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The brother of JFK's assassin disc usses: The Warren
Report. The “conspiracy” controversy.
FBI threats against Marina Oswald.




almost six when he visited
drizona with hiz mother.

Robert remembers young Lee as a happy,
lively boy who wanted o read everything
his older brathers read. He feels thar
Lee began to change at 13, when he wes
left completely alone with hiz mother,

Lee tries on Robert’s cap
from Ais military school in For a while after their mother's
Mississippi and playa marriage to Edwin A. Ekdahl in May,
with a cap pistol, 1948, 19485, the three brothers had a normal
i family life. Robert (in the soilor
har) and John [ right) were away
at schoal, and were not aware of the
growing disagreements between
their mother and stepfather, but Lee
was desply upsat by the confiict,

i w d
On November 22, 1962, exactly one year before the assassination of
President Kennedy, the three brothers and their Jamilizs were together
for the last time, at a Thanksgiving reunian planned by Robert.
The color photos at left, published here for the first time, are from
u home mouie tuken that day. Lee and Marina are at the right. Robert,
center, holds his son Robert, Ir., in one frame. John Pic, wearing
glasses, is in the background, and his son, John Pic, Jr., appears at
the lower left in one frame. One year and three days later, on November
25, 1963, Robers and four others who were closest ta Lee Huarvey
Ouwald attend the simple funeral service (above ). Maring holds June Lee,
and Marguerite Oswald holds Lee's other child, the baby Rachel.
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HE WAS MYBROTHER

BY ROBERT L. OSWALD WITH MYRICK AND BARBARA LAND

The brother of Lee Harvey Oswald writes abous:

Marguerite Oswald’s extraordinary influence on ber son’s life

The nightmare of November 22, 1963, and the aftermath

The questions left unanswered by the Warren Commission investigation
The attempts by the FBI to frighten Marina Oswald

The evidence that convinced bim of bis brother’s guilt

1 WENT DOWN TO MY OFFICE at the Acme Brick
Company in Denton, Texas, about 7:15 on Friday
morning, November 22, 1963, Several execurives
were coming from the company headquarters in
Fort Worthn%m 1 mesting to discuss plans for the
months ahead, and [ was asked to atcend.

At noon, all six of us went to Jay's Grill for
u relaxed lunch, feeling thar we faced no prob-
lems we wouldn't be able to handle. We had
finished by 1:15 or 50 and were stnding near
the cashier's desk. She gave me a kind of com-
mercinl smile, and then said very calmly, as she

““tounted out the change, “Have you heard? The

President has been shor in Dallss.”

We asked her for more derils, but she said
that was all she knew about it.

‘As soon &s we reached the car, we turned on
the radio. The brief early bulletins did nor make
ir clear just how sericusly the President was
wounded, bur we were all stunned.

I had voted for John Kennedy in 1960, but
in the three years since his election, [ had cooled
toward him. Some of the others in the car were
far more scrongly anti-Kennedy chan T was, bue
the news shook them too.

"Damn it,” one man said, "I wanted him out
of office, bur not this way.”

Acme has two plasts in Denton, and &3 we
drove pver to the old one, we listened dasely to
the news bulletins. The annouacer said che police
were looking for one particular suspect: a male,
white, slender, weighingabouc 163 pounds, about
§ feer 12 inches mall, in his exrly thirties. 1 re-
member noting each of the derails and then de-
ciding that I did not know anyone who could be
described pr:cuelg in that way, Lalso thoughit for
& moment of my brother, Lee Harvey Oswald. |
had nor heard from Lee for about eighe marichs,
but che last time 1 had heard, he was working in
Dailas. [ wondered whether he had taken a Little
time off vo warch the Presidential mororcade pass-
ing through the cicy.

A few minutes after we resched the old
lant, the foreman came over and said, "The
resident is dead.” Suddenly, our business no

longer seemed so vital to any of us.

We went back to the car and drove over o

the new plant, where my office was located.

Ihad some invoices on my desk chattherime-
keeperneeded. | took them across to his officeand
was hurrying back toward mine, when [ suddenly
heard the name, “*Oswald." [ thoughe at firse chat
someone was calling me, but then realized the
sound had come from a transistor radio on the
receptionist’s desk. Now that | was concentraring
on the sound, [ heard ic repeated—chis time, the
full name, "'Lee Harvey Oswald.”

“That's my kid brocher!" I said.

I asked the receptionist, "What station is
that?"’ | was thinking that I mighe calt che station
ta tjum more details.

salesman who had been listening closely
to the news reports ovetheard my, question and
seemed to guess immediately what1 had ingnind.
We had known each othera loag time. He looked
straighr into my eyes and said: ""Bob, let's nat
hope." And then he added firmly,” This is true.”

After arranging for my wife Vada & take
our children, Robert and Cathy, to her parents’
farm, [ then drove over to Dallas to see what [
could do to help Lee.

[ had received a call from the FBI and had
told an agent [ would drop by their Dallas office.
When [ reached ic, T noticed a sign: "After 5
o'clock ring the night bell.” [ did, and a door
further down the hall opened. A man canve out,
and [ quietly xnﬂodu:nmglf. "I believe some-
one here may be expecting me,”" 1 said.

Another t arrived & momen later, and
1 asked where [ could find a men’s room.

"Downstairs,” one of the agents said, and
then added thar he'd come with me. 1 felr that 1
could find it without any help, but I didn't say
anything, I realized thac [ was going to have a
watchdog with me for & while,

When we came back upstairs, I was taken
into & dark office, with the only light provided by
a single dim desk lamp, and questioned.

"Is your brother's name Lee Harvey Oswald
or Harvey Lee Oswald?" an agent asked. "We
have it here as Harvey Lee,”

“No,” | said, "it's Lee Harvey Oswald.”

“"When did you last see him?"

“About a year ago.”

“"Have you wﬂimd Lee express any hos-
tilicy toward the President?'”

“No, | haven't.”

"We have a report that your brother was
angry ac Governor Connally because of some
wouble over his discharge when Connally was
Secretary of the Navy."”

1 said thac Lee had received a lecter inform-
ing him thar Connally was no longer Secretary

the Navy. He had read it in my presence and
had said nothing that indicated he held Connally
personally responsible for his dishonorable dis-
chatge from the Marines,
agent asked me what [ knew about
Lee's membership in the Fair Play for Cuba Com-
mittee and his recent trip to Mexico. Nothing ar
all, I rold him, and reminded him that Leeand
had been out of touch for months.

Theagent seemed to be running out of ques-
tions after a coupleof hours, and lasked if T could
see Lee. Hesaid [ could make my requescro Wil
Fritz of Homicide.”

At the building housing the Dallas jail, 1
found 1 directory and ran my eyes down the list-
ing uncil [ saw the words, "Homicide Division.”

Either [ misread the listing or pushed the
wrong burton, When [ m-?ped off the elevator,
1 realized immediately that I was not on the floor
whered major investigation was being conducted.
I could see only one police officer, a caprain. He
was eaging a light supper from a paper bag and
nodded politely when [ approached.

“Could you tell me where [ could find the
officer in charge of the Homicide Division?" |
asked. And then I added: "I'm Robert Oswald,
Lee Oswald’s brather.” i

The caprain jumped up, dropping his sand-
wich, and m 2 fes W&i T%an he re-

ined control, and tried to put a call chrough,
ut all the telephone lines seemed to be tied up.
“I'll rake you down therte,’” he said.

We walked together back to the elevator,
and then he pushed the burton. While we were
waiting, | reached in my back pocket for my
handkerchief. As soon as he saw my hand move
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in thar dicection, he wheeled around to face me
directly and braced himself. He must have
dmu.fht that 1 was reaching for a pistol.

stopped desd soill for a second or two,
then maved my hand much more slowly. Whea [
brought gurmy handkerchief, the officer relaxed.
Inthose few seconds, 1 had leacned just how tens
the situation was in Dsllas. -

Downstairs, the caprain pushed his way
through = mob of reporters and photographers,
and I followed. After a few minutes, we reached
Jesse Curry, the Dallas police chief, and Capeain
Frirz. "'I'm tied up right now, buc [ do want w
talk to you larer," Fricz told me. Then he added,
"I think your mocher is still here. Caprain, would
you make him down to where Mrs. Oswald is
wlicini.’" He nodded roward the opposite end
of the hall, and we walked in that direction.

Mathet told me she would like to talk to
me, and an FBI agent found an empty office for
us. A3 soon es we walked through the doot,
Mother [eaned oward me and whispered, “This
room is bugged. Be careful what you say.”

Her remark annoyed me, but it didn't sur-

ise me. | have ofteri heard her ralking sbaut
conspiracies, hidden motives and malicious
actians of ather people, and I had long since
leamned to discount much of what she said.

“Listen,” | said, not botheting to whisper,
“I don't care whether this room is bugged or not.
I'd be perfectly willing to say anything I've got
m say right there in [i! doorway. If you know
anything at all about what happened, I wanc to
know it right now, | don't wanc o hear any whys,
ifs or wherefores.”

