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      1
THE LUCKIEST GUY
I N THE WORLD
I'm going to tell you a story you've never heard before, because no
one knows this story the way I know it. It takes place on the night
of June 12, 1994, and it concerns the murder of my exwife, Nicole
Brown Simpson, and her young friend, Ronald Goldman. I want
you to forget everything you think you know about that night
because I know the facts better than anyone. I know the players.
I've seen the evidence. I've heard the theories. And, of course, I've
read all the stories: That I did it. That I did it but I don't know I did
it. That I can no longer tell fact from fiction. That I wake up in the
middle of the night, consumed by guilt, screaming.
Man, they even had me wondering, What if I did it?
Well, sit back, people. The things I know, and the things I
believe, you can't even imagine. And I'm going to share them
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with you. Because the story you know, or think you know—that's
not the story. Not even close. This is one story the whole world
got wrong.
First, though, for those of you who don't know me, my name
is Orenthal James Simpson—“O.J.” to most people. Many years
ago, a lifetime ago, really, I was a pretty good football player. I set
a few NCAA records, won the Heisman trophy, and was named
the American Football Conference's Most Valuable Player three
times. When I retired from football, in 1978, I went to work for
NBC, as a football analyst, and in the years ahead I was inducted
into both the College Football Hall of Fame and the Pro Football
Hall of Fame.
I did a little acting, too, and for a number of years I was a
pitchman for Hertz, the rental car people. Some of you might
remember me from the television spots: I was always running late,
pressed for time, leaping over fences and cars and piles of luggage to
catch my flight. If you don't see the irony in that, you will.
All of that was a long time ago, though, a lifetime ago, as I
said—all of that was before the fall. And as I sit here now, trying to
tell my story, I'm having a tough time knowing where to begin.
Still, I've heard it said that all stories are basically love stories, and
my story is no exception. This is a love story, too. And, like a lot of
love stories, it doesn't have a happy ending.
Let me take you back a few years, to the summer of 1977. I
was married then, to my first wife, Marguerite, and we were about
to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary, but it was not a good
time for us. Marguerite and I had been on shaky ground for a
number of years, and at one point had actually separated, but we
reconciled for the sake of our two kids, Arnelle, then nine, and
Jason, seven. A few months into it, though, while Marguerite and
I were in the middle of dinner, she set down her fork and gave me
a hard look.
“What?” I asked.
“This isn't working,” she said. 'And I'm five months pregnant.“
I knew the marriage wasn't working, but the news of the preg-
nancy was a real shock.
We finished dinner in silence—we were at the house on
Rockingham, in Brentwood—and after dinner went to bed, still
silent. I lay there in the dark, thinking about the unborn baby. I
knew Marguerite would never consider an abortion, and it made
for a very strange situation: The youngest Simpson would be join-
ing a family that had already fallen apart.
In the morning, I told Marguerite that I was going to go to
the mountains for a night or two, to think things through, and I
packed a small bag and took off.
On my way out of town, I stopped at a Beverly Hills jewelry
store to pick out an anniversary present for her—we'd been married
a decade earlier, on June 24, 1967—then paid for it and left. As I
made my way down the street, heading back to my car, I ran into a
guy I knew, and we went off to have breakfast at The Daisy, a cou-
ple of blocks away. We found a quiet, corner table, and our young
waitress came over. She was a stunner: Blonde, slim, and bright-
eyed, with a smile that could knock a man over.
” Who are you?" I asked.
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      “Nicole.”
“Nicole what?”
“Nicole Brown.”
“How come I've never seen you before?”
“I just started here,” she said, laughing.
She was from Dana Point, she told me, about an hour south
of Los Angeles, and she'd come up for the summer to make a few
bucks.
“How old are you?” I asked.
“I just turned eighteen last month,” she said. “On May 19.”
“I'm sorry I missed your birthday,” I said.
She smiled that bright smile again. “Me, too,” she said.
After breakfast, I made the twohour drive to Lake Arrow-
head, and I spent the night up there thinking about my failing mar-
riage, and trying not to think about the gorgeous young waitress
who had served me breakfast. When I got back from the moun-
tains, I went home, having resolved absolutely nothing, and a few
nights later I went back to The Daisy. Nicole was there, and I took her
aside. “I want you to know that I'm married, but that my marriage
is ending,” I said. “So, you know—I'm still technically a 'married
man.' I don't know if that bothers you, but if it does I'm just letting
you know that things are going to change soon.”
“Is that the truth?” she asked.
“It's the truth,” I said.
Later that same night, I stopped by her apartment, on
Wilshire Boulevard, and took her to a party. By the end of the
evening, I was hooked.
That was in June 1977. For the next month, I saw her almost
every single day, until it was time to leave for football. I missed her,
and I spoke to her constantly. I also spoke to Marguerite, of
course, to see how the kids were doing, and to make sure the preg-
nancy was going okay, but I was pretty confused. I had a wife back
home, with a third kid on the way, and I was already falling in love
with another woman.
I came home in time for the delivery of the baby, but split
almost immediately after to rejoin the Buffalo Bills, the team I
was playing with back then. When football season ended, I
returned to L.A. and took a room at the Westwood Marquis, and
I found myself pretty much living two lives—one with
Marguerite, as an estranged husband and father of three, and the
other with Nicole, my new love. I spent most of my time with
Nicole, of course, at the hotel or at her little apartment, and from
time to time—when I was called away on business—she'd hit the
road with me.
Eventualy , I met Nicole's family—two sisters, Denise and
Dominique, who were living in New York back then; a third sister,
Tanya; and their mother, Juditha, who lived in Dana Point with her
husband, Lou. I didn't meet Lou till later, but that was only because
the situation never presented itself. He knew about me, of course,
and I don't think he had any objections, and if he did nobody
shared them with me.
Nicole also met my kids, but I waited an entire year before I
made the introductions. I was a little wary, for obvious reasons, but
Nicole took to them as if they were her own. They liked her, too.

      Before long, the kids wouldn't go anywhere with me unless Nicole
was part of it.
I've got to tell you: Life was pretty good. I felt like the luckiest
guy in the world.
The following year, I moved out of the Westwood Marquis
and into the Hollywood Hills home of my old friend Robert
Kardashian, and I asked Nicole to move in with me. I think every-
one saw us as the perfect couple, including Nicole, but as the
months turned into years she began to drop notsosubtle hints
about getting married. I kept trying to put her off, of course,
because I'd failed at marriage once, and because I'd seen plenty of
other couples fail, but Nicole kept pushing. This led to a number of
heated arguments, and from time to time I was sure we were fin-
ished, but we survived—mostly because Nicole had faith in us. She
believed that our relationship was special, and that we could beat
the odds, and pretty soon she had me believing it, too.
In 1979, my divorce from Marguerite became final, and
Marguerite moved out of the Rockingham house. I was making
arrangements to put the place on the market, but Nicole talked me
out of it. “This is a beautiful place,” she said. “All it needs is a little
fixing up.”
She walked me through the house, room to room, telling me
what we could change, and how it would look, and it was obvious
that she had an eye for that kind of thing. She ended up redesigning
and redecorating the whole place, top to bottom, and it turned out
so well that I encouraged her to become a licensed interior decora-
tor. Within a year, she was working professionally.
She was happy. Sort of. The fact is, we still weren't married,
and I couldn't go a week without hearing about it: Didn't I love
her? Didn't we have a future? Couldn't we have children now, while
she was still young enough to enjoy them? These little discussions
often ended in arguments, and I absolutely dreaded them. Nicole
had a real temper on her, and I'd seen her get physical when she
was angry, so sometimes I just left the house and waited for the
storm to blow over.
Finally, in 1983, we got engaged. We had a big party, and
Nicole seemed very happy, but it didn't last. Within a few weeks
she was pushing me to set a date for the wedding. “I'm tired of
being your girlfriend,” she kept saying. “I want to get married
and have children. I've been helping you raise your own kids all
this time, and I love them, but I think it'd be nice to have a few
of our own.”
The woman had a point, but I just wasn't ready to commit,
and it wore her down.
One night in 1984, we were in the middle of another argu-
ment, and I went outside to get away from her. There was a tether
ball hanging from one of the trees, and a baseball bat lying nearby,
and I picked up the bat and took a few hard swings at the ball.
Nicole came out of the house and watched me for a few moments,
still angry, glaring, and I crossed into the driveway, sat on the hood
of her convertible Mercedes, and glared right back. I still had the
bat in my hand, and I remember flipping it into the air and acci-
dentally hitting one of the rims.
“You going to pay for that?” she snapped.

      “Yeah,” I snapped back, then took the bat and whacked the
hood. “And I guess I'll pay for that, too, since it's my car—and since
I pay for everything around here.”
She shook her head, disgusted with me, and went into the
house, and I wandered back into the yard and took a few more
swings at the tether ball. It was crazy. It seemed all we did lately was
argue. People say a lot of marriages get into trouble at the seven-
year mark, and we weren't married, but we'd been together seven
years, and maybe that was the problem.
As I was trying to make sense of this, a Westec patrol car
pulled up to the gate. Nicole came out of the house to meet it, and
I realized it wasn't there by accident. The guy got out of the patrol
car and addressed us from beyond the gate. “We folks having a
problem here?”
“He just hit my car,” Nicole said. She turned to look at me,
still glaring, her arms folded across her chest.
“You want to file a complaint?”
Nicole was still staring at me, but I could see she was feeling a
little foolish.
“Ma'am?”
She turned to face the guy and apologized for summoning
him, and he got back into his patrol car and left. Nicole looked at
me again. I smiled and she smiled. A few weeks later, we set a date
for the marriage.
We got married on February 2, 1985, right there at the
Rockingham house. We had a private ceremony in the late after-
noon, with close friends and family, and followed it up with a
sevencourse dinner for three hundred people. We had put a big
tent over the tennis court, and hired a band, and people danced
into the morning hours. Just before dawn, we had a second sit-
down meal, kind of breakfastthemed. We didn't think there'd be
more than a hundred people left at the party, but most everyone
was having such a good time that they had refused to go home.
Nicole and I went to bed long after the sun came up. We were
happy. Maybe marriage is just a piece of paper, but it carries a lot of
weight.
A few days later, we flew down to Manzanilla, Mexico, for our
honeymoon. We stayed in a beautiful place called Las Hadas and
made love three times a day. That's why we were there, right? To
give Nicole a family of her own.
Six weeks after we got back to L.A., Nicole found out that she
was pregnant. She was so happy she was glowing—she looked lit up
from inside. She read just about every book ever written on preg-
nancy and motherhood, then went back and reread the ones she
liked, underlining the parts she found most interesting. I don't
remember her being sick once, or even feeling sick, and she was
never even in a bad mood, which was kind of weird, given all the
cliches about raging hormones and stuff. But I wasn't complaining.
Throughout the entire pregnancy, the only big issue—for her,
not for me—was food. She became obsessed about her weight, and
when her friends were around she was very vocal about the subject.
“A woman doesn't need to gain more than twentyfour pounds in
the course of the nine months,” she'd say, repeating it tirelessly. I
guess she thought she was a big pregnancy expert or something,

      having read all those books, but things didn't turn out exactly as
she'd planned. She gained twice that, if not more, and pretty soon
decided to stop weighing herself altogether. That was a relief, to be
honest. I had no problem with the weight. My kid was in there. I
thought my kid deserved a nice big home.
On October 17, we were in the hospital for the birth of our
first child, Sydney Brooke. Nicole was over the moon. She cried
when we took her home, but I guess all new mothers cry. I don't
know if it's from being happy or from being terrified; I figure it's
probably a combination of the two.
Nicole had nothing to be afraid of, though. Right from the
start, she was a terrific mother, and in fact she was a little too terrific.
She wouldn't let anyone near Sydney. Not the housekeeper. Not her
mother. Not even me at times. This was her baby, and her baby
needed her and only her, and nothing anyone could say or do was
going to change her mind. Only Nicole knew how to feed her baby.
Only Nicole could bathe her. Only Nicole knew how to swaddle
that little girl and hold her just right against her shoulder.
It got to be a pain in the ass, frankly. I couldn't get her to leave
the house.
“Why don't you let your mother take care of her for one
night?” I'd say. “She's been volunteering from the day we got back
from the hospital.”
“No,” she'd say. “Sydney needs me.”
It took months to get Nicole out of the house. We had gone
from hitting all the best places in town and jetting around the
world to ordering in every night. And the weird part is, I kind of
liked it. At first, anyway. Then I started getting antsy, and then food
became an issue again. Nicole was having a tough time losing the
weight she'd gained during the pregnancy, and it was making her
crazy. She would get out of the shower, look at herself in the mirror,
and burst into tears.
“So don't look in the mirror,” I'd say.
“That's not what I need to hear!” she'd holler.
“You know what? I'm sorry I said anything. But you're the one
that's having a problem with your weight, not me.”
It's funny, because suddenly I'm remembering what Nicole's
mother told me on the very day we first met: “Don't let Nicole gain
weight,” she said. “She's miserable when she gains weight.”
Eventually, most of the weight came off, and she mellowed out.
And eventually she realized that Sydney could survive a night or two
without her, and things slowly got back to normal. No, that's
wrong—they were better than normal. Motherhood had changed
Nicole in wonderful ways. She was happier than she'd ever been, as
if she'd found her place in the world, and every day she was more in
love with Sydney.  I think she also loved me a little more, too. After
all, we'd created this little girl together. We were becoming a family.
On August 6, 1988, our son, Justin Ryan, came along. When
we took him home, I looked at my little family—my second fam-
ily—and I felt strangely complete. I don't know how else to put it.
All I know is that whenever I looked at them—Nicole, Sydney and
Justin—I felt that I understood what life was all about.
I think we had pretty close to a storybook marriage. We had a
few arguments, sure, like most couples, hut they never got out of

      hand. After Justin was born, though, Nicole started getting physical
with me. She had that temper on her, as I said, and if something set
her off she tended to come at me, fists and feet flying. Mostly I'd
just try to get out of her way, but sometimes I had to hold her down
till she got herself under control. So, yeah—we argued. And we
could get pushy about it. And sometimes the arguments ended with
Nicole in tears. But more often than not they ended in laughter. It
was crazy: I can't count the number of times she'd turn to me in the
middle of a fight, pausing to catch her breath, and say, “O.J., what
the hell were we arguing about, anyway?”
Years later, during the trial, the prosecution tried to paint a
picture of me as a violent, abusive husband. They said they'd
found a safedeposit box belonging to Nicole, and that it con-
tained numerous handwritten allegations of abuse dating back to
1977. In the notes, Nicole reportedly said all sorts of ugly things
about me: That I constantly told her she was fat; that when she
got pregnant with Justin I said I didn't want another kid; that I
once locked her in our wine closet during an argument. I don't
know what all else I did, but the list was endless, and all of it was
fiction. And if it's true that those handwritten notes were from
Nicole, and that they really were found in her safedeposit box,
and that she really was making those allegations, well—I still say
it was fiction, still maintain that these incidents existed only in
Nicole's own mind. I honestly can't make any sense of it. I've
tried, though. At one point I wondered if she started working on
those notes when the marriage began to go south. Maybe she
thought she could use them against me if it ever came to divorce,
which makes me wonder: Why didn't she use them? I don't know
what she was thinking, frankly, but if any of those things hap-
pened I wasn't around when they did. And, yeah, I know: It
sounds cruel here, on the page, with Nicole gone and everything,
unable to defend herself, but I said I would tell the truth, and
that's what I intend to do.
Did things get volatile from time to time? Yes. Do I regret it?
Yes. I loved Nicole. She was the mother of two of my kids, and the
last thing I wanted was to hurt her. I only ever got truly physical
with her once, and that was in 1989—and the whole world heard
about it.
Let me take you back. It was New Year's Eve. Nicole and I
were at a party early in the evening, at the home of a producer
friend, hanging out with Marcus Allen, one of my old football bud-
dies, and his girlfriend, Kathryn. Marcus had bought some expen-
sive earrings for Kathryn, as a little New Year's present, and I guess
Nicole got a little jealous. Kathryn couldn't see what she was jealous
about, though, since Nicole was dripping in diamonds of her own,
and she spelled it out for her: “Well, look what you got, girl!” I don't
know what Nicole was thinking, but for some reason she got it into
her head that a pair of earrings—just like Kathryn's—were waiting
for her back at the house. And of course there were no earrings. We
got home after the party, and we were in bed, making love, and sud-
denly Nicole sat up and looked at me.
“You have a little surprise for me?” she said, smiling coyly.
“What surprise?”
“Diamond earrings, maybe?”
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“What earrings?” I said, getting irritated.
“Like the ones Marcus got Kathryn,” she said.
“What the hell are you talking about?”
“Kathryn said you bought a pair of earrings just like the ones
she was wearing. Where are they? If you didn't get them for me,
who'd you get them for?”
And I said, “You're crazy! I didn't get nobody no damn ear-
rings. And I'm not about to, either.” I'm sure that was the wrong
thing to say, but I was angry, and my anger set her off. She took a
swing at me and I grabbed her arm and literally dragged her out of
bed and pulled her toward the door.
“Where are the goddamn earrings?!” she hollered, still taking
swings at me.
“There are no earrings!” I snapped back.
“Liar! Who'd you give the earrings to?!”
“I didn't give any goddamn earrings to anybody!” I said.
“There are no earrings! Now get out of here. I don't want you in my
bedroom. ”
I pushed her into the corridor and locked her out, then went
back to bed, still fuming. I didn't know what the hell was going
on with Nicole. She was becoming increasingly erratic. Most of
the time she was a loving wife and a perfect mother, but it seemed
like lately any little thing could set her off. To be honest, it wor-
ried me. There we were, two in the goddamn morning, and she
was standing out in the corridor, banging on the door, hollering.
It was as if she had turned into a whole different person. Finally,
she gave up, and I could hear her moving off. There were plenty
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of other bedrooms in the house. Nicole could sleep alone if she
was going to be like that.
A minute later, she was back. Turned out she'd only gone to
get the key, and there she was, coming at me all over again, fists and
feet flying. So I grabbed her, again, and I threw her out, again, and
this time I kept the key.
“Let me in, you bastard!”
“No! Go away!”
I went back to bed and rolled on my side and pulled the cov-
ers over my head, wondering if something was wrong with my wife.
We'd been together for twelve years, and in many ways they'd been
the twelve best years of my life, but it seemed like most of 1989 had
been torture. You never knew what was going to piss her off, and
when she was pissed off she could hold onto her anger for days. I
wondered how long she was going to stay angry this time. She kept
pounding on the door, swearing and calling me names, and I wor-
ried that she would wake the kids, but eventually the fight went out
of her and she stormed  off.
I don't know how much time passed, because I dozed off, but
suddenly she was at the door again. Only it wasn't her. It was the
housekeeper, Michele. “Mr. Simpson,” she said, trying to make her-
self heard through the door. “You have to come outside. The police
are here.”
The police? What the hell?
I pulled on a pair of pants and went downstairs and out the
front door and found Nicole sitting in a patrol car that was parked
ill front of the house. “What's going on?” I asked.
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I saw Nicole trying to get out of the car, and I could hear the
cops telling her to sit still. Michele was standing right behind me,
and she saw it, too. “Come on, Miss Nicole,” she called out.
“Everything's going to be all right. Come back inside.”
Suddenly Nicole was crying. “My baby's in the house,” she
said. “I want my baby back.”
“Well come on,” I said. “What's keeping you?”
Michele tried, too. “Please come in the house, Miss Nicole,”
she said. “Everything's fine now.”
One of the cops turned to look at Michele, scowling. “Why
don't you mind your own business,” he said.
“Hey,” I snapped. “You got no right to talk to my housekeeper
that way!”
“She should mind her own business,” he said.
I couldn't believe the guy. He was parked in front of my prop-
erty, talking shit to my housekeeper, and telling me how to run my
personal affairs. “Man, you don't have a right to talk to either of us
that way,” I said. I was seriously pissed by this time, and I was seri-
ously tired, and I didn't want to do anything stupid, so I turned to
Michele and led her back into the house. I figured Nicole would
come back when she was good and ready.
But Nicole didn't come back for several hours. She went down
to the precinct with the cops and they took a statement from her
and had her pose for pictures. It was three in the morning by then.
She was drunk, she'd been crying, and she was under fluorescent
lights without any makeup. Ask me how had she looked.
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Then they took her to the hospital and the doctors gave her
the onceover. In their report, which I only read much later, they
noted that there were bruises on her face and arms. That was about
it. I could have told them about the bruises. The ones on her
arms—I put them there. Her face? I didn't hit her, but it's possible
she hurt herself while we were scuffling.
Years later, during the murder trial, I found out that one of the
officers who responded that night was John Edwards. He testified
that Nicole had bruises on her forehead, cuts on her nose and cheek,
and a handprint on her neck. I don't remember any of that, and if it
was there I didn't see it. Edwards quoted Nicole as saying, “You guys
come out here, you talk to him, you leave. You've been out here eight
times, I want him arrested, and I want my kids back.”
Eight times? What the hell was she talking about? And what
was that about wanting her kids back? Back from what? From
where? All I heard was, “My baby's in the house. I want my baby
back.” I wasn't stopping her. From where I was standing, the only
thing keeping her from getting out of the patrol car and marching
back into the house were the damn cops.
Edwards also said I screamed at Nicole: “I got two other
women! I don't want that woman in my bed anymore!” I don't
remember saying anything about not wanting Nicole in my bed
anymore, but at that moment it was sure as hell true. I didn't want
her anywhere near me. The part about the “two other women,”
though—Edwards got that completely wrong. I was talking about
the two women in the house—the nanny and the housekeeper
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because Nicole seemed to be concerned about the baby, and I was
just letting her know that the baby was in good hands.
I guess she got the message, because she split and didn't come
home till just before daybreak. When she walked through the front
door, I looked at her and felt lousy. “I never meant to hurt you,” I
said. “I just wanted you out of the bedroom.”
“I have a headache,” she said.
“You want me to take you to the hospital?”
“No. It's probably just a hangover.”
“Maybe it's a concussion,” I said. “I don't mind taking you.”
“Just leave me alone,” she said. “I'm sick of this.”
I was sick of it too, frankly. I went off and spent what was left
of the night at a friend's house, and in the afternoon I went to the
Rose Bowl and tried to put the bad feelings behind me.
When I got home that evening, long after the Rose Bowl
ended, Nicole was there with the kids, and neither of us said a word
about the incident. We kind of walked around each other, not say-
ing much of anything, really, and I assumed that life at
Rockingham would eventually get back to normal.
The next day, or the day after that—I can't recall exactly—a
detective came by to follow up with a few questions, and I walked
the guy through it. I said I'd been drinking—that we'd both been
drinking—and admitted that I'd become a little bit too physical. “I
should have exercised more selfcontrol,” I said.
“It's one of those things that happen in all relationships,” he said,
and I agreed with him. We'd  been partying a little too hard. It was late.
We weren't thinking clearly. Ilia hey, nobody got hurt. Yada yada yada.
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As for Nicole, I guess she told the cops her own version of the
same story, down to that misunderstanding about the nonexistent
diamond earrings. I don't know if she told them that she took a few
swings at me, and that she came back for more after I locked her
out, but she certainly told her mother, who went on national televi-
sion and confirmed it. Still, at that point none of it seemed rele-
vant. I had already apologized, profusely, and had even gone one
better. “If I'm ever physical like that with you again, I will tear up
the prenuptial agreement,” I told Nicole. I wanted her to know
how serious I was about making things right. It didn't matter to me
that she had initiated the fight because my response was wrong, and
that's what counted—my response.
“Thank you,” she said.
“I mean it,” I said.
“I know,” she said.
So, yeah—as far as I was concerned, it was over.
But it wasn't over. month later, just as we were getting ready
to fly to Hawaii, where had business with Hertz, I woke up and
read about the whole ugly incident on the front page of the Herald
Examiner. It was surreal. I thought we'd moved on long ago, then
bam!—there it was for the whole world to see. The story came as a
complete surprise to Nicole, too. She had no idea that the cops were
going to use her statement, and those incriminating photographs,
to charge me with domestic abuse.
In the days ahead, everything became a little clearer. I found
out that it's quite common for a woman to charge her husband or
boyfriend with abuse, only to call the police the next dad and ask

      them to drop the charges. I guess they're afraid of what those guys
will do to them when it's all over, so they find all sorts of reasons to
change their stories: It was a misunderstanding, officer. Deep down
I really love him. I don't want to hurt the kids. Now that I think
about it, the whole thing was my fault. Many women kept getting
victimized as a result, repeatedly, sometimes with deadly results,
and the cops were trying to figure out how to deal with the prob-
lem. In fact, they were attempting to put a new law on the books
that would give them the power to make the charges stick, even if
the complaint was withdrawn. And I guess what happened was,
someone at the L.A.P.D. decided that I would make the perfect
poster boy for spousal abuse—a perfect, highprofile launch for
their campaign.
There was one glitch, however, and it was a big one. Back in
those days, officers could only make an arrest if it was warranted by
the situation, or if the perpetrator had a history of abuse. Our situ-
ation hadn't warranted it—no one was getting beat up—and I didn't
have a history of abuse. Still, just in case anything had slipped
though the cracks, the investigating officer sent a memo to various
neighborhood precincts, asking if any officer had ever responded to
a domestic disturbance at my home. Well, wouldn't you know it—
they got lucky. The Westec security guard who had stopped by dur-
ing our one previous altercation, in 1984, had since become a
member of the LAPD, and both he and one of his fellow officers,
Mark Fuhrman, responded to the memo. In his response, Fuhrman
actually claimed that he'd been at my house that night, with the guy
from Westec, and that he'd talked w both me and Nicole. If
Fuhrman was there, and if he actually talked to either of us, I sure
as hell don't remember it. But that didn't matter. The LAPD had
been looking for a prior incident, and they'd just found it.
In the end, I was convicted of spousal abuse. I was put on pro-
bation, given a few hundred hours of community service, and
ordered to pay a modest fine. I wasn't happy about it, but I didn't
think the charges were worth fighting, and I regret it to this day. If
you don't fight the charges, they stick. And these stuck. Suddenly, I
was a convicted wifebeater.
Did I physically drag Nicole out of the bedroom and push her
out into the hallway? Yes. Did I beat her? No. I never once raised
my hand to her—never once—and if Nicole were alive today she'd
tell you the same thing. In fact, right after the newspaper story
broke, when she talked to her mother about it, she took responsibil-
ity for the whole ugly incident. And even during the divorce pro-
ceedings years later, when she had good reason to want to lie about
my alleged violent nature, Nicole refused to play that game. She
told her la s that the incident had been blown completely out
of proportion—and that she'd instigated the violence, not me.
Much later, months after the murders, I spoke about the inci-
dent with Dr. Bernard Yudowitz, a forensic psychiatrist. I remem-
ber crying as I told him about going up to San Francisco in 1986
to see my father, who was in the hospital at the time, riddled with
cancer. He was tired and weak, but in good spirits, and we chatted
for a while, then I took a moment to step out into the corridor to
call Nicole, back in L.A. When I returned to the room, my father
was dead. "I don't understand why God gave me ten minutes with

      my father,“ I told Dr. Yudowitz, ”but not even one second with
Nicole.“
I will admit to you, as I admitted to him, that some of my
arguments with Nicole did indeed deteriorate into shouting
matches, and that we tended to get in each other's faces. But most
of the time we resolved our differences peacefully, without getting
physical. Nicole and I were together for seventeen years, and we
had our share of conflict, but by and large we were always able to
work out our differences.
During the trial, when Dr. Yudowitz took the stand—on my
behalf, admittedly—he said what everyone expected him to say: That
I did not fit the profile of a killer. In the days ahead, as expected, the
newspapers trotted out their own experts. They said that four out of
five murders were spontaneous, a result of circumstance more than
intent, and that perhaps that had been the situation in my case. I
also read about socalled ”atypical" murderers: The quiet boy next
door, say, or the mousy little preacher's wife—men and women
who seemed incapable of murder, but who were driven to violence
by a given situation. Some experts immediately categorized me as
atypical: I seemed like a nice guy, and it was definitely out of char-
acter for me to have committed the crime, but I could have done it
just the same. That didn't strike me as particularly insightful. Given
the right circumstances, I guess anyone is capable of murder.
But I'm getting ahead of myself .. .
When I think back on my marriage to Nicole, I guess I'd have
to sad that 1989 was the big turning point—but mostly for her.
Mc? I was the oblivious husband. For one thing, I got busy. A kw
weeks after the incident, I had to go to Hawaii, for Hertz, and my
business with them kept me occupied for the next few months.
Then in the fall, I had NFL Live to do, with Bob Costas, and once
again—like lots of guys—I lost myself in my work. I wasn't even
thinking about the incident, to be honest. I was moving forward,
leaving it behind me, and in my mind that was a good thing. I
thought we should put the past behind us. Cool off. Start fresh.
And I figured Nicole probably felt the same way. She seemed a little
removed at times, to be honest, but otherwise I thought things were
fine. I didn't realize till much later that she was having an affair, but
that's another story, and I was completely oblivious about that, too.
Maybe it was selfdelusion—who knows? All I know is that I
thought things were solid, and that I felt we could get through any-
thing. Plus I didn't want the marriage to fail. We had two kids to
raise, and we were at that point in our marriage where the kids had
to come first. That's just the way it was. It wasn't that I didn't love
Nicole, or that I her less, but that I loved her in a different
way. You lose some of the passion, sure, and you lose some of the
closeness. And sometimes you're just trying to stay out of each
other's way. But so what? The center of gravity shifts. You focus on
the kids. You settle down. You mellow out. And that's what I was
doing, or trying to do.
And it was working great—or so I thought. I remember being
in New York in December 1991, hanging out with Nicole, doing a
little Christmas shopping and stuff, and thinking how happy she
seemed. She even looked terrific. She had been struggling to get
back into fighting shape ever since the kids had come along, and

      complaining about it every time she caught sight of herself in the
mirror, but after months of hard work she was in the best shape of
her life. I was amazed, and I told her so, and I remember thinking
how glad I was that we'd weathered the post-1989 storm. I was
proud of myself for making it through the rough parts of the mar-
riage, and equally proud of her, and I was feeling genuinely opti-
mistic about the future.
A month later, in January 1992, I was in New York for the
playoff games, and flew home for a long weekend. The very first
day I was back, Nicole and I went to lunch at Peppone's, right there
in Brentwood, and about thirty seconds after we sat down she let
me have it: “I think we should separate,” she said.
I was floored. I was tired and jetlagged and I honestly wasn't
even sure I'd even heard her right, but she repeated it, saying she
didn't understand why I looked so surprised. We'd been having
problems for a long time, she said, and we should both look at it as
an opportunity to work on ourselves and think about the problems,
yada yada yada. “I want to try living apart for a month,” she added.
“But I don't want to get the lawyers involved.”
Then she suggested that that I move out of the Rockingham
house, to make the separation less disruptive for the kids, and I
knew right off that I had to stop this thing before it got any crazier.
“I don't know what you think you're going to accomplish by us liv-
ing apart for a month,” I said. “I'm hardly here as it is, traveling all
the time. If you want to work on yourself, you've got plenty of time
to do it. And if you think I need to work on myself, maybe you can
te II me what needs fixing.”
“No,” she said. “That's not it at all.”
“Then what is it?” I said. “I'm confused. Is there someone else?”
“No—God! How can you even think such a thing?”
“I don't know,” I said. “I'm trying to figure out how it came to
this. I know we don't have a perfect marriage, but who does? And I
thought we were doing pretty well.”
At that point she began to talk about the fact that she had
spent her entire adult life with me—fifteen years—and that she felt
as if she was living in my shadow. “All of our friends are your
friends,” she said. “Everything we do is stuff you want to do. Our
life together is basically about you.”
I tried to defend myself, saying that I was always listened to
her, and that I had never stopped her from pursuing her own inter-
ests and her own friendships, but she wasn't really paying attention.
“I want to be around people who like me for me, not because I'm
O.J. Simpson's wife,” she said.
I thought that was bullshit, too, and I told her so, but she was
adamant: she wanted to take a break from the marriage.
“Fine,” I said, trying to keep emotion out of it. “If you want a
break, I'll give you a break. But there's no way in hell we're doing
this without lawyers.” We needed the lawyers so that we'd be
absolutely clear on what was going on, I explained. She wanted out,
not me, for reasons I couldn't really understand. And the
Rockingham house predated our relationship. It was my house, a
fact that was clearly spelled out in the prenuptial agreement. That
house held a lot of history for me, including the drowning death
my infant daughter, Aaren--t he little girl I had with Marguerite

      during the rocky tailend of our marriage—and I wasn't going to let
anyone tell me to move out.
At the end of that month, with the lawyers already hard at
work, Nicole moved into a rented house on Gretna Green Way, not
eight minutes from my place, and—given my hectic travel sched-
ule—took physical custody of the kids. I was in a state of mild shock
for several weeks, to be honest, unable to get my mind around what
had happened, and how it had come to this. Her mother was in
shock, too, as were most of her friends. None of them seemed to
think that our problems were all that significant, though of course
one never really knows what goes on behind closed doors.
The only person who had seen it coming was her best friend,
Cora Fishman, because Cora had known about the affair—the one
Nicole denied having. It wasn't anyone she was serious about, I
learned much later, but it had happened, and when shit like that
happens you know that deep down something is very wrong. It's
strange, though, because years later, in a letter she wrote me when
she was trying to reconcile, she still said nothing about the affair.
Instead, she talked about the 1989 incident, and how that had been
the big turning point in our relationship—for her, anyway—which
was kind of off odd because she was no longer blaming me for what
had happened. She said she was beginning to realize that she had
contributed as much to our problems as I had, if not more, and that
looking back on it she felt that I'd been right from the start—that
we did have a pretty good life together. It was the first time she had
taken responsibility for her actions, and it was a good thing, but
unfortunately it came too late. When I read that letter, it about
broke my heart. All along I thought we were going to make it, and
I guess I never really understood the depth of her unhappiness—let
alone the reasons for it.
So we started our new life, in separate homes but still commit-
ted to making it work—like so many other couples. I was optimistic,
to be honest. I had been through this before, with Marguerite, twice,
and we'd managed to survive the first separation, so in my heart it
wasn't over. We're just separating, I told myself. We're trying to get
back together. And this time I'm determined to make it work.
Still, it wasn't easy. I didn't enjoy watching Nicole settle into a
new place with the two kids, watching her move forward without
me. She even found a guy to help out with babysitting and running
errands and stuff, someone she'd met skiing in Aspen, and she let
him move into the guest house, rent free, instead of paying him a
salary. His name, as you may recall, was Kato Kaelin.
When that first Valentine's Day rolled around, less than three
weeks into the separation, I was in Mexico for a celebrity golf tour-
nament, but I sent Nicole some nice flowers and a note, and she
was very appreciative. I told her I wasn't giving up on us, and I
didn't. I was still traveling a great deal, mostly to New York, but
whenever I was in town I'd take her out, sometimes alone, and
sometimes with the kids.
From time to time we even ended up in bed together. On
occasion, she cried after we made love. I don't know if she was cry-
ing from being happy or unhappy, to be honest, and I don't think

