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1970: Pennington's Seventeenth Summer, Oxford Univer
sity Press, 1970, published as Pennington's Last Tern
Crowell, 1971; The Beethoven Medal, Oxford Universit

<

Press, 1971, Crowell, 1972; The Patiern of Roses, Oxford

University Press. 1972, Crowell, 1973; Pennington's Hei
Oxford University Press, 1973, Crowell, 1974; The Tean
Oxford University Press, 1975; The Right-Hand Man, O
ford University Press, in press.
AVOCATIONAL INTERESTS: Riding, walking in mou
tains, sailing, music.
BIOGRAPHICALICRITICAL SOURCIES: John Row
Townsend, A Sense of Story, Longmans, 1971; Edwat
Blishen, The Thorny Paradise, Kestrel Books, 1975.

PHILLIPS, Bob  1940-

PERSONAL: Born December 25, 1940, in Denver, Cold.;

[l e}

son of Richard Ross and Evelyn (East) Phillips; marrigd

Pamela Joy MacDonald, November 28, 1964: children: Lis

Joy, Christine Lynne. Education: Bioia College, B.A.L 1964

California State University, Fresno, MLA., 1977. Homg
6514 North Fifth, Fresno, Calif. 93710. Office: Northwest

Church, West & Barstow, Fresno, Calif.

CAREER: Hume lLake Christian Camps, Hume Lakie,
Calif., assistant director, 1964-74: Northwest Church,
Fresno, Calif., associate pastor of counseling ministrigs,
1974—. Vice-president of board of directors of Accent Crfu-
sades. Inc. Member: Christian Association for Psycholge-

ical Studies.
WRITINGS: The Great Future Escape, Vision Houg
1973 The World's Greatest Collection of Clean Jokes, N
sion House. 1974; More Gaod Clean Jokes, Harvest Pulfl

-0

cations. 1974 The Last of the Good Clean Joke Books,
Harvest Publications, 1974; Redi-Reference, Harvgst
House. 1975; Praise Is a Three-Lettered Word, Regal Bouks
(Glendale., Calif.), 1975; The All American Joke Book, Hjir-
vest Publications. 1976: Lars Q' Laughs, Spire Books, 1916:
A Time to Laugh, Harvest House, 1977: The Pre-marital

Workbook, Harvest House, 1977,

Editor: (With Tim LaHaye) The Act of Marriage, Zondgr-
van, 1976; (with Judy Messer) To Know Him Is to Lgve

Him. Beta Books, 1976.

WORK IN PROGRESS: A pre-marriage cou nseling
manual: a book on the attributes of God; a book on comhu-

nication in marriage; a book of illustrations.

SIDELIGHTS: Phillips writes: T am what is called a *bgrn

again Christian.” | feel thatas a Christian I have a responts
bility to be an influence in my sociely with regard to {1

i-
C

teachings of Jesus Christ. My writing is varied, from clean

joke bouks to religious and family topics, and in afl ot these

have cndeavored to carry forth my moral convictiops.

“Martin Luther said, 'If you want to influence he

world—pick up your pen.” [ hope thatin some small way my

writings will influence my world for good.”

PHILLIPS, David Atlee  1922-
{George Spelvin)

PERSONAL: Born October 31, 1922, in Fort Worth, Tegx.;

s

son of Edwin (a lawyer) and Mary (an executives muaitlen
name. Young) Phillips: married Hclen Haasch, June 5, [[948
(divorced. 1967): marricd Virginia Simmons (an educatpr),

March 28. 1968: children: David Jr.. Maria, Ch‘l:islup) v
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CONTEMPORARY AUTHORS
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Deborah, Bryan, Wynne, Todd. Education: Attended .(jol-
lege of William and Mary, 1940-41, Texas Christian Univer-
sity, 1941-42, University of Chile, 1948-49. Politics: !)emo-
cral. Religion: Protestant. Home: 8224 Stone Trail Dr
Bethesda, Md. 20034, Agent: Julian Bach Agency. 3 East
48th St., New York, N.Y. 10017.

CARELR : Worked as writer and actor in New York, N Y.
1940-48: South Pacific Mail, Santiago, Chile, pubhshcr.
1948-54; Central Intelligence Agency (CIA). Washington,
D.C., intelligence officer, 1950-75. chief of Western hemi-
sphere division, 1973-75; professional lecturer. Military scr-
vice: U.S. Air Force, 1944-45; became staff sergeant; re-
ceived Air Medal with cluster and Purple Heart. Member:
Association of Former Intelligence Officers (founder and
president, 1975—). Awards, honors: Intelligence Medal of
Merit, 1955; Distinguished Intelligence Medal, 1975.

