
n’t know the 

noticed—and 

in, “I’m very 

ncomfortable, 

olicemen per- 

»ber hose, are 

vare that they 

official files of 

for the entire 

istin and Wil- 

tared back at 

- asked to dis- 

I all witnesses 

m to Rampart 

ey, too, along 

nxious to find 

_ Yom the black: 

laimed he too 

ier two guys?” 

who said any- 

1ocur of NBC 

g to piece to- 

ike the police, 

n what he had 

fusing enough, 

Sandy Serrano. 

from the Em- 

“God! Not again!” 47 

bassy Room shouting, “We killed him, we killed him.” Coconspirators? 
Oh, God! 

Vanocur tried to get her story. “Miss Serrano . . . uh. Just take your 
time. Pll hold the mike in front of you. Tell me everything from the time — 
you first saw the Senator come in the room, and what happened?” 

SERRANO: Well, he, he—everybody was in the main room, you know, 
listening to him speak and it was too hot so I went outside and I was 
out on the terrace and I was out there for about five, ten minutes, you 
know. I started to get cold and then, you know, and everybody was cheer- 
ing and everything, and then I was standing there just thinking, you know, 
thinking about how many people there were and how wonderful it was. 
Then this girl came running down the stairs in the back, came running 
‘down the stairs and said, “We’ve shot him, we’ve shot him.” Who did you 
shoot? And she said, ““We’ve shot Senator Kennedy.” And aft.—she had 
——I can remember what she had on and everything, and after that a boy 
came down with her. He was about twenty-three years old and he was 
Mexican-American because I can remember that because I’m Mexican- 
American and I says, “What’s happening?” and all of a sudden all these 
people start coming down that back end and I walked in and I was by the 
bar area and nobody seemed to know anything about it and I thought well, 
you know, maybe I misunderstood or something. 

VANOCUR: Wait a minute. Did this young lady say “we”? 
SERRANO: “We,” she said. 
VANOCUR: Meaning “We, the Mexican-Americans?” 
SERRANO: No. She was not of Mexican-American descent. She was not. 

She was Caucasian. She had on a white dress with polka dots. She was 
light skinned, dark hair. She had black shoes on and she had a funny nose. 
It was, it was—lI thought it was really funny. All my friends tell me I’m so 
observant. 

Vanocur: Did you work for Senator Kennedy? 

SERRANO: I’m cochairman of Youth for Kennedy in the Pasadena-Alta- . 
dena area. I worked very hard for him, and everybody in the Pasadena area 
worked very very hard for him. 1965 I met him, Washington, D.C., in an 
elevator. He stepped on my foot and I shoved him and it’s an unforgettable 
experience.” 

Vanocur shook his head in some bewilderment. He wondered about 
Miss Serrano’s story. She seemed a little hysterical. But she wasn’t that 



Psycnosis 
(
C
o
n
t
i
n
u
e
d
)
 

369, 
372, 

376, 
415, 

468, 
472, 

473, 
4
7
5
;
 in 

Sirhan, 
277, 

283, 
324-25, 

345, 
361, 

455-57, 
488, 

492,* 
SII; 

Sir- 
han’s 

view 
of, 

324-25, 
326-27, 

440, 
517 

Putnam, 
George, 

300 

R
a
b
a
g
o
,
 
Enrique, 

437 

Radziwill, 
Lee, 

147 
Radziwill, 

Prince 
Stanislaus, 

71, 
102 

Rafferty, 
Max, 

19,21, 
351, 

367—68 
Ramistella, 

Henry 
Donald, 

322, 
537 

Ramparts 
magazine, 

163, 
232 

Rampart 
Street 

Police 
Station, 

39, 
41, 

42, 
45-46, 

52, 
55-56, 

59, 
70-71, 

94-95, 
96, 

146 

Rathke, 
Walter 

T
h
o
m
a
s
 

(Tom), 
191, 

205, 
209, 

286, 
287, 

325, 
395: 

influence 
on. 

Sirhan, 
286, 

292, 
343; 

Sirhan’s 
hallu- 

cination 
of, 

292 
Ray, 

James 
Earl, 

trial 
of, 

171, 
189, 

226, 
317, 

440, 
441,* 

517-18, 
520, 

524 
R
e
a
d
i
n
g
s
 
for 

College 
Writers, 

169 
Reagan, 

Ronald, 
91, 

172, 
3 18, 

528 
Reddin, 

Thomas, 
61, 

83-84 
Rees, 

Thomas, 
23 

Reid, 
Dr. 

