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In this issue:

. IN THE

'SHADOW
OF DALLAS:
A Texas

. editor’s

- Jonely crusade

* to find

~ President

- Kennedy’s

' assassin,

~ and the

- startling
“new deaths
" he uncovered;

The
“confessions”
of an
- ex-F.B.L.
wiretapper,
burglar,
bugger
and spy;

Reports on
“‘white power”’
from

- Chicago

to
Johannesburg;

Allen
Ginsberg’s
new ‘‘proem”;

Alsoa

special report

from Saigon—

“The elections
were rigged!”
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[Page 11] White Power

L

[Page 51] FBI Wiretapping

Apologia:

'YOU HAVE PERHAPS been wonder-
m ing in idle moments if Jessica

Mitford has yet dumped her
island. She has. Six venturesome Ram-
PARTS readers gathered on Inch Kenneth
—the Scottish island for sale hawked
recently in glorious technicolor in these
pages—and tried to outbid each other.
We don’t know who won since the post
is impossible from the Hebrides, but we
presume somebody did. So successful
have we been in unloading this unlikely
real estate (island estate?) that we have
begun an advertising agency. It is called
Advertorials, Ltd. with offices at old 301
Broadway, S.F. '

[Page 56] Wichita Vortex Sutra

Advertorials are part ad and part edi-
torial, which should be translated as we
will only do ads for things we believe in,
or at worst, just for the hell of it. Art
Director Dugald Stermer wrote and de-
signed the Inch Kenneth series, so he
gets to be President. We made Account
Executive, and this is part of our job. All
this genius is available only for cash
money, so please don’t write collect.

Enough will have been said about our
ace Warren Commission sleuth Penn
Jones Jr. by the time one gets through
p. 50, but let us add an aberrational
footnote. Mr. Jones maintains the only
extant collection of barbed wire we know
of in the U.S. on his ranch in Ellis
County, Texas. The ranch also boasts
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the only working water wheel in Ellis
County (though it takes a kick and a run
up the hill to the pump to get it going). We
visited Mr. Jones there and found him, in
addition to serving up a distinctly mel-
lowing brand of branch water, to be one
of the last of the great American popu-
lists. The measure of his Americana may
be gauged by the fact that Penn Jones’
son is the drum major for the University
of Michigan marching band.

Foreign Editor Scheer has been kicked
upstairs to M.E. and Research Editor Sol
Stern has been nominated a News Editor
along with former Staff Writer Gene
Marine. For more details read the agate
type on p. 5. On this magazine, you can’t
tell the editors without a program. W.H.
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HEN PENN JONES FIRST told me about the
“mysterious deaths” surrounding the Ken-
nedy assassination, I thought he was putting
me on. It was last January in Midlothian,
Texas (pop. 1521), on the porch of his rambling white
house two blocks from his newspaper and print shop.

It sounded too much like another King Tut’s Tomb
mystery. Thirteen deaths, Jones said, possibly related to
the assassination. (It was 14 after they opened Tut’s tomb
in 1923, 15 if you count Marilyn Monroe, who seems to
have died the proud possessor of a fabulous gem once
stolen from the Tut sarcophagus; victims, all, of the an-
cient Egyptian curse: DEATH SHALL COME ON SWIFT WINGS
TO HIM THAT TOUCHES THE TOMB OF THE PHARAOH.)

But Penn is an engaging guy and 1 reserved judgment,
listening, eyes ranging over the tree-lined street of this
dusty former cotton market town 25 miles out of Dallas.
His talk went like rabbit tracks, touching one by one the
thousand riddles of the Kennedy case—tales so bizarre
that even an editor of cheap paperbacks would turn them
down for lack of credibility. After two hours of unaccus-
tomed sitting in porch rocking chairs, I got up stiff,
skeptical, willing to be convinced. At Ramparts we de-
cided to check out a few of Penn’s leads. We became in-
trigued, puzzled, finally angry with the glib conclusions of
the Warren Commission. And we decided that Jones,

sleuthing alone and almost unaided right in the heart of
assassination country—long before the public furor over
the inconsistencies in the Warren Report—had made a
singular contribution to uncovering the hidden facts of
the Kennedy case.

That meeting on Penn’s porch was the start of nine
months of systematic investigation, in Dallas, in the
Warren Report and its 26 volumes, in the National Ar-
chives, during which we learned, among other things, the
limits of our knowledge. Bill Turner, a Ramparts staff
writer and veteran of 10 years as an FBI agent, was as-
signed to the case. He’d been investigating the President’s
murder since his first trip to Dallas for Saga magazine
immediately after the assassination. Marvin Garson, an
investigator for attorney Mark Lane who spent several
weeks in Dallas in the fall of 1964, made available to us
wire recordings of interviews with 15 witnesses to the
assassination and the related deaths. Four part-time re-
porters worked around the country on different aspects of
the case. But it was always Penn Jones, his ear tuned in to
the Dallas gossip, who furnished the best leads.

We concluded that Penn was right when he said the
Warren Report was a waste of paper, He was right when
he said the assassination has never been thoroughly inves-
tigated. And it is a crying shame that private citizens should
have to do the job the Commission flubbed.— David Welsh
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Editorials from the Midlothian Mirror
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1. An Editor’s Credo

Read not to contradict and con-
fute, nor to believe and take for
granted: But to weigh and con-
sider. FRANCIS BACON

In the discharge of our duty as a newspaper editor, we
must do everything possible to bring into some intelligible
whole ALL the events surrounding the assassination of
John F. Kennedy.

Inquiry is the life blood of truth, and the careful report
of inquiry is the newspaperman’s cross and grail.

But grails are no longer attractive, and journalism is so
timid and weak. How else account for the almost total
disregard on the part of the national press of the many
persons—missing, murdered, or met with death strangely
—who were related to the tragedy in Dallas.

When we planned this series of editorials beginning at
the time of the Jack Ruby trial, we felt the Warren Com-

mission should remain in existence for at least five years.

When the Commission made its Report and disbanded,

Photograph by John Howard Griffin

Penn Jones Jr.

we felt it should be reopened. Now we doubt such action
would be profitable other than to add more whitewash to
the already thick coat.

Further articles will appear periodically in the Mid-
lothian Mirror. We expect to work on the assassination
for the rest of our lives—not that any action will be taken,
but in the hope that historians may be able to point a
more accurate finger.

We do not have all the answers. But after spending
several thousand hours knocking on doors, asking ques-
tions, meanwhile reading the Report, we believe audacious
actions were taken by the Commission lawyers and the
Chairman obfuscating the evidence left after Kennedy,
Tippit, and Oswald were killed. :

We thank the dedicated few who have helped in assem-
bling the facts presented. They must have shed the same
hot tears of despair this writer could not hold back. These
workers came from many walks of life—with no hope of
reward. There were only two in Dallas who would aid us,
and for obvious reasons, we do not name them.

by PennJ ones Jr.



[Editor’s note: The following were
printed in Penn Jones’ newspaper, the
Midlothian Mirror, between the fall of
1965 and spring of 1966. We reprint
-them here as they were written.]

2. Meeting at Ruby’s
Apartment

In the Warren Commission Report
Captain Will Fritz of the Dallas police
department quoted Lee Harvey Oswald
as saying of the killing of the President:
“People will forget that in a few days and
there would be another President.” This
editor feels Oswald was wrong on his
estimate of the nation’s respect. This na-
tion has not yet had a chance to ade-
quatelymﬁﬁa-
tion, and it may take a full scale war to
make them forget.

We have been critical of the Warren
Report, but we are so grateful for the
many answers in the 26 volumes of testi-
mony. The answers are there for those
who are willing to dig.

This evidence forces us to plead for a
revival of the Warren Commissicn for
more study and consideration concern-
ing the assassination. The evidence con-
cerns the testimony of George Senator,
self-classified as a “beggar™ (Vol. 14,
page 308) and the roommate of Jack
Ruby. The discrepancy concerns a meet-
ing in Ruby’s and Senator’s apartment

on Sunday night, November 24, 1963, -

after Ruby killed Oswald.

After what has happened to those
present at the meeting, one can presume
it was an important meeting on that
Sunday night. Five persons were present
for the meeting and three of them have
died strangely. A reasonable man would
wonder if Senator accidentally revealed
something important that night

Shortly after dark the mer .g took
place in Ruby’s and Senator’s apartment
in Oak CIliff. George Senator and Attor-
ney Tom Howard were present and hav-
ing a drink in the apartment when two
newsmen and two attorneys arrive\d. The
newsmen were Bill H of the Long
Beach (Calif.) Press Telegram, and Jim
Ko;@he Dallas Times Herald. At-
torney C,_A. Droby of Dallas arranged
the meeting for the two newsmen.

Droby insists that he only arranged the
meeting. He says he did not accompany
the other five men on a tour of the apart-
ment, nor did he hear any of the conver-
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sation which went on. But the lives of
three who accompanied Senator about
the apartment have been taken.

We learned this week that Attorney
Jim Martin, close friend of George Sena-
tor, was present for the apartment meet-
ing. Martin did not testify before the
Warren Commission, but he told this
editor he heard the conversations during
the visit of the newsmen. He could not
remember anything that was said, but he
was sure there was nothing significant.
“Certainly there was nothing said that
would make Senator lie about.”

We asked Martin if he did not feel it
was unusual for Senator to call Martin
about the killing of Oswald before the
announcement was made that Ruby had
done the shooting (Vol. 14, page 245).
Martin said this editor was wrong, that
the phone call came after it was an-

" nounced that Ruby had shot Oswald,
but later said: “You are telling me some-
thing I didn’t know about.”

e asked Martin if he thought it was

nusual for Senator to forget the meeting
hile testifying in Washington on April

22, 1964, since’Bill Hunter, who was a

newsman present at the meeting, was
hot to death in Long Beach, California
that very night. Martin grinned and said:

“Oh, you are still looking for con-

" spiracy.”

*We nodded yes and he grinned and
said: “You will never find it.”

We asked: “Never find it, or not
there?”

He added soberly: “Not there.”

Bill Hunter, a native of Dallas and an
award winning newsman in Long Beach,
was on duty and reading a book in the
police station called the *“Public Safety
Building” in Long Beach, California.

Two policemen going off duty came into -

the press room and one shot Hunter
through the heart at range officially ruled
to be “more than three feet.” The police-
man said he dropped his gun, and it fired
as he picked it up, but the angle of the
bullet caused him to have to change the
story. He finally said he was playing a
game of quick draw with his fellow offi-
cer. The other officer testified he had his
back turned when the shootingtook place.

Hunter, who covered the assassination
for his paper, the Long Beach Press Tele-
gram, had written:

“Within minutes of Ruby’s execution
of Oswald, before the eyes of millions
watching television, at least two Dallas
attorneys appeared to talk with him.

“ ‘He didn’t tell us anything,’ one of the
attorneys told the press after the first
brief meeting. ‘He just listened. He paid
for advice.” N

Hunter was quotin

a
om Howard

who died of a heart attack in Dallas a
few months after Hunter’s death. Law-
yer Tom Howard was observed acting
strangely to his friends two days before
his death. Howard was taken to the hos-
pital by a “friend” according to the news-

Jim Koethe

i~
3

C)Dallas Times Herald reporter Jim
Koethe was killed by a karate chop to
the throat just as he emerged from a
shower in his apartment in Dallas on
September 21, 1964. His murderer was
not indicted.

What went on in that significant meet-
ing in Ruby’s and Senator’s apartment ?
Few are left to tell. There is no one in
authority to ask the questions, since the
Warren Commission has made its final
report and has closed the investigation.

Now we cap.add to that list of strange
deaths that o%iis_ Dorothy Kilgallen.
Miss Kilgallen joins Bill Hunter, Jim
Koethe, Tom Howard and others. Miss
Kilgallen is the only journalist who was
granted a private interview with Jack
Ruby since he killed Lee Oswald. Judge
Joe B. Brown granted the interview dur-
ing the course of the Ruby trial in Dallas
—to the intense anger of the hundreds of
other newspeople present.