WRITINGS: The Night Watch, Atheneum, 1977. Editor,
South Pacific Mail, 1948-54. Editor, under pseudonym
George Spelvin, Periscope (a quarterly for intelligence pro-
fessionals), 1975—.

’ Preparing for a Career in Intellioene e e e

SIDELIGIITS: Phillips told CA: *Eretired from the C1A in

cerning intelligence in America.” When asked by CA4 what
the stand of the Association of Former Intelligence Officers
was concerning the image of intelligence, Phillips added:
“Originally the Association of Retired Intelligence Officers,
our name was changed to Association of Faormer Intelli-
gence Officers in December, 1976—1his because our mem-
bers didn't like the geriatric ring of the “retived” as many of
us are active in second carcers.

“Qur organizational stand on intelligence is that we believe
in Congressional oversight and legislation for intelligence
operations—but that an adequate intelligence capability is
essential. We have some success in expliining the role of
intelligence and improving the tarnished image of intelli-
gence mien and women. I, for instance, have appearcd on all
the major TV shows in this country (*'60 Minutes,” " To-
day,” ete.) and have lectured all over the conntry. We have
a speakers” bureau for civic groups and schouls; a clearing-
house for the media to assist when intelligence stories are
covered. At our third annual convention we vxpect several
hundred (Ig\"lcgutcs from our 1700 members around the
country.

“Perhaps our most successful venture has been in assisting
Congress (not lobbying). L. for instance, appeared belore the
Church committee to discuss the role of covert sction: the
others on the panel were Clark Clifford, Cyrus Vance and
Morten Halperin. 1 have testificd on AF10's beheIl before
Senator Ribicof™s Government Operations Commiitee, and
will testity to the Sclect Committee on Intelligencre in the
Senate.™ t

* * *

PHILP, Richard Nilson [1943-

PERSONAL: Born July 7. 1943, in Pliinfictd, N.J.: son of
Lester Perry (an industrialist and landscape painter) =nd
Gladys Emma Linca (an artist: maiden name, Nilson) Phitp.
Education: University of North Carolina, Chapel Hill, LA
(cum laude), 1965; Yale University, M.E.A L T96R. Politic<:
Registered Democrat. Religion: Episcopalian, Home: R
3, Box 46, Route 385, Catskill, N.Y, 12414: and S51 Paciliv
St.. Brooklyn, N.Y. [1217. Office: Dunce Magazine. Suite
1455, 10 Columbus Cir., New York, N.Y. 10014,
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WORK IN PROGRESS: The Eye of Violence, aspy noveh

May 1975 to participate in the current controversy con- |
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FOREWORD

THE KENNEDY ASSASSINATION—EMOTION
AND EVIDENCE

~thin

- e k>

Texper fenrced ur:‘:ﬂr:::m & ..-....
Kafka character who awoke in his bed to find he had been
transformed into an insect when I realized that, in at least
one quarter, suspicion was generating (or being generated)
about me being involved in a CIA cover-up of the
assassination of Jack Kennedy.

In recent years I have testified under oath to both
chambers of the Congress concerning my knowledge of
Lee Harvey Oswald’s visit to Mexico prior to the
assassination. My hypothesis, based on the facts IThadasa
CIA officer in Mexico at the time, is simple: the Cubans
and Soviets thought Oswald a kook, he returned to Dallas
alone, and he was not connected with the CIA.

On 19 September, 1976, a caller from Senator Richard
Schweiker’s office telephoned the hotel in Virginia where
the Association of Retired Intelligence Officers* was
holding its annual convention. Could three guests from
the Senator’s staff attend the luncheon? As founder m.na
president of the group I was pleased at the high-level in-
terest and asked the trio to sit at my table: a man, a young
woman, and a third person obviously a foreigner. The lat-
ter was introduced to me as ““the driver”’, and he did not
speak during lunch. .

After the meal I was asked to answer questions about
the Kennedy assassination, queries which would be put to

* To more accurately describe the make-up of the EnE@nBEP the name
has since been changed to the Association of Former Intelligence Officers.
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me in Spanish. I was occupied with running the conven-
tion, but did talk briefly in Spanish to the ‘‘driver’’, by
then identified as a staff investigator. After the visitors
‘departed I telephoned Senator Schweiker’s office and ask-
ed if my interrogator, the one who did not speak English,
was really a Senate staff member. I was assured he was.

