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SECRET 
EVIDENCE 
ON THE 
KENNEDY 
ASSASSINATION BY DAVID WISE 

ic unnatural quiet of the security room of 
the National Archives in Washington, beneath 
a sad row of naked light bulbs, the records of 
e Warren Commission investigation of the mau-

ler of President Kennedy rest M a long double line 
of green metal shelves. It is not a pleasant sight. 

asks: Is this the end of Camelot? 
The thousands of pages of documents amassed 

by the commission are stared in gray cardboard 
boxes alongside the physical exhibits, including 

Harvey Oswald's 	Mannlicher•Car- 
rano rifle. The windowless security area is pro-
tected by a heavy steel door wired to an alarm 
system. The entire room is. in effect. a vault: only 
three persons know how to open the black com-
bination lock on the door. 

Only members of the Archives staff who have 
been cleared for security may enter this morn. No 
photographs may be taken Inside it. 

The great bulk al the-documents in the room. 
t 80 percent. were published by the Warren 

Commission in 1964 or were made public later. But 
segregated from these. in one compartment of the 
security MOM. 	25 boxes 	ing documents 
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that no one outside of the Government or the 
Warren Commission ha; read. 

By estimate of the National Archives, 10 feet. 
or approximately ,I)00 pages, of Warren Com-
mission files oswein rimed in these boxes. Many of 
the closed documents are classified, some boning 
the red-ink stamp: TOP SECRKT. 

Here are some sample titles of were: documents: 
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: 	7.rt 	 with Yuri No- 
sanko. a top Soviet KGB agent who defected to 
the United States 10 weeks after the assassination 
of President Kennedy. 

A CIA report on Lee Harvey Oswald's activities! 
in Mexico, dated October 10. 1963, six weeks be-
fore the assassination. 
ij A memo to FBI director J. Edgar Hoover horn 
Richard Helms. titled. "Lee Harvey Oswald's 

	

to 	Ind 	 the 	" 
Ar• 	to • 	. genera 

counsel of the Warren Commission, concerning 
"Soviet Use I Assassination and Kidn one." 

These files are among the roughly 20 percent of 
the Warren Commission documents still closed to 
public inspection more than four years after the 
death of the President. 

Officials in charge of the files feel that there are 
good reasons why some must remain locked, at 
least for now. I believe that more could and should 
be made public In any event, it is possible to re-
port in detail for the first time on just what is 
closed and why the Government says it is eloied. 

For President Johnson and his Administration. 
the closed 20 percent of the Warren Commissio /i-
nks presents an nhoost insoluble dilemma: So loin 
as even one file remains closed. there will always 
be chase who maintain that the secret of 7.ha as-
sassination is locked inside it. 

From the very start, the Warren Commission 
realized that it would probably never succeed in 
ending doubt and speculation about the assassina-
tion. This wits apparent when the commission held 
its that meeting on December 5. 1963, behind closed 
doors at the National Archives. 

The air locks in the massive windows muted the 
sound of traffic outside on Penner nia Avenue 

C CZ" 

 

rir 

 



Hazel by 

"Cradle-flip deem. I see, us 
phemy Ineriness expense," 

strong-arm man, killer and "enforcer"  
for the Mafia. He also procured girls 
for members of a stem legislature 
whose favor the mob wanted to curry. 
We'll mil him Mike the Pimp. He 
knew me as Frank McGregor. an As-
sociated Press reporter writing a book 
on organized crime. I 'Lill had my AP 
card from my newspaper days in Ver-
mont, and I lied it copied. adding the 
year 1967 and the name "Frank Mc-
Gregor.-  I was able io use this ap-
proach because the Mafia operates at 
several layers that are itesula Isti front 
each other. The Charles Grinnell of the 
Ralph leamattina deals was totally um 
known on Mike the Pimp's !eye Mike 
the Pimp. more:Ker, was a chronic 
malcontent, who. f figured. would talk 
to any newspaperman who paid him. 
So I became Frank McGregor. I paid 
Mike the Pimp, and he talked. 

A emend informant was a business-
man with a history not wink* my own. 
He had gotten into a financial jam and 
was hooked by Mafia loan sharks. They 
finally let him get out of heck when he 
agreed to "front"  a so-called legitimate 
business far the orgarsizatien. He dealt 
regularly with several high-ranking 
Mafiosi in his operation. and he had an 
uncanny sense of what was going on in 
the hierarchy. f think he talked to me 
out of shame and desperation. 

