
Marijuana leads to homosexuality,

breakdown of the immune system

& ultimately to AIDS.

- Dr. Carlton Turner,
the Gipper’s first drug czar

CH 37: 

Sunset

Or as foreshadowed,
 by our old friend Bayard Taylor, 

that poet of Tennessee 
& author of the first American gay novel:

Better it were to sleep with the owl,
to house with the hornet,

Than to conflict with the satisfied 
moral sense of the people.

(as widely quoted
but not quite truly)

#PRAY
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So as Ronald Reagan came to power 
from his California roots,
the gays & queers migrated

to their supposed safe havens
of Castro & the Village,

or to the magic glens of the Radical Feiries
secluded in the backcountrY, 

to safe havens for young runaways kicked 
out of home, school & church for their homosexuality

- or other private queer twists. 

A decade of dark heavy vibrations, 
an unhealthy time to be radically

different in Amerika.

As we just saw, the administration stepped in
with foot to the floor, running their playbook 

hard & fast. Reagan’s people enacted the largest 
reorganization of federal power since FDR. 

Nixon’s weaseled power-grab politics pale next to the 
anti-Red anti-Drug anti-Slackers American machine 

perhaps piloted by the Gipper. 

The social safety net unraveled so effectively that 
United States citizens still rank at the bottom of the 
list for an astonishing array of metrics for measuring 

the good life. 

The prisons swelled so dramatically that the putative 
land of the free soared above the rest of the world for 

the number of human beings inside cages.
This flood of prisoners gained much strength & fury

from the Prohibition of non-violent crimes 
involving the alteration ones own consciousness,

Or as we shall see in San Francisco burning, 
to use an old medicine for a new plague.



The Queers rose up & 
demanded their right to life 

in the Land of the Free,
another Lost Tribe valiant in 

the wilds of Amerika.
For them the playwright 
Tony Kushner had the 

prophet Prior Walter preach 
from his AZT visions, 

My wrath is as fearsome 
as my countenance

is splendid.

Says the Angel 
of Amerika,

This disease will be the end of many of us, 
but not nearly all, 

& the dead will be commemorated 
& will struggle on with the living, 

& we are not going away. 
We won’t die secret deaths anymore.

The world only spins forward.
We will be citizens.
The time has come.

(our guiding light 
for this chapter

& one of theater’s 
pinnacles)

In Tony Kushner’s 
portentous play,

‘Angels in America: 
A Gay Fantasia 

on National Themes’
he exposes the horror of 

AIDS under Reagan, 
a monumental meditation 

on an epidemic boiling 
with a nation unaware 
- & then unconcerned - 

about the brutal deaths visited
on “those people”.

The virus that arose
traced Reagan’s administration

with a fatal accuracy. 

But from those hellish flames, 
the medical marijuana movement 

emerged from the crucible.



But every force has its equal & opposite. 
The growing power of the gay rights movement incited the closeted pushback against this next struggle 

session in long road towards civil rights in a nation of all men created equal. 
But some men are more equal than others. Momentous men like the powerbroker Roy Cohn,

the historical lawyer of McCarthy fame played by Al Pacino in the ‘Angels’ HBO miniseries,
who - in a ficionalized account from the play - speaks for a spirit of the age

when he finds out his HIV positive status from his trusted physician.

Your problem, Henry, is that you are 
hung up on words... labels. 

“Gay”, “homosexual”, “lesbian”; 
you think they tell you who a person 

sleeps with, but they don’t tell you that. 

Not ideology or sexual 
taste, but something 

much simpler — clout

Homosexuals are not men 
who sleep with other men. 

Homosexuals are men who,
 in 15 years of trying, 

can’t get a pissant anti-discrimination 
bill through City Council. 

They are men who know nobody, 
and who nobody knows.

 Now, Henry, does that sound like me?

The Lavender Scare forced 
scores of gay men out of 

government jobs. 
According to Senator Alan 

K. Simpson. this homosexual 
witchhunt caused damage 

to far more people than the 
Red Scare itself.

To silence opposition. 
the duo of McCarthy & 
Cohn employed rumors 
of fairydom against any 
questions their methods. 

Cohn & McCarthy fanned the 
flames of their red crusade 
with the Lavender Scare - 

claiming that Communists had 
forced several closeted high-
ranking govenment officials 
into handing over secrets 

in exchange for safekeeping 
the damaging truth of their  

sexuality.

Roy Cohn had clout. 
A homophobic Queer
& an antisemitic Jew, 
Cohn prosecuted the 
Rosenberg espionage 

trial & claimed personal 
responsibility for sending 
Julius & Ethel to the chair. 

That success attracted 
Senator Joseph McCarthy to 

appoint Roy Cohn his 
Chief Counsel during
the Second Red Scare. 

Where does a person so identified 
fit in the food chain?

Like all labels, they refer to 
one thing & one thing only: 

Roy Cohn lays down the 
law of clout on the reasons 

why to keep that closet 
door firmly closed:



I don’t want you to be 
impressed, Henry — 

I want you to understand. 
This is not sophistry 

& this is not hypocrisy. 
This is reality. 

I have sex with men; 
but, unlike nearly every other 

man of which this is true, 
I bring the guy I’m screwing to 

Washington 
& President Reagan smiles at 

us and shakes his hand.

No. I have clout.
Lots.

I pick up that phone, 
dial 15 numbers 

& guess who’s on the other 
end of the line?

In under five minutes, Henry.

Despite using his clout to 
acquire a dragon’s stash of the 

still experimental AZT - 
the first line of antiretrovirals 

to show any efficacy at
slowing the virus - 

Roy Cohn still dies alone,
like so many of his time, 

fouling himself in a hospital 
bed with only Belize

the crossdressing nurse 
to show him off 
into the night.

Seeing the employment of homosexuals as a national security threat
- & then just little over a decade after liberating Camp Ravensbrück, the Nazi’s solution for queers - 
President General Eisenhowser issues an executive order banning homosexuals from federal service.

However, Joseph McCarthy’s downfall in his overzealous prosecution of that mission arose from the 
Army/McCarthy hearings where questions arose about Cohn’s fierce pressure to protect his “special 

assistant” G. David Schine from the draft. 
Continuing to his physician, Cohn says,

Cohn abandoned McCarthy 
for private practice in NYC 
By 1984, his clients ranged 
to John Gotti, the Yankees, 

Donald Trump & the Roman 
Catholic Archdiosce of NY. 

He also beat a number 
of federal & state charges 

on perjury & witness 
tampering. 

With Reagan’s people in 
power, Cohn had his hands 

on the levers.

But in the semi-mythical play, after 
the diagnosis of HIV, Cohn tells 

everyone he’s sick with liver cancer. 

He holds that line all the way 
through to the hard end, even as 

the truth is evident by the 
tell-tale sarcomas of Kaposi,

the ‘wine-dark kisses 
of the angel of death’. 

Better — his wife.

Henry: The President? Henry: I’m impressed.



For The teenage Faeries, young gays & drifting queers 
of the 80’s, they float outcast

- many propelled adrift with fearful condemnation 
by the pillars of Parents, Pastor & School, 

rejected roundly by the trinity of Middle American 
institutions most dear to a young person’s

safety web of support. 

For the ones who suffered the personally offended 
bigotry of Mrs. Grundy’s Amerika, 

for the ones who survived the rednecks with lead 
pipes waiting outside their bars on town’s outskirts, 
for the ones who survived the siren call of suicide 

that still claims so many young queers, 

for the ones who wandered the highways & undergrounds 
wondering where to find the Others, 

these survivors found solace & society in 
urban bastions like SF’s Castro or NYC’s Chelsea.

 But even more than a decade after the Stonewall 
riots of ‘69 ignited the modern gay Battle for equal 
rights, local cops still busted heads at gay bars 
& threatened reputations & exposures at known 
cruising spots, viciously fighting to keep

Queer illegal. 

Meanwhile, the Air Force drummed out war hero 
Seargent Leonard Matlovich for refusing to sign a 
document promising to “never practice homosexuality 

again”. Against these tides, Vibrant LGBTQ 
communities grew up against the pressure, 

Snug Harbors from where to watch the Mad ‘80s 

beating against the window 

& nursing the actvists

to force it back.



Milk favored 
cannabis 

legalization - 
as he did the 
overthrow of 
all laws that 

robbed people 
of dignity - but 
it was his friend 
Dennis Peron 
who survived 
to become the 
elven face of 
the medical 

marijuana fight. 

& led a Rainbow Coalition 
into electing him the first 
openly gay official in the 

United States 
(after an uncountable 

number of secret ones).