Questioning in Dallas becomes in-
creasingly difficult. Witnesses cannot be
located and when located they are re-
ticent. It is important, however, to point
out that pertinent questions were omitted
by leading lawyers in our land. We will
ask the questions in print during the
coming weeks. Maybe, someone will
have the answers which history deserves.




Bill Hunter

3. Harry N. Olsen,
Policeman

The more gross the fraud, the
more glibly will it go down and
the more greedily will it be swal-
lowed, since folly will always
find faith wherever imposters
« will find impudence. c. N.BovER

Harry N. Olsen was on private duty on
the day of the assassination. He was
guarding an estate. But he was unable to
recall (1) the address of the estate; (2)
didn’t know who lived in the house and;
(3) didn’t remember the name of the
officer who gavé him the job.

Olsen’s statement went like this:

COMMISSION COUNSEL. SPECTER. And
what was your next occupation?

MR. OLSEN. Dallas Police Department.

SPECTER. What was your rank in the
Police Department ?

OLSEN. Patrolman. .

SPECTER. And how long were you em-
ployed by the Dallas Police Department?

OLSEN. Five and a half years.

SPECTER. When did you end your em-
ployment with the Dallas Police Depart-
ment?

OLSEN, In the latter part of December,
1963. :

SPECTER. And how were you r-ployed
after December of 1963 ?

OLSEN. I left Dallas and came to Cali-
fornia and am working for a collection
agency.

SPECTER. Have you held that same job
from the time you first arrived here in Los
Angeles until the present time?

OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. Are you married or single,
Mr. Olsen?

OLSEN. Married.

SPECTER. And what is the name of your
wife?

OLSEN. Kay.

SPECTER. And what was her name prior
to her marriage to you?

OLSEN. Kay Coleman.

SPECTER. What was her occupation
prior to being married to you, that is
where was she employed?

OLSEN. She was employed at the Carou-
sel Club.

SPECTER. Do you know Jack Ruby?

OLSEN. Yes.

SPECTER. When did you first become
acquainted with Mr. Jack Ruby?

OLSEN. Oh, about 3 years ago.

SPECTER. What were the circumstances
of your making his acquaintance ?

OLSEN. I was with the Police Depart-

ment at the time and I was working that -

area where his club was, and it was a rou-
tine check of his place.

SPECTER. How did you and Jack Ruby
get along during the time you knew him?

OLSEN. We spoke. And sometimes he
would get mad and I would talk to him
and calm him down a little bit.

SPECTER. How often did you visit Jack
Ruby’s club, the Carousel Club?

OLSEN. Oh, once a week, I guess. Some-
times more and sometimes less.

Some testimony omitted here.

SPECTER. Do you know whether or not
Jack Ruby knew Officer J. D. Tippit?

OLSEN. I heard that he did.

SPECTER. From whom did you .hear
that?

OLSEN. It was a rumor that he did.

SPECTER. When did you hear that rumor
that he did know Officer J. D. Tippit?

OLSEN. While talking with other offi-
cers. I couldn’t specifically say when.

SPECTER. Was that after Tippit was
killed?

OLSEN. Yes.

Some testimony omitted here. _

'SPECTER. Do you recall November 22,
1963, the day President Kennedy was
assassinated?

OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. Tell me, as specifically as you
can recollect, exactly what your activities
were on that day.

OLSEN. I was employed by the Dallas
Police Department and I was working at
an extra job guarding an estate. ’

SPECTER. Whose estate was that?

OLSEN. I don’t remember the name.

SPECTER. How did you happen to get
that extra job?

OLSEN. ‘A motorcycle officer was re-
lated to this elderly woman and he was
doing work, but he was in the motor—

SPECTER. Cade?

OLSEN. Motorcade of the President,
and I was off that day and able to work it.

SPECTER. Do you recall the name of the
motorcycle officer?

OLSEN. No.

The memory of Patrolman Olsen is
bad, but the indifference of Commission

- Attorney Arlen Specter seems unpardon-

able. Olsen claims he can not remember
the street address nor the name of the
owner for whom he is working. Olsen
says he can’t even remember the name of
the policeman, related to the estate
owner, who gave Olsen the job. Could
one wonder if Olsen was hiding some-
thing?

We resume with the testimony.

SPECTER. Where was that estate lo-
cated?

OLSEN. On 8th Street in Dallas.

SPECTER. Do you recall the specific ad-
dress or the cross street on which it was
located?

OLSEN. If's in the Oak CIiff area, ir's
approximately two blocks off of Stem-
mons.

SPECTER. What time did you start to
guard the estate on that particular Friday ?

OLSEN. About 7 a.m.

SPECTER. And how long did that guard
duty last ?

OLSEN. Until about 8.

SPECTER. Eight p.m.?

OLSEN. P.m., yes, sir.

SPECTER. Did you have any visitors
while you were guarding the estate on that
day?

' OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. And who was the visitor or
visitors ?

OLSEN. Kay.

SPECTER. What time did she visit you?

OLSEN. Right after the President was
shot.-

Olsen’s location becomes important
when one looks at the radio log printed

| in Vol. XXIII, page 850 of the Warren

Report Exhibits. The radio dispatcher
inquired the location of Officer J. D.
Tippit. Tippit gave his location and his
last radio signal from 8th and Lancaster.
He was killed near 10th and Patton, no
more than a few blocks from where Ol-
sen wasTﬁﬁftE(—i./___h——_’ﬂ:ﬁgl
The next most obvious question
should have been asked of Olsen: “Did
you see Patrolman Tippit?” Olsen says
he was in the yard talking to passersby.
Tippit radioed he was at about that
same location. Like so many times be-
fore—the question was never asked.
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Forgetful flatfoot Harry N. Olsen was
in a yard on 8th Street in Oak CIiff
shortly after the assassination at a spot
undetermined by the Commission. Ac-
cording to other things Olsen said this
spot might have been six blocks from
Thornton Expressway. At a spot six
blocks from Thornton west on 8th Street,
the elevation is such that a man in the
yard could have seen Oswald on any of
five streets if Oswald crossed 8th St.
headed from his rooming house in the
direction of Ruby’s apartment. Oswald

apparently chose Patton. From Olsen’s

likely location Oswald could have been
observed on Patton, Denver, Lake CIliff,
Starr or Lansing streets.

[Editor’s note: Olsen becomes an even
more important figure because he had
seen Ruby on both Friday night and
Saturday night before the murder of Os-
wald— on Friday night, November 22, he
spent three hours talking to Ruby.}

SPECTER. How long did you talk to Mr.
Ruby on this Friday night?

OLSEN. Two or three hours.

SPECTER. Who else was present at the
time of the conversation ?

OLSEN. Kay.

SPECTER. And anybody else?

OLSEN. Johnny [a garage attendant].

SPECTER. Was there anybody besides
Johnny and Kay and Jack Ruby?

OLSEN. Not that I remember.

SPECTER. Tell me as specifically as you
can recall exactly what it was that Ruby
said and what it was that you and Kay
and Johnny said in reply to him. '

OLSEN. We were all upset about the
President’s assassination, and we were
Jjust talking about how we hated it, that it
was a tragedy.

SPECTER. Did Jack Ruby say something
to that effect? -

OLSEN. Yes: very strongly.

SPECTER. Do you recall what his exact
words were, by any chance?

OLSEN. I believe he said something to
the effect that “It’ s too bad that a peon,”

or a person like Oswald, “could do some- '

thing like that,” referring to shooting the
President and the officer, Officer Tippit.

SPECTER. Did he say anything more
about Oswald at that time?

OLSEN.- He cursed him.

SPECTER. What specific language did he

" use?

OLSEN. S.0.5.

SPECTER. Was there any other specific
curse that you recollect Ruby used in de-
scribing Oswald ?
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OLSEN, He could have said something
else, but I remember that. Pm sure that
he did say something else, but I don’t re-
member what it was.

SPECTER. Did he say anything at that
time about whether or not he knew Os-
wald?

OLSEN. No, sir.

SPECTER. Did he say anything at that
time about whether or not he knew Officer
J. D. Tippit?

OLSEN. It seemed that he did know
Officer Tippit.

SPECTER. Why do you say, “It seemed
that he did know Officer Tippit?”

OLSEN. [ believe he said that Tippit had
been to his club. ]

A man named Hardee, who ran the
gambling concession for Ruby, testified
that J. D. Tippit was a frequent visitor
to the club, The gambler also testified
there was a motorcycle policeman who
was very close to Ruby. He said there
was a very special relationship between
the two policemen and Jack Ruby. The
Commission seems not to have tried to
identify the motorcycle policeman.

SPECTER. Did you see anybody else on
Saturday besides Kay ?

OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. Who else did you see?

OLSEN. I saw R -y Saturday night.

Attorney Meivin Belli was searching
all over Dallas for this officer who had
seen Ruby on both Friday and Saturday
night, but Olsen was not to be found.

SPECTER. Where was it that you saw
Ruby?

OLSEN. In front of his club.

SPECTER. At what time was that?

OLSEN. Oh, 10 or 11 at night.,

SPECTER. Did you speak to him?

OLSEN, No, sir. ,

SPECTER. What was the circumstances
under which you saw him?

OLSEN. We were driving by and he was
standing outside and we waved.

SPECTER. Did he see you and wave at
you?

OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. What did you do from the
time you got to Kay's house until the time
that you saw Ruby standing in front of his
club on that Saturday night?

OLSEN. Watched some television and
listened to the radio a little bit.

SPECTER. Did you see or talk to any-
body else either in person or by telephone
from the time you got to Kay's house until
the time you saw Ruby that Saturday
night ?

~

OLSEN. No, sir: I don’t guess we did.

SPECTER. What did you do after you saw
Ruby in front of his club that Saturday
night?

OLSEN. We drove by where the Presi-
dent was shot, we drove by there several
times, and drove around town a little bit.

SPECTER. What time did you finish
driving around town?

OLSEN. Oh, I guess 1 or 2.

SPECTER. In the morning?

OLSEN. Yes, sir.

SPECTER. Did you see anybody else you
knew while you were driving around town ?

OLSEN. We did, but I don’t remember
who it was.

SPECTER. Did you stop and talk to
them?

OLSEN. Yes, sir. I don’t remember who
it was.

Some testimony omitted here.

' SPECTER. When did you end your em-
ployment with the Dallas Police Depart-
ment? '

OLSEN. The latter part of December.

SPECTER. What was the reason for leav-
ing the Dallas Police Department ?

OLSEN. I wanted to come to California.

SPECTER. Nobody at the Dallas Police
Department asked you to leave ?

OLSEN. Yes, sir. .

SPECTER. Who asked you to leave the
Police Department?

OLSEN, Chief Curry.

SPECTER. What was the reason for that ?

OLSEN. I was out of sick time: in other
words, you are allotted so much sick time
a year, and he didn’t want to extend me
any more.

SPECTER. Was that the only reason why
he asked you to terminate your employ-
ment with the Police Department ?

OLSEN. That was one of the reasons.

SPECTER. Was there any other reason?

(Long pause.) .

OLSEN. I don’t remember exactly what
was said.

Possibly this man was fired for bad
memory, but we doubt it. He seems to
have a remarkably forgetful memory.

SPECTER. Was there any special reason
why you went to California?

OLSEN. We heard the climate was nice
out here.

We feel sure the climate in California
was better than in Dallas during the late
winter of 1963-64. The Ruby trial was:
held in Dallas in March of 1964.

The sudden departure of Olsen for the
better climate of California is a matter
of importance.



4. Jack Ruby’s
“Joint”

The press has a responsibility
not to pervert the truth for prof-
it or partisanship and not to
knuckle under to the pressure
of any of those forces that want
the facts suppressed. Men and
women who have no other in-
terest than to report the truth
as they see it can effect the fate
of us all. MORALITY IN AMERICA
BY J. ROBERT MOSKIN

We present two interesting witnesses
this week. We give parts of their testi-
mony simply to show what kind of a
joint Jack Ruby was operating in Dallas.
Both Jack Hardee and Mrs. Nancy Per-
rin Rich back each other in their inde-
pendent testimony. Most important, the
testimony of Hardee and Mrs, ‘Rich
strongly suggests a Ruby tie-in with
gangster interests such as mentioned in
the conversation Attorney Carroll Jarna-
gin overheard and reported in our last
installment.

