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of a lot more than you did to make us
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Dear Jaeh =~

' i§is'wi11.moat likely be a short letter. T heve been up all night
writing and vorking (it is now L4:45 a.m.) so T can't hardly bother to go to
sleep, as I couldn't get enough now to 4o any good. So, since I have decided

to stay up, and since I got your answer today, I will drop you a note, despite
the fact there isn't much of anything to say.

You remember Joe Radula, all right. He said he had always Just finished
8 cold beer when you would ask him if he'd like a sandwich. Joe was our '

cameraman. He left the Saturday before the rest of us. The Friday Deke tried
to cut Bob out, Joe got fed up and left.

I was just kidding about writing because now you have time. I knew a

few weeks ago that you were Planning on writing. Bob told me just a few days
af'ter you had mentioned it to him.

I don't really know what you mean by "I realize that T'm no bargain”
unless you were trying to say that because you killed a man you are nothing

to be proud of, or are not worthy of respect, or some such thing. If this is
what you meant, I don't really know how you figured it.

Imdon't know of anyone who is proud of you for shooting Oswald, true,
but by the same token, I don't see how that makes you any less worthy of my
friendship or respect of JyOu 88 a person. While you did a grossly thoughtless,
1llegal, and nonunderstandable thing, one irrational act should never wipe out
all the rest of = man's deeds, and we can all remember the multitude of kind,
génerous, unsolicited things you did for us - a hunch of hungry nobodies who
could never hope to pay you for any of what you did for us. And you didn't
do 1t just once, but time after time after time. So you will have to do a hell

feel other than as a friend toward you,
I'm going to send Joy my other letter, with a note inside, to the Club,

You threw me a second time in one letter by apologizing for your letter,
First of all, I hete people who apologize for anything asbout themselves. And
secondly, I had thought several times about what a pretty, clear penmanship
you have. My writing is literally so bad you can hardly read it.

Cne last bit and I'l1) close for now. One of the FBI men asked Bob 1f
1t was true that you were runnigg a whorehouse and an after-hours -joint. I
saigd, if pe had asked me that, I would have had to tell him that, 1if you were,
Wiseren't & friend after all, because you didn't let us have any.

Sincerely,
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