Mythird principal informant was an 
echo out of my past. In 1959, after 
returning to Boston from Vermont, I 
joined with a half damn other men and 
Father Kenneth B. Murphy. a Catholic 
priest, to found Rescue Inc., a suicide-
prevention service. We manned a tele-
phone around the clock to take calls 
from people who were contemplating 
suicide We tried to talk them out of 
killing ehemselves. and we arranged 
psychiatrit treatment for them when 
the immediate mime had passed. One of 
my Rescue patients in dune days was a 
young man I mop-eared of being a hood-
lum. I was cot too surpriaed when I ran 
into him again in the Mafia.  I had 
saved his Life twice. and when f asked 
him for Mformation. he responded. 

There were other informants, one 
ram dead from gangland bullets. From 
November, 1966, to July, 1967, I 
found myself running a neat little in-
telligence network. If anythaig, there 
was more tension for me in this phase 
of my undercover work than when I 
had been reporting to the FBI. The 
financial worries were gone, true, but 
now I was dealing mostly with hoods. 
who might be leas restrained  in  their 
reactions than their bomos. if they 
found me out. f worried corunandy, for 
example. that Mike the Pimp would 
dauble-croaa me. I never drove my car 
provided by the crime commission) 

without watching in the reinseiew mir-
ror to see if I had picked up a tail, and 
I had the mows' souped up for quick 
burets of speed. At home I kept my 38 
with me at all times, even at night 
when I couldn't sleep— which was of,  
ten—and sit up reading. Eveatually, 
my dotter had to prescribe pills to con-
trol the nervous spasms in my stom-
ach. Alm. we began In Mse Mends. 
They saw me in public with hoodlums 
more and more. and they began to 
wonder about me. 

But I kept working. and from my 
own observations and from my infor-
manta, I began to put together an in-
credible picture of crime and corrup-
tion alineughout the New England arm, 
There was a lot of information I didn't  

understand, and I relied on the advise 
and opinions of two law-enfarternent 
men whom I knew and trusted—Police 
Chief William Costello of Concord, 
Mass.. and CapL Andrew Monti. chief 
of calf services for the Vermont Stale 
Police. 

Whenever I tlniehed a written report. 
I'd phone Attorney General Richard. 
Ian's office in the statehouse, and his 
administrative assistant. Walter Parker, 
would meet me in a nomment near 
the capitol. We'd have coffee. and I'd 
pass the report to Parker under the 
table. Sometimes I'd meet Parker's 
secretary, Barbara ROM on the street 
outside the statehouse and hand her 
the report. 

In all. I filed 18 reports with Rich-
ardson. 1 not only spelled out the 
Mafia's power structure in New Eng-
land but I identified many of its allies 
in Manua and polities- I told about 
Mafia "legitimate"  enterprises. unclad- 

Mg clearing and  dyeing stores, bars and 
a variety of other businesses. I re,  
ported on police "bagmen"—a patrol-
man, sergeant. lieutenant and some-
times a captain—in a New England 
city who receive keen SOO to $1.000 a 
month to allow Mafia-owned night 
sputa to remain open after haunt I 
named high-tanking New England poli-
ticieee—lieensing officials. a couple of 
court officials and a number of others 
whom the mob conadere to be in Is 
pay, through campaign contributions 
or outright bribes. 

I reported on a hidden vault built 
into the bathroom wall of a Mann 
loan Mark's luxurious suburban apart-
ment. -  and how the Mafia furnishes 
horse-race roans to bookies through 
an illegal rate wire. at rates ranging 
from $5 to $25 per result I discovered 
a 'tarmacs smuggling route from Man-
heal to Boston (Rouen 7. 89 and 93. 
entering the U.S. in Vermont), and a 
booming Mafia business in hard-to-get 

Lard medallions {which the Mafia takes 
as security in loan•shark transactions 
and then mils for many thousands of 
dollars). I named several people dan-
gerously in hock to the Mafia, including 
professional sports figures and a police 
consultana 

As early as January. 1967. I men-
tioned that a Mafia strong-arm man 
named Joe Berboza might eventually 
sing in prison. A few months later he 
did sing—to the FBI—and as a result, 
Raymond Patriarca. Jerry Angiulo and 
Henry Tameleo. three leaden of the 
New England Mafia. as identified in 
McClellan committee testimony. were 
indicted on charges involving murder. 
lAngiulo was kernel not guilty. Petra 
area and Tameleo were etheduled to be 
tried early this month.) 

