"Not A Word Of It Could Have Been Invented."

"Inventing" The JFK Assassination Conspiracy


Chapter 1

"Not A Word Of It Could Have Been Invented"

It was exactly 10:46 the morning of Tuesday, May 6, 1997 when the phone rang.  With what was intended to be a threat but was in fact ludicrous.

I was sitting and reading and correcting something I had written.  That required that both legs to be elevated, the left leg so that the heel was higher than my heart.  This was doctors' orders.  It also was a bit awkward, more so because at 84 I was not spry and did not move with ease.  This was a problem when the phone rang because I had the HiFi stereo on and first did not reach the remote control with ease and then having first, by mistake, pressed the speakerphone button, I had a little trouble finding the remote's "off" button and then pointing it accurately.  If I had not automatically pushed that speakerphone button before cutting the HiFi off I'd have heard more of the beginning of what was intended as a threat.  With hearing aids I usually do well enough with the speakerphone but with hearing aid any noise or other sounds can overwhelm them.

What I could make out of the beginning of that short call was that I was told I was writing a book about Madeleine Brown, which was news to me, and that I would be calling her a liar in it, which would have been true were I to write anything about her.  So, as a result, this strange voice told me, repeating it for emphasis, "a big lawsuit" was being prepared against me.  He emphasized the "big" and drew it out, making it longer "B-i-i-i-g!"

I asked the man who he was twice.  The first time he did not say.  The second time he hung up.

I sat and thought for a moment.  Who knew I had any interest in Madeleine Brown at all?

Ed Tatro, a high school teacher of Braintree, Massachusetts had phoned me a few days earlier.  He told me that Harry Livingstone had published Brown's book without her agreement and she was thinking of suing him.  There was a little more he could have told me and did not.  That we come to.  I had wondered about that first because there seemed to me to be little prospect of publication of her memoirs, if that is an adequate description of what she had been saying, unless some fool like Harry did it and then, and because I did not believe he was fool enough to lay himself open to being sued by a woman who obviously has and has been indulging a liking for public attention.

This made me curious about what she might have in what she'd written so I asked The Last Hurrah Bookshop, of Williamsport, Pennsylvania, if they had it.  Andy Winiarczyk told me he did and he sent it.  He also had several related books and I got them, too.

Andy never did respond when I'd said that I'd heard Livingstone published Brown without the legal right to do that.  Even though it meant he was selling what was published without the right to publish it.  I did not care that much so did not press him.

Both he and Ed asked what I was doing after twice being hospitalized for congestive heart failure and kidney failure, among other medical problems of varying dangers.  I told both that I'd been writing for the record for history, not with current publication in mind, on the general topic of Inside the JFK Assassination Industry.  I probably gave each an idea of the volume of this work but not expecting any developments; I had no reason to keep what I had said in mind so I could recall it.

Because I'd heard that Brown had been in court when her word and whether or not it could be believed was an issue, I asked two Texas friends if they had or knew of or could get me copies of those records, I had a separate interest in that coming from the extensive and entirely unquestioning use of Livingstone had made of what he said Brown had said in his admirably titled Killing the Truth, which is what he did in that book.  Rarely is a book titled so appropriately.

I had no reason to believe that either of those friends had anything to do with Livingstone.  He had libeled at least one of them.

Had it not been for what this encapsulates I'd still have had the same suspicion, that this threat, or this amateurishness intended as a threat, was from or on behalf of Livingstone -- and nobody else.

Nobody else had or could imagine having any reason.

So ‑ and this is how I can pinpoint the time of that call – how I know it was received at precisely 10:46 A.M. that day.

My Caller ID told me that.

Several years earlier we bad a plague of calls from someone or more than one person, who was silent when we answered the ring.  When thin continued I spoke to our local police about it.  They told me about this Caller ID I'd not heard of and I got one, paying the small telephone connection and monthly charges.  It happened that for years all of those many nuisance calls were from "out of the area" or from areas not identified in this Caller identification system the telephone company has.  We kept it, however, because when we were away it could tell us if any friends had called in our absence and we could then return those calls.  When I pushed the Caller ID button right after getting that call and when there had not been any other call, it showed "410/243-4272."  Checking my rolodex under Livingstone I found, that before he became the impossible nuisance he did become he had given me his Baltimore phone number.