Nat 
Downs, 

49, 
33, 

61, 
67, 

76 
Reiter, 

Dr. 
Paul, 

288-89 
Reuters 

News 
Service, 

96, 
232," 

299, 
405 

Reuther, 
Walter, 

19 
Revolutionary 

Action 
M
o
v
e
m
e
n
t
 
(RAM), 

528 

Richards, 
A
m
a
d
c
e
 

O.,3r., 
321 

Richardson, 
Dr.O. 

Roderick, 
psychological 

reports 
of, 

178-83, 
194-92, 

242, 
345, 

369, 
372, 

415, 
422, 

463, 
468, 

475_ 
76; 

testimony 
of, 

447-48, 
478, 

479, 
481, 

483, 
487, 

504 
Riverside, 

California, 
from, 

16 

Roberts, 
Clete, 

468 
Rockefeller, 

Nelson, 
95 

Rogers, 
Warren, 

19, 
28, 

31, 
35, 

37, 
43, 

50 
Romero, 

Juan, 
25, 

26, 
29, 

114, 
135, 

386 

primary 
returns 

Rorschach 
test, 

440, 
447, 

448, 
464, 

467, 
475, 

476, 
481, 

492, 
513 

Rosenthal, 
Harry, 

299, 
462, 

498 
R
o
s
i
c
r
u
c
i
a
n
 

Digest, 
424 

Rosicrucians, 
89, 

97, 
108, 

175, 
205, 

238, 
249, 

258; 
Sirhan 

and, 
273-74, 

276, 
295, 

339, 
343, 

357, 
367, 

374, 
395, 

424-25, 
426, 

431-32, 
457, 

463, 
482 

“Rossi, 
S
u
n
d
a
y
,
”
 

480 

Rostow, 
Walt 

W., 
35 

Rothstein, 
Dr. 

David 
A., 

159-60 
Royal 

Host 
Hotel, 

423 
R
u
b
y
,
 
Jack, 

trial 
of, 

83, 
291 

Rusk, 
D
e
a
n
,
 75 

Russell, 
Bruce, 

299 

Sachs, 
Harvey, 

421, 
426, 

435-36 
St. 

Boniface 
Church, 

68-69 
St. 

Francis 
Xavier 

Church, 
68 

Salinger, 
Pierre, 

18, 
25, 

50, 
51, 

114; 
at 

G
o
o
d
 
Samaritan 

Hospital, 
95 

San 
Diego, 

California, 
15, 

16, 
25, 

534 
Sandlin, 

Lyle, 
120, 

1
3
2
-
3
4
,
 

1
6
6
-
6
8
,
 

533 

San 
Fernando 

Valley 
College, 

232 
San 

Francisco 
Chronicle, 

96 
San 

Francisco 
Examiner, 

475 
* 

San 
Francisco 

State 
College, 

298 
San 

Gabriel 
Valley 

Gun 
Club, 

71, 
117 

232, 
385 

San 
Jose, 

California, 
374 

San 
Quentin 

State 
Prison, 

318, 
345, 

409, 
505, 

521, 
526 

Santa 
Anita 

Racetrack, 
1 1, 

292 
Sartuche, 

Phil, 
147, 

191 

Salo, 
Eisaku, 

57 

Saturday 
Evening 

Post, 
The, 

226 
Sayegh, 

A
m
w
a
r
,
 

232 
Scanlan, 

Dr. 
Robert, 

52, 
53 

Schauer, 
Richard, 

151, 
172-73, 

539 
schizophrenia, 

289, 
491*; 

California 
Su- 

preme 
Court 

on, 
414, 

487; 
D
i
a
m
o
n
d
 

on, 
338, 

455, 
458, 

461, 
462; 

Sirhan 
and, 

318, 
345, 

372, 
422, 

439, 
444, 

447, 
4
5
1
-
5
2
,
 

455, 
458, 

461, 
4
6
2
-
6
3
,
 

’ 

Schorr, 
Dr. 

