Evel Knievel
in his canyon

DAOLE NL BT ASMNYYTD
N7 8N 3nee cYnd

SN2 HON3H  T3YHOIN
Oh DL ESXTRNLINTE ONH L @4




YOUR HOUSE IS COVERED.
YOUR CAR IS COVERED.
YOUR LIFE IS COVERED.
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How do First National City Travelers
Checks cover your money?
Completely, that's how. 100% refund in
case of loss, theft, fire, floods, storms,
or mysterious disappearance.

Where do you get First National City
Travelers Checks?

Ask for them at your bank—in your home
town. In short, just about anywhere.

Where can you use them?

At millions of places . . . airlines, hotels,
motels, restaurants, shops and other retail
and service establishments in the U.S.

What do you do if you lose them?
There are more than 35,000 places in the
L.S. and around the world where you can
get them replaced on-the-spot.

How much do they cost?
Atee of one cent for a dollar s worth.
There is no better way to protect

and all over the world. your money.
before you take off around the world or
Fi justacross town . . . be sure your money is covered.

get First National City Travelers Checks

Sold at banks and savings institutions everywhere
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Millions are at
stake and a life
is on the line
for one shot
across

the canyon

Dy
ROBERT F. JONES
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ight now it is difficult to gain a
perspective, Horses and beel  cattle
graze vacantly amonyg the thistles, look-
mg up occasionally with that innocent
hauteur of the ungulate 10 stare at the
heavy trucks rumbling back and forth
from the jump site. A red-tailed hawk
turns lazily over the potato fields in the
middle distance. Butterflies bounce on
the hot, dry breere—swallowtails and
sulphurs and big bright monarchs, A
mounted cowboy trots past, fat and be-
speciacied under his Stetson, with o shov-
el lushed to his saddle instead of the tra-
ditional rifie. The workmen on the ramip
sweal und curse with the easy fluency of
carnival roustabouts, and indeed there is
a carny amr to the whole proceeding. Even
the rocket—the Sky-Cyile X-2, as 1t is
styled in the promotional literature—
looks like a kiddy ride at an amusement
park, It seems tinny and tiny, but per-

l“ﬂke or breal . —

haps we have been conditioned to gigan-
lism by (00 many moonshots, After all,
this is anly a canvonshol.

Staring down from the lip of the Snake
River Canyon into the boiling green wi-
ler below, one suddenly grasps the enor-
mity of the whole operation—the absur-
dity, the arrogance, the awful, febrile,
frightening, heroic lunacy of i1, Very
spon now he is actually going to climb
into that thing and they are going to
shool him out over this great gash n the
carth, and he s either going 1o live or he
is going (o die,

There will be some 50,000 people right
nere watching him do i, and millions
more witching on hundreds of closed-
circull ielevision screens. They will stare
with about the same comprehension as
those cows and horses watching the
trucks go by. The hoopla artsts from tee-
vee will be babbling throatily about valor
and danger and the six million bucks he
has already pocketed—ihe usual dry-
cleaned obscenities of this uge ol excess-
and for a long, loud moment our hearts
willl seize up and we will watch the high,
arching trgectory, the trail of steam and
chutzpah, and wish that we could close
OUr eves,

“I've created @ monster,” says Evel
Knievel, ""and I don't know how to con-
trol ™
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Well, if he doesn’t, there are pleniy of
smart-moncy guys who do.

I'he whole notion of & canyon jump
came to Rabert Craig K nievel more than
cight years ago. He had already invent-
ed the unlikely art of motorcyele jump-
ing. leaping a bike scross ever-widening
rows of cars and trucks parked side by
side belween two ramps, an acl gecome-
panied by an ever-growing cacophony of
applause and snapping bones, (Today,
with more than 300 jumps under his pegs,
he has crashed |1 times 1o the lune of 50
separate fractures, by his count—statis-
thes that become more painfully credible
when you watch his walk: the crabbed,
hip=still hobble of a land-mine victim. )
Along the way, nurturing a talent for

showmanship unequaled in the realm of

American folk art since the days of Bar-
num and Bulfalo Bill, he wrapped him-
sell, as they say, in legend. Here he
comes—oanetime hubcap thief and bank
robber, a hard-drinking, heartbreaking
bar fighter, Montana mountain man, big
spender, friend o the poor and down-
trodden, Jesse James on two wheels: says
the hirst thing that come< 1o his haid and
it diways right, tukes no gufl off no one:
star-spangled leathers. Kidnapped his
wile in order to marrey her, 10 hell with the
fat cats, 51,000-u-hole golfl bets, blows
35,000 on Iree drinks for everyone in New