[Editor’s note: this conversation ap-
pears in section 5 of this article.]

Deposition taken by the Federal Bu-
reau of Investigation. Shown in Volume
XXII1, page 372:

December 26, 1963

Jack Hardee, Jr. was interviewed at the
Mobile County Jail, Mobile, Alabama,
where he is incarcerated in Jfederal cus-
tody ...

Hardee stated that he has spent some

time in Dallas, Texas, and he had met
Jack Ruby during the course of his con-

tacts in Dallas. He stated that approxi-
mately one year ago, while in Dallas,
Texas, he attempted to set up a numbers
game, and he was advised by an individ-
ual, whom he did not identify, that in
order to operate in Dallas it was necessary
to have the clearance of Jack Ruby. He
stated that this individual, whom he did
not identify, told him thar Ruby had the
“fix” with the county authorities, and that
any other fix being placed would have to
be done through Ruby.

Some deposition omitted,

During the period that Hardee was in
Dallas approximately one year ago, he
was in Ruby’s presence on several ocea-
sions. He stated that Rub y impressed him
as being the type of individual who would
kill without much provocation.

Hardee also stated that the police offi- -

cer whom Harvey Lee Oswald allegedly
killed after he allegedly assassinated the
President was a JSrequent visitor to Ruby’s

night club along with another officer who
was a motorcycle patrol in the Oaklawn
section of Dallas. Hardee stated from his
observation there appeared to be a very
close relationship between these three in-
dividuals.

Hardee stated that he knows of his own
personal knowledge that Rub y hustled the
strippers and other girls who worked in
his club. Ruby made dates Jor them, ac-
cepting the money for the dates in ad-
vance, and kept half, giving the other half
1o the girls. These dates were filled in the
new hotel in downtown Dallas and the
Holiday Motel, in Irvington.

* ® &

We start Mrs. Rich’s testimony with
the following: :

ASSISTANT COUNSEL HUBERT. How long
before leaving Dallas did You quit the job
at Ruby’s? )

RICH. Possibly a couple of months,
three months. I wasn’t in Dallas more than
maybe. five months, four months at the
most, four or five months at the most.

HUBERT. Now, when you say bartender,
what do you mean ? What were your actual
duties ?

RICH. I was actually a bartender. /4
worked behind the bar mixing and serving
drinks.

HUBERT. What sort of drinks ?

RICH, Whatever was allowed., Actually,
You are not allowed to serve drinks there.
We do to special customers. You are not
allowed to serve hard liquor. But I served
beer, and wine, of course, and your set-
ups.

HUBERT. What customers did you serve
hard liquor to ?

RICH. Whomever I was told to.

HUBERT. You don’t know their names ?

RICH. I couldn’t quote you names, per-
haps.

HUBERT. Who told you to serve them ?

RICH. Mr. Ruby. It was q standing or-
der. For a particular group of people.
Then whenever he would come in and say,
“This is private stock stuff,” that would
mean for me 1o go where I knew the hard
liquor was and get it out, and get it ready
Jor the people in his private office.

HUBERT. What was the particular
group—who did it consist of?

RICH. The Police Depariment.

HUBERT. Are you saying that Jack
Ruby told you that when any member of
the Police Department came in, that there
was a standing order that you could serve
them hard liquor ?

RICH. That is correct.

HUBERT. Did they pay ?

RICH. Oh, no: of course not.

Some testimony omitted here,

HUBERT. I think you have mentioned
that you saw Ruby at a certain meeting at
which your husband was present and there
was a general discussion of guns or C: uban
refugees.

RICH. Your statement is partially cor-
rect.

HUBERT. Will you tell us what is gc-
tually correct?

RICH. At the first meeting there were
Jour people present. There was a colonel
or a light colonel, I forget which. | also
Jorget whether he was Air Force or Army.
It seems to me he was Army. And it seems
to me he was regular Army. There was my
husband, Mr. Perrin, myself, and a fellow
named Dave, and I don't remember his
last name. Dave C.—1I think it was Cole,
but I wouldn't be sure. Dave came to my
husband with q proposition—

HUBERT. There were only four people
present?

RICH. Let me clarify the statement
about Dave. He was a bartender Jor the
University Club on Commerce Street in
Dallas. 1 became associated with him and
subsequentlv so did my husband. Well, at
first it I .ed all right to me. They
wanted someone 1o pilot a boat—someone
that knew Cuba, and my husband claimed
he did. Whether he did, I dor't know. I
know he did know boats. So they were
going to bring Cuban refugees out into
Miami. All this was JSine, because by that
time everyone knew Castro Jor what he
appears to be, shall we say. So I said sure,
why not— $10,000. I said that is fine.

Some testimony omitted here.

HUBERT. Was the sum of $10,000 men-
tioned at that meeting ? )

RICH. Yes: it was.

HUBERT. Who mentioned it ?

RICH. The colonel. And it seemed aw-
JSully exhorbitant for something like this.
1 smelled a fish, to quote a maxim.

HUBERT. You mean you thought that
there was too much money involved for
this sort of operation ?

RICH. Yes: Idid.

HUBERT. You didn’t express that view,
of course ?

RICH. No: I didn’t say anything. I just
kept quiet. )

HUBERT. How were matters left at the
end of that meeting ?

RICH. That there were more people in-
volved, and that we were 1o attend a meet-
ing at some later date, of which we would

RAMPARTS 35



be advised.

HUBERT. Were you advised?

RICH. We were.

HUBERT. Did another meeting take
place?

RICH. Yes: it did.

HUBERT. How long after the first?

RICH. Oh, probably 5 or 6 days, give or
take aday or 2.

HUBERT. At the same place?

RICH. Yes.

HUBERT. And how was that meeting
left?

ricH. Well, at that time when he said
that, my first thought was *“‘Nancy, get
out of here, this is no good, this stinks.”
I have no qualms about making money,
but not when it is against the Federal Gov-
ernment but let’s play along and see what
happens. 1 said, ** All right, we will go. But
you can take the $10,000 and keep it. 1
want $25,000 or we don’t move.” It was
left that the bigwigs would decide among
themselves. During this meeting I had the
shock of my life. Apparently they were
having some hitch in money arriving. No
one actually said that that’s what it was.
But this is what I presumed it to be. I am
sitting there. A knock comes on the door
and who walks in but my little friend Jack
Ruby. And you could have knocked me
over with a feather.

HUBERT. That was at the second meet-
ing.

RICH. Yes.

HUBERT. Now, what facts occurred to
give you the impression that there was a
hitch with respect to money ?

RICH. Oh, just that they were talking
about, well, first of all when I say we—a
group of people were supposed to go to
Mexico to make the arrangement for
rifles but “Well, no, you can’t leave to-
morrow” —they dropped it. And just
evasive statements that led me to believe
that perhaps they were lacking in funds.

And then Ruby comes in, and everybody
looks like this, you know, a big smile—
like here somes the Saviour, or something.
And he took one look at me, I took one
look at him, and we glared, we never
spoke a word. 1 don’t know if you have
ever met the man. But he has this nervous
air about him. And he seemed overly nerv-
ous that night. He bustled on in. The
colonel rushed out into the kitchen or bed-
room, I am not sure which. Ruby had—
and he always did carry a gun—and 1
noticed a rather extensive bulge in his—
about where his breast pocket would be.
But at that time I thought it was a shoul-
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der holster, which he was in the habit of
carrying.

HUBERT. He was in the habit of carry-
ing?

RricH. Yes. Either a shoulder holster or
a gun stuck in his pocket. I always had a
gun behind the bar. This is normal.

Some testimony omitted here.

HUBERT. And your reason for leaving
Dallas, you say, was that—

ricH. I smelled an element that I did
not want to have any part of.

HUBERT. And that element was what?

RICH. Police characters, let’s say.

Jack Ruby

5. Carroll Jarnagin, -
Attorney

Combinations of wickedness
would overwhelm the world by
the advantage which licentious
principles afford, did not those
who have long practiced perfidy
grow faithless to each other.
SAMUEL JOHNSON
Of the many amazing things in the
‘Warren Commission exhibits, the state-
ment of Carroll Jarnagin is one of the
most astounding. Attorney Jarnagin, we
felt, either has total recall memory, or he
had a tape recorder with him that night,
or he made the story up.
Our contention is that the Commission

" should have heard Jarnagin, so the mem-

bers could come to their own con-
clusions. :

Below are parts of the Jarnagin state-
ment which he mailed to the FBI on
December 4, 1963 and which is Exhibit
2821 of the 26 Warren Commission
volumes: i

Dear Mr. Hoover,

On Oct. 4, 1963 I was in the Carousel
‘Club in Dallas Texas, and while there 1

heard Jack Ruby talking to a man using
the name of H. L. Lee. These men were
talking about plans to kill the Governor
of Texas. This information was passed on
to the Texas Department of Public Safety
on Oct. 5, 1963 by telephone. On Sunday
Nov. 24, 1963 1 definitely realized that the
picture in the Nov. 23, 1963 Dallas Times
Herald of Lee Harvey Oswald was a pic-
ture of the man using the name of H. L.
Lee whose conversation with Jack Ruby
I had overheard back on Oct. 4, 1963. 1
thereafter attempted to recall as much of
the Oct. 4, 1963 conversation with as
much accuracy as possible, and to reduce
it to writing. This report is sent to you for
whatever use it may be in assisting the
F.B.I. in your current investigation.
Respectfully Submitted

Yours Very Sincerely,

(signed)

Carroll Jarnagin

Report of events which took place in
The Carousel Club 1312-1{2 Commerce
Street, Dallas, Texas on Friday, Oct. 4,
1963 from about 10 P.M. until about
1:35P.M.:

The club is located on the second floor,
and is entered by a stairway leading up
from the sidewalk on the South side of
Commerce Street.

Witness, who is an attorney, and a
client, who is an “‘exotic dancer,” walk up
the stairs to the Carousel Club Oct. 4,
1963 at about 10 P.M., on business, the
dancer, stage name ‘Robin Hood,’ desires
to talk with Jacly Ruby, the owner of the
club, about si¥aring a booking for em-
ployment. The witness and the dancer
enter the club, and sit down at the second
table on the right from the entrance . . .
Several minutes after the witness and the
dancer are seated, the witness notices a
man appear in the lighted entrance area
and tell the girl in the ticket booth:
] want to see Jack Ruby.’ In a short
period of time the bouncer appears and
with a flash light shines a beam of light
upon the ceiling on the inside of the club at
the entrance area. The man who has asked
1o see Jack Ruby is dressed in a tan jacket,
has brown hair, needs a haircut, is-wearing
a sport shirt, and is about 5'9 or 10" in
height, his general appearance is some-
what unkempt, and he does not appear to
be dressed for night-clubbing : he, the new
arrival, sits with his back to the wall at the
first table to his right from the entrance
area: after a few minutes he orders and is
served a bottle of beer : he continues to sit
alone and appears to be staring at the
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dancer: the dancer leaves the table and
the new arrival stares intently at the wit-
ness: the witness notices the new arrival’s
eyes are dark, and his face is unsmiling :
after some minutes a man dressed in a
dark suit, about 45-50 years of age, par-
tially bald, medium height and medium
to heavy build, dark hair and more or less
hawk faced in appearance Jrom the side,
Joins the new arrival at the table - the new

arrival appeared to be abour 25 years of -

age: (the older man dressed in the dark
suit was later indicated by the dancer to
be Jack Ruby): and the Jollowing conver-
sation was overheard :

JACK RUBY. . . . (some name not clearly
heard or not definitely recalled by the wit-
ness)—what are you doing here ?

Man who had been sitting alone. P'm
using thename of H. L. Lee - . .