Morther began ralking very rapidly. Since
Lee's defection to Russia in 1959, she had been
convinced thar he was a secrec agent for the ULS.
Government. She said he had been carrying out
official orders in whatever he had done.

I fale that she received the news of Lee's
atrest without any emotional reaction ac all. She
actually scemed to feel a kind of triumph. All her
life, few peaple hud ever been aware of her exis-
tence. She seemed to recognize immediately that
Friday thag she would never again be treated as
an ordinary, ohscure and unim ne woman.

A licele later, [ saw Lee's wife. Marina looked

letaly bewildered. She was holding the new

going to hide, I printed my name, Robert —"Ou- 3

wald, and :Eve my address in Denton.

The clerk was sicher & talenred actor of else
the name Oswald meant nothing to himracall He
asked me how long T would be staying, 1nd I an-
swered, "Onenight.” Thenhehandedakeytache
bellhop and said, "Room 1630 for M. Oswald.”

[ went up to the sixteenth floge and spent
1 litele while there in the room. I wils wormn ourt,
‘but I'wasn't sleepy. | wene downstairs to the hotel
coffee shop and had 2 ham sandwich, which L ate
without much incerest, and then walked to the
place where [ had parked my car. | had no clear
idea where | was going, but I decided [ would
drive somewheze by myself, to think abqut what
1had leamed in those long hours since the cashier
in Jay’s Grill asked us if we had heard the Presi-
denr had been shoc.

I knew thac some people were already spec-
ulating chac che killing of the President was not
an is0 act by one man but the result of
4 great conspiracy; pethaps involviag some ex-
wremist political group of the Right or the Lefr,
or even m of the Government. If they
were righe, who else was involved? Was ic pos-
sible that Marina had played some role in the
plan? Whar about Lee's ocher friends? These

werse the questions that ran through my mind

during that long drive.

 Alrer [ returned, | wenr back to the police
station. The FBI agents questioned me again, and
ufter 2 while, one of them said g:ied]r. "Robert,
you mightas well know. Now, they are char
your brocther wich the President's death.” lloosl!ttﬁ
ac my watch, It was just after midnighe.

[ had o keep full control of my-
self for 11 hours since [ firstlearned of what had
happened in Dealey Plaza, Buc as [ walked the
shorr distance from the police ion to the
fffdm Hilron, my body mgg.:rﬂy ﬁgm o shake

over. .

I recurned to the police stafion on Saturday,
and afcera long wai, I finally received a bass thac
permirted mero see Lee. Inspectdr Thomds Kelley
of the Secret Service and a Dallas police offi
took me up to the floor where bt was then Saing
kepe. The room was recrangulas and beyy glass
d it into two halves—one fui pusoners

baby, Rachel, and [ was surprised, because Lec
had not told me that they were expecting another
child. Ruth and Michael Paine were there as
friends of Marina and Lee, und Ruth invited
Maotcher, Marina and the children to spend the
night with her at her home in Irving.

After they lef, a very cordial Dallas police
officer, Le. E. L Cunningham, asked mef [ would
like to come into his office and sit down for &
few minures. He then told me that he had reicned
the Texas Theatre just before |~ was arrested
and described the scene to . sery quietly. His
calm ccount of the facts made me realize for
the first time just how strong a circumscantial case
they had ngn.inst Lee for the shoating of Officer
Tippit, and ic seemed difficult to explain that
‘murder unless it was pare of an actempt to escape
arrest for the ination of the President

| was very tired. I asked Lieurenanc Cun-
ningham where I mighe find & horel room for
the night, and he suggested the Seacler Hilton,

As [ crossed che lobby about ten o'clack,
1 thoughe briefly thar 1 might save myself some
trouble by using a false name when 1 checked in,
But while [ was walking those few steps over
theregistration desk, [ madeupmymind. Iwasa'c
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and the othet for visitoss. On cuch side of the
glass, rounded-off plywood as used to form
egd-nt or nine cubicles, =i<h with a shelf and 2
telephone, The room was warm, and the sale
air seemed absoliely seill.

When Lee encered through the sceel-barred
doarwiy, T could not hear the clank of metal
+gainst metal as the door opened and closed. 1
had not been aﬁ‘c:.ﬂghlm to enter at that point,
and did nor see him at first. I was conscious sud-
denly char he was walking roward me ar some-
thing of an angle. He was not hurrying a all,
just strolling in my direccion at 4 normal pace.

As he entered the cubicle opposite the one
I hiad chosen, we looked at each other through the
streaked glass. Lee picked up a telephone and
motioned to me o pick up the one in my cubicle.
His voice wis calm as he said, ““This is mped.”

“Well, it may be or may not be," Lanswered.
1 leaned forward, resting my elbows on the shelf,
and took a close look at him. He had a cut over
one eye aad 2 bruise or wound of some kind on
one cheek. "'Whar have they been doing to you?”
1 asked him. "' Were they roughing you up?”

[ got this at the thearer,” he said. ""They
haven't bothered me since. They're treating me

all righe." I still remember how completely re-
laxed he seemed, as though all of the frenzied
activity there in the Dallas jail and all over the
Ummg' States had nothing whatever to do with
him. Hetalked mlnﬂ-oi-gnly. withoutany sign
of tension or strain, as though we were discussing
1 moderately interesting minor incidenc at his
- office or my office.

No one had rold me how long | would be
allowed to talk o Lee, and I did not plunge in
by asking che one question 1 most want
swered, Instead, he and | ralked casually about
2 few things. He meationed the ealier
visit by Mother and Marina, and chen he asked:
"What did you think of the baby?"

"Yeah," | said, “‘thanks 2 loc for telling me
about the baby. I didn’t even know you had one.”

He smiled st my sarcasm. “Well," he said,
“it was 2 girl, and I wanted 2 boy, but you know

how thac goes.”

I ﬁmﬂy asked him bluntly: "Lee, what the
Sam Hill is going on?”

“I don't know," he said.

“You don't know? Look, chey've got your
pistol, they've got your rifle, they've goc you
charged with shooting the President and a police
officer. And you tell me you don't know. Now,
I wanz to know just what's going on.”

He stiffened and scraightened up, and his
facial expression was suddealy very ught.

"1 just don't know what they're i
abous,” he said, fiemly and deliberately. "Don’t
believe all this so-called evidence.”

I 'was studying his face closely, trying to find
the answer to my question-in his eyes or his ex-

ion. He realized chae, and as [ stared into

iseyes, hesaid come quiet! y, " Brother, youwon't
find anything there.” .

Then, more relaxed, he began rlking abouc
Marina agai

“Well, what sboue Maginur” 1 asked him,
“"What do vl thunk she's going to da now, with
those rwo kids?™

“My friends will take care of them.”

""Do you mean the Paines?"” 1 asked.

"Yes," he said, apparently surprised that 1
knew of the Paines.

“I don't think they're any friends of yours,”
1 said.
"Yes, they are.”

“Well, they're sure not any friends of mine.”

Icwasobviousthat we could not reach agree-
ment about the Paines, and he changed the sub-
ject. ""Junie needs a new pair of shoes,” he said.

1 'had noticed the night before that one of
the red tennis shoes his licrle girl was wearing was
just about worn through ac the toe. This was on
Lismind.md dudngMothu'snndMnﬁnt'svisit,
he had asked Marina to be sure to buy Junie some
new shoes. "Don’tworry about thag, " [ said. 'l
take care of thar.”

A Secret Service man had mentioned to me
arliunhu[.uh.\dbcmu:mé?:ngmmr_h
an arrorney named Joha Abe. "What about chis
attorney you rried to conmct in New York?™ [
asked, "Who is he?”

“*Well, he's just an arrorney | want to handle
my case,” Lee said.

“I'll get you an acromey down here.”

"Np," he said, "you stay our of ir.”

“Stayourofit? Itlookslikel'vebeen dragged
into it.”

"T'm not going to have anybody from down
here,” he said very firmly. [ want chis one.”

"Well, all righe.”




Afer a few moce words, & police officer
came inta the other side of the room and walked
over and mpped Lee on the shoulder. Thar was
all the time we could have, he tald Lee.

1 was surprised and disappointed ar the in-
terruption. [ had been thete no more than ten
minutes, maybe even less, and it seemed to me
that we were just beginning to reach the point of
talking freely and easily to each other.

I still had many questions [ wanted to ask
him, and [ felr thar after some probing,
1 would know firmly in my own mind whether
or not Lee hud assassinated che Presidencand then
killed Tiopit. Even if he was guiley, | would not
expect him to say fucly, “They are righr, Roberr.
T am guiley.” Buc it ts conceivable that he had
made up his mind thar the assassination was
nec: for some reason thar was adequare to
him, and that he would have wanted to make chac

A
clearto and I was claser to'Lee
than anyone else.