Orleens, don't give a dang what you say
50 long as you spell my name right-
that's Evel, with two e's,

In 20 minutes, it is said, Evel Knicvel
can tell enoogh anecdotes about his ear-
ly life to keep a reporier busy for 20 vears
just checking them out

But fame, the real fame that transcends
fact and generates fantasy in entire pop-
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ulations, does not accrue merely by
means of broken bones and baloney,
Real fame, which includes real wealth but
eventually leaps bevond it, requires a
darker component. It reguires blood. I
requires death, Suicide or murder. A bul-
et in the back fixed Jesse Jumes forever
in our consciousness; Frank James died
old and remains a foomnote. General

George Armstrong Custer with his boots
on, John Dilhnger with his Lady in Red,
Hemingway with his shotgun, Mama
Cass with her ham sandwich—like that,

And Evel with his canyon.

The trick is to combine the awesome
grotesqueric of desth with the atiention
of millions, and if possible to tuck in a
lirtle grace along the way. Thoughts of
thit sort must have lain latent in the al-
cohol-clouded bromn of Evel Knievel as
he sat donking one evening in 1966 at
Moose's Place, a saloon in Kalispell,
Mont. Evel was drinking the notorious
Montana Mary, a sneaky concoction of
beer und tomuto juice favored by the vi-
tamin-conscious miners, cowpokes and
sod-busters of those climes. Unlike its
vodka-bused cousin, the Bloody Mary,
the Montana varinnt works slowly but
insidiously on the imagination of the im-
biber, aided in its devilish work by the
high altitude that normally accompanies
its consumption. Some time that eve-
ning between boasts and belches, Evel's
attention was caught by a calendar on
the wall. It depicted the Grand Canyon,

“The more 1 studied on it, and the
more Montana Marys | put back, the
narrower that durned hole in the ground
seemed toget,” Evel recalls. *"People talk
about the Generation Gap and the Mis-
sile Gap and the Education Gap, but |
suddenly saw that the real gap was right
out there in the heart of the Golden West.
And | knew I could bridge the bastard.”

It was then and there that the monster
wis born.

Later, when the U.S. Department of
Intennor denied him wirspace over the
Grand Canyon-—on the grounds, appir-
ently, that national purks are not meant
for the suicidal self-aggrundizement of
the citizenry—Ewvel shifted his sights to
Idaho’s Snake River Canyon. It is not the
same thing, of course, elther symbolically
or in terms of size. Where the Grand Can-
von measures from four to |18 miles from
rim to rim, and up to 5,700 feet in depth,
the Snake River Canyon, at the point
where Evel will jump, is less than a mile
wide and 600 feet from the crumbling
lava of its lip to the turbulent water be-

i

The Snake River Is at the bottom of
the canyon and the launching ramp
is on top: they'll aim—and fire him
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low. Nonetheless, it's a long way over
and u long way down—potentially fatal
distances any way you look at them

The plan, as it first exploded in Evel's
fecund imagination, was to jump with a
real motoreycle to which some form of
additional propulsion would be attached,
maybe JATO bottles, maybe a steam-
powered booster rocketl. Evel imagined
himself roaring up a long approach road
toward & ramp much like the ones he uses
in hix automobile and truck leaps. Mil-
lions would line the road, their cheers
drowned out by the bellow of the Dig
hawg. At the last momen! the booster
would ignite, kicking Evel and ike mto
a long, high trajectory. On the far side,
if he could hold it, he would touch down
on & landing ramp,

It didn't take long to realize the im-
that dream. It would
have 1o be 8 modified rocket shot o
was 1o work at all. **1 started hunting
for a rocket guy,” Evel says, ““the best
one thot money could buy. Finally Jim
Lovell, the astronaut, told me aboul a
fellow named Robert C. Truax who was
one of the founders of Nassau™—that's
MASA to non-Montanans—""and who'd
worked on the big space stuff right from
the start, He was so excited by the ides
that he dropped evervthing and came to
work for me.”