Before then I'd read Brown's small book and believe that neither she nor it were worth much time.

It was published by "The Conservatory Press, Baltimore," the name under which Livingstone published his own trash.  On the title page of this Brown book it is identified as "A Harrison Edward Livingstone Book."

It has the title Texas in the Morning, with the subtitle, The Love Story of Madeleine Duncan Brown and President Lyndon Baines Johnson.  Which it is not.

Whether or not there was much "love" is not material to the assassination.

Whether or not what Brown says is true about it is material.

If some of it is true, and I do not believe it is, then Brown is a self-confessed felon.

If it is true, as she claims, that she know in advance that President Kennedy was going to be killed because Johnson told her and she did nothing about it, that makes her an accessory in the crime and it is also a violation of federal criminal law.

This Livingstone would not have perceived even if the set of his mind had not guaranteed that he could not perceive it.  That is became he says that after his undergraduate degree from Harvard he got a law degree in Baltimore.  After his law degree he can't even spell libel correctly, It always comes out "lible."  Repeatedly.

This is in his earlier threats.  Of which he has quite a career.

He is as ignorant of the law as he is of the established fact of the JFK assassination.

He has, with blissful ignorance of them, violated a number of laws and he has gotten away with those violations that nobody with the most rudimentary grasp of the law would have risked.

He has, in what he has written that I have, represented himself as "the law" and as part of an official investigation of the JFK assassination, both lies.  He has laid open to prosecution in Maryland because he has attributed to people what could have been charged as law violations.  In Maryland that is a felony.

So, a legal nincompoop like Livingstone could have had someone whose voice I did not recognize phone with that childish threat of a "big," emphasized and re-emphasized, law suit.

Livingstone is childishly silly enough to believe that could be taken as a meaningful threat.

The strange voice he used had said I was writing a book about her.  Nobody but a fool like Livingstone could believe there could be a book in what she said.

There was no book planned.  There was no serious book possible on her and her books.  So "big" or otherwise, what kind of lawsuit can be filled over nothing at all?  What did not exist!  There was and there was planned no book over which any kind of lawsuit could be filed, "big" or not big.

When there would be no book then to that dope Livingstone he had succeeded with his threat.  He would tell the associated nuts and those who like his High Trash books (which he called High Treason) and he could say that he had prevented the book from appearing – and that validates all Brown said.  He would even have his apprentice nincompoop, junior grade, who had used his phone to deliver that "threat" to back him up.

What kind of fool could believe that to he intended as a threat could be taken by any rational person as a meaningful threat?

When there was nothing over which to sue!

Dope enough to conceive it and dope enough to go ahead with it?

Only a Livingstone could dream up such a silly business and only a Livingstone could give it any possible meaning.

He and his degree in the law!

They don't give degrees in common sense but if they did none of these nincompoops could matriculate.

Not even at Livingstone's Harvard.

Then there is the additional considerations, would Brown really dare to go to court over someone calling her what she is, a liar, a world-class liar?

She would have to be crazy, again world class, to have that an issue, especially in a court with her filing the charges.

That she has no proof of her affair she says was of twenty years with Johnson does not prove that she had no such affair.  That has no assassination relevance in any event.  What is relevant is what she has no proof of.

The truth is that her book proved nothing she says about anything.  It all does hang, every word she says hangs, on her unproven, unsubstantiated word.

That she proves nothing is not in itself proof that she lies.  But that she proves nothing means just that, her serious allegations are not proven in any way at all.  And, serious as they are, they are, by normal standards, unpublishable.  As they should be, absent the proof that is missing.  It has to be assumed that if she had the proof she would use it.  But she does not even cite what can be taken as proof.

Even that the man she says was her son was illegitimate, leave alone fathered by Johnson.

Perhaps he was but Brown presents no proof, only her word.

According to Livingstone in his brief preface for the book, he says it is "authentic and factual.  Not a word of it could have been invented."

He describes the book as a literary masterpiece, as "one of the most important personal memoirs in recent history."

In naming some of the most important people in Texas Brown presents as her close buddies Livingstone refers to it as

. . . this beautifully written book.  Many of the most famous people in the second half of the American century stride casually through its pages ‑ from H. L. Hunt to Sam Rayburn, Clint Murchison, J. Edgar Hoover, John and Robert Kennedy.  One of Clint Murchison's closest friends was Carlos Marcello, who knew Jack Ruby and Lee Harvey Oswald (Preface [unnumbered page 1]).

