NOTES FOR GARY WEBB
Cele Castillo – Quoting Theodore Roosevelt

 It's not the critic who counts, not the man who points out how the strong man stumbles or where the doer of deeds could have done them better.  The credit belongs to the man who is actually in the arena, whose face is marred by dust and sweat and blood, who strives valiantly -- who errs and comes short again and again because their efforts are not without error and shortcomings -- who knows the great devotion -- who spends himself in a worthy cause -- who at the best knows in the end the high achievement of triumph -- and who at worst, if he fails while daring greatly, knows his place shall never be with those timid and cold souls who know nether victory no defeat.


Peter Dale Scott

More than any of us, Gary Webb changed history, and our knowledge of history. For this he paid a terrible price. The authorities we live under took steps to make sure of that.

At this moment when thousands of Americans and Iraqis are dying for a lie, Gary was a victim of his pursuit of truth. It would have been far, far better if he had not died, but at least his was a cause worth dying for.

And as for those who maligned him and are still nervously maligning him: what, if anything, will history say of them?

Congresswoman Cynthia McKinney

I had the honor to meet this true patriot.  I invited him to come to DC and do investigations for me.  I wish he had contacted me. I could use him now. He deserved so much more.
Catherine Austin Fitts

Gary, we gather in our hearts to say farewell and to tell you how grateful we are for your presence in our lives. Your courage and your talent helped us to face America's shadow. Like the Buddha who taught us that the lotus blossoms out of the mud, your work birthed a living network -- Mike Ruppert, Cele Castillo, Kelly O'Meara, Al Giordano, Preston Peet, Linda Minor, Alastair Thompson, Kyle Hence, Ian Inaba, Tom Flocco, Sam Smith and many more -- a new generation of leaders dedicated to coming clean and rising in the divine power of illumination you inspired. 

Gary, my prayers are with you and your family. I carry in my heart the signature of your honor and I invoke the words of Chief Seattle who wisely reminded us that "the dead are not powerless." Gary, go in peace with our love, with our thanks, and with our praise.

Al Giordano
To be an authentic journalist in 2004 is to be at war…

Gary never wrote with mere ink or pixels. Gary opened up a vein every time he sat down to tell us a new truth and he signed his byline, always, in blood. If you think that his suicide did not send as powerful a message as the stories he investigated and penned in life, think again: Gary was The Last North American Career Journalist. He presided over a transitional era and his death marks the end of that era. Fellow and sister journalists: The canary has died in the coal mine. Run out of that mine now, and seek alternate routes to truth-telling. There is no longer room for us inside the corporate machine.

All over the world he is mourned today. The compañeros here in Chiapas came to me last night. “You knew him. He worked for you. Did he ever come here? Did he know about us?”

Stan Goff

“This is shocking.  There will be a day when the witch hunters become the hunted.  Until then, we have another comrade's memory to fight for.

Be warned, those of you who tear the pieces from our brothers and sisters.  The first shall be last, and the last shall be first.  We will never retreat, and we will never surrender.”
As for me… 

From Crossing the Rubicon – p 17
By May of 1999 what should have been hundreds of thousands of people in the street and a massive government scandal had dwindled to about a hundred or so apparatchiks who would wave the People’s Tribunal as evidence of their leadership. I laughed with pity as they returned to the beltway to ask for larger grants from their patrons, major foundations and other institutionally compromised entities. The people who ran the tribunals were ultimately beholden to the same powers that had created the problem in the first place. Experts with compromised wallets had staged a controlled burn of brief outrage, cooling rapidly to insouciance. The inconsistencies were soon forgotten.

There’s an old saying that in a ham and eggs breakfast, the chicken is involved, but the pig is committed. None of us who were convinced of the urgency of the CIA-drug story and who were heartbroken by its burial doubted that unless people found the courage to deal with the problem, something much worse — something as bad as 9/11 — was certain to happen.
As for myself I could talk for a long time about Gary Webb and the many, many lessons he taught me. But I will be brief today.
There would be no FTW with its 21,000 subscribers in 40 countries without Gary Webb. There would be no book Crossing the Rubicon without Gary Webb. Catherine Austin Fitts and I would never have met had it not been for Gary Webb. Dick Gregory would not have made me his white son on the radio had it not been for Gary Webb. I would never have confronted John Deutch at Locke High had it not been for Gary Webb. 

I myself might have committed suicide in 1996 - broke, divorced and having given up all hope of making people listen -- had it not been for Gary Webb. His Dark Alliance stories broke just as – for the third time in my life I was struggling that great and most painful a human can face – To be, or not to be. 
It seems that history, fate; whatever we know as God took the gun from my mouth and placed it to Gary’s head.
For some years now suicide has been neither an option nor a wish for me. It seems that I rediscovered my purpose as Gary Webb lost his. 
There’s one thing else that Gary understood: It is that particularly painful place that a writer goes to when writing a book about the corruption that surrounds us – about the unwillingness of most people to either face it or accept responsibility for it. In order to write a book like Dark Alliance or Rubicon or Cocaine Politics or Powderburns an author must literally immerse himself in evil for months, sometimes years on end. He or she must wrestle with it, try to understand it, stifle his rage against it, and surrender – day in and day out – to the fact that it must be faced completely, thoroughly, and ruthlessly to be described.  There is no “off” switch to get it out of one’s brain. The process changes a writer forever. I know personally that it can take an author into darkness so deep that only total commitment and a will to do some good and provide some useful knowledge for a troubled planet can see one through. I know that there were times when he found it very difficult to see the implications of what he was uncovering. I know that there were times when he wanted the revelations to stop.
Gary did that for all of us even though I don’t think he could see what it would cost him in the end. 

In closing I would like to ask all of you to join me in a Latin American custom which celebrates a comrade fallen in battle…
