
seem to live only day to day. They no longer care about goals. We
have become soft as a nation. In my opinion, we are no longer
number one in all we do in this country.

I even see the acceptance of mediocrity taught in our schools.
The liberals call it outcome-based education. ‘This means you do
what you can in any given ficld and whatever it is you can do is just
okay. Well, I believe that mediocrity is mediocrity. First place is
first place, and second place is second place, and third place is third
place, and so on; that is the reality. Anything clse is just bullshit.
As far as I'm concerned, there is only one place to be, and that’s
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first place. This is what children should be taught. 1 strongly
believe that, although it may seem extreme and maybe even
dogmatic, a standard must be set. I even set standards in the things
I buy or the things I sell on my radio program. When I go to buy a
car, I buy the best I can, if it’s a kitchen appliance, I try to get the
best, if | want a new computer, 1 want the biggest, the fastest, and
the best, and so on.

The Best & My Advertisers

My attitude about always having the best and being the best
probably drives my broadcasting company and even my wife nuts
sometimes. | have turned away many, many potential sponsors
because 1 was not persuaded that their products were the best for
my listeners. In fact, if I do not personally use and like a particular
product, it does not receive advertising on my program. Believe
me, | have tried dozens of vitamin products, many of which tasted
like absolute garbage. ‘Then there were the many skin care
products. I remember one time I put on this face cream and my
face swelled up like a basketball. I have also been approached by
many people with ideas for various 900 numbers. I turned them all
down.

Obviously, sooner or later I have to accept someone to advertise
their products. For example, I remember when I was approached
by the man who runs Absolutely Fresh Flowers (he ships fresh
miniature carnations from his flower farm directly to the customer;
no middle man), and he sent me a box which he claimed
represented a typical shipment. 1 was impressed by the shipment,
but I did not believe he would ship the same quantity if he didn’t
know I ordered them. So, I ordered the flowers under an assumed
name and had them shipped to a different address. He proved
himself to be consistent in quality and quantity and, as a result,
instantly became a new sponsor on the program. The best is
absolutely important to me, no doubt about it.
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My Strong Personality

I suppose I can attribute my attitude and my drive, and all these
various character traits I have described, to a very strong
personality. I really a7 a strong personality and it is not unusual for
me to dominate other people. I'm capable of operating like a
freight train in the way I dominate other people. This is one more
reason | know that my wife is good for me; she won’t allow me to
dominate all the time. She stands up to me. She has a great deal of
strength all on her own. Ilove it. T admire her for it.

Despite my upbringing, which one could easily argue could have
created all sorts of problems from the standpoint of my self-image,
I have a great deal of self-confidence. Other people badgered by a
strong father as they were growing up may have become reserved
and lacking the confidence to do much of anything in life. But I
actually became strong. Besides, I believe 1 quickly learned what I
was capable of, and what my abilites were, and I learned to feel
confident in them, no matter what my father did or didn’t do.

Being a strong personality has also made me into a perfectionist
and a control freak. When I decide to do something, I insist that it
be done my way. No exceptions. And if there are other people
involved with what I'm doing, they must conform to my direction.
And I won’t back down because I’'m very stubborn. This is one
reason I admire Barbra Streisand. I don’t happen to agree with her
poliacal views, and I know that she is often quite difficult to work
with, but she is driven, and a perfectionist, and a control freak just
as I am. But then, look at all she has achieved in life. '

High Strung & On Time

I suppose the same thinking which dictates my tendency to be
controlling and a perfectionist is the thinking which makes me
compulsive about keeping time, for appointments or for getting
things done by a certain time. I abhor people who do not do this. I
am either night on time or I am early. I actually pride myself on this
fact. 'm a very busy person, and if I can do it, so can everyone
else. If I have a meeting with someone and they are late, 1 get
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annoyed, I can’t stand waiting, and I'll even get angry. Again, [ am
sure my compulsive behavior is probably just consistent with my
desire to be the best. I always strive for excellence, for perfection,
and 1 get disgusted so many times when all 1 see are people who
settle for mediocnty.

I suppose one drawback about the way I am is that it may
ultimately kill me. In fact, it would not surprise me if I were to die
of high blood pressure or a stroke because I'm so driven, and so
intense, and so manic about doing things the way I do. Besides
that, I smoke.

My Desert Hideaway

I live in the middle of the desert. Pahrump, Nevada is about 65
miles west of Las Vegas. The Southern Paiutes, who occupied the
Pahrump Valley centuries ago, named it “Pah,” meaning water, and
“Rimp1,” meaning stone or rock; it developed into Pahrump, a
translation of flowing waters emerging from rock. Of course, in
relation to this, it 1s interesting to note that Pahrump does in fact sit
on the third largest aquifer in the United States.

Pahrump has maybe 12,000 inhabitants, and 1s pretty much the
last piece of civilization there 1s before you get to Death Valley, one
of the hottest, most desolate places on carth. 1 am often asked,
“Art, why do you live in the middle of the desert when you can live
anywhere you want, doing what you do” And my answer 1s always
the same: “I love the desert.” ‘There are a variety of reasons I live
in the desert, but the main reason 1s that I relish the privacy I can
have. 1 can walk outside of my home and hear absolutely nothing.
I like to stand outside and look around in nearly any direction and
see absolutely nothing. ‘T'his 1s good for me. Living in the middle
of nowhere massages my soul; that 1s the best way I know how to
describe the feeling I get. It balances me and it enables me to do
what I do best every night as a radio talk show host.

[ am not an ccology freak. But [ love the desert so much that 1
utterly abhor those who seck to defile it by littering it.  Lividently,
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there are people who look at the desert and just think it is a
wasteland and is worth nothing more than to dump their garbage in
it. There is nothing more horrible to me than seeing beer cans,
used condoms, old mattresses, abandoned cars, dres, and on and
on. I get so aggravated at this that sometimes I'll go out and pick
up trash out of the desert. I just hate to see it.

Pahrump is definitely a small town. It has one traffic light and
one major supermarket. And yet, this town is growing faster than |
would have it. I could live anywhere. Yet, even if 1 were offered
ten times more than what I make now, I would not relocate to any
of the big cities where most of my successful peers now reside. |
would never, ever live in Los Angeles, New York, or Washington
D.C., or anywhere other than where I now am. In fact, I am so
adamant about this that if I can do it, if | can arrange 1t, [ will die
right where I am. This is how serious I am about living in the
desert, and about living here where I am right now.

My show is often hectc, tense and at times actually induces panic
attacks. So, when I'm not on the air, I like privacy and I like being
alone with my wife. We take long walks in the desert. People
sometimes look at the desert and exclaim, “My God, what a vast
wasteland you’re living in, Art.” Well, I'm not in a wasteland. The
desert is very much alive. Just take a short walk and this will
convince you quickly that the desert is vibrant with life. There are
all manner of crawling, scurrying, and hopping creatures living in
the desert. Most people are accustomed to living in areas where the
view of the horizon is blocked by buildings or foliage. I grew up on
the cast coast, and I have lived in many different cities in this
country and abroad, and 1 know what it is like to live encumbered
by things all around. That may be fine for some, but not for me. I
know what living in an area with trees is like, or where you can see
the ocean. But to me, there is nothing that surpasses the beauty and
the serenity of the desert. T love it and 1 will always live in the
desert.
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Recluse?

There are people who try to visit me in my little town of
Pahrump. They will go to the local post office, or the fire
department, or sometimes even the Pahrump Chamber of
Commerce. No one will tell them where I live and I’'m glad. There
is a lady who works at the local Chamber of Commerce and she has
not only told people that she doesn’t disclose my whereabouts, but
she also has informed them that I am a recluse. I remember one
time my wife and I decided to visit this lady at the Chamber of
Commerce. I went into the office and walked right up to her desk
and said, “I am not a recluse!”

The lady was startded and somewhat confused by this
announcement. So I repeated myself. All the while my wife was
laughing hysterically as I did this.

“T am not a recluse!” T insisted.

“What do you mean?” the lady wanted to know.

“I’m Art Bell, and I’m not a recluse.”

“Oh, Art Bell,” she said now knowing what was going on.
“Well, Mr. Bell, you don’t want people to bother you, do your”

“No,” I said quietly.

“Well, I just tell people that you're a recluse and that we don’t let
people know where you live.”

“You’re right, I don’t want people to visit me,” I returned. “But
I’m still 7o a recluse.”

Apart from the attractive geographic location of the desert, |
find that although I enjoy interacting with pcople the way I do, 1
don’t like the close proximity of people. The open expanse of the
desert affords me the privacy I need. I spend at least five hours
every day communicating with many, many people. But I don’t
really want to be with people in person. People tend to disturb my
peace and my peace of mind; they disturb my thoughts, they disturb
my work. Maybe this is just the simple truth, and is a disease that
may very well be sweeping the country: people are becoming less
tolerant of each other. Perhaps it’s because there are just too many
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of us, and there is not enough room for all of us in most of the
places we call home.