Still raving about what Brown put on paper Livingstone makes passing reference to what is not all that beautiful attributing those words to Lyndon Johnson:

Through these wonderfully written pages we hear through her own language of the crude and vulgar Johnson and those words and cadences of many other historical figures (Preface [unnumbered page 2].

"Cadences" in four letters, endlessly for shook value, there being no other value in it.

It is at this point that Livingstone says of what Brown made up, often drawing on the nuttiness of the supposedly assassination books, "The book is authentic and factual.  Not a word of it could have been invented."

Being an authentic, certifiable subject-matter ignoramus makes it easier for Livingstone to make such preposterous statements about what is without question impossible in her book.  Livingstone does make passing reference to Johnson's alleged "crude and vulgar language."  That is not new.  He also states of what Brown wrote that it is "beautiful."  But he does not say it is lady-like, what one would expect in her memoirs he says are so important in our history and by the epitome of southern womanhood.

Of the assassination of President Kennedy, and it would be more precise to say of the complete fabrications relating to that assassination, Livingstone writes:

Most startling of all, we hear in Brown's own words about the party she attended the night before President Kennedy's terrible murder -- a party at Clint Murchison's home in Dallas attended by Richard Nixon, Lyndon Johnson, J. Edgar Hoover, John J. McCloy, and others of his rich, famous and powerful friends.  Only John Kennedy wasn't there.

It was at that party, on November 21, 1963, that the men were drawn aside to a private meeting, and given the outline of the assassination of President Kennedy the following day.  When LBJ emerged anxious and red-faced, he told Madeleine, "After tomorrow those goddamn Kennedys will never embarrass me again – that's no threat – that's a promise!" (Preface [unnumbered page 1]).

Livingstone is correct in saying that his heroine, Brown, did not "invent" this.  She didn't.  She stole it from previously published nutty literature.  Like Livingstone's.

He refers to her as a "lady" and says of her book that it "is an experience to read."  Her ladylike qualities, in words of four letters, are soon examined as we get an indication of what kind of experience it is to read.

As stated above, I used a highlighter as I read what Brown wrote and Livingstone published.  Not intending any lengthy writing, if any at all, I made no notes.  I just highlighted some of what she wrote and he published.

Whether or not Brown is what Livingstone said, a "lady," it will be clear that all the vulgarity cannot be attributed to Johnson.

After the Livingstone preface, to which he gave no page numbers, I first highlighted what Brown says she told "one of the office secretaries" in the Dallas advertising agency in which she worked.

The entire advertising staff had crowded into my office by this time to satisfy their curiosity.  One of the office secretaries asked if she could hold the coat in her arms for a moment or two.  "Jeepers, Madeleine, how did you get such a gorgeous coat?"

I smiled and coyly answered, " I got my mink the same way minks get baby minks" (page 30)

She does not quote Johnson on this.  Whether it is "beautiful" or "ladylike," Livingstone's representation, each can decide I, as each can decide whether she bragged about this pay for the sex she says she gave, and for that there are many words.

Two pages later the mink provider, Lyndon Johnson, is quoted as saying to Brown, "You're very special" (page 32).  If he enlarged on that in any way Brown does not indicate it.  She makes clear the one and only way she meant something to Johnson was in allegedly providing sex on demand.

That "very special" bit was in an Austin hotel.  As Brown continues with that bout she tells for the first of many times where she got the title for the book.  In her account she and Johnson are both naked in that Austin hotel room and he has spent the night with her.  It is morning and:

Suddenly Lyndon threw open the double-wide arched window and staring at the blazing sunrise, bellowed like bull, "Goddamn I love Texas in the morning!"

Lyndon's outburst shocked me back to reality and I looked over once more toward him at the opened windows.  A shiver of wind, the first of the day, tugged at the curtains, and he turned and approached me.

I felt myself becoming hot and moist and was ashamed.  I lowered my gaze.  Lyndon took my chin in his hand and forced it up so that he could look into my eyes.  I wanted him to kiss me.  To embrace me and press me back into the satin pillows and hold me tight and make me forget everything ‑ except the marvelous feeling that had consumed me the last time.