      she did, either, but I kept hoping it was because she loved me, and
because in her heart she knew that we belonged together.
Still, I wanted to give Nicole her freedom—the freedom she
thought she wanted—so I didn't get pushy about wooing her
back. It was pretty weird, though. Early on, for example, she went
on a couple of dates, and she was a little worried about protocol
because she hadn't really dated anyone since she was a teenager.
“You think the guy's just trying to get into my pants?” she asked
me at one point.
“Honey, what do you expect?” I said “You're gorgeous, you're
smart, you've got your own money, and you don't want more kids.
For most guys, that's an unbeatable combination.”
“So should I go out with him?”
“Yeah. If you like him. Why not?”
“But how do I know if he likes me for me,” she said, “and not
for something else.”
“What? You think he likes you for your car?”
“I'm serious, O.J. This is all new to me.”
She sounded like a teenager, but it struck me that in dating
terms she really was a teenager. “Nicole, stop worrying so much,” I
said. “You're a great girl. Just be yourself and have fun.” I was sitting
there, on the phone, trying to build up her selfesteem, and when I
got off the phone all I could think was, Man, that's my wife! That
was bizarre!
If there is one good thing I can say about the separation, it's
this: We never fought about anything. In fact, during that entire
period we only had one argument, and it was because  some of her
friends were racking up charges on my account at the golf club in
Laguna. My assistant, Cathy Randa, spotted the charges and
brought them to my attention, and I immediately called Nicole.
“Who the hell do these people think they are, eating and drinking
at my expense, and why the hell are you allowing it?” Nicole apolo-
gized, promised she'd take care of it, and that was the end of that.
Afterward, we were friendly again—maybe too friendly.
Nicole got into the habit of calling me two or three times a day, to
chat, often about some of the guys she was dating. I thought that
was a little strange—I felt she was treating me almost like a girl-
friend or something—but I didn't mind. I realized that, if nothing
else, I was probably her closest friend, a friend she could talk to
about anything, and it gave me hope. She always began by talking
about the kids—that was the excuse, anyway—and within a
minute or two the conversation shifted to stories about the men in
her life. This one guy was a complete schmuck, this other guy
seemed so nice at first but had turned into a real creep, and so on
and so forth. I would think, Why are you wasting your time with
them? You could still be living with me! But I didn't say it. I didn't
want to push her. I wanted her to know I was there without put-
ting any pressure on her.
Then early in May, while I was back in town for a few days, I
was out at a club with a group of friends and ran into Nicole and a
couple of her girlfriends. I remember thinking it was kind of odd to
see her there: We had been living apart for more than three months,
and this was the first time I'd run into her in public. One of her
girlfriends made a little joke about the situation: "O.J ., are you

      stalking your estranged wife?“ And I smiled and said, ”Yeah, me
and my whole posse.“ We exchanged a few more words, everything
warm and friendly, then went off to enjoy the club with our respec-
tive friends.
Later in the evening, my entourage and I took off for
another club, and I guess Nicole was gone by then, because I didn't
see her. About an hour later, when I left the second club, alone, I
found myself thinking about her, and missing her a little. And on
the drive home I decided to stop by her house, the one on Gretna
Green, to see if she was still awake. I parked on the street and
approached the front door, and as I drew close I noticed lights in
the window and went to have a closer look. Nicole was inside, on
the couch, with a friend of hers, Keith Zlomsowitch, one of the
partners at Mezzaluna, a Brentwood restaurant. It was pretty hot
and heavy. I took a deep breath and turned to go, but paused to
knock on the front door—I rapped on it twice, hard—just to let
them know that they'd been seen.
I went home and got into bed, alone, and I must tell you—I
was pretty steamed. I think maybe it was just beginning to dawn on
me that the marriage was over, and I wasn't real happy about it.
The next morning, I went off to play golf, and I forgot all my
woes, but on my way home I called her and told her that we needed
to talk. I stopped by the house and she invited me in, and right
away I let her know that it was me who'd rapped on her front door
the previous night. ”What you do is your business, but the kids
were in the house,“ I said. ”I don't think it would be too cool for
them to walk in on that shit.“
Nicole was very apologetic. She said that she'd been drinking,
and that she had never meant for anything to happen with Keith,
and that nothing like it had ever happened before.
I didn't know what to say, so I reminded her of our little agree-
ment. ”We both decided that if we were going to get involved with
somebody else we would tell each other. From where I was stand-
ing, that looked pretty involved.“
”No,“ she said. ”He's just a friend. It's never been like that
with him and that wasn't supposed to happen.“
”Well, it happened,“ I said. ”And before it happens again, at
least think about the kids."
I left, feeling lousy. In my opinion, shit like that doesn't
happen unless you let it happen. You always hear stories about
guys crying to their wives about some woman they screwed while
they were away on a business trip or something, and how it didn't
mean anything— at they'd been drinking and they were just
missing them and that it just sort of happened. Well, that's bull-
shit. You've got to be in a place in your relationship for some-
thing like that to happen, and I was beginning to see that Nicole
was already in that place. As for me, I wasn't there yet. I was still
acting like a married man. And guess what? I hadn't been laid in
months.
A couple of weeks later, late that May, my suspicions were
confirmed. Nicole went down to Cabo San Lucas with some friends
of ours, including Bruce and Chrystie Jenner, and one of them
called to let me know that she'd met a guy there. I felt like I'd been
kicked in the nuts, but I handled it. I life  throws some shit at you,
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      and you deal with it. I went in and looked in on my kids. They were
both fast asleep. They looked like angels.
A couple of days after that, with Mother's Day looming,
Nicole called and told me she was flying back from Cabo, and won-
dered if I could drive the kids down to Dana Point so we could all
spend the day with her family. I took the kids and met her there,
taking flowers for both Nicole and Juditha, and the whole family
went to church together. Nicole and I stayed for dinner, and drove
back late that night. The kids fell asleep in the car.
“That was nice,” Nicole said. “Thanks for coming.”
“It was fun,” I said. But it wasn't fun. All along, I'd been
expecting her to tell me about the guy she'd met in Cabo, per our
agreement, but it didn't look like that was going to happen.
We got back to my place and put the kids to bed, and that's
when Nicole broke the news. “I met someone,” she said. “A guy I'm
pretty crazy about.”
“Yeah,” I said. “I know.”
“What do you mean you know?”
“Some of my friends were in Cabo, too, remember?”
I didn't say it angry, and I didn't say it with attitude, and I didn't
pass judgment. I just said it: I know you met someone. Period.
There was nothing else to say.
When Nicole left, I poured myself a drink and sat on the
couch and tried to figure out what it all meant. Strangely enough,
by the time I'd finished my drink I felt kind of relieved. Nicole was
telling me it was over. It was that simple. For four months, I'd been
wining and dining her and sending her flowers anti being the per-
fect estranged husband, but now I didn't have to keep trying. I had
wanted her back, yes, but obviously the feeling wasn't mutual. She
was done with me. If I kept chasing her, what kind of fool would I
be? Hadn't the woman just told me that she was in love with some-
one else? So, yeah—I accepted it. My marriage was over. My wife
didn't want me anymore. It was time to move on.

      2
SO HAPPY
TOGETHER
From that night on, as God is my witness, I made absolutely no
effort to pursue her—never  once talked to her about the possibil-
ity of reconciling—and I defy anyone to show otherwise. The fol-
lowing day, I called her—and I kept my emotions out of it. “I
thought about what you said, and I get it,” I told her. “Let's have
the lawyers help us get through this as quickly and as amicably as
possible.”
Maybe deep down I hoped she would say something—“Oh
no, O.J.! It's not like that! We can work this out!”—but that didn't
happen. She grumbled a little about the lawyers, but that was
about it, then she started talking about personal shit—managing
the kids' schedules, her crazy family, money issues, and so on—so
I tuned her out. I realized I was going to have to pull away from

      her completely, and when she paused for breath I told her that it
might be best if we didn't talk for a while.
“Why?” she said.
“We should let the lawyers handle it,” I said.
I'd seen plenty of couples in similar situations, and they
tended to get highly emotional during the proceedings, and that
generally made everything worse. As I said, I wanted to keep my
emotions out of it.
“Okay,” she said.
“Great,” I said.
I remember hanging up and thinking, Well, O.J, it's time to
get back in the game.
The funny thing is, during the previous three or four months a
lot of my friends—including Marcus Allen and his wife, Kathryn—
had been pushing me to start going out with other women, but I
wasn't interested. I thought I still had a chance with Nicole, and I
thought I should wait it out. I'll be honest with you, I'd been both-
ered by that one incident—when I saw her through the window of
her house, going at it on the couch with Keith Zlomsowitch—but I
would have been willing to forget it. The way I saw it—or the way I
rationalized it, anyway—a fling or two might actually be a good
thing, especially if it made her see that I wasn't as bad as all that.
Anyway, it didn't quite work out that way. At the end of the
day, we were headed for divorce court, and at that point it was
pretty much out of my hands.
That same night, I was out an L.A. club, with friends, when I
ran into a Hawaiian Tropic model I'd known years earlier. She came
over to say hi, and to offer her condolences. “I hear you and your
wife separated,” she said.
“We did more than separate,” I said. “We're getting a divorce.”
She was sorry to hear that, too, she said, but not so sorry that
she refused an invitation to dinner. She came over to the house a
few days later, and we had dinner, and all I could think was, O.J. is
coming out tonight!
Sure enough, after dinner we retired to the bedroom. Just as
we were starting to get serious, I heard someone at my front door,
so I excused myself and went down to see who it was. Kathryn and
Marcus were outside, and they'd brought a friend with them—a
woman. Her name was Paula Barbieri, and she was absolutely stun-
ning. I remember thinking that she looked a lot like Julia Roberts,
only prettier.
I invited them in and got a round of drinks, and I just couldn't
take my eyes off Paula. Unfortunately , she wasn't in the market.
She'd gotten married recently, and it hadn't worked out, so she was
in the process of getting an annulment. Of course, from where I
was sitting, that was a good thing.
That's when my housekeeper came into the room and signaled
to me. I couldn't understand what she was doing. Couldn't she see I
was in the process of falling in love with this gorgeous creature? I
got up and went over. “What?” I said.
“There's a woman upstairs, in your bedroom,” she said.
Shit! I'd forgotten all about Miss Hawaiian Tropic. I told the
housekeeper to have her come down, and she did, and of course
Paula and my friends were there, and it was a little awkward. But

      what could I do? We had another round of drinks, and I showed
my guests to the door, and then Miss Hawaiian Tropic and I
retired to the bedroom. That was the night I began life anew as a
single man.
Of course, the next day, I couldn't stop thinking about Paula,
so I called her and we began to see each other, but not romantically.
She wasn't ready for that yet—she had that annulment to get
through—and I didn't mind. I just felt good being around her: This
was the kind of woman a man would wait for. We went out as
friends for about a month, and it was a real clean period in my life.
I wasn't drinking, and I'd stopped eating meat for a while, and I felt
physically pretty good—except for the arthritis, and my knees,
which were both banged to hell from the years of football. Paula
was also into clean living. She never had anything stronger than a
glass of wine, and she was serious about staying in good shape. She
had to be: She was a model, and a very successful one at that.
Strangely enough, this was the first time in my life I'd been out with
a woman who worked. I liked it, to be honest. Maybe it made her
more interesting to me, maybe it gave her more substance—I'm not
sure—all I know is that every time I saw her I liked her more.
It was during this period that Nicole's phone calls started
becoming more and more frequent, even obsessive, you might say.
She would begin with some news about the kids, as she always did,
then get to talking about her various personal problems—whether
it was with friends, with Kato, or even with this guy she was sup-
posed to be so damn crazy about. The constant phone calls got to
be a little much, frankly, especially since Paula and I were beginning
to get more serious about each other, so most of the time I ignored
them. I knew that if it was about the kids, and it was urgent, she'd
call Cathy Randa, my assistant, and Cathy always knew where to
find me.
Thankfully, I was actually pretty busy during this period. I
went down to New Orleans for about ten days, for the Olympic tri-
als, and spent most of July in Barcelona, covering the Olympics.
When I got back, I did some traveling for Hertz, and for a few
other corporate clients, and in the fall I returned to New York to
cover football. I came back to L.A. from time to time, of course—
once to do a story on the Los Angeles Raiders, and a couple of times
to shoot scenes for the Naked Gun sequel—but I hardly ever saw
Nicole, and I liked it that way. In fact, whenever I had to pick up
my kids, I usually asked Cathy Randa to fetch them for me. I didn't
want to get into anything with Nicole—not about the kids, not
about her love life, and not about my own love life—and I thought
this was the wisest course of action.
Then the calls began again, but this time they were less about
her various problems and more about the issue at hand—specifi-
cally, the divorce proceedings. This was when she informed me that
some of her friends had been advising her to exaggerate my so-
called violent tendencies. She had told them what I'd said right after
the 1989 fiasco—that I would willingly toss the prenuptial agree-
ment if something like that ever happened again—and apparently
they thought she should try to use that to get a better settlement
out of me. “They want me to say that I've been traumatized by the
repeated batterings,” Nicole said.

      “Repeated batterings!” I said. “What the hell is that supposed
to mean? What repeated batterings?”
“I know,” Nicole said. “I can't believe it either. They're trying
to convince me that I'm a victim of abuse.”
I didn't know what she was going to do, frankly, but I figured
that when the time came she'd do right by me. As it turned out, I
was called to the stand first. I admitted that I'd become physical
with Nicole in 1989, and I described in detail the events leading to
the blowup, and I pretty much blamed Nicole for the argument.
Still, I took full responsibility for my response. I also said that
Nicole had attacked me on several occasions, in the years prior and
in the years since, but that I had learned to handle it by physically
removing myself from the room—from the house, if necessary.
Nicole sat in the courtroom, listening, saying nothing, and
the session ended before she could take the stand. She came over,
smiled pleasantly, and asked if I was free for dinner. We had a very
nice time at dinner. I felt like we were married again.
The next day, we were back in court, and it was Nicole's turn
to testify, but she didn't show up. She reached me on my cell, in
court, and said, “O.J., I just can't do it.” I must tell you, I was pretty
impressed. She was a good, moral, churchgoing person, and she
simply refused to lie.
While we waited for the divorce to become final, we some-
times hung out together, mostly for the sake of the kids, and it was
fairly pleasant. There was absolutely no animosity at that point.
Some couples get angry and stay angry, and some just feel sad, and
we woe definitely closer to the latter type. I think, like many peo-
ple, both of us wished it had worked out. I had always imagined
growing old with Nicole, and watching our kids grow up and have
kids of their own, but that wasn't in the cards. So I dealt with it—
we both did—and tried to get on with this business of living.
My older daughter, Arnelle, was in college at the time, and
one day she asked me how come I wasn't angry with Nicole. “When
she calls, you talk to her. When she asks you for advice, you give it.
And when she just needs you to listen to her, you listen. I don't get
it. I thought the divorce was her idea.”
“What's there to get?” I said. “The marriage ended. We both
got us to this place. What sense would it make to be angry with her?
When you're angry, you're only hurting yourself. Life is too short to
be carrying grudges. You gotta rove on.”
And that's what we did, Nicole and I—we moved on. I didn't
ask about her boyfriends, and she didn't ask about Paula, and
whenever we were together we were focused on the kids. The idea
was to make them feel safe, to let them know that we were there
for them, and that—the divorce notwithstanding—we loved them
more than ever.
As it turned out, these little family gatherings began to affect
Nicole, too. Before long, she was calling me again, at all hours of
the day and night, to tell me how sad and confused she was, and to
reminisce about our many years together. I guess that's normal—
part of the grieving process or something—but it was beginning to
affect my relationship with Paula, and I decided I needed to put an
end to it. Now, when the phone rang, I always checked to see who
was calling, and whenever it was Nicole I tended not to answer.

      One day she kept calling and calling, and I wondered if some-
thing was wrong, but I knew Cathy would be picking up the kids
later, and dropping them off, and if anything was wrong I'd hear it
from her. But about an hour before the kids were due over, they
showed up—with Nicole, not Cathy. I hugged and kissed the kids,
and they ran past me into the house, heading for the pool.
“What's up?” I asked Nicole.
“Nothing,” she said.
I could see that something was on her mind, but I didn't pry.
If she had something to tell me, she'd tell me in due course.
A few days later, when I was in New York, she called. “I need
to talk to you,” she said.
“Yeah?”
“I'm pregnant.”
That kind of threw me a little. “With the guy you're so crazy
about?” I asked.
“No,” she said. “Someone else.”
“So you're not crazy about that other guy anymore?”
“That ended a long time ago.”
“Oh,” I said. I didn't know what else to say.
“I guess I'm going to have an abortion,” she said.
I didn't know what to say to that, either. Was I supposed to
give her my blessing or something? “I'm sure you'll do what you
think is best,” I said.
“Thanks,” she said.
“For what?”
“I don't know,” she said. “For listening, I guess.”
One night, not long after, I was busy in my home office,
working, and I could see Nicole was trying to reach me. She called
my cell, my home phone, the cell again. I finally picked up, angry.
“What?” I barked.
“I want to read you something,” she said.
“I don't have time for this Nicole.”
“It's from my will.”
I took a deep breath. “Okay,” I said. “I'm listening.”
“This is in my will, word for word,” she said, and she quoted
directly from the document: “`O.J., please remember me from early
in our relationship, before I became so unhappy and so bitchy.
Remember how much I truly love7d adore you'.”
“That's very nice,” I said.
“Don't forget,” she said. “I mean it.”
“I won't forget,” I said.
“Promise?”
“I promise.”
In October of that year, 1992, the divorce became final.
Everything had gone pretty smoothly. Finances, custody, visita-
tion—all that stuff that divorced parents are only too familiar with.
As part of the custody arrangement, we agreed to spend the first
Thanksgiving and Christmas with the kids, as a family, to give
them a little more time to get used to the idea that we were no
longer together. We figured we'd celebrate Thanksgiving in New
York, at my Manhattan apartment, and Christmas in L.A., and
Nicole and I discussed every little detail—down to where I was
going to get the turkey, what side dishes the kids liked hest, and

      how many pies she thought we would need. Two days before
Thanksgiving, with all the travel arrangements in place, she called
to tell me that she wasn't bringing the kids to New York.
“What do you mean?” I snapped. “I changed my whole work
schedule for this! The network rearranged things so I wouldn't have
to go to Detroit so that I could spend Thanksgiving with my kids!”
“Well, we're not coming,” she repeated.
“Why? You've got to give me a reason!”
“I can't,” she said. “Just, you know—the trip's off.”
I couldn't believe it. This was the same woman who would call
me two and three times a day, to walk down memory lane, to talk
about feeling sad and lost, and here she was, telling me she wasn't
letting me see my kids over Thanksgiving—and not even bothering
to explain herself.
“We decided this in court!” I shouted. “In front of the judge!
You can't change the deal on me!”
“I don't like it when you raise your voice to me,” she said, and
hung up.
I was furious. I called my lawyer and he called her lawyer,
but by then it was too late. I didn't get to spend Thanksgiving
with my kids, and I ended up going to Detroit for the network, as
originally planned, which made them happy. Still, I decided I was
never going to let anything like that happen to me again, and
after Thanksgiving my lawyers called her lawyers and read them
the riot act. They agreed to let me have my kids over Christmas,
alone, just me and them, and I was immensely relieved and
immensely excited. I went shopping for presents, got tickets for
shows, and arranged to do all sorts of fun stuff with the kids. It was
going to be a nonstop party. I was going to make it a Christmas
they'd never forget!
I called my older daughter, Arnelle, and asked her to fly the
kids to New York, and I booked the three of them on a flight for
December 21.
I was excited, but I was still wary—still pissed at Nicole for
pulling that little Thanksgiving stunt. Later, I found out that she'd
had a fight with yet another guy—the guy that got her pregnant, I
think—and that she had been feeling needy and fragile and had
wanted the kids to herself. I wondered if she was going to keep her
shit together over Christmas, or whether she was going to try to
mess up those plans, too. And I wondered whether I was going to
get drawn into Nicole's bullshit and drama for the rest of my life. It
didn't seem right. I'd always been there for her when she needed
me, during the marriage and long after, and I suspected that her
inability to get her life in order was going to create endless prob-
lems for me and the kids. I didn't like it.
On December 21, I went to the airport to pick up Arnelle and
the kids. We were over the moon with happiness. We spent the next
day running around town, shopping and eating and having fun and
visiting with friends. I thought to myself, Being a single dad ain't
half bad!
Then next day, December 23, I got a call from Nicole. She
was crying so hard I couldn't understand a word she was saying, but
she finally pulled herself together and told me that she desperately
wanted to come o New York. “I can't he away from the kids,” she

      said. “I miss them too much. Please, O.J. Let me come. I want to be
with my kids. I don't want to be alone.”
Now don't get me wrong, I was pissed at Nicole, but I've never
been much good at holding grudges. “Okay,” I said. “I'll have a
ticket for you at the airport.”
“Really?”
I guess she couldn't believe it was going to be that easy. “Yes,”
I said. “I'm sure the kids would love to have you here.”
“Thanks, O.J. I mean it.”
“There's one catch,” I said. “You can't sleep in the apartment
with us. Paula wouldn't like it. I'll get you a hotel.”
She didn't complain, she didn't say a word, in fact, because she
knew this didn't concern her in the least. Paula and I had been dat-
ing for several months now, and we were very happy together, and I
wasn't going to do anything that might jeopardize the relationship.
Of course, Nicole didn't know that Paula wasn't actually going to be
there over the holidays—she was spending Christmas in Florida,
with her parents—but that didn't make any difference to me. If I let
Nicole sleep in the apartment, it would have been disrespectful to
Paula, and that wasn't going to happen. Unfortunately, I had to call
Paula to tell her what was going on, and I kind of dreaded it. Paula
had taken the time and trouble to fix Christmas dinner for me and
the kids before getting on her plane to Florida, and this is how I was
going to repay her—by spending Christmas with my exwife?
“Paula, it's me, O.J. How are things in Florida?”
“Great. How are you? You sound funny.
”I'm fine.“
”How are the kids?“
”They're great,“ I said. ”But I sort of wanted to talk to you
about Nicole.“
”Nicole?“
”Yeah. She decided she wanted to be with the kids for
Christmas. She's flying in tomorrow.“
Paula got mad, and things went downhill from there. She
hung up on me, and when I called back she wouldn't answer. I
called back obsessively, and for a few hours I imagined how Nicole
must have felt when she was trying to get hold of me and not suc-
ceeding. I left messages—”I'm sorry. I can't do anything about it.
She's the mother of my kids“—but Paula didn't return my calls.
Anyway, to make a long story short, Nicole joined me and the
kids in New York and we had a very nice time together. We went to
Radio City Music Hall for the Christmas pageant, ran around the
city like tourists, and on Christmas morning we opened all the
presents Santa had left.
That afternoon, the weather was nice, so Nicole and I took
the kids for a long walk in Central Park. When we got back, we ate
leftovers and put them to bed. Afterward, Nicole and I packed their
bags for the flight home the next day, and when we were done
Nicole poured herself a glass of wine and came into the living
room. ”Thanks for letting me come,“ she said. She looked real sad.
”The kids had fun,“ I said.
”Did you?“
”Sure," I said, trying not to look at her. I didn't know where
she was taking the conversation, but I knew I didn't like it.

      “What happened to us?” she asked, and she began to cry. “We
were so happy together.”
“ Us?' I said. ”What do you mean us? You left me.“
”I'm such a mess,“ she said, still crying.
”Look,“ I said, cutting her off. ” We had a few great days. Let's
not blow it. I have to go to work tomorrow, and I've got notes to
review, and the limo's coming at eleven to take you and the kids to
the airport.“
She finished her wine and left for the hotel, thanking me
again, and I went to review my notes for the next day.
At that point, to be honest with you, I really didn't want to
hear any more of her shit. Paula was still mad at me—it had taken
three days of calling before she even spoke to me—and I was in
no mood to listen to Nicole. We'd had some great times together,
sure, but the last two years had been torture. Nicole had been
erratic, moody, and worse, and it didn't look like she was getting
any better. I had vowed keep her at arm's length, and I'd failed,
but that Christmas I decided that things were going to change. I
was only going to communicate with her if it was about the kids.
I didn't want to hear about her personal life. It was her life. She
had chosen it. She had made that bed, and she needed to start get-
ting used to it.
For the next three months, I hardly talked to her. She called
once to tell me that she had decided to get into therapy, and that
she was very happy with the shrink she was seeing. This wasn't one
of those highpriced, Beverly Hills, you'reabeautifulperson
shrinks, she said this was the real deal.
”I'm beginning to see that I messed up a lot of things for us,“
she said. ”I'm sorry I blamed you for everything.“
”We both fucked up,“ I said, trying to be generous. ”I'm glad
you're getting help."
Of course, years later, when I was fighting her family for cus-
tody of the kids, my lawyers got hold of some of the therapy notes
from her many sessions, and the picture that emerged was a little
different. One thing that really pissed me off, and that they tried to
use against me, was about the kids, of course. She told her shrink
that after that Christmas visit I hadn't called the house in weeks,
and she wondered if I even cared how the kids felt about that. It was
total bullshit. I had called, but I called when Nicole wasn't around,
for obvious reasons. On several occasions, in fact, I spoke to
Nicole's mother, Juditha, and she puts the kids on the line, and I
talked to them at length—and my lawyers have the records to prove
it. The lawyers also explained, in court, that I had been deliberately
avoiding Nicole, whose constant phone calls were beginning to
affect my relationship with Paula Barbieri. I had told her, repeat-
edly, that I didn't want to talk to her unless it was about the kids,
and then only if it was an emergency, and I had even made arrange-
ments to have my assistant, Cathy Randa, shuttle them to and from
our homes—all because I wanted to avoid further drama.
It worked, too. We went several weeks without a single argu-
ment. In fact, the only argument we had during this entire period
related to the kids' vacation schedule. I had wanted to take them
away for a week in February, and I'd booked a trip in advance, but
at the last minute the school old me that it wouldn't he a good time

      to take them out of class, and they asked me to reconsider. When I
called Nicole to try to change the date, telling her I needed to push
it back a week, she wouldn't budge. “It's got to be that week or
nothing!” she barked. I told her to kiss my ass and hung up.
Later, I found out that she had split with yet another
boyfriend, and that she'd been talking to Marcus Allen about it, in
great detail, hoping that Marcus would share those details with me.
Marcus wasn't sharing anything with me, however, so I was com-
pletely in the dark. The other thing she was telling Marcus was that
she was missing me, and that she wondered if he thought there was
a chance we might get back together. I didn't know about that,
either, because Marcus wasn't talking, but I never imagined that she
was still pining for me. I thought that it was all in the distant past—
it was for me, anyway—and I was struck by the way the tables had
turned. Nicole was the one who had wanted out of the marriage,
and I had tried mightily to save it. When it became clear that the
marriage was over, however, I found the strength to move on, but
Nicole seemed to be having second thoughts about her decision.
Now, these many months later, she had apparently come full circle.
I didn't know it, of course, but she was looking for a way back.
Late in February, clearly frustrated by my lack of interest in
communicating with her, Nicole found another way to reach me:
Every time the kids came over, they showed up with homebaked
cakes or cookies. “Mom, made these for you. They're yummy.” I
told them to thank their mother, but I opted not to thank her
myself. I just didn't want to talk to her. I was done. I had a new
woman in my life.
One day, the kids showed up with a CD. “Mom made this for
you on her computer,” they said. I listened to it and found that
every last song was a love song. I was flattered, I guess, and maybe
even a little moved, but that didn't change anything. Nicole and I
were finished. “Thank Mom for me,” I told the kids. But, again, I
didn't bother thanking her myself. I didn't want to get into it,
because I wasn't going back. And yes, I know this goes against the
popular conception—that I was still madly in love with Nicole, and
pining to get her back—but it's God's own truth.
One afternoon, I was packing for a trip to Cabo San Lucas,
and waiting for my kids to show up. They were going to have din-
ner at my place and spend the night, and I was going to drop them
back at Nicole's in the morning, on my way to the airport. When I
was done packing, I nodded off on the couch, and the phone rang
a short time later, waking me. I answered it without checking the
caller I.D., and it turned out to be Nicole. “I want to talk,” she said.
“I don't want to talk,” I said. “It's always a huge hassle. We're
not together anymore. I can't be listening to your problems all the
time.”
“I know, and I'm sorry,” she said. “But there's something I
need to say to you.”
“Okay,” I said. “What?”
“I can't tell you on the phone. I need to tell you this in person.”
“I can't talk right now,” I said. “I have another call coming in.”
This was a lie, but I wanted to get her off the phone.
“Will you call me back?”
“Sure,” I said, but that was a lie, too, and I didn't call her back.

      An hour later, my kids showed up at the house, and they had
a package for me. I opened the package, which was from Nicole. I
found our wedding tape inside, along with a letter. In the letter,
which I didn't read till later, Nicole told me that she was learning a
great deal about herself in therapy, and that she had come to realize
that she was responsible for most of the problems in our marriage.
She also said that she still loved me, that had she had never stopped
loving me, and that she wanted me to know that she believed we'd
had a truly great relationship. I had always thought we had a great
relationship, so this wasn't exactly a revelation, and as I read
between the lines—or not even between the lines, really—it was
pretty clear that she was looking for us to reconcile.
I went out to join the kids, and I was surprised to catch sight
of Nicole, standing on the far side of the gate, looking toward the
house. I didn't know she had dropped the kids off—Cathy Randa
was in charge of that—but there she was, staring at me, and it didn't
seem right to ignore her. I went over to talk to her.
“So what are you doing here?” I said. “What's with the wed-
ding tape and stuff?”
“I thought you were going to call me back,” she said, avoiding
the question.
“I fell asleep on the couch.”
“Well, like I said on the phone, I have something to tell you.”
I was trapped. I sighed a big sigh and said, “Let's take a walk.”
We took a little walk around the neighborhood, the same walk
we had taken hundreds of' times before. It's a nice neighborhood,
quiet and peaceful, and we used o love o wander p and down the
streets, looking at the houses, chatting with the neighbors. This
time we weren't doing much looking or chatting, though—this
time she just wanted to talk, and what she wanted to talk about—
no surprise—was us getting back together. She repeated she had
come a long way in therapy, and that she was sorry about every-
thing, and she was wondering if I could find it in my heart to for-
give her. “I've always loved you,” she said. “I've never stopped lov-
ing you. And I've never told you I didn't love you.”
“That's not entirely accurate,” I said. “You always told me you
loved me, but you said you weren't in love with me.”
“Well, I was wrong. I'm still in love with you.”
“How can you be back in love with me?” I said. “We barely
speak anymore, and I've hardly seen you in months.”
“I don't know,” she said. “I guess I've been dealing with all the
stuff I was supposed to deal with, and everything's a little clearer
now. I really feel we could make it work.”
I couldn't believe this, even though I'd seen it coming. “You're
telling me you want to get back together?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“I don't think that's in the cards,” I said. “I think it might be
good for the kids if we tried to have a friendly dinner from time to
time, but that's about it.”
“You don't have to make your mind up right away,” she said.
“All I'm doing is putting it out there. All I'm asking is that you
think about it.”
“I don't understand you,” I said. “I'm the same guy you left.
I'm the same O. J. I haven't changed a bit.”

      “Well, I don't want you to change,” she said. “You're fine the
way you are. I'm telling you I've changed.”
I thought that was messed up. She was the mother of my chil-
dren, and part of me still loved her, but I was pretty sure we didn't
have a future together. Still, I wanted to let her down easy, so I
urged her to focus on the kids. They had always enjoyed spending
time with both of us, together, and that had been the original plan
when we first separated—to try to keep the kids happy by showing
them that we were still a close, loving family—and I thought we
could work on that. “I know the kids would love it if we had dinner
as a family now and then,” I said.
“I agree,” she said. “Let's do it.”
When we got back to the house, she asked if she could come
in. To be honest, I didn't want her to, but it seemed odd to keep her
out, what with the talk we'd just had, and with the kids there,
watching us standing by the front gate, so I let her in. We got the
kids fed and I took them upstairs and put them to bed, and Nicole
was still there when I came back down.
“I see you got pictures of Paula all over the house,” she said.
“That's right,” I said. “In case you hadn't heard, we're dating.”
She smiled, trying to hide the hurt, and sat on the couch
across from me. I didn't know what she was still doing there,
and I was about ten seconds away from getting rude. “Thank
you for letting me hang out,” she said. “I just didn't feel like
being alone.”
“That's cool,” I said. “But I'm tired, and I've got a plane to
catch tomorrow, and I'm going o bed.”
“Okay,” she said, but she looked disappointed. I walked her to
the door and watched her cross to her car. She looked good. She
looked as good as she had when I first met her. I thought, It's amaz-
ing the way people can whip themselves into shape when they put their
mind to it.
When I went back inside, I opened the letter and read it. In
her letter, Nicole went on at length about the issues we had just
talked about—that it was her fault the relationship had fallen apart,
and that she had learned through counseling to “turn negatives into
positives” and to “get rid of” her anger:
I always knew that what was going on with us was about
me—I just wasn't sure why it was about me—so I just blamed
you. I'm the one who was controlling. I wanted you to be
faithful and be a perfect father. I was not accepting to who
you are. Because I didn't like myself anymore.
She told me that after New Year's Eve she sank into a depres-
sion and blamed it on what I had called “that 30's thing.” She
said that she had given up on treating me as if she loved me, but
she said:
I never stopped loving you—I stopped liking myself and lost
total confidence in any relationship with you.
And she made her goal clear: to have her and the kids move
back in with me.