JACK RUBY. What do you want ?

LEE. I need some money. .

JACK RUBY. Money ?

LEE. ] just got in from New Orleans, I
need a place to stay, and a job.

JACK RUBY. I noticed you hadn’t been
around in two or three weeks, what were
you doing in New Orleans ?

LEE. There was a street fight and I got
put injail,

RUBY. What charge ?

LEE. Disturbing the peace.

RUBY. Don’t you have a Jamily, can’t
you stay with them ?

LEE. They are in Irving, ‘they know
nothing about this: I want to get a place
to myself: they don’t know I'm back.

RUBY. Youw'll get the money after the
Job is done.

LEE. What about half now, and half
after the job is done ?

RUBY. No, but don’t worry, I'll have the
money for you, after the Jjob is done.

LEE. How much ?

RUBY. We've already agreed on that . . .

RUBY. How do I know that you can do
the job?

LEE. I's simple, Pm a Marine sharp-
shooter.

RUBY. Are you sure that you can do the
Job without hitting anybody but the Goy-
ernor?

LEE. I'm sure, I've got the equipment
ready.

RUBY. Have you tested it, will you need
to practice any?

LEE. Don’t worry about that, I donm’t
need any practice : when will the Governor
be here?

RUBY. Oh, he’ll be here plenty of times
during ‘campaigns . . . (distraction).

\

LEE. Where can I do the job ?

RUBY. From the roof of some building.

LEE. No, that'’s too risky, too many
people around.

RUBY. But they’ll be watching the pa-
rade, they won’t notice you . . .

LEE. But afterwards, they would tear
me 1o pieces before I could get away.

RUBY. Then do it from here (indicating
the north end of the Carousel Club), from
a window.

LEE. How would I get in ?

RUBY. L'll tell the porter to let you in.

LEE. But won’t there be people in the
place?

RUBY. I can close the place Jor the
parade, and leave word with the porter to
let you in. )

LEE. But what about the porter . . . -

RUBY. [ can tell him to leave after let-
ting you in: he won’t know anything.

LEE. I don’t want any witnesses around
when I do the job.

RUBY. Yow'll be alone.

LEE. But what about the money, when
do I get the money ?

RUBY. I'll have it here for you.

LEE. But when? Pm not going to have
much time after the shooting to get away.

RUBY. Pll have the money on me, and
Lll run in first and hand it to you, and you
can run on out the back way.

LEE. I can’t wait long, why can’t you
leave the money in here ?

RUBY. How do 1 know yow'll do the job?

LEe. How do I know you will show up
with the money after the Jjob is done ?

RUBY. You can trust me, besides, you'll
have the persuader.

LEE. The rifle, I want to get away from
it as soon as it’s used,

RUBY. You can trust me.

LEE. What about giving me half of the
money just before the job is done, and
then you can send me the other half later ?

RUBY. [ can’t turn loose of the money
until the job is done: if there’s a slip up
and you don’t get him, they'll pick the
money up, immediately: I couldn’t tell
them that I gave half of it to you in ad-
vance, they'd think I doublecrossed them :
I would have to return all of the money.

People think I have a lot of money, but I
couldn’t raise half of that amount even by
selling everything I have. You'll Just have
to trust me to hand you the money as soon
as the job is done. There is no other way.
Remember, they want the Jjob done just as
bad as you want the money : and after this
is done, they may want to use Yyou again.

LEE. Not that it makes me any differ-

ence, but what have you 80t against the
Governor?

RUBY. He won't work with us on pa-
roles: with a few of the right boys out we
could really open up this State, with a little
cooperation from the Governor. The boys
in Chicago have no place to 80, no place to
really operate: they’ve clamped down the
lid in Chicago: Cuba is closed.: everything
is dead, look at this Place, half empty: if
we can open up this state we could pack
this place every night, those boys will
spend, ifthey have the money : and remem-
ber, we're right next to Mexico : there’d
be money for everybody, if we can open up
this state.

LEE. How do you know that the Gover-
nor won’t work with you ?

RUBY. It’s no use, he’s been in Washing-
ton too long, they’re too straight up there :
after they've been there awhile they get to
thinking like the Attorney General, The
Aftomey General, now there’s q guy the
boys would like to get, but its no use, he
stays in Washington 100 much.

LEE. A rifle shoots as far in Washington
as it does here, doesn’t it?

RUBY. Forget it, that would bring the
heat on everywhere, and the Feds would
get into everything, no, forget about the
Attorney General,

LEE. Killing the Governor of Texas &
put the heat on too, won't it ?

RUBY. Not really, they'll think some
crack-pot or communist did it, and it will
be written off as an unsolved crime.

LEE. There's really only one building to
do it from, one that covers Main, Elm,
and Commerce.

RUBY. Which one is that ?

LEE. The School Book Building, close to
the triple underpass. .

RUBY. What's wrong with doing it from
here?

LEE. What if he goes down another
‘street (distraction).

This is all the statement we feel neces-
sary to print.

On January 13, 1966 we asked Jarna-
gin if he had a tape recorder that night in
the Carousel Club. He said he did not.
We said: “You sure must have a fan-
tastic memory.”

Jarnagin said he graduated in the
upper 20 per cent of his class at SMU,
that he had no trouble getting into the
University of Chicago. He told us he
once made 100 on a college chemistry
examination with many chemical formu-
las as answers. He said: “I made 100 on
that test and I think I could recite the
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chemical formulas to you right now.”
Jarnagin repeated that he told the truth
in his statement and he holds no ill will
toward anyone.

Several points would seem to make
reasonable men scream for a thorough
investigation of the Jarnagin statement.
For example at the time of the assassina-

_tion, Ruby was sitting in the Dallas News

building in a room from which he could
have watched Oswald get off his shots
and thus earn his pay discussed below.
Many students of this case are con-~
vinced that if Oswald shot, his bullets hit
only Governor Connally.
We insist only that the author of this

. statement should have been called before

the Commission as a witness.

[EDITOR’s NOTE: The Commission ap-
parently disposed of the Jarnagin di-
lemma by taking at face value a state-
ment by Dallas District Attorney Henry
Wade that he had administered a lie de-
tector test which showed the testimony
as “fantasy.” It is our understanding
that the lie detector is capable solely of
a determination, tenuous at that, of
whether or not a subject is deliberately
telling a falsehood.]

6. Julia Ann Mercer,
Witness
No feller in the wrong can stand
up against a feller in the right, if
he just keeps a-comin. CODE IN
THE OLD TEXAS RANGERS

This week we print the deposition of a
witness who saw a suspicious character
with a rifle case going toward the clump
of trees near the railroad overpass.

The deposition of Julia Ann Mercer
was devastating. But she was not called
as a witness and her name is not found in
any index. Were her words so lethal to
the Warren Commission’s theory of no
conspiracy? Her words are simply listed
in Vol. XIX under the heading *Dallas
County Sheriff’s Office record of the
events surrounding the assassination.”

Here is what the lady said:

On November 22, 1963, I was driving a
rented white Valiant automobile west on
Elm Street and was proceeding to the
overpass (in a westerly direction and at a
point about 45 or 50 feet east of the over-
head signs of the right entrance road to
the overpass, there was a truck parked on
the right hand side of the road. The truck
looked like it had 1 or 2 wheels up on the
curb. The hood of the truck was open. On
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_the driver’s side of the truck, there were

printed letters in black, oval shaped,
which said ““Air Conditioning.” This was
a pickup truck and along the back side of
the truck were what appeared to be tool
boxes. The truck was a green Ford with
a Texas license. I remember seeing the
word “Ford” at the back of the truck.

A man was sitting under the wheel of
the car and slouched over the wheel. This
man had on a green jacket, was a white
male in about his forties and was heavy
set. I did not see him too clearly. Another
man was at the back of the truck and
reached over the tailgate and took out
Jrom the truck what appeared to be a gun
case. This case was about 8" wide at its
widest spot and tapered down to a width
of about 4" or 5", The man who took this
out of the truck then proceeded to walk
away from the truck and as he did, the
small end of the case caught in the grass or
sidewalk and he reached down to free it.
He then proceeded to walk across the
grass and up the grassy hill which- forms
part of the overpass. This is the last I saw
of this man.

I had been delayed because the truck
which I described above was blocking my
passage and I had to wait until the lane
to my left cleared so I could go by the
truck.

During the time I was at this point and
observed the above incident there were 3
policemen standing talking near a motor-
cycle on the bridge just west of me . . .

The man who took what appeared to be
the gun case out of the truck was a white
male, who appeared to be in his late 20’s
or early 30°s and he was wearing a grey
Jacket, brown pants and plaid shirt as best
as I can remember. I remember he had on
some kind of a hat that looked like a wool
stocking hat with a tassell (sic) in the
middle of it. I believe that I can identify
this man if I see him again. .

The man who remained in the truck had
light brown hair and I believe I could
identify him also if I were to see him
again.”

Signed: Julia Ann Mercer
Notarized by Rosemary Allen

Here is another example of the next
most obvious question not being asked.
Miss Mercer did not give the time of day
when she witnessed these events, and no
one from the Sheriff’s Office nor the
Warren Commission ever bothered to in-
quire. From her interest, we would as-
sume the events were before the assassi-
nation, but we don’t know.

7. Earl Warren’s
Fancy

This writer met John F. Kennedy only
once. This was at the airport in Dallas
during the 1956 campaign of Adlai
Stevenson, and we admired him from
that day. After the assassination we re-
called the words of Albert Camus about
his friend and fellow underground work-
er, Rene Leynaud, who was murdered by
the Germans. Camus wrote: “‘His excep- .
tionally proud heart, protected by his
faith and his sense of honor, would have
found the words needed. But he is now
forever silent. And some who are not
worthy speak of the honor that was iden-
tified with him, while others who are not
trustworthy speak in the name of the
God he F3#hosen.”

It would be presumptuous for a weekly
newspaper to think it could solve such a
heinous crime. So heinous, in fact, that
every branch of the govérnment involved
assisted in covering and obfuscating the
evidence left after that terrible weekend
in Dallas.

The fanciful legend Earl Warren
helped to fix in the minds of Americans
is the burden he must bear.

Timid liberals in Dallas must share a
great part of the responsibility for the
pre-assassination attitudes in Dallas
which permitted such an atmosphere to
fester there. An effective organization in
Dallas would have discovered the plot
before its culmination. There is more evi-
dence than the Jarnagin report that
Ruby and Oswald were acquainted.

Liberals in Dallas did not work to
make sure all facts were reported after
the assassination, and this criminal neg-
lect will blacken the name of Dallas for
all time. Example: on the morning of the
Presidential parade, one of Ruby’s Dal-
las strippers had an automobile accident
near Lemmon and Inwood Road on the
Presidential parade route. On the front
seat of her car was a map marked as the
one later presented as the map belonging
to Oswald. Little wonder Oswald showed
surprise when he saw a mark at the site
of the assassination on the map. Even
Oswald soon figured out he was *“just a
patsy” which was what he screamed to
newsmen at 7:55 on Friday night.

We repeat our prediction that more
killings are going to be necessary in order
to keep this crime quiet.




The Legacy of Penn Jones, Jr.

by David Welsh
The ‘Sleuths’

NYONE CAN WRITE to the Government Printing

Office and, for $76, order the 26 volumes of

testimony and exhibits. Hundreds of Amer-

icans, nagged by doubts about the complete-

ness of the investigation, did just that. For a surprisingly

large number of people, reading the volumes, establishing

card files and interviewing witnesses became an all-con-

suming avocation. Working in virtual isolation from each

other, methodically recompiling the evidence, it was only

gradually that these amateur *“‘sleuths” learned of one
another’s existence.

In time there developed a network of Kennedy assassi-
nation buffs, linked coast-to-coast by a bush telegraph of
manifold ramifications. When one uncovered a startling
new piece of evidence, the information spread like fire
through plains grass until, before the week was out, it was
common knowledge among all the operatives of this pri-
vate intelligence apparat.