Lyndon leaned forward again.  He looked into my eyes for several seconds and then abruptly kissed me with such passion that I expected to taste blood on my lips.  His hard shoulders bore me down.  I trembled beneath his hands as he cupped the soft skin of my inner thighs.

"I met a reformed cannibal one time," he said, lowering his mouth to my breasts, "and he told me what part of the human body was the tastiest."  His head moved to the area below my abdomen.

I was moaning softly as my hips undulated, nudging him toward them.  With hot, heavy breaths I asked, "What part?  What part?  What part? (pages 34-35).

We have Livingstone's word for it, this is "ladylike," it is "beautiful" and it is "coy," Brown's word.

And we have Brown's word for it that Johnson did this stark naked, before extra-large windows which he threw open, so there were no curtains, in broad daylight in a major city, and "bellowed like a bull."

Ladylike and coy as Livingstone and Brown herself says she is, she does not quote Johnson or any other taster on "sweet" juices.

Nor does she say whether the spectacle of the vice president of the United States walking around in the Texas capital with no buttons on his shirt was noticed or commented on.

Naturally, Ladybird Johnson did not observe that her husband's shirt had no buttons and naturally, she did not ask him what had happened to them -- where and how he had lost them.

Naturally in Brown's account, the account we have Livingstone's personal assurance is completely factual, what "could not be invented."

The whole scene was so bizarre that forbidden, hidden desires slashed through me.  I was so hot, so wet, so needy of his lovemaking that crazy, ugly animal gasps, moans, groans and cries escaped my lips.  I tore at my bonds for freedom in hot frustration so I could devour my master.  In a hoarse, ragged voice I screamed out, "Take me, Lyndon.  Take me!"

In sudden submission, my captor lowered his face slowly, softly, seductively to my fevered flesh, his wide tongue delicately licking and tasting my sweet juices (pages 80-1).

It is not necessary to include all the many illustrations of what Livingstone refers to as "beautiful" writing by this "lady" but there is another indication of what is not regarded by all as everyday in sex as well as what Livingstone regards as "lady-like":

Madeleine, you ready for something different?"

"You're on," I cried out impulsively.

With his innocent country-boyish grin he placed a satin sleeping mask over his eyes that was embroidered on one side with the words: "WAKE ME ONLY FOR SEX OR GOLF."  At that time he had little interest in golf.

Standing in his birthday suit, he reached over into a brown grocery bag and removed a little black whip along with a string of pearls and a funny looking big peter.  I gasped seeing all of this.

"What are you going to do to me?"

He grabbed me, gave me a bear hug so strong that my rib cage felt as if it had been ground into sand.

"You're so goddamn innocent.  I guess that's what I love about you.  But your body is so hot it's like a burning tumbleweed rolling on the desert.  Hell, you make me come before I even get started," Lyndon said.

He began putting everything back in the bag and yelled, "Hey, be careful!  I'm afraid your body heat will bum up all my toys before we get to use them!"

Shocked and excited, uncontrollable passion rocked me.  "Take me now, Lyndon!"  Neither of us could wait!

As we climaxed together, his orgasm flooded me like rolling rapids, and my body dropped into deep oblivion.  I slowly removed the mask. Lyndon's eyes gazed into mine lovingly.  I kissed him tenderly and then placed the mask over his eyes again so that he could get the midday rest he so desperately needed.  A nap had even been prescribed by his doctors.

"What's the problem, Madeleine?" he asked.  "Are you afraid that if I don't get a goddamn nap that I might kick the bucket while we're screwing?"

"Lyndon," I scolded, "don't talk like that.  It's not funny."

"Oh, hell, what a way to go.  I can just see the Washington Post headlines now: "SENATOR JOHNSON DIES WHILE FUCKING.  AIDES SAY HE CAME AND WENT AT THE SAME TIME!  Lyndon said, "You just wait, redheaded lady, I'm going to teach you the big time stuff that every red-blooded male dreams of doing" (pages 113-114).

Brown used the word "fuck" is not quite as common as her uses of "a" and "the," and has variants, like referring to someone as a "fuckhead" (page 79).  Id she is to be believed, add a few other words like "ass" and "shit" and "balls" to these and without use of them Johnson would have been speechless or close to it.  In her account.

People in Austin must be very late risers for Johnson to go naked before those large and open windows and "bellow" about his love for Texas in the morning.  Brown has this several times, indicating that it was his usual start of the day.