      I want to put our family back together! I want our kids to
grow up with their parents. I thought I'd be happy raising
Sydney & Justin by myself—since we didn't see too much of
you anyway. But now, I . . .
I want to be with you! I want to love you and cherish
you, and make you smile. I want to wake up with you in the
mornings and hold you at night. I want to hug and kiss you
everyday. I want us to be the way we used to be. There was no
couple like us.
I don't know what I went through . . . I didn't believe
you loved me anymore—and I couldn't handle it. But for the
past month I've been looking at our wedding tape and our
family movies—and I can see that we truly loved each other. A
love I've never seen in any of our friends. Please look at the 2
tapes I'm sending over with this letter. Watch them alone &
with your phone turned off—they're really fun to watch.
She ended her letter with the following:
O.J. You'll be my one and only “true love.” I'm sorry for the
pain I've caused you and I'm sorry we let it die. Please let us
be a family again, and let me love you—better than I ever
have before.
I'll love you forever and always .. .
Me.
At the bottom, she had drawn a smiley face.
I went to bed and reread the letter, and I had trouble falling
asleep that night.
In the morning, I woke the kids, got them fed, and dropped
them at Nicole's on my way to the airport. I didn't bother going in.
I didn't want to see Nicole. The previous day had stirred up a lot of
feelings, and I wasn't sure that was a good thing.
On the flight to Mexico, however, I couldn't stop thinking
about our conversation, and about the letter. I still had feelings for
her, and she was playing to those feelings, and it bothered me.
Nicole was the one who had wanted out of the marriage. Why was
she coming back now and making things so hard on me?
When I got to Cabo, I stopped thinking about her. A car
picked me up and took me to La Palmilla, which was one of the few
fancy hotels there—back in those days, anyway—and I unpacked
and went off to take care of business. I was meeting with a group of
guys who were going to be putting up several hotels and a golf
course in Cabo, and they were hoping I'd be able to attract a few
highprofile investors. We looked over the plans, talked business,
then went off for drinks and dinner.
The next morning, I got a call from L.A. One of my friends,
Billy Kehoe, had died unexpectedly, and I was forced to take an
early flight back to L.A. I went straight from the airport to a funeral
home in Santa Monica, for the wake. The actual funeral was sched-
uled for the next day, but I wasn't going to make it: I had already
made plans to take the kids to Las Vegas the following morning,

      where we were going to meet up with Paula, and they were so
excited that I didn't have the heart to let them down.
Anyway, I got to the funeral home and hung around for a bit,
and the first person I ran into was Nicole. She come over and said
hi and gave me a little kiss, and she told me she had left the kids at
my house. She had been unable to find Kato, she said, and she
knew I was taking the kids to Vegas the following day, so it seemed
like a good solution.
“How was Cabo?” she asked.
“It was fine. I might build a little house there.”
Then we saw Billy's wife and family and went over to express
our condolences. Our friendship went all the way back to when
Nicole and I were first married, and we talked about the old days,
and I could see that stirred up a lot of feelings for Nicole.
When things broke up, Nicole and I found ourselves out in the
parking lot, alone. “I'm hungry,” I said. “You want to get a bite to eat?”
“Sure,” she said.
We went to a little restaurant in Santa Monica, and for some
reason Nicole started talking about Marcus Allen and his fiancee,
Kathryn, who were about to get married, and who had asked me to
host the wedding at my place, on Rockingham. I told Nicole, “It's
funny. Kathryn reminds me a little of you when you were preparing
for our wedding. She's over at the house almost every day, running
around and worrying about every little detail, from the table set-
tings to the flowers to the music. She wants to make sure that every-
thing turns out just right.”
Nicole got a sad look in her eyes, and said, “She's a nice girl,
that Kathryn.”
“She's more than nice,” I said. “I know you don't know her all
that well, but she's been in your corner from the start. When you
moved out, and she saw how upset I was, she told me you'd be com-
ing back. `O.J.,' she said. 'Nicole has been with you since she was
eighteen years old. She needs to do this—she needs to find herself—
but she'll be back'.”
“That's the same thing I told you,” Nicole said. “But when I
told you, you didn't believe me.”
“About coming back? You never said anything about com-
ing back?”
“No—about finding myself,” she said. “I didn't know who
I was.”
“And you know who you are now?”
“I'm getting closer,” she said.
“Well, anyway, let's not go there,” I said. “All I was trying to
tell you is that you've got a good friend and a big fan in Kathryn.”
Suddenly Nicole was crying and I couldn't for the life of me
figure out why that would upset her. These big old tears were pour-
ing down her cheeks, and people at the neighboring tables were
taking notice. “What's wrong?” I said, whispering. “I wasn't trying to
upset you.”
“That's not it,” she said.
“Then what?”
“Marcus is not your friend,” she said.

      “What do you mean 'Marcus is not your friend.' 'What is that
supposed to mean?”
She looked at me like she really wanted to say something that
she couldn't bring herself to say it, and then it hit me. “Did some-
thing happen between you and Marcus?” I asked.
She put her head down on the table and started crying louder.
I felt like the whole restaurant was looking at us, so I turned and
signaled for the check. 'When I turned back to look at Nicole, she
was lifting her head off the table, sniffling, and using the napkin to
dry her tears. She looked at me, all pitiful.
“What?” I said.
“Something did happen with Marcus.”
Man, I'll tell you, another guy would have probably lost it, but
I didn't lose it. I just shook my head, kind of stunned, and the bill
came and I paid it and we went outside. I hadn't said a word to her
the whole time. I was still trying to process what she'd just told me.
“What?” she said, like she was scared of me or something.
“You're not going to talk to me now?”
“I'll talk to you when I can think of something to say.”
I drove her back to the funeral home, because her car was still
in the parking lot, and I didn't say a word to her the entire time.
But when we got there, not ten minutes later, I cut the engine and
unloaded on her. “Why did you tell me this shit about you and
Marcus?” I said. “I didn't need to know this.”
“I just thought you should know,” she said, stammering. “He
pretends to he your friend, and then he fools around with me. And
I don't think it's right that he knows about something that hap-
pened between us and you don't.”
“Hey, we're not married anymore, remember? You're single and
he's single. The only thing I don't get is why you did it. You're always
bitching about people cheating and fucking around on each other,
and here you are getting it on with a guy who's about to get married.”
“I don't know what I was thinking,” she said. “He was so nice
to me, and he always listened, and it just sort of happened.”
“That shit doesn't just happen,” I said.
“I'm sorry.”
“Forget it. You don't owe me an apology. You don't owe me
anything. But I still can't understand why you told me. Or what all
you expect me to do. It's not like I'm going to cancel their wedding
or something.”
“No, of course not.”
“You know what I'm going to do?” I said. “I'm not going to do
anything. This has nothing to do with me.”
“Don't get mad, O.J.”
“I'm not mad. I'm just telling you: We're not married any-
more, Nicole, and the reason we're not married is because you
didn't want to be married.”
“I'm sorry.”
“Stop apologizing,” I said. “I'm just telling you how it is.”
“So what am I supposed to do about Marcus?”
"See—there you go again! You're asking me what to do. Can't
you figure it out for yourself? Isn't that what you wanted? To get out

      from under my shadow? To go off and be on your own and have
your own friends and be your own person?“
She was crying again. ”But he keeps calling me.“
”So tell him you're going to tell Kathryn.“
”You think I should?“
”I bet that would stop him pretty quick.“
”I'm sorry,“ she said again.
I took a deep breath. ”You know, Nicole, this right here is why
I've been avoiding you. Every time we talk, something comes up.
You've got a problem with this or a problem with that, and you put
everything on me. 'Help me, O.J.! Fix this for me, O.J.!' Well, I
can't be doing that all the time. You asked me to move on, you
wanted to break us up, and you got it. We're broken up and I've
moved on. Or I'm trying to, anyway.“
She was crying again. ”I'm a mess, O.J.“
”You're not a mess.“
”Can I come to your house to see the kids?“
”Nicole, come on. They're asleep.“
”I want to see them.“
”No,“ I said, but I said it nice. ”I'm taking them to Vegas in
the morning. You'll see them Sunday.“
”Okay,“ she said, wiping her tears.
She got out of the car and I waited until she was in her own
car, then I drove home. The kids were still up, past their regular
bedtime, and I got them to brush their teeth and tucked them in.
Just as they were falling asleep, someone buzzed my front gate. I
went downstairs. It was Nicole.
”'What's up?“ I said.
”I don't feel like being alone,“ she said. ”I miss the kids.“
”They're asleep, Nicole. And I'm tired. I'm going to bed.“
”Can I just stay here for a little? Please?"
If you want to know the truth, I felt bad for her. Even with all
the therapy and all of these new insights and stuff, it was obvious
she was still having trouble getting it together. We went upstairs.
The kids were fast asleep. I stripped to my underwear and got into
my side of the bed, careful not to wake them. Nicole lay down on
the far side of the kids, saying she wouldn't stay long.
I guess I must have nodded off, because the next thing I knew
she was standing on my side of the bed, tugging at my arm. A
moment later I found myself following her into the bedroom next
door, and a moment after that we were making love. It was the first
time we'd been together since the split, and I was feeling all sorts of
feelings I would have preferred not to feel.
Needless to say, it was all very confusing.

      3.
PERIOD OF
CONFUSION
I woke up early with Nicole still there, fast asleep. I felt pretty bad
about the whole thing. I was dating Paula, and I hadn't wanted this
to happen, and suddenly I felt like one of those fools that tries to
make all sorts of phony excuses for screwing up. I woke Nicole and
told her she had to leave before the kids got up—I didn't want them
to see her there, and to tell Paula about it—then I walked her
downstairs and let her out. I felt lousy. I was cheating on my girl-
friend with my exwife. How weird was that?
At noon, the kids and I left for the airport and went to Vegas
and had a wonderful weekend with Paula. I didn't tell her about
Nicole. If that makes me a coward, and I guess it does, then I'm a
coward. I justified it like a million guys justify these things: It was a
mistake. It would never happen again.

      When I got back to L.A., Nicole and I got into what I often
think of as our Period of Confusion. This was early April, a month
before Mother's Day, more than a year before the murders, and
Nicole pretty much began stalking me. She would drive by the
house late at night, and if Paula's truck wasn't out front she'd ring
the bell. Like a fool, I would let her in. That thing that wasn't sup-
posed to happen again was happening again—two and three times
a week. It was messing me up. All the old feelings were coming
back, and I kept fighting them, but Nicole was relentless about get-
ting me back. Still, whenever she broached the subject, I would cut
her off. “We're not getting back,” I said. “We're just doing this.”
“Why are we doing this if you don't have feelings for me?”
“I never said I didn't have feelings for you. I said we weren't
getting back.”
“But—”
“Listen to me: I don't want to talk about it. This is what we're
doing and it's all we're doing. There's no future in it.”
Sometimes, after we made love, we'd lie there side by side,
and Nicole would talk about her therapy. Things were going well,
she said, and she was learning a great deal about herself. She got
into all sorts of psychobabble about her childhood, and “unfin-
ished business,” and about the anger inside her. I listened because
she wanted me to listen, and some of it seemed to make sense, but
at the end of the day it really wasn't an issue for me. If she believed
she was getting better, that was a good thing—and she certainly
seemed to believe.
“ My therapist says I like o be angr y,” she said.
“Yeah?”
“She says I look for trouble because it makes me feel alive,”
she explained. “We've been trying to figure out where this comes
from, so we've been talking a lot about my childhood.”
“So what have you figured out?”
“Not a lot yet,” Nicole said. “This anger thing is mostly
unconscious.”
It might have been unconscious, but I'd seen plenty of it over
the years—especially in the period leading up to the split. Nicole
could mix it up with anyone—a bouncer at a club, some asshole at
the gym, a close friend—over absolutely nothing. Nicole was
always looking to make enemies, and she had finally turned me, the
person she was closest to, into Enemy Number One. I was glad she
was talking about this stuff with her therapist. I remember thinking
that it would have been nice if she'd figured some of this shit out
before the marriage fell apart. I didn't say so, though. Instead, I
said, “That's good. I'm glad you found a therapist you like.”
During this time, this Period of Confusion, we started spending
a little more time with the kids, especially when Paula was out of
town, which was pretty often. It was actually kind of pleasant, maybe
too pleasant, and once again Nicole began to drop hints about getting
back together. I didn't understand it. She'd gone out to “find herself,”
as she put it, and all she'd found is that she wanted me back.
I called her mother one day and asked her what was going on.
“I'm really confused,” I said.
“I'm not,” she said. “I never thought Nicole wanted to leave
you.”

      I called her best friend, Cora Fishman, and she told me the
same thing. “She loves you, O.J. She was just dealing with her own
issues and she let things get out of hand. But I honestly don't think
she ever imagined it would lead to divorce.”
“I spent months trying to talk her out of it,” I said. “She had
plenty of opportunities to change her mind.”
“She didn't know what she wanted,” Cora said. “She was
confused.”
“Great!” I said. “Now she's not confused and I'm more con-
fused than ever.”
“Ron wants to talk to you,” she said. “Hold on a minute.”
I held on, and Ron, Cora's husband, came on the line. “How
you doing, O.J.?” he asked.
“I don't know. Like I told Cora, I'm pretty confused.”
“So you've talked with her?”
“With Nicole? Yeah, of course I've talked to her. That's all
we've been doing—talking.”
“About everything?” he asked, and it sounded like he was
fishing.
Then suddenly it hit me. “You mean about Marcus?” I said.
“Wow,” he said, taken aback. “She told you about Marcus?”
“Yeah, Ron. She told me about Marcus.”
“Good,” he said. “Because, you know, I wanted to make sure
everything was out in the open. That's the kind of thing where, you
know, you find out about it later and it fucks everything up.”
“Well it's out in the open, man.”
I then called my own mother to tell her what was going on,
hoping she might be able to help me shed a little light on the situa-
tion. “How do you feel about it?” she asked.
“I honestly don't know how I feel,” I said. “When we're
together, I see how happy the kids are, and that makes me happy,
but I don't know that anything has changed. I don't know that she's
changed.”
And my mother said, “O.J., until you figure this thing out,
you're not going be able to move forward with your life. You won't
be able to commit to a relationship with another woman. You can't
go on like this. You have to get clear on your feelings for Nicole.”
Paula was away again, on another modeling job, so I called
Nicole and asked her if she was free that weekend. This was in late
April 1993. We went to Cabo and had a very nice weekend. It was
just the two of us, with no distractions, and I felt like I was in love
with her all over again. When we got back, I was more confused
than ever. I was trying to figure out if I was really in love, or if I just
loved the fact that she was desperate to get me back. I couldn't help
it. If you get dumped by someone, it feels pretty good when they
come crawling back. They're telling you that they've screwed up,
and that they've loved you all along.
The next day, while I was struggling to make sense of this, she
came by to get the kids. They were out back, in the pool. When I
went to answer the door, Nicole reached up and gave me a little
wifely kiss, then we walked through the house, heading for the
pool. She saw the pictures of Paula again, and made a nasty remark,

    

  
    
      If I Did It

    

    
      and it really pissed me off. I guess she thought our weekend in
Cabo meant I was ready to walk down the aisle with her that very
afternoon, and that by this time I should have dumped both Paula
and her pictures. “That was uncalled for,” I said. “I don't want
you here.”
“Fine,” she said.
She went out back, got the kids out of the pool, and split. I
thought, Great. She made it easy. If I was actually thinking about rec-
onciling—if I was actually crazy enough to think about reconciling—I
don't have to think about it anymore.
Two days later, she called to apologize. She had discussed the
incident with her therapist, she said, and her therapist had told her
that she'd been completely in the wrong. “We had an amazing week-
end, so I was hoping that everything would magically go back to the
way it used to be,” she explained. “That was a mistake. I'm sorry.”
“Fine,” I said.
For the next couple of weeks, we kept our distance, but there
was no denying I had strong feelings for her. I also had strong feel-
ings for Paula, however, and that relationship was much less
volatile, so I wasn't about to make any big changes—my life was
good.
Then one morning, a strange thing happened. Paula was in
town, and she had spent the night, and we were up early because I
was leaving for Cabo that morning. Just as I finished packing, the
limo pulled up outside and I looked out the window. The guys I
was going to Cabo with were all there. They got out to stretch their
legs and looked up at the window and waved.
Paula and I went downstairs and said hello to the guys, then
she kissed me goodbye, got into her truck, and drove out the
Rockingham gate. Not a minute later, as I was putting my bags in
the limo, Nicole pulled up on the Ashford side of the house. The
two women had literally just missed each other. I looked over at my
friends, and they looked at me, all bigeyed and everything: O.J.
that was too close for comfort!
Nicole got out of her car and wandered over, smiling a
friendly smile. She was wearing golf shoes, clickclick clicking
down the driveway, and it struck me as pretty funny. Golf had
never been her thing, but she'd started taking lessons recently to
show me that that she was interested in the same things I was
interested in. Nicole gave me an unexpected peck on the cheek,
said hi to everyone, and noticed the limo. “It looks like you guys
are going out of town,” she said.
“We are,” I said. “We're going to Cabo to do a little golfing.”
“Sounds like fun,” she said.
Anyway, the limo was waiting, and we said goodbye and took
off, and on the way to the airport the guys ribbed me about that
very close call. I remember telling them a little bit about my con-
fused romantic life. I was crazy about Paula, I said, but Nicole had
been pursuing me pretty relentlessly lately. “It's making me a little
crazy,” I said.
One of the guys said, “I wish I had your problems,” and every-
one laughed.
Anyway, we got to Cabo and hit the links and I forgot all my
problems golf is pretty magical that way—but that evening I got

      a call from Nicole. She said she was coming to Cabo, too, with her
friend Faye Resnick, whom I'd never met, and she told me that she
was bringing the kids. The next day, like a good exhusband, I went
to pick my family up at the airport, and I dropped them at this
timeshare they'd booked. For the next few days, I shuttled back
and forth between my friends and my family, enjoying my time on
the links, but also enjoying hanging at the beach with the kids, and
taking them jetskiing and stuff. When it was time to head back to
L.A., Nicole said, “Why are you leaving? Why don't you stay for a
few more days?” And my kids piped in: “Yeah, Dad! Please don't go!
We've been having such a great time!” I thought about this—I didn't
have all that much to do in L.A., and Paula was away on some mod-
eling gig and wouldn't be back till early the following week—so I
decided to hang through the weekend.
It was very nice. For the next few days, we were like a regular
family—swimming and playing and eating meals together and just
forgetting about the real world.
Faye hung out with us, too. She was dating this guy, Christian
Reichardt, a chiropractor, but they were sort of on the outs. From
what I overheard during her many phone conversations with him,
some of which got pretty heated, Faye seemed to have a little issue
with drugs, which she apparently didn't consider a problem. When-
ever these calls ended, usually pretty abruptly, Faye would turn to
Nicole and tell her that the problem in the relationship wasn't her—
it was Christian. I thought that was kind of amusing, because that
was pretty much the way Nicole had felt about our relationship.
She was perfect, and I Was the fuckup. I almost said something
about it, but I bit my tongue. We were having a good time and I
didn't want to ruin it.
The last night we were there, Faye was back on the phone with
Reichardt, crying. Apparently, he was willing to take another shot at
making the relationship work, but he wasn't sure he wanted her to
move back in with him. Once again, it sounded eerily similar to my
own situation. It also made me think about the fact that all relation-
ships are messy, and that everyone suffers through their fair share of
pain—and sometimes more than their fair share. The more I thought
about that, especially given the talk I'd recently had with my mother,
the more I began to think that maybe Nicole was right about us. We'd
had something special, and if we wanted it badly enough we could
have it again. She kept hammering at this during those few days in
Cabo: We were a great couple, she said. The kids had never seemed hap-
pier. She'd learned a great deal in the sixteen months we've been apart.
It finally got to me. This was in May 1993, and that Sunday
was Mother's Day. We were still in Cabo, getting ready to fly home
the following day, and I finally broke down and told Nicole that I
was willing to give the relationship another try. But I made myself
clear on one thing. “I can't have you moving back into the house,”
I said. “That's not going to happen. I'm not going to have the kids
move in, then move out again if it doesn't work. They've moved
enough, and it's too disruptive—and I'm not going to put them
through that kind of trauma again.”
Nicole thought this made perfect sense, but she had concerns
of her own. “I don't want to be in a position where we have one
argument and you tell me it's over,” she said.

      I thought this was a good point. “Well, okay,” I said. “What
do you suggest?”
“If we're going to commit to this, we need to commit for a
full year.”
I thought about that, too, and it seemed reasonable. It was just
one year, but a year that could alter the course of the rest of our
lives—hers, mine, and the kids'. “Okay,” I said. “You've got a deal.”
“No matter what happens, you stick with it?” she asked.
“Yes,” I said. “No matter what happens, I stick with it.”
“And if it works for a whole year?”
“If it works for a whole year, you'll move back into the house
and we'll remarry,” I said.
Nicole was so excited that she called her mother, Juditha, and
told her what had happened. Juditha asked to talk to me, and I got
on the phone and made light of the situation. “I'm not really sure
about this little arrangement, but I guess your daughter thinks it's
going to work,” I said.
Juditha told me she was hopeful, too.
The day after we returned to L.A., Paula got back to town. I
called her and told her I had made dinner plans for us, and I went
and picked her up and took her to Le Dome, a fancy restaurant in
West Hollywood, on Sunset Boulevard. I told her what had hap-
pened in Cabo, and I broke the news to her as gently as possible.
Paula was not exactly thrilled, as you can imagine. “Don't expect
me to be waiting for you,” she said.
“The last thing I want to do is hurt you,” I said. “But I
honestly feel like I've got o give this a try. I'm still very confused about
the whole thing, and I need to know if it's going to work. I don't
want to spend the rest of my life wondering if I screwed up my
whole family. I owe it to myself, and I owe it especially to my kids.”
Paula went kind of quiet on me. She was the opposite of
Nicole. When Nicole got mad, she got hot and bothered. When
Paula got mad, she went cold and quiet.
I drove her home, feeling bad, and she didn't invite me in.
To be honest with you, I didn't know if things were going to
work out with Nicole, but in my heart I felt I had to give it an
honest shot. In a way, I still loved Nicole, and I wanted the best
for our kids.
At first, things went pretty easily. I was in New York for a good
part of the summer, working, and when I came home it was always
very pleasant, sort of like a family reunion. Sometimes I would
spend the night at Nicole's place, on Gretna Green, and sometimes
she and the kids would stay with me, on Rockingham. In was a per-
fect arrangement. I had a family, but I lived alone. How can you
beat that?
Before the end of the summer, though, Nicole began putting a
little pressure on me about moving back into Rockingham, and I
reminded her that we had agreed to try it for a full year before mak-
ing that commitment. She knew that, of course, but her lease was
running out at the end of the year, and she didn't want to move
again. It was hard to find a decent rental, she said, and the few
places that were available were incredibly expensive. I told her she
should consider buying a place. If she ended up moving back into
Rockingham, she could treat the new place as an investment, and

      real estate on the west side of Los Angeles was always a solid invest-
ment. It was good advice, but it wasn't what she wanted to hear.
She'd go off, pouting, and for a few days I wouldn't hear a word
about it. But before long, it began again: “Why can't we just move
back in, O.J.? This is silly. You know we're going to be living
together soon enough.” Whenever she got too pushy about it, I'd
basically avoid her until she got the message: Stop hounding me. We
had a deal. Honor the deal.
It was a pain in the ass, to be honest, and I got tired of the
endless bickering, but at least she had enough selfcontrol to keep it
from turning into a fullblown argument.
In the fall, we got an enforced break from each other, which
was probably a good thing. It was football season, and I went off to
do my TV analyst thing with Bob Costas and Mike Ditka. She
stayed in L.A., taking care of the kids, and still obsessing about hav-
ing to move.
She was also spending a lot of time with her friends—people
she'd started hanging out with soon after we separated—and I'm
not going to beat around the bush: I didn't like them. Period. I
wasn't all that crazy about Faye Resnick, who apparently had a little
drug problem, I certainly didn't like Keith Zlomsowitch, with
whom she'd had her little “accidental” fling, and I wasn't wild about
the rest of the gang, either. I had met a few of them around town,
mostly recently, when Nicole and I were out and about, and most
of them seemed like pretty marginal characters. I thought a few of
them lived a little too close to the edge. They seemed to be mixed
ti p in all sorts of shady stuff, and one of' them —Brett Cantor, a
waiter at Mezzaluna, a restaurant right there in the heart of
Brentwood—had been knifed to death earlier that summer. The
murder remained unresolved, but there were rumors it was drug-
related.
“I don't know what you see in those people,” I told Nicole one
night.
“They're my friends,” she said. “They're nice.”
I didn't think that was an accurate description. “I don't want
those people around the kids,” I said.
“Jesus, O.J.—they're my friends. You make them sound like
criminals.”
“Maybe they are criminals,” I said. “Maybe you should take a
closer look.”
I kept traveling, generally on business, and when I got home
my first priority was always the kids. I was still trying to make
things work with Nicole, of course, but there wasn't all that much
time for romance, and—to be honest—I'd lost some of my enthu-
siasm for it. I don't know what it was, exactly. I guess I didn't think
it could work, and I didn't like her marginal friends, and I didn't
think she'd learned all that much in therapy, to be brutally frank. I
was also sick of tired of arguing about our living arrangement.
“Let's please don't talk about moving back into Rockingham until
we've done our year,” I repeated.
“You make it sound like a prison sentence!”
“Nicole, come on. You know what I'm saying.”
“My lease is running out in a few months, O.J., and the
Rockingham house is empty half the time. I don't understand this.”

      “We had a deal.”
“Can't we change it?”
“Not until we know that things are working out.”
“I think things are working out,” she said.
“Maybe they are,” I said. “But it's early yet.”
I was a long way from thinking that things were working out,
to tell you the truth. All that talk about therapy and seeing the error
of her ways and accepting responsibility was fine, but on closer
inspection it seemed like it was mostly talk. I didn't see that Nicole
had really changed all that much. She was trying hard—that was
obvious—but she was still the same Nicole she'd been when every-
thing started going to hell. She still had that hot temper, and that
anger, and that impatience. And she was still blaming me for all her
troubles: You have that big house on Rockingham. I need a place to
live. You won't let me and the kids move in. She was making me the
heavy, and I didn't like it. But I'd committed to a full year and I was
determined to honor my commitment. The year had begun on
Mother's Day 1993, and we were only half way there.
There were good days, too, though—don't get me wrong.
Times when we'd be hanging out with the kids, having fun, or wak-
ing up at my place in the morning, just a big happy family—the
family we'd always imagined for ourselves. On those days, I actually
let myself believe that things were going to work out, and it colored
everything. Life is good. Nicole is terrific. We're going to make it.
During this period, Nicole's one big beef, which she kept
hammering at, mercilessly, was this business about the house: Why
wasn't I ready w let her move hack in? And my big beef, which I
also kept hammering, equally mercilessly, was about her socalled
friends—people that definitely rubbed me the wrong way. Those
were the two major problem areas, and we bickered about them,
sometimes to a point of exhaustion, but we never let the bickering
get out of hand. And in fact, whenever things looked like they
might blow up, I'd find myself jetting off on business. I'd go to
Tampa or Atlanta, say, to interview athletes for the show, or to New
York, for my regular network gig, and being away from her and our
problems was a real relief.
When I came home, I always appreciated her more, though,
because I'd missed her, but within days I felt like I was walking on
eggshells. I didn't want to have any more arguments. I didn't want
to hear any more shit about our living arrangements. I didn't want
to listen to any more stories about her asshole friends.
Luckily, I got cast in the Naked Gun sequel, and that kept
me busy. We saw less of each other and argued less as a result, and
for a while it worked great. Like a lot of people, we got along a
hell of a lot better when we were apart, and when we were
together we never had quite enough time to get into anything too
serious or damaging.
One day, though, on the set of the movie, I ran into a girl who
was a standin for Anna Nicole Smith, and she and I got to talking.
She began to tell me about some of the wild parties she'd been to
recently, and how she was always running into Nicole with her lit-
tle entourage—a group she described as “a pretty rough crowd.”
And suddenly, I was thinking, Now that's weird. This standin was
basically a parttime hooker—1 believe she worked with Heidi

      Fleiss, the socalled Hollywood Madam—and she and three of her
little girlfriends later wrote a book about their experiences, You'll
Never Make Love in This Town Again. But here she was, a call girl,
telling me that my exwife was partying with a “rough crowd.” I
was pretty upset, as you can imagine, and after the shoot I drove
over to Nicole's house and read her the riot act. “I thought I warned
you about these people,” I said. “I've told you a million times: I
didn't want them around the kids.”
“They're not around the kids,” she said, which turned out to
be a lie. “And I don't know what you have against them. They're
nice people. They're my friends.”
“You better open your eyes, Nicole. Nice people don't go
around getting themselves knifed to death. Nice people don't do
hard drugs. Nice people don't turn into whores.”
“Where are you getting your information?” she snapped.
“I just know, okay?” I said. “I know about the wild parties. I
know about Heidi's girls. And I know about these fucking druggies.”
“You're crazy.”
“This is not what's supposed to be happening in my life,
Nicole. We've been back together for five months and you're fuck-
ing everything up worse than ever. Why is this shit still going on?
What are you doing while I'm in New York and traveling all over
the place and busting my ass working? I don't want to hear this bad
shit about you, and I don't want to find out you're letting these peo-
ple near my kids.”
I left, still steamed as hell, with Nicole still hollering at me, but I
couldn't hear what she was saying, and at that point I didn't really care.
When I got back to Rockingham, the phone was ringing as I
came through the door. I looked at the caller I.D. and saw it was
Nicole, so I didn't pick up. But she kept calling and I finally had to
answer. “What?!” I barked.
“Why did you leave like that?”
“Because I was pissed!”
“You committed to a year, O.J. It's only been five months.”
“I know I committed to a year! Who said anything about
that?”
“Nobody, but you seemed angry. I didn't want you to be
angry.”
“How can I not be angry?”
“Please come back here.”
“What for?”
“So we can talk about it.”
I went back to the house, and to be honest with you I was still
angry. I kept going on about these criminals she was hanging
around with, and these trashy women, and I told her she had to
wise up and look for better friends. I think I kind of worked myself
into a frenzy—it was all just pouring out of me—and I guess she
got scared or something because she went upstairs and locked her-
self in the bedroom. I followed her up and banged on the door.
“Let me in!” I said.
“No!”
“You called me to come back here, and now you lock me out?!”
“You're scaring me.”
“Just open the fucking door!”

      “Stop banging, O.J. Please! You'll wake the kids!”
“Why didn't you think of that before you dragged me back
here?! Why did you drag me back here, anyway?! So we could argue
about this shit!”
In the middle of this, Kato showed up, so I started venting to
him. I didn't realize that Nicole had called the police, and that I was
talking so loudly they were able to pick some of it up on the 911
tape. “This goddamn woman!” I told Kato. “She's got drug addicts
and hookers hanging around my kids, and I'm pissed about it.” I
went back and banged on the door again. “Why is this door locked,
Nicole?! You asked me to come back here, and I'm here!”
I went back downstairs and kept venting at Kato: “She keeps
telling me she wants to make this work, and she keeps telling me
she's getting her shit together, but she's a long way from getting her
shit together!”
Meanwhile, she made two calls to 911, back to back:
NICOLE: Can you send someone to my house?
DISPATCHER: What's the problem there?
NICOLE: My exhusband has just broken into my house and he's
ranting and raving outside the front yard.
DISPATCHER: Has he been drinking or anything?
NICOLE: No. But he's crazy.
DISPATCHER: And you said he hasn't been drinking?
NICOLE: No.
DISPATCHER: Did he hit you?
NICOLE:. No.
DISPATCHER: Do you have a restraining order against him?
NICOLE: No.
DISPATCHER: What's your name?
NICOLE: Nicole Simpson.
DISPATCHER: And your address?
NICOLE: 325 Gretna Green Way.
DISPATCHER: Okay, we'll send the police out.
NICOLE: Thank you.
DISPATCHER: Uhhuh.
I guess at this point she got off the phone for a minute; then she got
impatient and called back.
NICOLE: Could you get somebody over here now, to Gretna
Green. He's back. Please?
DISPATCHER: What does he look like?
NICOLE: He's O.J Simpson. I think you know his record. Could
you just send somebody over here?
DISPATCHER: What is he doing there?
NICOLE: He just drove up again. (Crying.) Could you just send
somebody over?
DISPATCHER: Wait a minute. What kind of car is he in?
NICOLE: He's in a white Bronco, but first of all he broke the back
door down to get in.
DISPATCHER: Wait a minute. What's your name?
NICOLE: Nicole Simpson.
DISPATCHER : Okay, is he the sportscaster or whatever?