Martin 
M., 

196, 
241, 

475~79, 
489, 

528; 
testimony 

on, 
439, 

447, 
451-52, 

455, 
458, 

461, 
462 

Schlesinger, 
Arthur, 

Jr., 
91 

242- 
43, 

345; 
reports 

of, 
369, 

371-72, 
415, 

422, 
424, 

463, 
468, 

475, 
4
7
6
-
 

78, 
481, 

487; 
testimony 

of, 
439-43, 

444, 
4
4
6
-
4
7
,
 

504 

Schoumacher, 
David, 

20 

" Schrade, 
Paul, 

19, 27, 30, 32, 74, 259, 
387 

Schulberg, 
Budd, 

19, 
21, 

22, 
23 

Schulte, 
Valerie, 

25, 
26, 

386 

Seale, 
Bobby, 

528-29 

Secret 
Doctrine, 

The 
(Blavatsky), 

108 

Secret 
Service, 

U.S.,.35, 
95, 

109, 
120, 

140, 
236 

Secretary 
of 

the 
Navy, 

U.S., 
260 

Seigenthaler, 
John, 

45 

Selvin, 
Herman, 

128-29 

sentences, 
appeal 

of, 
344-45; 

deal 
to 

be 
made 

on, 
372, 

375~77;. 
death, 

318, 
323, 

327, 
340, 

344-45; 
life 

im- 

prisonment, 
318; 

of 
Sirhan, 

5
0
8
-
5
0
9
 

Serrano, 
Sandy, 

154, 
155, 

156; 
account 

of 
assassination, 

46-48, 
59, 

73, 
111, 

120-21, 
124-25, 

129, 
143~45 

Sevareid, 
Eric, 

510, 
520 

Seward, 
Georgene, 

463, 
478, 

504 

Shamel, 
John, 

115 

Sharof, 
Abdul 

Hamid, 
126 

Sheehan, 
Dr. 

Joseph, 
534 

Sheets, 
Millard, 

208, 
436 

Shenker, 
Israel, 

444 
5 

Sheppard 
vs, 

Maxwell, 
173 

Sherman, 
Anthony, 

Jr., 
120 

Sheraton 
West 

Hotel, 
174 

Shihab, 
Aziz, 

395,* 
401 

Shoemaker, 
Dick, 

299 

Shortest 
Day, 

The 
(movie), 

212 

Singhause, 
Robert, 

118 

Sirhan 
(Shibab), 

395,* 
40} 

Sirhan, 
Adel, 

87-88, 
96, 

98, 
103, 

134, 

140-41, 
145-46, 

157, 
196, 

197, 

201-202, 
235, 

256, 
314, 

317, 
391, 

395,* 
449, 

469, 
470, 

486, 
498, 

SOI- 

502, 
508-509; 

gives 
money 

for 
de- 

fense, 
222-23; 

interrogated 
by 

police, 

94-95; 
testimony 

of, 
416-17, 

422, 
425 

Sirhan, 
Aida, 

98, 
103, 

142, 
197, 215 

Sirhan, 
Bishara, 

121, 
196, 

197, 
203-204, 

275, 
403; 

letter 
to 

Sirhan, 
158-59; 

on 
Sirhan’s 

nationalism, 
301 

Sirhan, 
Mary, 

98, 
103, 

121, 
132-34, 

145-46, 
167-68, 

197, 
201-203, 

2
0
4
-
2
0
5
,
 

235, 
300, 

316, 
333, 

361, 

394, 
398, 

403~404, 
422, 

425, 
444, 

446," 
447, 

449, 
4
5
8
-
5
9
,
 

470, 
482, 

487, 
496, 

507, 
508, 

521, 
522; 

inter- 

rogated 
by 

police, 
140-42; 

 inter- 

view 
with 

D
i
a
m
o
n
d
,
 

305-307; 
testi- 

m
o
n
y
 

of, 
3
7
2
-
7
3
,
 

4
0
8
-
4
0
9
,
 

416; 

verdict 
and, 

502; 
view 

on 
plea 

bar- 

gain, 
377-78 

Sirhan, 
Munir, 

87~88, 
152-53, 

214, 

215, 
292, 

306, 
307, 

314, 
342, 

364, 
377, 

378, 
394, 

396, 
422, 

454, 
482, 

508, 

521, 
522; 

interrogated 
by. 

police, 
94— 

95, 
96, 

98, 
103, 

117, 
£19, 

131, 
142 

Sirhan, 
Saidallah, 

97, 
98, 

132, 
133, 

142, 

1
5
7
-
5
8
,
 

178, 
198, 

483 

Sirhan, 
Sharif, 

98, 
103, 

142, 
255-56, 

422-23, 
483; 

interrogated 
by 

police, 

132-34 

Six-Day 
W
a
r
 

of 
1967, 

219, 
320, 

385, 
419, 

455 

Skinner, 
Dr. 