If I had been allowed to 5 h.llfl.nl’}qur
with Lee that Saturday and then inue cur

We felt completel -cut-oﬂ' from the outside
world. We were not -.l[owed 10 see newspapers,
listen ro the radio or wacch television thar Sun-

&

day or Sunday night. Despite our com-

talk over the next day or two, I believe I would
have been able to arrive at final andwers to two
questions: Was Lee guiley? If he was guilty, whar
were his motives? )
Unforrunstely, the police officer had his

own instructions, snd he waired impatiently for
the final exchange berween Lee and me,

“I'll see you ina day or r:so,; said.

"Now, you've got your job and everything,”
Lee told me. "Don't be ranning back and forth
all the rime and gerring in trouble with
your boss."

"Don't worry about thac. I'll be back.”
“All right,"” Lee said. “I'll see you.”
Those were the last words he ever said to me.

CHAPTER TWO

UNDAY MORNING, [ went to a Dallas

matel to pick up Mother, Marina and

the children and to ke them to the

isolaced farm owned bymy facher-and

mother-in-law. | was carrying someof

their things out to the car when Mike
Howard, & Secret Service man, came over to me
and said quietly,"Now, don't get excited, Robere,
but we've just gotren word that Lee's been shor.
Itisn'tserious, and they've captured the man who
shot him.”

Mike's own calmness made me feel that
Lee would be all right. He said Lee was at Park.
land Hospital, After they had given me a few
seconds to absorh the news, he and Charlie Kun-
kel, snother Secrer Service man, asked me, ""What
do you want to do now?”

"I believe I'll go to Parkland," I said. “Buc
1 wish you'd ke Mather and Marina and the
children on to che farm."” I felt certain thac we
now faced a period of violent revenge, and T did
not want Mother, Marina or the children to be
exposed o that danger.

At Parkiand, [ waited on che fist floor for
some news from the docrors. One of the Secret
Serviceagenrs cameinto the toomand said, ""Rob-
ert, he's going t be ull right. Don't worry about
ic” This sounded so suthentic that I relaxed
there in the chair. Another agent, John Howlerr,
and I talked quietly for abour ten or fifreen min.
utes, The telephone rlnts, and Howlere picked it
up. Helistened intencly for perhaps thirty seconds
or 30, and then he said, “'Would you repeac thar?”

1 warched him closely, struck by the tone
of his veice. After another few seconds, Howlett
pusthetelephone down and scood up, then started
walking around che desk toward me, “Robert,"”
he said, "I'm sorry, buc he's dead.”

I slumped back into the chair and puc my
hand to my face. The hospital chaplain came in,
and we prayed together.

After & moment, Inspector Kelley came
barging in, "Well, what do you expect?” he said
to me. “Violence breeds violence,

" “Inspecrar,” [ said, “does that juscify any-
2 ot

‘?!llg did not reply.
The Secret Service men at Parkland seemed

to be preparing to tum the responsibilicy for
guarding the family over to the FBI, but then

there was an abrupe change in the plans char T
did not understand until later. Mike Howard
told me that we were to remain under the pro-
tection of the Secrer Service men for a while
langer, and would all be leaving soon for 2 new
hideaway. Mother and Marina, who had been
brought to the hospital, were asked to get into
one car with some Secret Service agents, and 1
was told to gec into another. As the two cars
Pn.limi out, several reporces who had been seand-
ing by jumped into two taxicabs and tried to
carch up with us. The Secrer Service men were
dn‘vin?a: top speed, but the two cabs were close
ind. Then one of the agents radioed the Dal-
las police and asked them tw o e TWO TaXi-
cabs loaded with reporers and to the driv-
ecs for speeding or someother traffic violation. In
about five minutes, three or four Dallas police
cars roared up behind the cabs, Torced the driv-
ees off the side of the road and! either Arrestad
them or frightened them into giving up the chase,
A lirle later, we drew up at-our destination:
the Inn of the Six Flags. We wee taken back to
the most isolated part of the inn. Soma of the
agents still believed that we were to be turned
over 20 the FBI within the next few hours or the
next few duys. But afrer we had been at the inn
sbout chree or four hours, Mike Howard received
definite woed about the changein plans. They've
talked to the President,” Mike told me later, "and
he has expressed concern for you and the entire
famil; lr S0 has the Actorney General.” |
was particulacdy struck by Mike's fnal
words. I wondered that week and have often won-
dered since whether Roberc Kennedy was con-
cemed simply because he was the Actorney Gen-
eral of the United Scates and had some official
responsibility for our ion, or whether the
human being behind that title—Rober Kennedy
himself—in these hours of his deep griel was
genuinely, personally concerned about the safery
of the mother, wife, brother and children of the
man accused of assassinaring his brother,
Within an hour after our arrival, two men

were walking around the perimeter carrying car-

- bines, and one was stationed full time in the

rea the main entrance (o the inn and
the door that would admit le to the area in
which we were to sty. “All we need is to have
one more of you killed or injured, and we're in
real rrouble,” one of the agents said to me.

e

plete isolation, 1 began to realize that there was
some difficuley berween the Secrer Service and
the FBL. I heard the agents talking among them-
selves abour this (using their nickname for the
FBI agents, “the Fecbies"), and they seemed as
b led by this devels : m.r?lm_‘?gywugf
sru:v.lm'n over the reason for the absence of
‘Bl men .

at Parkland and at the inn,

Gradually, the reports and rumors fram var-
ious sources seemed to fit together, As early as
Friday night, T had heard some speculation about
the ponigiliry of a conspiracy behind the assassi-
nation of the President, ﬁmg mylong drive
on Friday night, 1 had wondered whether Marina
herself might be a part of such a conspiracy. On
Saturday and Sunday, there were rumors in Dallas
that the "conspiracy” mighe involve some Gov-
ernment ageacy. By Sunday nighr, [ realized that
the agency under greatest suspicion was the FBI.

Later that evening, I received a call from
Parkland Hospital. Someone there asked me,
"What is to be done wich your brother's body?”

“Mike," I said to Mike Howard, "'as long
as I've lived in Fort Worth, I don't know the
names of any funeral homes here. Could you
belp me oue?”

“Sure,” Mike said. He happened te kanow
the direcrar of the Miller Funeral Home, and
the funeral director there asked me,
"Whit kind of casker do you waat?"* I told him
1 wasn't interested in an casker, bur
thac I did want 1 heavy steel ourer vault which
would be safe from vandals. He assured me that

" he could take care of the other desails.

A Secret Service man then called the hos-
pital to ask that the bady be released to the under-
taker. The hospital spokesman said they could do
nothing until they had some confirmation thar
the arder was genuine, and 2 rather elaborate
mechod of checking the authenticicy of the arder
was then worked out. The spokesman said thac
Pstlkh:;d would send 2 message to the Dallas

ice department, giving a secret password. The
Rl.lu police woulgthcn contact E:sSecrc: Ser-
vice agents at the inn. The agents would in rum
tell me what the password was, and [ was ro tele-
phone the hospiral, saying only the ane word to
the person who answered.

After the preliminary calls were placed, |
dialed a particul ber ut the hospital and
said the ward, “"Malcolm.” (This was the first
name of the doctor who had tried to save Presi-
dent Kennedy's life on Friday and had accempted
to save Lee's life on Sunday.) The man who an-
swered said simply, “All right,”

This hud been sertled easily, but from char
moment on, evi was both time-consuming
and disturbing, The funeral director began tele-
gmning various cemeteries to prg;.t: the way

tme o buy a burial plot for Lee. One cemetery
after another refused even ro discuss che possi-
biliry of accepring Lee's body.

While the funeral director was kind enough
tocontinue that search, I began oning vari-
ous ministers in the Dallas-Fore Worth area, to
mum that they officiate at the burial services. T

been surprised by the earlier difficulties with
the officials, but [ was astonished by the
m:dmsﬁd:eminimm I mlked to. The firse
one, the second one, the third one and the fourch
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one fluly refused even to consider my request.

One of the ministers listened impanently
1o my request, and chen said sharply, "No, we
just can't do thar,”

“Why noe?"" 1 asked.

""We just can't go along with what you have
in mind,"” he said. (All T had in mind was the
simplest kind of funeral service.) And then the
minuster added: " Your brother was a sinner."”

[ hung up. The question of whe would offi-
cidte at Lee's funeral was still unseccled when I
went to bed Suaday nighe, slthough the time of
the funeral had been set for Monday afterncon.

When my mother saw a picture of Jack
Ruby in a newspaper on Monday morning, she
brought the paper over to me. “This is the same
man the FBI showed me a picture of on Saturday
night,” she whispered.

L didn'c wait for her 1o say any more, “All
nghe, Mocher," [ said. "If thac is so, don't tell me.
Tell the Secrer Service man right over there,” If
the FBI had actually shown Mother a photograph
of Juck Ruby hours before Ruby sho Lee, [
cermain the Secret Service agents who were there
with us in the inn would see to it thar & report
on this episode reached the ‘proper authorities.
But | myself could not take her words seriusly.
I was convinced thar she was deluding herself
abour this, as she had so often deluded herself
thour mysterious conspiracies.

