The Super-Rich As The Super-Villains and As Ruby's Pals
"Inventing" The JFK Assassination Conspiracy

Chapter 3

The Super-Rich As The Super-Villains and As Ruby's Pals
With Brown's total absence of sources and corroboration this is not easy, but then we do have Livingstone's personal assurance and we know that can be taken without question because in his Killing The Truth he had Hunt the top man in the Texas conspiracy to assassinate JFK, a project in which Livingstone gave his assurance that I was Hunt's assistant in that assassination in two different ways. As we have seen of Brown's chummed coffee cronies were privy to the assassination the night before it happened.

So, when Brown who, remember, knew just about everybody, portrays Clint Murchison as closely connected with a "financial ally of" John McCloy, chairman of the Chase Bank of Manhattan, New York, it is simply beyond question, even though all the available information makes a lie of it, that "When Lyndon formed the Warren Commission after the assassination, chose McCloy . . . at Murchison's insistence" (page 90).  The McCloy who we saw above Brown says learned of the assassination the night before it happened.  As she says Murchison did, too.

It happens that the official records of who was involved in the creation of the Warren Commission have been long been publicly available.  I go into some of this at the beginning of NEVER AGAIN!  Murchison was in Texas.  Johnson was in Washington.  Some of the Johnson telephone taping and records have been disclosed.  I have them for the period through Johnson's announcement of these he appointed to his Commission.

There was no phone call  or to Clint Murchison.  Not a single one.

Of course, as Brown might claim, there was always ESP and that by means of Murchison's powerful ESP he persuaded Johnson to appoint McCloy without once speaking to Johnson.

It had to be something like this because we have that Livingstone assurance that nothing in the Brown book was invented ‑ could have been invented.

Brown says that Jerome Ragsdale was a Dallas attorney who looked out for her and her son, Steven, on Johnson's behalf.  She introduces Ragsdale when fairly early in the book she reports telling Johnson that he had her pregnant.  After blowing up, which with Johnson in Brown's account provided an opportunity for a fine selection of four-letter words, this follows:

His anger drained as fast as it erupted.

"You're some lady, Madeleine," he said tenderly.  "Don't ever change."  He pulled me to him and kissed me.  "I'm sorry I yelled at you.  Hell, it's not your fault.  It takes two to tango."

I was still crying, but they were tears of relief.

"Don't worry," he said, hugging me.  "I'll have Jesse contact a lawyer friend of mine in Dallas who owes me his balls on a silver platter.  He'll make damn sure you never want for anything" (page 59).

Her Johnson being of ever – and instantly – changing moods, she then writes:

He reached over the bed and grabbed a porcelain lamp from the nightstand.  He held it in both hands, then smashed it on the floor where it shattered into tiny pieces.

“I promise you, Madeleine Brown," he said, waving his finger in my face, "if you know what's good for you, you’ll cooperate with Ragsdale or your as ass will be in a hell of a lot of trouble” (page 60).

Ragsdale also knew everybody.  After some shopping

. . . I literally bumped into Ragsdale and a squat man with slick dark hair who looked somewhat like film star Edward G. Robinson.

Mr. Ragsdale was dressed in his usual tailored western suit, Justin boots, and a pearl Stetson that would have been worth a month's pay for me.

“Madeleine Brown, this is Jack Ruby,” he said, introducing me to the other man, who politely shook my hand.  “He owns the Carousel Club, which is where we're heading now to have a couple of drinks.  Would you care to join us?"

I appreciate the offer."  I said declining the invitation, "but I really need to get back to the office.  I would love to take a rain check, though."

Mr. Ruby smiled and said, "Miss Brown, you've got class.  Please come by the club any time at your convenience.  Just knock on the door.  The club is open to the public after 7:30 p.m.  As my hon​ored guest, your drinks will be on the house."

Over the course of the next few years, I often saw these two men walking together on Commerce Street or in the King and Uni​versity clubs.  Occasionally, I spotted them huddled with H. L. Hunt (H.L. and Mr. Ragsdale both officed in the Mercantile Bank Build​ing) where they seemed to be involved in intense negotiations, with oversized briefcases constantly at their sides.

Ten years later, Mr. Ruby, a fifty-two-year-old underworld figure and owner of the Carousel Club (a striptease joint), would murder ex-marine Lee Harvey Oswald on live television (pages 95-96).