- O O€C Aroppea a ray o 2
peared on a Washington television talk-show. During the
program Mr. Bernard Fensterwdld, an assassination buff,
said to me, ‘‘Senator Schweiker told me that of all the peo-
ple in the CIA, including Dick Helms, the one he would
most like to question about the Kennedy assassination is
you, Mr. Phillips.”” 1 found the remark disturbing,
because the Senator had questioned me, personally, dur-
ing his Senate probe of the assassination. Some days later
a Washington journalist who has been covering the in-
telligence beat said, ‘‘Yes, Senator Schweiker told me
precisely the same thing.”’

An article was published in the 24 June, 1977, issue of
New. Times about the Kennedy assassination entitled
““Three Witnesses.”” The third witness in the story was

. identified only as ‘‘Carlos’’ and was described as a Cuban

exile and ex-convict who had carried out a number of un-
savory activities for the CIA. One of the most dubious
points in the article had Carlos being introduced by his
CIA case officer, one ‘‘Morris Bishop’’, to Lee Harvey
Oswald in Dallas before the assassination.

The article concludes with this paragraph: ‘‘Last fall,
Carlos was flown to Washington by Senate investigators
and taken secretly to a meeting of the CIA’s Association
of Retired Intelligence Officers. It was hoped he might of-
fer a positive identification of Bishop as David Atlee
Phillips, recently retired agency veteran in Latin America
and a close match for Carlos’ description. But Carlos

xi

refused to say. The search for Morris Bishop goes on.”’




FOREWORD xiil

I suppose I should take some solace in the fact that the
article does not attempt to identify me, categorically, as
““Morris Bishop’’, but instead I feel like an insect pierced
and mounted on a pin for public display as the latest
specimen in the collection of suspects who, for some ar-
cane reason, were conspiring to hide the true facts of the
Kennedy assassination.

One allegation in the New Times article is that ‘‘Morris
Bishep’’ paid ‘‘Carlos’ $150,000 for 13 years of CIA ser-

xiv THE MYSTIQUE OF CONSPIRACY

What he has done is to ask us to look at the evidence. That

is a refreshing suggestion.
David Atlee Phillips*

vice in 1973. I am convinced this is false. I was Chief of
CIA’s Latin American operations then, and it is in-
conceivable to me that such a payment would have been
made without my knowledge. But the ‘‘Carlos’’ Story is
now on the public record. I don’t know how many people
read the story, but my children did.

So I have a personal reason to support the current in-
vestigation by the House Assassinations Committee. Most
Americans support the investigation, I belicve, because we
would all like to resolve the lingering dcubts about the
Kennedy assassination.

Will those doubts be resolved? Probably not. There
seems to be a compulsive tendency in the United States to
suspect conspiracy in the face of facts not easily explained.
Two women, in separate incidents, attempted to
assassinate President Ford in California. Conspiracy
theories have not emerged, as it is easy to explain what
happened: they missed. What we can’t understand is how
one man, alone, murdered Camelot. But, according to the
available evidence, he did.

It requires courage to remain dispassionate in the heat
of emotion which has been kindled about the assassination
of John F. Kennedy. Brian Buggé is to be commended. He
has eschewed sensation, laid the facts on the line. It is up
to each of us to reach our own conclusion, but Brian
Buggé has performed a public service in making his case.

* David Atlee Phillips retired from the CIA in 1975 after twenty-five years
of service. As a Ceantral Iatelligence Agency officer he rose to become director
of the Western Hemisphere Division. He is the founder and past president of
the Association of Former Intelligence Officers. He is the 2uthor of the book,
The Night Watch: 25 Years of Peculiar Service (New York: Atheneum, 1977).
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Brian Bugge began his career in law enforcement at the age of ..llm
eighteen. While working towards a Bachelors degree in Police foun!
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several conspirators, with the proposal that I approach one of them as
an American anxious to assist anyone plotting against Castro. “There
is lictle chance this group will be successful,” the case officer said, “but
we want to know what they are up to.”

The case officer was nervous. “Think about it. It might be hairy.
For this one, we would like you to volunteer.”