A livle luter chat morning, the chaplain ac
Packland telephioned several ministers and tried
to persuade them thac Lee should be treated in
the same way as other men who had commicred
irrational acts, bur that spproach did not work
d‘h“:-d Finally, two Lutheran ministers Evho
seemed sympathetic aj at the Inn of the
Six m.gnhn!:x‘:r?l o_'dx?cpl:;f{edond:y morning, The
Grreater Dallas Council of Churches had asked
the ministers co come out and offer to serve ac
the funersl service, which was scheduled for 4
p-m. 2t the Rose Hill cemetery. One did not come
in, The ocher did not seem acall eager to officiate,
but he did say, racher reluctancly, that he would
be ar the cemetery ar four.

As s00n as we passed through the cem:
gate, the driver headed directly for the cha
which was on 4 low bill. | saw a number of pea-
ple standing quietly ac the fence line, saring ac
the chapel l.ng the grave, which was ac the boe-
tom of the hill. Guards were stationed every few
yards along the fence,

Tl;z pel was complecely afmpry,lsrw an
sign of any pn ion for che funeral service,
bﬂe and Chaﬂxcep.:::i they would ey ro find put
whar had happened. Two or three minutes luter,
oneof them came back into the :hn?cl. "Well, we
were a few minutes late," he said. “There's been
some misunderstanding, and they've already car-
ried the casket down to the grave site, We'll have
a graveside service down there.”

1 had taken most of the ealier disappoinr-
ments without showing my feelings, bur when I
heard this, | hit the wall wich my fiscand shouted,
"Damn ir."”

We drove down to the grave: The Lutheran
minister who had promised to be there at four
had notap d, and the Secrer Service received
word thar he would not be coming out. The Rev.
Louis Saunders of the Forr Worch Council of
Churches had driven dut to Rose Hill by himself
just to see if he could be of any help to Marina
and the family, When he was told that the other
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A
minister would not be there, he spoke the sir‘npla
words of the burial service.

Jusc befare the ceremony, the funeral direc-
tor incroduced me to the aretaker for Rose Hill,
Artheriskofhis own job, the careraker had agreed
withour hesitation ro sell me the temetery lor,
The foneral director said that I could reduce the
risk the carersker had raken if T would respond
ta any inquiries abour the lot in such 2 way as to
leave the impcession that the family had owned
the plot for some time. Most people would then
assume that the cemerery | had no choice—
that it retained no control aver chis grave site snd
could not deay us the right to bury Lee there.

I agreed, and | the facts public now
simply to pay my respects to one of the men who
behaved with warmth 2nd compassion during &

period when some Christisn ministers seemed
more concerned over their public image then
their moral obligations.

Thar Monday nigh after the funeral, Mike
Howard interviewed Marina ar the lnn of the
Six Flags. L listened closely, wacching for any
sign that Marina was rrying ro dodge questions

CHAPTER

EGINNING ON THE NIGHT OF

November 22, I spent many hours

looking back over my brother's

life, trying to decide whether he

' was guilty of the assassinacion of

President Kennedy. Over a period

of many months, [ learned more and more about

his life—some Fl.m of which had been hidden

from me—and [ be to sce 4 pattern that had
hot been apparenc ﬁoﬂ. Bt

Lee was born Ocrober 18, 1939, and I re-
member that John and I were hoping for 2 haby
beother. "If it's & gidl,” John surkf "we'll throw it
out the hospital window." 8 !

John, who was then seven, whs Mather's son
by her first marriage, and kepe his facher's name,
Pic. I was five. My father, Ro dward Lee Os-
wald, died two months before Lee was born.

Mother found it difficulr to support theee
children, and placed John and me in
hem Home in New Orleans, Lee was then only
two, below the minimum age for the home, so
she hired a couple to take care of Lee while she
was ac work. One day, she came home and found
him cryiog and saw that he had big red welts on
his legs. A neighbar told her thac the hired baby-
sictess often whipped him to keep him quiet,

When she ssked the couple liou! this, they
tald her Lee was a "bad, unmanageable child.”
Mother said 4 two-year-old baby couldn't be chat
bad, and fired them.

Just after Lee's third birthday, he was ad-
mitted 1o the Bethlehem Home. Once & week
during the summer, we wotld visic Morher at the
hosiery shop where she worked, and on weekends,
she would come to the home ro visit us, One
weekend, she broughe u friend with her—a call,
white-haired man with and 4 Yankee ac.
cent, who knew how to talk to boys. This was
Edwin A. Ekdahl, an electrical engineer from
Boston who worked in New Orleans.

Early in 1944, Mother came to rake Lee out
of the orphanage. She and Mr. Ekdahl were mac-
tied in May, 1945, after he bad transferred to
Dallas. John and I had stayed 1o finish out the

Bethle. |

of avoid giving details, and | was impressed by
her articude and her answess. [ was convinced by
the end of the evening that she had no advance
knowledge of Lee's decision to 1ssassinate the
President, if he were guilty,

Two days later, ri: FBI finally appeared ar
the inn. Uniike the Secrer Service agents, they
were extremely hostile to Marina, Because of their
arrogance, ina refused to cooperate with
them, and after & few minutes stopped talking
to them at all. The agents then decided to use
threats, They implied that Marina might not be
allowed to remain in the United States—chat she
might be forced to return to Russia.

This made me angry. [told one of the agents
thar | didn't think Mgml was in any danger of
being deporred, and thar | did nor like their ac-
temps o intimidate her.

Larer, he and another agenc called me out-
side—out of Marina's hearing—and apologized
for the effort to use this cactic on her. [ wor
at the rime what would have happened if Marina
had been alone with those agents, who seemed to
consider any approach accepeable as long as ic
offered some promise of success.

THREE

school year, but later, we also went to Dallas.

M. Ekdahl traveled a lot, but came home
on weekends, [t was 2 treat to have 1 stepfather
who paid atrention to us, mlked with us, took us
out for ice cream and made every little excursion
2 special event. He never made us feel ducbhc
wils just doing his duty to his stepchildren, but
really seemed incer in whar we did and said.

]{’obnmdfﬂktdl\lr.ﬂdlhl.bmlrhink
Lee loved him most of all. John aad 1 could re-
member having a father to play with us when we
were lirtle, swinging us around the yard and pick-
ing us up when we fell, bur Lee had never known
2 normal family life.

When the summer ended, John and [ were
seac t the Chamberlain-Hunt Military Academy
a¢ Port Gibson, Miss., where we spenc three years,

The first time we came home from school,
we brought our wooden pracrice rifles. We raught
Lez how to hold 4 rifie and how to fallow com-
mands. He had a fine time, right-facing and lefr-
facing and marching around wich my rifle,

Later, when we learned to shoot, we passed
along our knowledge to Lee, He did precty well
on just & notch or two below m:-riu: in
the fields, he was awkward.

The Ekdahl houschold seemed happy dur-
ing our summer visits, but we didn't know about
the arguments and disagreemenrs Mother and her
new husband had when John and I weren't there.
They separated several cimes, then made up. Lee
was far more upser by their conflicts than we
were, buc he kepe his feelings to himself,

“The last summer before their divorce, Moch-
erand Mr. Ekduhl were trying once more to make
up. They drove up 1o the hause one evening and
said they were going out. Lee was one happy kid!
Morethananyching else, he wanted them to make
up their differences and go back rogether.

Lee wanted a normal family life. So did 1,
bur I think 1 had already accepted the fact that
onr family was not like other families. Whea [
saw other children with their parents, I recog-
niz:d:dhdn::&iﬁ&mbmmow&mﬂa' e
and theirs. Maybe because she had to worry abour

continued on page 71
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supporting us, Mother never had time 1o enjoy
us. We learned, very early, that we were a burden
to her. As long as she was married to Mr. Ekdahl,
she didn't have to carry the burden alone, and we
all fele relieved. But in 1948, Mather and Mr.
Ekdahl were divorced, i

We went back ro Fort Worth, where Mother
found 2 small, drab house neir the railroad tracks.
John said it meant we were "back down in the
lower class.”” He hated it.

Joha and [ learned to stay ouc of Morher's
way as much as possible. We had been away from
her far many years, and we had become accus-
tomed to being disciplined by men—firse at che
orphanage and then ac the military school. 1f we
did something she didn't like, crivial or serious,
she made 2 big fuss over ir, or else she gave us the
silent trearment and wouldn't talk ar all.

When I was about 16, 4 friend bought some
Danish cigarertes and gave me two or three to try.
When 1 came home [rom school that day, |
pulled them out and laid them on the rable with
my books. Mother knew that [ smoked from time
totime, but when she saw choseforeign cigarectes,
sheshrieked, "Now you'reandope! I'm going 1o
nike those cigurertes to the police and have them
analyzed. I'll Aind out what's in them! You can'c
get away with this in my housel”

“All right,” [ agreed. "Take them to the po+
lice. They're just cigarerres.’