Some, like New York author Sylvia Meagher or Mar-
Jorie Deschamps, a west coast housewife, scholars of the
Warren Report and 26 volumes, can quote chapter and
verse on almost any facet of the case. Mrs. Meagher, find-
ing the Commission’s index next to useless, prepared and
published her own. Mrs. Deschamps put together a hun-
dred giant “panoplies”—photostats of collected evidence
—on different facets of the case. The “sleuth” ranks in-
clude salesman Ray Marcus; David Lifton, a master’s
candidate in engineering; and housewife Elizabeth Stone-
borough—all serious students of the photographic evi-
dence relating to the assassination. Physicist Paul Hoch
dug into the National Archives for hidden documents.
Philadelphia lawyer Vincent Salandria did pioneer re-
search on the ballistics and autopsy evidence; writer
Harold Feldman on the direction of shots. Add to them
the book-writers—Mark Lane, the most persistent public
gadfly of the Warren Commission; Harold Weisberg, a
Maryland gentleman farmer; and Leo Sauvage, the con-
servative U.S. correspondent for Le Figaro—and you
have an awesome army of private citizens who are saying
more or less explicitly: “The government lied to us about
the Kennedy assassination.”

Few of the sleuths are paid for their efforts, or reim-
bursed for long-distance phone calls, travel and research
materials. Motivated by anything from an affection for
President Kennedy to a plain zeal for truth, affiliated only

Photography of the Assassination by Phil Willis

in the most informal way, they are the embodiment of
what is finest in the American tradition, and a living in-
dictment of government-by-closed-shop.

At first we refused to take the sleuths seriously. Every-
one secretly wants to be a detective. Here was the “crime
of the century,” apparently unsolved, with a mountain of
poorly evaluated evidence at the disposal of anyone will-
ing to shell out 76 bills. To the private sleuths it was
irresistible; to us it was something of a joke. Then we
reviewed their work and realized that they were doing the
job the Dallas police, the FBI and the Warren Commission
should have done in the first place.

And if many will treat these amateur investigators as

some unique breed of kook, the Dallas police take them
seriously. When Shirley Martin, a housewife from Ho-
miny, Oklahoma, made trips to Dallas to interview wit-
nesses, the police would tail her, openly following her car
at short distance, and stay in her shadow until she left
town. The FBI takes one of the ““sleuths” seriously enough
to tap his phone. Two San Francisco sleuths report that
even their mail is habitually opened before it reaches their
door. Such intimidation has become so common that the
sleuths hardly talk about it any more.

N OUR TRIPS TO DALLAS, Bill Turner, I, and
editor Stan Sheinbaum interviewed many per-
sons touched in some way by the killing of
Kennedy. Some were willing to talk freely;

most were guarded. Many said there was no conspiracy
to assassinate the President, but almost invariably they
would indicate they thought otherwise: a playful smile,
a wink, a sardonic turn around the corners of the mouth.
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Others treated the Warren Report with open contempt.

We interviewed lawyers, reporters, cops, laborers, jani-
tors, simple housewives, an exotic dancer; most of them
asked us not to use their names. From time to time we
checked in at the Midlothian Mirror to compare notes
with Penn Jones. Occasionally he would take us to his
“farm” a few miles away, where he keeps his collection of
barbed wire, and where he has installed a waterwheel to
irrigate the hilltop (“the only working waterwheel in Ellis
County,” Jones boasts). Once we were sitting in that
bucolic setting, discussing the gory details of this grisliest
of murder cases, when all at once the incongruity struck
us as enormously funny—the barbed wire collection, Lyn-
don Johnson, the “Texas Mafia,” the waterwheel, the
mysterious deaths, the Grassy Knoll, the presumptuous-
ness of our investigating a regicide—and we threw our
heads back, broken up with laughter. Penn, who has a
formidable cackle, laughed the hardest. You have to laugh
on this case, or you can begin to doubt your sanity.

On another trip, we stood up and talked for 15 minutes
with Bertha Cheek, a friend of Ruby’s and sister of the
lady who kept Oswald’s rooming house, while she was
explaining why she couldn’t grant us an interview—unless
we paid her $1000. “Marina Oswald is getting money for
her story,” said sexy, fortyish Bertha, a prosperous realtor.
“Why should I give mine away?”

We spent six hours over vodka and orange juice with
Wanda Joyce Killam, a former B-girl in Ruby’s Carousel
Club and widow of one of the mysteriously dead. Wanda,
an attractive bottle blonde, looked a bit frowzy, not ex-
pecting visitors, and was embarrassed about it. She
rambled on about how wonderful a guy Jack Ruby is and
some minor details about her murdered husband; but
nothing startling, nothing we did not already know. We
bid a cordial goodbye to Wanda, who is a warm, gregar-
ious person, and talked about the apprehension that
chilled her features during most of our visit. But by this
time we had grown suspicious of anyone who wasn’t afraid.

Three years after the Kennedy assassination—and two
years after it was allegedly “solved” by the President’s
Commission—fear still walks with the man or woman who
knows even part of the truth of what really happened on
November 22, 1963. If Penn Jones has done nothing else,
he has'shown us that. It is a fear beyond the ken of most
Americans, who know only the ever-present, constipating
fear of being honest and natural with one another. The
Dallas fear is a fear for life, and livelihood. We saw it in
the eyes of those who crossed paths with key figures in the
assassination. We heard it in their voices. “Please,” one of
Jack Ruby’s strippers told us. “Don’t put my name in
your paper. Please. I love life too much.”

More than all the persuasive and well-documented
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books on the subject, it was that fear that reached us, in
our intestines; convinced us the Warren Commission was
wrong. If Lee Harvey Oswald did the job all by himself,
then what are these people afraid of? Whom are they
afraid of?

The Kennedy “Curse”

ENN JONBS’ biggest reportorial coup is unques-
tionably his discovery of a series of mysterious
deaths, possibly related to the assassination of
the President. That he would print it, when

practically nobody was printing anything but kudos for
Earl Warren & Co., and print it in the Dallas area, is a
sign of hope for the survival of independent journalism.
Jones’ first scoop was the story of a meeting at Jack
Ruby’s apartment on Sunday, November 24, 1963, sev-
eral hours after Ruby shot and killed Oswald in Dallas

police headquarters. In his original editorial, reprinted on
page 32, he disclosed that three of the five present at the
meeting—Jim Koethe, Bill Hunter and Tom Howard—
have died mysterious deaths. Of the survivors, Jim Martin,
who curiously enough represented the accused killer of
Koethe and got him off without prosecution, is still prac-
ticing law in Dallas. George Senator, at this writing, is
living in upstate New York. He has said répeatedly that
he féars for his life. T o ’
These were not the only ones to have died mysteriously
who possessed crucial scraps of knowledge about the kill-
ings of President Kennedy, Officer J. D. Tippit or Lee
Harvey Oswald. At least 10 such persons are known to
have been murdered, to have committed suicide or died in
suspicious circumstances since the Kennedy assassination.
Scores of persons similarly knowledgeable have been
beaten, shot, threatened, intimidated or run out of town.
And at least a dozen others brushed by the event have
voluntarily left Dallas—quite sensibly, it would seem.



[JIM KOETHE—KARATE CHOP]

HE BODY of the young Dallas reporter was found

swathed in a blanket on the floor of his bachelor

apartment on September 21, 1964. Police said

the cause of death was asphyxiation from a
broken bone at the base of the neck—apparently the re-
sult of a karate chop.

Robbery appeared to be the motive, although Koethe’s
parents believe he was killed for other reasons. Whoever
ransacked his apartment, they point out, was careful to re-
movehisnotesforabook he waspreparing, in collaboratlon
w1th two other Journahsts on the Kennedy assassination.

~ Within a week a 22-year-old ex-con from Alabama
named Larry Earl Reno was picked up selling Koethe’s
personal effects and held on suspicion of murder.

Reno’s lawyers were Mike Barclay and the ubiquitous
J1m Martm, both friends of RuBy roomxe George Senator.
\Martm and Senator one recalls, were with Koethe at that
enigmatic meeting on November 24, 1963. When the Reno
case came before the grand jury, District Attorney Henry
Wade secretly instructed the jurors not to indict—an
extraordinary move for a chief prosecuting officer with as
strong a case as he had. The grand jury returned a no-bill.

Reno, however, remained in jail on a previous charge.
When they finally sprang him, in January 1965, he was re-
arrested within a month for the robbery of a hotel. This
time the prosecution, led by a one-time Jaw partner of Mar-
tin’s, had no qualms about getting an mdlctment and a
conviction. Reno was sentenced tolife for the hotel robbery.
At the trial his lawyers called no witnesses in his defense.

[BILL HUNTER —SHOT DEAD]

UNTER COVERED the Kennedy assassination
more or less on a lark. He was a police re-
porter for the Long Beach paper and a good
one, with a knack for getting along with cops.

He drank with them, played cards with them in the press
room—he was a sharp and lucky player—and they would
often call him at home when a story broke. Hunter was a
big man, described by friends as rough, jovial, *“very
physical,” with an attractive wife and three children.
There was no real need for the Long Beach paper to
send a reporter to Dallas, but Hunter, who grew up there,
managed to promote a free trip for himself with the city
desk. In Dallas he ran into Jim Koethe, with whom he had
worked in Wichita Falls, Texas. Koethe asked him to
come along to the meeting in Ruby’s apartment; they
arrived to find Senator and Tom Howard having a drink.
Bill Hunter was killed just after midnight on the morn-
ing of April 23, 1964—only a few hours after George

Senator testified before Warren Commission counsel that
he ‘““could not recall” the meeting in Ruby’s apartment.
Hunter was seated at his desk in the press room of the
Long Beach public safety building when detective Creigh-
ton Wiggins Jr. and his partner burst into the room. A
single bullet fired from Wiggins’ gun struck Hunter in the
heart, killing him almost instantly. The mystery novel he
was reading, entitled Stop This Man!, slipped blood-
spattered from his fingers.

Wiggins’ story underwent several changes. His final
version was that he and his partner had been playing cops
and robbers with guns drawn when his gun started to slip
from his hand and went off. The two officers were con-
victed of involuntary manslaughter. Sentence was sus-
pended. There were so many contradictions in Wiggins’
testimony that Bill Shelton, Hunter’s city editor and old
friend from Texas, is “still not satisfied” with the official
verdict. He declines to comment about any possible

connection between Hunter’s death and the Kennedy
assassination. “But I’d believe anything,” he says. It is a
curious footnote that Shelton’s brother Keith was among
the majority of Dallas newspapermen who found it ex-
pedient to leave their jobs after covering the assassination.
Keith was president of the Dallas Press Club and gave up
a promising career as political columnist for the Times-
Herald to settle in a small north Texas town. One reporter
who was asked to resign put it this way: “It looks like a
studied effort to remove all the knowledgeable newsmen
who covered the assassination.”

[TOM HOWARD—HEART ATTACK]

LTHOUGH DALLAS, like any other American city, is
slowly being taken over by the well-groomed,
image-conscious wonders rolling off our col-
lege assembly lines, there is still a lingering

appreciation for the “characters”—the Bob Thorntons,
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the Jack Rubys, the Tom Howards—throwbacks to an-
other age when the Old West values reigned supreme.
Everyone around official Dallas knew Tom Howard, that
familiar figure in the white Stetson who always seemed to
show up where the action was. He was a defense attorney
in the old rough-and-tumble Texas fashion, operating out
of a store-front office, devoid of the usual law books,
across from police headquarters. During his career he
handled about 50 murder cases, and was more than once
cited for contempt of court for fist fights and shouting
matches with the prosecution.

Howard was a friend of District Attorney Henry Wade,
although they often opposed each other in court, and it
was not uncommon for them to meet for a sociable drink
after court adjourned. He was also close to Ruby and
others on the fringes of the Dallas underworld.

Like Jack Ruby, Howard’s life revolved around the
police station, and it was not surprising when he and Ruby
(toting his gun) showed up at the station on the evening of
the assassination. Nor was it unusual when Howard ar-
rived there shortly after Ruby shot Oswald, two days
later, asking to see his old friend.