When Brown says that she saw Ruby, Ragsdale and Hunt "walking together or "huddled" it has to be so because we have Livingstone's assurance that all she says is actual and factual and that none of it was made up.  So, it makes no difference that the world's richest man had his oil and other empires to run, he walked and he talked with Jack Ruby because Brown says so.

And with Ruby on such close and intimate terms with all those richest of the rich, most powerful, he had no money and he died with what for him, was considerable debt.

I have seen the records.  He had virtually nothing in any bank and for the most part he paid in cash.

Not only was he in debt ‑ he did not have the money to pay a lawyer after he killed Oswald.

For all that hobnobbing with the richest of the rich.

In Brown's account, which Livingstone assured us, remember, "could not have been invented."

After saying that "While awaiting a new trial, defended by . . . Melvin Belli [who then was not Ruby's lawyer], Jack Ruby was diagnosed by Dr. Jack Burnett [another of her endless chums] as having cancer of the pancreas" (page 91).

The pancreas is a gland near the stomach.  The official diagnosis which did not depend on any Brown name-dropping, was that cancer of the brain caused Ruby's death.  It also happens that I spent several hours the day Ruby was buried in Chicago with his Chicago lawyer, the respected Elmer Gertz.  Gertz assured me the cancer was of the brain.

But because all of what Brown says has Livingstone's assurance that it is actual, factual and not a word of it made up, with Ruby his stomach was in his head.

In all this here and elsewhere, Brown has Hunt and Oswald also pals with Ruby.  For example, here she says:

No one has ever proven in a court of law or anywhere else for that matter, that there was any kind of direct link between Lee Harvey Oswald, Jack Ruby and the ultra-conservative oil billionaire, H. L. hunt, who were seen together.  But the questions remain and the doubts will always be there.  I personally saw Lee Harvey Oswald or his lookalike at the Carousel Club.  John Curington, H. L. Hunt's assistant, has admitted to me that he saw Ruby, Oswald, George DeMohrenschildt, and H. L. Hunt together on various occasions (page 96).

It is correct that none of this was ever proven.  Were it not for Livingstone's personal guarantees we could safely say that not a word of it is true.

It is too bad that although Livingstone drew heavily on him in his Killing The Truth and there gave readers to understand that when Curington was in jail he was hidden from Livingstone ostensibly to keep all the secrets he had from Livingstone, what happened to Curington was not included.  Not there and not here.  This is not because Livingstone did not add his own comments one of which we come to.  Rather is it because Curington and a couple  and a couple of other Hunt executives were fired as common crooks by Hunt's sons.  Their defense was an interesting one.  This was reported in the papers and is in my files, those files Livingstone and his associate, the Baltimore cop who was a crook, Richard Waybright, ignored when they had unrestricted access to my files.  Those Hunt executives claimed in effect that the old man had licensed them to steal from his corporations as part of their pay.  They claimed it was a matter of pride for the old man to underpay everybody so to make it up, he let them steal from him.

Not that any of this is germane when we have Livingstone's personal and professional assurance that Brown made nothing at all it up.

So, although all the known facts says that not a word of this is true or can be, we have Livingstone's guarantee that what exists only in the more extreme of the nuttiest of supposed assassination literature is the unquestionable fact – on the word of the jailbird -- thief Curington.

Whose word Brown in her mode of accepting three impossibles before breakfast takes again a few pages later.  But if there be those unwilling to believe Brown or to accept Livingstone's assurances that nothing was made up, there is The National Enquirer of June 14, 1977.  That is where Curington got even.  The headline on that page of his "breaking of silence" states that Hunt paid the JFK assassins.

Brown's later use of Curington as an unquestioned and unquestionable source is to quote him as telling her "that it was the joint decision of H. L. Hunt and Joseph Kennedy to place Lyndon Johnson on the ticket as Vice President" (page 128).

That all the available and well-known evidence is not only that this did not happen but that it also was impossible means nothing when we have Livingstone's assurance that Brown invented nothing.  Nor does it mean a thing that Joe Kennedy and H. L. Hunt had nothing at all to do with each other and agreed on virtually nothing at all.