I find myself less and less tolerant of the quirks and bad habits
of people, or I just find them offensive in some way. I find that I
am very protective of my privacy because I enjoy all the time I have
to myself and with my wife, time which is generally not shared with
others. I love what I do publicly and I love what I do privately.
And [ want to keep these two parts of my life separate. So, the only
way I can think of doing this is to have control over my privacy. If
people knew where I lived, I fear they would constanty be showing
up at my doorstep and this unnerves me. And as my program gains
popularity, I grow ever concerned with maintaining my privacy. 1
don’t want to become a local tourist attraction.

Does this make me a recluse? Perhaps it does.  So, I guess I'll
grudgingly accept that label. Thete you have it: Art Bell is a recluse,
if this 1s what it means to remain private. Of course, now that I
have made it clear, I suppose this will compel some people to try
even harder to locate me. [ sure hope not.

Home Life

I have made it no secret that I do not live in a huge mansion on
an estate with a swimming pool and barbed wire fencing with guard
dogs protecting my property. I'm very much in the open, and in a
sense somewhat vulnerable to unexpected visits by strangers. 1 live
in a very nice doublewide portable home, but I do not live in a
trailer park per se. I am secluded for the most part, though I have a
handful of neighbors nearby. I don’t bug them, and they generally
don’t bug me. Outside of my home, of course, I have the satellite
dishes that are my link to the world. My house has a tdy,
unassuming appearance, and that’s just how I like it. [ have a
couple of trees and on occasion I have tried to grow flowers and
such. But I'm in the desert, so growing much of anything is a
challenge. I don’t have a lawn because you normally don’t have
lawns on a terrain that is mostly sand.
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Recently I have added several elements and as a result, my home
area is beginning to resemble something like Barbra Streisand’s
compound in Malibu, California. Mine now consists of a hot tub
enclosed in its own litde room. This hot tub is especially great
because I don’t have to put nasty chemicals like chlorne into it;
instead it is ozone-cleaned. I like that technological advance! T also
added a large building that no one knows what to make of untl they
walk through the commercial-looking, double-door entrance: a
racquetball court. Built of beautiful hardwoods and professionally
painted and air-conditioned, this is my newest attempt at recreation
and exercise. Besides, 1 always wanted a court that I could use in
private and now I have one!

On the inside of my home, I have a couple of bedrooms, one of
which serves as my studio. The layout of the house is open and
comfortable. There is an entryway where I have a pool table, there
is a nice kitchen and dining area, and I have a comfortable living
room with an L-shaped couch situated in front of a large screen TV
which has CNN on perpetually. My house is a modest place to live,
but I love it just the same. It really is all that my wife and I and our
three cats need. Our home is air conditioned and filtered to keep
the house clean and allergy free (my wife has allergies), and the
water is filtered with magnetic technology to keep the white scaling
of water stone off the pipes.

Because of our locaton, the place is absolutely quiet. No
barking, yelping dogs or children nearby, no street traffic of any
kind, really none of the usual city noise most people have to
tolerate. As I said earlier, I love the serenity this place affords. It
helps me think, it makes it easier to do my job, and it gives me
peace of mind.

My Orderly Life

Now, being a perfectionist and very detail onented, I must say I
do have one domestic tendency that neatly drives my wife nuts: 1
am a néat freak. It is an afflicdon, and it may very well be a
compulsive disorder, I don’t know. But it 1s true; I am a neat freak.
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Everything has its place and to me everything must be in its place.
And I will go around the house to make sure everything is where it
belongs. Then I'll go around and straighten photographs or
anything else that is out of positdon. I can’t stand things that are
not symmetrical. And I will go around doing this throughout the
day, just to make sure nothing has moved. I have San Tropez
telephones in various strategic locatons throughout the house. I
have the wortld’s best fax machine stationed in the dining area.
Ashtrays have their proper locations. Audio or video tapes, various
types of electronic equipment, clipboards, etc., etc., must all be in
their proper place.

[ believe I am this way because in order for me to do what [ do
for my radio program, everything around me must be in order. I
need to have my life regimented: orderliness around the house,
peace and quiet, I sleep at a certain time, I get up at a certain time, I
do my homework (preparation for the show) at a certain time, and
my show runs at a certain time (not a minute before or later). In
essence, my life is ruled by the clock. But this is apparently fairly
common among people such as myself who are driven, disciplined,
and ambidous.

I cannot stand things that do not wotk. I am a compulsive Mr.
Fix-it. If something does not wotk, I am driven to find out why it
does not work and then to make it work. As a result, I have
completely taken apart many things, only sometmes putting them
back together again properly, and more often having to gather up
the pieces lying around me and throw the whole thing in the trash.
Nevertheless, I cannot bear the sight of something that does not
work, and I cannot leave it alone until I have found a way to make
it work.

Thus, the picture of Art Bell at home is a serene, quiet one. I fix
what I can when I can, I keep the world around me in order, and 1
enjoy the peaceful nature of living in the desert.
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Animals

I love animals. 1 am not an animal activist, or a “tree hugger.”
I’'m not going to get all excited about saving, say, a certain species
of rat, or chain mysclf to a tree to keep trees from being cut down.
I just love animals. And I don’t kill animals. [ remember when |
was a young boy, my father got me a BB gun. I became very
proficient with that gun. I could split a daisy in half at fifty feet
away. Later on, my dad got me a .22 rifle and I was a good shot
with this, too.

One day, I saw a squirrel in a tree about 100 feet away from my
upstairs bedroom. So, feeling challenged by this, I took aim and
shot it. I saw the squirrel fall, and I went outside and watched that
squirrel die; I cried. From that day onward, I vowed to never hunt
and kill another animal ever again. I don’t like the idea of people
huntng animals for sport. It is one thing if you have to hunt for
survival, and I would do that if necessary, but it 1s quite another
thing to hunt just for the pleasure of killing something. ‘That I
don’t do, nor do I endorse that type of activity. Some people may
argue and say, “Art, don’t you eat meat?” 1 do. “Then, aren’t you
hypocritical?”  Perhaps. But at least I am not the one doing the
killing. T just could not do it. By the way, I own guns, but only to
own them and to occasionally shoot at non-living targets.

Abby, Ghost & Shadow

Itach person has an animal that they love in particular, ones they
keep as pets. [ am a cat person and so 1s my wife. As my wife and |
were about to commence our great adventure together, it scems fate
had determined that we were to begin this experience with the
company of a feline friend.

Ramona and 1 were married on the Las Vegas strip. It was
Saturday, August 4, 1990, at about 1:15 on a hot summer morning
and I had just gotten off the air from doing my radio program there
at KDWN. Ramona’s parents came out to Las Vegas and we had a

65




THE ART OF TALK

beautiful wedding at a chapel on the strip. If you have ever been on
the Las Vegas strip, you will know that it is not much different than
a very busy highway, with a great deal of traffic around the clock.
The chances of a little kitten surviving are slim to none at all, at
best. Nonetheless, this little black waif of a kitten, scraggly fur
sticking everywhere, appeared just as we were having our wedding
ceremony. Someone opened the door and in it walked. As far as
I’'m concerned, it was a miracle. [ knew immediately that that cat
was our cat. When I saw it, I declared: “That’s our cat!” 1
snatched it up and promptly took it to the car. It fell asleep nght
away, probably exhausted from dodging cars for who knows how
long and grateful for a safe haven.

After the wedding, we went home for the reception. The
reception fare included roast beef, among other delicacies. So 1
fixed a plate of roast beef for myself. While we were distracted with
the excitement of the wedding and all, the kitten helped itself to the
endre plate of roast beef and again fell asleep. We eventually
named our cat, Abby Chapel, ‘Abby’ for the name of the Justice of
the Peace who matried us, and ‘Chapel’ for obvious reasons.

Abby started off skinny and was practically starving to death
when he first came into our lives. But the moment he had a taste of
that roast beef, he developed an insadable hunger for beef products
of all types, including hamburgers, meatloaf, ribs, and, of course,
more roast beef. Before long, skinny Abby became Abby the fat,
22-pound cat. W'e have perverted this poor animal and he will eat
virtually nothing but beef; he shuns fish of any kind.

Abby has only been in our company and has selfishly had us all
to himself. He demands and gets attention whenever he wants it.
Sometimes, when I’'m already on the air, Abby will hurl his big body
against the studio door to attempt to get in. This is why, on
occasion, listeners may hear a thudding or thumping noise in the
background. Well, that’s almost certainly Abby trying to burst in
and jump on my lap. One time he actually got in and jumped on
my lap. And I thought, oh well, what the heck, I'll let him stay. So
I rurned up my microphone volume and put the microphone to

66




MY PUBLIC & PRIVATE SIDES

Abby who was content and purring. My listeners could clearly hear
Abby purr over the air. Abby is quite a character.

My cat story does not end here. One day Abby was behaving
rather oddly. He started running around the house, going into
closets, going into every nook and cranny, and just running around
like a nut. Ramona and I knew something was up. Sometime later,
while preparing a barbecue out at the back porch, we heard a faint
mewing sound come from under the house. I have a portable
house that has cinder blocks for its foundation. And each cinder
block has several small holes to permit ventilaion beneath the
house. Apparently, we had a kitten under the house, hiding behind
one of these cinder blocks. The kitten evidently gained access
under the house through one of these cinder block holes.