Across this continental history, the individualists always headed west. They sought the open spaces, 
away from the meddlesome crowd, propelled away from the east until finally halted by the Pacific 

Ocean, their waves dashing against a bay in a town named after Saint Francisco de Asís,
the friend of all animals - even bears & wolves.

And so Harvey Milk began to chant...

 Those citizens of that 
young upstart nation, 

looking to flee the tight 
strictures of civil eastern 
society finallly settled 

here as far west as they 
could possibly go 

to share a liberal 
if inequally applied 

commandment:

Leave Thy Neighbor In Peace



And so war came to define Dennis Peron -
first the War in Vietnam,
then the War on Drugs 

& finally the War on AIDS.

“These macho 
cops just can’t 
stand the idea 
that a skinny 
little faggot 

won’t fold up & 
go away because 

they say so.”

As Peron describes his 
further explorations in Vietnam in

On his first tour of duty in Vietnam, Dennis Peron found the twinned trees bearing
the forbidden fruit that forever flavored his outspoken activist life. 

 As Fred Gardner reports in a deft 
biographical article in O’Shaughnessy, 

“stationed outside of Saigon when the 
Tet offensive began, [Peron’s]unit was 

pinned down for a week. It was during 
this time ... he had his first experience 

as a gay man. Later, on leave in 
Thailand, he befriended some locals 

who took him to the mountains where, 
coming around a pass onto a broad 
plateau, marijuana grew as far as the 

eye could see.”

When I returned two months later, Saigon was 
flooded with refugees & two-thirds of the city had 
been burned. The sweet smell of marijuana was 

being laced with heroin from Hong Kong. 
It would soon hook thousands. Having come out of 
the closet, I sought other gay people & found them 

in the USO, which turned into a gay club, as the 
straight guys were busy buying tea for the B girls.

These trilogy of wars represent an unusual martial twist for a gentleman still 
described as a happy & mischevious Puck. 

In Vietnam, he served honorably in all tours of duty. 
In the War on Drugs, he didn’t hesitate to take an early beachead in 1969 by 

stepping off his final plane ride home from carrying two Air Force duffel bags of 
Thai. 

(Only later would he learn that he smuggled in the secret weapon for the War on 
AIDS.)

The San Francisco Police Department arrested him within the first year. Gardner 
says, “Dennis simply refused to accept that anybody —no cop, no district 

attorney, no judge— could tell him he didn’t have a right to smoke marijuana. 



That same year of 1972, the activists flew their California Marijuana Initiative 
- the first-ever marijuana decriminalization state initiative.

 
The ballot summary contained an almost breath-taking sanity,

Removes state penalties for personal use. 
Proposes a statute which would provide that no person eighteen years or older shall be 

punished criminally or denied any right or privilege because of his 
planting, cultivating, harvesting, drying, processing, 

otherwise preparing, transporting, possessing or using marijuana. 
Does not repeal existing, or limit future, legislation prohibiting persons under the 

influence of marijuana from engaging in conduct that endangers others.

“And the right to smoke it
means the right to get it - 

which means people have to 
have the right to grow it & sell it.”

Peron said he left a hippie & returned a hippie.
After his service, he got a big two bedroom flat & called it 

the Big Top Commune.
Up to 15 of them would be living in the flat for its vibe of 

shared dreams with free food, free love & easy trips.

But, a year of disappointments as McGovern’s run at the White House loses big,
Nixon orders the secret Christmas bombing of Cambodia for the holidays

& California’s Proposition 19 only garners 33% support. 
But the loss of that law set the stage for San Francisco’s Statement W.



In other legal news, the first bust of Peron’s Big Top only took until 1974.
Once he got a marijuana supermarket setup in the living room, 

This was in the days just 
before decriminlization, 

so I was facing pretty 
heavy time for the seven 
pounds of pot they got.

Officer Mackavekias was 
the sole witness against 

me & was already 
showing his homphobia. 
We were to meet again. 
As a result of that bust, 
I was offered a deal - a 

six month work furlough 
program, which enabled 
me to work during the 
day, returning to jail 

at night. Though I was 
seemingly unemployable, 
my family members & I 
found an old storefront 

that hadn’t been used for 
20 years. We secured a 
least & started building 
a restaurant to be called 

the Island. 

At rallies around the city, Peron helped to muster the power of the growing gay rights movement. 

the police happily came into 
swoop up 44 people. However, 

they really only wanted the 
ringleader so only Dennis took 

the fall. He writes,

I forced the customers to 
register to vote before I 

would sell them pot.

It soon became a home for 
political change in San Francisco. 

It was a two-way feed, with 
the pot supermarket upstairs, 
supplying customers for the 

food downstairs. It was the only 
restaurant in the world where pot 
smoking was nearly mandatory.

It was an expansive restaurant that seated 250 
people. We built it out of recycled wood & the 

decor was California hippie. Our cupboard 
was pretty bare & we bought our first first food 

order at Safeway with $1500 in food stamps. 



At rallies around the city, Peron helped to muster the power of the growing gay rights movement. 

In the week before the election of 1977, the San Francisco Chronicle printed a front page article on 
the pot supermarket in which Harvey Milk was quoted as saying that Dennis Peron was a community 
leader & a person who gave back to the community & the pot supermarket was a community service. 

Harvey won the election one week later, unexpectedly sweeping the Haight-Ashbury district.

(appropriately enough, 
one of the first times these 

friends met each other, 
Milk was in NYC directing 
‘Lenny’ - a play about the 
life of the much persecuted 

Lenny Bruce)

By the time of Milk’s victory, 
the Big Top had enlarged into 

a one-stop weed shop 
that took 20 people
to keep it cooking - 

but the pot was about to 
again boileth over.



As the stalwart Fred Gardner
wrote of the raid of 1978:

“Dennis was shot in the thigh by a cop named 
Paul Mackavekias. The raiders were dressed 

in plain clothes and looked like thugs. Dennis 
assumed he was being ripped off by a gang. 

(Which he was. The SFPD Narcotics Squad even
 had their own colors —Hawaiian shirts.) 

He stood at the top of the stairs with a half-
empty four-gallon water bottle held aloft as if 

to defend himself when he took the bullet.

 I interviewed him in the hospital and began to 
get to know him.”

“The ensuing trial took four months. (The 
court stenographer became a good friend of 

Dennis’s). The officers who testified at length, 
mainly Mackavekias and his partner Greg 

Corrales, the second man through the door, 
had to spend days listening to contemptuous 

jive from Dennis’s diverse crew.”

“Mackavekias snapped. All his 
testimony was thrown out after 
he blurted, in the presence of 
witnesses, that he wished he’d 
killed Peron so there’d be...”

Officer Mackavekias appears 
here courtesy of his mug 
shot from later charges 

of bribery - I say, I say, 
fixin’ taxi medallions

that is...

‘one less 
motherfucking faggot 
in San Francisco.’



Dennis received a lighter sentence as a result 
of this outburst but still wound up with 

seven months in San Bruno.

With that much heat,
Peron always kept a retainer with 
flamboyant SF lawyer Tony Serra 
- with whom we will later sit -

because the SFPD “regarded Dennis Peron
as a walking, talking affront.”

By the early ‘80s, he’d 
been busted over a 
dozen times. When 

free, he’d immediately 
return to selling 

cannabis out of his 
living room. 



Dennis soon realized the 
incongruity.

It’s the ‘miracle ounce,’ it’ s illegal to grow 
marijuana, it’s illegal to possess a pound, it’s 
illegal to sell or buy it. Where did all those 

people get their legal ounces?
Every one of them must be a miracle!

“[Peron] was planning 
a rigorous legalization 
campaign at the state 

level,” Gardner reports, 
“when the assassination 
of Milk & Moscone by 

a former policeman 
named Dan White took 
away his most potent 

allies & turned the local 
political landscape into 

a wasteland as the 1970s 
came to an end.”

When Harvey Milk sat in on the trial of the raid where Peron got shot,
the brutality of the officers & their behavior in the court shocked him. 

The Late Great Milk gave his blessing for his friend Dennis Peron
to hit ‘em with Initiative W,

aka the Great ‘SF Stop Prosecuting Marijuana Offenses.’
In full,  the ballot iniative’s text read,

We, the people of San Francisco, demand that the 
District Attorney, along with the Chief of Police, 

cease the arrest & prosecution of individuals involved 
in the cultivation, transfer, or possession of 

marijuana.

Initiative W dovetailed neatly into the traditional libertarian bent of these Californians.
Of the 168,730 citizens of San Francisco who cast their ballot on that day in November of 1978, 

greater than 63% approved. 
Mayor Moscone complied, instructing the police to ignore the possesion of an ounce or less.



In the Cookbook, Dennis recalls,

...& so on, you know how it so often ends 
for the cruel in Amerikan courts



 the citizens of SF rioted on that White Night,  torched 13 police cars.

for their hero taken young.