      NICOLE: Yeah. Thank you.
DISPATCHER: Wait a minute, we're sending police. What is he
doing? Is he threatening you?
NICOLE: He's fucking going nuts. (Crying again.)
DISPATCHER: Has he threatened you in any way or is he just
harassing you?
NICOLE: You're going to hear him in a minute. He's about to
come in again.
DISPATCHER: Okay, just stay on the line . . .
NICOLE: I don't want to stay on the line. He's going to beat the
shit out of me.
DISPATCHER: Wait a minute, just stay on the line so we can know
what's going on until the police get there, okay? Okay, Nicole?
NICOLE: Uhhuh.
DISPATCHER: Just a moment. Does he have any weapons?
NICOLE: I don't know. He went home and he came back. The kids
are up there sleeping and I don't want anything to happen.
DISPATCHER: Okay, just a moment. Is he on drugs or anything? I
need to hear what's going on, all right?
NICOLE: Can you hear him outside?
DISPATCHER: Is he yelling?
NICOLE: Yep.
DISPATCHER: Okay. Has he been drinking?
NICOLE: No.
DISPATCHER: Okay. All units: additional on domestic violence,
325 South Gretna Green Way. The suspect has returned in a
white Bronco.
DISPATCHER: Okay, Nicole?
NICOLE: Uhhuh.
DISPATCHER: Is he outdoors?
NICOLE: He's in the backyard.
DISPATCHER: He's in the backyard?
NICOLE: Screaming at my roommate about me and at me.
DISPATCHER: Okay. What is he saying?
NICOLE: Oh, something about some guy I know and hookers and
Keith and I started this shit before and .. .
DISPATCHER: Umhum.
NICOLE: And it's all my fault and “Now what am I going to do,
get the police in this” and the whole thing. It's all my fault, I
started this before, brother.
DISPATCHER: Okay, has he hit you today or—?
NICOLE: No.
DISPATCHER: Okay, you don't need any paramedics or anything.
NICOLE: Uhhuh.
DISPATCHER: Okay, you just want him to leave?
NICOLE: My door. He broke the whole back door in.
DISPATCHER: And then he left and he came back?
NICOLE: Then he came and he practically knocked my upstairs
door down but he pounded on it and he screamed and
hollered and I tried to get him out of the bedroom because
the kids are sleeping in there.
DISPATCHER: Umhum. Okay.
NICOLE : And then he wanted somebody's phone number and I
gave him my phone book or I put my phone hook down to

      write down the phone number that he wanted and then he
took my phone book with all my stuff in it.
DISPATCHER: Okay. So basically you guys have just been arguing?
At this point you can hear me yelling in the background, simultane-
ously venting to Kato and shouting at her.
DISPATCHER: Is he inside right now?
NICOLE: Yeah.
DISPATCHER: Okay, just a moment.
O.J.: Do you understand me? . . . Keith is a nothing. A skunk, and
he still calls me
DISPATCHER: Is he talking to you?
NICOLE: Yeah.
DISPATCHER: Are you locked in a room or something?
NICOLE: No. He can come right in. I'm not going where the kids
are because the kids
DISPATCHER: Do you think he's going to hit you?
NICOLE: I don't know.
DISPATCHER: Stay on the line. Don't hang up, okay?
NICOLE: Okay.
DISPATCHER: What is he saying?
NICOLE: What?
DISPATCHER: What is he saying?
NICOLE: What else?
NICOLE: O.J. O.J. The kids are sleeping.
I guess I'm still yelling at her, still pissed as hell, and Nicole is sobbing
by this time.
DISPATCHER: He's still yelling at you? Is he upset with something
that you did?
NICOLE: A long time ago (sobbing). It always comes back.
(More yelling.)
DISPATCHER: Is your roommate talking to him?
NICOLE: No, who can talk? Listen to him.
DISPATCHER: I know. Does he have any weapons with him
right now?
NICOLE: No, uhhuh.
DISPATCHER: Okay. Where is he standing?
NICOLE: In the back doorway, in the house.
DISPATCHER: Okay.
O.J. :... I don't give a fuck anymore . . . That wife of his, she took
so much for this shit . . .
NICOLE: Would you just please, O.J, O.J., O.J., O.J., could you
please . . . Please leave.
O.J.: I'm leaving with my two fucking kids* is when I'm leaving.
You ain't got to worry about me anymore.
NICOLE: Please leave. O.J. Please, the kids, the kids. . . . Please.
DISPATCHER: Is he leaving?
NICOLE: No.
*Transcripts of this call  show this word as “fists,” but I said “kids.”

      DISPATCHER: Does he know you're on the phone with police?
NICOLE: No.
DISPATCHER: Okay. Where are the kids at right now?
NICOLE: Up in my room.
DISPATCHER: Can they hear him yelling?
NICOLE: I don't know. The room's the only one that's quiet.
DISPATCHER: Is there someone up there with the kids?
NICOLE: No.
I'm really losing it about here, yelling to beat the band.
DISPATCHER: What is he saying now? Nicole? You still on the
line?
NICOLE: Yeah.
DISPATCHER: You think he's still going to hit you?
NICOLE: I don't know. He's going to leave. He just said that ..
O .J.: You're not leaving when I'm gone. Hey! I have to read this
shit all week in the National Enquirer. Her words exactly.
What, who got that, who?
DISPATCHER: Are you the only one in there with him?
NICOLE: Right now, yeah.
DISPATCHER: And he's talking to you?
NICOLE: Yeah, and he's also talking to my—the guy who lives out
back is just standing there. He just came home.
DISPATCHER: Is he arguing with him, too?
NICOLE: No. Absolutely not.
DISPATCHE R: Oh, okay.
NICOLE: Nobody's arguing.
DISPATCHER: Yeah. Has this happened before or no?
NICOLE: Many times.
DISPATCHER: Okay. The police should be on the way—it just
seems like a long time because it's kind of busy in that
division right now. (To police) Regarding Gretna Green Way,
the suspect is still there and yelling very loudly. (Back to Nicole)
Is he still arguing? Was someone knocking on your door?
NICOLE: It was him.
DISPATCHER: He was knocking on your door?
NICOLE: There's a locked bedroom and he's wondering why.
NICOLE: Can I get off the phone?
DISPATCHER: You want—you feel safe hanging up?
NICOLE: Well, you're right.
DISPATCHER: You want to wait till the police get there?
NICOLE: Yeah.
DISPATCHER: Nicole?
NICOLE: Umhmm.
DISPATCHER: Is he still arguing with you?
NICOLE: Umhum.
DISPATCHER: He's moved a little?
NICOLE: But I'm just ignoring him.
DISPATCHER: Okay. But he doesn't know you're—
NICOLE: It works best.
DISPATCHER: Okay. Are the kids are still asleep?
NICOLE: Yes. They're like rocks.
D ISPATCHER : What part of the house is he in right now?

      NICOLE: Downstairs.
DISPATCHER: Downstairs?
NICOLE: Yes.
DISPATCHER: And you're upstairs?
NICOLE: No, I'm downstairs in the kitchen.
DISPATCHER: Do you see the police, Nicole?
NICOLE: No, but I will go out there right now.
DISPATCHER: Okay, you want to go out there?
NICOLE: Yeah.
DISPATCHER: Okay.
NICOLE: I'm going to hang up.
DISPATCHER: Okay.
Then the cops showed up, two of them, followed by a supervisor,
and it took both me and Nicole a little while to calm down. I told
the officers that Nicole was exposing my kids to all sorts of unsa-
vory people, which I wasn't happy about, and she told them that all
I did was complain about her friends. I don't think they were all
that interested in the details, because one cop just cut to the chase:
“Has he ever hit you?” he asked her.
“Yeah,” she said. “Once. We had this one incident in 1989.”
Once. I hit her once—not even hit her, technically—and ever
since that day I'd been known as a wifebeater. Whatever they were
thinking, I wasn't there in the capacity of a socalled wife beater—I
was there because I was concerned about my kids.
Let me share with you an excerpt from the civil trial. The man
on the stand is Robert Lerner of the LAPD, one of the officers who
responded that day, October 25, 1993. The man asking the ques-
tions is attorney Robert Baker:
BAKER: Now, in terms of your conversations with O.J. Simpson,
Mr. Simpson was upset about the people—and he
informed you of this—that his wife was running around
with, correct?
LERNER: Correct.
BAKER: And he was upset about the fact that she was, in fact, in
his view and from his information, running—having people
in the house who were hookers, correct?
LERNER: He was concerned.
BAKER: And he was concerned that there was one person that he
thought was bad for his kids and that his wife shouldn't
associate with, and he didn't want him around the house; isn't
that true?
LERNER: Yes.
BAKER: And that was a gentleman with the first name of Keith,
correct?
LERNER: Yes.
BAKER: And he expressed that to you, that in fact these people
that were around the house had some sort of dealings with
Heidi Fleiss, correct?
LERNER: That's what he indicated.
BAKER: And he was upset about that, those people being around
his house where his kids were; he informed you of that,
didn't he?

      LERNER: Yes.
BAKER: And he also indicated to you, sir, that he never had
intended, nor was he ever considering any physical violence
to Nicole Brown Simpson that evening, correct?
LERNER: Correct.
BAKER: And he also indicated to you that the door that she said
was broken, before that, she told you he broke—it was
broken before he ever went to the house. Isn't that correct?
LERNER: That's what he claimed.
This was in October 1993, almost eight months before Nicole was
murdered. Still, when the trial finally got under way, everyone acted
like my lawyers were making this stuff up. They weren't. Nicole had
been associating with hookers and drug dealers and unsavory
characters from way back, and I'd been begging her to keep those
people away from my children. And I went on record with my
concerns that night when I spoke to the police about it.
Now here's the weird part: The next day, the very morning
after the fight, I was back on the set, working, when Nicole called.
“Hey, how you doing?” she said, as if nothing had happened.
“Fine.”
“Did you play golf this morning?”
“No. I'm working. We're shooting.”
“So everything's good?” she asked.
She was feeling me out, seeing if I was still angry, and I told
her yes, I was very flicking angry. She dragged me back to the house
and then called the police on me, and all because I was concerned
about my kids, and about the direction her life was taking.
“I'm sorry,” she said.
“Great!”
“What are you doing later?”
“Going back to New York. What the hell do you think I'm
doing?”
For the next several weeks, I stayed on that crazy backand-
forth schedule. I'd be in New York for the sports show, then fly back
late Sunday to work on Naked Gun for a couple of days. Then it
was back to New York, with a stop or two on the way to interview
one athlete or another for the show. Sunday night, the cycle started
all over again—like my own personal version of that movie,
Groundhog Day.
Whenever I was in L.A., visiting with the kids, Nicole was
generally on her best behavior, but during this period she began to
seem unusually tired. I think the stress of keeping it together
around me was almost more than she could take. She really wanted
this thing to work, so she was determined to be a good little girl,
but the effort left her exhausted. I also began to wonder whether
she was doing drugs.
The one thing that she wasn't able to control was this constant
harping about our living arrangement. She kept pushing me to let
her and the kids move back into Rockingham, and I kept telling her
no. I suggested that she rent another place, or, better yet, buy one,
and she finally took my advice and found a nice condo on Bundy,

      near Dorothy Street. There was one major problem, though. She
couldn't afford to buy it unless she sold her condo in San Francisco,
and because the timing was wrong she was worried about the tax
bite. When she looked into it, she discovered that she could avoid
that problem by claiming that the place on Bundy was a rental prop-
erty, and to indicate in her tax return that she and the kids were
actually living with me. I didn't want any part of that scheme, and I
told her so. “The last thing I need is a problem with the IRS,” I said.
“But I don't understand,” she said. “I'm going to be moving
back in with you anyway.”
“I can't do it,” I said.
She was pretty angry, and for a while the good Nicole was
nowhere in evidence. Luckily I wasn't around too often, but even
when I wasn't home she somehow managed to bring her problems
to my doorstep—literally. She would come by the house with the
kids, say, to use the pool, and she took to ordering Michele around,
acting like she still lived there. Michele tolerated it, but there were
limits. One day Nicole asked to be let into my home office, which
was locked, and Michele told her she'd have to get permission from
me. “No one is allowed in Mr. Simpson's office,” she reminded her.
“It's one of his rules.”
“I'm not asking you,” Nicole said. “I'm telling you.”
“I'm sorry, Miss Nicole. I can't let you in without Mr.
Simpson's say so.”
Nicole went off on her, cursing and calling her names, then
went out to the pool and grabbed the kids and took off in a huff
She was making friends Ieft  and right.
I came home for Christmas, and we focused on the kids,
spoiling them with presents. I got a few small presents of my own,
but only one of them really meant anything to me, and that was
the fact that we didn't have a single scene or a single argument in
the course of that entire week. I don't know if that qualifies as a
present, but I appreciated it, and I made a point of telling her so.
To be honest with you, when things were good like that, I always
found myself feeling bad—always found myself thinking about
the way things might have been. Nicole had given me fifteen great
years, but that Nicole hadn't been around much recently, and the
Nicole who had taken her place was not someone I knew or even
wanted to know. At that point, I was pretty much biding my time
until the year was up. And in some ways, to be honest, I was
already gone.
I remember speaking to Nicole's mother about the various
problems—the business with the housekeeper, the questionable
friends, the drugs—and she was just as concerned as I was. Unlike
me, though, she was still hopeful. “Maybe it's just a phase,” she
said. “Maybe she'll get tired of running around with those people.”
“Well, I hope so,” I said. “But I don't know. 'Whenever I try to
talk to her about it, she gets pissed off.”
“I don't think there's anything either of us can do,” she said.
“Nicole's going to have to get through this herself.”
I wasn't exactly sure what it was she was supposed to get
through, to be honest. People fail at marriage every day, and they
either find their way back or not. The question, for me, even then,
was why did we fail--where did we go wrong? Nicole had old me

      on more than one occasion that she felt as if she'd been with me for-
ever, and that she was tired of living in my shadow. Maybe that was
it. Maybe she had sabotaged the marriage so she could go off and
relive her lost childhood or something—one of these “delayed ado-
lescence” things. If I was right, and if that was what she had to get
through, I figured I had a very long wait ahead of me. 4
THE TWO
NICOLES
Nicole moved into the Bundy condo in late January and she liked it
just fine, but she was still pissed that I hadn't asked her to move
back into Rockingham. “I can't believe you made me buy my own
place,” she whined.
“Nicole, we've been through this. Give it time.”
“I'm just saying.”
“I know. You've been saying for a while.”
“Well, it makes me wonder,” she said. “I'm trying to be hope-
ful, but you're making it really hard.”
“It's January. We've got four months before Mother's Day. On
Mother's Day, it will be exactly one year.”
“I know,” she snapped. “Stop reminding me. I feel like I'm on
trial here.”

      The move created one other problem for Nicole, aside from the
tax issue, and this one concerned her houseboy, Kato. At the Gretna
Green place, he'd lived in the guesthouse, but on Bundy all he had
was a little maid's room, so she asked me if I'd put him up at one of
the three guest houses on my property. It was supposed to be tempo-
rary, until Kato could find a place of his own, and I told Nicole I was
glad to help out. Within a week, Kato was living at Rockingham.
Years later, when the trial got underway, somebody floated a
crazy story about this. They said that Nicole had offered Kato the
maid's room at the Bundy condo, and that he was game, but that I
didn't want them living under the same roof. Again, people didn't
seem to understand that—by that point—I had absolutely no
interest in reconciling with Nicole. After all, if I had wanted her
back, she would never have bought the place on Bundy. She and the
kids would have moved into Rockingham, which is what she'd been
hounding me about all along.
In short order, Nicole began to resent Kato. I don't know what
it was exactly, but he was living at the house, and she wasn't, and I
think that really pissed her off. I know it makes absolutely no sense,
but a lot of the shit we went through made no sense, and I think
my theory's as good as any.
Now there were two people at Rockingham that really pissed
her off: Michele and Kato. (Three if you count me.) But she kept
coming by anyway, mostly to hang out by the pool and to torment
me with her unhappiness. At one point, she told me, “O.J., when I
come by the house, I don't want to see either Michele or Kato. Kato
shouldn't even he on the property, and Michele should hide in her
room until I'm gone. You understand? When I'm around, I don't
want either of them around.”
I looked at her, wondering if she'd lost her mind. Who was she
coming by to tell me how to run my home? If she didn't want to see
Michele and Kato, she didn't have to come by at all. She could drop
the kids off out front, and I'd be glad to hang by the pool with
them. I told her as much, and she looked at me with such hatred I
thought she was going to leap off her lounge chair and attack me.
But she didn't attack me. She picked up her copy of People maga-
zine and ignored me.
To make matters worse, several of her close friends started
coming by to express concern about the shape she was in, as if I
could do something about it. Nicole was still hanging out with that
same bad crowd, they said, drinking too much and clearly doing
drugs. Every other day, I heard variations on the same theme: “O.J.,
you gotta do something about it. She needs help.”
But what could I do? Whenever I brought it up, which was
often, believe me, she told me she didn't want to hear it. Or
worse—she stormed out. As usual, everything was my fault. In her
mind, if I'd only let her move back into Rockingham, life would be
perfect. But I hadn't let her move back in, and all she had was her
friends—and a big tax problem. The tax problem was my fault, too,
of course. It was all my fault. Nicole's life was turning to shit
because I didn't love her, and she was certainly lovable, so the prob-
lem was me—I was responsible for everything.
One afternoon, she came by the house to drop off the kids so
she could run a few errands, and I thought she looked a little

      glassyeyed. When the kids were out of earshot, I asked her if she
was okay. I did it nicely—not accusing her of anything, not con-
fronting her. “You know,” I said, “I'm hearing from a lot of people—
your friends mostly—that you're fucking yourself up with drugs
and shit. You want to talk about it?”
“Fucking myself up? That's crazy? What 'friends' are telling
you this?”
“People who are worried about you.”
She got mad. She said it was bullshit, that these socalled
friends of hers didn't know what they were talking about—that she
was in complete control.
To tell you the truth, I didn't have any concrete evidence to
back up the allegations. The woman looked worn down, yes, and
she was erratic, and sometimes she seemed completely out of it, but
it's not like I really knew anything. If I had, trust me, I would have
done something about it—both for her and for the kids. But when
I looked at my kids, and I looked at them closely, believe me, they
seemed fine. They didn't look messed up or haunted or any of that
shit. On the contrary, they seemed solid and happy, and they were
as loving toward Nicole as they'd ever been, if not more so. If some-
thing really bad was going on, I figured I'd see it, but I didn't see a
thing—not in them, anyway. In Nicole, though, the changes only
became more obvious with time. She became even more erratic,
looked even more worn down, and she seemed increasingly lost. It
was hard to understand. For as long as I'd known her, Nicole's head
and heart had always been in the right place. Whenever any of her
friends had a problem, they always went o her first. She was solid
and clearthinking, and she always made the right moral decision.
But that was another Nicole, and she hadn't been much in evidence
lately. In fact, in some ways it was as if the new Nicole was taking
over, and I can't say I much liked her.
One day, right around this time, I was just back from New
York, sitting by the pool, in a lounge chair, reading, waiting for
Nicole to show up with the kids. The moment they showed up, the
kids ran off to the guest house with a note for Kato. “What was that
all about?” I asked her.
“A letter for Kato,” she said. “I want him gone.”
Kato wasn't home, but the kids left the note there and they
obviously knew what it was about: “Kato's a freeloader!” “He's a
bum!” “Kato has to find a place of his own because Mom doesn't
want him here.”
I was shocked, but I bit my tongue until they were in the pool,
out of earshot. “Why do you have to go and teach them that shit?” I
said. “They're little kids. They don't need to get in the middle of it.”
She rolled her eyes and stormed off, disappearing into the
house. A few moments later, she was back. “Man, I hate that
woman!” She was talking about Michele, of course, and I didn't
want trouble, so I went into the house and asked Michele to disap-
pear for a while. “Go down to the Brentwood Mart and get some
fresh flowers or something,” I suggested. “Nicole will be gone in an
hour or two.”
Michele looked a little upset, but she knew it was for the best.
“Okay, Mr. Simpson,” she said, barely audible. “All right. Let me
just finish cleaning up the kitchen and I'll go.”

      I went outside and told Nicole that Michele was leaving for a
while, and that she could relax, but she didn't seem very relaxed.
She was full of venom. “You've got to fire that woman!” she hissed.
And I said, “Nicole, look, if we get back together, Michele
already knows that you and her—it's not going to work out. But
let's just wait and see. We're still a few months away from that.”
I thought that was a pretty reasonable thing to say, but it must
have rubbed Nicole the wrong way. She went back into the house
and returned a few minutes later, looking very worked up. “I just
hit her!” she said.
“What?!”
“I hit her! I couldn't help it. I hate her attitude!”
“What do you mean you hit her?! You can't hit her!”
I got up from the lounge chair and walked into the kitchen
and found Michele sitting there, redfaced, tears streaming down
her cheeks, trying to call the cops. “I'm calling the police!” she said.
“Look what she did to me! She slapped my face!”
She kept misdialing the number-411 instead of 911—so I
went over and apologized for Nicole's behavior and tried to calm
her down. “I'll take care of everything,” I said, setting the phone
back in its cradle. “Please don't call the police.”
“You can't just hit a person and get away with it,” Michele
said, still crying.
“I know, Michele. That's what I told her. I'm sorry. I don't
know what's gotten into Nicole lately, but I'll get it handled.”
“Well I don't know what's gotten into her, either, Mr.
Simpson, but I cant take it anymore.”
I went outside, pissed, and confronted Nicole. “How can you
do what you just did? How could you hit that poor lady? I don't care
if you don't like her attitude—you can't go around hitting people!”
“Don't tell me what to do,” Nicole snapped, then got up and
went over to the side of the pool and told the kids to get out. “We're
going home!” she said. Then she stormed off, with the kids still
dripping wet, as if it was me who had done something wrong.
I went back and looked in on Michele again, and I apologized,
again, and I told her that I was going to get everything handled
right away. I then called Cathy Randa, at the office, and she got my
lawyer on the phone. I walked them through what had just hap-
pened. “You should have let Michele call the police,” my lawyer
said. “Nothing like an assault charge to teach a person a lesson.”
“What am I going to do about Michele?” I asked.
“Talk to her. Make sure she's okay.”
When I got off the phone, I went back into the kitchen.
Michele had pulled herself together, more or less, but she was still
very upset. Before I could ask her if there was anything I could do,
she turned to me and said, “Mr. Simpson, I just can't stay here. I'm
going to resign.”
We went back and forth on this a little bit, but she was pretty
determined, so I told her not to worry about finances or any-
thing—that I would take care of her until she was settled and happy
at a new job. “Thank you, Mr. Simpson. I promise I won't leave
until I help you find someone to take my place.”
Within a few days, Michele introduced me to a friend of hers,
Gigi, and I hired her on the spot. The very next day—this is in

      March 1994—Nicole called to tell me that she thought we should
all go to Cabo for a week or two. A bunch of our friends were
going, including Bruce Jenner and his wife, Chrystie, and Faye
Resnick and her fiance, Christian Reichardt, and Nicole thought it
would be fun. Fun? She'd just created all sorts of domestic havoc for
me, and now she was talking about fun!
“I can't go,” I said, and it was true: I was getting ready to do
Frogmen, a television pilot, which was going to start shooting the
following week in Malibu, and would continue shooting for several
more weeks in Puerto Rico. “I've got the show to do.”
“That's not till next week,” she said.
“I'm not in the mood,” I said.
“Honey. Come on. Please. Do it for the kids.”
So I went—I'm a pushover—and we had a pretty good time,
to be honest. The beach, good food, good drink, jetskis with the
kids, afternoon naps in the shade, and more good food and drink at
the end of the day. I had to come back that first Sunday, though, to
be on location in Malibu bright and early the next morning, and I
left Nicole behind with the kids and our friends.
That Thursday evening, as I was on my way home from the
shoot, Nicole reached me on my cell phone. “I'm back,” she said.
“I thought you were staying the whole week,” I said.
“I missed you. And I know you're going to be in Puerto Rico
for a whole month, so I wanted to spend a little time with you
before you left.”
There was something a little weird about the whole thing
Nicole was never a good liar, and when we got together that night
something told me she wasn't being completely honest with me—
but I didn't pursue it. I accepted what she told me and we had a
truly terrific weekend together. She was the old Nicole again—the
good one.
On Sunday morning, as I was packing for my trip, I suggested
hooking up in Miami in two weeks, where one of my friends was
getting married. I told her I'd fly up from Puerto Rico, and she
could fly down from L.A., and we could have ourselves another per-
fect weekend. “Just like this last weekend,” I said.
“It really was perfect, wasn't it?” she said, and I swear she had
tears in her eyes.
“Yes,” I said. “It really was.”
When I left for the airport, I was in a terrific mood, and I
remember calling Nicole's mother from the limo. “I know I wasn't
real optimistic about this whole reconciliation thing, but it looks
like I was wrong,” I said, eating my words. “Things are finally
beginning to work out.”
“I'm glad to hear it,” she said. “I always had hope.”
It was a real turning point for me. After months of telling
myself that our relationship was going absolutely nowhere, I felt as
if we were really going to make it.
When I called Nicole from Puerto Rico the next day, however,
she sounded like the other Nicole, the one I didn't like. I don't know
if it was some kind of druginduced mood swing or something, but
the real Nicole had left the building. I can't explain it any better
than that. She just sounded like that other version of herself:
Removed, irritable, miserable, venomous—and completely lost.

      She was whining about getting older, and how much she
hated it, how much it depressed her, and I told her to join the club.
I was getting older, too, and a lot faster than she was, but I dealt
with it because that was the only option. I asked her to put the kids
on the phone, and chatted with them about their day, then I told
them I loved them and to go to bed and to behave themselves.
The next evening, when I called to check in, she was even
more venomous than the previous night: “Why are you calling
me?” she snapped.
“ Why am I calling you? To see what's happening. To speak
with the kids.”
“You're checking up on me, aren't you?”
“Why would I be checking up on you? What have I got to
check up on you for?”
“I don't want to talk to you,” she said.
“Well I don't want to talk to you, either!” I said. “Put the kids
on the phone.”
Man, it was weird! This was not the Nicole I'd known and
loved for the better part of seventeen years. This was a whole
'nother person. At that point, even an idiot could have told you
that drugs were involved. You don't get mood swings like that from
eating Wheaties.
I called again a couple of days later, to talk about the Miami
trip. Don't ask me why, but we'd discussed it and I thought it was
still happening. Maybe I was still hopeful. After all, less than a week
earlier I'd called her mother to tell her that things were going great,
and they had been going great—so it seemed a little strange to just
give up on her.
“What about Miami?” she snapped, that edge in her voice
again.
“We've got to figure out the flights and stuff,” I said.
“I don't have time for this shit right now. Stop hassling me!”
“Hassling you? How the fuck am I hassling you? I'm trying to
plan our trip!”
“Well this isn't the time for it!” she said, and she hung up.
The next morning, early, my phone rang. It was her. “Hi
honey. Did you sleep well? Do you have a big day on the set?” Holy
shit. What was I dealing with here?
She called again the next day to tell me that she had spoken to
her mother, who had agreed to come up the following weekend to
take care of the kids while we were in Miami. But at that point I
was no longer interested in going to Miami with her. I felt like a
goddamn yoyo.
“What do you mean we're not going?” she said. “Why?”
“It's just too much of a headache,” I said. “I'm tired. It's not
worth all the flying.”
She could see I was bullshitting her, and she knew it was
because I'd finally had enough of her crap. “O.J., don't do this,” she
said, whimpering. “It's not me. It's Faye. She's doing drugs again,
and it's really bad this time, and she has me really worried. And
Cora and Ron are having trouble. Their marriage looks like it's
falling apart.”
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      “What do you mean?” I asked. “Why?”
“I don't know. It's complicated.”
I felt bad about Ron and Cora. They were good people, and
Cora was a genuinely terrific human being. I didn't feel all that bad
about Faye, though. I'd always felt that she'd been a terrible influ-
ence on Nicole, and from what I was hearing those influences were
only getting worse.
“I'm really stressed out by all of this,” Nicole said. “I know I've
been a little on edge lately, but it's really not my fault.”
That was kind of the last straw for me. Nicole was always
blaming other people for her fuckups. When she had me, it was
me. Now that she didn't have me, it was the people closest to her.
“We're not going to Miami,” I repeated.
“Don't do this to me, O.J. I was really looking forward to it.”
“I'm not doing anything to you. I just want to get through
this shoot and come home.”
“Are you saying this isn't working?”
Christ! What was I supposed to say to that? Wasn't it obvi-
ous? “Well,” I said. “I'm not feeling all that optimistic. And if you
honestly feel it's working, then something is really wrong with
this picture.”
I guess I was trying to be honest, and maybe I was a little too
blunt about it, but maybe she needed that bluntness to get her
mind around the situation.
When I got back to L.A., I knew almost immediately that it
was over. The other Nicole had won. She came by the house with
the kids and immediately got into another argument with Kato,
calling him a “useless freeloader” and worse—right in front of the
kids. It was scary. Her entire face was transformed by rage.
Later, when she was somewhat calmer, and I was trying to pull
the story out of her, trying to figure out what had set her off, she
told me that Kato wasn't doing his job. He never helped with the
kids anymore, he never ran errands, and he didn't return her calls
when she most needed him. “You've got to kick him out,” she said.
I told her that she should deal with him herself—Kato was her
problem, not mine—and I suggested that she should back off a lit-
tle. “I think he's actually been looking for a place to live,” I said.
She looked at me, pissed, shaking her head from side to side.
“You don't give a shit what happens to me, do you?”
“You're wrong, Nicole. I do give a shit. But I can't fix every-
thing.”
Man, I'll tell you: I was really looking forward to Mother's
Day. It was time to bail.
From that day on, I tried hard to keep my distance. The only
time I saw her was when I was picking up or dropping off the kids,
or on those rare occasions when she herself dropped them at
Rockingham. She didn't look good. She looked tired and strung
out, and she seemed to be getting progressively worse. She seemed
beaten, in fact.
When Mother's Day finally rolled around, I can honestly tell
you that I had never looked forward with so much pleasure to any
Mother's Day in my entire life. A year earlier, also on Mother's Day,
we had decided to try to save our marriage, and we had given our-
selves a lull year o do it. Now the year was drawing o a dose.

      That weekend, we drove down to Laguna—I had a house
there, and the Browns lived nearby, in Dana Point. On Saturday,
Nicole and I went out to dinner, and I basically told her it was over.
To be honest with you, it wasn't a big deal. She knew as well as I did
that it was over, so this was really more of a formality.
“Maybe we tried to get back together too soon,” she said.
“What do you mean?”
“That maybe we should have stayed apart longer. I should
have worked on myself a little more before asking you to try again.”
“Well, you know, now that you mention it, that's my one con-
cern,” I said.
“What?”
“You. I want to make sure you're okay.”
“I'm fine,” she said, and she changed the subject. Suddenly
she was talking about Cora Fishman again, and about the
complications in her marriage. “I feel kind of bad about it,” she said. “Of
all the couples we know, Cora and Ron had the best marriage.” She
also talked a little about Faye Resnick, who was having very serious
problems of her own. She was still messing around with drugs,
apparently, and her boyfriend had finally read her the riot act. “He's
really pissed,” Nicole told me. “He thinks Faye is out of control.”
“What do you think?” I asked.
“It's not good,” she said.
When the food came, we must have looked just like every
other married couple in the restaurant. We sat there eating, not say-
ing much, and from time to time I'd reach across the table with my
fork and spear something off her plate.
The next day was Sunday, Mother's Day. We went to church
with some of Nicole's family. Denise was there with her sixyearold
son, and Nicole kept dogging her. “Why is he wearing a black shirt
and black pants? What kind of outfit is that for a little boy? And in
church, no less.” Nicole was venomous, full of rage and anger, and I
kept my distance for the rest of the day.
By nightfall, the bad mood had passed. We drove back to Los
Angeles, to her place on Bundy, and I went inside and helped her
put the kids to bed.
“Well,” I said, looking at her, and feeling kind of sad. “It's
over.”
“I know,” she said.
We went into her bedroom and made love. We both knew it
was going to be the last time, and that this was our way of saying
goodbye. It was actually very nice. We fell asleep in each other's
arms.
In the morning, before the kids were up, I slipped out of the
house and went back to my place on Rockingham.
It was time to get on with my life.

      5.
THINGS
FALL APART
Later that same morning, I went by the office and told Cathy
Randa all about Mother's Day weekend. “We are done,” I said. “We
are moving on.”
“You sure about that?”
“Positive.”
Cathy looked sort of relieved, then smiled a big smile and
said, “Guess who's coming to town tonight?”
“Who?”
“Paula.”
“You're kidding me?” I said.
“No,” she said. “She's in New York, on her way to Honolulu,
but she's stopping in L.A. for the night. I'm supposed to pick her up
at the airport.”

      “Wait a minute,” I said. “Let me pick her up.”
“I don't know about that . . .”
“Trust me,” I said. “It's definitely over between me and
Nicole.”
That evening, I showed up at the airport and waited for Paula
by the baggage claim. I saw her before she saw me, and she looked
as beautiful as ever. She also looked kind of stunned, to be honest.
“ What are you doing here?” she asked.
“Well, it's been a year,” I said. “And it's over.”
“You're done?”
“We're done.”
I drove her back to her place, and she was shaking her head
the whole way, unable to believe that this was really happening. A
year earlier she'd warned me that she wasn't the type of girl who
would wait around for me, and she hadn't waited around, but
suddenly I was there, and she was there, and we both still wanted
each other.
We spent the night together, and the next day I took her to
the airport. We were happy, like a pair of kids, and I drove home
wondering why I'd ever put her through such hell. I was also
grateful—she was being incredibly understanding. 'When I reached
her in Honolulu later that day, however, she sounded a little less
happy. “I'm still hurt,” she said.
“I'm sorry,” I said. “I did what I had to do. If I hadn't made an
effort to keep the family together, I would have wondered about it
for the rest of my life.”
“It was a long year,” she said.
“It was long for me, too.”
“I don't honestly know what I want from you,” she said. “All I
know is that I want to take it real slow.”
I was game for anything, and I told her so. I wanted Paula
back in my life and I made it clear that I'd jump through hoops for
her. On the other hand, to be completely honest, I wasn't sure we
could make it work. Paula was looking to settle down and start
making babies, and I was done with that part of my life. I figured
we could have that conversation when she returned to Los Angeles,
but it never happened. A few weeks later, Nicole and Ron Goldman
were dead, and I was being charged with the murders.
But I'm getting ahead of myself again.
Less than a week after Paula left for Honolulu, I was in New
York on business, and I got a call from Gigi, my housekeeper. She
was upset. She said Nicole had just been by the house, and that
she'd asked her to take care of the kids that weekend.
“What are you crying about?” I asked. “That's no reason to cry.”
“Nicole got mad at me,” Gigi said.
“What do you mean she got mad? What right does she have to
get mad? You work for me, and you're off on weekends. If you want
to babysit the kids, that's between you and Nicole, but she can't be
coming by making demands.”
“Yes, sir. That's what I tried to tell her, but she said I'd better
be here when she came by to drop off the kids.”
“That's crazy! She's got no right even coming by the house
when I'm not there. Don't worry about a thing. I'll take care of it
right away.”