Earl 
C., 

61 

Sloan, 
Laurence 

W., 
259, 

392-93, 
466- 

67 

Smith, 
David, 

298, 
299, 

301, 

447, 
470, 

476, 
479 

Smith, 
Jack, 

17, 
22 

Smith, 
Jean 

Kennedy, 
18, 

23, 
$1, 

69, 
106 

Smith, 
Steven, 

18, 
22, 

23, 
35, 

$1, 
81, 

106, 

143-45 

Soccoman, 
Michael, 

117-18 

sodium 
amytal, 

371, 
456 

Sorensen, 
Theodore, 

1
8
,
 2! 

Southern 
California 

Society 
for 

Psychiatry 

and 
the 

Law, 
449 

Soviet 
Union, 

Arab-Israeli 
conflict 

and, 

421; 
espionage 

and, 
287 

Special 
Unit 

Senator 
(Houghton), 

537 

Spiegel, 
Sam, 

275 

W
1
-
1
2
,
 

210, 

3
7
7
-
7
9
,



142 
“R.F.K. 

Must 
Die!” 

Mary 
Sirhan 

was 
obviously 

unable 
to 

say 
anything 

negative 
about 

her . 
son. 

Hernandez 
asked 

if 
he 

was 
a 

normal 
boy 

like 
any 

boy 
or 

did 
he 

have 
a 
temper. 

‘
N
e
v
e
r
,
 

never 
temper, 

no.’ 

Sirhan 
never 

fought 
with 

his 
brothers? 

Mary 
admitted 

that 
he 

had 
had 

his 
differences 

with 
his 

two 
older 

brothers, 
Saidallah, 

who 
drank 

a 
little 

bit, 
and 

Sharif. 
Both 

of 
them 

wanted 
to 

impose 
the 

rules 
on 

the 
household 

and 
that 

led 
to 

arguments. 
Finally, 

she 
asked 

the 
two 

older 
boys 

to 
find 

somewhere 
else 

to 
live. 

. 

Hernandez 
reminded 

her 
of 

a 
fight 

Sirhan 
had 

had 
with 

Munir 
over 

some 
hot 

water 
on 

the 
stove. 

Mary 
explained 

that 
away. 

It 
was 

nothing. 
Nothing 

at 
all. 

“The 
last 

time 
you 

saw 
your 

boy, 
did 

you 
know 

if 
there 

was 
anything—on 

Tuesday, 
when 

he 
left, 

did 
you 

think 
there 

was 
anything 

wrong 
with 

him 
yourself?” 

“No,” 
said 

Mary. 
“He 

just 
got 

up 
and 

washed 
his 

face. 
| 
know 

he 
washed 

and 
just 

go 
and 

get 
the 

paper, 
He 

didn’t 
say 

anything, 
nothing.” 

“He 
didn’t 

say 
that 

he 
felt 

bad 
or 

that 
he—to 

you 
he 

didn’t 
look 

any 
different 

than 
he 

did 
the 

rest 
of 

his 
life 

that 
you 

have 
seen 

him?” 

“No,” 
said 

Mary 
Sirhan. 

The 
poor 

woman 
didn’t 

know 
what 

to 
conceal! 

and 
what 

to 
come 

out 
with, 

The 
interview 

ended 
on 

a 
sad 

note. 
The 

officers 
asked 

about 
her 

daugh- 
ter, 

Aida, 
and 

Mary 
talked 

about 
her 

last 
painful 

days 
when 

she 
lay 

dying 
of 

leukemia. 
“I 

think 
that’s 

all,” 
said 

Strong. 
“
W
e
 

don’t 
want 

to 
burden 

you 
anymore, 

but 
I 
think 

we 
pretty 

well 
covered—” 

“I'm 
so 

sorry 
for 

what 
happened,” 

said 
Mary 

Sirhan. 

“We 
believe 

that 
you 

are,” 
said 

Sergeant 
Hernandez. 

“I’m 
really 

hurt 
and 

that’s 
not 

the 
way 

that 
I 
wish 

to 
end. 

I 
was 

hoping 

that 
my 

son 
would 

be 
a 

great 
something 

that—good, 
not 

to 
be a 

killer.” 

She 
sobbed. 

“Oh, 
I just 

can’t 
take 

it.” 