We called to it, “kitty, kitty, kitty,” but it would not come out,
only answering pitifully, “meow, meow.” We then tried by all
means to get the kitten out from under the house, including
attempting to lure it with various meats, fish, and smoked Port
Chatham tuna. If we left the food out, we discovered that it would
be gone overnight when we could not sec it. The little thing
crawled out from hiding, ate and disappcared. 1 feared at one point
that if it would continue to live this way, it would eventually get so
fat, it would get stuck behind the cinder blocks and never come out.
I thought what a pathetic, sad life this little animal was living. On
the other hand, it was lucky to have found out place to live because
otherwise the poor little thing would most likely have become
coyote meat.

It’s just a simple fact that in the desert cats are coyote meat. Or a
cat could be carried away by one of the giant birds we have out here
in the desert. Or one of the poor creatures would be flattened by a
car. I just don’t believe in outside cats, especially in the desert.
After nearly two wecks of trying to get the cat out, it became more
and more imperative that I capture the little thing for her own
good. That was the next part of this odyssey: to devise a means of
catching the little stray under our house.
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Being faitly mechanically minded, I devised a trap. [ got a large
plastic US mail bin (this is how I receive my mail: by the bin full),
and held up one end with a small metal rod, to which I attached a
wire. As bait, I put a bowl of Science Diet cat food under the trap.
I then brought the wire in through a window so I could sit and
watch the trap and wait — and wait, and wait, and wait. The 1dea
was that the kitten would go into the trap to get food, and the
moment it did, T would pull the wire, thus removing the metal rod,
and down the mail bin would fall, trapping the kitten inside. 1 sat
and waited, and 1 did this for two days, being alert and prepared to
capture the little thing.

By now I had named the kitten “Ghost” because you could
never sec it. Finally, I saw Ghost come out to get the food. You
see, I no longer left the food out at night, so this would make the
food more of an entcement. And Ghost went into the trap, all the
way into the back. I pulled the wire, the metal rod came out, and
down dropped the bin to catch the cat. Only, the bin dropped on
Ghost’s tail, leaving just enough of a space for the cat to back out
and escape back into the cinder block hole under our house. I was
going crazy, getting frustrated and even more determined to catch
this little cat. I put on protective clothing, a pair of gloves, and
took a flashlight with me. I then went beneath the house, gaining
entry by removing a board intended in the first place to keep little
creatures out from under the house, and pursued the kitten under
the house.

After much effort, crawling around under the house, bumping
my head several times on things, becoming entangled with spider
webs, T was eventually stopped in my tracks by a supporting cross
beam that ran the length of the house. Yet there, within view, but at
the other end of the house that was inaccessible to me, Ghost was
curled up watching me. I thought I would lose my mind. I backed
out from under the house and was absolutely frantc.

Each night, on my radio program I gave an update, mostly out
of sheer frustradon, and possibly with the hope that someone might
offer a solution. This went on for several more days, and 1

68




MY PUBLIC & PRIVATE SIDES

eventually received a call from a listener, a lady who worked for the
Los Angeles SPCA (the animal control department) who had my
solution. She sent me a special cat trap called a Have-A-Heart trap.
This 1s an ingenious trap made of metal mesh, and the cat walks
into the trap, and when the cat steps on a metal plate, the trap shuts
automatically.

I set the Have-A-Heart trap and waited — for two days. 1 first
used Science Diet as bait, and finally smoked Port Chatham tuna,
which did the trick. Much to my delight, surprise, and relief, Ghost
got trapped. We took Ghost and brought her into the house and
put her into the bathroom with food, water, and newspapers. The
next day we took Ghost to the vet for a checkup and shots, etc.
Then we received a call from the vet who told us that Ghost was
dying from feline leukemia, a fatal cat disease, for which there 1s no
cure. She would die quickly and in great pain. We were also told
that Ghost had an injury to her hip, which the vet assumed was the
result of the kitten being thrown from a moving car.

I was devastated. I cried. So did my wife. We felt so sorry for
little Ghost.  As an act of mercy, we had the vet put Ghost down.
‘That night, I called Alan Corbeth, president of the broadcasting
company, and explained to him what had happened. 1 told him that
I didn’t think I could go on the air that evening. Being a cat man,
he was sympathetic and simply said, “Art, you do what you feel is
best for you.” After getung off the phone, I gave it some thought
and decided that I would go to the local animal shelter to look at
cats. My wife joined me, and we ended up spending most of the
afternoon at the animal shelter looking at dozens of cats. What we
noticed was that there was hardly any space for all the cats. The
people who ran the shelter did as good a job as possible, they loved
the animals, everything was clean and the animals were well cared
for, but there just was not enough room. We also found another
kitten, who we would learn was healthy, and who we named
Shadow, the shadow of Ghost, because Shadow followed Ghost.
Shadow is now part of our family.
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That night, I went on the air anyway, although I did so with a
heavy heart. I mourned Ghost’s passing. But I decided to tell my
listeners the story, and said, “please, if you have a couple of bucks
you can rub together, send them to the Pahrump Valley Animal
Shelter. And please don’t tell them I requested you to do this.”

Much to the surprise of the animal shelter people, and to myself,
the money came pouring in; they raised more than $8,000. The lady
who ran the shelter found out that I had encouraged people to do
this. She contacted me and I told her the story of Ghost. With the
money my listeners had raised, they planned to erect a new cat
shelter, which they would name in honor of Ghost.

Abby and Shadow get along very well, although it 1s funny to see
that little Shadow is very domineering, and tends to boss Abby
around. It is good to know that I have brought Shadow into a
better life. For my wife and I, that poor little pathetic waif of a
kitten, Ghost, will linger in our memories forever. I have to put the
whole thing into perspective in this way: at least we found Ghost
and she didn’t die miserably and, ironically enough, her life has
amounted to good for other cats in the future.

Comet

Ghost was the first cat that was under our house. So it 1s my
view that Comet came to us because of that. After Ghost died, we
went to the animal shelter and we got Shadow. But then along
comes Comet, another cat under the house.

Except this time, because of Ghost, we had the Have-A-Heart
trap in advance. Anyway, about 3:30 in the morning, sure as hell,
we heard, ‘snap’ and there was this little emaciated ball of orange
fur. Comet had a great big head and not much of a body. And
Comet was very, very wild. So we took him to the vet and we said
do it all: claws, balls, shots, give him a bath, but before you do all
that, test for feline leukemia.

Comet tested negative for feline leukemia. So we took Comet
home, stll in the cage, and put him in the cat bed—we have cat
beds—and Ramona and I both sat there and waited, looking at
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Comet, waiting, waiting. Comet finally opencd his eyes, blinked a
few imes and went five and a half fect straight up in the air. Then
he started running into walls unal he got himself all bloody. |
couldn’t take it so I picked Comet up and he was okay, he was
purring when I held him close to me. But it was not a purr of
happiness; it was a purr of fright. Nevertheless, he sall let me hold
him (of course, he was sull drugged).

So we set up a little area in the bathroom with food and water
and the cat box. A day passed and [ went in to Comet’s arca. Since
I had held Comet once, I figured it would be okay and I went to
pick him up again. Bad idea. Comet turned around and nailed my
hand, bit me to the bone, and reflexively I let go of Comet. Then
like an idiot, bleeding, I reached down to pick Comet up again and
it’s like I hadn’t got the message, and he nailed me again. Same
hand, right down to the bone. This time I got the message so [ left
Comet alone and I went out and nursed my hand with hydrogen
peroxide. I thought I was going to be fine without stitches. Within
two or three days, my hand was completely swollen like a
basketball. So I had to go to the doctor and get a tetanus shot and
antibiotics, etc.

Comet lived in the bathroom for the next four months. 1 used
to suit up—I’d get into this big heavy jacket, put on gloves, and 1
would go in there and try to get close to Comet and touch him. He
would let me do it, but not without a warning: rerer. He could jump
vertically six feet. Finally onc day he did that, clearing the barrier
between the bathroom and the bedroom. He immediately decided
that his new home was going to be in the chest of drawers. He
found a way to get under and then he crawled up into the drawer
and made himself a little nest in our underwear. .And that’s where
Comet lived for the next three months. We didn’t see much of
him; he would only come out when we would go to sleep or we
would be quiet. Then he would slink out, use the box or eat.

As Comet continued to eat, he got too fat to fit under the chest
of drawers anymore; that is when he discovered you can live under
a waterbed.  Tor the next year, he lived under the waterbed and
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would come out more and more. Two years later, he is now the
gentlest cat I have ever met. He intentionally withdraws his claws
when he jumps so he won’t scratch you. He doesn’t like to sit on
your lap, but he loves to be held to your chest. And he purts and
loves to be petted. Every day he does something new that brings
him away from being wild and toward being domesticated. I could
write a book about this; the tme I have spent with him has been
astounding, but it has paid off. He really loves me; now I am like
his parent.