      I called Nicole the moment we got off the phone. I was pissed,
but I kept it civilized. “Gigi works for me, and she has the weekends
off,” I said. “You can't be hasslin' her. You ran Michele off. Please
don't do the same with Gigi.”
Nicole didn't apologize, but she didn't come by the house that
weekend, either. Two days later, however, when I was back, she
stopped by to drop off the kids, and I thought I heard her having
words with Kato. I looked out the window but couldn't see her, and
I couldn't see Kato, either. He was probably running for the hills. I
went downstairs as the kids came through the front door, and
Nicole was right behind them, walking in like she owned the place.
“I thought I told you to get rid of Kato,” she barked.
“I don't want to talk about Kato,” I said. “Not now, not ever.”
“I never want to see him again,” she said.
“Nic, come on—back off. The guy told me he found a place,
but it fell out.”
“Bullshit.”
I ignored her. I took the kids out to the pool and we jumped
into the water. Nicole watched us for a few minutes, scowling. “I'm
leaving,” she said.
I looked at her, as if to say, So fucking what? Leave already. She
got the message. She turned and left.
I hung out with the kids and tried not to think about her, but
it was hard. She was clearly deteriorating. Maybe she was upset
because we were over. Maybe she was having a hard time facing the
future. I didn't know what the hell it was, but it wasn't good. I
found myself thinking of that old cliché about divorce: If you've got
kids, you're stuck with that person for the rest of your life. It was not a
pleasant thought.
After the kids got out of the pool, I called Cathy Randa. I told
her I thought Nicole was getting worse, and that I didn't want to be
around her anymore. It wasn't good for me, I said, and it sure as hell
wasn't good for the kids. I asked her to please review the schedule,
and to help me arrange all future pickups and dropoffs.
“You okay?” Cathy asked me.
“Yeah,” I said. “I'm fine. And if we can get Nicole handled, I'll
be better than fine.”
I went back to New York on business and returned a few days
later, and the next morning—before I was even out of bed—the
phone rang. It was Nicole. “I'm sick,” she said. “I've got pneumo-
nia. Could you come by and take the kids to school?”
I got dressed and hurried over. She looked like hell. I changed
the bed linens and tucked her back into bed and took the kids to
school, then I stopped at Fromin's, a Santa Monica deli, to pick up
some chicken soup. I took it back to the house and sat with her,
watching her eat it. I didn't understand why she was sick. This was
midMay. Who catches pneumonia in midMay? I just knew this
had to be connected to the drugs. “You're not doing anything you're
not supposed to be doing, are you?”
“O.J., please. How many times have I told you: I don't want
to talk about this.”
The weird part was she didn't deny it. She had always been a
lousy liar, so she just avoided the topic. I wanted her to talk about
it, though. So did her mother. So did anyone who cared about her.

      Hell, Cora Fishman had begged her to talk about it. We all wanted
her to face this thing so she could begin to do something about it.
“I wished we had tried harder,” she said.
“Excuse me?”
“During the year we tried to reconcile. I know we could have
done better.”
Now this was something I didn't want to talk about, so I said
nothing. She set down her soup spoon and stared at me. She looked
like all the hope had gone out of her. In the course of the previous
year, while we were still working at reconciling, there were times
when everything seemed to be going completely to hell—but
Nicole never stopped hoping. Now that we weren't even trying any-
more, however, there was nothing to be hopeful about, and that's
what I saw in her eyes: A complete absence of hope.
For the next few days, Nicole was pretty sick. I ended up shut-
tling the kids to and from school and to and from my house, and
Cathy Randa pitched in, but mostly Nicole wanted me to take care of
things. I went to the pharmacy to pick up her medicine, and I went
back to Fromin's for second and third helpings of chicken soup, and I
helped her change the linens a couple more times. Now don't get me
wrong: I'm not trying to suggest that I was the perfect exhusband.
All I'm saying is that I was very worried about her, and that I wanted
to help her find her way back. No matter what had gone wrong in
our lives—and plenty of shit had gone wrong—she was still the
mother of my kids. I was stuck with her, but for their sake I wanted
to be stuck with her. I've said it before and I'll say it again: Nicole was
a great mother. Schoolwork. Manners. Appearance. She was all over
those kids. The only thing I objected to was when she turned into the
other Nicole, and that Nicole was still very much around, still lurk-
ing, ready to leap out and make more trouble.
Meanwhile, Paula was back in town, and I was trying to keep
that romance going. It was strange. Not all that long ago, I'd
cheated on my girlfriend with my exwife. Now I was cheating
again, in a manner of speaking: I was nursing my exwife back to
health and trying to keep my girlfriend from finding out.
“I still think separating was a good thing,” Nicole told me a
couple of days later. We were standing in her kitchen at the Bundy
place, and I was ladling hot soup into a clean bowl. “I just wish I'd
made a little more progress in therapy.”
“You don't think the therapy helped?”
“It helped, I guess. But it didn't really change anything. I
wanted to get stronger for us, so that we could have a stronger rela-
tionship, but that didn't work out too well.”
“Well, you know—that shit takes time.”
“I already quit therapy,” she said. “I didn't think I was making
enough progress.”
A few days later—this was in late May, less than a month
before Nicole's death—I was having a party at my house for the
kids and their classmates. It was a little fundraiser for the school,
and this was the third consecutive year I'd played host. I had clowns
and magicians and those bouncy things for the little kids, and, of
course, lots of good food for everyone.
The day of the picnic, Kato was on his way out of the house to
meet some friends, and he sopped by the party to say hello. I heard

      the kids giving him a hard time—they were repeating all the things
they'd learned from Nicole: that he was a freeloader and a bum—
and I went over and told them to cut it out. I wasn't mean about it,
though. I realized they didn't know any better. Nicole had poisoned
them with her anger.
To tell you the truth, though, I was a little sick of Kato myself.
I'd already told him to find a place of his own, on more than one
occasion, and he kept assuring me that he was trying. It's not like he
was underfoot or anything, though, so I didn't give it much
thought, but that was one of the things that made it hard for me to
understand the depth of Nicole's rage: She saw him even less than I
did, but the mention of his name could really set her off.
About an hour after Kato left, Nicole showed up in the mid-
dle of the picnic. The first words out of her mouth were, “Where's
Kato? I sure hope I don't see him.”
“He left,” I said. I wondered what she was doing there, but
since she had often cohosted that little picnic with me, I wasn't
going to ask her to leave.
“You feeling better?” I asked.
Instead of answering, she reached up and gave me a little kiss,
then she went around saying hello to the parents, most of whom
she knew from school. She was acting very friendly, and behaving
like the hostess, and even thanking people for coming. I thought
that was pretty strange. Everyone knew we were no longer together.
Everyone knew she didn't live there anymore.
I tried not to think about it. I went inside and joined some of
the dads, who were watching the NBA playoffs. A few minutes
later, Nicole came down and dropped onto the couch next to me
and asked me to rub her feet. I rubbed her feet for a few minutes,
mostly because I didn't want to get into anything. She was pale and
still looked pretty sick. “You okay?” I asked.
“Uh huh,” she said. “Just tired.”
I stopped rubbing her feet and told her to go upstairs and lie
down, and I said I'd stop in later to check on her. She went, and I
thought I'd gotten rid of her, but within a few minutes Gigi, my
housekeeper, came by to tell me that Nicole was asking for me. I
went upstairs, frustrated, and found her lying on my bed.
“What's up?” I asked.
“Why is Kato still here?”
“ Why is Kato still here? What the hell does that have to do with
anything? He's not here now.”
“I hate him.”
“For Christ's sake, Nicole, you're the one who asked me to put
him up.”
“I know,” she said. “But that was five months ago. He was
supposed to work for his rent, and he's not working. He's not doing
shit for me. I keep asking you to get rid of him, and you're not get-
ting rid of him.”
“Why are we having this conversation now?” I said. “I've got
people downstairs.”
“We're having this conversation now because I don't want him
around anymore. I don't want to see him when I'm here.”
I felt like saying, Nobody asked you to come by, but I didn't. The
whole thing was crazy. Nicole wasn't making any sense on any level.

      “I don't like Gigi either,” she said suddenly.
“ Gigi? What has she ever done to you? What is going on with
you, Nicole? Are you on something besides antibiotics?”
“Why are you still giving me shit about that?” she snapped.
“Because I'm worried about you,” I said.
“Isn't that sweet?” she said, but she had an edge in her voice.
Man, I didn't need that shit. I turned around and left the
room without another word. To be honest with you, Nicole's
behavior was beginning to scare me.
The party wound down without incident, and Nicole went
home, also without incident, but the next day I had Paula over, and
we were watching a movie on TV, working on our relationship, tak-
ing it slow, when the phone rang. It was Nicole. She was screaming
so loud that I had to take the phone into the kitchen.
“Why are you trying to steal my friends?!” she shouted.
“Steal your friends? What the hell are you talking about?”
“You invited them to the fundraiser!”
Jesus! I couldn't believe it. She was talking about the sports
banquet I was hosting to raise money for CedarsSinai, for children
with birth defects. The previous fall, while Nicole and I were still
together, or trying to be together, I had suggested that she ask some
of her friends to join us at our table. I had my doubts about these
socalled friends, but Nicole had told me, repeatedly, that I was
wrong about them, and I wanted to give her an opportunity to
show me I was wrong. She could bring them to the fundraiser and
maybe I'd find out that they were truly the good, decent people she
was telling me they were.
After Nicole and I split up, though, definitively this time, I'd
asked Paula to come with me to the fundraiser. I didn't think she
would be all that comfortable around Nicole's friends, though, so I
had to disinvite them. Ron Fishman and his son, Michael, were
still welcome, as was Christian Reichardt, but I didn't want to
force Paula to deal with the girls—Cora or Faye or any of those
people—because I didn't think it would be fair to her, or even to
Nicole, frankly.
When I called Faye to tell her that the plans had changed,
and that I didn't think the evening was going to work out, she
tried to set me straight. “I thought Christian and I were your
friends,” she said.
“Well, you are my friends,” I said. (What the hell was I going
to say?)
And she said, “Then why can't we come?”
I tried to explain it to her, suggesting that it might be hard on
Paula, and she told me that that didn't think make any sense at all.
“O.J., we don't play that game,” she said. “We don't take sides. We
want to be your friends, and we'd love to meet Paula.”
At that point, what could I do? “Fine,” I said. “You can come.”
So there I was in the kitchen, with Nicole screaming at me
about the fundraiser, demanding an explanation. “I didn't invite
Faye!” I hollered back. “Faye invited herself!”
“Liar!” she yelled. “You're a goddamn liar!”
My God! This woman was crazy. One day I was an angel, the
best thing that ever happened to her, and the next day I was Satan
himself.

      I hung up and called Faye's house. Christian Reichardt
answered the phone. I told him what was happening, and he put
Faye on the phone, and I explained how Nicole had just gone bal-
listic over the fundraiser. “Come on, O.J.,” she said. “You know
what this is about.”
“No,” I said. “I don't know what this is about!”
“This has nothing to do with the fundraiser. Nicole still loves
you, and she's upset because you're already back with Paula.”
“Who cares about that?” I snapped. “It's over between us. I can
be with whoever I want, and so can she. I don't tell her who to go
out with and I don't care, and I wish to hell she'd move on already.”
“Well that's the problem,” Faye said. “She can't move on. She
loves you. It's easy for you to move on because you don't love her,
but she's still crazy about you and can't let go.”
I didn't want to get into a long, philosophical conversation.
“Faye,” I said, “I don't have time for this shit. I just need a favor
from you. I need you to call Nicole and tell her that you invited
yourself to this thing. You just do that one favor for me, okay? And
while you're at it, please tell her I don't give a shit who she dates or
anything else.”
I know that wasn't the nicest thing to say, but I didn't really
care at that point. I was sick of dealing with Nicole's crap. And I
had Paula in the other room, waiting.
The rest of the evening went pretty well, and that's all I'm
going to say about that.
The next day, as I was heading into town in my car, I saw
Nicole and Cora jogging through the neighborhood. I didn't sop,
but I called Nicole's house—knowing she wouldn't be there to
answer the phone—and left a message on her machine: “I hope
Faye explained all the fundraiser bullshit to you yesterday,” I said.
“If she didn't, you need to talk to her. I purposely did not invite her
and Faye because I didn't feel comfortable having them around
Paula. That's the truth. Other than that, please do not call me for
anything. If it's not about the kids, I don't want to hear from you.”
That was the truth. It was also definitely true that I didn't
want to hear from her. And that right there is the reason we weren't
talking at the time of her death. Not because I'd threatened her, but
because I'd had my goddamn fill of her. She was poisoning me with
her anger, and I needed to get away from it.
The next day, not even two weeks before Nicole's death, Cora
Fishman called and asked if she could stop by the house. She lived
a couple of blocks away, and she came over, and she was crying
before she even started talking.
“'What's wrong?” I said.
“You've got to do something about Nicole,” she said. “You've
got to get her away from these people.”
“Hey—don't you think I've tried?!”
“Then do it by force if you have to,” she said. “Run an inter-
vention. But do something. I'm begging you.”
“I'm sick of trying.”
“You don't understand,” she said. “We had a big fight yesterday,
after we went jogging. Nicole is one of my best friends. We've never
had a fight like that. She just refuses to accept that she's in serious
trouble, and in my heart I know something had is going o happen.”

      I'll be honest with you: I liked Cora, but I wasn't moved by
her tears. “Don't tell me.” I said. “Tell her mother. Tell another
friend. I'm finished with her.”
“O.J., please!”
“Hey,” I snapped. “It ain't my problem!”
That was the end of the conversation.
Much later, of course, during the trial, and during those
many months behind bars, I often thought back to that moment,
and I felt pretty guilty about it. But at the time I was completely
done with Nicole, and I was responding as I saw fit. It seemed like
no matter how much I tried to do for her, no matter how patient
and reasonable I was, my good intentions always came back to
bite me in the ass. So I was pretty angry at that point, yeah. I didn't
want to see her, I didn't want to hear from her, and I didn't want
to deal with any of her shit. I had done the best I could, and it
wasn't good enough, and at that point I wanted to put some miles
between us.
Cora left the house, unhappy and frustrated, and I didn't talk
to her again until after the murders.
Much later, I heard that the problems over on Bundy only
seemed to get worse by the day. Faye Resnick had an acrimonious
falling out with her fiancé, and supposedly moved into Nicole's
house on or around June 3. Then there was some talk about her
going into rehab. But apparently she didn't want to go alone, and
she kept insisting that Nicole was as messed up as she was. “I'm not
going unless Nicole goes!” she kept hollering, even when they were
taking her away. “She's in worse shape than me!” Like  I said, I don't
know if this is entirely accurate, but that was the story, and I cer-
tainly believed one part of it—the part about Nicole being as
messed up as Faye. I believed it because I'd seen it.
In a strange way, I was actually kind of hoping that Nicole
would hit the wall. I figured she wouldn't even begin to think about
acknowledging her problems, or getting professional help for them,
until she was completely out of options.
A few days later, while I was in New York, I got a call from
Gigi, the housekeeper. I had never heard her so upset. “Nicole was
just here,” she said, and she began to cry. “She was screaming at me
and cursing.”
“What was she doing there?”
“She came to tell me that her mail would be coming to the
house, and that I should put it aside for her.”
That's when I found out that she was still trying to con the
IRS. She wanted them to think that she had taken the money from
the sale of her San Francisco condo and used it to buy the Bundy
condo, another investment property. Only it wasn't an investment
property; it was her home. I called my lawyer, steaming. “I can't
have her coming by the house anymore,” I said. “She already cost
me one housekeeper, and now she's got the new one crying and on
the verge of quitting.”
“So tell her,” my lawyer said.
“I don't want to talk to her,” I said.
“Then write her a letter,” he suggested.
We wrote it together. I told her I was not going to risk having
the IRS come after me because she wanted o play fist and loose

      with the tax laws. “I don't want your mail coming to my house,” I
noted, “so please make other arrangements. Do what you've got to
do, but don't make me part of it.”
Much later, during the trial, the prosecution tried to make it
sound as if I'd been threatening her, and that this was my way of
punishing her for leaving me. I don't know how they got that from
the facts, but it seems like most reporters never let the facts get in
the way of a good story. I was simply trying to keep her on the
straight and narrow. The gist of it was, “You're not living here, and
you're not going to live here, so you need to take care of this. If the
IRS comes, I'm going to tell them the truth.”
By this point, as you can well imagine, we were pretty much
not talking.
On June 11, I took Paula Barbieri to a fundraiser for a pedi-
atric hospital in Israel. Margalit Sharon, the wife of the Israeli prime
minister, was hosting it. When it was over, Paula and I went back to
my place and made love. I felt I had really fallen for her, and things
seemed to get better by the day.
The following day, June 12, was the day of Sydney's recital.
Sydney was doing a little dance thing at her school, with her little
classmates, and I was really looking forward to it. Nicole called me
late that afternoon to ask me if I was bringing my son, Jason, and to
see whether I could get there early to reserve a few seats. I was tied
up with stuff, so I told her I probably wouldn't get there till six,
when the recital started. I also told her that I was coming alone. I
don't know whether she thought I'd be bringing Paula, but I wanted
to set her mind at ease, so I volunteered that information. I had
decided not to bring Paula out of respect for Nicole and her family,
and I'd already talked to Paula about it. Unfortunately, that conver-
sation had not gone well. She had wanted to come, and she didn't
see why I had to keep her away from the Browns. “I don't know
why it's such a big deal,” she said. “They all know about me.”
“I just think it's better this way,” I said. “It'll be easier on
everyone.”
Paul didn't agree and she went all cold on me. I knew I was in
for a lot of apologizing, and a lot of damage control. But what
could I do? I thought I was making the right decision.
When I got to the recital, I saw Nicole and her parents,
Juditha and Lou. Nicole was wearing a short skirt that would have
looked inappropriate on a sixteenyearold. I thought she looked
ridiculous, but I didn't say anything. Still, it really made me won-
der. What did she see when she looked at herself in the mirror? Was
her mind so muddled that she'd lost her grip on reality?
I went over and said hello to everyone, and Nicole pointed at
the seat she'd held for me. It was two seats away from hers. The seats
in the middle were for the kids, who would be running around
throughout the evening. Nicole's sister, Denise, was in the row in
front of me. She turned around and smiled a big smile and reached
over and gave me a kiss.
Shortly after the evening got under way, I nodded off in my
chair. I don't know if you've ever been to one of these things, but
they go on forever, and there were probably twenty numbers before
Sydney got her turn on stage. When I woke up, startled, they still
hadn't made much progress, and I looked around and noticed that

      a lot of parents were holding nice bouquets. Damn! I had forgotten
the flowers. I leaned over and checked the schedule, and there were
at least halfadozen acts before Sydney hit the stage, so I worked
my way down the aisle and hurried into the parking lot. I got into
my car and drove into Brentwood and picked up some flowers, and
I got back in plenty of time.
We watched Sydney do her number, and clapped louder than
everyone else, and then there was a brief intermission. Sydney came
over, beaming, and I gave her the flowers. She looked absolutely
beautiful. When she went over to talk to her grandparents, I looked
up and saw Ron Fishman, Cora's husband. We shook hands and he
led me off to one side. “O.J., man, you wouldn't believe what's
going on,” he said.
“With what?”
“The women. Everybody's mad at everybody. Nicole's not
talking to Cora because Cora's upset about the drug use and about
the people she's hanging out with. Faye got kicked out of the house
by Christian—drugs again—and ended up at Nicole's. Then they
did an intervention without even telling Christian, and for some
reasons he's pissed off about that. It's a mess. It's all a huge mess.”
“I heard a rumor Faye was messin' up,” I said.
“I don't know,” he said. “All I know is that they took her to
rehab, kicking and screaming. She wanted Nicole to go with her.
She said, 'If I go, she needs to go, because she's drinking and doing
coke worse than I am.' But Nicole wouldn't go.”
“I knew this shit was going on,” I said. “I tried to do some-
thing about it, but Nicole wouldn't even talk about it.”
“I know,” he said. “Cora told me that she tried to talk to you
about it, and that you said you were sick of all the bullshit.”
I felt a little twinge of guilt, but it passed. “What's going on
with you and Cora?” I asked. “I'm hearing some stuff.”
Ron looked pretty crushed for a few moments, but he pulled
himself together. “We split up. We've been together for seventeen
years, and it's over.”
He didn't tell me what had split them up, and I didn't ask.
“Wow,” I said. “You're right. It's a huge mess.”
“Yeah,” he said. “And I'm sure we don't know the half of it.”
As I worked my way back to my seat, for the second part of the
show, a few people came by to say hello, but I was a little distracted. I
didn't like what Ron had said—We don't know the half of it—because
I knew he was right. There was a lot of weird shit happening around
Nicole and those girls, and it only seemed to be getting weirder.
As I sat down, I saw Nicole looking at me, like she was won-
dering what Ron and I had been talking about, but I didn't say a
word to her. I didn't want to get into it. At some point, we were
going to have to face this thing head on, and I was probably going
to need her family's help, but this wasn't the time or the place for
it. I was upset enough. If I talked to her now, I knew I'd just get
angry.
I was also very tired. I'd been in about four cities in the past
week, and I had a late flight to Chicago that night, for a get-
together with the people at Hertz. I waited for the second half of
the show to begin. That's what I was there for, after all. For my kids.
I wasn't going o do anything that might ruin things for them.

      The second half seemed shorter, or maybe I just nodded off
again. When it was over, Sydney came running over, and we had
our picture taken together. Then I ran into Judy, who was all smiles.
“Where's Nicole?” she said. “Aren't we going to dinner?”
“You guys are going,” I said. “I ain't going.”
Denise came over and gave me another big kiss, and Lou
showed up and shook my hand and said hello. “I'm not going to
dinner,” I told him. “I've got to stay away from your daughter.” I
said it with a big smile, though, as if I was horsing around, but deep
down I meant it. I did not want to be around Nicole.
Much later, during the trial, this whole evening became a huge
issue. For starters, the prosecution tried to suggest that I hadn't
been invited to dinner, and that I was upset about it. I didn't need
an invitation. It wasn't like that. If I had wanted to go to dinner, I
would have gone. But I'm the one who didn't want to go. I didn't
have the energy to get into anything with Nicole, and I knew we'd
get into it if I was there. The last time we'd talked, prior to our brief
conversation earlier in the day, was when she called to scream at me
about taking her friends to that fundraiser. Faye had spoken to her
the next day, to set the record straight, but Nicole had never both-
ered to apologize to me. If I was pissed off about anything, that was
it. I was brought up to acknowledge my mistakes and to do some-
thing about them. Nicole had once had the same values as me, but
I guess they got lost in the shuffle.
So, no. I did not leave the recital “upset and angry,” as some
people would have you believe. And I didn't think the Browns were
indebted to me for all the wonderful things I'd done for them over
the years, as other people suggested—though God knows I had
done an awful lot of wonderful things for them. And I wasn't in the
dark mood attributed to me by several people who were at the
recital, including Candace Garvey, wife of baseball's Steve Garvey,
who got on the stand and told the court that I was “simmering” and
looked “spooky.” Hell, even Denise testified that I was in a horrible
mood. “He looked like he wasn't there,” she said. “He looked like
he was in space.” All of this would have been very damaging, of
course, except that there was a guy from Portland at the reception,
and he saw me there, mingling with my family, and secretly shot a
little video of me to entertain his friends back home. When the trial
eventually got under way, he was back in Portland, watching the
proceedings on TV, and he heard all sorts of bullshit testimony
about my horrible state of mind. He was a little taken aback, to say
the least, so he dug up the tape and sent a copy to Los Angeles, and
the defense team later played it for the court.
What was I doing on the tape? I was laughing. I was cracking
jokes with Lou. I was talking to Denise, who leaned over and kissed
me—for the second time that night. And I was horsing around with
my kids.
I was also doing my best to stay away from Nicole, admittedly.
I wasn't going to go anywhere near that woman. I was sick and tired
of her shit. If she wanted to take herself down, that was one thing.
But I wasn't going to let her take me down with her.

      6 .
THE NIGHT
I N QUESTION
I was in a lousy mood after the recital. I was exhausted, and not
looking forward to getting on another plane, but most of all I was
upset about my brief conversation with Ron Fishman. I didn't like
what Ron had said about Nicole and the girls: We don't know the
half of it. The half I did know about was bad enough, but Ron
seemed to think it was worse than either of us imagined. I also
thought back to my conversation with Cora, Ron's wife, and felt
another twinge of guilt. I'd pretty much given up on Nicole, but
she was still the mother of my kids. I had to do something; if not
for her, for them.
For a few moments, sitting there in my living room, I won-
dered if I should threaten to fight her for custody. The idea was not
to take the kids away from her -1 knew that would destroy her

      but to shake her up so badly that she'd finally start trying to get her
shit together. The girl was an accident waiting to happen.
As I was thinking about this possibility, Kato showed up. He
was carrying a towel and a magazine and asked if he could use the
Jacuzzi.
“Sure,” I said.
“How was the recital?”
“Fine.”
“Did you talk to Nicole?”
“I went out of my way to not talk to her,” I said.
“You look bummed, man. What happened?”
“Nothing,” I said. “This shit's endless. You should have seen
the skirt she was wearing. She thinks she's still a teenager.”
“Can I ask you something?” Kato said. “Why is Nicole so
fucking mad at me?”
I didn't want to get into it—all that business about Kato living
rentfree without doing anything to earn it—so I told him not to
worry. “You know how she is,” I said. “She puts her anger and crazi-
ness on everyone else.”
I noticed the magazine in his hand. It was the current issue of
Playboy. Kato flipped it open and showed me one of the girls inside.
He said he knew her and could introduce me, but I wasn't inter-
ested. He went off to get into the Jacuzzi and I found myself think-
ing about a Raiders cheerleader I'd known some years back. She
looked a little like the girl in Playboy. I dug up her number and
called, and when her machine picked up I left a message. “Hey, it's
me. O.J. I wanted o see how you were doing, and o tell you that
I'm a free man—a totally free man. Call me.” I hung up and realized
that I really did feel kind of free, but the feeling only lasted a few
moments. I found myself thinking about Nicole again, and then
about Paula. I was pissed at Nicole, and Paula was pissed at me
because of Nicole. Maybe I should have taken Paula to the reception.
I had tried to be respectful of Nicole and the Browns, and once
again I got bit in the ass for my efforts.
I went into my home office and started getting some of my
things together for the trip. I noticed I only had hundreddollar
bills, and I knew I'd need a few fives for the airport skycaps, so I
went out to see if Kato had any change. He was already done with
the Jacuzzi, which he'd left running, and I turned it off and went by
the guest house.
“Kato, man, please try to remember to turn the Jacuzzi off
when you get out,” I said.
“Did I forget to turn it off?” he asked.
Man, I used to wonder if the guy was all there! “Yeah, Kato.
You forgot to turn it off.”
“I'm sorry.”
I held out a Cnote and asked if he could break it, but all he
had was twenties. I borrowed one, and told him I'd pay him back.
“I need it,” I said. “I just realized I haven't eaten anything, and I'm
going to run over to McDonald's.”
“Can I go with you?” he said.
“Sure,” I said. “But hurry up. I'm pressed for time.”
We took the Bentley and ordered at the drivethru window. I
ate my burger on the ride back. Kato saved his for later.

      I was busy eating, so I didn't talk much, and I found myself
thinking back to the recital, and to how cute Sydney had looked up
on stage, doing her little dance number. It put me in a dark mood.
The last few times I'd called Nicole to try to get the kids, which I
often did on the spur of the moment, she had gone out of her way
to make it hard for me. She always found some reason not to let me
take them. The kids are tired. They've just eaten. They've had enough
excitement for one day.
I couldn't understand it. She didn't even want me to see my
own kids. It seemed like she was making everything as difficult as
possible for me. It's true what they say about never really knowing
another person. Nicole wasn't even Nicole anymore. She was a
complete stranger to me.
I finished the burger and felt lousy. It had gone down wrong.
When we got back to the house, I went inside and started
packing, laying some of my things out on the bed. Then I went to
the garage to get my golf clubs. There were a few dead balls in the
bag, so I set them on the driveway and chipped them into the
neighbor's yard. I couldn't seem to stop thinking about Nicole,
though. Usually, when I pick up a golf club, the world disappears—
that's one of the things I like about the sport—but this time, I
couldn't get her out of my head. I remember thinking, That woman
is going to be the death of me.
It was probably around 9:30 by then. I figured Nicole and the
kids and the Browns had finished dinner and gone their separate
ways. As I found out later, they'd eaten at Mezzaluna, an Italian
place on San Vicente Boulevard, in the heart of Brentwood.
Nicole's mother, Judy, had left her glasses at the restaurant, and
she'd called Nicole, who called the restaurant, and learned they'd
found the glasses. She was also told that Ron Goldman was just fin-
ishing his shift waiting tables, and that he would be happy to drop
off the glasses at the Bundy condo when he was done. I knew none
of this, of course. None of this had anything to do with my life.
Not then, anyway.
I set the golf stuff aside and fished out my cell phone and
called Paula from the driveway. Either she wasn't home or she wasn't
answering. I think it was the latter. I'd called her several times that
day, to apologize for not taking her to the recital, and it looked like
she was determined to punish me. Hell, for all I knew, she was
already thinking about moving on. If that was actually the case, I
had Nicole to thank for it. The lesson here was simple: It doesn't
always pay to do the right thing, especially if you're doing it for
people who don't give a fuck about you.
Suddenly I felt exhausted. I was getting old. I could hardly
walk anymore, and I'd been told recently that I would eventually
have to have both knees rebuilt. Plus the arthritis was killing me. I
was on medication, but there were days when my hands hurt so
much I couldn't pick up a fucking spoon.
I parked my ass on the low wall near the front door, feeling
whipped. I was trying to figure out how it had come to this. I'd
been somebody once. I'd had my glory days on the playing field, a
number of highpaying corporate gigs, many years as a football ana-
lyst, and even something of a career as a Hollywood actor. It wasn't
over, not by a long shot, but everything seemed more diffic ult now.

      It was a little like that business in Alice in Wonderland, where she
has to run twice as fast to stay in place. But hey, if that's what it
took, that's what I'd do. You don't get anywhere in this crazy world
unless you fight for it, and I was willing to fight for it. Still, it
seemed like every day it took a little more energy, and Nicole was
sapping a lot of my goddamn energy.
That got me thinking about family, the meaning of family,
and specifically about my own family. My mother and father sep-
arated when I was about five or six years old, and we four kids—
me, my brother, and my two sisters—stayed with my mother.
She worked in a San Francisco hospital for thirty years, put food
on the table, and kept a clean house. My father stayed in the pic-
ture, though. The marriage hadn't worked out, but that didn't
turn them into enemies. He was always around, and that was an
important lesson for me: When a marriage fails it doesn't give
either parent an excuse to disappear. You have to be there for
your kids.
The way my parents saw it, life wasn't about them anymore—
it was about the four children they'd brought into the world. And
because they felt so strongly about their responsibilities, they made
it work. They talked on the phone every day, but it was never about
their own shit—it was always about us kids. And whenever there
was a problem, they handled it together.
If it was a question of discipline, though, my father took care
of it. And when I say he took care of it, I mean he took care of it. In
those days, there was whuppings, and everyone knew it. You didn't
go crying to Child Welfare or any of that shit, because nine out of
ten times if you got a whupping you almost certainly deserved it.
Hell, I know I did.
Then one day when I was sixteen years old, the old man and I
had a little falling out. My mother called him to say I'd been disre-
spectful to my sister, and he came by the house and called me into
the living room and asked me to tell him what had happened. I told
him, and in my version of the story—which I firmly believed—my
sister had done wrong. My father didn't buy it, though. He told me
to go to my room, and I knew I was supposed to go in there and
wait for him to come in and deliver his whupping. But as I waited,
I decided I wasn't going to get a whupping. I didn't deserve it, and
there was no reason in hell I was going to let him raise his hand to
me. When he came into my room, I told it to him straight. “You're
not going to whup me,” I said.
“What did you say, boy?”
“You heard me,” I said. “You're wrong this time. You try to
whup me, I'll kick your ass.”
It was pretty tense. I had defied him, and he didn't like it one
bit, but he could see that things had changed. I was almost as big
as he was by then, and I knew I could take him, and so did he, I
guess. He left my room without saying a word to me, angry as
hell, and for the next ten years we didn't talk to each other. That's
right: We went ten years without speaking. He would come over,
and hang out, and we even sat at the same Christmas table
together, but we never spoke. And everyone knew we didn't speak.
It was like family lore: The boy defied him, and they haven't spoken
a word to each other in years.

