
THE LAW 

DISTRICT ATTORNEYS 
Jolly Green Giant in Wonderland 

Until 1966, New Orleans Parish Dis- 
trict Attorney Jim Garrison was a 
square. He was a hawk on Viet Nam. 
He was satisfied that the Federal Gov- 
ernment was made up of relatively hon- 
orable men. He even believed the War- 
ren Commission Report. Then one day 
Louisiana Senator Russell Long sug- 
gested that the Warren Report had se- 
rious holes in it. Intrigued, Garrison 
began reading everything he could find 
on the presidential assassination, includ- 
ing all 26 volumes of the documents 
and reports that had been sifted by the 
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businessman well known at several lev- 
els of New Orleans society, high and 
low. Shaw, Garrison said, was really 
one Clay Bertrand, whose name cropped 
up in the Warren Report. As Bertrand, 
he said, Shaw had met with three men, 
including one Leon Oswald, and con- 
spired to kill President Kennedy. 

Jury Time. That was 16 months ago, 
and Garrison’s allegations were so sen- 
sational and so persuasive that the Louis 
Harris Poll reported that the number 
of Americans who questioned the War- 
ren Report rose from 44% to 66%. 
Garrison, whose size (6 ft. 6 in.) and 
flamboyance have won him the nick- 
name “Jolly Green Giant,”. is a district 

ACK TI! 

The first with the power to do more than talk. 

commission. His thinking on everything 
changed. Others had reached similar 
conclusions, but Garrison was different. 
He was the first conspiracy addict with 
the power to do more than talk. 

Financed by a group of New Or- 
leans businessmen, he set to work. One 
assistant, Jim Alcock, concentrated on 
the legalities of the case; a second, 
Andy (“Moo”) Sciambra, handled the 
field work. After months of investi- 
gation, Garrison finally announced that 
he had “solved the assassination.” Lee 
Harvey Oswald, he said, was only a 
decoy and a patsy. “The key to the 
whole case is through the looking glass. 
Black is white; white is black.” A right- 
wing conspiracy involving some 20 anti- 
Castroites, ex-CIA agents and members 
of the Minutemen had killed Jack Ken- 
nedy in Dallas’ Dealey Plaza area be- 
cause he was moving towards a détente 
with both Cuba and the U.S.S.R. 

Garrison promised to name names, 
make arrests and get convictions. He 
did just that—or at least he began. He 
arrested Clay Shaw, a retired bachelor 
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attorney who prides himself on a high 
conviction rate. Yet little has happened 
since Shaw’s arrest. Even some of his 
supporters are beginning to ask, just 
what kind of case does he have against 
Shaw? Does he have evidence against 
others? Will he have as much to say in 
court as he has had to say outside it? 

Last week those questions seemed 
more timely than ever, for a_three- 
judge federal court ruled unanimously 
that Garrison could proceed with his 
prosecution. Shaw’s lawyers, trying ev- 
ery possibility, had asked the court to 
issue an injunction barring action by 
Garrison. Such an injunction was tem- 
porarily granted so that the arguments 
could be heard, but the federal judges 
ultimately could find no legal basis for 
stepping in to block what is, after all, a 
state criminal proceeding. As a result, 
Shaw must face a jury. Perhaps as im- 
portant, so must Garrison. 

Exceptional Crew. Inevitably, the 
Jolly Green Giant has become a sort 
of defendant himself. Critics have beat- 
en a path to his door; TV commen- 

tators and magazine writers have ac- 
cused him of bribing witnesses and 
threatening them or influencing them 
under hypnosis. Latest to join the at- 
tack has been Edward Jay Epstein, him- 
self a critic of the Warren Report (In- 
quest). In a minutely detailed article in 
The New Yorker, Epstein systematically 
shredded almost every piece of evi- 
dence that Garrison has put forward. 
Epstein claims that Garrison even told 
his men at one early point in the in- 
vestigation to forget about Shaw. Non- 
sense, reply the Garrison investigators. 
Epstein and the other critics could not 
possibly know how good the case 
against Shaw is, since there is a mass 
of evidence yet to be revealed. 