Trunx had worked on a lot of the big
space stufl, all right, but not for MASA
ps Knievel says; the engincer wias once
president of the American Rockel Soci-
ety and conducted studies that led to the
Polaris missile. In
any event, Truax
proved 1o be invalu

possibility of

able to the scheme:
his down-to-carth
ACTOSPADE SETSC PCr-
fectly counterpoinis
Evel's soaring imag-
ination. A short,
taciturn man of 36
with a salt-and-
pepper crew cut, he
has done his best to
ensure that the saf-
gst possible vehicle
would be built for
the price Evel was
willing to pay. Sull,
it might not be
enough. Evel claims
to have spent §1 mil-
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Make or break ...

lion on the Sky-Cvele and the launch site,
incloding $37,500 10 lease the land sur-
rounding the takeoff ramp and thus pre-
clude any further governmental interfer-
ence, For all that, one wonders if enough
hus been spent to ensure 8 successiul
jump.

If it has, then Bob Truax iz in for
a nice bonus. Evel carries a check for
S100,000 made out in Truax’ name. Sig-
nificantly, it is doted Sept. 9—the day
after the jump. ““That way il I don't
make it,” Evel “Bob doesn't
cither. Heh, heh.™

The way it now looks, Evel will take
off from a standing start at the bottom
of o 108-foot-long steel ramp angled at
56 degrees above the horizontal, The
Sky-Cyele's steam jet, which should be
“cafer™ because it uses nonvolatile fuel,
will generate 5000 pounds of thrust,
enough to fling Evel ut the speed of 400
mph 1o an apogee 2,000 lect above the
takeofl point. During the Lhiftofl he will
pull in excess of five Gs—not enough to
cause & blackout but maybe enough to
give him a bloody nose and render him
mon compos Tor four seconds, according
to Truax. He will not wear a G suit, not
even ong of the sort worn by 1est pilots
as long ago as World War 1L Instead he
will don a special star-spangled red, white
and blue knit jump suit complete with
crash helmet. The cockpit itsell is open
and makes the Skyv-Cvele seem more like
a motorcycle, which 1t 5 not by any
stretch of the imagination, It doesn’'t even
have a steering systéem, for that matter,

CHA S

Diamonds, not to mention sponsor's decals, are a boy's best friend

though there is a sort of fixed handlebar
for Knievel to cling to, This will be, plain
and simple, a ballistic trip, with Evel
nlong as the passenger

Toensure that involuniary movements
of the rider do not throw the vehicle oul
of whack and send it tumbling during its
trujectory, and 10 keep him from bemng
thrown forward, Evel will be strupped in
with lap and shoulder harnesses. There
s 0o cjection system in the craft; of Evel
has to hit the silk, he will have 1o scram-
ble out and over the side and unleash his
parachute, "Il he gets waming soon
enough that the vehicle chute isn't work-
img—and il he works fast enough—he
can get out with the reserve chute,"” says
Truax. At the low altitudes involved in
the shot, such action calls for a lot of
luck.

Towird the end of the irajectory,
which Is computed to cover 4,781 [eet
horizontally, Evel will pull a lever at the
right front of the cockpit that will de-
ploy a drag chute from the rear of the
Skv-Cycle. That will drop the vehicle
nose first into the sagebrush where shock
absorbers will dampen the impact. (One
envisions the Sky-Cycle bouncing across
the desert at the end of the ride like some
fat, finned and star-spangled pogo stick. )

On the face of it Evel is blasé nboult
the dangers. *“If the heater doesn™t blow
up and scald me to death on the launch
ramp,” he says, i the countdown goes
right, if the Sky-Cycle goes strmght up
and not backward, il it actually reaches
2,000 feet, if the chute works, if 1 don™t

hit the wall a1 400
mph and if 1 can get

ot of it when it
lands—1 win. If it
doein't woark, 17l

spit the canyon wall
in the eve just before
[ hit. Then again,
I"'ve got five backup
systems. The fifih
onc is called the
Lord’s Praver.”

But that is the
public Evel wilking
In private he is less
cocksure.

“Right
don't think I've got
berter than a 50-50
chance of making
i,” he says, ““lt's an

il

now |l

"Your car isn't anything like we expected.

Even with averaging 32 miles per gallon, we just don't

think about our Civic that way anymore.

The way it handles and the pick-up make it a lot of fun

to drive. It kind of grows on you.

A lot of people are probably interested in your car to

save money. They're in for a lot of nice surprises.’