      A decade later, when I was married to Marguerite, and with
my marriage already in trouble, he was at my house in Los Angeles,
celebrating Thanksgiving with the family, and I turned to him and
said something about some football game. And man, the whole
room went silent! It was like I could hear my own heart beating.
Everybody was staring at us: He talked to him. Did you hear that?!
O.J. talked to him!
And my father just answered, like it was the most natural
thing in the world, like our decade of silence had never happened,
and that was the day we started talking again.
I think on some level I had always blamed him for my parents'
marriage not working out, and over the years I had come to see,
slowly, that maybe I'd been a little hasty about passing judgment. I
had simply assumed he was the bad guy, but I had nothing to back
it up. And while he'd been there for me as a father, I guess I was still
angry at him, because I wanted what every kid wants: Both parents,
together, under one roof.
Now here it was years later, with my own marriage failing, and
I began to see that there really were two sides to every story—and
that maybe my father wasn't such a bad guy after all. I'm not sug-
gesting I was fully conscious of this, mind you, but I believe that on
that Thanksgiving afternoon, with my own marriage in trouble, I
began to see that I'd been pretty hard on him—and that, whatever
else had happened, he had always been there for us kids. That was
an important lesson for me, and that night, sitting on the low wall
in front of my house, my stomach rumbling, thinking about all of
this, it hit me with a weird kind of clarity: If you flick up your mar-
riage, you try not to fuck up your kids.
I figured Sydney and Justin would be in bed by then, over at
the Bundy condo, fast asleep. I hoped so, anyway. I wondered what
their mother was doing at that moment, and I wondered what
other unpleasant surprises lay in store for me and the kids. For a
moment, I thought back to the night I'd surprised her at the Gretna
Green house, going at it on the couch with her friend Keith, in the
glow of two dozen candles—while the kids were in the house. It made
my stomach lurch.
Don't get me wrong: Nicole had been a terrific mother—
almost obsessive at times—but she'd been screwing up big time
lately.
It's strange. They say people don't change, but I say they're
wrong. People change, but it's usually for the worse.
Ron Fishman's words came back to haunt me: We don't know
the half of it, he'd said. He was right. We didn't know shit. Nicole
was on the fasttrack to hell, and she seemed determined to take me
and the kids with her.
I shut my eyes and told myself to stop thinking about her. I
looked at my watch. It was 10:03. I needed a shower, and I had to
finish packing. As I got to my feet, an unfamiliar car slowed near
my gate, then pulled past and parked a short way down, across the
street. The driver got out and waved from the distance, and at first
I couldn't tell who it was. When he came closer, I saw it was
Charlie. I'd met him some months earlier at a dinner with mutual
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      friends, and I'd seen him again a few weeks earlier, when we'd gone
clubbing with the same friends. I liked Charlie—he was one of
those guys who is always in a good mood, always laughing—and I
told him what I tell a lot of people: Stop by when you're in the neigh-
borhood.
I guess he took it literally.
Now picture this—and keep in mind, this is hypothetical:
Charlie reached the gate, and the first thing I noticed is that
he wasn't smiling.
“O.J., my man—what's up?” he said. It sounded kind of forced.
“What's up with you?” I said. I went over and opened the gate
and he stepped through and we shook hands. “What brings you to
these parts?”
“Not much. I was out to dinner with some guys, down in
Santa Monica. Thought I'd stop by to say hello.”
“You've got a strange look on your face, Charlie,” I said.
“Something bothering you?”
Charlie looked away, avoiding my eyes. “It's nothing, man,”
he said.
“Come on,” I said. “You can tell me.”
He looked back at me, struggling with his thoughts. “You're
not going to like it,” he said finally.
My stomach lurched again and right away I knew. “This is
about Nicole, isn't it?”
Charlie nodded.
“What about her?”
“You're not going to like it,” he repeated.
“Just tell me,” I said, already riled. “Before I get pissed off.”
Charlie took a step back, like he thought I might hit him or
something. “A couple of these guys at dinner tonight, I guess they
didn't know that you and I were friends,” he began, tripping over
the words. “They started talking about this little trip they took to
Cabo a few months back, in March I think it was, and about these
girls they partied with.”
“Yeah?”
Charlie took a moment. “It was Nicole and her friend Faye,”
he said.
“I'm listening,” I said. I tried to stay calm, but I was fit to
explode.
“There was a lot of drugs and a lot of drinking, and apparently
things got pretty kinky.”
“Why are you fucking telling me this, man?!” I hollered. I
turned and had to fight the urge to put my fist through the
Bentley's window.
“I'm sorry, man. I thought you'd want to know.”
“Well I don't fucking want to know! I'm sick of hearing this
shit!”
“I'm sorry—”
“That is the mother of my children!”
“I know, man. I'm sorry. That's why I told you. I know you
two have been through a lot of shit, and I know it can't be easy, and
I thought maybe if you talked to her—”

      “Talked to her?! What the fuck is wrong with you? I've been
trying to talk to her for years. She won't listen to me. She won't lis-
ten to her family. She won't listen to her friends!”
“O.J., man—I'm not the enemy here.”
I turned around, fuming, and tried to count to ten. I didn't
make it. By the time I got to three I realized that Charlie was right.
He wasn't the enemy. Nicole was the enemy. I looked at my watch. I
had less than an hour before the limo showed up to take me to the
airport, just enough time to drive down to Bundy, read her the
fucking riot act, and get my ass back to the house.
“Come on,” I said, and moved toward my Bronco.
“Where we going?”
“Just come. ”
Charlie got in. I started the Bronco and the gate whirred to
life and I pulled into the street, the tires squealing against the curb.
“Where we going, O.J.?” Charlie repeated.
“We're going to scare the shit out that girl,” I said.
“What? Now?'
”It never fucking ends. Every time I turn around, it's some-
thing new—and none of it's pretty.“
”This isn't a good idea, O.J.“
”Fuck that. I'm tired of being the understanding exhusband.
I have my kids to think about.“
”I'm asking you, man, please turn around.“
”Woman's going to be the death of me!“ I said. I was seething
by this time, and I began to mimic her: want to grow as a per-
son, O.J. I want to find myself. I'm tired of everyone seeing me as
O.J. Simpson's wife. I'm tired of living in your shadow'.”
“O.J., please.”
“You want to know how crazy it got?” I said, ignoring him.
“After the split, after she dumped me, she began calling to tell me
about the guys she was dating. 'Oh, O.J.—do you think they like
me for me or do they just want to get into my pants?' And you
know what I did? I told her to just have fun. I told her she was a
great girl and not to worry and to go with her gut. `Guys'll be lining
up around the block for you,' I said. 'You're gorgeous and you're
smart. I know you'll pick the right guys.' Is that twisted or what? I
would think, What the fuck are you doing, O.J.?! Andthen I would
answer my own question: Well, the sooner she gets this findingherself
shit out of her system, the sooner she'll be back.”
“That's fucked up, man,” Charlie said.
“Tell me about it!” I said. I glanced over at him. He looked
scared. “Relax, man,” I said. “I'm just going to talk to the girl. And
it'll be quick. I'm leaving for Chicago on the red eye.”
“I shouldn't have told you,” Charlie said.
“No, man. You did the right thing. This is exactly what I
needed—something to shake me up. This shit's been eating away at
me forever, and it's got to stop. I want to get on with my fucking
life. I've got to get this under control.”
“You should let the lawyers handle it.”
"Fuck the lawyers. You know what divorce lawyers are? They
are the scum of the earth. Preying on people at their weakest and

      most vulnerable. I know. I've given those scumbags a million dol-
lars already!“
”Maybe they owe you, then.“
”Fuck them,“ I said. ”I'm going to take care of this myself.“
We were at Bundy by then, where it meets San Vicente
Boulevard. I jogged left for a few yards and made a quick right to
get back on Bundy. We passed the light at Montana and I slowed
near Nicole's place. I kept going, though. I took a right on Dorothy
and an immediate right into the alley behind her condo, and I
pulled a few yards past it and parked on the far left, near a chain-
link fence. I cut the engine and looked back toward the condo. It
was so quiet it kind of spooked me. I looked at Charlie again. He
seemed pretty glum.
”Which one's her place?“ he asked.
I pointed it out.
”I don't like this,“ he said. ”Let's go the fuck back to your
house.“
”You worry too much.“
”What if she's with someone?“
”She better not be,“ I said. ”Not with my kids in the house.“
I reached into the back seat for my blue wool cap and my
gloves. I kept them there for those mornings when it was nippy on
the golf course. I slipped into them.
”What the fuck are you doing, man?“ Charlie said. ”You look
like a burglar.“
”Good.“ I said. I reached under the seat for my knife. It was
very nice knife, a limited edition, and I kept it on hand for the cra-
zies. Los Angeles is full of crazies. ”Nice, huh?“ I said, showing it to
Charlie. ”Check out that blade.“
”Put that shit back,“ Charlie snapped. ”You go in there and
talk to the girl if you have to, but you're not taking a goddamn
knife with you.“
He snatched it out of my hand, pissed.
”You've got to learn to relax, Charlie,“ I said, then I opened
the door, got out of the Bronco, and stole across the alley.
Nicole's condo was one of two units, both of them long and
narrow, mirror images of each other, fused at the middle. They each
had their own entry, on Bundy, and they each had a back gate, in the
alley, but Nicole's back gate was broken. The buzzer didn't work
properly, and the gate opened if you gave it a little push. I must have
told her a million times—”Please get the goddamn gate fixed!"—but
the woman never listened. I slipped past the gate, into the narrow
courtyard, and moved toward the front door, and right away I
noticed lights flickering in the windows. I moved past the front door
to take a closer look. There were candles burning inside, and I could
hear faint music playing. It was obvious that Nicole was expecting
company. I wondered who the fuck it was this time. I wondered if
maybe Faye was coming over with some of her boytoys so that they
could all get wild and dirty while my kids were sleeping upstairs.
Just as I was beginning to get seriously steamed, the back gate
squeaked open. A guy came walking through like he owned the fuck-
ing place. He saw me and froze. He was young and goodlooking,
with a thick head of black hair, and I tried to place him, hut I'd
never seen him before. I didn't even know his name: Ron Goldman.

      “Who the fuck are you?” I said.
“I, uh—I just came by to return a pair of glasses,” he replied,
stammering.
“Really? A pair of glasses, huh?”
“Yes,” he said. He was carrying an envelope. “Judy left them at
the restaurant. I'm a waiter at Mezzaluna.”
“So it's Judy, is it? You're on a firstname basis with Judy.”
At that moment, the gate behind Goldman squeaked again.
Charlie walked into the narrow space. He was carrying the knife.
“Everything cool here?” he asked. “I saw this guy walking through
the gate, and I just wanted to make sure there wasn't going to be
any trouble.”
“This motherfucker wants me to believe that he's here drop-
ping off a pair of Judy's glasses,” I said.
“I am,” Goldman said, appearing increasingly nervous. He
held up an envelope. “Look for yourself.”
“And then what?” I said. 'You were going back to the resta
urant?“
”No,“ he said. ”My shift's over. I'm just leaving these here and
going home.“
”You expect me to believe that?“
”I don't expect anything,“ he said. ”I'm telling you the truth.“
”You're a fucking liar!“ I shouted.
”I'm not. I swear to God.“
”She's got candles burning inside. Fucking music playing.
Probably a nice bottle of red wine breathing on the counter, waiting
for you.“
”Not for me,“ Goldman protested.
”Fuck you, man! You think I'm fucking stupid or something?!“
Suddenly the front door opened. Nicole came outside, alerted
by our raised voices. She was wearing a slinky little cocktail dress,
black, with probably not much on underneath. Her mouth fell
open in shock. She looked at me, and she looked at Goldman, and
she looked at Charlie, just beyond. Goldman was pretty well
trapped. Charlie stood between him and the rear gate, and I was
barring his way to the front.
”O.J., what the fuck is going on?“
I turned to look at Nicole. ”That's what I want to know,“
I said.
Kato, the dog, came wandering out of the house. He saw me
and wagged his tail, then he saw Goldman and also wagged his tail.
I looked at Goldman, steamed, and Charlie moved closer, the knife
still in his hand. I think he sensed that things were about to get out
of control, because I was very close to losing it.
”I'm listening, motherfucker!“ I said to Goldman.
”O.J.!“ Nicole hollered. ”Leave him the fuck alone! What are
you doing here, anyway? I thought you were going to Chicago.“
”Fuck you,“ I said.
”Hey, man,“ Goldman said. ”That's not necessary.“
Charlie piped in. ”Let's just get the fuck out of here, O.J.“
”I asked you a question, motherfucker. What are you doing
here? You delivering drugs?“
”Leave him alone, O.J.!“ Nicole shouted.
”I hear half - you assholes are dealing on the side," I said.

      Nicole came at me, swinging. “Get the fuck out of here!” she
said. “This is my house and I can do what I want!”
“Not in front of my kids, you can't!”
“Fuck you!”
“No, fuck you. I gave you everything you could ask for, and
you fucked it all up.”
She came at me like a banshee, all arms and legs, flailing, and
I ducked and she lost her balance and fell against the stoop. She fell
hard on her right side—I could hear the back of her head hitting
the ground—and lay there for a moment, not moving.
“Jesus Christ, O.J., let's get the fuck out of here!” Charlie said,
his voice cracking.
I looked over at Goldman, and I was fuming. I guess he
thought I was going to hit him, because he got into his little
karate stance. “What the fuck is that?” I said. “You think you can
take me with your karate shit?” He started circling me, bobbing
and weaving, and if I hadn't been so fucking angry I would have
laughed in his face.
“O.J., come on!” It was Charlie again, pleading.
Nicole moaned, regaining consciousness. She stirred on the
ground and opened her eyes and looked at me, but it didn't seen-
like anything was registering.
Charlie walked over and planted himself in front of me
blocking my view. “We are fucking done here, man—let's go!”
I noticed the knife in Charlie's hand, and in one deft move
I removed my right glove and snatched it up. “We're not going
anywhere,” I said, turning to face Goldman. Goldman was still
circling me, bobbing and weaving, but I didn't feel like laughing
anymore.
“You think you're tough, motherfucker?” I said.
I could hear Charlie just behind me, saying something, urging
me to get the fuck out of there, and at one point he even reached
for me and tried to drag me away, but I shook him off, hard, and
moved toward Goldman. “Okay, motherfucker!” I said. “Show me
how tough you are!”
Then something went horribly wrong, and I know what hap-
pened, but I can't tell you exactly how. I was still standing in
Nicole's courtyard, of course, but for a few moments I couldn't
remember how I'd gotten there, when I'd arrived, or even why I was
there. Then it came back to me, very slowly: The recital—with lit-
tle Sydney up on stage, dancing her little heart out; me, chipping
balls into my neighbor's yard; Paula, angry, not answering her
phone; Charlie, stopping by the house to tell me some more ugly
shit about Nicole's behavior. Then what? The short, quick drive
from Rockingham to the Bundy condo.
And now? Now I was standing in Nicole's courtyard, in the
dark, listening to the loud, rhythmic, accelerated beating of my
own heart. I put my left hand to my heart and my shirt felt
strangely wet. I looked down at myself. For several moments, I
couldn't get my mind around what I was seeing. The whole front of
me was covered in blood, but it didn't compute. Is this really blood?
I wondered. And whose blood is it? Is it mine? Am I hurt?

      I was more confused than ever. What the hell had happened
here? Then I remembered that Goldman guy coming through the
back gate, with Juditha's glasses, and I remembered hollering at
him, and I remembered how our shouts had brought Nicole to
the door . . .
Nicole. Jesus.
I looked down and saw her on the ground in front of me,
curled up in a fetal position at the base of the stairs, not moving.
Goldman was only a few feet away, slumped against the bars of the
fence. He wasn't moving either. Both he and Nicole were lying in
giant pools of blood. I had never seen so much blood in my life. It
didn't seem real, and none of it computed. What the fuck happened
here? Who had done this? And why? And where the fuck was I when
this shit went down?
It was like part of my life was missing—like there was some
weird gap in my existence. But how could that be? I was standing
right there. That was me, right?
I again looked down at myself, at my bloodsoaked clothes,
and noticed the knife in my hand. The knife was covered in blood,
as were my hand and wrist and half of my right forearm. That didn't
compute either. I wondered how I had gotten blood all over my
knife, and I again asked myself whose blood it might be, when sud-
denly it all made perfect sense: This was just a bad dream. A very
bad dream. Any moment now, I would wake up, at home, in my
own bed, and start going about my day.
Then I heard a sound behind me and turned, startled. Charlie
was standing in the shadows, a few feet away, his mouth hanging
open, his breathing short and ragged. He was looking beyond me,
at the bodies.
“Charlie?” I called out. He didn't answer. “Charlie?” Still nothing.
I went over and stood in front of him and asked him the same
question I'd just asked myself. “Charlie, what the fuck happened
here?”
He looked up and met my eyes, but for several moments it
was as if he didn't really see me. “Are you listening to me?” I said. “I
asked you what happened here.”
Charlie shook his head from side to side, his mouth still hang-
ing open, his breathing still short, ragged, and in a voice that was
no more than a frightened whisper, said, “Jesus Christ, O.J.—what
have you done?”
“Me?'
What the hell was he talking about? I hadn't done anything.
I jumped at a sound behind me—a highpitched, almost
human wail. It was Kato, the dog, circling Nicole's body, his big
paws leaving prints in the wet blood. He lifted his snout and let out
another wail, and it sent chills up and down my spine. ”Let's get the
fuck out of here,“ I said.
I hurried toward the rear gate, and moved through it, with
Charlie close behind, but I stopped myself before I crossed into the
alley. Charlie bumped into me and jumped back, startled. ”What?"
he said.
I didn't answer. I was thinking about the shape I was in—I was
thinking of all the blood. My shirt and pants were sticking to my
skin. Even my shoes were covered in Hood.

      I turned and looked behind me, beyond Charlie, and saw a
track of bloody, telltale prints. “I've got to get rid of these fucking
clothes,” I said.
Without even thinking about it, I kicked off my shoes and
began to strip. I took off my pants and shirt, dropped the knife and
shoes into the center of the pile, and wrapped the whole thing into
a tight bundle. I left my socks on, though. I don't know why, but I
didn't see any blood on them, so I had no reason to remove them.
As I stood, with the bundle grasped in my left hand, I realized that
I'd left my keys and my wallet in my pants. I fell to a crouch and
dug for them and noticed that my hands were shaking.
Charlie stood there all the while, mumbling. “Jesus Christ,
O.J. Jesus Christ.” He just kept repeating himself, like he'd lost his
goddamn mind or something.
“Will you shut the fuck up?!” I snapped. I found my keys and
my wallet, and rewrapped the bundle, then I stood and hurried
across the dark alley. Charlie followed, still mumbling. I got behind
the wheel and Charlie climbed into the passenger seat. “Jesus
Christ, O.J.” he said. “Jesus Christ.”
“WILL YOU SHUT THE FUCK UP!”
Charlie recoiled, startled, and shut up. I started the Bronco
and pulled out, the tires squealing, and raced through the curved
alley toward Montana Avenue. When I reached the end of the alley,
I made a left onto Montana and an immediate right at the corner,
onto Gretna Green. San Vicente was a block away, and I made a left
there and took it all the way to Bristol, then hung a right to Sunset
and made a left there, toward home.
I glanced at Charlie. He was hunched over, his elbows on his
knees, his face buried in his hands.
“What happened back there, Charlie?” I said.
Charlie sat up. His cheeks were wet with tears. He shook his
head from side to side and shrugged.
I thought back to that horrific scene at the courtyard, and to
all the blood. I had never seen so much blood in my life. It didn't
seem possible. It didn't seem real.
“Charlie?”
He still didn't answer, but what the hell—this wasn't really
happening. That hadn't been me back there. I'd imagined the whole
thing. I was imagining it then. In actual fact I was home in bed,
asleep, having one of those crazy crimeofpassion dreams, but I
was going to wake up any second now. Yeah—that was it!
Only I didn't wake up.
We were still on Sunset, and I passed the light on Burlingame
and made a sharp right onto Rockingham, tearing up the winding
hill, toward the house. As I approached the gate, I saw a limo mov-
ing toward the Rockingham gate, from Ashford Street, and remem-
bered that I had a flight to catch.
I drove past my house, and past the moving limo, and in the
sideview mirror I saw its taillights flare as it pulled to a stop in
front of my gate. The driver had probably been waiting on Ashford,
out of sight, and I wondered if he'd already called the house. I had
no idea what time it was. I looked down at the Bronco's clock and
saw it was 10:37. Fuck! I was supposed to be in that limo in eight
minutes.

      I pulled into Ashford and kept going, hanging a right on
Bristol, and I parked in the shadows beyond the home of Eric
Watts. There was another neighbor on Rockingham who was
closer, but his property ran parallel to mine, and I couldn't get
inside without running the risk of being spotted by the limo driver.
I was going to have to steal onto my property through the Watts
place, and I knew just how to do it.
I looked down at my lap, at the bloody bundle, then over at
Charlie. “You're going to have to help me out here, man,” I said.
Charlie turned to look at me. His mouth was hanging open a
bit, and he was breathing kind of funny, and he couldn't stop shak-
ing his head. It looked like he was slipping into shock or some-
thing.
“Charlie, are you listening to me?”
He stopped shaking his head for a moment, and nodded once,
and I began to tell him what I needed from him. “I've got to get
into my house,” I said. “You're going to have to wait here until I'm
in the limo, understand? When the limo's gone—”
Charlie looked away, into the darkness beyond his own win-
dow, clearly not listening to me. I reached over and slammed his left
shoulder into his seat, hard, and he whipped around to face me,
more frightened than ever.
“I need you to fucking listen to me, man!” I shouted. “Are you
fucking listening to me?”
Charlie nodded. He looked scared to death.
“Say it! Tell me you're listening.”
“I'm listening,” he mumbled.
“Let me spell it out for you, and you better fucking pay atten-
tion. Are you paying attention?”
Charlie nodded.
“Say it, goddamn it!”
“I'm—I'm paying attention,” Charlie said.
“I'm going to sneak back into my house. I'm going to take a
shower, and get dressed, and grab my bags, and I'm going to get
into that goddamn limo we just passed. Did you see the limo?”
“No,” Charlie said.
“Well there's a fucking limo parked in front of the Rocking-
ham gate, and I'm supposed to be in it, on my way to the airport.”
“A limo,” Charlie repeated. His mouth was still hanging open,
and I wasn't sure any of this was really registering, but I didn't have
a choice.
“Once I'm in that limo, and it's gone, I need you to park the
fucking Bronco in the driveway, then get into your car and take the
fuck off. Do you understand?”
Charlie nodded.
“This here's the clicker. It'll open the gate. You can drop the
key in the mailbox, but run out before the gate closes. Okay?”
“Okay,” he said.
I took the key out of the ignition and removed all the keys
except the one for the Bronco.
Then I set the bundle in his lap. “I need you to take this, and
get rid of it,” I said. Charlie looked down at the bundle, afraid to
touch it. “I don't give a fuck how you get rid of it, but make sure it
disappears. You hear? It needs to disappear forever.”

      Charlie nodded.
“Did you fucking hear me?!” I hollered.
“I heard you,” Charlie said.
I made him repeat everything I had told him, word for word,
then I got out of the car and stole into the neighbor's property,
toward my house. My heart was beating like crazy. I could feel it
pounding in my ears.
I moved past the tennis court to the little secret path that con-
nected our two properties. Only a few friends knew about that
path, and all of them were tennis players. They made use of it
whenever I wasn't around to open the front gate for them.
Within seconds, I was on my property, moving past my own
tennis court. I hung left, moving past the guest houses, all of which
are tucked away, out of sight, and past the pool, toward the rear of
the main house. I couldn't see the limo from way back there, but I
knew it was at the Rockingham gate. I was sure the driver had
already buzzed the house by then, and I was pretty sure he'd already
called his office to tell them I wasn't there. Still, he was a few min-
utes early, and he'd hang tight. He'd buzz again in a few minutes.
For all I knew, he was buzzing at that very moment.
As I was moving past Kato's room, I stumbled against one of
the airconditioning units, making a racket, and almost fell down. I
stole past, still clutching my keys, breathing hard, and let myself
through the back door. I moved toward the alarmpanel and
punched in the code to keep it from going off.
I didn't turn on any lights until I got upstairs, into my own
room, then I hurried into the bathroom and hopped into the shower.
Not a minute later, I heard the phone ringing. I saw that the
bottom light was flashing—the light that corresponded to the
Rockingham gate—so I knew it was the limo driver. I figured he'd
seen the lights go on in the bedroom and the bathroom and was
trying me again. Maybe he thought I'd been asleep. That would be
a good thing to tell him: That I'd been asleep.
I let the phone ring, knowing he'd call back, and finished
showering. I got out and dried myself, thinking about what I had to
do. My bags were pretty well packed, so I was almost ready to go.
I slipped into my black robe and went downstairs and grabbed
the Louis Vuitton bag and my golf clubs and took them out front
and set them in the courtyard. The driver saw me and got out of the
limo, squinting in my direction.
I hurried back upstairs, to finish dressing, with my heart still
beating like crazy. I could feel it in my ears, and against my temples,
but as I looked around I couldn't understand what I was so worked
up about. I took a deep breath and told myself, The last hour was
just a nightmare. None of that ever goddamn happened.
The phone rang again—the lower light—and I reached for it.
“Yeah, man,” I said. “I know you're here. I overslept and just got
out of the shower. My bags are out front.”
I hit the code and opened the front gate, so he could drive
through and get the bags, and hung up and finished dressing. Then
I hurried downstairs and went outside. The driver was still putting
the bags into the trunk of his white limo.
“Hey,” I said.
“Good evening, Mr. Simpson.”

      “We about set here?”
“Yes, sir.”
At that moment, Kato showed up, looking spooked. “Did you
hear that?” he asked.
“What?” I said.
“That banging noise,” he said. “A big thump out back, near
the fence.”
“I didn't hear shit,” I said. “I was in the shower.”
“It was a really loud fucking noise, O.J. It scared the hell out
of me.”
Kato seemed to think that someone had been lurking around
that part of the house, and he asked me to have a look, so I
humored him. We went off in separate directions, and after about a
minute we reconvened near the front door.
“I didn't see anything,” I said.
“You got a flashlight?” he asked.
“Jesus, Kato—I'm trying to get out of here. You go look for it
and lock up when you're done.”
Kato went into the house, still spooked, and I got into the
limo and took off. I think the driver was nervous about being late
or something, because he got confused at Sunset and took the
wrong entry ramp onto the 405 Freeway.
Once we were en route, I called Kato to tell him to make sure
to set the alarm. I didn't get through to him, but I remembered hav-
ing told him to lock up, and I hoped he was smart enough to set the
alarm.
“Man,” I told the driver. “It feels like I spend my whole life
racing to and from airports and getting on and off airplanes.”
“I know what you mean,” the driver said.
When we got to the airport, I checked in at the curb, like I
always do, and watched the skycap tag the bags. A couple of fans
came by for autographs, and I was happy to oblige.
On my way to the gate, I signed a few more autographs, and
when I boarded the plane I shook hands with a couple more fans.
One of them was curious about my ring—he thought it was my
Super Bowl ring, but it was actually my Hall of Fame ring—and he
took a closer look and admired it. I only mention this because there
was supposed to be a cut on my ring finger, but it must have been a
phantom cut—there was nothing but a ring there.
I was asleep before the plane took off, and I slept most of the
way to Chicago. A limo driver helped me get my bags, then took
me to the O'Hare Plaza Hotel. It was quiet at that early hour, even
at the airport, and the ride only lasted about five minutes.
I got to my room exhausted, and stripped and immediately fell
asleep, but a short time later I was awakened by the ringing phone. I
picked it up. It was some cop in Los Angeles—either Philip
Vannatter or Thomas Lange, I don't really remember—calling to tell
me that he had some bad news. “Nicole has been killed,” he said.
“Killed?” I said, not sure I'd heard him correctly. “What do
you mean killed?”
And the cop said, “O.J., we can't tell you. But we can tell you
that the kids are all right. Where are you?”

      I looked around the hotel room and came out of my fog. “I'm
in Chicago,” I said.
“I need you to come back to L.A. as soon as you can,” he said.
Much later, during the trial, the prosecution made a big deal
about my response to that phone call, claiming that I never both-
ered to ask what had happened to Nicole, and suggesting that I didn't
ask because I already knew. But that's not the way I remember it.
When I was told that Nicole was dead, my first response was the
one I just noted: “Killed? What do you mean killed?' And even when
I was told that I wasn't going to get any more details, I remember
asking, ”What happened? What the fuck happened?“
The cop repeated himself: ”We can't say anything. We're still
investigating.“
And I said, ”And my kids are all right?“
And the cop said, ”Yes. As I said, the kids are fine. We need
you to come home now, O.J.“
”Jesus Christ,“ I said. ”That's all you're going to say: Come
home now!“
”O.J.,“ the cop replied. ”We'll tell you what we know when
you get here. We don't know much ourselves. We'll be waiting for
you at your house.“
I went nuts, and I remember screaming at him—begging him
not to leave me in the dark—but it didn't help. When it became
clear that the cops had nothing else to say—either because they didn't
want to share anything with me, or because they didn't know
much—I slammed the phone down, stormed into the bathroom,
and threw a glass across the room. It shattered against the tiled wall,
sounding like a gunshot.
I went back into the room and called Cathy Randa, my assis-
tant, and told her what was going on. ”I just heard from the cops,“
I said. ”They told me Nicole is dead.“
”Dead?“ she said. ”What do you mean dead?“
”I don't know,“ I replied. ”They say she was killed.“
”Oh my God!“
I told her to call the cops and get hold of the kids, and asked
her to please get me on the next flight to Los Angeles.
Then I looked down at my hand and noticed that my finger
was bleeding.
I made a few more calls. I called Hertz to tell them I had to go
home, I tried calling the cops again, and I called the Browns, down
in Dana Point.
Nicole's sister, Denise, got on the phone, hysterical. ”You bru-
tal son of a bitch!“ she hollered. ”You killed her! I know you killed
her, you motherfucker!"
Juditha took the phone from her, but I couldn't understand
what she was saying. I told her I was getting on the next flight to
Los Angeles, and that I'd speak to her as soon as I landed.
I got dressed and had the porter come up for my bags, then
went down to the lobby and asked for a BandAid. I guess I'd cut
my finger in the bathroom, when I threw that glass.
On my way to the airport, fighting panic, I made a few more
calls. I tried to reach Cathy, to see if she knew anything else about

      my kids, and I again tried to call the cops. For the some reason, I
even tried to call Kato, back at the house, to see if he knew any-
thing.
When I got to the airport, I was told there was a flight leaving
at 7:15, but that it was already booked. I spoke to one of the clerks
and she spoke to the manager and they made room for me.
During the course of that entire flight, I sat upright and stock
still the entire time. I felt like I was made of glass or something, and
that if I moved too much I would shatter into a million pieces. I
also remember trying to control my breathing, and thinking that
my heart was beating all wrong. I guess I was on the edge of panic.
There was a guy in the seat across the aisle from me, and he
noticed and asked me what was wrong. I told him that the cops had
just called to tell me that my exwife had been killed, and that I
didn't even know where my kids were. He turned out to be a lawyer,
and after expressing his condolences he gave me some advice: “You
should contact your attorney the moment you land,” he said.
“You're going to need someone to help you navigate your way
through this.”
Someone? Christ, the man had no idea. I ended up needing a
fucking team to get me through it, and even then I almost didn't
survive.
When the plane landed, I found Cathy Randa waiting for me
at the terminal, along with Skip Taft, one of my attorneys. Both
Cathy and Skip looked shocked, but probably nowhere near as
shocked as I looked.
“ Where are my kids?” I said.
“They're safe,” Cathy said. “They're on their way to the
Browns' place.”
“That all your luggage?” Skip asked.
“No, there's the golf clubs—but leave them. I'll get them later.”
We hurried through the terminal and talked about what had
happened, but they didn't know much more than I did. And I was
having trouble hearing them, anyway, because my heart was
pounding and the blood was roaring in my ears. I was fucking ter-
rified, to be honest. Nicole was dead—gone forever—and the
police were waiting for me at my house.
When we were in the car, leaving the airport, Skip said we
should go to his office before we went to see the cops.
“No,” I said. “The cops told me they needed to see me, and
they said they'd be waiting at my house, and I'm going to my house.
I can't go to your office. I'm going to my house. That's what the cops
asked me to do.”
“The cops can wait,” he said. “We need to get a handle on this
thing.”
“No,” I said. “I gave them my word. I'm going.”
At that point, Skip turned his attention to the radio, and he
began flipping through the stations. I picked up bits of information
here and there: Nicole Simpson Brown was dead. There was a second
victim, a young man. The murders had taken place in the courtyard of
her Bundy condo. Police were waiting to talk to O.J. Simpson, who
had been out of town but was apparently on his way home.
The whole thing felt completely unreal, as if it was happening
to someone else, not me. I looked down at my hands. They were

      shaking uncontrollably. “What the fuck is going on?” I asked Skip.
“Are people saying they think I did it? I can't believe people would
think that of me—that I could do something like that.”
Skip told me to relax, that nobody could possibly think I had
anything to do with the murders. Cathy also told me not to worry.
“Everything's going to be fine,” she said.
“Did the kids see anything?” I asked.
“No,” Cathy said. “The police took them out back, through
the garage.”
I felt the bile rising in my throat. It was all I could do to keep
myself from being sick. “Call the Browns. Don't let them tell the kids
what happened. I want to be the one to tell them. They're my kids.”
“I'll call them,” Cathy said.
When we got to the house, the place was crawling with cops
and reporters. It was unreal. We drove up to the gate and I could
hear the reporters surging behind Skip's car, shouting my name and
snapping pictures.
“This is not a good idea,” Skip repeated. “We should have
gone to my office.”
I ignored him. I got out of the car and moved toward the gate,
and the reporters kept hollering at me from across the street.
There was a cop standing guard at the gate, and he seemed a
little startled to see me.
“You going to let us through?” I said.
“Not the car,” he said. “Not anyone but you.”
I turned around and saw my friend Bob Kardashian crossing
to greet me. I guess he'd been waiting for me there.
“Jesus, O.J.,” he said. He looked like he was near tears.
“They're not letting us in.”
Skip popped the trunk and Bob and Cathy reached for my
carryon bags and followed me back to the gate. Skip, meanwhile,
backed out and went off to park the car.
The cop looked at Cathy, then turned back to face me and
shook his head. “Just you,” he said.
“But they're with me,” I said.
The officer didn't care. He opened the gate just wide enough
to let me pass, and left Bob and Cathy behind, with the two small
bags. The reporters were going crazy, snapping pictures and trying
to figure out what was going on.
I looked through the gate, back at Bob—he looked ashen—
and when I turned back the cop was reaching for his handcuffs.
“What the fuck are you doing?' I said. ”I live here. This is my
house.“
”I'm sorry, Mr. Simpson. I'm going to have to handcuff you.“
”You ain't gonna handcuff me,“ I said.
”Mr. Simpson—“
”You gonna handcuff me for what? I'm not crazy. I want to
talk to someone. Who the fuck's in charge here?“
Bob called out from beyond the gate: ”What do you want me
to do with the bags?"
Hell if I knew. I wasn't thinking about the bags, and I didn't
realize what a strange part they'd play in the proceedings in the
months ahead. One of them was my famous Louis Vuitton bag,
and it gave reporters a lot of nothing o write about: What the fuck

      happened to the Louis Vuitton bag? What was in the fucking bag?
Where was Bob Kardashian going with O.J.'s bag?
The irony is that I was trying to bring the bags into the house
with me. You'd think that if there had been anything incriminating
in those bags I wouldn't have tried to lug them inside, but of course
nobody wrote that part of the story. Instead, they made a huge fuss
about the missing bags, and even suggested that Kardashian had
walked off with all sorts of evidence, maybe even the bloody knife.
Still, not once in the course of the entire trial did the prosecution
make any attempt to retrieve the bags, which remained untouched
for months on end.
I began to move toward the house, with the cop right on my
ass, mumbling about the goddamn cuffs, and when I turned
around I saw the horde of reporters across the street, with all sorts
of cameras aimed right at us, rolling and pumping. I took a deep
breath and figured I shouldn't make a scene. This was my home. I
didn't want to see myself on the news later that day, giving a cop a
hard time about handcuffing me. I had to keep cool. The only thing
that really mattered was finding out exactly what was going on.
I put my hands behind my back and let the guy handcuff me.
He led me toward the front door just as Vannatter and Lange came
out the house. They introduced themselves, and told me they were
in charge of the investigation.
“Well, I'm here,” I said. “I got here as fast as I could.”
“Thank you for coming,” Vannatter said.
“Don't thank me,” I said. “Just take these goddamn cuffs ofi
me. You shouldn't he doing this to me in my own home.”
At that moment, Howard Weitzman showed up. He's another
attorney, and Skip had called him earlier, seeking his advice, I guess.
Maybe he was already there, waiting for me, but that was the first I
saw him. He looked directly at Vannatter and Lange. “Mr. Simpson
is in no condition to talk right now,” he said. “He's still in shock.”
And I said, “No. I can talk.”
Vannatter asked if I minded going downtown with him and
his partner, and I said I didn't mind at all.
And Howard said, echoing Skip, “That's not a good idea.”
I don't know whether I was in shock or not, but I was in no
mood to listen to lawyers. “I'm going with them,” I said. “I'm going
to do whatever they ask me to do.”
Howard was adamant. He didn't want me to talk to those
guys, and he was getting pretty hot and bothered about it. “O.J.,”
he said. “You're making a mistake.”
“I'm not going to sit here and try to cover my ass,” I replied,
getting a little hot and bothered myself. “I've read enough thrillers
and watched enough TV movies and seen enough shit on the news
to know that the first guy they go to in these types of situations is the
spouse or the exspouse or the boyfriend. I'm not going to be one of
those people who get described as an 'uncooperative witness'.”
Howard tried to tell me that that wasn't the point—that we
needed to take a moment to gather our thoughts and to try to fig-
ure out where things stood, and that once we had more informa-
tion I could be the most cooperative witness in the world. But I
didn't want to wait that long. I wanted to know what the cops
knew, and I w.inied to know right away.