I had learned to deal with Mocher's threats
by telling her co go ahead and do whatever it was
she was chreatening 10 do. Most of the time, it
wag something so farfetched thar [ knew that she
would never do it.

John and T had an im, t rdvancage
over Lee when it came ro han ingMother.dh:Vd
orphanages and military school, we had -
oped independence very early, We could shrug
off Mother's timdes, buz Lee would sulk and pout.
Icould rell when he was upset because he would
go off by himself and play with the dog or watch
television. i
went to bed seill sulking.

Oh January 25, 1950, John enlisted in the
Coast Guard, Lee moved into his bed and shared
a room with me. He followed me sround when [
was at home, and wanted to go where [ went, do
what [ did and read books that were more ad-
vanced, to keep up wich me, ;

i He liked to liscen to Les's Pretend, a Sarur-
y moming radio program that drematized pop-
ular fairy ulfx,luseﬁmis:mmkt,mo, bu:idm':
watch the clock, as Lee did, waiting for the show
to begin. After it was over—after [ had already
searted thinkingabout somerhing else—Leewould
still be talking about the story, pretending o be
one of the chasacrers. Even then, he seemed to
E::‘f:-.r 4 faptasy wotld to the drab reality around
ium. Now, it seems clear to me that Lee’s love of
fantasy stayed with him, even afrer childhood.
Throughour his life; it ook him longer than
ather boys to move from the imagi world to
the real warld, All of us had gur dreams and fan-
casies, bur Lee's always lingered a lirde longer.

Later, the center of Lee's fantasy world shift-
ed torelevision. One of his favorite programs was
I Led Three Lives, the story of Herbert Philbrick,
the EBI informant who posed as 3 Communist
spy. He watched that show every week.

In July, 1952, three months after mﬁ:itg-h-
teenth birthday, [ enlisted in the Marines, Lee was
full of questions. What would 1 be doing? Would
1 go overseas? [ cold him [ wouldn't know where

Snmeumeq, he brooded for hours and

1 was going until afrer boot camp. Soon after Jit-
lefr, Lee bought & copy of the Marine Corpa’
Handbook. He said he was going ro keep up wichy
me, to learn everything I was learning. Hpe was.
only 12, but he planned ro_enlist in the Marines
45 5000 a5 he was old enough. i

He saw in the Marines an escape from the
drabness of schoal, 1 chance to lead his own life
and an opportunity to impress the world?

Thar summer, Mother and Lee piled theie ~
beiunginﬁ: into her 1948 Dodge and drove to
New York to visit John, his wife and new baby.

On het firse day in New York, Mother came
out of her room crying. She told John's wife
Macge that Lee had slapped her when she asked
i:uimm look out the win owto:eeifrhemwl:s

ight. Thar slap, reported 11 years later by
Joh:ah has been ci?:dmir;miou experts as an
indicarion of the violence in Lee's personality that
was teady to explode.

Perhaps: it was a warning signal thac his
family should-have recognized. If I had known
about it ac the time, [ would have been surprised,
because | had never seen Lee strike Mather, but
I don’t think I would have been alarmed by his
behavior. Knowing how Morher could nag, [
would have assumed that she goaded him it
slapping her.

Ac first, Lee seemed like any other excited
kid while they were sight-seeing, John said, buc
after a few days, he noticed a distinct change in
his lictle brother's behavior, Lee was no loager
the docile, easy-going kid he had been i Fore
Worth, Lee was almost 13—an age when most
boys rebel against their parents to some
buthis ion against Mother seemed toral. He
was often angry and slapped her more than once,
John He to be telling her by his
actions that he wouldn't rake any moré,

Marge said Lee was very with the
baby, but she was alarmed by his rudeness o
Mother. She spoke to him about that,and he gave
her a sharp answer. After chat, be trered Marge
with the sume contempt he showed Mother,

One afternoon, John came home and found
the household in an uproar. Marge said Lee had
E:E:d 2 knife and threacened her with it. He

watching television, she said, and she asked
l;lofk:k:? own the ’mll:nljé He pulled out 2

ife, opened the e and moved to-
ward her. She was frightened and moved away.
Maybe she called for Mother. Anyway, when
Mother came in and told Lee to pur the knife
lway,b:; hit her. Now, he !l.-un;: to f:c] thae

y was against him, He eepin,
:;2 and more :agl.ms: himself, refusin, gsc:)nuli v'il.ﬁ
anybody. John said, '] was never able to gec to
the kid again.”" - .

That year, Lee-was absent from high school
47 days. On April 16, 1933, the Children's Court
in the Bronx sent him to a detention home for
delinquent children, where he was given 2 set of
psychological tescs by Irving Sokolow, & staff
psychologist whose report is quoted in the War-
r:nCnmmu:mn volumes. - "

Mr. Sokolow noted thar Lee iﬂmd o
“awmewhuinsecuteyuungstet,a:gi iting much
inclination for warm and satisfying relacionships
to achers. , . . He exhibits some difficalty in rela.
tionship to the marernal figure suggesting more
luxiayind:isuetrhminmyagex:.?'

This observarion didn't surprise me when [
read it years lacer. Lee had plenty of reason to
feel anxtious about “the marernal figure.” Henow

found himself alone with Mother, without help
from John or me.
caseworker, Evelyn Strickman, whose re-

. por also was quoted by the Commission, ques-

tioned Lee about his relacionship with Mother
and then wrote: ', .. he .. . finally emerged with
the facc that he juse felt his mother ‘never gave a
damn’ for him. He always felt like a burden chac
she had to rolerate, and while she rook care of
his material needs, he never felt that she was
involved with him in any way or cared very much
what happened to him, .. "

Lee told Miss Strickman that he “feels al-
maost us if there is a veil berween him and other

plethrough which they cannat reach him, but
g:c;:refu! this veil to remain inmct.' )

, Motcher and Lee returned ro New Orleans in
Jan\my. 1954, A few months later, a schoolmate,
Frederick O'Sullivan, s&vke to Lee and another
student named Edward Voebel about joining the
Civil Air Patrol. _

The boys went out to an aurport in New
Orleans together to sée whar che CAP unit was
daing, Ar thar rime, the leader of the unic may
have been an Bastern Aidlines pilot named David
Ferrie, O'Sullivan mmmmbcudd ﬁ leader as
"'Capain Ferrie.” Vi said he Clgﬂ.u:
EemPeu:rﬂl.i in chacge. Lee bou@rlc{fnnimnn
and attended several meetings, then lost incerest.

According 1o Lee's own later statements,
1954 was the year when he first became inter-
ested in communism, It is only a guess, but in
view of the later developments involving David
Ferrie in 1967, and his dramatic death, | caa't
help wandering whether it might have been
Ferrie who introduced Lee to Communist ideas.
I realiz2 that I have nothin, gml;i;lunwhidlm
base such a speculacion, except the timing.

In Seg:mber, 19355, Lee started the tenth
grade ar Warren Easton High School. Three
weeks after school opened, the principal’s office
received a note in Lee's handwriting, which he
signed with Mother's name:

To whom it may concern,

Becaus we are moving to San Diego in the
middle of this month Lee must quit school

‘now. Also, please send by him any papers

such as his birch cerificare that you may

have. Thank you.
Sincirely
Mrs. M. Oswald

In. Novem.bﬂt;oh: f;m ta work as a mes-
senger and office & shipping company,
GeE:l F. Tujague, Im: When he first mme
about the job, he was eager and enthusiassic.

"We're sending an order to Portugal this
week,” he'd tell me, Or, [ received a shipment
from Hong Kong, just chis morning.”

It was as if all the company's ships were
his, and-he could go to any otF:hue places pamed
on the order blanks he carried from one desk o
E}nﬂudm{.);:mnde}_ﬁm feel imporant to be o;rdh:

501 15 exciting as foreign 3
Bu:s:f'm a m. he couldn’t d any
mare, He realized chat be really had nothing to
do-with the ships and their cargoes. He was, he
told me, just anather errand boy.

In January, 1956, Lee quit his job with
Tujague's: Shortly , accarding o the
testimony of some of his fellow workers, be tried
to join the Communist party. Willism E. Walf
told the Warren Ci ission: . . . he d o
me a boy that was looking for something to be-
long ta. . . . He hit me a3 somebody who was

continued

oo 1arar 7 1




looking for ideatification, and he just happened,
1 guess, ]u: lazch o to this particular area [com-
jsen] ¢ {dentibed swith."

As soon os Les turned 17, he enlisted in the
Marine Corps. When he left the Corps less than
theee years lacer, he was not yet 20, but a lot had

. happened to make him grow up. At the time, |
knew very lirtle about my brother's activities.
Later, as the story was Piec:d together for me, in
Lee's own words and in the words of men wl
were with him during those yeass, [ could see the

, emerging pattern—he fatal pactern that deter-
mined the course of his life.

Ac firse, he made good progress as a marine
—good enough, at least, to win gun & promotion
to private first class, effecuve May 1. In Auguse,
he sailed for Japan, where he was assigned o 2
Marine Air Control Squadron at Atsugi.