Kathie arnd Larry Owen,
Hermasa Beach, Califormia.
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Make or break ........

ocket expert and designer Truax calla it a cycle, but it is mora missile.

awlul feeling. | can't sleep pights. | toss
and turn, and all I can see 15 that big
ugly hole in the ground grinning up at
me like a death’s head. You know, ['ve
always been concerned about kids—not
just my own three but all kids—what
kind of an image I'm providing for them,
what kind of inspiration. I don™t know
now, Mavbe I'm leading them down the
path 1o sell-destruction. Our house n
Butie is surrounded day and might by
people wanting to look at me, to take
something us a souvenir. And that damn
litile Robbie of mine, the 11-year-old,
vou know what he has gone and done?
He has got a big old sign out in front
that savs sgE EVEL Jm. JUuMp—25¢. I's
not a good thing.™

Imitation may be the greatest of com-
pliments, but in Evel s case imianion can
indeed lead to death or a wheelchair, as
nearly a dozen would-be Knievels have
already discovered over the past two or
three vears. One of the best imitators was
formerly on Evel’s siall, Robert (Wick-
ed ) Ward, age 26, of Bulfalo and Atlan-
ta, is a slim, grinning, long-haired dare-
devil who claims he recently cleared 19
cars in a bike jJump at Palmetto, Ga., just
twa ciars fewer than Evel’s “*world rec-
ord.” One of Wicked's wrnists 1s still

wrapped in an Ace bandoge, and he
speaks ima hourse whisper, the result of
4 karate chop courtesy of his handlebars
during a bad spill. Wicked nods sagely
as Evel mmbles on aboul the dangers,
both social and personal, of the canyon
jump, but the avidity in Wicked's eyes,
the sparkling joy at the prospect of death,
cannot be disguised. Mot that Wicked
would like to see lus guru gone; i's just
that the act itself—the grest hubristic
leap, the slap in the face of gravity—is
oo much.

Evel is sitting in the lounge of the Blue
Lakes Inn on the outskirts of Twin Falls,
Idaho, not three miles from the jump site.
Well-wishers and autograph hounds sur-
round him in an ever-changing ebb and
flow. Twin Falls (pop. 22,.700) is a smif-
ing, opén-faced town 81 in the mudst of
southern ldaho's temperate, potato-rich
“Magic Valley.” lts citizens don’t quite
know what (o make of Evel. The boost-
ers among them realize that the jump will
nol only *“put us on the map™ but gen-
erale an unprecedented one-shot windfall
of tounst bucks when the teeves crews
and other gawkers arrive. The loners
among them resent the show-bir aura of
the event, the mpendmz, lemminglike

descent of meat-faced strangers deter-
mined to be in on the kill.

“Fifty thousand people?” says a cock-
tail waitress, bringing Evel a fresh gin and
tonic. “"Heck, | ain’t never seen more
than a thousand in one place. It's scary.”

“Fifty thousand, hell,” snorts Evel, re-
covering from a mood of introspection.
“That's just tickets at 525 a throw,
They'll be a hunnerd thousand more just
trickhing around the edges. You'll need
# helicopter or a quarter horse 1o get in
and out of that jump site."

The size of the crowd suddenly raises
the prospect of an added danger: Can the
eroded lava of the canvon's rim stand the
weight of such a vast, milling mass? Wha
if the ledge just flakes off, precipitating
Evel, Sky-Cycle, launch ramp and fans
onto the boats and rocks and raging cur-
rents below? [t would be a cataclyam wor-
thy of Nathanael West, particularly since
there will be a small circus, replete with
daredevil acts, performing on the ledge
below the jump site, The Crumbling of
the Canvon

“Not very likely,” Evel sniffs. But then
again, what has ever been very likely
about anvthing Evel does?

A woman reporter tnkes advantage of
A pause in the spiel 1o reguest an ““In-
depth interview,” Evel stures at her as if
a giant ldaho spud had suddenly started
1o talk,

“MNo in-depth interviews!™ he roars,
slamming the foor for emphasis with
his $22.000, gold-and-diamond-headed
walking stick full of vodka, gin, bour-
bon and Scotch. ““And no tape record-
ers, neither! | know what you got in that
big purse of yours, lady. You gol a tape
recorder m there! 1 don’t want no one
writing up these stories [ tell about bank
robberies and sexual conguests. No tupe
recorders!™ Slam, bam, bam!

The reporter shrinks back, blanching.
she had waited five diys to pul in her re-
quest. She had never met Evel before. She
did not recognize the web work of luugh
wrinkles at the corners of his eyes—dend
giveawavs ol a classic Knjevelian put-
an—mnaor the fact that, where Evel 1s con-
cerned, there is no such thing as an in-
depth interview. Ask him a stralght
guestion and one will get 50 crooked an-
swers. The man 15 & monument to logor-
rhes, o master of instant self-history; in
the phrase of one of his partners in the
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“Get Chicago
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thisneeds
personal
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