Still, the critics, particularly Epstein, 
do raise serious questions about Gar- 
rison’s tactics. Straining the likelihood 
of coincidence, Garrison has time and 
again met the publication of a major at- 
tack by dropping a bombshell to cap- 
ture headlines that might otherwise have 
gone to the critics. On the day one cri- 
tique was published, for instance, Gar- 
rison charged the CIA and the FBI with 
concealing evidence. When Epstein’s 
piece appeared, Garrison announced the 
existence of an assassination study made 
by a foreign intelligence agency that 
agreed with the findings of his inves- 
tigators. He frankly admitted that the 
timing of the news of the report was de- 
signed to rebut Epstein. 

Insane. If some of Garrison’s tactics 
seem dubious, some of the characters 
he has gathered around him seem even 
stranger. He has opened his files to 
Mark Lane, Harold Weisberg, Mort 
Sahl and other Warren Commission 
critics (they call themselves the Dealey 
Plaza Irregulars). And he has also based 
many of his verbal charges on the sto- 
ries of an exceptional crew of weirdos, 
convicts and homosexuals. 

They include such well-known mem- 
bers as hairless David Ferrie, the ho- 
mosexual onetime pilot who died just 
before Shaw’s arrest, and Drug Addict 
Perry Russo, whose story of having 
seen Shaw and Oswald together was se- 
verely compromised by disputed claims 
that he was under the influence of hyp- 
nosis and a truth serum when he final- 
ly remembered the complete details. 
Others include Donald Norton, who 
claimed to have delivered $50,000 for 
the CIA to a “dead ringer for Oswald” 
in Mexico in 1962; Garrison eventu- 
ally stopped repeating the story when 
it turned out that Norton was a con- 
victed embezzler. Richard Case Nagell, 
an inmate in a hospital for the crim- 
inally insane, said he had got himself 
jailed so that he would not have to 
carry out his part of the plot, which 
was to kill Oswald; Garrison repeated 
the tale until he was finally convinced 
that Nagell was not credible. 

Just as disturbing is Garrison’s treat- 
ment of those who refuse to help him. 
He has charged no fewer than eight 
men with offenses that include petty 
thievery and bribery. A New Orleans 
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lawyer named Dean Andrews has al- 
ready been sentenced to 18 months for 
perjury. Each of these Garrison targets 
has been accused of having information 
useful to the investigation, but none 
has been accused of actually having any- 
thing to do with the assassination. In- 
deed, despite his boast of having solved 
the case, Garrison has yet to charge any- 
one but Shaw. 

Nonetheless, as Garrison quite prop- 
erly points out, until the trial takes 
place the only one who knows the 
strength of his case is Jim Garrison him- 
self. His friends in New Orleans like to 
remember that he has won many a 
tough one before. He cleaned out the 
well-entrenched B-girls on Bourbon 
Street and also took on eight local 
judges, winning the right to criticize 
them in the U.S. Supreme Court. On 
the other side, local enemies, of whom 
he has his share, recall that he was dis- 
charged from the Army for mental rea- 
sons and that he has a sister who has 
been hospitalized as a schizophrenic. 

Though political gain has been sug- 
gested as a motive for his undertaking, 
almost everyone who takes the time to 
talk to him comes away with the im- 
pression that he is sincere. Charming 
and forceful, he presses his case with 
compelling ease. Despite being married 
and the father of two, he has been work- 
ing on it seven days a week, for nearly 
two years. “It should be evaluated in a 
courtroom,” he says. “If it’s a fraud, I 
should be removed from office.” No 
matter what the outcome, a courtroom 
can only be an improvement on the cur- 
rent wonderland. 
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WARDEN HARRE 

Right man for the job. 

PRISONS 
Mother’s Day 

As the daughter of a German theo- 
logian, niece of another and sister of 
two more, Elizabeth Harre decided to 
break the mold slightly and take up so- 
cial work. After her fiancé was killed 
during World War II, she studied so- 
ciology and law, then worked at a wom- 
en’s prison as a lawyer. She soon de- 
cided that it was male criminals she 
really wanted to work with. “Female 
criminals,” she says, “are not the ‘poor 
devil’ kind. They are beastly and hys- 

terical.” Young men in trouble, how- 
ever, “are pitiable subjects in need of a 
mother, a woman or a girl friend.” In 
1962, despite the reservations of fed- 
eral prison Officials (“This will never 
be”), she joined the staff of Plétzensee 
juvenile prison in West Berlin. 