Howard was shown into a meeting room to see a bewil-
dered Ruby, who had not asked for any lawyer, and for
the next few days—until Ruby’s brother Earl soured on
Howard and had him relieved—he was Jack’s chief attor-
ney and public spokesman. Howard took to the publicity
with alacrity, called a press conference, wheeled and
dealed. He told-newsmen the case was a *“‘gnce-in-a-life-
time chance’ and that “‘speaking as a private citizen,” he
thought Ruby deserved a congressional medal. He told
the Houston Post that Ruby had been in the police station
Friday night with a gun. He dickered with a national mag-
azine about an Oswald-murder story. He got hald of a
picture showing the President’s brains flying and tried to
sell it to Life. Ruby’s sister even accused him of leaking
information to the DA. All told, it was never quite clear
whether Howard was working for Ruby or against him.

Howard met frequently with his client in the days im-
mediately following the death of Oswald. From this, along
with his ties with both police and hoodlum circles in
Dallas, and his presence at the Ruby-Senator apartment
meeting that fateful Sunday, one would assume he was
the repository of a wealth of privileged information about
the events of November 1963. And we know he was an
irrepressible talker, privy to the intrigues of petty crimi-
nality but hardly one to be trusted with any secrets sur-
rounding the Kennedy assassination.

On Mar 1965, Howard was taken to the hospital
by an unidentified person and died there. He was 48. The
doctor, without benefit of an autopsy, said he had suffered
a heart attack. Some reporter friends of Howard’s are not
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so sure. They observed that for three days before his

death, the normally gregarious Howard seemed preoccu-
pied and uncommunicative, and did not appear to recog-
nize friends. One Dallas reporter says flatly that Howard

wasbumped off ; othersare morecircumspect. “Asfaras’m

concerned the case is closed,” one of them says. “You’re

not going to catch me messing in that hornet’s nest.”

[EARLENE ROBERTS~—HEART ATTACK]

RS. ROBERTS, the plump widow who man-
aged the rooming house where Oswald was
living under the name O. H. Lee, was one
of the key witnesses before the Warren

Commission. She testified that “around 1 o’clock, or
maybe a little after” on November 22, Oswald rushed
into the rooming house, stayed in his room for “not over
3 or 4 minutes” and walked out zipping on a light-weight
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Jjacket. The last she saw of him he was waiting at a nearby
bus stop. A few minutes later, one mile away, Officer
Tippit was shot dead ; Oswald was accused of the crime.

Mrs. Roberts also testified that during the brief time
Oswald was in his room, a police car with two uniformed
cops in it pulled up in front of the rooming house, and that
she did not recognize either the car or the policemen. She
heard the horn honk, “just kind of “tit-tit’—twice,” and
after a moment saw the police car move off down the
street. Moments later Oswald left the house.

The police department issued a report saying all patrol
cars in the area (except Officer Tippit’s) were accounted
for. The Warren Commission let it go at that. It did not
seek to resolve the question: what were policemen doing
honking the horn outside Oswald’s rooming house 30
minutes after a Presidential assassination? Their swift
departure would indicate they certainly were not coming
to apprehend him. It is perhaps too far fetched to imagine
that they were giving Oswald some kind of signal, al-
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though it seems as plausible as any other explanation of
this bizarre incident.

After testifying in Dallas in April of 1964, Mrs. Roberts
was subjected to intensive police harassment. They visited
her at all hours of the day and night, contacted her em-
ployers and identified her as the Oswald rooming house
lady. As a result she was dismissed from three house-
keeping and nursing jobs in April, May and June of 1964
alone; no telling how many jobs she lost after that. Rela-
tives report that right up until her death a year and a
half later, Earlene complained of being “worried to death”
by the police.

Mrs. Roberts died January 9, 1966, in Parkland Hos-
pital. Police said she suffered a heart attack in her home.
No autopsy was performed.

[NANCY JANE MOONEY —HANGED)

ARREN REYNOLDS was just minding his used

car lot on East Jefferson when he heard the

shots two blocks away. He thought it was

probably somebody’s marital quarrel. Then
he saw a man having great difficulty tucking “a pistol or
an automatic” in his belt and running at the same time.
Reynolds gave chase for a short piece, being careful to
keep his distance, then lost the flecing man. He didn’t
know it then, but he had apparently witnessed the flight of
the killer (or one of the killers) of Patrolman Jefferson
Davis Tippit. Feeling helpful, he gave his name to a pass-
ing policeman and offered his cooperation. TV cameras
zeroed in on him, got his story. Warren Reynolds, the
amiable used car man, was making history.

But in one of those curious oversights which riddle the
Kennedy-Oswald-Tippit investigation, Reynolds was not
questioned by any police agency until two months after
the event. When the FBI finally talked to him on J; anuary
21, 1964, the agent’s report of the interview sai . he
would Hesitate to definitely identify Oswald as the indi-~
vidual.” The FBI report added, however, in most unpolice-
manlike fashion: “He advised he is of the opinion Oswald
is the person. .

Two days after talking to the FBI, Reynolds was shot
in the head as he was closu‘l_ghugt*he car lot for the. mght
nothing™ was stolen. Later, after consulting at length with
retired General Edwin Walker, he told Warren Commis-
sion counsel that Oswald definitely was the man he saw
‘fleeing the Tippit murder scene.

A young hood named Darrell Wayne Garner was ar-
rested for the murder attempt. He had made a long dis-
tance call to a relative and in some drunken bragging,
admitted shooting Reynolds. But Garner had an alibi,

and her name was Nancy Jane Mooney, alias Betty
McDonald, who used to take her clothes off to music in
Jack Ruby’s Carousel Club. Garner was freed.

Nancy Jane, a mother of four, was picked up about a
week later—for fighting with a girlfriend, over 2 man—
and jailed on a disturbing-the-peace rap. The girlfriend
was not arrested. Within a few hours Miss Mooney was
dead. Police said she hanged herself with her toreador
pants, in her private cell at the Dallas City jail.

Garner was free, his alibi witness was dead, and Rey-
nolds was going to pieces out of fear. A week after Nancy
Jane was hanged, someone unscrewed a light globe on
Reynolds’ front porch; it was clearly deliberate because
some screws had to be removed to get at the globe. And
the same week a man stopped Reynolds’ nine-year-old
daughter as she was walking home from school and of-
fered her money to get in his car. Fortunately she had the
presence of mind to run like hell. Through all this, Rey-

nolds had the distinct impression he was being intimidated.
Today, after giving the Commission a firm identification
of Oswald as the Tippit fugitive, he is breathing easier. “I
don’t think they’re going to bother me any more,” he said.

[HANK KILLAM—THROAT SLIT]

OUSEPAINTER HANK KILLAM was 6 3”7 and
weighed 250 pounds—*“a big hunk of man,”
said his wife Wanda, who used to push ciga-
rettes and drink with the customers at Jack

Ruby’s club.

Hank and Wanda were good friends of John Carter,
another painter, who lived at Mrs. A. C. Johnson’s room-
ing house at the same time Lee Harvey Oswald lived there.
Carter worked several painting jobs with Hank and used
to visit at the Killam home.

To all appearances, his wife’s 15-year association with
Ruby and his friendship with John Carter, Oswald’s
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fellow boarder, were Killam’s only tenuous links to the
Kennedy assassination. For all that, he was inordinately
interesting to the “federal agents” who visited him re-
peatedly after the assassination, causing him to lose one
job after another. In addition to questions about Killam’s
connections and whereabouts at the time of the assassina-
tion, the interrogators were especially interested in his
political views; Killam said he had none.

Certainly Killam was most absorbed by the assassina-
tion, even obsessed. A few hours after the event he came
home “white as a sheet,” Wanda said, and stayed up all
night watching television accounts of the assassination.
He bought all the papers and diligently clipped the stories
about Kennedy’s death.

Just before Christmas, Killam packed up and left for
Florida, where he had family, taking his assassination
clipping files with him. But the “agents” got to Wanda.
“They browbeat me into telling where he was,” Wanda
said. “I guess I’m just a girl that finds it very hard to say
no to people.”

Hank got a job in Tampa, selling cars at his brother-in-
law’s lot. Again the “federal police” hounded him, visiting
the car lot so often that even his brother-in-law was per-
suaded to let him go. They harassed his second Tampa
employer as well, until he lost that job too.

In mid-March he called Wanda in Dallas to say he had
a new job lined up and would be sending for her soon. “I
was all excited,” said Wanda, “because I loved that man.”
Then in the early morning hours on St. Patrick’s Day
1964, Killam received a phone call at his mother’s home.
Immediately he left the house. Not long afterward they

found him on a sidewalk, in front of a broken plate glass ,

window, his jugular vein cut. He bled to death en route to
the hospital. His wallet and diamond ring were missing.

It is not clear whether the “federal police” who visited
Hank and Wanda were in fact FBI men, or whether they
ever properly identified themselves as such. If the FBI did
interview Killam, there is no indication in the 26 volumes
or the Warren Report. A check of the index to Commis-
sion documents in the National Archives reveals no men-
tion of Killam. But then a number of FBI documents relat-
ing to the assassination are withheld, along with most of
the documents prepared by the CIA. What is clear is that
somebody considered Hank Killam a very important guy.

[WILLIAM WHALEY-—HEAD-ON COLLISION]

HALEY WAS THE OSWALD CABBIE, one of the
few who had the opportunity to talk alone
with the accused killer of Kennedy between
the assassination and Oswald’s arrest. He
testified that Oswald hailed his cab at the Greyhound bus
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station, then graciously offered the cab to a waiting lady,
who declined his offer. Whaley said he drove Oswald to

the intersection of Beckley and Neches—half a block

from the rooming house—and collected a dollar. Later he

identified Oswald as his fare in a questionable police line-
up, although police records are confused and he may have

picked out another man.

Whaley was killed in a head-on collision on a bridge
over the Trinity River, December 18, 1965; his passenger
was critically injured. The 83-year-old driver of the other
car was also killed. Whaley had been with the City Trans-
portation Co. since 1936 and had a perfect accident record.
He was the first Dallas cabbie to be killed on duty since
1937. When Penn Jones went to interview the general
manager of the cab company about Whaley’s death, he
was literally pushed out of the office. “If you’re smart,”
said the manager, “you won’t be coming around here
asking questions.”

[EDWARD BENAVIDES—SHOT DEAD]

OMINGO BENAVIDES, a dark, slim auto mechanic,
was a witness to the murder of Officer Tippit
who testified that he “really got a good view”
of the slayer. He was not asked to see the po-

lice lineup in which Oswald appeared. Although he later
said the killer resembled newspaper pictures of Oswald, he
described the man differently: “I remember the back of
his head seemed like his hairline sort of went square
instead of tapered off . . . it kind of went down and
squared off and made his head look flat in back.” Do-
mingo reports he has been repeatedly threatened by
police, and advised not to talk about what he saw.

In mid-February 1964 his brother Eddy, who resembled
him; Was fatally SHot in the back of the head in a beer joint
on Second Avenue in Dallas. Police said it was a pistol
shot, wrote up a cursory report and marked the case
“unsolved.”
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Domingo’s father-in-law, J. W. Jackson, was so unim-
pressed with the police 1nvest1gatlon of Eddy’s death that
he launched a little inquiry of his own. Two weeks later
Jackson was shot at in his home. The assailant secreted
himself in the carport, fired once into the house, and when
Jackson ran outside, fired one more time, just missing his
head. As the gunman clambered into an.automobile in a
nearby driveway, Jackson s: saw a police car coming down
the block. The officer made no attempt to follow the gun-
man’s speeding car; instead, he stopped at Jackson’s
house and spent a long time inquiring what had happened.
Later a police lieutenant advised Jackson, “You'd better
lay off of this business. Don’t go around asking questions;
that’s our job.” Jackson and Domingo are both convinced
that Eddy’s murder was a case of mistaken identity and
that Domingo, the Tippit witness, was the intended victim.