He suall will not interact at all with strangers. When we had

someone house sitting for us for two weeks, after 2 weeks, he
would finally come out and sort of look warily at the people who
were house sitting. 1 think and I can’t know this for sure, but I
think he is always going to be a two-person cat: Ramona and 1. |
can only imagine what his life must have been before us. He never
saw a human obviously; he must have been born in the wild.
As in any situation that involves more than one animal, or human
for that matter, there is a dominant cat in our houschold, although
you would be surprised to find out that it is not sixteen-pound
Comet or twenty-pound Abby. Little Shadow has them both
wrapped around her paw and no one screws with her. [ can’t
understand it, but she throws them around in a different way than
with just weight.

The Rabbit Saga

I have developed a strong dislike for rabbits, although I generally
like all animals. But here 1s how I learned to dislike rabbits.

Now I have some acreage where I live. And I have had some
success, not without challenge, in growing some trees, and bushes,
and a small garden on my property. In the desert, the only practical
way to get water to my trees and bushes and my small garden 1s by
irrigating all this stuff with what 1s called a drp system. ‘The system
1s comprsed of a rubber hose with holes every few inches, and into
the hose you install a little drip mechanism. ‘The hose is strategically
placed around my acreage to dnp water into the base of the various
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plants. Initally, T laid hundreds of feet of this hose all over my
acreage on the top of the ground to accommodate my plants. So
there it was; I had my state of the art irrigaton system.

Apart from sand and and conditions in the desert, we also have
rabbits. Many, many, many rabbits. The majority of these rabbits
are enormous creatures, with real long ears, big bodies and huge
teeth. But I never really gave these things much thought because 1
did not have anything that they could want. That 1s, unal I installed
my irrigation system. It so happened that rabbits eat rubber. 1 did
not know this. I always imagined that rabbits only ate vegetable
matter, like carrots, and celery, or whatever. I was wrong. Rabbits
prefer to thrive on a steady diet of black hose rubber. Apparently,
during the dark of night, thousands of hungry rabbits would sneak
up to my property and munch on my rubber hose leaving zillions of
holes.

The next morning, I would go out and turn my water on, and it
would look like a Roman fountain spritzing water up into the air
and everywhere. I would get so angry at these rabbits. 1 would get
so angry that I finally would go out in the morning and throw rocks
at these lousy rabbits, and try to figure out how to stop them from
eating through the rubber. For a while there, I got a little scared
because I thought these crazy rabbits would chew the tires off my
car. Eventually, I theorized that it was not the rubber that these
rabbits were so intent on consuming. It was the mineral deposits
on the inside of the hose from the water passing through. These
rabbits craved the mineral deposits. Well, the whole thing turned
into a full- scale war.

My first counter strategy was to bury my drip line. This was no
easy task. I had to dig a trench hundreds of feet long all over my
property to accommodate this drip line. Unfortunately, part of the
drip line sdll needed to come to the surface in order to irrigate my
trees, bushes, and so forth. After a short while, the rabbits figured
out that all they necded to do was to go to my trees and such to
consume the rubber hose right where it came out of the ground.
Naturally, in the morning, when I would turn on the water there
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would be another series of Roman fountains spritzing everywhere.
My anger elevated. I tried to imagine what I could do to counter
these pesky rabbits right there at my plants to prevent them from
eating the hose. 1 could not figure out a way to handle the situadon
for a long time.

In the meantume, we began a ritual. It was like something out of
an Alfred Hitchcock movie. Every morning, I would go outside
and be greeted by all these rabbits all lined up around the perimeter
of my property, as though they were waiting for me. And I would
go out and pick up rocks and throw them at the rabbits. To this
day, I sull engage in this unfulfilling activity. The good part of this
is that the rabbits are no longer eating my rubber hose. But I stll
have to be vigilant and try to pelt them with rocks. 1 say #y to pelt
them with rocks, because I rarely hit them. And not because I'm
such a bad shot either. Somehow they must have the capacity to
calculate a trajectory, and will only move if they are certain the rock
will hit them. Otherwise, they sit there, very sull, with their big ears
twitching, watching a rock whiz past them. Finally, I began to get
philosophical about this and asked myself, “Why are they here?” 1
concluded that they like the ritual. Of course, they might be trying
to figure out what’s next or how they can get me.

Eventually, I shared with my listeners on Coast to Coast AM that
I had this challenge with these rabbits. One caller asked me if 1
ever tried to chew aluminum foil. Of course, when I heard this |
immediately thought of the sort of electric shock you get when your
teeth react to the aluminum. That was the trick: I would wrap the
hose at the basc of my trees, and shrubs, and whatever with
aluminum foil. T foiled the rabbits, so to speak. They cannot get to
my hose, but for some reason, the rabbits sull come. So every
morning, as the sun comes up after I get off the air, I am outside
collecting rocks. And then I throw them at the rabbits.
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Friends

Despite my tendency to live what some people consider to be a
reclusive life, I do have some close friends. I must admit, though,
that most of my friends are weird people. When I say weird, it 1s in
a kindly way. Lynn Witlake 1s an example of one of my very dear,
lifelong friends. Lynn, as I mentoned earlier, 1s someone I got to
know while I was in the Air Force. He is one of the guys who
partcipated with me in creating an illegal radio station on Amarillo
Air Force base and is the nut who enjoyed chasing tornadoes. Lynn
is an intense, driven person, just like me. In fact, most of my
closest, oldest friends are intense, dniven people just like me. 1
suppose that is the type of person I would be most naturally drawn
to, and who is drawn to me. Did I menton that my friends are
weird?

Needless to say, many of my friends, perhaps most of my
friends, have been in the broadcasting business. Generally, I have
found that broadcasting people are driven, focused, and often very
weird people. Ron Shaw is one of my long time broadcast
colleagues. Ron and I met at KUDL, a radio station in Oceanside,
California. At that time, I was the chief engineer at KUDE. That
was a remarkable, very progressive radio staton. 1 have known
Ron for over 25 vears. Ron is a hyperactive person and an
absolutely devoted radio personality. Radio has been his major
focus from the beginning, and sull is. He always put his
unbelievable energy into radio. He talks about a thousand miles an
hour, but everything relates to radio in some way. The last ime we
visited together, I was reminded how much we had in common, and
how much I really like him.

And generally, I try to associate myself with exceptional people.
I do not tolerate fools, boring or average people, or people who just
are unable to remain focused in a particular train of thought. I just
don’t have time for these types of people. 1 become impatient with
them, and just intolerant of them. As for friends, I don’t have any
friends who are fools and try to avoid them in business. In the
past, | inadvertently did business with a series of fools. At this
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point in my life, however, I have been very fortunate to have
weeded out the fools and surrounded myself with some very
talented people.

Alan Corbeth

One of my current best friends is my boss, Alan Corbeth,
President of Chancellor Broadcasting Company. Alan fits into the
category of people who are inclined to be my friends. He is brilliant
and driven, he is ambitious without being greedy, and highly adept
at recognizing and promoting talent. I admire him and respect him.
I believe we are cut from the same cloth: we’re hard workers, we’re
achievers, and we’re driven to do what we do. Rather than money
as the focus for what we do, it is achievement. [ appreciate Alan
Corbeth’s professionalism, 1 appreciate his drive, I appreciate the
fact that he is logical, I appreciate him for the man that he is on
both a personal and a professional basis. This all may sound like
I’m kissing Alan’s butt because he’s my boss, but I'm not. And if it
comes out that way, who cares!

The Magic Carpet

As a child, I was perhaps five or six, one of my best friends in
the whole world was Tony Watson. Tony and I would play what
we called magic carpet. We would get an oval or rectangular shaped
shag carpet and put this on the floor. Then we would get a fan and
place it at one end of the carpet. We manufactured controls,
switches, and buttons, and we would imagine that we were flying on
this magic carpet. The fan would blow in our faces and we used the
controls to become airborne. We would fly over the city, over
houses, and over roads. We played this game for hours.

Opverall, T enjoy being in the company of people who are well
rounded, intelligent, knowledgeable (most likely more
knowledgeable than [ am), interesting, logical, driven, and
ambitious. Sometimes I have been drawn to people who are
veritable geniuses, maybe on the verge of madness. This may
sound like a strange and unusual mix of people, but then I don’t
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prefer to spend much time with just anyone, especially since I spend
so little ime with people in a social atmosphere.

Money

While growing up, my family was comfortably middle class and
we never really went without anything. In the last few years, I have
finally reached a point where I live comfortably. As far as the
amount of money, I am sufficiently well off not to have to worry
about money again in this lifetime. I suppose that this is the mark
of a successful radio talk show host and it is true that I make more
now than [ ever have. But from my perspective, once you make
enough to be comfortable, the rest is just gravy and I don’t have
any plans for drastically changing my lifestyle.