& later held candle lit vigils

When the Twinkie Defense infamously entered our 
jurisprudence & shielded Dan White from an obvious 

first degree murder charges& only found guilty
of manslaughter -

a sentence that’d see the former 
San Francisco supervisor free in 4.5 years -

 the citizens of SF rioted on that White Night, 

torched 13 police cars



Dennis continues in the Cookbook,
They replaced the police cars but they could never replace Harvey & George. With Harvey’s death, 

the coalition he had built started breaking up - we lost district elections, 
the prudish Diane Feinstein was elected mayor,

the gay-friendly Charles Gain was fired from his position as Chief of Police & things began to look pretty grim. 

Eventually Proposition W was forgotten & Ronald Reagan was elected president 
& the teflon ‘80s had begun. Nothing ever stuck in the brain pan.

But to 
never 
give up 
the Good 
Fight,
 they 
gifted 
us the 
recipe
for the
future...

Or as Belize 
describes Heaven 

to a dying Roy Cohn,
‘Race, taste & 
history finally 
overcome...’

Just the day before had been their annual Day of Grass which Harvey Milk had never missed. 
He always urged everyone in the city to plant marijuana. “They can’t bust us all,” he’d say.

“Then came the epidemic & 
again Dennis saw a lot of death.”



So it begins.

The same month Ronald Reagan took his 1981 
inaugural oath to faithfully protect
& defend the Constitution of the

United States of America to Chief Justice 
Warren Burger,

 
a young yoga instructor named Nick Rock

passed away & into history as Patient #2 - 
the first known AIDS fatality in New York City.

Only two months earlier did the young gay man 
suffer a seizure & loss of conciousness. 

His diagnosis of toxoplasmosis 
- a parastic diease usually found in cats - 

gave no obvious clues to the beginning
of a bloody trail of tears.



As Nick Rock’s friend Tom Bianchi remembers,
“In those days, that was the most bizarre 
kind of thing. Young people did not die of 

unexplained illnesses.”

Soon an outbreak of the rare skin cancer 
- Kaposi’s sarcoma - 

among gay men puzzled doctors.

 They suspected poppers & amyl nitrate 
- drugs still popular in the gay scene - 

as a potential cause.

‘This age is the threnody chant 
of a Poet, A dark-devising Poet 
whose only theme is Death...’



Also as Reagan took the oath, Dr. Carlton Turner, the chemist who provided our epigraph, 
toiled away as head of the Marijuana Research Project

- the federal research lab at the University of Mississippi - 
& source of the government’s own homegrown,

the only legal dispenser of cannabis for US clinical research trials.

Dr. Turner had not been wasting his pulpit at the MRP, lecturing on the dangers of marijuana, 
often with the statements of a scientist 

in a charming Southern drawl
that might be factually correct if intellectually misleading.

His wholesome background certainly didn’t do him harm with the White House.

As a bio in the Chicago Tribune in 1986 described him,

He moved into a trailer 
near the Southern Miss 
campus, where he lived 

with two teenaged female 
cousins. “We used to divide 
up the rooms once a week 

to do the house work,” 
recalls Elaine Dukes, who 

shared the trailer with 
Turner & her sister.

He is a research 
chemist almost by 
default... “I was 

26 when I got my 
bachelor`s degree,” 
Turner says. “The 

dean at the Ole Miss 
medical school told 
me I was too old. So 
I got into chemistry.”

 “He inspected everything. We 
called him Mr. Clean.”



Later, when he realized two lab assistants were smoking & selling out of the lab’s backdoor, 
he fired them & cracked down with strict inventory controls. 

The federal agents started to realize Dr. Turner was a straight shooter.

Instead, Turner caught a lucky break after the man heading the MRP 
got fired after giving a controversial interview to Rolling Stone.

Turner shares, “After I got my Ph.D. I was hired as a research associate 
on the marijuana project at Ole Miss. It was the only one I could find,`` 

Turner says. ``I was going to work there one year, learn about drugs, then 
go to law school and become a defense attorney.``...

“He told where all the marijuana was... It caused a security crisis.”

Dr. Turner got offered the freshly vacant position & quickly 
had to clean up the ship. Two weeks into the gig, somebody 

harvested 20 acres of gov’t grass 
from the patch near Wiggins, Missisissippi. 

(and if by any starry chance, either of those 2 UMiss alums slinging federal ganja out the gov’t grow 
ever sees these words, please reach out to me. I want to hear that story - & I’ll travel anywhere for it. 
& while we’re here fishing, if you happen to might be the good old boy who harvested 20 acres of 
bud from Uncle Sam under a Stone County Mississippi moon, please call me collect - day or night)

The DEA gave him hell,
hassling him for quite awhile over it.

But he eventually won them around.



But Turner blossomed into a chemist with the nose of a data rat
& during his time at the MRP’s helm, he made serious contributions to cannabinoid chemistry.

According to Ed Rosenthal,
Dr. Turner first documented the circadian rhythms

of cannabinoid content -
the THC potency lowest at dusk
& peaking just before the dawn. 

He assembled this annotated bibliography in 1974, 

(it set me back 30 bucks
but still well worth it 

as a treasure trove 
of the early cannabinoid hunt)

& by the time of its 
publication, he’d already 

produced 15 papers in 
two years on cannabinoid 

chemistry.



But Turner blossomed into a chemist with the nose of a data rat
& during his time at the MRP’s helm, he made serious contributions to cannabinoid chemistry.

Turner still stands in that small 
group of scientists who’ve done 

any original work on CBC,

Turner’s thorough review` ‘Constituents of Cannabis’ is still often cited
in the peer-reviewed literature as a touchstone on the basics of cannabinoid chemistry, 

an orderly summary of what we knew already of their slippery selves by the start of that era. 

still less than a hundred 
papers total, 

one more unpolished gem 
from of a cannabinoid left 

to be characterized.

He isolated the second 
known alkaloid - 

anhydrocannabisativine 
- from the leaves and roots 
of a Mexican strain with the 
help of El-Sohly, the scientist 
who took over Turner’s MRP 

post & continued running 
the lab to this day.



By the late 70’s, he advocated for the aerial spraying of paraquat -
an herbicide that’s quick & unselective, causing death

 in all green plant cells on contact.  He declared paraquat sprayings
to be a public safety risk justified by the overwhelming damage caused 

by marijuana smoking*. The CDC protested the possibility of 
irreversible lung damage but were eventually overruled. Carlton Turner 
insisted most of the paraquat would burn up on combustion and that 

no toxicity has been proven nor deaths observed from smoking it.
 The risk of the natural herb mattered more than the risk of 

the neurotoxic herbicide.

His record at the MRP bode well for him moving up the federal ladder.

When you start interfering with the processes of the brain, you`re going to pay … 
One day you`re going to see irreversible brain damage in these users and their kids

Dr. Turner’s knowledge became a valuable asset to the federal drug agents. He utilized his 
chemotyping wizardry on seized shipments, assembling cannabinoid profiles 

that allowed him to start determining place of origin. 

They started to call him Einstein. 

He’d ride along with the agents on busts, picking up more street smarts about pot - 
& unfortunately, like cops everywhere, surely seeing the worst of what weed can be. 

In 1975, he stated in academic journals that marijuana caused a short term memory loss that mimicked 
senility. On the clinical side, he was quoted about his early research saying,

What I was dealing with were case histories.  People said true scientists don`t get down to that.
 But I was seeing people with problems. So I didn`t worry about what other scientists thought.

 I kept publishing my papers, and started analyzing marijuana. I decided that anything with more than 2 percent 
THC ... could, over time, cause mental problems. 

People said I was crazy.

According to Dr. Turner, any tactic was justified because...
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In his unparalled book of drug war history ‘Smoke & Mirrors’,
the journalist Dan Baum shares an anecdote

about the day when Turner came back from lunch.
The chemist’s secretary reported that someone named Mr. Parrot called. 

Turner didn’t recognize the name
& dismissed it from his mind.

But the next morning, 
when he arrived before his secretary, 
the phone rang so he picked it up.

“This is H. Ross 
Perot,” a high, 

twangy voice said. 
“I hear you know 
something about 

marijuana.”

“Little bit,” 
Turner 

twanged back, 
“but nobody 
knows more.”

Perot desired to clean 
the drug dealers out of his Texas. 

His own corporate lawyer wrote the 
laws he wanted pushed through the State 

Capitol made of pink granite 
& topped by the Goddess of Liberty.

Perot knew they needed
to turn around public opinion. 

He wanted Turner because marijuana was 
the drug to concentrate on,
 mostly because few people

in the Lone Star State had experienced 
any other drug besides pot. 