[DOROTHY KILGALLEN 7]

E KNOW of no serious person who really

believes that the death of Dorothy Kilgallen,

the gossip columnist, was related to the

Kennedy assassination. Still, she was pas-
sionately interested in the case, told friends she firmly
believed there was a conspiracy and that she would find
out the truth if it took her all her life.

Miss Kilgallen was the first to make public the existence
of Acquilla Clemons, a witness to the Tippit killing whose
name does not appear once in the Warren Report or vol-
umes. She was also the ~only reporter evéi?'fo interview
Jack Ruby / privately since tﬂxIImg of Oswald During
the Ruby trial, which she covered for the now defunct
New York Journal-American, Judge Joe B. Brown
granted her 30 minutes alone with Ruby in the judge’s
chambers; the other reporters were furious.

One of the biggest scoops of Miss Kilgallen’s career
came when she pirated the transcript of Ruby’s testimony
before the Warren Commission and ran it in the Journal-
American. Thousands of New Yorkers were shocked at
the hopelessly inept questioning of Ruby by Chief Justice
Warren, by Warren’s almost deliberate failure to follow up
the leads Ruby was feeding him.

Miss Kilgallen died in her bed on November 8, 1965.
Dr. James Luke, a New York City medical examiner, said
the cause of death was “acute barbiturate and alcohol
intoxication, circumstances undetermined.” Dr. Luke
said there were not high enough levels of either alcohol or
barbiturates to have caused death, but that the two are
“additive” and together are quite enough to kill. This
cause of death, he observed, is not at all uncommon. Was
it suicide? Accident? Murder?—Dr. Luke said there was
no way of determining that.

As we say, Dorothy Kilgallen probably does not belong
on any list of Kennedy-related deaths. But questions do
remain. An editor of Screen Stars magazine, Mary Bran-
num, says she received a phone_call a_few hours before
Dorothy’s body was discovered, announcing that she had
been murdered. Miss Kilgallen’s “What's My Line” make-
up man-said-that shortly before her death she vowed she
would “crack this case.” And another New York show biz
friend said Dorothy told him in the last days of her life:
“In five more days I’m going to bust this case wide open.”

[LEB BOWERS-—AUTOMOBILE ACCIDENT]

EE BOWERS’ TESTIMONY is perhaps as explosive as any
recorded by the Warren Commission. He was
one of 65 known witnesses to the President’s
assassination who thought shots were fired from

the area of the Grassy Knoll. (The Knoll is west of the

Texas School Book Depository.) But more than that, he
was in a unique position to observe some pretty strange
behavior in the Knoll area during and immediately before
the assassination.

Bowers, then a towerman for the Union Terminal Co.,
was stationed in his 14-foot tower directly behind the
Grassy Knoll. As he faced the assassination site, he could
see the railroad overpass to his right front. Directly in
front of him was a parking lot, and then a wooden stock-
ade fence and a row of trees running along the top of the
Grassy Knoll. The Knoll sloped down to the spot on Elm
Street where Kennedy was killed. Police had “cut off”
traffic into the parking area, Bowers said, “so that anyone
moving around could actually be observed.”

Bowers made two significant observations which he
revealed to the Commission. First, he saw three unfamil-
iar cars slowly cruising around the parking area in the 35
minutes before the assassination; the first two left after a
few minutes. The driver of the second car appeared to be
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talking into “a mike or a telephone”—*he was holding
something up to his mouth with one hand and he was
driving with the other.”” A third car, with out-of-state
plates and mud up to the windows, probed all around the
parking area. Bowers last remembered seeing it about
eight minutes before the shooting, pausing “just above the
assassination site.” He gave detailed descriptions of the
cars and their drivers.

Bowers also observed two unfamiliar men standing on
top of the Knoll at the edge of the parking lot, within 10
or 15 feet of each other—*“one man, middle-aged or slightly
older, fairly heavy-set, in a white shirt, fairly dark trousers.
Another younger man, about mid-twenties, in either a
plaid shirt or a plaid coat or jacket.” Both were facing
toward Elm and Houston, where the motorcade would be
coming from. They were the only strangers he remem-
bered seeing. His description shows a remarkable simi-
larity to Julia Ann Mercer’s description of two unidentified
men climbing the Knoll (see Jones’ editorial, p. 38).

When the shots rang out, Bowers’ attention was drawn
to the area where he had seen the two men; he could still
make out the one in the white shirt—*“the darker dressed
man was too hard to distinguish from the trees.” He ob-
served “some commotion” at that spot, ... . something
out of the ordinary, a sort of milling around . . . which
attracted my eye for some reason, which I could not iden-
tify.”” At that moment, he testified, a motorcycle police-
man left the Presidential motorcade and roared up the
Grassy Knoll straight to where the two mysterious gentle-

men were standing behind the fence. The policeman .

dismounted, Bowers recalled, then after a moment climbed
on his motorcycle and drove off. Later, in a film interview
with attorney Mark Lane, he explained that the “commo-
tion” that caught his eye may have been “a flash of light
or smoke.” His information dovetails with what other
witnesses observed from different vantage points.

On the morning of August 9, 1966, Lee Bowers, now
the vice-president of a construction firm, was driving
south from Dallas on business. He was two miles from
Midlothian when his brand new company car veered from
the road and hit a bridge abutment. A farmer who saw it
said the car was going 50 miles an hour, a slow speed for
that road. There were no skidmarks to indicate braking.

Bowers died of his wounds at 1 p.m. in a Dallas hospi-
tal. He was 41. There was ngfzgtgﬁy, and he was cre-
mated soon afterward. Doctors saw no evidence that he
had suffered a heart attack. A doctor from Midlothian,
who rode in the ambulance with Bowers, noticed some-
thing peculiar about the victim. “He was in a strange state
of shock,” the old doctor said, ““a different kind of shock
than an accident victim experiences. I can’t explain it.
I’ve never seen anything like it.”
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Bowers’ widow at first insisted to Penn Jones that there
was nothing suspicious about her husband’s death. Then
she became flustered and said: “They told him not to talk.”

“Warren’s in Trouble”

ALLAS IS A CLOSE-MOUTHED place. Without ques-
tion it is a city that feels uncomfortable about
all the bad publicity it has been receiving. And
it patently doesn’t like all these foreigners

poking around, interviewing witnesses, dredging up more
dirt about Dallas. Still, there are so many cases of obvious
intimidation of witnesses that it appears to amount to
more than an acute case of hypersensitivity. One notes
that all of the mysteriously dead, with the exception of
Bowers, had some association with Ruby or with the
murder of Patrolman Tippit; many of the intimidations

seem to fall into a similar pattern.

Wilma Tice, a Dallas housewife, told the FBI she saw
Jack Ruby at Parkland Hospital right after the assassina-
tion, when he was supposed to have been elsewhere. Her
observation was confirmed by Seth Kantor, a White
House newsman and ex-Dallas reporter who knew Ruby
well and said he talked with him at the hospital. Mrs. Tice
received threatening phone calls—*it would pay you to
keep your mouth shut”—and once while her husband was
at work, a ladder was found wedged against her door so
it could not be opened.

Little Lynn, alias Karen Bennett Carlin, a2 plumpish
19-year-old stripper at the Caroiisel, told the Secret Serv-
ice she heard another Ruby entertainer say he’d seen
Oswald at Ruby’s club, and she “vaguely remembered”
seeing Oswald there herself. She was also “under the im-
pression” that Oswald, Ruby and other individuals un-
known to her were involved in a plot to assassinate Presi-
dent Kennedy, and that she would be killed if she gave



any information to the authorities. Later in the Secret
Service interview she became scared, changed her story
and denied any knowledge of a plot. She continued to
assert, however, that her life had twice been threatened.
Harold Richard Williams was working as a chef at the
Mikado, a Dallas bottle club, when it was raided in early
November 1963. One of the arresting officers, he said, was
J. D. Tippit, and seated next to him in the cop car—*so
close"you'd think they were lovers”—was Jack Ruby.
Williams told attorney Mark Lane he knew Ruby, who
“used to furnish us with girls,” and got a long look at
Tippit. But Harold Williams did not follow the example
of the other six known witnesses to a Ruby-Tippit associa-
tion; he continued to shoot off his mouth about it. Wil-
liams said the police talked to him in December 1963 and
advised him that he had not seen Ruby with Tippit.

HE MOST CONSISTENT of the seeming patterns of

intimidation involves those who knew some-

thing about the murder of Jefferson Davis Tippit.

Shirley Martin of Hominy, Oklahoma, who has
been repeatedly tailed by Dallas police, is not the only
independent investigator to have noticed unusual “heat”
when checking out details of the Tippit killing. Earlier this
year Mark Lane located Domingo Benavides, a witness to
the shooting whose brother was mysteriously killed (see
above), and arranged to meet him at Lane’s motel for a
filmed interview the next morning; Lane offered him $100.
That night two men from the homicide squad came to the
motel and inquired of Lane’s film crew why they were so
interested in Benavides. “What did you offer our boy $100
for?” they asked. According to the film crew, the police-
men knew the exact time of Benavides’ appointment with
Lane, implied Benavides would not be there, and gen-
erally showed a great deal more concern about their
footage on the Tippit murder than about the killing of
Kennedy. Benavides never showed up.

Another witness to the Tippit killing, a nurse named
Acquilla Clemons who described the slayer as short and
stocky and said he fled with a tall, lanky man wearing
khaki trousers—neither of whom resembled Oswald—
has been repeatedly threatened. According to Mark Lane
she was visited a few days after the event by a gun-toting
man: “He just told me it’d be best if I didn’t say anything
because I might get hurt.” She said several policemen
came to see her after that, and one expressed hope that
she would not be killed on the way to work.

We have hardly begun to describe the intimidation to
which important witnesses have been subjected. Enough
evidence is in to justify an immediate investigation. We
want to know why people in Dallas seem so intent on
keeping the truth about Ruby and Tippit from getting out.

[T1PPIT]

HE TIPPIT KILLING WAS NEVER conclusively
“solved” by the Warren Commission. The gross

faults in its chain of evidence pointing to Os-

wald as the lone cop-killer have been exposed in

several recent books; we won’t go into it here. Certainly,
the Commission did not adequately investigate Tippit’s
movements prior to his death, or the curious presence
near the scene of off-duty Patrolman Olsen, a close asso-
ciate of Jack Ruby’s (see Penn Jones’ st ory on Olsen above).
On Bill Turner’s last whirlwind trip to Dallas—acting
on a tip from “sleuth”” David Lifton—he uncovered five
witnesses to Tippit’s whereabouts in the last minutes of
his life. There is no indication that the Commission or any
police agency was even aware of them. Photographer Al
Volkland and his wife Lou, both of whom knew Tippit,
said that 15 or 20 minutes after the assassination they saw

him at a gas station and waved to him. They observed
Tippit sitting in his police car at a Gloco gas station in
Oak Cliff, watching the cars coming over the Houston
Street viaduct from downtown Dallas. Three employees
of the Gloco station, Tom Mullins, Emmett Hollingshead
and J. B. “Shorty” Lewis, all of whom knew Tippit, con-
firmed the Volklands’ story. They said Tippit stayed at the
station for “about 10 minutes, somewhere between 12:45
and 1:00, then he went tearing off down Lancaster at high
speed”—on a bee-line toward Jack Ruby’s apartment and
in the direction of where he was killed a few minutes later.
What could Tippit have heard or seen to cause him to
leave his observation post at the Gloco station and roar
up the street? Police radio logs show no instructions to
move. We know that cabdriver Whaley said he drove Os-
wald across the Houston Street viaduct (past the Gloco
station at the same time Tippit was reported there) to a
spot near the rooming house. Is it possible that Tippit
spotted Oswald in the cab, recognized him, and for some
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reason took off to intercept him? If we recall that while
Oswald was in the rooming house, Earlene Roberts ob-
served a police car pull up in front and honk the horn, and
the police statement that all cars in the area were ac-
counted for—except Tippit’s—then it is possible indeed.
Earlene, who was blind in one eye and whose sight was
failing in the other, said she thought the number on the
car was 107; Tippit’s car number was 10. Earlene said she
saw two policemen in the car; all patrol cars in the area
that day were one-man cars and Earlene, with her poor
vision, may have mistaken Tippit’s uniform jacket, hang-
ing on a coat-hanger in his car, for another cop. The Com-
mission should at least have investigated the possibility.