While I am not particularly extravagant, I have traveled the
world, own a comfortable home, have several cars, and all the
clectronic gadgets I want. Beyond that, my use of moncy 1s
superfluous, except possibly in saving for retirement, which I’'m just
beginning to do. ‘There are far more interesting things to do with
my time than to be preoccupied with trying to find ways to get
more money. [ suppose 1 am rather cavalicr about money,
especially for one who professes to be a capitalist. 1 care far more
about my profession than the money 1 get. In fact, sometimes
when [ receive a paycheck, I just shake my head in wonder as 1
marvel at being paid to do something I love. It is the best of all
worlds, to do what you love and make decent money doing it.

The only time I really gave much thought about money was
when 1 did not have enough of it. There were times when [ had
virtually so little money, it was a challenge to buy enough food. 1
lived this way for years. ‘There arc many, many people in
broadcasting who make very little money. It is a tough business in
which to make it big, and really start making a decent living. Those
who love the broadcasting business are the ones who stay with 1t,
but not for the money. It’s just not that casy to succeed. These
days, with my success, the money is coming.  And this 1s almost
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magical to me. And I am grateful for it. But money has never been
my motve to stay in the broadcasting business, and it never will be.
Money has certainly come to me because of what I do and that’s
wonderful. Otherwise, money is not that important to me.

Panic Attacks

One part of my life no one would really know about unless they
worked with me, or unless you were my wife and had to put up
with me has to do with panic attacks. What is a panic attack? A
panic attack, which some may refer to as an anxiety attack, is
intense physical, emotional, and mental distress which in my case is
almost always related to my radio program. I began to have panic
attacks when I began a regular talk radio program. I remember the
first tme I was about to go on the air to do a program on a Las
Vegas station. My heart immediately began to race, adrenaline shot
through my system, I became flush and hot, sweating like a pig —
all this, just before the show started! On the air, I was a nervous
wreck, and probably sounded like a nervous wreck. Naturally, I
would grab for a cigarette and smoke myself through the worst of
it. After the show was underway, I would calm down, though I
often sat around with a shirt that is sopping wet with perspiration.

It may seem odd, but even after all these years of doing a live
talk radio program, I stll have a panic attack almost every time I'm
about to go on the air. Some entertainers call them pre-stage
butterflies. For me, they are huge, wet butterflies. But, every time,
it goes away as I proceed with the show. Of course, I have gotten
so good at disguising the fact that I’'m having a panic attack that
most people would never detect it.

I know when I have a good night on the air or when I have a
bad night. Fortunately, most of my shows are good, so I have good
nights.  But every once in a while Ill have an average night.
Sometimes a show can go wrong because of the way callers ate
responding to me. I may have misinterpreted something they said,
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or perhaps the caller misinterpreted something I had said. I never
know what to expect because I do not screen calls.

When the show has rough spots, I can hover around the edges
of a panic attack. Moreover, when this happens, it is not
uncommon for a show to be average all the way through. To make
matters worse, the next day, I will think of the old show business
adage, “You're only as good as your last show.” Yes, panic attacks
are a real part of what I do, and can have a direct effect on my life.
Yet perhaps if 1 didn’t go through this rntualisuic bout with
adrenaline, I wouldn’t feel normal!

Books

I am an avid book consumer. I love to read, I always have, and 1
always will. I have an extensive personal library. I read so much
non-ficdon in the form of periodicals, like various newspapers,
magazines, and many, many faxes I receive from a varety of
sources including several newswites that it is a welcome relief to
escape into fiction. My tastes in fiction are varied but I tend to
concentrate on contemporary thrillers. I can’t really say I have one
or two authors I like to read in particular, although I am an avid
Stephen King reader and a Tom Clancy reader. I loved King’s The
Stand, about a virus that kills the majority of the world and how
those few who survive come to terms with their situaton. I also
love techno-thrillers, so I love much of what Tom Clancy writes,
particularly Hunt For Red October, the story about a Russian
submarine commander who attempts to defect.

I like science ficdon only when it is within the realm of
possibility, such as Arthur C. Clatke’s 2007: A Space Odyssey (the
movie version of this book is quite good, too). I am interested in
books that have a basic grounding in science and then extend that
science into science ficdon. I am not a hard core science fiction fan
at all and not fantasy either. I hate that swords and sorcerers stuff.

Among other books I have enjoyed reading include Nevil
Shute’s On the Beach, a novel about the end of the world; Orson
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Scott Card’s Speaker For the Dead, which 1 thought was an absolute
masterpiece; Whitley Strieber’s War Day; and Martn Gross’s The
Red President. A particularly exceptional book was [uafer’s Hammer,
by Larry Niven and Jerry Pournelle, ironically enough the story of a
comet on a collision course with earth.

I was particularly impressed with Richard Preston’s page-turner,
The Hot Zone, a tale of Iibola virus run rampant. Not only was this
based on a true story, but I also feel that it could happen again in
the near future. Preston’s gripping, often gory descriptions of the
power of the Lbola virus combined with his ability to tell a good,
solid story made this one of my faster recent reads.

Sometimes the books I am most impressed by are not necessarily
by the biggest, best-selling authors. For instance, I recently read
Michael Cordy’s book, The Miracle Strain. His book deals with a
man who has invented a machine that can decode the genetic
blueprint of man and basically predict the nature of that man’s life
physically. His wife is killed by someone whose intention it was to
get her inventor husband out of the way, and later his daughter is
struck with a terminal discase. ‘The majority of the book combines
technology with a sacred quest, a natural thriller that kept me
hooked the whole way through.

Movies

I'am also an avid movie watcher and video collector. Again, my
interests in movies are a broad mixture. I do avoid musicals
because I hate them. 1 don’t go out of my way to watch violence in
a movie, and if it is in a movie and doesn’t move the plot forward,
but is just gratuitous, I turn it off. I could never sit and watch one
of those stupid kung fu movies where 500 people die or something
shallow like that. I'm not crazy about baseball, but I love several
excellent baseball movies. ‘The best baseball movies [ have scen
include Fie/d of Dreams with Kevin Costner, Major Ieague with "Tom
Berenger and Chatlie Sheen, and Damn Yankees with Jean Stapleton.
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Some of the movies I like reflect my fascination with technology,
for instance, The Bedford Incident, made in 1965, which is the story of
a Navy captain scouting Russian subs near Greenland and the
mental conflicts aboard his ship. With stars like Sidney Poitier and
Richard Widmark, it is easy to become engrossed in a movie that
was, at the time, so relevant to the Cold War. Seven Days in May 1s
an absorbing, believable story of a military scheme to overthrow the
government that I also enjoyed.

I was highly impressed by the recent version of Tizane. 1 think 1
have seen it three times. The special effects are not what make the
movie, although that is a definite enhancement; the story is enough
to carry me and even the love story was supetb. [ interviewed a
survivor of the Titanic on Coast to Coast. This lady was in lifeboat
13 and she sat listening to the screams of the people. Between the
movie and this interview, the Titanic experience has been an intense
one for me.

The controversial film Amistad was also of interest to me. It was
the kickoff to the Civil War in America, so the issues of slavery
were right at the forefront. These slaves were of unknown origin
and the case went all the way to the Supreme Court. I think that
case caused a lot of people to begin to consider the way they viewed
slavery. Stephen Spiclberg has recently followed a trend of making
movies that are intellectually stimulating and provocative. And this
one is no exception; it should make even today’s society stop and
think about our past and the way we viewed and thought of the
whole slavery 1ssue.

I love Anthony Hopkins; I think he is an outstanding actor. So
it was no surprise that I enjoyed the taut suspense and gripping
story line of The Fdge. Some of the reviews for the movie were not
glowing, but the reviewers were wrong. I think it may have been
Hopkins® best performance ever. You also have to realize that he
usually plays dark, small character roles, but this was a movie in
which he was front and center. Anthony Hopkins reminds me of
Richard Burton in a way, especially with their Welsh backgrounds.
Hopkins is so quietly authoritative and sophisticated that I have

81




THE ART OF TALK

been consistently impressed with him throughout his career and this
movie is no exception.

Also along the lines of more recent movies is a picture called The
Rapture. Now, this film has a reputaton for controversy and of
course, as with everything, might not suit many people’s taste.
Mimi Rogers stars as 2 woman who becomes fanadcally religious;
there are overtones of apocalypse throughout the film, but I think
one of the reasons I like it is that it rushes in where some fear to
tread and that seems to fit my mindset in many ways.

Sports

Most sports to me are a crushing, crashing bore. Baseball is a
slow, painful thing to watch, and even more painful to listen to. I
object to it on the grounds that frequently it will drag out and many
times even pre-empt my radio program. You have the Dodgers in a
22-inning slugfest, and they’ll go dll two o’clock in the morning and
that pre-empts my show. So, my overall comment about baseball is
that: a) It’s boring to watch; b) It’s more boring to listen to; and c)
It’s frustrating when it pre-empts my program. What elsc is boring
to me? It’s a long boring list. Hockey is boring, basketball is
boring, etc., etc. Listening to basketball on the radio really defies
understanding. All you hear is the squeak of sneakers all the time
going up and down, going back and forth and back and forth. I
guess there is excitement in it for some people.