Perot’s laws for Texas included mandatory life without parole for selling 
pot to a minor, expanded police authority for wiretaps & searches, a 

complex reporting system for pharmacists & other civil overreaches. The 
legislators couldn’t stomach the new laws & refused to touch them.



Turner pitched in by draft Keith Schuchard, the leading light housewife of the nascent parent’s 
movement. Together on the limitless dime of billionaire Ross Perot, the three of them put on a 

traveling roadshow of prohibition. They spent months journeying Texas,
displaying paraphernalia, sharing propaganda & preaching on the harms of pot.

After seeding the ground for another try, Perot pulled a master maneuver characteristic of his 
homespun wisdom. The day before the legislature opened in 1980, Perot, Turner & Schuchard invited 
all the wives of the lawmakers to their Prohibition Roadshow. They also organized busloads of parents 

to descend on the capital from around the state. 
Perot told them all, 

“You’re either for us 
or against us.” 

& so got his punitive 
drug laws passed.

After a job well done, Perot told Turner that Ronald Reagan was fixing to run Jimmy Carter out of 
town & soon, Turner too would be headed to the White House. 

When Perot’s preciction came true & the Gipper began hunting for his first drug czar, 
Turner looked promising. 

He knew the chemistry, his business correspondence with High Times hadn’t been made public yet
& he proved that in the popular press, he well knew how to hold the party line. 

He told Peggy Mann in the Saturday Evening Post:
As a scientist, I have to be objective. I am not a crusader for or against any drug.

I am for evaluating any drug on its merit, which I base on all scientific publications about that drug.

Out of the 3044+ scientific studies he apparently reviewed
for the above seen annotated bibliography, he stated to her that

there is not a single paper on the crude drug marijuana which gives it a clean bill of health, 
not a single paper to support it as an innocuous drug.
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Carlton Turner tended to 
state the truth, though 

curved in the trickiest ways. 

Thus, he was ideal for 
government service.
A Stubb of chemical 

contributions 
& well honed talking 
points just ripe for 

misunderstanding by a press 
perennially charged with 

casual negligence
& willful self-deception.

A true statement on technical merits:
no drug is innocent

Webster defined innocuous as harmless, safe - 
producing no ill effect.

He even restated that old physician’s rule of thumb from Paracelus:  
the only difference between poison & medicine? Dosage

sola dosis facit venenum
Some things never change.

Every drug has it’s dark side (especially dabs at daily high doses as we saw earlier and shall see further). 
Raw reefer might be one of the most nontoxic drugs in our palette of pscyhoactives

but it’s certainly not innocuous.

Carlton began by telling them he 
wasn’t the man for the job. 

He’s a clean cut chemist,
not a drug policy buff.

But since they had flown him all 
the way to DC & asked his opinion, 

Turner told the new AG that,

If they wanted to be serious, they must do 3 things:

1. Build up our enforcement efforts

2. Make marijuana and cocaine a priority,
not just heroin

& 3. Establish an education & prevention program.

With those qualifications, the 
Attorney General Ed Meese 

flew Turner up to the Capitol 
for a battery of interviews.

After navigating those,
he sat him down to ask Turner 

- if given the chance - how 
would he attack drug abuse?

Good answers to to Ed Meese
- whom Kushner had a Justice Department official glowingly 

describe as a gentleman who “doesn’t specialize in the
Fine Points of the Law. He’s a a flatfoot, a cop.”



Turner’s views 
- though he 
didn’t know 

it at the time - 
closely matched 

those of the 
President & his 

Top Cop. 

However, the incoming Attorney General of the United States of Amerika
 laid out the only hitch in the chemist’s appointment:

Turner’s membership in the Democratic party

But as Baum shares, Turner soon explained that you can’t hold a job 
at a place like UMiss without being a Dixie Democrat.
He only joined them as a coverup. He’d been making 

Republican campaign contributions for years 
& could prove it with canceled checks.

With his true colors cleared up, Meese offered
 Dr. Carlton Turner the post of 

Senior Policy Adviser for Drug Policy

With his appointment, Baum describes their triumph as Turner 
- with the help of the oft-hissed harpy Nancy Reagan - 

managed to do on drugs what no one else had yet done: he closed the debate.

He laid it out to Meese in that first meeting: The Grand Strategy,

Most of all, you got to clean up society. 
You have to create a climate in which society will take a stand. 

Get people involved who have a vested interest - 
parents, insurance companies, the medical community. 

Stop talking whether marijuana
is good or bad

for you: 

I’m here to tell you it’s bad.



With the ignition of Nancy Reagan’s verbal facility
& pearl clutching puritanism

added to Dr. Turner’s huge sheafs of data drawn 
from federal drug scientists

predominantly charged with looking for harm 
& then assisted by the grandfatherly iron fist of 

Ronald Wilson Reagan, 

they managed to turn drugs from a swirling cloud 
to a black & white blanket.

Meanwhile, the rising spectre of HIV 
- ignored by the First Family on down -

soon showcased the grossness of this untruth.

They kept it so
seductively simple,

Just say no.

trademarked 
naturally

In Turner’s new position he hammered 
home the New Wisdom:

there is no such thing
as medical cannabis use

Or as 
Prior Walter Preaces,

“I usually say,
‘Fuck the truth’

- but mostly, 
the truth fucks you.”



Dr. Carlton Turner became the right hand man to Nancy Reagan’s globe 
spanning drug abuse campaign. Under her dutiful nurturing, the myth of 
marijuana as a gateway drug to the Hard Stuff finally blossomed from 

an oft cited talking point to the Holy Writ of the land. 

Meanwhile, Schuchard of the Parent’s Movement pushed the 
‘feminization’ effects of cannabis. At high school anti-drug rallies 
in the gymnasiums & auditoriums of Amerika, she knew just the tactic 
to change the minds of those scrawny boys yearning to be men. After 

lecturing about  the testosterone-reducing effects of THC,  according 
to Baum she’d, “when she visited classrooms she’d pick out the 

scrawniest boy in the class, the one with the long hair & the sallow 
complexion & the Grateful Dead stickers on his notebook. She’d make 

him stand and take his shirt off in front of the others.
See what pot can do to you? she’d say. 

The kids would go very quiet.”

The chorus from State, School & Science finally 
pounded the story home,

a simple & simplistic meme that 
while aimed at children,

managed to metastasize into a national ideal.
(Luckily, Timothy Leary knew how to rewire a word 
virus & popularlized the retort, ‘JUST SAY KNOW’)

But Nancy Reagan closed the gap with her 3 magic words.

Together with her cannabinoid chemist, 
they firmly shut the door on the Carter era flirtations 

with a social toleration for moderate adult use. 

&  her biographer Kitty Kelley 
reports that only 10% got spent 
funding drug abuse programs.

The rest transferred to the Nancy 
Reagan Foundation & never left.

in 1977, the DEA admitted the decriminalization of 
marijuana was worth considering. 

But now just a few years later, they call it the most 
urgent drug problem facing United States.

As Nancy defined it, “If you are a casual 
drug user, you are an accomplice to 

murder.”

Meanwhile, the Nancy Reagan Drug Abuse Fund 
hoovered up money. King Fahd stuck a million in 
while the administration considered a request

for AWACS planes. 

Her fund took $5 million total
by the end of Reagan’s reign



&  her biographer Kitty Kelley 
reports that only 10% got spent 
funding drug abuse programs.

The rest transferred to the Nancy 
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However, Turner early lost credibility with the research community after ignoring the 
prestigious National Academy of Sciences. Their marijuana report of 1982 concluded 
with no convincing evidence of damage to nervous system or fertility by marijuana. 

They even called for decriminalization of possesion for personal use.
This was nothing new. Every decade saw their blue ribbon panel of researchers & 

academics issuing forth similar findings - all the way back to LaGuardia & even further 
yet, the fabled Indian Hemp Commision. His response to the NAS finding caused even 

some immediate colleagues to look at him askance. 
He might still know as much about the chemistry of the cannabinoids as only a handful 

of other molecular jockeys on the planet but ignoring findings this strong 
proved to many he needed no helmet in this brain battering fight.

As Jack Herer called it, “Turner was, after all, Reagan’s, Bush’s, and the pharmaceutical 
companies’ own hired gun, who saw his entire mission as not against heroin, PCP, or cocaine 

but to wipe out pot and jazz/rock music…” 
Indeed, Eric Schlosser shares from a profile in Government Executive 

where Dr. Turner links marijuana use to the 
“the present young-adult generation’s involvement

in anti-military, anti-nuclear power, anti-big business
&  anti-authority demonstrations.”

Of course, the doctor is correct again,
though we perhaps disagree

as to whether that’s a sign or a symptom.