There is, of course, no inconsistency between the John Birch Society and Hunt's controlling who JFK would select as his running mate when neither he nor Joe Kennedy was there.  Thus, again we have Brown knowing everybody who was an anybody and true to Livingstone's assurances making nothing up.  She did not mention the date, a minor problem, but with Ruby also knowing everybody who was anybody, he had what Brown says was secret information without which the assassination would not have been possible:

It was half-past 2:00 P.M. when Larry Buchanan, creative Director of our agency, buzzed me on the intercom, "Come on and go with me to Ruby's ‑ we need to have a brain session for Southland Life Insurance (one of the agency's political accounts).  Joe Josephson just called and said they are releasing some big bucks for their new ad campaign, 'Hearts of Gold.'  Who knows?  We may pick up some underground news.  Jack can inform us who has paid their dues so we'll know where we can safely gamble."

It was common knowledge that Jack Ruby knew every "goin' ons" in "Big D."  Even more so.  Jack was a gracious host and a barrel of fun to be around.  Although the club was closed to the public until 7:30 p.m., he would greet us with his warm smile.  "Come on in, you classy guys!"

In front of the well known newspaper and magazine store, known as "Commerce Street," we ran into Dallas Police Captain Charles Batchelor, Mayor Earle Cabell, and H. L. Hunt, the big daddy of Dallas and the rich 8F group.  After exchanging greetings, H. L. extended an invitation to the upcoming John Birch Society meeting he was about to host at his lovely Mt. Vernon home, the "White House of Texas " overlooking scenic White Rock Lake.  "You'll miss out on some important messages if you don't come!"  We assured him we would be there and continued on a block and a half to Jack Ruby's Carousel Club.

Larry chuckled and said, "You know what those messages will be about?"

"Yeah," I replied.  "President Kennedy and the miserable mistakes H. L. thinks he has made . . . and of course, the oil depletion crisis.  That's all you hear when you're around H. L. and Clint." . . .

Sure enough, Jack Ruby met us with, "You classy guys, come on in – it's colder than a well digger's ass in Alaska."

My teeth were still chattering when Jack handed me an ol' Southern peach brandy hot toddy, the kind that if it doesn't make you warm up ‑ will make you feel good.

Andrew, the porter, was busy cleaning up the club, making it ready for the Wally Weston and Chari Angel (Bobby Lou) Show, that was sweeping Dallas.  It was always a contest between Jack and Abe Weinstein, the owner of next door's Colony Club, as to who could provide the best entertainment.  Abe had recently employed a beautiful young girl named Beverly Oliver, and she was generating lots of applause.

It was during this time that we saw a man later identified as Lee Harvey Oswald in deep conversation with Jack Ruby.  All the so called "insiders" knew about Ruby's involvement with Dallas' organized crime, which had been in operation since the early 40s.  Jack's main activity was a gun-running operation to Cuba.

Often we told Jack that he was going to get "wasted" for doing such things, particularly playing with bad boys.  His reply would be, "You goin' to catch me?"  We knew enough not to carry the conversation any further.  Actually, since Dallas operated so wide open, Ruby's activities probably would have been overlooked, had he not become a key figure in history.

We had been at the club an hour or so when Jack came over to our table waving a map of President Kennedy's motorcade route for his planned parade through Dallas.  In fact Ruby had specific knowledge of the President's entire Texas trip.  It was a tight schedule, covering San Antonio, Houston, Fort Worth, Dallas, and Austin.

"You know what this is?"  Jack was waving the map in our faces.

I was a little shocked and stunned that Jack would have this type of secret information, but again we always called him P. C. (Privileged Character).  Lightly brushing the incident off ‑ we smiled and said ‑ "No question about it Jack, ‑ You do hob-nob with the people in the 'Know'" (pages 153-155).

Because it was such "common knowledge that" Ruby "knew every 'goin ons'" in Dallas is no doubt the reason he did not make the grade as an FBI informer because he gave it no information of any value.

Having the mayor, the police captain and H. L. Hunt all together on their way to Ruby's may not be in the official information but we have the Brown/Livingstone assurance of it, she having made nothing at all up.

It was important for Brown to work Beverly Oliver's name in because since then she has claimed to be the so called Babushka Lady taking pictures nobody has ever seen of the motorcade and because she also claimed to have been together with both Ruby and Oswald.