A few weeles after the unitarrived in Anusi.
Lee had an accident. One of the men in his unir,
Paal Edward Murphy, described it lager:

“One night in the barracks in Japan, [ heard
4 shot in an adjoining cubicle. I rushed into the
cubicle to find Oswald sitting oa a foatlocker,
looking at a wound in his arm. When [ asked
what hid happened, Oswald very unemotionally
ceplied, 'l believe | shot m . " A derringer
22-caliber pistol lay 1t his feer, and Lee told
Murphy that the pistol had fallen to the foor
and discharged when he opened his locker o
take out some gear. He was charged with unlaw.
fulp ion of anunregi d, privately owned
weapon, and senrenced ra be reduced to the rank

of private, to forfeit $23 & monch for two moaths

and to 20 days confinement at hard labor.

That summer, he was court-martialed again.
A sergeanc said chat Lee came over to him'ac a
café in Yamaco, poured a drink on him and in-
sulted him wich "Pm%m'" Lee was
found guilty of using *“provokiag' language and
sentenced ro 28 days confinement, He spent most
of thar summer in the brig.

On December 22, 1958, he returned o Cal-
ifornia, where he spent the rest of his Marine
Corps career with a ridar crew. The officer in
charge, Ist L. John E. Donovan, said chat Lee
was well-informed about foreign affairs and
“competent in all functions.”

Lee had matured since his adolescent rebel-
lion i New York and developed some self-dis-
cipline. He rold me he would complete hi
school in the service, and he did, He also tauy,
himself to speak Russian, although 1 knew noth-
ing about it ar the time. [ believe now that Lee
had made up his mind as eacly as February, 1959,

to go to Russia.

In Mazch, he took the high-school-level
GED (General Educational Development) tests
and passed them all. Soon afterward,

applied
!undmia:innmd:ei\lthdwcirmCoﬂPe in
Churwalden, Switzerland. In 4 lecter to me, dated
June 6, 1959, he hinced thac he had & very definite
i mW’:Jjnd; I'll be f th

"Well, soon I gerting out of the
corpand 1 kl::v:ywhul want to be and how I'm
going tobeit, which I guess is the most important
thing in life.”

That was the last lecter I had from Lee uncil
after he lefe the Matines.

He was due for discharge on December 8,
1939, but on August 17, he applied for a depen-
dency discharge after Mocher complained to him
sbout an injury she had suffered while working
in a department store. On September 13, he was
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released from duty and headed home. Three duys
later, he was on his way to New Orleans,jwhere
hebooked for Europe, asa studenchound
for Swiczer :m:l. o

He seemed o know exacdy where he was
golng—and it wasn't Switzerland. From London,
he flew to Helsinki, where he appligd fora courist
visa to Russia. A few days later, he was in Mos-
cow, requesting Soviet cirizenship? He was afraid
his six-day visa would expire before anything
could be done. Finally, on October 21, he went
to the Russian passport and visa affice.

After answeting a few guestions, Lee was
simply told o go back to che hotel. He asked if
‘This visa would be extended and was told he would
be notified. At six o'clock that evening, he re-
ceived 2 call from the police, telling him he
would have 1o leave the country before eight
o'clock, He described his feelings in his diary,
which, like most of hislerters, included many mis-
spelled words:

I am shocked!! My dreams! I retire ro my
toom. [ have $100 left. [ have waited for 2 year
to be sccepred. My fondes dreams are
because of a offial; because of bad planning
1 planned to much! 7.00 .M. I decide to end it.
Soak rist in cold water to numb the pain. Thea
slash my left wrist. Then plaug wrist into bacheub
of hat water. I think ‘when Rimma [his Intourise
guide] comes 1t 8. to find me dead it wil be a
great shock. somewhere, a violin plays, as T wacth
my life whirl away.”

When | read this melodramatic account of
his rﬁnpmunmt. I recognized a familiar pac-
tern. He tried to do somerhing to convince
the world thac he should aot be ignored, When
hethoughic he had failed in hisatempr to become
2 Soviet citizen, he felt he had to do something
more dramatic, even if ic mm:,endiug his life.

At home, we had no idea where he was—
until newspaper reporters in Moscow got word
about his visit to the Americen Embassy, where
he tumned in his passport. [ i

I learned of his defectign on October 31,
when a reporter for the Fort Worth Star-Telegram
handed me the teletype of astory jusc received
from Moscow. The reporter;asked me if I be-
lieved the story, which told of Lec's renunciation
of his Unired States citizenship.

“Well," Isaid, "here it is on your teletype.
I guess [ believe ic.”

It was the first time | became aware of one
part of Lee's hidden life. And it wasa clear dem-
onstration of a pattern that | now see was re-
peated again and again. When did Lee's failures
in the nr%?n‘;ry Jifegt;lu most people are content
10 lead cause him to decide that he muse da some-
thing dramatic and shocking to aract the arren-
tion he so desperarely wanted? When did his
harmless interest in intrigue and make-believe
become so strong that he could no longer distin-
guish becween :ﬁe real world and the melodra-
mitic world of his imagination?

In examining his life, I have often felc that
the firse disturbing action occurred when he was
13. When he became 1 truane from school, 1 feel
that he also became a truaat from life. This was
his first apen rejection of the rules that mast peo-
ple live by. But he did not yet resort to violence.

During the next ten years, Lee grew in-
creasingly contemptuous of the rules—in school,
in the Marine Corps, in Russia—but he still kept
his hostilities in check. Many people who knew
him during thase years called him “standoffish”

or “unfriendly” or “'a loner"—but not violent.
When New York City school authorities ques-
tioned him, he withdrew, relling one psycholo-
gist, ‘[ don't need any help” —but hedidn't strike
out at the people he resented. Excepe for the
times he slipped Mothet, [ don't remember any-
body mentioning thar Lee physically assaulred
anyone during thar stormy adolescent yeir.

In the Marines, he wus court-martialed for
unauthorized possession of a pistol and verbalin-
sults to a sergeant, not for physical arcacks.

Ia Russia, after he was granted permission
wm stay, he lived well, made friends, married a
precey and incefligent girl, became a facher. He
soon became disillusioned, but there is no record
that he ever picked a fight with anybody. It was
afrer his return to the United States tha the frus-
tration and anger oo strong o hide.
When he couldn’t find a decent job, couldn't pro-
vide for his family, saw his wife taking charicy
from strangers, his dreams of “'being somebody”
were shatrered.

Marina, wha was closest to him then, was
the first person to realize how radically he was
changing. "I did not know him as such a man
in Russia,” she told the Warren Commission.

I saw Lee and Marina frequently when they
were trying to get settled in the United Seates,
but as he moved from one unsatisfactory job to
another, I saw him less often.

Vads and | invited John and Marge and Lee
and Marina to a family reuaion at our home in
Fort Worth on Thanksgiving Day, No 22,
1962, and all of them accepred our invitation.
1 didn't invite Mother ta the gathering because
we wanted no arg or unpl

Marina later wrote tha that was one of the
happiest days of the year. John and Lee ex-

stories abour military service m{;‘gm
and had u lor to ralk about after ten years. (They
had been completely out of touch since Lee's visit
to New York.)

+  Lee didn't mention Russia, and we dida't
bring it up either. It was & good day for all of
us, I'thought, with Vada and Marge and Marina
busy in the kitchen while John and Lee and I
ralked in the living room and played with the
children. When Lee said good-bye, he seemed

pied, a lictle tired, perhaps discouraged,
¢ there was no hine of che fury seething be-
neath the surface.

That was the last time [ saw him until No-
vember 23, 1963. We did receive a thank-you
note fora present we sent to June Lee, and when
1 wrote 0 him in March, 1963, addressing the
letter to the post office box number he had given
me in Dallas, he replied, congratulating me on
2 new job, relaying Marina's comments, relling
about June's new teech, "My work is very nice,”
he wrote. "I will get a rise in pay next month,
and [ have become rather adepe at my photo-
graphic work, It is very inceresting for me.”

I did not know thac just three days before
he answered my letter, his "Ezomgrlphic wark”
had included a secret job hi

fhym knew
nothing about. On the weekend ot March 9-10, -

Lee had photographed ap alleyway behind the
home of Gen. Edwin Walker. And on Masch 12,
the day befare he wrote to me, he had ordered a
rifle from Klein's Sporting Goods in Chicago,
signing the order with the nume A, Hidell.”

I had asked him for his address and rele-
phone number, but he didn’t give them, "We
doa't have a phone,” he wrote, "and we have
moved to this new aparement just March 2nd, so

»
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it would be berrer for you to write to me at P.O.
Bax since 1 shall always have it.”

Thac was all. ft was the last letcer [ ever
had from my brother. | wrote ro him again in the
summer, saying we would be back in Texas for

Iy

our vacation in August, visiting Vada's Flmily";

ac the farm, and 1 would like to see him. T heard}

nothing. Only later did T learn what had haps
pened to Lée in chac missing
evens that led, scep by step, to the final eragedy.