“We 
realize 

this,” 
said 

Strong, 
with 

sympathy. 
“We 

understand 
this.” 

“Why 
do 

you 
think 

he 
did 

what 
he 

did?” 
asked 

Hernandez. 

“I'm 
asking 

why,” 
said 

Mary 
Sirhan. 

“I 
just 

don’t 
know. 

Please, 
if 

you 
know 

it, just 
let 

me 
know.” 

Hernandez 
sighed 

and 
looked 

at 
Strong. 

“Yes, 
ma’am. 

That’s 
what 

we're 

trying 
to 

find 
out.” 

By 
June 

2
0
—
m
o
r
e
 

than 
two 

weeks 
after 

the 
assassination 

of 
Robert 

Kennedy, 
the 

FBI 
had 

finally 
found 

Sirhan’s 
seemingly 

closest 
friend. 

He 

was 
Ivan 

Valladares 
Garcia, 

a 
native 

(and 
still 

a 
citizen) 

of 
Guatemala. 

He 

“The 
question 

of 
a 

conspiracy 
has 

come 
up.” 

143 

was 
tall, 

well 
spoken, 

serious 
and 

extremely 
agitated 

about 
this 

interview 

on 
the 

campus 
of 

Pasadena 
City 

College. 

“No,” 
he 

told 
Special 

Agent 
Lloyd 

D. 
Johnson, 

“I 
will 

not 
give 

you 
my 

home 
address. 

You 
can 

reach 
me 

at 
work. 

My 
mother 

is 
nervous 

and 
I 

do 

not 
want 

her 
disturbed.” 

Garcia 
told 

Johnson 
that 

he 
had 

met 
Sirhan 

at 

PCC, 
that 

they 
had 

never 
discussed 

politics, 
that 

Sirhan 
had 

never 
dis- 

cussed 
Senator 

K
e
n
n
e
d
y
 

or 
the 

Arab-Israeli 
conflict, 

except 
to 

note 
that 

his 
success 

as 
a 

jockey 
might 

be 
thwarted 

by 
the 

rich 
Jews 

who 
owned 

most 
of 

the 
racehorses 

in 
California. 

Sirhan 
did 

not 
have 

a 
strong 

interest 

in 
girls, 

did 
not 

have 
an 

interest 
in 

guns. 
Garcia 

volunteered 
the 

opinion 

that 
Sirhan 

was 
not 

part 
of 

any 
conspiracy. 

Why 
not? 

“Because,” 
said 

Gar- 

cia, 
“the 

whole 
thing 

was 
so 

poorly 
planned.” 

Any 
conspirators 

would 

have 
chosen 

a 
gun 

of 
larger 

caliber, 
would 

have 
found 

a 
better 

place 
to 

kill 

Kennedy, 
would 

have 
planned 

a 
better 

escape 
route. 

“Frankly,” 
said 

Gar- 

cia, 
“I’m 

puzzled 
by 

all 
this. 

| 
never 

knew 
Sirhan 

to 
violate 

any 
laws 

of 

any 
kind.” 

All 
in 

all, 
Garcia 

had 
reported 

a 
lot 

of 
the 

things 
that 

Sirhan 
didn’t 

do. 

But 
nothing 

of 
what 

he 
did 

do. 

Sergeant 
D
e
W
a
y
n
e
 

Wolfer, 
a 

criminalist 
for 

the 
LAPD, 

approached 
the 

A
m
b
a
s
s
a
d
o
r
 

pantry 
with 

a 
sound 

level 
monitor 

in 
one 

hand, 
a 

.22-caliber 

Iver-Johnson 
Cadet 

Model 
revolver 

in 
the 

other 
(identical 

to 
the 

weapon 

wrested 
from 

Sirhan’s 
grasp 

on 
the 

night 
of 

June 
4) 

and 
a 

box 
of 

Mini- 
Mag 

ammunition 
in 

his 
pocket. 

He 
made 

some 
test 

firings 
and 

discovered 

that 
the 

shots 
could 

not 
be 

heard 
on 

the 
south 

fire 
escape 

where 
Sandra 

Scrrano 
was 

sitting 
when 

Kennedy 
was 

shot. 

- 
To 

the 
police, 

this 
proved 

Sandra 
Serrano 

was 
lying. 

She 
had 

never 
told 

anyone 
she 

had 
heard 

shots. 
That 

notion 
came 

from 
the 

police. 
Now, 

how- 
ever 

faulty 
their 

logic, 
they 

would 
move 

in 
on 

Miss 
Serrano. 