Those who think they know what the facts are believe that nobody in his right mind would have trusted Ruby with anything at all to be kept secret or to involve any responsibility but Brown, knowing better, has him "involved" with Dallas "organized crime" which, forgetting her references to Al Capone of so much earlier, she here says was not in operation" until "the early 40s."

That Ruby's "main activity was a gun-running operation to Cuba" is not included in the official investigations or in the disclosed official evidence means nothing.  Nor does it that Brown does not say for which side he was running those guns.

It is not easy to visualize Ruby working for Castro.  Or Castro hiring a Ruby with all the arms he was getting from the USSR.  He even got nuclear missiles!  Or anyone in Dallas associating with anyone who was working for Castro.  It likewise is not easy to visualize the CIA having so desperate a need for running guns into Cuba, that it would reach way down and so far inland with all it had going in Florida, all the well-equipped experts working for it in its largest station, JMWAVE, to get a Ruby to run guns for it.  When he did not have even a rowboat and it had a virtual navy of high-powered speed boats of its own.

But from what Brown says one of those has to be true.

Unless she means that both are.

Brown being Brown, she may have meant that Ruby worked both sides to get rich.

It likewise is not easy to believe that.  For all his being a Dallas insider, for all his organized-crime connections, for all his main business of running guns to Cuba, Ruby was broke and in debt when he killed Oswald.  However, this can be omitted entirely, as Brown and Livingstone do.

That the motorcade route was secret and that Ruby had a secret map of it long in advance is news.  So also is it news that the well-publicized JFK Texas trip was secret except to Ruby.  Brown is quite excited by this, as she is elsewhere in reporting a change in the route.

She says on page 175 that she was told that unofficially the route had been changed by Captain Charles Batchelor, but again that is contrary to the disclosed official evidence.

Motorcades by politicians are for public exposure.  The motorcade route in Dallas and of course, this does not stack when compared with Brown because it is the official information, was the usual motorcade route and rather than "Ruby having that previously-unreported secret map of it, that alleged secret map that does not show up in his possessions after he was arrested, the actual route was not approved, as was required, by the Secret Service until Agent Winston Lawson went over it with Dallas officials and approved it just before it, the visit,  happened.  That there is a six-page Secret Service report on this in the National Archives is meaningless when we have Brown's account of it all being so very secret.

It was so very secret that one of the then two Dallas daily papers published a street by street account of it prior to the visit and the other added a map made by its own artist.  This was necessary because in fact there was no other map of that motorcade for Ruby to get from supposed secret sources.  And then have it as secret as the front pages of the daily papers.

Keeping where they will be and when they will be there is not the way for political figures to get the attention and exposure they have motorcades to got them.  They want all the people to know where and when they can be seen.

The main street downtown Dallas is Main Street and all motorcades do use it for that maximum exposure.  As JFK did.

Brown having said it was secret and that she was "shocked and stunned that Jack” would have such secret information it simply cannot be true, for all the copies of the disclosed officially-disclosed route of the motorcade, that it was anything at all other than secret.  On This there is that Livingstone assurance that nothing at all was made up and that all Brown said is strictly the truth, factual.

Brown is not finished with Ruby and the secrets she got from Ruby, she and nobody else.  She quotes him as having told her that "Oswald, visiting his Carousel Club, acknowledged that he was the one who fired the shot at far-right resigned general Edwin Walker (page 169).  That, according to the Dallas police, would have required a bit of magic and with all these things that Brown, according to Livingstone did not invent, she has no such magic.  The Dallas police and their records state that the bullet recovered from the wall of Walker's home was of .30-06 caliber.  That was too large to fit in the rifle said to have been Oswald's, which is of a smaller 6.5 caliber.

On just the page before that she states that H. L. Hunt gave her a copy of the anti-Kennedy ad in the newspaper the morning of the assassination “several days” before then, even though Hunt had nothing to do with that ad or financing it and even though it was not prepared "several days" before it was published.

That so much of this is not true does not mean that Brown is an inveterate, a nonstop liar.  Nor does it that so much of this and more in her book is absolutely impossible.  Of course not!  We have that Livingstone assurance that nothing was "invented.

Or, what is not true becomes true with the Livingstone assurance.

It is only when what he and Brown have here Is regarded as true no matter how untrue ‑ how impossible it is -- that they can have a book.
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