CHAPTER FOUR ,

HEN I FIRST READ the one-
volume repoct of the Warren
Commission investigation, I
fele that it proved Lee had as-
sassinated President Ken-
nedy. Buc when the 26 vol-
ames conmining the actual testimony were g:‘i:-
lished, I began to notice the wesknesses that have
given many critics the opportunity to characterize
the RcI:t 15 misleading or even worthless.

1 disagree with those who have made a pro-
fession of denouncing the ission. | have
seen no convincing evidence thur the Commis-
sion, the FBI, the Sccret Service, the Scute De-

t, the CIA and President Lyndon B
iuh.usou joined in some melodramatic conspimcy
to deceive the American people.

At the same time, 1 xr:oh;ve strong reserva-
tions about the investigation and the Warmen
Commission Report. Some impartant questions
wete never asked. Some were asked buc never
answered. Some moubling inconsistencies were
lefc unresolved. Some witnesses who gave testl-
mony that cast doubt on some Commission find-
ings were simply ignored.

1 have always felt chac the rifle tests made

by the Commission were menningless. The Com-

mission selecred three of the best riflemen in
the United States, s=r up conditions thar did not
duplicate those of November 22, and then ig-
nored any of the rest resules that cast doubr wpon
Lee's abilicy to fire the rifle accurately within the
kaown time limirs. For the test to have any valid-
ity, obviously the Commission should have
by choosing three riflemen of average or even be-
low-average skill. They should have spent no
more time in prcticing with the weapon than
the Commission contends Lee t. And, of
course, the basic conditions should have been du-
licared exactly. Theshots should have been fired
m the same height, ar a tasget moving ar the
same speed, undes similas light conditions, and in
exactly the same period of time.

Although [ am convinced that Lee fired the
shots that killed President Kennedyand wounded
Govemor Cannally, I cinnot exclude the possi-
hility thac he was influenced by other people. That
is why | find several sections of the Commission's
Report difficult to understand or accept. One of

these }l)f:ﬂgﬂ says:

"“The possibilicy that sccomplices sided Os-
wald in connection with his escapewas suggested
by the restimony of Earlene Roberts, che house-
keeperar the 1026 Narth Betkley roominghouse.
She testified thac at about 1 p.m. on November
22, afrer Oswald bad returned to the tooming-
house, @ Dallas police car drove slowly by the
front of the 1026 Nocth Beckley premises and
stopped mamentarily; she said she heard its horn
several times. . . . She testified that she first
thought the car she saw wes No. 106 and then
said it was No. 107. In an FBI interview she had
stazed thac she looked out the front window and
saw police car No, 207. Investigation has not
producad any evidence thar there was a police ve-

hicle in the area of 1026 North Beckley it about ™

1 p.m. on November 22. Squad car 207 was at
the Texas School Book Depository Building, as
was cur 106. Squed cars 170 and 107 were sold in
April 1963 and their aumbers were not reas-
signed until Pebruary 1964."

1 find this summary completely inconclu-
sive: Mrs, Roberts was treated 15 a responsible
witness by the Commission, and her testimony
alone placed Lee ar the house ac 1026 North
Beckley ac { p.m. on November 22, 1963. How
could the Commission decide that she was righe
when she supplied that information, but wrong
when she made her firm smtement about the

ice car ing and honking?
Pﬂllthinﬂﬁ \gi.l]rﬂminfofevuoueofthg
mysteries ;m% the mml.d ination, The oc-
cu of that police car—and | personally be-
li:::;!ey did stop in front of :hcth:;e and honk
just as Mrs. s said—a tly decided
four years ago to keep silenc. They may have been
onsome relatively innocent mission. Perhapsthey
were policemen who were off their assigned beat
and had stopped at the wrong house to greet a
friend. Or they may have had some less innocent
se in mind. [ do not think we will ever
ow why that particular police car sto] at
that 4 hﬁﬁ.lﬁ til?,mnmeu: in o s
section of the Reporr thyr puzzles
me is the one dealing with Lu'.lpomiﬁ ce
on a firing range. The Report staces: “The wit-
nesses who claimed to have seen Oswald ar the

firing range had more than a pun# ;?icd:!tjof
Sad Ty

the person they observed. Malcolm
adjusted the scope on the individual's rifle onone
occasion; Gardand G. Slack had aa sltercation
with the individual on another occasion because
he was shooting at Slack’s carget; and Steding
C. Wood, who on a third dare was present at the
Epom Drome Rifle] range with his father, Dr.
omer Wood, spoke . . . very briefly with the
man himself abour the individual's rifle. All three
of these persons, as well as Dr. Wood, expressed
confdence that the g:n :::dey saw was Oswald.
Two other persons believed they sawa person
resembling Oswald firing a m:yllu nfle ar an-
other mnge near Lving 2 days before the assas-
sination."” Then the Report makes this stecling
stement: "Although the restimony of these
[six] witnesses was partially corroborated by ather
witnesses, there was other evidence which pre-
vented the Commission from reaching the con-
clusion that Lee Harvey Oswald was the person
these witnesses saw."

The Report then gives a rather detailed ex-
planation of the reason the Commission decided
to ignore this extraordinary amount of eyewitness
testumony by atleast six responsible people. I find
the explanation itself baflling. Even while de-
fending its decision, the Commission sometimes
acknowledges the fimsiness of the “evidence” it
has decided to credic while dismissing the eye-
witness testimony. First thete is this statement:

“Neither Oswald's name nor any of his
known aliases was found in the sign-in register

—a series of -

mainrained ac the Sporss Drome Rifle Range. ...
But in the same sentence, the Commission
+*' ANy CuSIC didnotsignthi s' i

If Lee did not spend a considerable amount
of time practicing wich that rifle in the weeks and
months before the assassination, then [ would
say chat he did not fire the shots thac killed the
President and wounded Governor Connally.

How did he ger to a rifie range or out into
open country for his firing sessions? If he had de-
Eendeduponpnhﬁcmpomdnn. peoplewould

ave noticed him carrying ¢ weapon, however
carefully he tried to conceal it.

I ézd. ic difficulc ;o understand che Cmnf
mission’s eagerness to dismiss the one group o
witrniesses who give us a clear iduaf‘ft::n[:nd
where and How Lee learned to use his new rifle
with the precision he displayed on November 22.
Byﬂmﬁydi&cudingdwmcoﬂeﬂiuns. theCom-
mission fatled to rake up anather question chat
has always seemed im t to me. A¢ least two
of the witnesses said thar Lee was not alone when
he came to the firing range, One of them said he
saw sameone hand Lee a rifle over the feace. The
Commission apparently made no serious effort to
discover who this man was.

The Commission also ac the theory
thatone bullec first passed through the President's
neck, then wounded Connally, and exited in al-
maost perfect condition. [ do not believe this. I'm
convinced that the first shot hit the President in
the neck, the second struck Connally, and the
third actually killed che President. This will never
be proved beyond doubt, of course, bue it is my
reading of the evidence.

I am certuin there are other mysteries in
connection with the assassination, E:odm[ would
never attempt to discourage anyone serious
invuﬁﬁ of any aspect of chis tragedy. When
the works of the Commission's critics first began
o @ 1 read them eagerly. Certainly no one
i e wechl weanoed p?fof T Laws Sanocenien
mote than [ did. Bur my early incerest curned to
bewilderment s critics began making wilder and
wilder charges. I wondered how anyone could
take their and their interpretations seri-
cusly. When Districe Attorney Jim Gemison of
New Orleans launched his investigation, [ waited
with Laterest for some important new revelation.
I am still waiting.

While I am ready at any time to be can-
vinced thar the Warren Commission was wrong,
I have not yet read or heard or seen ny evidence
that has shaken my conviction that Lee and Lee
alone fired the shots that wounded Governor
Connally and killed the President. Despite the
blunders by the Dallas police and the errors of
the Warren Commission, [ am convinced:

1. Lee ordered the 6.5-millimecer Mann-
lichet-Carcano from Klein's Sporting. Goods
Company in Chicago in March, 1963. Handwrit-
ing told the Commission that the mail-
order torm and the money order were in Lee's
handwriting.

2. Lee received the rifle, It was mailed ro
Post Office Box 2915, Dallas, and this was the
lase address Lee gave to me for his mail.

3, The rifie was tuken from the Paine ga-
rage some time before November 22, 1963.

4. Lee did bave a package with him when
he went to the Texas School Book Depository on
Fridsy moming, November 22, 1963. If the
peckage actually contained curtain rods—as he
told Buell Wesley Frazier, the neighbor who
drove him to wark—then those currain rods have
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never tumned up after the most intensive search
of the Depository Building.

5. Lee did have the geneml opportunity to
shootat the President without being seen by any-
oneelseat the Book Depository Building. es
Givens, who was working with a floor-laying
crew on the sixch floor, saw Lee on the fifth oot
around 11:45 a.m. and on the sixth at 11:35 on
November 22, 1963. Lee was then carrying &
clipboard, which was found ten days after the
assassination hidden on the sixch foor.