Sergeants 
Hank 

Hernandez 
and 

Tom 
Strong 

welcomed 
Sandra 

Serrano 

to 
the 

warmth 
and 

comfort 
of 

their 
lie 

detector 
room 

on 
the 

fourth 
floor 

of 

Parker 
Center, 

and 
Hernandez 

tightened 
the 

cardio 
band 

around 
her 

left 

arm, 
It 

was 
10:15 

p.m. 
“Now, 

Sandra,” 
Hernandez 

plunged 
right 

in, “I'm 
going 

to 
ask 

you 
some 

questions 
just 

so 
we 

can 
get 

the 
true 

facts 
on 

the 

previous 
statements 

that 
you 

made 
before. 

You 
know 

that 
you 

shouldn't 
be 

afraid, 
and 

I 
hope 

you’re 
not. 

The 
whole 

thing 
that 

we 
are 

trying 
to 

re-
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solve 
here 

is 
what 

actually 
happened 

at 
the 

Ambassador 
Hotel, 

and 
I 

well 
understand, 

as 
you 

have 
explained 

to 
me, 

that 
this 

thing 
was 

magnified 
out 

of 
proportion 

with 
people 

that 
you 

said 
messed 

you 
around 

up 
there. 

So 
if 

you 
will 

tell 
me 

the 
truth 

about 
what 

happened, 
and 

I 
could 

ask 
you 

questions—” 

“Uh-huh,” 
said 

Miss 
Serrano, 

not 
wildly 

enthusiastic 
at about 

all 
this. 

Hernandez 
tried 

to 
clarify 

her 
story 

for 
her. 

She 
had 

had 
one 

drink, 
a 

screwdriver, 
in 

the 
Embassy 

Room: 
She 

went 
out 

to 
the 

fire 
escape 

about 
11:30 

P.M. 
and 

sat 
down. 

Sometime 
later, 

she 
saw 

a 
girl 

in 
a 

white 
dress 

-—-not 
polka-dot—and 

a 
few 

other 
persons 

come 
down 

the 
fire 

escape. 
The 

girl 
said 

“something 
about 

shooting 
Kennedy.” 

Later, 
Miss 

Serrano 
talked 

to 
Thomas 

Vincent 
DiPierro 

who 
said 

he 
had 

seen 
the 

gunman 
with 

a 
girl 

wearing 
a 
polka-dot 

dress, 
“So 

that’s 
where 

that 
thing 

about 
the 

polka-dot 
dress, 

that’s 
where 

it 
started?” 

asked 
Hernandez. 

“I 
guess,” said 

Miss 
Serrano. 

, 
Hernandez 

asked 
her 

when 
she 

first 
realized 

her 
story 

was 
getting 

out 
of 

hand. 
It 

was, 
she 

said, 
when 

she 
went 

to 
the 

Rampart 
Street 

police 
station. 

Hernandez 
wondered 

why 
she 

hadn’t 
corrected 

the 
story 

then. 
She 

said 
she 

had 
told 

the 
police 

what 
she 

thought 
they 

wanted 
to 

hear. 
“I 

was 
sitting 

there 
hearing 

descriptions 
and 

descriptions 
of 

these 
people, 

of 
these 

pco- 
ple, 

of 
these 

people. 
Oh, 

God, 
no, 

maybe 
that’s 

what 
I’m 

supposed 
to 

have 
seen. 

It 
messed 

me 
up, 

that’s 
all; 

and 
I 

figured, 
well, 

they 
must 

know 
what 

they're 
doing.” 

“Well, 
at 

least 
you’re 

being 
a 

decent, 
honest 

w
o
m
a
n
 

right 
now, 

aren't 
you, 

you 
know?” 

“Yes, 
yes, 

yes.” 
Then 

Sandra 
changed 

her 
mind. 

“I 
don’t 

think 
I’m 

very 

decent.” 

“Well, 
you 

are 
being 

decent. 
You're 

telling 
the 

truth 
now.” 

“Yeah, 
in 

a 
way. 

But 
you 

know 
what 

| 
think? 

Some 
changes 

should 
be 

made. 
You 

know, 
when 

s
o
m
e
b
o
d
y
 

sees 
something,” 

s
t
a
m
m
e
r
e
d
 

Miss 
Ser- 

rano, 
“keep 

them 
away 

from 
other 

people 
who 

have 
seen 

it. 
Because 

you 

don’t 
know—-you 

don’t 
know 

what 
happens.” 