Sometimes it is necessary for the reader to provide Johnson's meaning with his variations on "fuck."  As in Brown's version of what according to Johnson "fuckhead" is.

She says "confided" in her that his sister Josepha was having an affair in Washington during 1949 and 1950

. . . with Malcolm E. "Mac" Wallace, a former University of Texas student body president who was working as an economist for the Agriculture Department.  He was generally known as "Lyndon's boy" (a hatchet man like Jesse Kellam).  Lyndon said Josefa, at the time, was getting a divorce, and had just been released from a Washington area alcoholic rehabilitation center.

During 1951, though, Lyndon said, Josefa had stopped dating Wallace.  In Washington she began a relationship with John Douglas Kinser, a thirty-three-year-old popular Austin golf professional.  Kinser owned Butler Park, a scenic spot across the Colorado River from the center of Austin, where he operated the Pitch and Putt Golf Course.  Kinser, according to Lyndon, began dating Josefa hoping to get a federal small-business loan, a typical Texas back scratching deal – a variation on the classic "It isn't what you know, its who you know."

One mid-afternoon, thirty-year-old Mac Wallace drove up to the Pitch and Putt course, walked in on "Doug" Kinser at the keeper's house and shot him dead.  Wallace fled, but was caught, indicted for murder with "malice aforethought."  He was released on $30,000 (later reduced to $10,000) bond arranged by Lyndon through a William E. Carroll.

"Goddamn, Madeleine, can you believe this fuckhead Wallace?"  Lyndon was pacing the floor now and waving his hands for expression.  "No one loves to drink and fuck more than me, but shit, I wouldn't kill anyone over a piece of ass.  The world's full of ass!" (pages 78-79).

Johnson did not use the word as synonymous with murdered.

His use of the word did not shock Brown.  What she says did is Johnson's saying he had to fix that charge.  But even this the "lady" can use to get a little more of her porn in.  To repeat a little:

Fix a murder trial!  I trembled at the power this man wielded in Texas.  But, as every woman knows, power is an aphrodisiac. I was uncontrollably excited, sexually aroused by this Powerful man.  And, since my tubes had been tied after Steven's birth (upon the advice of my doctor as a result of various medical complications) fear of pregnancy was no longer a factor, and I was ready (page 80).

Was it an aphrodisiac?  This follows on the same page:

He looked at me with a strange desire mirrored in his dark brown eyes.  After being so close, so intimate with the man, anything out of the ordinary was quickly perceived.  Even though Lyndon had always been a vigorous, strong lover, I was shocked by his roughness that night and pleased by his eagerness as he frantically stripped my gown from my body and flung me like a rag doll on the bed.  He towered over me exuding a magnificent animal vitality.  My eyes traveled the length of his body.  Chest heaving and nostrils flaring, he made me think of a prize stallion primed and waiting impatiently to service the mare.  Looking down at me, he said in an excited, husky voice, "I'm going to rope, throw and brand you because if any other son-of-a-bitch dares to look at your bare ass, he'll know for sure he's rustling LBJ's pussy."

There is more of this "beautiful" writing by this "lady" that is, Livingstone says, "some of the greatest historical writing in American literature" and "is a tremendous experience to read" that is her ladylike account of her relations with Johnson.  We end this selection from that kind of content with her account of a meeting at the Menger Hotel in Austin when he was vice president:

He greeted me with a bear hug and a smile and said, Honey, I can only give you fifteen minutes of my valuable time, but nobody can begrudge us a little session together."

"You're on!"  I said as I took his hand and led him to the bed.  "A little time with you, Lyndon, is yum yum yummie!"

We always delighted in each other's body, loving and being loved.  That lasted a long time.

"My redheaded lady," he whispered into my ear.

"Lyndon, you look‑"

"Tired," he said.  "Go ahead and say it.  I look it and feel it, Madeleine.  But you ‑ ah, you look like you're glowing as bright as the Texas sun in the morning."

"And you're still trying to be a poet," I laughed.  "I wished we could be together more often, but you're such an important national figure now, and probably your every move is watched by the press."

"Fuck the press," Lyndon grunted.  "If a man can't do a little of what he's not supposed to, he ain't much of a man.  Hell, our country is so outdated.  Why can't we do like the Chinese and fuck all the women we want and populate the world like the good Lord wanted us to? What's so goddamn wrong with that?  In this fucking Victorian society, we've become stalemated by fucking only one woman."