That made me think, all right. It would be tricky. I could approach
and cultivate one of the conspirators using a false identity, perhaps in

@I&v&mm::n. But if one of the plotters already knew me. or recognized me

from photographs which had appeared in a local paper after an amateur

theatrical performance. the others would soon know who I was. It would

3: WASH., CUBA, LEBANON, CUBA 1955—1¢

I said nothing. There was a tingling at the back of my neck.

“If none of the Cubans knew your true name,” the Cuba ¢
officer continued, “there probably won’t be a problem. But if some
did..."” Then, “Do vou think it better not to go back?” .

“T have to go back,” I said. “Remember, I have a business to
mantle, not to mention a wife and four kids to get out of the count

“Okay. But call me from Miami before you take off for Hava:

Standing in a telephone booth at the airport in Miami, I heard rr
disturbing news when I called the Cuba desk officer. An additional -
Cubans involved in the meeting had been arrested. “We could F

. 1 r ¢ 3
sorme-of-otr TGCTHH TCT your _.ﬂ:H:Mv\ pacx out.
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TIOT be dificult Tor Castros secret police to track me down if there were
an informant in the cabal, or if one of them should be arrested and reveal
the participation of an American.

To my astonishment, I heard myself saying, “T'll do it.”

Later, I mulled over more carefully the risks involved. It could be
downright dangerous. That realization led to another decision; I talked
with Helen about our future. We agreed that we should consider a long-
standing job offer of a friend in New York—since there was no longer
a chance of making our fortune in Havana. it was time to seek the pot
of gold elsewhere.

After approaching and nc:?ﬁnzm one of the conspirators, I at-
tended a secret conclave in the home of another. I was dismayed to find
many more Cubans there than I had expected. There were several hours
of courageous talk, but it was soon apparent that they possessed neither
sufhicient organization nor resolve to carry out a successful coup against
Castro. Lwrote a report for mv case officer. The final sentence suggested
that in such a large group there might be a Castro informant, or some-
one who would become one.

A cable instructed me to fly to Washington to discuss the conspiracy.
The people on our Cuban desk decided T should sever contact with the
group because the risk factor was unacceptable. I agreed, happy to know
that someone cared. Further, I was told to begin planning my departure
from Cuba since my cover-—now gossamer thin—could no longer explain
in Havana the presence of a husinessman without a business. It was sug-
gested that I retiirn to CIA once more as a staff officer. I replied that 1
planned to accept a job in a publicrelations firm which I would be dis-
cussing in New York that very day, prior to returning to Havana.

The job offer was confirmed in New York. As I was getting ready to
leave for the airport, the telephone rang in my hotel room.

“You were right about the informant,” I was told by the caller from
CIA headquarters. “Several of those who attended the meeting with you
have been arrested.”

Of course I had to return. Without the protection of diplomatic p
ports, Helen and the children were ‘potential romanm of Castro’s pc
who were, by now, pretty ruthless and efficient.

The flight from Miami was about an hour. I was petrified.
stomach churned during the flight, and it jumped as I stood in
immigration line at the Havana airport. o

One more passenger between me and the immigration official. ~
official checked his big, black book of undesirables with thoroughn
Then I stood before him. He was not an attractive man—he used
finger alternately to pick his nose and run down the list of P’s—bu
felt like kissing him when he stamped my entry paper, and nodded
past the barrier.

We packed. I told Helen about our predicament. I made reservati
for the ferry which plied between Havana and Key West. My ¢
officer, in our final meeting, passed me a Washington telephone num:
which T was to call from Key West. He was glassyeyed with fatigu.
the CIA officers in Havana were toiling long hours under the tension
constant police surveillance.

Again I waited in line, this time among the passengers boarding :
terry for Key West. The queue was slow, and again I was scared.
case ofhcer pretended to read a newspaper in the lobby of the fe
terminal; although there was nothing he could do, he would at le
know if T were arrested. Helen sat on a bench, shepherding the
children who were restive in the intense tropical heat. I nodded at He!
trving to be reassuring. She smiled gamely.

This time it would have been easier to kiss the customns official wk
the permission to depart Cuba was stamped in our passports: she wa: -
pretty Cuban woman. She smiled pleasantly as she wished us adids.

The ferry chugged out of Havana harbor through a splendid sun.
The golden light adumbrated the Morro Castle and its lighthouse. a.
burnished the windows of the modern skyscrapers in the city. For r
hrst time in a long while it seemed easy ta breathe
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