That 
thought 

trailed 
away 

into 
a 

bit 
of 

incoherence. 
Then 

Sandra 
thought 

she 
might 

blame 
the 

press 

a 
little, 

too, 
“Well, 

you 
see 

another 
thing, 

too, 
you 

know, 
that 

is 
that, 

that 

other 
newspapers 

came 
out 

with 
that 

somebody 
else 

had 
seen 

it, 
and 

then 

I—] 
kept 

thinking 
to 

myself, 
m
a
y
b
e
—
y
o
u
 

know, 
g
e
e
—
"
 

’ 
“Regardless 

of 
what 

they 
saw, 

you 
know 

we 
just 

want 
to 

get 
the 

facts, 

and 
the 

facts 
that 

you 
saw 

were 
partly, 

apparently, 
were 

misquoted, 
or 

“The 
question 

of 
a 

conspiracy 
has 

come 
up.” 
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misprinted, 
or 

mistelevised 
to 

the 
actual 

true 
facts?” 

H
e
r
n
a
n
d
e
z
 

was 
too 

understanding. 
“Well, 

they 
can’t 

have 
been 

mistelevised 
because 

I 
said 

that. 
I 

actually 
said 

that. 
None 

of 
t
h
e
m
—
I
 

don’t 
know. 

Somewhere 
I 

heard 
it. 

I 
don’t 

know 
why 

I 
said 

it, 
but 

it 
just 

fitted. 
Then 

it 
happened 

that 
it 

all 
fitted 

in, 
and 

I 
couldn’t 

understand 
it, 

you 
know. 

Then, 
yeah, 

I 
really 

thought 
there 

was 
something 

behind 
it. 

I 
was 

scared. 
1 

tell 
you 

I’ve 
been 

scared 
all 

this 
time.” 

“Okay, 
well, 

don’t 
be 

scared 
anymore, 

okay?” 
Sandra 

Serrano 
smiled 

ruefully. 
“Okay. 

But 
don’t 

tell 
my 

aunt, 
okay?” 

“Well, 
I'm 

not 
going 

to 
tell 

anyone 
here,” 

said 
Hernandez. 

“Of 
course, 

we’re 
going 

to 
have 

to 
cancel 

all 
these 

reports, 
you 

know 
that.” 

“T 
know 

that.” 

But 
Hernandez 

went 
too 

far. 
All 

he 
had 

proved 
was 

that 
Sandra 

Serrano 
was 

confused. 
He 

never 
got 

her 
to 

deny 
she’d 

seen 
a 

girl 
running 

down 
the 

fire 
escape 

shouting, 
“We 

shot 
him!” 

Only 
that 

her 
description 

of 
the 

girl's 
dress 

was 
adjusted 

to 
agree 

with 
Thomas 

Vincent 
DiPierro’s 

polka-dot 
girl. Not 

content 
with 

talking 
to 

the 
FBI, 

Robert 
Duane, 

after 
reading 

a 
story 

in 
the 

Valley 
Times 

about 
the 

mysterious 
girl 

in 
the 

polka-dot 
dress, 

phoned 
the 

reporter 
whose 

by-line 
ran 

over 
the 

story. 
“Fernando 

Faura?” 

“Yes,” 

“You 
the 

guy 
who 

wrote 
the 

story 
about 

the 
girl 

in 
the 

polka-dot 
dress?” 

“Yes.” 

“I’m 
interested 

in 
knowing 

what 
you 

know. 
I 
think 

I 
spent 

the 
day 

with 
her 

on 
June 

4.” 
' 

“Don’t 
hang 

up,” 
said 

Faura. 
“I 

want 
to 

talk 
to 

you.” 
The 

police 
had 

their 
red 

herrings. 
Now 

the 
press, 

represented 
by 

Fer- 
nando 

Faura 
and 

Life 
magazine, 

would 
go 

sniffing 
off 

on 
an 

unproductive 
lead 

as 
well. 

On 
June 

21, 
Mary 

Sirhan, 
accompanied 

by 
Adel, 

went 
to 

see 
Sirhan 

for 
the 

first 
time. 

A 
jail 

matron 
searched 

her 
thoroughly 

and 
escorted 

her, 
along 

with 
Adel 

and 
Russell 

Parsons, 
into 

a 
glassed-in 

room 
on 

the 
first