      “I don't need a lawyer,” I told Howard. “I'm innocent.”
And yeah, I know what you're thinking: “Everybody's innocent!
The prisons are filled with guys who didn't do shit!” But that's my
point. Half of you think I did it, and nothing will ever make you
change your minds. The other half know I didn't do it, and all the
evidence in the world—planted or otherwise—isn't going to sway
you, either. But this wasn't about that. This was about me, the
prime suspect, the accused party, and I did what all accused men do
at the moment of truth: I proclaimed my innocence.
Absolutely 100 percent not guilty, your honor.
You might remember that phrase. I used it at the beginning of
the trial.
I turned to look at Howard again. “I'm going to talk to them,”
I said. “I don't care about anything else. I want to know exactly
what the fuck is going on.”
And that was the truth. My wife was dead. I was exhausted. I
needed to know what the cops knew. I wanted to get through this
thing as quickly as possible, and I wanted desperately to see my
kids.
So I got in the car with Vannatter and Lange and we went
down to Parker Center, for the interview. No bullshit. No lawyers.
No interference.
Just me and them.
If it had only been that easy . . .
7.
THE INTERROGATION
On June 13, 1994, a little after 1:30 P.M., I found myself in an
interrogation room at Parker Center, in downtown Los Angeles,
talking to Philip Vannatter and Thomas Lange, the two cops who
were leading the investigation. The interview lasted thirtytwo min-
utes, and the entire transcript follows:
VANNATTER: . . . my partner, Detective Lange, and we're in an
interview room in Parker Center. The date is June 13, 1994,
and the time is 13:35 hours. And we're here with O.J.
Simpson. Is that Orenthal James Simpson?
O.J.: Orenthal James Simpson.
VANNATTER: And what is your birth date, Mr. Simpson?
O.J.: July 9, 1947.
VANNATTER: Okay. Prior to us talking to you, as we agreed with
your attorney, l'm going to give you your attorney, I'm going to

      give you your constitutional rights. And I would like you to
listen carefully. If you don't understand anything, tell me, okay?
O.J.: All right.
VANNATTER: Okay. Mr. Simpson, you have the right to remain
silent. If you give up the right to remain silent, anything you
say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You
have the right to speak to an attorney and to have an attorney
present during the questioning. If you so desire and cannot
afford one, an attorney will be appointed for you without
charge before questioning. Do you understand your rights?
O.J.: Yes, I do.
VANNATTER: Are there any questions about that?
O.J.: (unintelligible).
VANNATTER: Okay, you've got to speak up louder than that . . .
O.J.: Okay, no.
VANNATTER: Okay, do you wish to give up your right to remain
silent and talk to us?
O.J.: Ah, yes.
VANNATTER: Okay, and you give up your right to have an
attorney present while we talk?
O.J.: Mmm hmm. Yes.
VANNATTER: Okay. All right, what we're gonna do is, we want
to . . . We're investigating, obviously, the death of your ex-
wife and another man.
LANGE: Someone told us that.
VANNATTER: Yeah, and we're going to need to talk to you about
that. Are you divorced from her now?
O.J.: Yes.
VANNATTER: How long have you been divorced?
O.J.: Officially? Probably close to two years, but we've been apart
for a little over two years.
VANNATTER: Have you?
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: What was your relationship with her? What was the-
O.J.: Well, we tried to get back together, and it just didn't work. It
wasn't working, and so we were going our separate ways.
VANNATTER: Recently you tried to get back together?
O.J.: We tried to get back together for about a year, you know,
where we started dating each other and seeing each other. She
came back and wanted us to get back together, and-
VANNATTER: Within the last year, you're talking about?
O.J.: She came back about a year and four months ago about us
trying to get back together, and we gave it a shot. We gave it
a shot the better part of a year. And I think we both knew it
wasn't working, and probably three weeks ago or so, we said
it just wasn't working, and we went our separate ways.
VANNATTER: Okay, the two children are yours?
O.J.: Yes.
LANGE: She have custody?
O.J.: We have joint custody.
LANGE: Through the courts?
O.J.: We went through the courts and everything. Everything is
done. We have no problems with the kids, we do everything
together, you know, with the kids.

      VANNATTER: How was your separation? What-
O.J.: The first separation?
VANNATTER: Yeah, was there problems with that?
For me, it was big problems. I loved her, I didn't want us to
separate.
VANNATTER: Uh huh. I understand she had made a couple of
crime—crime reports or something?
O.J.: Ah, we had a big fight about six years ago on New Year's, you
know, she made a report. I didn't make a report. And then we
had an altercation about a year ago maybe. It wasn't a
physical argument. I kicked her door or something.
VANNATTER: And she made a police report on those two
occasions?
O.J.: Mmm hmm. And I stayed right there until the police came,
talked to them.
LANGE: Were you arrested at one time for something?
O.J.: No. I mean, five years ago we had a big fight, six years ago. I
don't know. I know I ended up doing community service.
VANNATTER: So you weren't arrested?
No, I was never really arrested.
LANGE: They never booked you or-
O.J.: No.
VANNATTER: Can I ask you, when's the last time you've slept?
O.J.: I got a couple of hours sleep last night. I mean, you know, I
slept a little on the plane, not much, and when I got to the
hotel I was asleep a few hours when the phone call came.
LANGE: Did Nicole have a housemaid that lived there?
O.J.: I believe so, yes.
LANGE: Do you know her name at all?
O.J.: Evia, Elvia, something like that.
VANNATTER: We didn't see her there. Did she have the day off
perhaps?
O.J.: I don't know. I don't know what schedule she's on.
LANGE: Phil, what do you think? We can maybe just recount last
night-
VANNATTER: Yeah. When was the last time you saw Nicole?
O.J.: We were leaving a dance recital. She took off and I was
talking to her parents.
VANNATTER: Where was the dance recital?
O.J.: Paul Revere High School.
VANNATTER: And was that for one of your children?
O.J.: Yeah, for my daughter, Sydney.
VANNATTER: And what time was that yesterday?
O.J.: It ended about six thirty, quarter to seven, something like
that, you know, in the ballpark, right in that area. And they
took off.
VANNATTER: They?
O.J.: Her and her family—her mother and father, sisters, my kids,
you know.
VANNATTER: And then you went your own separate way?
Yeah, actually she left, and then they came back and her
mother got in a car with her, and the kids all piled into her
sister's car, and they
VANNATTER. Was Nicole driving?

      O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: What kind of car was she driving?
O.J.: Her black car, a Cherokee, a Jeep Cherokee.
VANNATTER: What were you driving?
O.J.: My RollsRoyce, my Bentley.
VANNATTER: Do you own that Ford Bronco that sits outside?
O.J.: Hertz owns it, and Hertz lets me use it.
VANNATTER: So that's your vehicle, the one that was parked there
on the street?
O.J.: Mmm hmm.
VANNATTER: And it's actually owned by Hertz?
O.J.: Hertz, yeah.
VANNATTER: Who's the primary driver on that? You?
O.J.: I drive it, the housekeeper drives it, you know, it's kind
of a-
VANNATTER: Allpurpose type vehicle?
O.J.: Allpurpose, yeah. It's the only one that my insurance will
allow me to let anyone else drive.
VANNATTER: Okay.
LANGE: When you drive it, where do you park it at home? Where
it is now, it was in the street or something?
O.J.: I always park it on the street.
LANGE: You never take it in the-
O.J.: Oh, rarely. I mean, I'll bring it in and switch the stuff, you
know, and stuff like that. I did that yesterday, you know.
LANGE: When did you last drive it?
O.J.: Yesterday.
VANNATTER: What time yesterday?
O.J.: In the morning, in the afternoon.
VANNATTER: Okay, you left her, you're saying, about sixthirty or
seven, or she left the recital?
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: And you spoke with her parents?
Yeah, we were just sitting there talking.
VANNATTER: Okay, what time did you leave the recital?
O.J.: Right about that time. We were all leaving. We were all
leaving then. Her mother said something about me joining
them for dinner, and I said no thanks.
VANNATTER: Where did you go from there, O.J.?
O.J.: Ah, home, home for a while, got my car for a while, tried to
find my girlfriend for a while, came back to the house.
VANNATTER: Who was home when you got home?
O.J.: Kato.
VANNATTER: Kato? Anybody else? Was your daughter there,
Arnelle?
O.J.: No.
VANNATTER: Isn't that her name, Arnelle?
O.J.: Arnelle, yeah.
VANNATTER: So what time do you think you got back home,
actually physically got home?
O.J.: Sevensomething.
VANNATTER: Sevensomething? And then you left, and-
O.J.: Yeah, I'm trying to think, did I leave? You know, I'm
always . I had to run and get my daughter some flowers.

      I was actually doing the recital, so I rushed and got her some
flowers, and I came home, and then I called Paula as I was
going to her house, and Paula wasn't home.
VANNATTER: Paula is your girlfriend?
O.J.: Girlfriend, yeah.
VANNATTER: Paula who?
O.J.: Barbieri.
VANNATTER: Could you spell that for me?
O.J.: BARBIERI.
VANNATTER: Do you know an address on her?
O.J.: No, she lives on Wilshire, but I think she's out of town.
VANNATTER: You got a phone number?
O.J.: Yeah . . .
VANNATTER: So you didn't see her last night?
O.J.: No, we'd been to a big affair the night before, and then I
came back home. I was basically at home. I mean, any time I
was—whatever time it took me to get to the recital and back,
to get to the flower shop and back, I mean, that's the time I
was out of the house.
VANNATTER: Were you scheduled to play golf this morning,
some place?
O.J.: In Chicago.
VANNATTER: What kind of tournament was it?
Ah, it was Hertz, with special clients.
VANNATTER: Oh, okay. What time did you leave last night, leave
the house?
O.J.: To go to the airport?
VANNATTER: Mmm hmm.
O.J.: About. . . . The limo was supposed to be there at ten forty-
five. Normally, they get there a little earlier. I was rushing
around—somewhere between there and eleven.
VANNATTER: So approximately ten fortyfive to eleven.
O.J.: Eleven o'clock, yeah, somewhere in that area.
VANNATTER: And you went by limo?
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: Who's the limo service?
O.J.: Ah, you have to ask my office.
LANGE: Did you converse with the driver at all? Did you talk to him?
.: No, he was a new driver. Normally, I have a regular driver I
drive with and converse. No, just about rushing to the
airport, about how I live my life on airplanes, and hotels, that
type of thing.
LANGE: What time did the plane leave?
Ah, eleven fortyfive the flight took off.
VANNATTER: What airline was it?
O.J.: American.
VANNATTER: American? And it was eleven fortyfive to Chicago?
O.J.: Chicago.
LANGE: So yesterday you did drive the white Bronco?
O.J.: Mmm hmm.
LANGE: And where did you park it when you brought it home?
O.J.: Ah, the first time probably by the mailbox. I'm trying to
think, or did I bring it in the driveway? Normally, I will park
it by the mailbox, sometimes ...

    

  
    
      If I Did It

    

    
      LANGE: On Ashford, or Ashland?
O.J.: On Ashford, yeah.
LANGE: Where did you park yesterday for the last time, do you
remember?
O.J.: Right where it is.
LANGE: Where it is now?
O.J.: Yeah.
LANGE: Where, on—?
O.J.: Right on the street there.
LANGE: On Ashford?
O.J.: No, on Rockingham.
LANGE: You parked it there?
O.J.: Yes.
LANGE: About what time was that?
O.J.: Eightsomething, seven . . . eight, nine o'clock, I don't know,
right in that area.
LANGE: Did you take it to the recital?
O.J.: No.
LANGE: What time was the recital?
O.J.: Over at about sixthirty. Like I said, I came home, I got my
car, I was going to see my girlfriend. I was calling her and she
wasn't around.
LANGE: So you drove the—you came home in the Rolls, and then
you got in the Bronco .. .
O.J.: In the Bronco, 'cause my phone was in the Bronco. And
because it's a Bronco. It's a Bronco, it's what I drive, you
know. I'd rather drive it than any other car. And, you know,
as I was going over there, I called her a couple of times and
she wasn't there, and I left a message, and then I checked my
messages, and there were no new messages. She wasn't there,
and she may have to leave town. Then I came back and
ended up sitting with Kato.
LANGE: Okay, what time was this again that you parked the
Bronco?
O.J.: Eightsomething, maybe. He hadn't done a Jacuzzi, we had .
Went and got a burger, and I'd come home and kind of
leisurely got ready to go. I mean, we'd done a few things . . .
LANGE: You weren't in a hurry when you came back with the
Bronco.
O.J.: No.
LANGE: The reason I asked you, the cars were parked kind of at a
funny angle, stuck out in the street.
O.J.: Well, it's parked because. . . . I don't know if it's a funny angle
or what. It's parked because when I was hustling at the end of
the day to get all my stuff, and I was getting my phone and
everything off it, when I just pulled it out of the gate there,
it's like it's a tight turn.
LANGE: So you had it inside the compound, then?
O.J.: Yeah.
LANGE: Oh, okay.
O.J.: I brought it inside the compound to get my stuff out of it,
and then I put it out, and I'd run back inside the gate before
the gate closes.
VANNATTER: O.J., what's your office phone number?

      0.J.: (gives number)
VANNATTER: And is that area code 310?
0.J.: Yes.
VANNATTER: How did you get the injury on your hand?
0.J.: I don't know. The first time, when I was in Chicago and all,
but at the house I was just running around.
VANNATTER:How did you do it in Chicago?
O.J.: I broke a glass. One of you guys had just called me, and I
was in the bathroom, and I just kind of went bonkers for a
little bit.
LANGE: Is that how you cut it?
O.J.: Mmm, it was cut before, but I think I just opened it again,
I'm not sure.
LANGE: Do you recall bleeding at all in your truck, in the Bronco?
O.J.: I recall bleeding at my house and then I went to the Bronco.
The last thing I did before I left, when I was rushing, was
went and got my phone out of the Bronco.
LANGE: Mmm hmm. Where's the phone now?
0.J.: In my bag.
LANGE: You have it?
0.J.: In that black bag.
LANGE: You brought a bag with you here?
O.J.: Yeah, it's-
LANGE: So do you recall bleeding at all?
0.J.: Yeah, I mean, I knew I was bleeding, but it was no big deal. I
bleed all the time. I play golf and stuff, so there's always
something, nicks and stuff here and there.
LANGE: So did you do anything? When did you put the BandAid
on it?
0.J.: Actually, I asked the girl this morning for it.
LANGE: And she got it?
0.J.: Yeah, 'cause last night with Kato, when I was leaving, he was
saying something to me, and I was rushing to get my phone,
and I put a little thing on it, and it stopped.
VANNATTER: Do you have the keys to that Bronco?
0.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: Okay. We've impounded the Bronco. I don't know if
you know that or not.
0.J.: No.
VANNATTER: —take a look at it. Other than you, who's the last
person to drive it?
0.J.: Probably Gigi. When I'm out of town, I don't know who
drives the car, maybe my daughter, maybe Kato.
VANNATTER: The keys are available?
0.J.: I leave the keys there, you know, when Gigi's there because
sometimes she needs it, or Gigi was off and wasn't coming
back until today, and I was coming back tonight.
VANNATTER: So you don't mind if Gigi uses it, or-
0.J.: This is the only one I can let her use. When she doesn't have
her car, 'cause sometimes her husband takes her car, I let her
use the car.
LANGE: When was the last time you were at Nicole's house?
O.J.: I don't go in, I won't go in her house. I haven't been in her
house in a week, maybe five days. I go to her house a lot. I

      mean, I'm always dropping the kids off, picking the kids up,
fooling around with the dog, you know.
VANNATTER: How does that usually work? Do you drop them at
the porch, or do you go in with them?
O.J.: No, I don't go in the house.
VANNATTER: Is there a kind of gate out front?
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: But you never go inside the house?
O.J.: Up until about five days, six days ago, I haven't been in the
house. Once I started seeing Paula again, I kind of avoid
Nicole.
VANNATTER: Is Nicole seeing anybody else that you-
O.J.: I have no idea. I really have absolutely no idea. I don't ask
her. I don't know. Her and her girlfriends, they go out, you
know, they've got some things going on right now with her
girlfriends, so I'm assuming something's happening because
one of the girlfriends is having a big problem with her
husband because she's always saying she's with Nicole until
three or four in the morning. She's not. You know, Nicole
tells me she leaves her at one thirty or two or two thirty, and
the girl doesn't get home until five, and she only lives a few
blocks away.
VANNATTER: Something's going on, huh?
LANGE: Do you know where they went, the family, for dinner last
night?
O.J.: No. Well, no, I didn't ask.
LANGE: I just thought maybe there's a regular place that they go.
O.J.: No. If I was with them, we'd go to Toscana. I mean, not
Toscano, Pepponi's.
VANNATTER: You haven't had any problems with her lately, have
you, O.J.?
O.J.: I always have problems with her, you know? Our
relationship has been a problem relationship. Probably
lately for me, and I say this only because I said it to Ron
yesterday at the—Ron Fishman, whose wife is Cora—at
the dance recital, when he came up to me and went,
“Oooh, boy, what's going on?” and everybody was beefing
with everybody. And I said, “Well, I'm just glad I'm out of
the mix.” You know, because I was like dealing with him
and his problems with his wife and Nicole and evidently
some new problems that a guy named Christian was having
with his girl, and she was staying at Nicole's house, and
something was going on, but I don't think it's pertinent
to this.
VANNATTER: Did Nicole have words with you last night?
O.J.: Pardon me?
VANNATTER: Did Nicole have words with you last night?
O.J.: No, not at all.
VANNATTER: Did you talk to her last night?
To ask to speak to my daughter, to congratulate my daughter,
and everything.
VANNATTER: But you didn't have a conversation with her?
O.J.: No, no.
VANATTER What were you wearing last night, O.J.?

      What did I wear on the golf course yesterday? Some of these
kind of pants, some of these kind of pants—I mean I
changed different for whatever it was. I just had on some . . .
VANNATTER: Just these black pants?
O.J.: Just these. . . . They're called Bugle Boy.
VANNATTER: These aren't the pants?
O.J.: No.
VANNATTER: Where are the pants that you wore?
O.J.: They're hanging in my closet.
VANNATTER: These are washable, right? You just throw them in
the laundry?
O.J.: Yeah, I got a hundred pair. They give them to me free, Bugle
Boys, so I've got a bunch of them.
VANNATTER: Do you recall coming home and hanging them up,
or—?
O.J.: I always hang up my clothes. I mean, it's rare that I don't
hang up my clothes unless I'm laying them in my bathroom
for her to do something with them, but those are the only
things I don't hang up. But when you play golf, you don't
necessarily dirty pants.
LANGE: What kind of shoes were you wearing?
O.J.: Tennis shoes.
LANGE: Tennis shoes? Do you know what kind?
O.J.: Probably Reebok, that's all I wear.
LANGE: Are they at home, too?
O.J.: Yeah.
LANGE: Was this supposed to be a short trip to Chicago, so you
didn't take a whole lot?
O.J.: Yeah, I was coming back today.
LANGE: Just overnight?
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: That's a hectic schedule, drive back here to play golf
and come back.
O.J.: Yeah, but I do it all the time.
VANNATTER: Do you?
O.J.: Yeah. That's what I was complaining with the driver about,
you know, about my whole life is on and off airplanes.
VANNATTER: O.J., we've got sort of a problem.
O.J.: Mmm hmm.
VANNATTER: We've got some blood on and in your car, we've got
some blood at your house, and sort of a problem.
O.J.: Well, take my blood test.
LANGE: Well, we'd like to do that. We've got, of course, the cut on
your finger that you aren't real clear on. Do you recall having
that cut on your finger the last time you were at Nicole's
house?
O.J.: A week ago?
LANGE: Yeah.
O.J.: No. It was last night.
LANGE: Okay, so last night you cut it.
VANNATTER: Somewhere after the recital?
O.J.: Somewhere when I was rushing to get out of my house.

      VANNATTER: Okay, after the recital.
O.J.: Yeah.
VANNATTER: What do you think happened? Do you have any
idea?
O.J.: I have no idea, man. You guys haven't told me anything. I
have no idea. When you said to my daughter, who said
something to me today, that somebody else might have been
involved, I have absolutely no idea what happened. I don't
know how, why or what. But you guys haven't told me
anything. Every time I ask you guys, you say you're going to
tell me in a bit.
VANNATTER: Well, we don't know a lot of answers to these
questions yet ourselves, O.J., okay?
O.J.: I've got a bunch of guns, guns all over the place. You can take
them, they're all there. I mean, you can see them. I keep
them in my car for an incident that happened a month ago
that my inlaws, my wife and everybody knows about that.
VANNATTER: What was that?
O.J.: Going down to. . . . And cops down there know about it
because I've told two marshals about it. At a mall, I was
going down for a christening, and I had just left—and it was
like three thirty in the morning, and I'm in a lane, and also
the car in front of me is going real slow, and I'm slowing
down 'cause I figure he sees a cop, 'cause we were all going
pretty fast. And I'm going to change lanes, but there's a car
next to me, and I can't change lanes. Then that goes for a
while, and I'm going o slow down and go around him but
the car butts up to me, and I'm like caught between three
cars. They were Oriental guys, and they were not letting me
go anywhere. And finally I went on the shoulder, and I sped
up, and then I held my phone up so they could see the light
part of it, you know, 'cause I have tinted windows, and they
kind of scattered, and I chased one of them for a while to
make him think I was chasing him before I took off.
LANGE: Were you in the Bronco?
O.J.: No.
LANGE: What were you driving?
O.J.: My Bentley. It has tinted windows and all, so I figured they
thought they had a nice little touch.
LANGE: Did you think they were trying to rip you off?
O.J.: Definitely, they were. And then the next thing, you know,
Nicole and I went home. At four in the morning I got there
to Laguna, and when we woke up, I told her about it, and
told her parents about it, told everybody about it, you know?
And when I saw two marshals at a mall, I walked up and told
them about it.
VANNATTER: What did they do, make a report on it?
O.J.: They didn't know nothing. I mean, they'll remember me and
remember I told them.
VANNATTER: Did Nicole mention that she'd been getting any
threats lately to you? Anything she was concerned about or
the kids' safety?
O.J.: To her?
VANNATTER: Yes.

      O
.J.: From?
VANNATTER: From anybody.
O.J.: No, not at all.
VANNATTER: Was she very security conscious? Did she keep that
house locked up?
O.J.: Very.
VANNATTER: The intercom didn't work apparently, right?
O.J.: I thought it worked.
VANNATTER: Oh, okay. Does the electronic buzzer work?
O.J.: The electronic buzzer works to let people in.
VANNATTER: Do you ever park in the rear when you go over there?
O.J.: Most of the time.
VANNATTER: You do park in the rear.
O.J.: Most times when I'm taking the kids there, I come right into
the driveway, blow the horn, and she, or a lot of times the
housekeeper, either the housekeeper opens or they'll keep a
garage door open up on the top of the thing, you know, but
that's when I'm dropping the kids off, and I'm not going in.
There's times I go to the front because the kids have to hit
the buzzer and stuff.
VANNATTER: Did you say before that up until about three weeks
ago you guys were going out again and trying to-
O.J.: No, we'd been going out for about a year, and then the last
six months we've had—it ain't been working, so we tried
various things to see if we can make it work. We started
trying to date, and that wasn't working, and so, you know, we
just said the hell with it, you know.
VANNATTER: And that was about three weeks ago?
O.J.: Yeah, about three weeks ago.
VANNATTER: So you were seeing her up to that point?
O.J.: It's, it's—seeing her, yeah, I mean, yeah. It was a done deal. It
just wasn't happening. I mean, I was gone. I was in San Juan
doing a film, and I don't think we had sex since I've been
back from San Juan, and that was like two months ago. So
it's been like—for the kids we tried to do things together, you
know, we didn't really date each other. Then we decided let's
try to date each other. We went out one night, and it just
didn't work.
VANNATTER: When you say it didn't work, what do you mean?
O.J.: Ah, the night we went out it was fun. Then the next night we
went out it was actually when I was down in Laguna, and she
didn't want to go out. And I said, “Well, let's go out 'cause I
came all the way down here to go out,” and we kind of had a
beef. And it just didn't work after that, you know? We were
only trying to date to see if we could bring some romance
back into our relationship. We just said, let's treat each other
like boyfriend and girlfriend instead of, you know, like
seventeenyearold married people. I mean, seventeen years
together, whatever that is.
VANNATTER: How long were you together?
O.J.: Seventeen years.
VANNATTER: Seventeen years. Did you ever hit her, O.J.?
Ah, one night we had a fight. We had a fight, and she hit me.
And they never took my statement, they never wanted to

      hear my side, and they never wanted to hear the
housekeeper's side. Nicole was drunk. She did her thing, she
started tearing up my house, you know? I didn't punch her or
anything, but II. . .
VANNATTER:... slapped her a couple of times.
O.J.: No, no, I wrestled her, is what I did. I didn't slap her at all. I
mean, Nicole's a strong girl. She's a—one of the most
conditioned women. Since that period of time, she's hit me a
few times, but I've never touched her after that, and I'm
telling you, it's fivesix years ago.
VANNATTER: What is her birth date?
O.J.: May nineteenth.
VANNATTER: Did you get together with her on her birthday?
O.J.: Yeah, her and I and the kids, I believe.
VANNATTER: Did you give her a gift?
O.J,: I gave her a gift.
VANNATTER: What did you give her?
O.J.: I gave her either a bracelet or the earrings.
VANNATTER: Did she keep them or-
O.J.: Oh, no, when we split she gave me both the earrings and the
bracelet back. I bought her a very nice bracelet—I don't
know if it was Mother's Day or her birthday—and I bought
her the earrings for the other thing, and when we split, and
it's a credit to her—she felt that it wasn't right that she had it,
and I said good because I want them back.
VANNATTER: Was that the very day of her birthday, May
nineteenth, or was it a few days later?
O.J.: What do you mean?
VANNATTER: You gave it to her on the nineteenth of May, her
birthday, right, this bracelet?
O.J.: I may have given her the earrings. No, the bracelet, May
nineteenth. When was Mother's Day?
VANNATTER: Mother's Day was around that . . .
O.J.: No, it was probably her birthday, yes.
VANNATTER: And did she return it the same day?
O.J.: Oh, no, she—I'm in a funny place here on this, all right? She
returned it—both of them—three weeks ago or so, because
when I say I'm in a funny place on this it was because I gave
it to my girlfriend and told her it was for her, and that was
three weeks ago. I told her I bought it for her. You know?
What am I going to do with it?
LANGE: Did Mr. Weitzman, your attorney, talk to you anything
about this polygraph we brought up before? What are your
thoughts on that?
O.J.: Should I talk about my thoughts on that? I'm sure eventually
I'll do it, but it's like I've got some weird thoughts now. I've had
weird thoughts. You know when you've been with a person for
seventeen years, you think everything. I've got to understand
what this thing is. If it's true blue, I don't mind doing it.
LANGE: Well, you're not compelled at all to take this thing,
number one, and number two—I don't know if Mr.
Weitzman explained it to you—this goes to the exclusion of
someone as much as the inclusion so we can eliminate
people. And just to get things straight.

      O.J.: But does it work for elimination?
LANGE: Oh, yes. We use it for elimination more than anything.
O.J.: Well, I'll talk to him about it.
LANGE: Understand, the reason we're talking to you is because
you're the exhusband.
O.J.: I know, I'm the number one target, and now you tell me I've
got blood all over the place.
LANGE: Well, there's blood at your house in the driveway, and
we've got a search warrant, and we're going to go get the
blood. We found some in your house. Is that your blood
that's there?
O.J.: If it's dripped, it's what I dripped running around trying to
leave.
LANGE: Last night?
O.J.: Yeah, and I wasn't aware that it was—I was aware that II. . .
You know, I was trying to get out of the house. I didn't even
pay any attention to it, I saw it when I was in the kitchen,
and I grabbed a napkin or something, and that was it. I
didn't think about it after that.
VANNATTER: That was last night after you got home from the
recital, when you were rushing?
O.J.: That was last night when I was. . . . I don't know what I was.
. . . I was in the car getting my junk out of the car. I was in
the house throwing hangers and stuff in my suitcase. I was
doing my little crazy what I do. . . . I mean, I do it
everywhere. Anybody who has ever picked me up says that
O.J.'s a whirlwind, he's running, he's grabbing things, and
that's what I was doing.
VANNATTER: Well, I'm going to step out and I'm going to get a
photographer to come down and photograph your hand
there. And then here pretty soon we're going to take you
downstairs and get some blood from you. Okay? I'll be right
back.
LANGE: So it was about five days ago you last saw Nicole? Was it
at the house?
O.J.: Okay, the last time I saw Nicole, physically saw Nicole—I
saw her obviously last night. The time before, I'm trying to
think. . . . I went to Washington, DC, so I didn't see her, so
I'm trying to think. . . . I haven't seen her since I went to
Washington—what's the date today?
LANGE: Today's Monday, the thirteenth of June.
0.J.: Okay, I went to Washington on maybe Wednesday. Thursday
I think I was in—Thursday I was in Connecticut, then Long
Island on Thursday afternoon and all of Friday. I got home
Friday night, Friday afternoon. I played, you know—Paula
picked me up at the airport. I played golf Saturday, and when
I came home I think my son was there. So I did something
with my son. I don't think I saw Nicole at all then. And then
I went to a big affair with Paula Saturday night, and I got up
and played golf Sunday which pissed Paula off, and I saw
Nicole at. . . . It was about a week before, I saw her at
LANGE: E : Okay, the last time you saw Nicole, was that at her house?