It is scandalous that three years after the event we
should be reduced to this sort of speculation; that Turner,
in one quick trip to Dallas, could learn more about Tip-
pit’s movements before his death than the combined
investigative resources of the police, FBI and Warren
Commission.

Even the evidence the Commission did have was scruti-
nized in the most perfunctory way. Tippit’s last known
radio transmission, for example, was at 12:54, when he
reported his position at Lancaster and 8th. But at 1:08,
the approximate time of the shooting according to at least
one witness, the dispatcher received two garbled trans-
missions from a patrol car. The FBI interpreted them as
coming from 58 and 488, although no such call numbers
are known to have been in service. Dallas police thought
they came from 78—Tippit. Yet no one made any attempt
to de-garble the transmissions, despite the existence of
“voice-printing” techniques capable of reconstructing
garbled transmissions phonetically. Provided the tapes
have not been destroyed, it is still possible to voice-print
those transmissions. They may provide a key to the mys-
tery of Tippit’s death.

[THE OVERLOOKED EVIDENCE]

E EMBARKED on our limited investigation to

get a story, not to solve the case. We are not

cops, God knows. But we came across so

much overlooked evidence that we .can’t
help but wonder if the Warren Commission was set up to
do anything but allay public fears of a conspiracy, Wit-
nesses who supported its Oswald-lone-assassin-and-cop-
killer theory, like Helen Markham, Howard Brennan and
Marina Oswald, were coddled and the discrepancies in
their hopelessly confused testimony ignored. Witnesses
who told a different story, like Jean Hill and Patrick Dean,
were impugned and browbeaten; Commission counsel
openly accused police sergeant Dean of testifying falsely
and of falsifying his reports to the chief of police.
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The Commission even refused to take the testimony of
Governor Connally seriously, although it was supported
by a preponderance of evidence. Connally and his wife
both testified that they were positive that the governor
was hit by a second shot, and that the first and third shots
had struck the President. But the Commission had its own
theory, the “superbullet” theory, and the Connallys’ pos-
itive recollection just didn’t fit. The Commission’s theory
held that a bullet (Exhibit 399), found under a stretcher
mat in the unguarded basement of Parkland Hospital
had pierced President Kennedy’s neck from the rear on a
downward trajectory, entered Connally’s back, shattered
the fifth rib, emerged from his chest, broke his wrist into
pieces, leaving fragments, entered his thigh, leaving frag-
ments, and then fell out, somehow becoming wedged in a
stretcher (never established to have been Connally’s),
beautifully whole and undeformed, without even a recog-
nizable trace of blood or tissue on its surface. Unbeliey-

able?—perhaps; but because both Kennedy and Connally
were hit from the rear in less time than it takes to fire
Oswald’s bolt-action rifle twice, the Commission kad to
have a “superbullet” theory. Otherwise there would have
had to be two assassins firing from the rear (not to men-
tion anyone firing from the front), or, conceivably, one
assassin other than Oswald firing from the rear with an
automatic weapon. And this possibility, to the Commis-
sion, was inadmissible.

Before the Commission discredited Connally’s testi-
mony they should at least have heard all the important
witnesses. Ramparts found one the Commission never
talked to; they never even asked him for an affidavit. He
is William Stinson, an aide to Governor Connally at the
time of the assassination. Today, although officially em-
ployed by the Veterans Administration, he has an office in
the White House. Stinson told us he was in the operating
room, wearing a s;c;i_l_éﬁﬁif(;)rm, when the doctors oper-



that was wrong w1th h1m ”

It was a startlmg disclosure. For if a bullet was em-
bedded in Connally’s thigh, then “Bullet 399” could not
have done the herculean task it is credited with, and the

Commission’s theory of what happened on November 22

is knocked into a cocked hat Intrigucd we contacted Dr.

bul_lg{_had been removed from the thlgh—ltse_lf’g startling

revelation, and a fact the Commission either never both-
ered to find out or deliberately ignored. Even with these

fragments removed, autopsy doctor Humes said the x-rays
S said the

showed too much metal refnglgmg.m Connally’s thlgh-

bone to have been caused bLBy,lch399 Dr. Robert Shaw,

finding “more than 3 grains of metal” in the governor’s
wrist, and finding Bullet 399 to have lost “literally none
of its substance,” joined autopsy doctors Humes and
Finck in concluding: Bullet 399 could not have caused all
of Connally’s wounds.

(' What went on at Parkland Hospital? Why wasn’t Stm-
'son called to testify? Why was Baxter, who did testify,

i ‘never asked about the governor’s wounds? One thing is

| clear: that someone had better re-examine the ““super-

bullet” theory, and consider the possibility that Bullet

399—the only assassination bullet that has been ballj sd// !

L
I:lcally lllatched to ()Swald’s llﬂe—, was a la t. 1 v

dence as Penn Jones. Hardly a week goes by
that he doesn’t come across some startling
agent’s report or police affidavit buried in the
26 volumes, only to discover the Commission ignored it
entirely. Recently he dug up an FBI interview with

Arturo Alocer Ruiz, a Mexican attorney, and was in-

trigued enough to fly south with another reporter to visit
attorney Alocer in his walled Spanish fortress in Mexico
City. Alocer confirmed what he had told the FBI, giving
additional details. Jones described him as “elderly, very
dignified and very certain of what he saw.”

Alocer was in San Antonio with his wife and a friend of
hers on November 21, 1963, during President Kennedy’s
visit to that city and the day before his fateful trip to
Dallas. At 9 in the morning the Alocers left the Gunter
Hotel to go shopping and noticed a particularly obese
woman standing near the entrance to the hotel. When
they returned about 1 p.m. she was still there, apparently
waiting for the Presidential motorcade which was about
to pass in front of the hotel. They took careful note of her
because of her appearance. They watched the motorcade
pass, and noted that she left immediately thereafter. The

O ONE is as furious about the overlooked evi-

following day the Alocers were watching TV accounts of
the assassination when the interviews at the Oswald

rooming house came on. Mrs. A. C. Johnson, the land-
lady, was on the screen, and Earlene Roberts, the plump

housekeeper. And in the background Alocer, his wife and

her friend were all startled to observe the same obese lady

they’d seen in San Antonio. Two days later, after Ruby

shot Oswald, the Alocers again saw the obese ladyon TV,

this time she was introduced as Eva Grant, sister of Jack

Ruby. Eva Grant, a night club operator, was not ques-
tioned on her whereabouts on November 21. But she was

not the only Ruby clan member reported watching Presi-
dential motorcades on November 21st. One scared Dallas

resident says he saw Jack Ruby himself in Houston when

the President toured that city later the same afternoon.
Ruby is unaccounted for between 3 and 7:30 p.m. on the

21st—ample time to fly to Houston, observe the motor-
cade and return.

!
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[THE MISSING EVIDENCE]

ENN JONES and the “‘sleuths” have marshalled an
impressive body of evidence to show that the
Commission “solved” neither the assassination
nor the murder of Tippit. They have exposed

the Commission’s religious determination not to track
down leads pointing to other possible assassins and cop
killers. And they have shown how the time limit given by
President Johnson to the shorthanded Commission—
“before the *64 elections”—meant the investigation could
only be a frivolous one.

A Presidential assassination can shake the very fabric of
a society. And if it is the result of conspiracy, as the evi-
dence now available indicates, then the society is endan-
gered as long as those responsible for its planning and
execution are still at large. The “mysterious deaths” and
intimidations alone are compelling enough reason for a
new investigation, if only to establish whether or not they
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are related to the Kennedy assassination.

It is time to reopen the investigation. And it is high
time that the impressive quantity of missing evidence be
“found,” and that the mountain of withheld evidence be
declassified and made available to the public. No matter
what Penn Jones digs up, no matter what any private
citizen uncovers about the assassination, the case cannot
be solved until the suppressed evidence is released.

Among the m:ssmg evidence are the 22 color and 18 _

black and white photographs s taken A the President’s
autopsy. Not even the Commission, nor the autopsy doc-
tors themselves, were permitted to see them; the Com-
mission saw only an artist’s sketches based on an autopsy
doctor’s memory of the wounds. The photographs were
turned over undeveloped to the Secret Service, according
to FBI and Secret Service reports in the National Archives.
The Secret Service states, in another Archives document,
that “every item of tangible evidence” in its possession
was turned over either to the Commission during its life,
to the National Archives after the Commission disbanded,
or was “placed in the custody of individuals designated by
the late President’s family.” Archivist Simmons says the
photographs are not in the Archives. No one seems to
know where they are. Also missing are the x-rays of Ken-
nedy’s body, which were never seen by the Commlssmn
Another key piece of evidence is the Zapruder film.
Abraham Zapruder, a Dallas clothing manufacturer, cap-
tured the assassination sequence on movie film. The
original was purchased by Life magazine—“mainly to
keep it off the market,” says Richard Pollard, director of
photography. Pollard says the original is uncut in any way.
Not so with the copy of the film seen by the Commission
and placed on file at the Archives. Not only are Zapruder
frames 334 through 434 missing (showing the Grassy
Knoll), but a splice appears, just about the time the Com-
mission says Kennedy is first shot. The top of frame 208
is crudely spliced onto the bottom of frame 212; the inter-
vening frames are missing. One of the first things a new
investigation should call for is the release of the entire
Zapruder film. The second thing a new investigation
should ask is who spliced the Zapruder film? And why?
The Stemmons Freeway sign and a streetlamp post near
where the President was shot have been unaccountably re-
moved, as well as a manhole cover reportedly hit by a
bullet. Where are they? Jacqueline Kennedy’s freely given
testimony about her husband’s wounds has been “de-
leted.” Where is it? An 18-page statement to police by key
assassination witness S. M. Holland; notes by Captain
Fritz and an FBI agent of their interrogation of Oswald;
at least two motion picture films of the assassination con-
fiscated by the FBI; 23 of the 54 documents supplied by
the Texas attorney general’s office, many of them relating
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to the Tippit murder—all are missing. Where are they?

More than one-third of the assassination-related docu-
ments in the National Archives are withheld by the “inter-
ested agencies.” About half of the FBI reports and 90 per
cent of the CIA reports are still classified.

Much evidence has been willfully destroyed or altered.
The White House ordered the interior of the President’s
limousine cut up and destroyed; Johnson now drives
around in the same car, newly outfitted, in which John
Kennedy met his death. Governor Connally’s suit, which
Johnson’s crony Clff Carter signed for, was sent to be
dry-cleaned and pressed before it could ever be examined
as evidence. Navy Dr. Humes, who performed the autopsy
on Kennedy, said he burned his original autopsy notes in
his fireplace. The post office box application Oswald
ostensibly filled out in the name of “Hidell” has been
destroyed, despite postal regulations requiring they be
kept for three years. The list goes on and on.

HE WARREN COMMISSION was appointed by Lyn-

don Johnson, was responsible to Johnson and

respected a lawyer-client relationship with John-

son. It was truly “the President’s Commission.”
A nationally syndicated columnist for the Hearst news-
papers recently had an interview with Lyndon Johnson.
He asked if it were true that Warren had been reluctant to
head the Commission. Johnson replied in the affirmative.
Warren, he said, had sent a note through an intermediary
that he would not accept the job. “But I ordered him to,”
said the President.

The Hearst reporter asked if the President had read the
recent books about the Kennedy assassination. No, John-
son replied, but an aide had given him a full report.

“What do you think?” asked the columnist.

The President looked down for a moment, knitted his
brow, then fixed his doe eyes on the reporter and said:

““Warren’s in trouble.”
L. ]