As stated in the excellent & academic study “Ronald Reagan and the 1980s: 
Perceptions, Policies, Legacies” edited by Hudson & Davies,

Although Turner was a botanical chemist who 
was well trained & well respected as a leading 

scientific authority on the chemical components 
of the cannabis plant, he was not trained in, 

nor had he conducted research into, 
the effects of these chemicals on the 
human (or even on animal) bodies. 

He had no knowledge or background in the 
behavioral aspects of drug use, 
the treatment of drug abuse, 

law enforcement 
or foreign policy aspects.

Turner’s appointment represented a sea change in defining America’s drug problem
& the manner of response. During the early part of the Reagan administration, however, 

he was made only an “adviser” on drug abuse to the president. Political staff did not want to appoint 
Turner as director of the White House drug office because the required Senate confirmation would have 

stirred serious controversy in the Congress about his lack of qualifications for the job.



With his move from UMiss to DC,
Turner’s position as a propagandist

went from a leg in Perot’s traveling show 
to inside of the president’s ear.

Reagan then played hardball politics for 
his drug czar. In 1982, when Congress sent 
their Omnibus crime bill to his desk, the 
Gipper vetoed it because it would require 
the Senate’s approval over his choice of 
drug czar. Even worse, they wouldn’t need 

a subpoena to drag him up the Hill to 
answer fool questions. 

Reagan got his way
& so Turner’s coming out party coincided 

with the declaration of war.
June 24, 1982

- a day that should live in 
infamy for generations.

From the Rose Garden of the 
White House, Ronald Reagan 
declared his War on Drugs

in a speech turner helped draft. 

The saber rattling left it clear 
that no tactic was to be off the 
table for combating the scourge. 
He even drummed up World War 1’s 

Battle of Verdun:

“WE’RE REJECTING THE HELPLESS ATTITUDE THAT DRUG USE 
IS SO RAMPANT THAT WE’RE DEFENSELESS TO DO ANYTHING 

ABOUT IT. WE’RE TAKING DOWN THE SURRENDER FLAG
THAT HAS FLOWN OVER SO MANY DRUG EFFORTS. 

WE’RE RUNNING UP A BATTLE FLAG. 
WE CAN FIGHT THE DRUG PROBLEM & WE CAN WIN. 

& THAT IS EXACTLY WHAT WE INTEND TO DO. 
& I, THEREFORE, AM NOW GOING TO SIGN THE ORDER.”

As Baum dryly shares: “The reference to Verdun was odd: the battle [here pictured] is famous for 
killing half a million men on each side while resolving exactly nothing”

The president quoted one French soldier from that battle of 303 days,
There are no impossible situations. 

There are only people who think they’re impossible.



With war declared,
the chemist found himself a 

general, a prophet of prohibition 
in the newest front, a vizier of 
propaganda in an ageless fight.

As director of the new Drug 
Abuse Policy Office, his 

appointment appalled the 
scientists of the National Institute 

of Drug Abuse . They saw him 
as unfit for the job partially 

because he had only a layman’s 
understanding of 
heroin or cocaine. 

Turner caused an immediate 
shift in media coverage. 

From then on - pot alone. 
Despite the steady rise in 
cocaine use and the first 

alarm bells over crack, Turner 
refused to meet with experts 
like Dr. David Smith of the 

Haight-Ashbury Free Medical 
Clinic. He’d refuse to appear 

at a conference with drug 
treatment professionals & 
would even block their 

participation in any gathering 
over which he exerted 

control, effectively shielding 
himself from the experts that 
could have most helped him. 

Instead, he waved shoddy 
studies out of the University 

of Kentucky proving the 
gateway theory.

Another queer fakt from Reagan’s WoD declaration that day,
he mentioned only one drug by name: marijuana. To combat 

this scourge of drugs, he called on parents to mobilize, teachers 
to intervene, cops to be on the beat, the 

civic & religious leaders to use their bully pulpits
&  for the statehouses & town councils to thunder their powers.

Soon he’d suspend the Posse Comitatus Act - the century old law 
prohibiting the US military from performing law enforcement 

functions inside the nation. 

Highly trained addiction experts and physicians fled the federal government & their funded programs 
on drug abuse. The vacant seats filled with young political appointees - usually no experience in the 
addiction field but True Believers in the White House conviction “that the drug problem could be 

solved if the country just accepted that any drug use was morally wrong.”
 

In a terrible act of poisonpen politics, NIDA stopped releasing its numbers on drug related deaths,
data previously considered a gold standard on the impact of drug policy. As the number started 
to climb every month from the lows achieved under Carter, Turner’s Office of Drug Abuse Policy 
explained that the body count from drug ODs “were no longer relevant to the War on Drugs.”

‘...the wild madness that’s only calm to comprehend itself!’



The epidemic worsened & in 1983 Larry Kramer
led this infamous salvo with the fierce bellow,

If this article doesn’t rouse you to anger, fury, rage & action, gay men may 
have no future on this earth.

AIDS victims have been fired from their jobs, driven from their homes, 
& deserted by their loved ones. 

Any homosexual or Haitian has become an object of dread . . . 

Front page coverage in the Rotten Apple reports,

By the end of the new president’s first year, Good Morning America ran the first network 
television show to cover the disease but because of unrest in Lebanon, the nine minute 

segment got cut to 150 seconds. Frank Gifford began by saying, “This is a terrible problem. 
How come nobody’s paying any attention to it?”

The CDC reported clusters of people dying from versions of pneumonia that usually only 
occur in severely restricted immune systems. 

They proposed the name GRID: gay-related immune deficiency. 

This soon changed to the more inclusive ‘Acquired Immune System Deficiency’
as it became clear that even babies could be infected via blood transfusions.



1983, a momentous year that saw not only my own hatching 
but also many more widely heard battles, plots, 

counterattacks & skirmishes
in the ongoing wars always plaguing Amerika:

In the War against AIDS,
Françoise Barré-Sinoussi of the Pasteur Institute established a beachead 

when hunting through the lymph of a gay AIDS patient, discovering a 
retrovirus destroying T-cells like a biblical plague.

In the longdrawn War on Poverty,
two decades after LBJ made the biggest material contribution since FDR,

the tally stood with unemployment in the United States at 12 million souls,
the highest number since 1941.

In the smolder of the always warm War on Communism, 
over 5,000 Marines go to Grenada to suppress a bloody coup 

staged by a military force trained in Cuba.



Out in the twinkle of the War in Space,
Reagan reaches far past our tehnological capabilities & lays out his 

Strategic Defense Initiative, aka the Star Wars missle shield -
a piece of engineering still just outside technical grasp 33 years later.

In the War of Information,
the ARPANET funded by the Department of Defense
blossoms into the the Internet of the Free World

& then later, the Darkweb of the Underworld.

In the War on Biochemical Ignorance,
Kary Mullis uses LSD for that light bulb ‘aha’ moment of coming up with PCR - 
the polymerase chain reaction technique that transformed the scientific world 

by allowing the rapid & easy duplication of DNA.

In the first heart beats of the War on Terror,
 the bombing of the Beiruit embassy kills 63 people & mark the inception of 
Muslim militant attacks against the United States. Meanwhile. within the 

faith baptized into Jesus Christ, ‘the Troubles’ in Northern Ireland
saw a scorched flare-up in that politcoreligious dispute.

In the unending War on Racism,
Reagan signs into law that the 3rd Tuesday of every January will forever be 

Martin Luther King Junior Day, the only federal holiday commemorating
an African-American.

In the undeclared War on Intolerance,
1983 saw the release of “Prayers for Bobby: 

A Mother’s Coming to Terms with the Suicide of Her Gay Son”,
a memoir written by a hardnosed Christian mother after the overpowering 

realization that she drove her son to suicide with her intolerance 
despite the fakt* that God saw nothing wrong with him. 

(*this Vital Truth verified in my father’s forthcoming book,
‘Great Sex; Christian Style’ 

- & him no mean Biblical scholar either)

In the never quite finished War on Nazis,
the US must admit that it recruited Klaus Barbie

- the Notorious SS Officer known as the Butcher of Lyon - 
as an agent to US Army intelligence after the War.

When the French found out & demanded Barbie’s extradition,
the Americans snuck the Gestapo captain

away on their well-oiled ‘rat lines’ to South America
& then utilized him as a tool in the Cold War.

Barbie allegedly bragged that he came up with the strategy for\murdering Che 
Guerva & he’s widely suspected as a helping hand in

Tejada’s takeover of Bolivia.

this ‘Cocaine Coup’ of generals funded by narcotraffickers
& aided by shadowy foreigners leads us back to the now



After a failed putsch in Bolivia the 
year before, the Drug Enforcement 
Administration arrested two leading 
members of the Roberto Suarez cartel
- the narcotrafficking group most 

behind the coup.