There she got to know every pris- 
oner, memorizing names and family 
backgrounds and urging them to talk 
out their personal problems. Named 
deputy warden two years ago, she 
helped start a prison newspaper, made 
no objection when the paper began mak- 
ing suggestions for prison reform and 
criticizing prison personnel. Also in 
1966 she established a “halfway house,” 
a special section of the prison for boys 
whose terms were almost up. The doors 
were unlocked, the windows unbarred. 
During the day the boys worked at 
jobs in town at regular pay; on week- 
ends they were allowed to go home to 
parents or wives, or out for a night on 
the town. The 465 inmates at Plot- 
zensee long ago began calling Miss 
Harre “Mother.” 

Last month, Hans-Ginter Hoppe, 
head of the West Berlin justice de- 
partment, announced that “Mother” 
Harre, 41, had been appointed warden 
—the first woman ever to boss a male 
prison in Germany and one of the first 
such women wardens anywhere in the 
world. Turning to Miss Harre, he add- 
ed: “Your female intuition and your 
motherly understanding—plus your 
toughness—assure me that our juvenile 
prison is in good hands. I am tempted 
to say that you are the right man for 

the job.” 

MILESTONES 

Married. Jayne Harries, 16, Britain’s 
runaway of the year and heiress to a 
London banking fortune; and Gavin 
Hodge, 23, a mod hairdresser she met 
at a party last April; on Gibraltar. No 
stranger to the headlines, Jayne had 
newsmen and her frantic parents chas- 
ing her two weeks ago when she and 
Gavin eloped to Europe. But the folks 
finally gave in when they found that 
the kids were really that way about 
each other. 

Died. Major General Robert F. Wor- 
ley, 48, deputy commander of the Amer- 
ican Seventh Air Force and the third 
American general to die in Viet Nam; 
when his RF-4C Phantom jet was hit 
by enemy ground fire while on a re- 
connaissance mission; near Hué. A long- 
time fighter pilot with World War II 
combat experience in the Italian and Pa- 
cific theaters, Worley was one of the 
Air Force’s youngest and most prom- 
ising leaders. He had been in oper- 
ational command of Air Force ground- 
support and tactical bombing in the 
two Viet Nams, and was scheduled to 
leave for Hawaii this month to become 
chief for the entire Pacific area. 
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Died. Giovanni Guareschi, 60, Ita- 
ly’s most popular political humorist, 
whose tales of Don Camillo, a village 
priest forever at swordspoint with his 
Red mayor, gave readers throughout 
the world a taste of Communism, Ital- 
ian style; of a heart attack; in Cervia, 
Italy. With gentle wit and nimble sat- 
ire, in five novels, Guareschi illuminated 
a curiously Italian phenomenon—the 
Catholic who prays in church but pays 
his dues to the Party—all to the de- 
light of readers in 16 languages. 

Died. Agnes Morgan, 84, professor 
of nutrition at the University of Cal- 
ifornia (Berkeley) from 1915 to 1954 
and the food expert who made vitamin 
a household word in the U.S.; of a 
heart attack; in Berkeley. In the early 
1920s she pushed the idea that a vi- 
tamin a day might keep the doctor 
away, showed that grey hair can be 
caused by vitamin deficiency and that 
overcooking reduces the nutritional val- 
ue of meat. In all, she authored more 
than 150 papers on nutrition and test- 
ed virtually every popular diet except, 
she once cracked, “the drinking man’s 
diet.” 

Died. Ruth St. Denis, 90, grande 
dame of modern dance, whose fore- 
sight and inspiration helped change the 
U.S. from a choreographic wasteland 
to what is today one of the world’s fore- 
most centers of dance; of a heart at- 
tack; in Los Angeles. Starting with clas- 
sical ballet in 1893, Ruth St. Denis 
freed it from its formal strictures and 
blended it with Indian and other Asian 
dance forms until she produced some- 
thing uniquely her own. In 1915, with 
husband Ted Shawn, she formed the 
Denishawn School and company, from 
whose ranks sprang such stars as Doris 
Humphrey and Martha Graham. 

Died. Sir Henry Dale, 93, top-rank- 
ing British physiologist, who shared a 
1936 Nobel Prize in medicine with Aus- 
tria’s Otto Loewi for pioneering work 
on the function of the chemical ace- 
tylcholine in the body; in Cambridge, 
England. Body-produced acetylcholine, 
Sir Henry found, acts on the nervous 
system to lower blood pressure. He lat- 
er discovered that histamine, another 
body chemical, may cause allergies and 
respiratory ailments, a find that led to 
antihistamines for colds and allergies. 
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