In December. 1966,  1  reported that 
the mob was getting mazy of its hand-
guns in Nashua and Manchester, N.H. 
I named the chief Mafia gun procurer in 

Nashua. One of my informants heard 
that a high-level Mafioso in Boston had 
put In a rush order to Nashua for four 
silencers—two for a .38 and two for a 
Ali. Not long after this report most of 
the gun traffic between New Hamp-
shire and Boston was suddenly dosed 
down by state police. 

En my seventh report 1 doe/abed the 
411 Lounge on Columbus Avenue in 
Boston, owned by Abraham Sarkis. a 
Mafia gambling licensee of Syrian de-
scent who to known as the Numbers 
King of Boston. A few months later 
the 411 Lozenge was raided by Internal 
Revenue Service agents. and Sarkis was 
arrested on federal gambling charges. 
The cam has since been dismissed. 

Sarkis is now awaiting trial on charges 
of income-tax evasion.) 

These are wily a few of the benefits 
that may have been derived from my 
one-year minima In intelligence work 
you just give information pointing in a 
certain direction, susd it Is combined  

with other hits and pieces. You never 
and out what use your particular bits 
and pieces have beers, and it is difficult 
to establish a anise-and-effect relation-
ship. 

My !Mission ended quietly, and by 
prearrangement. on July 1. 1967. By 
then. A ttomey General Richardson had 
formed his own intelligence unit under 
his new criminal-division chief. Charles 
Rogovin, the former assistant director 
of President Johnson's Crime Com-
mtssion. Richardson and Rogovin and 
General Needham simply thanked me 
privately for my effort. and it was over. 
I didn't want to remain in undercover 
war k. It was too much of an ordeal. 

I had hoped that the entire interlude 
would just fade away, but, after ignor-
ing me for months, the Mafia 111,1110 one 
more attempt to are me. It heard I was 
undo-  consideration to becorne execu-
tive director of the New England Citi-
zens Crime Commission Irving Kaye 
passed along the weed that the "outfit"  
was delighted at the prospect of having 
me in the post. But I withdrew ray 
name from consideration for the job. 
end returned, instead, to my old pro-
fession of journalism. 

I am left with many tasting effects of 
my undercover experience. I have an 
ulcer and I know fear. I still carry a 
gun. I realize I'm taking a chance by 
telling my story now. but my friends 
in Law enforcement have advised me 
that 1 may actually be safer after re-
vealing my experience—that the mob 
might not want to risk attacking a man 
whines story was known so widely to 
the public and the police. 

But even more than the fear. I feel 
compelled to educate people about the 
sericioniss of the Mafia conspiracy. 
which I learned the hard way. Dur-
ing my undercover assignment I was 
shocked at the apathy of the business 
ecinummity and the public to the war 
an organized crime which I ennsider 
to be second in importance only to 
the war in Vietnam. 

There are business leaden in Boston 
who refused to contribute to the crime 
commission fund that financed my in-
telligence mission; they said they were 
afraid their names would be made pub-
lic if I were dim or found floating in 
Boston Harbor. There are others who 
will not dean up Mafia bookies and 
loan sharks in their factories, became 
"we don't want tie have trouble with 
the unions who are friendly with lire 
mob."  There are others who openly 
consort with Malin leaders. They seem 
to get a vicarious thrill out of associat-
ing with killers or doing business with 
them. They delude themselves into 
thinking the killers have gone "legit,"  
They refuse to realize. as I now know, 
that where mob money goes, mob 
tactics airways follow, 

Worst of all is the contribution of 
the public to the principal box office 
of the Mafia—the corner bookie. For 
example. in the suburban them of 
Wellesley, Massa  highly paid execu-
tives, who are the mainstays of their 
churches. proudly flaunt the Mafia 
foothell and basketball betting mode 
they hove bought in Boston. They 
think nothing of it, but pious Wellesley, 
through its seemingly innocent sports 
betting. is pouring more than s thou. 
sand dollars a week into the treasury of 
the Cosa Nostra. 

Multiply Wellesley by Inane other 
towns and cities and you know how 
the Mafia saws in buainess. 	iJ 