The one sport I do love is football. I love to sit in front of my
big TV with my surround-sound audio system blasting and watch as
much of the game as I can. Football is a bone-crunching, one-on-
one, direct kind of man’s game which may say something about my
testosterone level, I don’t know. But I love football, and do not
make any apologies for it. And when football season begins, for
me, life begins. Football becomes an integral patt of my personal
life at that point. I follow football, I bet on football. Thank
goodness I live in a state where betting on football is legal. So I put
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down ten bucks and bet on a game. ‘That’s about all I have to say
about sports.

Fantasy

I am not a man with a lot of unfulfilled fantasies. When I was
young, | dreamed of being behind the microphone at a statdon with
50,000 watts— and I have. 1 was overcome with the fantasy of
travel, an insatiable wanderlust — and I have traversed the world
now several times over. But the one great fantasy that still remains
with me to this day is my desire to fly.

Iiver since I was a boy, T have had this longing to fly. As I have
described carlier, I made a number of attempts at flight. 1
employed umbrellas and 1 even considered constructing a wing with
the intent to launch myself into flight (fortunately my Mom stopped
me before 1 got any further with this onc). Years later, as an adult,
when 1 was doing a show for KI:NI in Anchorage, Alaska (one of
my current affiliates, by the way), I was cocerced into trying hang
gliding. Tt wasn’t too hard to convince me; I am and probably
always will be a kid at heart and so the idea appealed to me. T was
supposed to demonstrate the first time use of a hang glider as a
radio promotional event.

The hang glider was provided by a man who owned a hang
gliding shop and was an expert in hang gliding. I sat down with the
guy beforehand and said, “Look, what are the chances of my getting
hurt here?”

And he said, “Nothing, literally, nothing can go wrong. Trust
me. Nothing can go wrong.” He explained that T would glide in
the air for about 15 or 20 seconds, close to the carth, and then land
again.

So, having been sold on the idea, and very much wanting to fly, 1
showed up at the site where this event would occur: Palmer, Alaska,
a remote rural part of Alaska, a two-hour trip from Anchorage. It
was a typical summer day and a big crowd had gathered to watch
Art Bell hang glide.
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I eagerly strapped myself into this hang glider. Then, just as I
had been carefully instructed, I hoisted the hang glider above me
and ran like hell down a hill. And, I flew! — for about five
seconds. And it was the most wonderful, exhilarating, tremendous
feeling 1 have ever had in my life. ‘Then, just as 1 was nearing my
point of touchdown, a violent crosswind caught hold of the ghder,
and, as easily as a child throws a plate from its high chair to the
ground, flipped it over. An aluminum arm on the hang glider came
down on top of my arm and crushed it to the ground, as casily as a
pretzel.

They put a big splint on me and I had a bone jiggling around and
they drove me over this rutted road toward Anchorage. Every time
we hit a hole in the road, I was in absolute agony. Everyone who
was at the scene of my crash donated some type of drug to me to
relicve me of my pain. In fact, I was given so many drugs that by
the ame I arrived at the hospital in Anchorage, the doctor took one
look at me and asked, “How can you possibly be conscious?” My
arm was compound fractured two inches above the elbow, the
worst place to break your arm. It was such a bad break that the
attending nurse took one look at me and passed out. Not only did I
have to wear a huge, cumbersome cast, 1 also spent six weeks
sleeping in a chair, wearing only cut up t-shirts; you had to cut them
up to get them on me. I even went back to work and did a one-
armed show at KENI. "This was my worst flying experience.

1 Still Dream of Flying

If you were wondering, I have not learned my lesson. The desire
to fly stll courses through me. In fact, one of the best dreams I
have had while sleeping was about flying. To begin with, I normally
do not dream very often, or I at least do not recall many dreams [
may have. The dreams I do remember are normally in black and
white. Rarely do I have a dream in color. Well, T had this one
dream of flying, and it was not only in brilliant, gorgeous color, but
it was one of the most wonderful flights I could ever imagine. |
was on the top of the Empire State building and someone had
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sprinkled me with pixic dust, and T was immediately able to float
over New York City, in and around the buildings. It was amazing.
I don’t know what it means, if anything, but I don’t pretend to
know how to interpret dreams. Perhaps it is because I am so
preoccupied with flying. I don’t know.

If T had my life to live all over again, I would probably become a
pilot. These days I am contemplating getting a pilot’s license, or at
the very least I’'m getting serious about buying for myself a powered
hang glider. I have watched many people fly powered hang gliders
over Pahrump Valley and I long to do what they are doing. It
seems to be the safest, easiest, and the closest way to the way I want
to fly, like a bird. 1 am aware of the risks, of the sudden change in
winds, or something else beyond my control. I am aware that 1
could risk my life just to have this experience of flight. But
sometimes, it may be worth the risk to do certain things in life. My
wife, of course, does not like this idea, and she is one of a long line
of people who don’t want me to fly. But I believe that flying is
something no one can really prevent me from doing. It is just the
one fantasy I must satisfy.

Regrets

When [ sat down to think about my life, I discovered how
difficult and painful it was to reflect on my regrets. The human
brain, I believe, in protection of itself, tends to fog over and forget
events that one finds too difficult to remember. But when making
a record of your life, as in the case of this book, people want to
know, and as painful as this may be, I feel I have an obligation to
tell the truth.

People

One of the foremost regrets in my life is that 1 did not treat
people better. When I was young, 1 was foolish and frequently |
treated people poorly. Some of the people I mistreated were
women. Yes, I know earlier I indicated how much I love women,
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but for some reason, I did not treat some women very well. For
one thing, I had what you might call ‘shallow’ relationships with
women. [ can remember dating women who fell in love with me,
and I did not reciprocate that love. Instead, I was selfish, and took
from the relationship; I, in essence, used these women. 1 am very
ashamed for my attitude and my behavior of when [ was young. At
my age now, I realize how cruel and cold that can be. I regret my
behavior and I have guilt about it to this day.

Business

I have also taken advantage of people 1 have done business with
in the past. To some degree, a business relationship often involves
taking advantage of people on both sides: the employer uses the
employee and the employee uses the employer. But I know I
treated some of my employers poorly, particularly in the many years
I spent in broadcasting, in many small radio stadons. [ was an
egotistical, angry young man, and many tmes I did not show
appropriate respect to those older and wiser than I was.

Smoking

My sccond greatest regret is that I ever began smoking cigarettes.
I smoked my first cigarctte when 1 was 16 years old, and at this
writing, I just turned 53. That’s 34 long years smoking every day.
That’s tens of thousands of cigarettes. And I still smoke, although I
am very much aware about the hazards of smoking. Even though it
is a bad habit I have adopted, it is a tough one to kick. It’s a strange
thing, but many people in radio broadcasting are consummate
cigarette smokers.  Smoking becomes a nervous habit that you
adopt to take the edge off the tension of performing in
broadcasting. I have nothing against people who smoke because
what other people do is their own business, but T do regret that 1
have not mustered the will power to stop smoking. 1 have tried
many times, but no matter what I try—the patch, pills, whatever—I
just cannot quit.
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I regret, apart from the havoc smoking has undoubtedly wreaked
on my body, that I did not take better care of myself. I have not
really had the best of eaung habits and I do not like exercise. 1
think of what the late great Mickey Mantle repeated recently, “If 1
had known I would live this long, I would have taken better care of
myself.” And that’s true of me too. Some of us do foolish things
in our youth. In our foolishness, we think we are immortal. So we
do the things which we ought not to do.

My Father

I regret that my father and I were not closer. We were not close
as I grew up. Perhaps given the nature of my parents’ relatonship,
it is no surprise that there is a great distance between my father and
I. Some things you can forgive, but you cannot remove their
imprint from your soul. To this day, I have what I would call a
cordial relationship with my father. It is much better than it used to
be but the relatonship is sull only cordial.

Japan

I have tremendous regret and bear some guilt about a Japanese
woman with whom I lived in Japan. In effect, I ived as a Japanese
person would live in Japan. After several years, she progressively
developed a mental illness. It started with a mental breakdown, and
she became paranoid and schizophrenic. She began to hear things,
she began to see things. She began to lose touch with reality.
Eventually, her conditon became so serious she did not even know
who I was. I stayed with her for years, and this was very sad. I was
frustrated and sad because 1 was powetless. ‘This was especially
difficult for someone like me because I’'m the type of person who
wants power over things, and this was a situation over which I had
no power or influence in any way. But I tried. She was in and out
of mental health institutions, in and out of trouble, and in and out
of sanity. Finally she went completely insane. None of the doctors
who examined her could come up with an explanation.
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Whether her insanity stemmed from a chemical brain imbalance
or some other disorder no one seemed to know. I realized there
was nothing left for me to do but to leave Japan. Which I did,
leaving her behind. She is now most likely still in Japan, and most
likely in an institution. It has been years since I have heard about
her. My guess is that she has not recovered.