But the CIA intervened,
forcing the DEA to drop all the 
charges against one defendant 
& reducing bail for the other

& thus allowing them to escape trial 
in the US & return to Bolivia to 
back the successful Cocaine Coup. 

 From the 
undercover 
DEA agent 

Mike Levine 
who wrote 

all about it 
(including 

his personal 
arrest of 

said cartel 
leaders), he 

called
“July 17,1980 
... the first 

time in 
history, drug 
Traffickers 

actually took 
control of a 

nation.”

The dictatorship lasted only 13 
months but managed to kill & torture 
over a 1,000 people - including the 

disappearance of the gifted opposition 
leader from the socialist Left:

Marcelo Quiroga. 

At the time, the Bolivian regime sourced 
virtually 100% of the cocaine entering 
the United States. The regime was so 

obviously odious with drug trafficking 
that even Reagan kept his distance. 

But it’s alleged his CIA actively 
assisted in the Cocaine Coup. It 

certainly matches their well-known style 
of narco-funded dirty tactics across the 

Americas 

- such as the Contra scandal just 
beginning to boil despite 

the Boland Acts that specifically 
restricted US funding of

Nigauraguan right-wing rebels.



So against these many strains of the wars of 1983, 
plays the battle hymn of 

‘Turner, the growers and the california queers’
In this refrain from this almost century old Amerikan 

War on Weed

Thus finally, in the War on Democracy, 
the CIA maintained its hardlined habit of knocking down popularly 

elected governments that lean too far left from their preferred path.

or for short & unsweetened: 
CAMP

where Reagan unleashes his
hot-breathing dragon,

 the Campaign Against 
Marijuana Planting



& so the year of 1983 ends but not before 
Tennesse Williams passes on & leaves us a line 
that speaks to this queer nation quivering

in the Kingdom of Fear:
“When so many are lonely as seem to be lonely, 

it would be inexcusably selfish
to be lonely alone.”

I am the continental principality of America!

The Angel of Amerika sez:

I am a bird of prey!

I will not be compelled!



With pressure from the new 
drug czar, the first summer of 

CAMP descended. 

The cops would then 
descend in paramilitary style 
for a little bit of good old 
American search & seizure. 

They torched 
hugely but 

arrested few.

U2 spy planes from the 
Cold War flew over NoCal 
easily spotting 20 acre fields 

of homegrown. 

Soon, the vast grows 
of northern California’s 
‘Emerald Triangle’ came 

to the attention 
of Carlton Turner. 

As TV reports & 
newspaper articles 

showcased the seas of 
green in the mountains 
of Mendocino, Trinity & 

Humboldt County,

You’re undermining our entire 
foreign policy. We can’t pressure other 
countries to stop growing marijuana if 
we’re allowing it in our own backyard.

Turner responded by tasking 
the CA attorney general

to action saying,



“CAMP troops - some of 
them National Guard, 
some troopers of the  

California Highway Patrol 
& other untrained

& quickly deputized 
amateurs -went house to 
house kicking in doors & 
ransacking homes, again 

without warrants...

“Many were Vietnam veterans & watching them, ... 
they looked on Humboldt’s teepees & humble cottages 
as the hooches of the Mekong Delta. They’d kick them 
apart, wave guns at the terrified owners & storm off 

in a cloud of dust & helicopter exhaust.”

But like an over harvested fish,
the catch got smaller every year. 

As Dan Baum reports in ‘Smoke & Mirrors’, 
“Now the helicopters were searching for smaller pot 
fields… To find them, the choppers had to zoom in 
low, so low they’d break windows and spook horses 
and kick up dusts cloud so thick that cars would be 
driven off the road. For a solid month, the clatter of 
helicopters was never absent from Humboldt.”

CAMP began the burning of bud just as the marijuana’s medicinal value started to trickle out into the 
AIDS community. Most likely, some recreational users soon noticed cannabis helped them ease the 

symptoms of AIDS & the harsh medicines slowly being found to treat it.
Surely, the beleagured & the sick initially found solace in the anxiolytic properties

of a good bellylaugh joint but then they started to notice other properties of the reefer
- acts of healing provided by no other medicine.

Dennis Peron learned the truth as the battle came home & forced a pause in his political crusades.

[bolstering] the raiding squads 
with borrowed LA policemen 
who... looked on two weeks 
of raiding hippie shacks in 

Humboldt as ‘summer camp.’”

“CAMP roadblocks, 
running 24 hours a day during harvest season, 

“started hauling whole families out of cars 
& holding them at gunpoint 

while searching vehicles without warrants.”



When his lover & partner Jonathan West began dying of AIDS, Peron cared for him.

Jonathan was taking many prescribed drugs & there were severe side effects, from 
nausea to loss of appetite. Marijuana was the only drug that eased his pain

& restored his appetite & gave him some moments of dignity in that last year. 

And of course, I had 
hundreds of friends 

with AIDS who relied 
on marijuana for the 

same reasons: 

Most noticeably, cannabis helped combat the 
wasting syndrome of AIDS. 

Technically defined as cachexia
  - Greek for ‘bad condition’-

it describes a severe loss of fat & lean body mass 
that allows energy & life to simply melt away. 

In distress, the cells start to devour their own 
proteins & start breaking down the fatty lipids. 

Vomiting & fatigue often accompany. 
One’s left weakened,

prone to opportunistic infections.

The famous munchies of pot not only serve to 
increase appetite but also enhances the hedonic 

value of food, leading the brain to percieve 
everything tasting better. 

In addition, the evidence for the antiemetic effects 
of cannabis for severe nausea goes all the way back 

to O’Shaughnessy himself. 

Critically, many also found relief for their blistering 
neuropathic pain - a condition commonly caused 

by the virus (& many other ills)
where the sensory nerves vastly overreact

to painful stimuli. Even the touch of a light feather
can feel like a brutal harpoonish stab.

Appetite, 
Relief from Nausea, 

Relief from Pain, 
To Be Able To Sleep



It’s easy forget now as liberal cannabis laws roll acrosss the States, but in the second to last decade of 
the millinium, pot was viewed predominantly as a recreational intoxicant. Even these early hints of 

medical use for improved appetite & pain relief
usually met chuckling derision, even in the face of confirmation by local physicians

who possessed no reason to testify for marijuana’s efficacy
(& many more to keep their trap shut about it). 

Dale Rogers who later worked with Brownie Mary,
shared that when she started in SF as a waitress, 

her brassy good graces became quickly popular with the locals 
- but after the death of her daughter, she found a city of orphans

& started making brownies for them. 
By the wheelbarrow load.

She’d already well earned her activist stripes -
by protesting the Vietnam War,

by agitating for abortion rights when that was the least popular of topics
& even as a young woman, fighting for the rights of labourers

in scenes out of Steinbeck & Utah Phillips stories...

So Peron pitched into his battle in the War on 
AIDS by supplying inexpensive quality bud

to medical patients & their caregivers.

Just as infamous,
his fierce friend Brownie Mary,
a hero of the City by the Bay,

first met Peron when somebody 
told him that the old lady over 
there wants a hit off your joint.

Remember that a generation previously, the hippies - now slouching into middle age -
bodily disproved the shrill government propaganda of Reefer Madness.

Many understood weed to be basically safe - or at least non-toxic. 
But few in the American population saw the plant as a worthy medicine.

With little attention or research paid to its past place of pride in our pharmacopia,
pot was only for parties.



Peron said of her,
“She called them her kids. Many of them were dying alone and despised.

Their families wouldn’t even visit them. She baked them something that helped 
ease their pain & she also dispensed friendliness and resilience.

A lot of those patients called her an angel of mercy.”

Using leaves & shake from the local dealers & growers, at her peak,
Mary baked 15,000 brownies per month for her kids.

She told the San Jose Mercury News,

You can see why she 
needed to be stopped...

Here she is with her 
drug paraphenalia.

This Baker Lady’s a
Gateway Drug Herself...

I make them for the worst of the 
patients, the ones on chemotherapy and 
the ones totally wasting away. I pick out 
the worst of the worst & turn them on.



But the cries for relief never reached as far as the the White House
despite the 25,000 souls lost in the first five years of the epidemic. 

As the CAMP raids repeated evey August, the price of medicine grew dearer & dearer.
The Reagan Years had set in 
& even the grass got dirty.

As Pete Brady reported in her obituary, 
“Brownie Mary was arrested again & again, 

but each time she made the police and 
prosecutors sorry they’d ever met her. 

She wore pot leaf jewelry & pro-legalization 
buttons to court & responded with a curse 

when a judge told her to take it off. 
She refused to plea bargain, 

insisting instead that she be allowed
to mount a medical necessity defense. 

Her defiance was almost always successful.” 