      O.J.: I don't remember. I wasn't in her house, so it couldn't have
been at her house, so it was, you know, I don't physically
remember the last time I saw her. I may have seen her even
jogging one day.
LANGE: Let me get this straight. You've never physically been
inside the house?
O.J.: Not in the last week.
LANGE: Ever. I mean, how long has she lived there? About six
months?
O.J.: Oh, Christ, I've slept at the house many, many, many times,
you know? I've done everything at the house, you know? I'm
just saying—you're talking in the last week or so.
LANGE: Well, whatever. Six months she's lived there?
O.J.: I don't know. Roughly. I was at her house maybe two weeks
ago, ten days ago. One night her and I had a long talk, you
know, about how can we make it better for the kids, and I
told her we'd do things better. And, okay, I can almost say
when that was. That was when I—I don't know, it was about
ten days ago. And then we . . . The next day I had her have
her dog do a flea bath or something with me. Oh, I'll tell
you, I did see her one day. One day I went—I don't know if
this was the early part of last week, I went 'cause my son had
to go and get something, and he ran in, and she came to the
gate, and the dog ran out, and her friend Faye and I went
looking for the dog. That may have been a week ago, I
don't know.
LANGE: (To Vannatter) Got a photographer coming?
VANNATTER: No, we're going to take him up there.
LANGE: We're ready to terminate this at 14:07.
And that was that. We went off to another part of the build-
ing, a photographer took a few pictures of the cut on my finger, and
the cops gave me a ride back to Rockingham.
We didn't say a word the whole way.
The press was there when I pulled up, and their numbers
had grown. I had to fight my way into my own house, with some
of the more aggressive reporters practically trampling each other
to get at me.
Two dozen people were waiting for me inside, mostly friends
and family, and I greeted them in a complete fog. Bob Kardashian
and Howard Weitzman were also there, eager to learn  how it had
gone at Parker Center. They took me aside and asked me to tell
them exactly what I'd told the cops. I couldn't remember much, but
I remembered getting a little flustered when they asked me what I
thought had happened at the condo, like I knew more than I was
letting on. That pissed me off a little, to be honest, but I felt like I
pretty much kept it together.
Still, I was sure I got some things wrong. I was especially trou-
bled by all this socalled blood all over the place, and in the Bronco
in particular. I thought maybe I had cut myself in the house the
previous night, rushing around to get ready for the flight to
Chicago, but I wasn't real clear on how it had happened, or exactly
when. And I'd recently cut myself in the Bronco, reaching for my
cell phone charger, but I couldn't remember how recently. And

      hadn't I had cut myself in Chicago when I threw that glass? Or was
that an old cut that just got opened up?
Christ, it was hard to keep track of things. I don't know how
they expected me to remember so much detail when half the time I
couldn't remember what I'd had for dinner the previous night or
where I was supposed to be later that day.
The only thing that mattered was that they believe me: I was
100 percent not guilty. They had to believe me.
That's not the way it looked to the cops, though—they had
spent hours going through every room in the house, looking for
evidence—and it's certainly not the way it looked on the news. We
went into the den and flipped through the channels. The major
networks were all over the story, and they all seemed to be saying
the same thing: O.J. Did It.
That really threw me. People were starting to think that I was
capable of murder. Worse, the media was starting to dissect my rela-
tionship with Nicole—a woman I had loved for fifteen years, before
everything went to hell. I could already see the story taking shape: She
was leaving him, and he loved her and wanted her back, and when he
realized she wasn't coming back he went over to her place and killed her.
Things were quickly getting out of control.
The press interviewed anybody they could get their hands on,
whether it was a passing neighbor near the Bundy condo or a clean-
ing woman up on Ashford. I didn't realize so many people were so
desperate to appear on TV, but I guess that's Hollywood for you.
I also saw plenty of file footage on Yours Truly, documenting
my glory days on the football field, my many years as a football ana
lyst, and my various business successes, but the stories always came
full circle and ended on me and Nicole: The young waitress I'd
swept off her feet when she was barely eighteen. The storybook
romance that turned volatile and ended in divorce. And, endlessly,
this crazy notion that I wanted her back.
Who the fuck were these people, thinking they knew anything
about my relationship with Nicole?
There'd been a time, almost two years earlier, when Nicole
decided she wanted to separate, and, yes—I had fought hard to
make her change her mind. But she wouldn't change her mind, and
I moved on. Months later she found she was having second
thoughts, and she wrote to share them with me:
O.J. You'll be my one and only “true love.”I'm sorry for the pain
I've caused you and I'm sorry we let it die. Please let us be a family
again, and let me love you—better than I ever have before.
So I tried again, and I put a whole goddamn year into it, and
we failed miserably, and when it finally ended I was glad to be out
of it. Everyone who knew Nicole and me knew that story, but the
reporters didn't want that story—it didn't support their theory. To
hear them tell it, I'd been pining for Nicole for the past two years,
begging her to come home, and on the night of June 12 I finally
snapped.
It was unreal. As I stood there, watching one misguided
reporter after another, each of them hammering the same theme, I
felt like I was losing my mind.
The real story, as I've told you, was much simpler and much
less dramatic. Nicole and I had been together for seventeen years.

      The first fifteen had been absolutely terrific; the last two had been
total hell. Sounds like a lot of marriages, right? But now every-
thing I was hearing about myself was based on a cartoon version
of those last two years. I heard myself described as an obsessively
jealous exhusband so many times that the media almost had me
believing it. To make matters worse, a number of reporters ran
around interviewing these socalled experts on battered women,
creating the impression that Nicole had been a battered woman,
and that I, O.J. Simpson, her former husband, was a known bat-
terer. I remember hearing the phrase “escalating violence” a num-
ber of times, and wondering how it applied to us. I realized that
anyone listening to those particular reports would come away
thinking that there had been some kind of pattern in our mar-
riage—that I had repeatedly beat my wife, and that the beatings
had become progressively worse. Jesus! I hadn't even begun to
mourn Nicole, and here they were, telling me—and the world—
that I'd beat her mercilessly.
Whenever I changed the channel, I'd come across a variation
on the same theme. Someone would be talking to another one of
these socalled experts about the right way for a woman to leave an
abusive man, for example, and I would stand there in shock, open-
mouthed, listening. I simply didn't get it. This was a story about my
exwife, who had just been murdered, and they were turning it into
a story about spousal abuse. One expert went through various sce-
narios on the proper way to escape—call the police, leave the house
while he's at work, get a restraining order—yada yada yada. I had to
turn off the TV. It was making me nuts.
The saddest part is, people bought it. If it was on the news, it
had to be true.
Many months later, when I was sitting in prison, being tried
on two counts of murder, I was visited on several occasions by Dr.
Lenore Walker, a real expert on battered women, and she agreed
with what Dr. Bernard Yudowitz had told me—that I did not
have the personality of a batterer. She had subjected me to a num-
ber of standardized tests, and while I was happy with her conclu-
sion, I've got to tell you—just to be honest here—that those tests
were pretty much bullshit. I remember pointing this out to her:
“You have some questions on there that don't make any sense at
all,” I said.
She asked for examples, and I immediately came up with two.
The first was, “When you walk into a room, do you think everyone
is looking at you?” Fuckin'-A they're looking at me! I don't think it.
I know it. Everybody is looking at me.
The second was, “Do you think you're the subject of conversa-
tion in most social situations?” Hell, yeah! I am the subject of con-
versation!
Now, if a guy who sells insurance says that—and I don't have
anything against guys who sell insurance—it might mean he's got
some kind of personality disorder. Hell, for all I know, it makes him
a wifeabuser. But it doesn't mean shit when I say it, because it's the
truth. I remember telling Dr. Walker, “It isn't that simple. People
are different. I don't see how you can put so much faith in these
tests.” And I told her this after she came to me with the results, after
she decided I didn't have the makings of an abusive husband.

      And I told her this for one very simple reason: I didn't need
anyone to tell me that I wasn't abusive, let alone some bogus tests. I
knew I wasn't abusive.
But that's not what the media wanted to hear. It didn't bolster
their story.
As far as they were concerned, I was the one and only suspect,
and they were going to make a case against me before I even went to
trial.
8.
THE FIGHT
OF MY LIFE
At some point, late that same evening, somebody turned off the TV
and urged me to go to bed. The stories were too upsetting and were
making me crazy. One minute I'd be crying, the next I'd be on my
feet, screaming at the TV set.
I went to bed, but I don't remember sleeping much, and in the
morning, with the press still camped outside, Bob Kardashian
decided I should leave the house and move into his place in Encino.
I had to try to get out of the house without being spotted by the
media, and I told him about the secret path that cut through Eric
Watts's property, over by the tennis courts. Before we left, I asked
Kardashian to get me something from under the Bentley's front
seat. He went and got it. It was my black grip, with my .357
Magnum inside (though, of course, he didn't know this ). I then

      packed a few things into my black duffel—some clean clothes, toi-
letries, etcetera—and we left the house at the same time.
Kardashian drove though the Rockingham gate, and turned
toward Ashford, and a few minutes later I met him on Bristol.
None of the reporters had been smart enough to follow him. They
all thought I was still inside the house.
I asked him to take me to the airport to pick up my golf bag,
which we'd left behind, and I found it right away. The bag was
made by Victorinox, the Swiss Army knife people, and it had that
distinctive logo. It had been given to me some months earlier by the
company, with whom I was doing business.
After we left the airport, we drove straight to Kardashian's
house, in Encino, and Bob started talking about the other Bob—
Bob Shapiro. He felt that Howard Weitzman wasn't the right guy
for us—he wasn't a criminal attorney—and he thought we should
see what Shapiro had to say about the situation.
“What are we going to do about Howard?” I asked.
“Let's worry about that later,” he said.
When we got to Kardashian's place, my close friend A.C.
Cowlings was waiting for us with my kids. They were in one of the
guest bathrooms, playing in the Jacuzzi, and when I first saw them
I almost fell apart. I hugged both of them and told them we had a
lot to talk about, and I asked them to get dressed and come down-
stairs when they were done.
When they showed up, looking so clean and fresh, I could feel
the blood rushing to the back of my throat, and I found myself
fighting tears. Again, the whole thing felt unreal. I'd seen the kids
less than two days earlier, and they were the same kids, but in that
short period of time the whole world had changed. Suddenly I felt
very alone. Up until that point, ever since I'd heard the news, I'd
either been traveling or in rooms full of people, but now it was just
me and the two kids, and I didn't know where to begin.
“Something has happened to Mommy,” I began, but Sydney
cut me off before I could continue.
“We know,” she said. “She's in heaven.”
I had assumed that I was going to be the one to break the
news, but apparently Judy had already told them.
“That's right,” I said. “She's in heaven.”
“Can we play a game?” Sydney asked.
I realized that neither of them really understood what had
happened to Nicole, let alone the longterm effects that her death
would have on their lives. But then, what did I expect? I hadn't
processed it either.
They wanted me to read them a story, and I read them a story,
and they wanted to play, so we horsed around a little and I tickled
them and made them laugh. But it was unbearably hard for me. I
was sitting there staring at these kids, knowing that they were never
again going to see their mother, and knowing how deeply that was
going to affect them for the rest of their lives. That really destroyed
me. I was so overwhelmed that I excused myself for a moment and
locked myself in the downstairs bathroom and wept. Then I pulled
myself together and rejoined them, and the three of us sat there,
enjoying each other's company, pretending that everything was just
fine that life was great.

      Later that same day, A.C. took the kids back to Dana Point,
back to the Browns, and I watched them pull away in his white
Bronco and felt all emptied out. As I look back on it now, I believe
that that's when it finally hit me—that that was the moment I
finally realized Nicole was truly gone.
A short while later Bob Shapiro showed up to talk to me
about what lay ahead. He immediately cut to the chase. Almost the
first thing he said was, “O.J., I need to know: Did you do this?”
“Absolutely not,” I said. “I didn't do it, and I still can't believe
it actually happened.”
We talked for a couple of hours—Kardashian, Shapiro, and
myself—and Shapiro seemed especially upset about the fact that
Weitzman had let me talk to the cops. I told him that I had insisted
on talking to the cops, and he said that that wasn't the point.
Weitzman should have tried to stop me, and—when that didn't
work—he should have been at my side for the interrogation.
Shapiro asked me a few more questions—about Sydney's
recital, the flight to Chicago, the cut on my hand, etcetera—then
got to his feet.
“We have a lot of work ahead of us,” he said. “I better get
started.”
I thanked him and he left, and Kardashian called Weitzman to
break the news to him. Weitzman didn't take it well. He began curs-
ing Kardashian, who got tired of trying to explain the situation to
him and simply hung up. Not surprisingly, the press found out that
Weitzman was no longer representing me, and they even tried to
use that against me, suggesting that Weitzman had pulled out
because he had doubts about my innocence. I don't know whether
he had doubts about my innocence, but I do know that Weitzman
didn't pull out—he was pushed.
After his conversation with Weitzman, Kardashian called a
psychiatrist he knew and asked if he might prescribe a little some-
thing to get through the wake and funeral. I spoke to the doctor on
the phone. “It's going to get very tough in the days ahead,” he said.
“I'm going to prescribe something that should keep you from hit-
ting bottom.”
The pharmacy delivered the stuff a short while later—sleeping
pills, antianxiety pills, antidepressants—and I followed the direc-
tions. It said the anxiety pills would kick in pretty fast, but that the
antidepressants wouldn't take effect for at least a week or two.
When it was time for bed, Kardashian walked me to the room
he'd set aside for me and wished me a good night. “I'm glad
Shapiro's on board,” he said.
“Me too,” I said.
I thought about that as I stripped and got into bed. I didn't
even know Bob Shapiro, and from the looks of it my life was in his
hands—I was in control of absolutely nothing.
I hardly slept again that night, even with the pills. I kept
thinking of the kids, and of Nicole, and as I drifted off I vaguely
remembered having been told about the wake, which was sched-
uled for the following afternoon. I was so out of it that I actually
remember thinking, A wake? For whom? Who died?
In the morning, I turned on the TV and it was the same old
slut. The reporters were still harping on this idea that Nicole was

      leaving me and trying to get on with her life, and that I'd been unable
to handle it. There were also those misguided rumors about Howard
Weitzman, and the real reasons he had removed himself from the
case. I remember thinking that the press got everything wrong. I also
remember thinking that they got everything wrong really, really fast.
In the middle of yet another report, Kardashian walked into
the den and told me that Lou Brown was on the line, calling from
Dana Point. I got on the phone and Lou told me that the first view-
ing was going to be in Laguna Beach, at four that afternoon. I told
him that I didn't want an open viewing for anyone other than the
direct family. I said I didn't want to see a picture of Nicole in her
casket in some tabloid. I said I didn't want the kids to have to live
with an image like that for the rest of their lives.
“I want them to remember her just as she was,” I said.
“Okay,” Lou said.
In the afternoon, a limo arrived to pick me up. Kardashian
went with me. The drive took over an hour, and I don't remember
talking much. I think I fell asleep, to be honest. The drugs the
shrink had given me were pretty powerful.
I remember waking up as we were pulling into the mortuary
parking lot. There were dozens of people there, and dozens of
reporters, and I climbed out of the limo and went straight inside
without even looking at anyone. All of my kids were there: Jason,
Arnelle, Justin, and Sydney. Al Cowlings was with them. I saw Judy
and Lou, and we exchanged a few words, and then I went over and
took a look at Nicole. She looked as white as a sheet. I leaned over
and kissed her, and I could hear Arnelle crying just behind me, and
a moment later everyone kind of shuffled out of the room and left
me there with Nicole. I don't know how long I was in there. I
remember just standing there, shaking my head, still refusing to
accept her death, and then I heard someone behind me and turned
around. It was Judy. She looked at me and started crying, then
asked me, point blank, “O.J., did you do this?”
I didn't even get upset, to be honest. “No,” I said. “I could
never have done this. I loved her too much.”
Much later, Judy went on national television and repeated this
story, but long after that, during the civil trial, she told the story but
failed to mention my denial. At that point the attorneys played a
tape of her television appearance. I guess people remember what
they want to remember.
After the viewing, we went to the Browns for a little while—I
was in a complete fog, and I only know I was there because I was
told I was there—then I got back into the limo for the ride home. I
remember that part: I cried all the way.
Kardashian tried to comfort me, but he was pretty broken up
himself. He didn't know what to say because there wasn't much he
could say.
By the time we got back to Kardashian's place, in Encino, I
was in terrible shape. For the first time in my life, I thought about
killing myself. I felt sorrowful and angry at the same time, and most
of all I felt hopeless. I felt like I had nothing to live for. I felt like my
life no longer made any sense.
At some point I fell asleep—I was exhausted and all hollowed
out and I took a couple of extra sleeping pills and when I woke

      up the following morning, groggy and disoriented, I felt more
depressed than ever. I went downstairs and found Kardashian in the
kitchen, and I tried to revive myself with coffee. A.C. showed up
while I was in the middle of my second cup. He had brought a suit
for me to wear to the funeral.
I went upstairs and it took me a very long time to get dressed.
I couldn't seem to make my arms work. They felt heavy and sore,
like they would if you overdid it at the gym.
The funeral took place at St. Martin of Tours, a church on the
corner of Sunset and Saltair, in Brentwood. I couldn't have made it
through the service without A.C. and Kardashian. Kardashian led
me to some seats in the second row, behind the Browns, and I
remember that they turned to look at me. They weren't smiling.
My four kids joined me, and at that point I think Sydney was
beginning to understand what had happened. Justin, on the other
hand, was completely oblivious.
I noticed pictures of Nicole and the children resting on the
casket. Then I looked beyond the casket. I saw a literal wall of cam-
eras pointed in my general direction. I had no idea that the press
was going to be allowed inside, but I didn't have the energy to
complain. And who was I going to complain to anyway?
I couldn't follow the service, to be honest. At one point I
thought it was over, and I found myself standing, shaking a lot of
hands, thanking people, but then I was sitting again, and I looked
up and saw that Judy Brown was preparing to deliver a eulogy. I
don't remember that, either, but I know it was short.
After the service, people came up to talk to me, and to shake
my hand and hug me, and I went through the motions and nodded
from time to time, trying not to fall apart. Once again, I felt like
none of this was really happening, that I was in the middle of a hor-
rible, unimaginable dream, but when I stepped into the parking lot
I knew it was no dream. There was an army of reporters across the
street, and halfadozen helicopters overhead, and I could hear
some of them shouting my name.
“O.J., right here!” “O.J., can we ask you a few questions?”
“O.J., can we get a shot of you with the kids?”
It took about an hour to get to the cemetery, in Mission Viejo,
and the press followed us down. So did the helicopters. Strangely
enough, that's what I remember most clearly about the funeral—
the damn helicopters, making a racket overhead, not giving a shit
about any of us. I also remember, vaguely, sitting through a short
service, and I vaguely remember the priest, but I can't remember a
single specific detail about anything at all. I guess those drugs were
working pretty hard.
Later, some reporter said that I stood by the grave for a long
time after the service, alone, talking to Nicole, and he suggested that
I was asking for forgiveness. I don't know where he got that idea. I
didn't stand by the grave for more than a half a minute. I had my kids
with me, and they never left my side. That much I do remember.
The next thing I remember was being back in the limo, on
our way to the Browns, and it felt almost like a timecut in a
movie---I wasn't sure how I had gotten there. On the other hand,

      during the drive Justin spotted a Wendy's hamburger place, and
announced that he was hungry. Sydney said she was hungry, too, so
we pulled up to the drivethru window and I ordered food for
everyone.
I remember looking at my kids, at their smiling faces, and at
the way they attacked their burgers, and thinking, It's the little things
in life that keep you going.
An hour later, I wasn't sure if I could keep going. Or whether
I wanted to.
I got back to Encino late that night and turned on the news.
There was footage of us at the church, and more footage of us at the
cemetery, but I couldn't watch it without crying.
I popped a couple of pills and went to bed.
The following morning, Friday, I got out and took a leak and
went right back to bed. There was a remote next to the bed and I
picked it up and turned on the TV. There was some kind of action
movie on, and I watched for a few seconds, but then I heard a
knock at the door and killed the picture.
“Come in,” I said.
Kardashian walked inside with Robert Shapiro. We made a lit-
tle small talk—they asked me how I'd slept and stuff—and then
they cut to the chase.
“I heard from the police this morning,” Shapiro said.
“Yeah?”
“They've issued a warrant for your arrest. You're supposed to
turn yourself in at eleven.”
I looked at the clock on the night table next to the bed. It was
almost ten. I had an hour.
“Okay,” I said. “I'll shower and get dressed.”
Shapiro then told me that a couple of doctors were on their
way to the house, to collect blood and hair samples for the police. I
felt like I was in the middle of an episode of a bad TV movie, only
it wasn't a movie. I just shrugged. I was too numb to say anything.
Kardashian broke the awkward silence. “A.C. and Paula are
downstairs,” he said.
“Okay,” I said. “I'll get ready.”
Then Shapiro spoke again. “O.J.,” he said, “it's just you and
us in this room at the moment, and I don't know dwell get another
chance like this. I need to know. Is there anything you want to tell
us?”
“No,” I said. “I've told you everything. I'm not hiding any-
thing. You know everything I know, and everything I've told you is
the truth.”
Shapiro didn't look real happy about my response, but he didn't
push. He told me that the doctors would be there any minute, and
that he'd wait for me downstairs, and then he left the room.
I looked over at Kardashian. He smiled a sad smile, and for
some crazy reason he started talking about our long friendship, and
about all the great times we'd shared over the years. I didn't under-
stand what he was trying to tell me. Was he saying the good times
were over?
“Yeah,” I said. “We sure had some good old times.”

      He looked like he was about to cry. “I'll wait for you down-
stairs,” he said, then turned and quickly left the room.
Much later, I heard a crazy story about this incident.
Supposedly, I noticed a taperecorder on the night table next to the
bed, and the moment Kardashian left the room I picked it up and
started talking about my life. I talked about my kids, and about how
much I loved them; I talked about Nicole and about how much she
had meant to me and about how much I missed her already; and I
talked about the fact that I believed myself to be a good person, a
man who had always tried to do right by others. It was a good story,
but I don't know where it came from. I'm not saying it couldn't have
happened, but I don't remember a taperecorder, and I don't remem-
ber reviewing my life. Still, who knows? At that point I was so
drugged up I could hardly find my way into the shower. But if it did
happen, and if someone has the tape, I'd love to hear it some day.
I eventually found my way into the shower, and I eventually
got dressed.
When I got downstairs, the place was crawling with people.
Paula looked up and started crying the moment she saw me. A.C.
was there, too, and so was the psychiatrist. He asked me how I felt
and I told him I was fine, but I should have told him the truth: I
felt hopelessly lost.
Then the doctors showed up to collect their samples. One of
them was Henry Lee and the other was Michael Baden. They had a
nurse with them, and I think I sat down and she took some blood.
She took a lot of blood. I think she must have filled up four or five
glass vials.
When she was done, I said I needed a moment, and I excused
myself and disappeared into the den. I called Judy Brown and told
her that she needed to take care of the kids till this was resolved,
then I called Skip Taft, one of my lawyers, and asked him to work
out the details with the Browns.
When we got off the phone, I found a legal pad and wrote a
letter, in longhand, that filled four entire pages. I folded the letter
and put it in an envelope and sealed the envelope and wrote across
the front: “To Whom It May Concern.”
I left the room and gave it to Kardashian and told him not to
open it till after.
“After what?” he said.
“Just after,” I said. I didn't honestly know what I meant
myself. “When the time comes, you'll know.” I'm not sure what I
meant by that, either, but it sounded right.
The doctors were still there—I think they still wanted a hair
sample or something, and they were interested in taking another
look at the cut on my hand—so I gave them what they needed.
Then Shapiro said it was time to go. “I gave the cops my word
that I'd have you at Parker Center at eleven, and it's already after
eleven,” he said.
“I don't give a shit,” I said. “ What can they do to me now?”
I think Shapiro went off to call the cops to tell them that we
were running a little late, and that we'd be there shortly.
I went over and asked Paula to please leave before me. I don't
know why, but I guess I thought that would make it easier on both
of its. She'd he leaving because I had asked her to leave, instead of

      standing there, watching me walk away from her life. I'm not sure
that made any sense, either then or now, but at that point nothing
made much sense.
Paula didn't want to leave, but I asked her again, and she
finally relented and I asked A.C. to walk her out to her car.
I went back to the guest room and got my black grip. My
Magnum was inside, along with my passport, and about ten dollars
in cash, and some pictures of Nicole and the kids. I looked at the
pictures and started to cry, but there was a knock at the door and I
dried my tears and tried to pull myself together.
“Come in,” I said.
Kardashian walked in. “How you holding up?” he asked me.
“Okay,” I said.
“Shapiro's waiting downstairs,” he said.
“I know,” I said.
“Take your time,” he said, but he didn't really mean it.
He left the room.
A few minutes later, still carrying my grip, I went downstairs
and saw A.C. standing in the foyer, near the front door. I guess
everyone else was in the den or something, watching the news.
“Let's get out of here,” I said.
“What do you mean?” He said.
“Let's just go,” I said.
I walked out the front door and he followed me, and we
climbed into his Bronco and pulled out. He didn't say anything. He
was my friend. He would do anything for me, and I would have
done anything for him.
“Let's go by the house,” I said.
“What house?” he said.
“Nicole's house,” I said.
He didn't ask why. He got onto the 405 Freeway and headed
north. We got off at Sunset, and worked our way toward Bundy,
but as we got closer we saw that most of the street was blocked off,
and that the place was crawling with cops. I told him to forget it
and asked him to take me to the cemetery, and he looked at me,
wondering why. “I was so overmedicated that I don't remember a
thing,” I said. “I want to see the grave before they lock me up. I
may never get another chance to see it.”
We drove south to Mission Viejo, with me in the back seat,
where I could lie down and close my eyes. We didn't talk. Each of us
was alone with his thoughts. I found myself thinking back to what
Nicole had told me that night in Laguna, right after Mother's Day,
when it was clear that we weren't going to be able to save our marriage.
“Maybe we tried to get back together too soon,” she had said.
She looked incredibly sad. Just remembering the look on her face
made me feel like crying.
I also remembered driving back to Los Angeles that night, and
the two of us putting the kids to bed. And I remembered the way
she asked me to make love to her. It was the last time we made love,
and just thinking about it was absolutely devastating. I had really
loved that girl. Why hadn't we been able to make it work? What
had we done wrong? How do other people do it?
As we got dose to the cemetery, A.C. called my name and I
opened my eyes. There were cops everywhere. He drove mound to
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      But that morning the pain was back—and it was worse than
ever. And since I did not believe I was going to survive it, I had
taken the time to sit down and share some final thoughts.
Kardashian was then in the process of sharing those thoughts
with the world:
the far side to see if there was another way in, but there were cops
there, too.
“They're looking for you,” he said.
I reached across the front seat and turned on the radio, and it
turned out he was right. I heard myself described as “a fugitive.”
A.C. drove another halfmile or so and pulled into an orange
grove, where no one could spot us, not even from the sky. He got
out to take a leak, and the moment he left the Bronco I reached for
my grip. I unzipped it and pulled out the Magnum. I was in
tremendous pain, and I saw nothing but more pain ahead of me,
and I decided to end it. I realized, I can make this stop. One shot to
the flicking head and it's over.
Strangely enough, at that very moment Bob Kardashian was
on national television telling the world about my pain. When it
appeared that I wasn't going to turn myself in, he had opened the
fourpage note I'd written earlier that day, and couldn't believe what
he was reading. I had asked him to not open it till after, and I guess
he thought the time had come. If I hadn't killed myself yet, I was
probably about to.
I'm not going to lie to you. I had been thinking about killing
myself. The first time it crossed my mind was after my brief conver-
sation with Sydney and Justin, at Kardashian's house, when I tried
to break the horrible news about Nicole.
“We know,” Sydney had said, cutting me off. “She's in heaven.”
That just about destroyed me. The pain was unbearable. But I
kept going.
To whom it may concern: First, everyone understand I have
nothing to do with Nicole's murder. I loved her, always have
and always will. If we had a problem, it's because I loved her
so much.
Recently, we came to the understanding that for now we
were not right for each other, at least for now. Despite our love
we were different, and that's why we mutually agreed to go
our separate ways. It was tough splitting for a second time,
but we both knew it was for the best.
Inside I had no doubt that in the future we would be
close as friends or more. Unlike what has been written in the
press, Nicole and I had a great relationship for most of our
lives together. Like all longterm relationships, we had a few
downs and ups. I took the heat New Year's 1989 because that's
what I was supposed to do. I did not plead no contest for any
other reason but to protect our privacy and was advised it
would end the press hype.
I don't want to belabor knocking the press, but I can't
believe what is being said. Most of it is totaHHy made up. I
know you have a job to do, hut as a Hast wish, please , please,

      please, leave my children in peace. Their lives will be tough
enough.
I want to send my love and thanks to all my friends. I'm
sorry I can't name every one of you, especially A.C., man,
thanks for being in my life. The support and friendship I
received from so many: Wayne Hughes, Lewis Markes, Frank
Olson, Mark Packer, Bender, Bobby Kardashian.
I wish we had spent more time together in recent years.
My golfing buddies, Hoss, Alan Austin, Mike, Craig,
Bender, Wyler, Sandy, Jay, Donnie, thanks for the fun. All
my teammates over the years, Reggie, you were the soul of
my pro career. Ahmad, I never stopped being proud of you.
Marcus, you've got a great lady in Catherine, don't mess it
up. Bobby Chandler, thanks for always being there. Skip and
Kathy, I love you guys, without you I never would have
made it through this far. Marguerite, thanks for the early
years. We had some fun. Paula, what can I say? You are spe-
cial. I'm sorry we're not going to have our chance. God
brought you to me I now see. As I leave, you'll be in my
thoughts.
I think of my life and feel I've done most of the right
things. What the outcome, people will look and point. I
can't take that. I can't subject my children to that. This way
they can move on and go on with their lives. Please, if I've
done anything worthwhile in my life, let my kids live in
peace from you (press).
I've had a good life. I'm proud of how I lived. My mama
taught me to do unto others. I treated people the way I
wanted to be treated. I've always tried to be up and helpful so
why is this happening? I'm sorry for the Goldman family. I
know how much it hurts.
Nicole and I had a good life together. All this press talk
about a rocky relationship was no more than what every long-
term relationship experiences. All her friends will confirm that
I have been totally loving and understanding of what she's
been going through. At times I have felt like a battered hus-
band or boyfriend but I loved her, make that clear to every-
one. And I would take whatever it took to make it work.
Don't feel sorry for me. I've had a great life, great
friends. Please think of the real O.J. and not this lost person.
Thanks for making my life special. I hope I helped
yours.
Peace and love, O.J.
I had meant what I'd written. I'd had a wonderful life, but it
was over now. It was time to check out.
I looked at the Magnum in my lap and checked to make sure
it was loaded. It was.
And just then I heard Dan Rather's voice on the radio: “We
have now learned that the police have been to Mr. Simpson's house
six or seven times on domestic abuse calls.”

      And I just goddamn snapped:
“What the fuck motherfucker!”
And that's when A.C. got back to truck, still zipping up his
fly, and saw the Magnum in my hand. And I guess he snapped,
too—though for different reasons. “Man, put that fucking gun
down!” he shouted “What the fuck do you think you're doing
with that thing?”
But I wasn't listening to him. I was listening to more of Dan
Rather's bullshit: “We're now learning that Mr. Simpson has a
long history with the Los Angeles Police Department,” yada yada
yada.
And I'm shouting at the radio, “You ain't learned shit, mother-
fucker!”
I almost put a bullet through the radio.
“What the fuck is going on?!” A.C. said, also hollering.
“Nothing!” I said. “Take me the fuck home! That changes
everything. I'm not going to listen to any more of this bullshit!”
And A.C. got behind the wheel and pulled out, with me still
fuming and venting. “Who the fuck do these people think they
are?! They're supposed to be reporters. They hear one lie and if it's a
lie they like they goddamn share it with the world. Well, I'm sick to
death of it!”
I wasn't thinking of killing myself anymore.
Depression had given way to rage.
And we pulled out of the orange grove, heading back toward
the freeway, and he picked up his cell phone and dialed 911. “This
is Al Cowlings,” he said. “I've got O.J. Simpson with me, and I'm
bringing him in.”
And wouldn't you know it—must have been some kind of cop
GPS—the police were on our tail in minutes. The cemetery wasn't
two miles behind us and they were already crawling up our asses.
And A.C. said, “Maybe we should pull over.”
And I said, “No fucking way! You told them you were bring-
ing me in, so bring me in already. Take me back to my house.”
I was feeling angry. Defiant. The rage was fueling me. I was
ready to take on the world.
There were more cops now, still following, and I leaned close
to the window and looked up into the sky. I think I counted halfa-
dozen choppers.
When we were still a few miles from Brentwood, on the 405
Freeway, heading north, it seemed as if the whole world had turned
out to watch. People were hanging off overpasses, cheering, holding
up signs. GO JUICE!
I remember thinking, When did they have time to make those
signs?
By that point, there were maybe a dozen squad cars with us,
behind the Bronco, up ahead of us, on either side. A.C. didn't like
it, and he slowed to a crawl. “O.J.,” he said. “I'm pulling over.”
“No you're not,” I said. “You're taking me home.”
I put the Magnum to my head, so the cops could see it, and
A.C. again used his cell phone to call the cops. “Back the fuck off,”
he said. “Can't you see the man's gonna kill himself?”

      The whole thing took less than an hour. By then we were driv-
ing past the Wilshire offramp, and A.C. took the Sunset exit. If the
cops had any doubts about where we were going, they knew now:
O.J. Simpson was heading home.
For a moment, cruising those familiar streets, I suddenly felt
crushingly depressed again. A man spends his whole life trying to
figure out what it all means, trying to make some sense of this busi-
ness of living, and in the end he doesn't understand shit.
I missed Nicole. I was worried about the kids.
There was a goddamn battalion waiting for us at Rocking-
ham, and before A.C. had even killed the engine the cops had
pretty much surrounded us.
I was pissed off again. What the fuck did they think I was
going to do? Shoot it out?
I dialed 911. “You tell those motherfuckers to back off!” I said.
The operator patched me through to someone at the scene,
and I hollered at him for a while, but I couldn't see who I was talk-
ing to, and I'm not sure what I was trying to say.
Then I saw a sniper on the roof of a neighbor's house, and I
swear to God—I almost lost it. The sons of bitches. What were they
planning on doing? Taking me out when I stepped out of the
Bronco?
I showed them the Magnum again, and I could see the cops
tensing up, backing off.
“Put that fucking gun down,” A.C. said. “You want to die?”
“I don't know,” I said. “Maybe.”
And I didn't know, to be honest. I was depressed. Then I was
angry. Then I was a depressed again. The shrink had told me that
the pills were going to keep me from hitting bottom, but this felt
awful close to bottom. And if bottom was worse than this, I didn't
want to know about it.
A moment later, I felt the tears coming.
“We should have tried harder,” I said.
“What's that?”
“Nicole and me,” I said. “I should have tried harder. Even
when I thought I didn't love her, I loved her. It's just there were
times I forgot.”
A.C. didn't say anything, but I wasn't even looking at him. I
was thinking about all those years with Nicole, most of them so
good I wasn't sure I deserved them, and I was thinking about the
way we'd gone and fucked everything up.
Like I said earlier, this is a love story, and like a lot of love sto-
ries it doesn't have a happy ending.
I got out of the Bronco and the cops moved in. They gave me
a few minutes in the house, a chance to freshen up, then took me
downtown, to Parker Center. They booked me and took my prints
and had me pose for a mugshot. The flash blinded me, and I closed
my eyes for a few seconds.
Nicole had written:
I want to be with you! I want to love you and cherish you,
and make you smile. I want to wake up with you in the

      mornings and hold you at night. I want to hug and kiss you
everyday. I want us to be the way we used to be. There was
no couple like us.
And I'm thinking:
You were sure right about that, Nic.
There was no couple like us.
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