6. The 6.5-mullimecer Manalicher-Carcano,
serial number C2766, was found on the sixth
fcor of the Depository Building abour 1:22 p.m.
on November 22, 1963, About ten minutes
earlier, three empty cartndge cases had been dis-
covered near the window in the southeast corner
of the sixth floor.

7. Lee did leave the Depasitory Building al-
mast immediately after the assassination.

8. Lee did return o 1026 North Beckley
abour one o'clock on November 22, 1963, and
lefi there three or four minuces larer.

9. Officer J. D. Tippic was shot near the in-
rersection of Teath and n, a few blocks from
the rooming house, at approximately L:16 p.n,

10. When Lee was arrested ac the Texas
Theacre, about eight blocks from the spor where
Tippit was shot, between 1:45 and 1:50 p.m.,
he Ea.d a Smith & Wesson Special .38-caliber
revolver, serial number V510210. Four cartridge
cases found & few minutes later in the shrubbery
at the comer of Tenth and Patron by three eye-
witnesses had been fired from that particular
pistol, according to expert testimony.

11. Lee ordered thac revolver in Janu.
ary or February, 1963, from Seaporr Traders,
Inc., of Los Angeles. He had used the alias "A. J.
Hidell,” and had used the same address he gave
me and later used in ordering the nfle—Box
2915, Dallas, Texas,

12. Five different people picked ouc Lee as
the man they had seen shoot J. D. Tippit oc run
from the scene of the shooting, emptying his re-
volver s he ran.

I do not believe any one of these 12 state-
ments can be disproved, and I find only one ex-
planation for this sequence of events: Lee shot
President Kennedy, Governor Connally and Of-
ficer J. D. Tippic.

While I accept the central finding of the
Warren Commission, I do feel that che report
fails complerely in giving any answer to the
major question: Why?

I began to wonder whether the Commission
would succeed in the search for that answer in
July, 1964, when | received a relephone call from
Wesley ]. Liebeler, an assistant counsel whom I
had mee while testifying before the Wacren Cam-
mussion. He told me he was in an isolated cabin
orski lodge working on one chapeer of the Com-
mission's Report. He had now reached the point
where he wanted to reveal Lee's motives for
shootng the President, he said, and thac was why
he was calling me. "When you want to know
something,'” hesaid, “'you go directly to the man
who should know the answer."

The Commission had spent months on its
exhaustive investigation, yet here, suddenly, afrer
taking the testimony of hundreds of witnesses, 2
member of the Commission staff was asking me
to unswer during a brief telephone conversation
one of the most important questions about the
entire case. [ told Liebeler thac [ could not give
my theory sbout Lee's motives before making a
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serigus study of everything the Commission ieself
had discuvi,:'red. [One ﬁfﬁd report indicaser
that Licheler's sectivas hgm:::t& ll:ﬂv,': molives
were refected ar 1m0 fcad,'” were re-
wuh'r‘;:y auh.nbc:wm mﬁn—-ﬁ;’f]'“md. !

en the Warren 1t & was
startled by the few sulf.;ggill paragraphs de-
vated to che subject of a motive, eting a
few generalizations that could 1 eJal;;' to many
people who have never committed any serious
crime, the Commission confessed: . . . the Com-
mussion does not believe that it can ascribe to him
any one motive or group of motives.”
PO o sl monnl o
recognized the im, of exploring thi
qucscinn%ee psychuatrists had been ukgcd )
serve as consultanes. Buc their analyses ate not
included in che rr. The Commission decided
to withhold any “psychiatric conclusions,” Dr.
D. A. Rothstein, one of the three psychiarmists,
reported in September, 1966, and to limit jeself
to offering " ially only the basic
information, which the reader might chea udlize
in arriving a his own conclusions.”
Dr. Rothstein's comments ubout mtim've
d wsofLee’s

T

i d meand ed _
life thar should be explored by other psychiareists.

1 was particularly struck by this statement of Dr.
Rothstein: "Ironically enough, despite Lee's hos-
tility to his mother, he may have revealed his
archment to her by acting out through the
assassination his conception of her wish to be-
come famous. . . ." He also mencions three other
factors thac mighe account for the final explo-
sion: “'the imporcance of an older brother's more
successful milicary caceer,” "a history of suicidal
atempt or gesture,”* and "'a recent rejection by a
significant female.” =

I knew that Lee had of a successful
military career through mose f his youth, but
I did not know antil | had studied the Warren

Commission valumes thac he was seill thinking -

of these matgers in the final 'months of his life.
His own years in the Marine Corps gate him litdle
sarisfaction and ended in faildee. Buc he had paid
close attention ro the details of my acuvities in
the Marines. Two of his jol-application forms
bear chis out. In July, 1962, Bee applied for a job
with the Louv-R-Pak division of the Leslie Weld-
ing Company, He was asked to lisc his experience,
and he printed these words:

AcTive DUTY MichiNisT

U;ffﬁ' b ANdSHeT
ﬁ“ﬁ Yor a o WG] or e

Balth of these claims were false. 1 had gone
through sheer-menal school in the Marines, and
had aiso worked for awhile as & machinist. Lee
had borrowed my experience and qualifications,

Later, in New Orleans, Lee made a different
use fou‘[ of my military background when he

fal

applied for 1 job with the William B. Reily Com-
pany. He listed three references:

John Murrete

Sgt, Robert Hidell

Lt J. Evans

The first name was ceal—the name of one
of our cousins in New Orleans. The othet two
were fictitious, and [ feel certain thar the rank
and first name in "Sgr. Robert Hidell” referred
tome. [ was a sergeant in the Marine Corps, and
Lee always called me Robest, not Bob.

Lee's use of my Marine Corps expeticnce,
my rank and my first name on these two forms
surprised me, bur other revelations in the Wasren

Commission repore were much more distutbing
and difficult to underscand. As I examined the 26
volumes, [ suddenly realized chac Lee commitred
the most reckless aces of his life on dates thac had
particular significance in my life. _

April 7 is my birthday. On Apel 7, 1963,
Lee took his newly rifie out to the
home of Gen. Edwin Walker with the intention
af shooting him.

A.sril 10 is the birthday of my son, Robert
Edward Lee Oswald. On April 10, 1963, Lee

went out to General Walker's home, stood
in the darkness, and fired through a window
ar the General,

November 21 is the anniversary of my mar-
riage to Vada. On our seventh anniversary, No-
vember 21, 1963, Lee rode to Irving to pick up
the rifle which he used the next day 10 kiﬁ‘l’rw-
dent Kennedy.

Maybe liuc are simply coincidences. 1 do
not know. But Lee was conscious of the impor-
tance of these three days in my life.

ﬁ&ulamedth:;ed::u, IlEﬂﬂEle:::
zling question raised my a ce
for.esl:.ge Commission. m fmﬁmed me
whether | had seen two hlms—Swddenly and The
Manchurian Candidate. 1 had not, and therefore
I did not understand whae point he had in mind.
When I did see The Manchurian Candidaie on
relevision later, it shocked me. In the film, Lau-
rence Harvey plays d“l:flﬂ of an American sol-
dier who is caprured and brainwashed by the Red
Chinese. He is placed under deep hypnosis and
then programmed ro kill whenever he is shown
a parti card—the Queen of Diamonds, [ be-
lieve. Then he returns to the United States to
carry out an assassination.

The C issi d to be explori
the possibility that Lee could have been subjecced
tomm:ki.ugofL inwashing by the Russi
and thar the assassination of President Kennedy
might have followed some preselected signal. 1
have sometimes considered, with great skepri-
cism, that these three dates in my own life could
have served as signals for carefully progmmmed
aces of violen ut I find this toa erous
to consider seriously, My own feeling is rhar a
psychiatrisc mightread into Lee'sactions on those
three dates a much more deeply rooted kind of
mind-conditioning, a narural mind-conditioning
thar had nothing at all to do with the Russians
bur grew out of his whole life.

The particular daces on which he ook vio-
lenr action could be entirely accidental. Or they
could be the result of his realizacion that [ had
been lucky enough to achieve what he wanted
and neverachieve—a certain success in mil-
itary life, 2 happy mardage, a job, resson
able finsncial securicy and a son. On the three
dutes when 1 was most aware of my own good
fortune, Lee tried to gain the world's anention
through violence and destruction, perhaps be-
cause he had been ignored by roo many people,
dismissed ss insignificant by others and even
treited with contempt by some.

That is not the whole explanation, of course.
But during these four years of looking back over
my brother's life, | begin to understand che ef-
fect of a thousand rejections. The violent end of
his life was determined, 1 believe, by the dme
he was 13. The only question was what form that
end would rike, and who would suffer from his
desperate final actions. The snswer is that we
have all suffered. Perhaps, at least, we can alsa
learn something from the tragedy. END
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