When the press discovered this plucky 
grandmother, her message about the 

overwhelming & obvious efficacy of cannabis 
for easing the epidemic pains, Brownie Mary 

started changing the tide. Her last arrest inspired 
Rick Doblin of MAPS & Dr. Donald Abrams of 
UCSF to start their long federal slog towards 
a pioneering early study of cannabis for the 

weight loss of AIDS. 

Once after she got out on bail, 
Dale Rogers laughed, “She came in 

cussing like a logger. 
‘Those goddamn sonuvabitches.

How dare they throw down a 
little old lady with guns?

I showed them.’

Then she went over to apply red lipstick 
in a shiny cabinet because 
- as her hair got whiter,
her lipstick got redder.” 

The knowledge of its medicinal power 
- initially spread through the

patient’s networks of SF - 
then trickled out to their friends,

their doctors & finally their journalists. 
Here’s a drug whose efficacy was 
apparent to all with eyes to see.

Minds changed. 



the farmers learned to harvest the paraquat-soaked marihuana immediately. 
Then it would’t have time to die and turn brown. The crop might not get as 

much time to mature but if they processed it now, it’d dry green
& still salable to the Emerald River flowing up to insatiable El Norte, 

the hard hits of transpiration sucking up Mary Jane from south of the border.

In Mexico, the actual source for smoke, 
the local farmers soon realized the trick. 

When they found themselves under clouds
of this US supplied herbicide sprayed

from the planes of their own federalis, 

On the paraquat issue, Herer reports that Turner stated,
it would teach a lesson to any kid who died from paraquat-poisoned pot…

that he doesn’t even care if hundreds of kids die from smoking pot the federal government has 
deliberately sprayed with paraquat.

An especially callous statement considering that right around then,
embarassing revelations revealing his past history with paraquat came to light...

Phony Paraquat Kits
As told by Herer in “The Emperor Wears No Clothes”

    During the 1978 Mexican marijuana paraquat scare, and while still a private 
citizen working for the state of Mississippi marijuana farm, this same Carlton 
Turner called High Times magazine to advertise a paraquat tester. Unknown to 
Turner, High Times was not accepting ads for any paraquat testers because all 

evidence showed the testers didn’t work. Dean Latimer—then a High Times associate 
editor, strung Turner along in virtually daily phone conversations for a month, 
listening to Turner talk about how much money Turner was going to make from sales 

of the device.

    High Times wanted to see a sample. When Turner delivered his prototype 
version of the paraquat test kit to High Times, it was a total “Rube Goldberg” 
type rip-off, “just like the dozen or so phony kits other companies tried to buy 

ad space for at this time,” wrote Latimer in an article published in 1984.

    Turner apparently never thought High Times was ethical enough to check the 
contraption out. He assumed they would just take the ad money and run—print the 
ad and make Turner rich. He didn’t care if some kid died or was bilked out of 

money believing in his bogus paraquat test kit.

    After this attempted mail fraud, this man became President Reagan’s national 
drug czar in 1981, recommended by George Bush and Nancy Reagan.

Standing at Nancy’s elbow, Turner kept hammering in the mantra justifying his tools,
“Prevention is more effective than treatment”

Destroying the marijuana supply chain was so vital to the war effot that in late 1983,
Dr. Turner hit the national television circuit to justify the DEA’s spraying of paraquat over 

domestic fields in the traditional hemp states of Georgia, Kentucky & Tennessee
- those these tended to be worthless wild growing ditchweed anyway.



The intensity of his statement calling for capital punishment 
blanched even some ardent drug warriors.

You might believe this to be true, 
the thinking went, but it wasn’t politic to say it out loud. 

Reagan’s Drug Data Long Gun was firing rounds of too high a caliber, 
Further evidence that Turner was a lab chemist at heart with no 

hands for playing the DC game,
unsuited to the riptides of Washington.

In another public 
stumble, at the 1985 
PRIDE conference in 

Atlanta, in the presence 
of Nancy Reagan & 16 

other First Ladies from 
around the world, 
Turner called for 

giving the 
death penalty 

to drug dealers. 



But Turner kept turning up the thermostat on the broiling 
legal heat in California. Baum reports that “when it started, 

CAMP had plenty of 20 acre marijuana fields to uproot. 
After those were gone,the agents went after the 10 acre 

plots. Then five, then two, then one & now it was pushing 
the noses of its helicopters against the 
people’s windows to find single plants

growing in window boxes.”

“A CAMP helicopter 
chased a nine year old 

girl down a dirt road & 
pointed guns at her.”

A local attorney 
began collecting the 

complaints: 

“Another hovered so low over a woman taking an outdoor shower 
that she could see the pilot laughing.”

“CAMP were 
searching without 

warrants not only the 
homes of suspected 
pot growers but also 

all the neighbors 
homes as well, 

ostensibly to ‘protect 
themselves.’ Once 
inside, the troops 
would empty the 
refrigerator, pilfer 
what they wanted 
& leave empty beer 
cans on sofas and 

counters.”

“The citizens of the county, 
who had first welcomed 

CAMP as a way to get rid of 
dangerous lawbreakers, now 
viewed the operation as an 

occupying army.”

Thomas Pynchon in Vineland 
said North California had 
"rejoined, operationally 

speaking, the Third World"
Eric Sterling saw “a visceral hostility towards 

those people that can now be vented”

Said one ganja farmer pointing to 
the helicopter, 

“that is my price support system”



“No home or vehicle in Humboldt 
County was immune from helicopter 

assault in a warrantless search.”

“A CAMP team rousted a 
family from their home at 
gunpoint & shot their dog.”

The locals finally banded 
together in defiance. 

Gathering documentation 
of their harm from the 

drug warriors, they 
brought a lawsuit with the 

help of NORML. They 
won big in federal court & 
on April 12, 1985, federal 

judge Robert Aguilar 
wrote a strong ruling 

against CAMP mandating 
that, for the next five 
years, the helicopters 

must stay outside a 500 
foot bubble around any 
houses or citizens. The 

judge forbid CAMP’s foot 
soldiers from entering any 
property besides remote 
fields without a search 

warrant.

Perhaps most irkingly, the officers had to be re-briefed 
on their powers & duties before all operations. 

As Baum describes, “It was as strong a restraint on Drug War operations 
as any judge had ever written. CAMP ignored it. 

The Vietnam style raids continued as before” 
& the burnings continue to this day.

‘Swerve me? ye cannot swerve me, 
else ye swerve yourselves!’



On that summer day - only 15 years before the third millenium -
over 2,200 officers deployed in helicopters, planes & ATVs on search & destroy missions.

They landed on grows in every one of the 50 states with SWAT style raids; 
sweeping 175 growers to prison, a quarter million cannabis plants into the incinerators...

OPERATION 
DELTA-9

On Aug 5, 1985, soon after his 
US Health Secretary promised an 
AIDS vaccine within two years,

& just after his close 
friend Rock Hudson 

became the first 
American celebrity to 

publicly announce
his AIDS status, 

& despite the 
spreading 

awareness that
cannabis 

obviously helps 
ease those living 

& dying with 
HIV/AIDS,

Ronald Reagan launched an 
offensive later dubbed

D-Day in the War on Marijuana

& still the largest cannabis 
crackdown in the country’s history:



& Ed Meese personally 
flying to Harrison, 

Arkansas to join a raid -
 but much to his 
disappointment,

heavy rains prevented his 
torching of a grow in the 
Ozark National Forest. 
This Dresden-style strike 

on marijuana supply
did not suffice for 
Amerika’s Top Cop

& Meese stated,
“There are still millions of 

pot smokers in this country 
unaware of the health 

hazards posed by marijuana 
& oblivious to the legal 

sanctions. Many users don’t 
seem to realize they are 

breaking the law… If we are 
to eliminate the drug market, 

we need to go after 
users as well as dealers.”

But ed, who exactly in the last 50 years
 didn’t realize pot was illegal?

‘The path to my fixed purpose is 
laid with iron rails...

unerringly I rush...

naught’s an angle 
in the iron way...’

Naught’s an obstacle,



Now with the plants safely burnt, the paraquat flowing & the doctrine of the “gateway theory” 
established as Immutable Federal Truth, we must give Dr. Turner a fair hearing on his

infamous Newsweek headline:

Turner offers scant scientific backing for his claims... But he says that when 
he visits drug-treatment centers for patients under 18, he finds that roughly 
40 percent of them have also engaged in homosexual activity. “It seems to be 

something that follows along from their marijuana use,’” says Turner ...

About her half-page story, even the award 
winning journalist Margaret Garrard Warner 

agrees that the headline went too far
(though every newshound knows the 

annoyance of an editor going overboard
when ordaining the headline).