My Technical World

I have some regret that I have spent my life in a technical world.
Technical things are a passion for me. And to some degree, my
interest in technical things has had an effect on my success. But
there have been so many times when 1 passed up a variety of social
opportunities that I think would have broadened me. This is a part
of life that I think is unfortunate I have missed. [ believe this
problem often occurs to academics, entrepreneurs, and to those
who arte generally driven, or are of a one-track mind. 1 will stck
with a technical project doggedly until I have either solved it or so
totally ruined it that it is beyond redemption. I have usually done
this at the expense of everything else, especially any possibility of a
social life.

And yet [ believe this same drive has been the reason for success
in my life. Being a driven person is very much a two-edged sword.
People driven are into what they do, and sometimes they end up
not being very gregarious. Somchow, 1 feel it is possible to miss
out by avoiding interaction with people in social settings.

Friendships

I regret not having sustained enduring friendships over the years.
When I grew up, it was virtually impossible to make friends,
because my family moved around so often. And it so happened
that my life in broadcasting was not much different. Many people
in the business will tell you what a gypsy sort of life it is. You go
from town to town or city to city as you go from one radio station
to another. Every move means having to re-assimilate to a new
culture, find a new place to live, learn whete to shop, mect a new set
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of people. And any meaningful relationships you make durnng your
sojourn in a given place are almost surely lost when you move
again. Promises of writing to each other are made, but almost
never kept. A month goes by, then six months, and then a year.
Years slip by and those relationships are lost. ‘This 1s sad, and 1
regret allowing some past relationships to disappear.

Spirituality

I regret I cannot satisfy my spintual longing. 1 have investigated
many religions and spiritual ways of thinking, but nothing yet seems
to fulfill me spiritually.  As a youngster, I was baptized a Lutheran,
and I went to church for a while, but eventually never went back. 1
do not need to go to a church every Sunday, and have somceone
support my belief svstem. Nor do I feel the need to demigrate in
any way those who do go to church.

Now, I believe we have a maker, that there 1s a God. But I am
the sort of person who wants proof. 1 need to put my hands on
things, to establish in some way for mysclf that something 7. 1T also
want to be assured that there is a life after this one. One big
problem I have, I suppose, 1s that I am unable to accept things on
faith. 1 have great respect for people who can accept things on
faith. 1 would never belittle people who have faith. I have
discovered that in any religious discussion, it always comes down to
one thing: having faith. T cannot accept what structured religion
teaches because so much of it depends entirely on faith.

[ am a pragmatist. So far, the only faith I have is in what I can
see, or understand — mostly technical or scientifically supported
things. My popular radio program, Dreamland is an extension of my
personal interest in learning about spiritual matters. 1 am open and
still interested in learning all I can about these topics. That’s why |
will talk about and listen to people who investigate the paranormal,
near death experiences, the possibility of an afterlife, reincarnation,
hypnosts, and so on.

Recently, in very non-traditional rehigious ways, 1 have become
more spiritual. [ didn’t suddenly run down to church and I stll am
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not doing that. Rather, I would say that I hold reincarnagonist
beliefs. I believe you have to be responsible for the issues in your
life, and that if you, in essence, try to escape that responsibility by
suicide, the same problems will come back the next tme around. In
a personal sense, my spirituality is centered on matters of the spirit,
the afterlife, and the fact that we’re probably more than just a big
bag of water and chemicals.

In the end, I think everything probably balances out. Without
regrets, perhaps I would not be able to truly appreciate the good
things in my life, the achievements I have made. And the fact
remains that you cannot change what has already been forged; you
can only try to live the best life you can day by day.

Politics

I have very mixed political views. My popular radio colleague,
Rush Limbaugh is fond of telling his listeners: “You don’t need to
read the papers, or watch or listen to the news; all you need to
know, I will give to you.” I never make such a boast because I want
people to think for themselves. I think for myself and I offer my
views for my listeners to consider, and in the end, they can think for
themselves. Rush Limbaugh runs exclusively along Republican
lines. But I am a big political mixture, which on the whole i1s mostly
Libertarian, but not exclusively. I listen to everyone: Republicans,
Democrats, and libertarians. I weigh everything, and then decide
for myself what [ believe is night. That’s how I am, that’s how I
encourage my listeners to be.

As of this writing, ’'m about to join the Libertanian party. 1
don’t agree with them on everything, but I agree on more than not.
I don’t know that anyone everyone agrees with a group completely,
but 'm presently registered Republican and the criacal mass of
disagrcement with them has been reached. T want to have an
affiliadon with the group that I feel most closely reflects what I
believe and that 1s the lLibertarian party.  And if 1 have
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disagreements with some of their policies the best way to try and
modify them is to be on the inside not the outside.

A Libertarian Life

What does it mean for me to be a Libertarian?  Generally, a
Libertarian is someone who believes that for the most part people
have the right to their own personal realm. For instance,
Libertarians believe (and I don’t completely share this belief) that,
as an example, if you want to do drugs in your own home, it’s your
business. And unless your actions affect somcone else, Libertarians
are in favor of smaller, less intrusive government. ‘They hold to a
philosophy of personal liberties and pretty much leaving the other
guy alone unless he bothers you. It’s live and let live.

[ have my own personal views and [ separate those from what 1
feel politically about how intrusive government ought to be in
private life. In other words, I work for a very large corporation and
I don’t piss in jars and I don’t give blood samples. [ think that is
very intrusive, particularly now when you give a blood sample and
they can do a DNA workup on you and they can know more about
you than you know about you. That’s an invasion of privacy.

My Politics Started Young

So where did my political views come from? DPolitics is
something I began to focus on when I was about thirteen or
fourteen. 1 read a pamphlet from the John Birch Society, but
decided that it was too radical for me. later, I was a supporter of
the Goldwater presidential campaign. DPolitics is generally a topic
that people like to talk about. Rush spends practically all of his time
talking politics. 'This is fine, for him. For me, I can talk politics
with the best of them, but I do not limit myself to just politics;
there are many other interesting topics to discuss and I discuss
them.

Nonetheless, carly on in this business, I recognized the keen
interest in politics many listeners have, and I have sought to
accommodate them. But I did grow up in an environment where
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politics were brought up. My mother is a conservative. My father
was once very conscrvative, but is now very liberal. 1 am
somewhere in between, probably leaning more towards my mom’s
political idcology. There are a number of issues in America today,
which define what people are politically. My stance on some of
these issues reveals where I am politically.

One Issue at a Time

When it comes to politics, what I do is take each issue as it
comes along. There have been rare moments when | have even
agreed with Bill Clinton. For example, at one point, Clinton took a
hard stand against the Japanese about their trade practices. I'm
tired of being screwed by the Japanese, even though 1 think they are
wonderful people, and I love their country and their culture. But
their trade policics tend to be in the same vein as their culture and
that 1s homogeneous. Japanese generally prefer to do business with
other Japanese and not foreigners unless it is to their own benefit.

Thus, it is no surprise that for years, in the automobile business,
the Japanese employed the “old boy” system of keeping American
cars and parts out of the competition by simply not pushing them at
all. 'There i1s, of course, no specific law in Japan that prohibits
America from doing business there; conversely, there is no law and
no way to make a law that forces the Japanese to use American
parts, etc.

So, when President Clinton threatened to place a 200 percent
import duty on their luxury cars, I was in agreement with him.
Unfortunately, at the last moment, Clinton wimped out and didn’t
do anything. Sull, this is an example of when I supported this
Democrat President when he at least scemed to want to do
something good for our country. 1 finally believed the monster
from our id had taken a good, strong position; 1 was disappointed
when he didn’t follow through. Nonetheless, the point is that I take
each 1ssuc individually, and make an honest assessment of an issuc.
I am honest with myself and I am honest with my listeners. And 1
do not make a judgment based only on my mostly Libertarian
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political tendencies. 1 am a Libertarian naturally; my political
persuasion is not manufactured. I also do not try to persuade my
listeners in any particular way; I let them draw their own
conclusions.

The Nature of Politics

I believe that in order to be a politician in America you have to
be a liar. There are very few politicians who do not fall into that
category. | believe to get clected in America, you must have the
kind of talent Bill Clinton has. That talent is to be able to tell
people exactly what they want to hear. 1 call him “the mighty
motphin-man;” he’s like a chameleon. T believe it was one of
Clinton’s own political advisors who said that when asked a
question, Clinton automatically envisions a poll in his mind before
answering, and tries to calculate which way the wind blows. Then
he will answer with the hope that he will appease most of the
people who are listening to him.

Such cynicism and insincenty is frightening.  But that is
apparently the way you get elected and the way you maintain office
in this country these days. For that reason, I would never go into
politics. Otherwise, I would already have been tempted in. But |
can’t operate so dishonestly; I couldn’t and I wouldn’t. T guess that
makes me sound like [ have a high moral standard, though 1 think 1
have an average moral standard. But it scems that to be a politician
in this country, you must have a very low moral standard, and you
must be willing to lie to the American people.