Entering me, Lyndon breathed, "Damn, I'll never have enough of you" (pages 102-3).

In the Brown account Ladybird was never a problem, not even when they were where she was and in the Brown account Johnson repeatedly spent the night away from his wife.  Nor was the Secret Service when Johnson was President, the Secret Service that is supposed to be outside his door and when he was with Brown was not there – was nowhere to be seen from her accounts.  She does report a civilian with what she describes as an ordinary attaché case being nearby with what others refer to as that "black box" that to her contained no more than the "code" required to send nuclear weapons on their way.

But as we see from those typical examples, in her account Johnson could not speak without using the word "fuck" no matter what he was talking about and she, in her concept of being a lady and writing "beautiful" with some of the greatest historical writing in American literature was so faithful to him and to his expressions that she repeated the word that is so "beautiful," so "lady-like" and is that "greatest historical writing."

She is no less beautiful and historical in the political content of her memoir that Livingstone assures us is "tremendous" and completely "authentic and factual."  He says of it as well of the pornography, "Not a word of it could have been invented."

So we know without question, that Brown was pals with just about all the Texas movers and shakers, those who dominated it economically like H. L. Hunt, Sid Richardson, and Clint Murchison and others she names and with whom she claimed close ties.

Of Hunt, the man she described as "the richest man in the world," she says that they had coffee together just about every morning at "Vick's Coffee Bar in downtown Dallas.  There I would purchase up to 10 ton Roi Tans [a then popular and inexpensive cigar] for Mr. Wilcox [who ran the Glenn Advertising Company for which she worked].  My coffee cronies included policemen on the beat; advertising executives; secretaries; an attorney whom I'll call Harvey Bollinger, whose father had been a bookkeeper for Chicago gangster Al Capone; as well-known oil men such as Clint Murchison, Sid Richardson, and H. L. Hunt" (pages 35-36).

Everybody who was anybody was Brown's chum, in Brown's account.  And in a cheap joint.

Of Hunt only, perhaps because he was "the richest man, in the world," "I used to buy him a cup of coffee every morning (which he almost never drank) not only because I thought he was homeless and couldn't afford ten a cent cup of coffee, but because he could charm the birds out of the trees" (page 36),

In her account, although elsewhere she represents he was one of her many influential pals, here she did not recognize that one of the best-known men in Dallas because he allegedly "always wore clothes that looked as if they had been purchased from the local thrifty shop."  In her own account she did not recognize "the richest man in the world."" And she bought him coffee he did not drink.  So what did he go to that cheap coffees hop for any way?
I saw Hunt twice, both in his office, and he was dressed neatly, as one expected of a man in his position.  A charmer I did not find him to be.  But maybe at Vick's he was so charming, the birds left the trees for him.

Brown adds about the world's richest man who then was at least in his 70's that

We chided H. L. often about his multiple ladies and his three marriages.  He loved pretty women.  We all know he had ties with Jack Ruby's girls (who at that time was simply known as a former Al Capone guy [sic] (page 36).
That Ruby never was "an Al Capone guy," that he had only insignificant connections with the Chicago mob and left Chicago, became his slight connection – as a boy – did not yield enough for him to live on is, we have Livingstone's assurance, not made up.  What is interpreted as a connection and is nothing of the sort was not known until after the assassination.

Nor was it made up that the old man, Hunt, had whatever Brown means to suggest in those "ties with Jack Ruby's girls.

But here, on the one page, Brown and Livingstone, her publisher, refer to Hunt as the richest man in the world who was yet unknown to Brown, she says that she, out of compassion, bought him a cup of coffee "every morning" and at the same time he is the man they knew so well and chided him "about his multiple ladies and his three marriages."

In the Brown account, what Livingstone assures is not made up, all the top men in Dallas began their day with a visit to a ten-cent coffee joint.

They had nothing better or more important to do with their time.

No coffee at home.  None in their offices.

When as we do, often enough we come to what seems impossible, like all the big money-men of Dallas starting their busy days in a ten-cent coffee joint, we should remember that we have Livingstone's assurance that everything Brown saw "is authentic and factual" and that "not a word of it could have

been invented."
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