In the actual article, she said of Turner,

 “REAGAN AIDE: POT CAN MAKE YOU GAY”

He believes that pot smoking may lead to 
homosexuality; at the very least, he says, gays 

who use marijuana are risking damage to their 
immune system & vulnerability to AIDS.

Dr. Turner responded in a Washington Post followup, ‘The Great Drug Debate’,
“I have never said marijuana will make you homosexual...
I don’t know why someone made a quantum jump on that.”

He even came off sounding magnanimous...
“Turner, who objected in particular to the story’s headline, 

said he was surprised when he opened the magazine & saw the piece. 
‘I’m not angry at Newsweek, ... It happens &  it happens.’”



with room for vindication...

Alcohol, Drug Abuse and Mental Health Association Administrator Donald Ian Macdonald said,
“One of the things I think Carlton is saying is that one of the things about marijuana and alcohol is that they do 

change sexual behavior in kids ... The question of homosexual behavior is interesting because indeed in treatment 
situations homosexual activity is a problem. Young people at that age, trying to establish sexual identities,

they can become confused. As kids become involved in progressive drug use,
thrill-seeking & experimentation is advanced.” 

So Dr. Turner, if you happen to see these words,
I would sincerely be appreciative of an interview. 

You can correct my fakts & give your side of the story. 

I must admit, though, I’m most curious about the 
cannabinoid chemistry. I’ve even got an annotated 

bibliography I was hoping you’d sign.

Plus, I have at least one incentive for you to see me. 
Then we can finally get some decent Headshots of you

instead of rehashing stills
from this same old Fox interview.

You’re a hard man to see Dr. Turner
- but us scientists must remain Seekers the world round.

Anyway, once 
it’s all 

said & done,
I expect you 

were Right about 
the gay thing
after all.

Finally, although it’s commonly stated that Carlton Turner lost 
his drug czar slot because of the controversy stirred over his gay 

comments, in his defense, he denied this in the Tribune interview, 
citing corraborating passages from “The Reagan Diaries” where 

the President noted Turner resigned for reasons of family.

Turner maintains he had first asked them for a job with less 
hours & responsibilities but was turned down. Upon quitting 

the post, he declared Nancy Reagan, “was very upset with me 
for resigning, but I told her I’m very tired, I needed some rest, 

needed to spend more time with my children.” 

(Again, the last’s undoubtedley true - but is that a 
Black Eye or a Feather in the Cap?)

Washington DC is a vicious environment 
for any human being - but especially for 
a chemist preferring precision to the dark 

waters of political power plays. 

Luckily for him, his resignation went public the 
same week as the Iran Contra scandal exploded

& what should’ve been front page news got 
buried in the furor.

We’ll leave aside for now
his coming fortune harvested

from the booming
urine testing industry because

as Emperor Vespasian said to his son 
about his own Urine Tax

almost two millennium ago: 
pecunia non olet -

Money don’t stink



Near the very end of ‘Angels’, Roy Cohn lays it out to the ghost of Ethel Rosenberg
as she watches him lay dying racked with spasms,

“the worst thing about being sick in America, Ethel, is you are booted out of the parade. Americans have no use for 
the sick. Look at Reagan: He’s so healthy he’s hardly human, he’s a hundred if he’s a day, he takes a slug in  his his 

chest & two days later he’s out west riding ponies in his PJs. 
I mean who does that? That’s America. It’s just no country for the infirm.”

<end scene>

In his presidency, Ronald Reagan 
quite literally mentioned UFOs 

more times than HIV. 
He claimed to have seen the former on two 
occasions  & apparently obsessed over alien 
attack to his staff, even mentioning it to 

Gorbachev at a high level summit. 

But on AIDS, 
he did not even made a public statement 
until questioned directly by a reporter 

after ~25,000 souls had already been lost. 

Against their own Surgeon General C. Everett 
Koop, Reagan’s inner circle attacked him for his 

promotion of condoms & sex education . 

The CDC & NIH signifcantly underfunded
the research & a homophobic indifference

settled over the federal reaction 
to a broiling epidemic among “those people”,

a Criminal neglect of genocidal proportions...

& so 
Amerika 
wrestled 
with 

herself...

as the 
searing 
crucible 
of the 
AIDS 

crisis 
sparked 

the 
medical 

marijuana 
movement 

into 
momentum.



Near the very end of ‘Angels’, Roy Cohn lays it out to the ghost of Ethel Rosenberg
as she watches him lay dying racked with spasms,

“the worst thing about being sick in America, Ethel, is you are booted out of the parade. Americans have no use for 
the sick. Look at Reagan: He’s so healthy he’s hardly human, he’s a hundred if he’s a day, he takes a slug in  his his 

chest & two days later he’s out west riding ponies in his PJs. 
I mean who does that? That’s America. It’s just no country for the infirm.”

<end scene>

Edmund Morris remembers
Reagan musing aloud whether 

“the Lord brought down this plague
[because] illicit sex is against
the Ten Commandments.”

(though Morris,
the author of ‘Dutch’

cannot be claimed a strict biographer)



(& a Mormon)

Larry King remembers, “I shared many of the prejudices that are 
still prevalent today but used to be more commonplace then. I owe 

my liberation from whatever stereotypes I’ve managed to escape to a 
remarkable man named Sergeant Leonard Matlovich.”

His decorated death highlighted the fact that with 90,000 of 
Matlovich’s brethern now lost to HIV/AIDS, the piled bodies 
from this intemperate epidemic now doubled the size of the 

mountain from all those young American men dead
in the entire ‘police action’ of Vietnam.

With only six months remaining in Ronald Reagan’s second term of indifference,
a famous war hero dies of AIDS complications. 

Seargent Leonard Matlovich had become a cultural icon in 1975
when his face became the first openly queer human

on the cover of any major US news magazine
after he intentionally came out to the Air Force to force a test case.



In  a final 
reminder that the 
body is the garden

of the soul, 
the last resting 

place of this war 
hero allowed 
him to leave 
an epitaph of 
powerfully 

hammered woe,
true to his words 

from life, 

“I believe that we 
must be the same 

activists in
our deaths

that we were 
in our lives.”

Matlovich 
allowed his 

name only on 
the grave’s 

border so that 
the tomb could 
stand tribute to 
all gay veterans 
his monument 
resting in his 

beloved
Congressional 

Cemetary.

& now must forever bear 
the impudent indignity of 

gay soldiers getting happily 
married on top of them.

He turned down the grave in Arlington 
owed for his service to his nation 

& chose to lay here in the cemetary
near his home where he used to walk often.

It delighted him, the thought of forever laying 
near the great male love of Walt Whitman,

Peter Doyle

- himself a veteran of the Civil War.

& just for Matlovich’s 
last laugh, his grave now rests 

in the same row as that
‘loathsome & self-loathing’ 

J. Edgar Hoover 
as well as the FBI chief’s 

‘best friend’ Clyde Tolson - 
both of whom, despite going 
to sex parties with Roy Cohn 

in the 50’s according to 
one biography, maintained 
a vicious pogrom against 

homosexuals... 



As the Queer with the Leer
Oscar Fingal O’Flahertie Wills Wilde guides us, 

“A map of the world that does not include Utopia is not worth even glancing at, 
for it leaves out the one country at which Humanity is always landing. 

& when Humanity lands there, it looks out, 
& seeing a better country, sets sail.

Progress is the realisation of Utopias.”



He’s another homosexual with 
some fabulous last words,

“My wallpaper & I are fighting a 
duel to the death. 

One of us has got to go.”

& alien tears will fill for him
Pity’s long-broken urn,

For his mourners will be outcast men,
& outcasts always mourn.

& another epitaph upon a
consequential tomb:



at just the right moment...

...to finally help...

…to screw themselves 
up with enough smoked 

courage…

...a young Queer...

So Dr. Turner, I Do hope the Hope that all it might take is one hit of hashish...

…to finally nudge themself over 
a line in the sand to freedom.



Or as the homeless Oracle of Amerika foresees, 
“In the new century, I think we will all be insane.”

As the nurse Belize says to Louis, a man wracked with 

guilt for abandonding his lover 

Prior Walter dying of AIDS,

I hate America Louis.

I hate this country. It’s just big ideas, & stories & 
people dying & people like you. 

The white cracker who wrote the national anthem 
knew what he was doing. He set the word ‘free’ to 

a note so high nobody can reach it. 

That was deliberate. 
Nothing on Earth sounds less like freedom to me. 

You come to room 1013 over at the hospital, 
I’ll show you America. 

Terminal, crazy and mean. 

I live in America, Louis, that’s hard enough, 
I don’t have to love it. 

You do that. 
Everybody’s got to love something.

So Dr. Turner, I Do hope the Hope that all it might take is one hit of hashish...