Globalism & Politicians

‘The people 1 do admire I am a little gun-shy of. For example, I
admire Pat Buchanan because he says exactly what’s on his mind,
and I believe him to be an honest man. 1 also believe a lot of what
he says has value. Unfortunately he’s too radical for me. He s an
isoladonist. He would close this country’s borders and impose
tariffs that would discourage trade into this country; he would
generally ignore most of the rest of the world, and T am just not that
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much of an isolationist. Maybe I’'m more of a realist. [ have
traveled a lot, and given what's going on in China, Japan, and
Europe, I know we cannot afford to be isolationists.

We live in a global economy, and to ignore or avoid this is
foolish. 1f we were to isolate ourselves, only we would be the losers
as the rest of the world would pass us by. And although 1 admire
his honesty, I am afraid of his radical nature. Another example is
Bob Dornan. Again, just as with Buchanan, 1 respect him, and he is
another politictan who will say exactly what is on his mind. But if it
came down to a vote, I would not vote for him; he’s much too
radical for me.

Why I Voted For Ross Perot

I voted for Ross Perot in the 1992 election. The reason is that |
could not stomach George Bush and his broken promises (e.g., he
claimed he would not raise taxes, and he did, etc.). 1 certainly could
not handle any of the so-called alternative possibilities for
President, such as Michael Dukakis. I must say, quite frankly, from
the beginning, I thought Ross Perot was a little crazy, although
perhaps the word ‘eccentric’ is more accurate. However, he is
exactly what they needed in Washington. There really is not more
than a dime’s worth of difference between any of the people who
try for the next shot at the presidency.

Now don’t get me wrong, there is a great deal of difference
between the beliefs of a conservative and a liberal. Usually, during
the course of a campaign, there may seem to be vast differences
among candidates, but once they are elected, regardless of which
side they are coming from, they look very much the same. Why?
Because they generally serve much the same master or masters.
This is not necessarily a belief on my part in a conspiracy by a
hidden hand such as the Trilateral Commission, the Council on
Foreign Relations, the Rockefellers, or whoever else people often
believe controls what goes on. It is just that the average person
taking the office of President, no matter what they have said during
the campaign, bows to certain realities in Washington.
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The one person who would not have bowed like others would
have been Ross Perot. He might not have lasted long, but he would
have shaken up those people in Washington like never before. And
his doing so would have been a hcalthy thing. So, with this in
mind, and on a wing and a prayer, I voted for Ross Perot. To this
day, I am not sorry, nor do I regret doing it.

Approach with an Open Mind

I truly am in the middle in a lot of ways. I am not a radical on
cither the left or the right. Sometimes that is just not a good
populist place to be. People love the Buchanans, they love the
Dornans, and these Buchanan and Dornan admirers tend to deplore
those who are in the middle. Some people may think my middle of
the road position just makes me a bunch of mush. 1 don’t think so.
I think my opinions are the opinions of a majority of people in
America today. 1 generally approach issues with an open mind and
not purely from an ideological base. 1 also try to approach issucs
with an intellectual perspective and careful consideration.

To illustrate what a mixture [ can be politically, I must admit that
I even admire and respect politicians who are democratic.  Sam
Nunn, for example, who is honest, pragmatic, and intelligent, 15
someone who I would vote for if he ran for President. I'm sure
this will shock many of my listeners and readers. Open minded and
thoughtful, that’s what I hope to be, that’s what I try to be, and
that’s what I try to convey to my listeners on the air. I'm glad that
there is room on radio for someone with my political views.

Abortion

T'his is probably the most divisive issue in America today. |
believe the embryo in a woman’s womb is life. In other words,
when there is that unique genetic mixture, life has begun. My stand
on abortion is that I am personally opposed to it, but I am not
about to tell someone down the street what they can or can’t do
with their own body. 1 also don’t think that the government has
any business doing that cither.
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My pro-life view 1s personal, but I am pro-choice for anyone else
because [ believe it is the business of the person who is carrying the
child. But 'm not a fanatic, nor am I dogmatic about my position.
I don’t march in front of abortion clinics and I don’t encourage
people to do this. Instead, I simply make it clear that the 1.5
million or so abortions that have occurred in this country are a sin,
an absolutely undeniable sin. And I even think most of the people
who call themselves pro-choice know this. In their hearts, they
know it.

I also feel that the man should have some say in what happens to
an unborn child, too, because he is half the creation process. No,
he doesn’t have to carry the child for nine months, but I think many
people simply ignore the fact that fathers have an interest in this
1ssue as well.

To me, the answer to the abortion debate in America is not
whether or not we should have abortion clinics. After all, people
will just go with their coat hangers and perform their own
abortions. The answer to abortion is birth control. It’s never being
faced with the decision of whether to destroy life, and to carry the
guilt that such a decision may create. I know that many women are
haunted by the choice they made to destroy life. It is a profound
and serious decision to be confronted with and abortons
themselves are not pretty things. This is why I am adamant about
birth control.

The biggest obstacle to my suggested solution is the Catholic
Church. The Catholic religion has its aspects of beauty. Of course,
I am not religious, but I have made a concerted effort to learn
about many, many religions. As I see it, the problem with the
Catholic Church is that it preaches against birth control. And
because Catholicism is still so influential in the world today, many
people are affected. So, T think the Catholic Church is somewhat
blind 1n their view of this issue; [ think birth control should be
provided for anyone who needs it. This could be the ultimate
answer to the argument between people who march in front of the
clinics and those who say every woman should have a choice. T just

96




MY PUBLIC & PRIVATE SIDES

say every woman ought not to have to make that choice. She
should have birth control. What does this make me? A pro-life,
moderate, if there 1s such a thing.

Besides a soluton of birth control for everyone, which is
probably not that realistic, I would suggest that at the very least,
people who have an opportunity to choose what course of action
they will take should think about children before becoming
intimate. Additonally, people who are the victims of violent crimes
should not feel afraid to make the choice that is best for them at the
time, instead of being intimidated into a decision by demonstrators
ot coerced by well-meaning parents. Having a child or having an
abortion both carry long term effects mentally and the choice needs
to exist.

The Right to Die

More and more, this is becoming a divisive issue in this country,
although probably not as much as abortion. Personally, I would
want it to be an option for others, but I wouldn’t do it for spiritual
reasons. It is my view that you have to work out what you have to
work out in this life and that if you don’t work it out this ime, you
will have to work it out next time.

Oregon was the first state to make it legal for a doctor to
prescribe a lethal drug to a patient who wanted the choice of death.
I think it won’t be long before other states follow suit. Pcople
argue the morality of taking life, but morality doesn’t have a
goddamn thing to do with it and shouldn’t as far as the government
is concerned. You know the theory of whose life is it anyway, and
all that. But these kinds of issues, abortion and the right to die,
should not be part of the government’s realm.

America’s Economy

I am an economic Libertarian; I believe in the work ethic,
capitalism, free enterprise, etc. I agreed with Ross Perot about this
country’s debt. America is in enormous debt and continues to fall
into greater debt. .\t some point, perhaps five or ten years, this
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debt is going to come cascading down on our heads. 'This debt is
going to catch up with us. I personally could not go into debt,
indefinitely, without going bankrupt. Likewise, America cannot
continue to go into debt at the present rate without going bankrupt.
This may sound strange and cynical to think that America, a country
that was once one of the economic powerhouses of the wotld could
go bankrupt, but it 1s an inevitable reality. And when this country
goes bankrupt, not ‘if” it goes bankrupt, but when it goes bankrupt, a
lot of people are going to be hurt.

Americans are accustomed to a very comfortable, convenient,
self-indulgent lifestyle. We are spoiled in this country. In short,
America has become soft. We have had it too good, for too long.
When we face an economic emetgency, it will probably be coupled
with a social emergency. It will be unlike anything anyone has ever
seen, and many people will not be able to endure. There will be
riots, there will be panic, there will be hunger, and there will be an
America torn apart as never before. We are not ready for such
difficult imes. We are a soft people, and even I admit I may be one
of the soft ones. But I recognize intellectually what is happening
and I am preparing for what I believe is an inevitable catastrophe.

I remember a movie called The I1igh and Mighty about an aircraft
going across the Atlantic Ocean to Eingland from America, as they
do today daily. Only in this case, the make of the aircraft could not
accommodate a fuel reserve. So, there was a point while going over
the Atlantic that this aircraft could not turn back if something went
wrong, but had to continue going forward with the available fuel.
The Atlantic plane trip quite literally had a point of no return. 1
believe, economically, we have passed the point of no return.

I believe everyone should prepare personally. That does not
mean running out and joining someone’s militia, or donning
fatigues and waiting for Armageddon. [ believe it means taking
good common sense steps to prepare. As best you can, get out of
debt. As best you can, become independent in every way possible.
To prepare myself for what is to come, I am personally out of debt.
Fortunately, I make more money now than I ever have, and this has
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helped me get and stay out of debt, as well as being able to save
moncy.

Taxes

There has been more and more talk recently about how out of
control the Internal Revenue Service has gotten. Cases have come
out in the open where the IRS has inumidated former spouses in an
attempt to collect on a debt that the other person is responsible for.
In a country as advanced as ours, we have not progressed in this
area. It’s ime to trash the present system and change to some form
of flat tax, based on a perce