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It Is almost impossible now, in 
these days of cheap global air 
travel, laser-guidecl weaponry and 
routine tripe to outer space and 
back, io conjure up the astonishing 
glamour and fascination of avia-
tions early days. Hard too, when 
thousands of airline pilots are being 
made redundant around the world, 
to envisage the aloof, almost su-
perhuman allure of the figure of 
the aviator. 

Part demigods, part daredevil', 
Please we Poyell 

Boyd's own elven; mood, "Bros-
s:milk Beach." is hiss out in paper 
from A von. 
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Confessions of Conspiracy Theorist 
By DICK RUSSELL 

Anyorve who has delved IMO the 
Kennedy assurtnation literature 
knows that this is a stranger-

than-fiction realm. Not only do we 
encounter double- and triple-agents, 
but double- and triple.0awalds. Why. 
according to official government re- 

flusseids 824-page book on the Kenne-
dy assassination, published by Carroll & 
Gent hos recently berm optioned by 
Universal-TV. 

cords. is the Lee Harvey who defected 
to the Soviet Union taller than the one 
who came hack? later, in New Orleans 
and Dallas, the soon-to-be-accused as-
sassin was seen here when he was really 
there because all these other guys were 
running around, by design or not. who 
looked very much like Mtn. 

I'm glad I grew up in Kansas City and 
not In Dallas When I started conducting 
interviews for what 117 years Liter) 
became the book. "The Man Who Knew 
Too Much," Oswald's eider friend, 

George deldohrerschildi, told rue that I 
bore a striking resemblance to Lee. So is 
there something I don't know about the 
roots of my obsession? For I cannot 
exclude myself from the legion of pri-
vate-citizen detectives who pursue new 
clues about the tragedy at Dallas with 
Indefatigable perseverance l or. some 
observers might say, with a monomania 
that makes Captain Ahab look like a 
well-rounded man 1. 

I did not intend for the assassination 
to preoccupy me for almost two decades. 

1 was basically an apolItical, teen-age 
sports fanatic on Nov. 22, 1963. Only as 
the years passed did I look back IA rising 
anger and realize that the country's 
fabric, if not its future, was torn apart 
that day. When more than two-thirds of 
the people surveyed believe that the 
truth has been deliberately withheld 
about the murder of one of America's 
most popular leaders, It says something 
profound about the gaping wound In our 
national psyche:For many, the attempt 

Please see Pape 5 



Continued from Page 1 
to resolve the riddles of the assassi-
nation has become akin to a quest 
for the Grail; no accident the demise 
of Camelot, all seekers agree. 

As a-  free-lance journalist, I 
roamed across the country for two 
solid years in the late 1970s, inter-
viewing Cuban exiles, soldiers-of - 
fortune and acquaintances of Os-
wald. Two of these (including 
George deMohrenschildt) shortly 
after we met ended up dead; anoth-
er survived a gunshot to the head. It 
was, to say the least, an unsettling 
pursuit. No less so when the anony-
mous phone call came: "Stay out of 
our business—or you're dead!" 
When it turned out that the "God-
father"-styled voice was a friend 
playing a trick, I was hopping mad. 
Didn't he realize what it was like to 
spend several hours with retired 
(fired?) CIA counterintelligence 
chief James Angleton, then go sit in 
a Washington movie theater and 
watch "Three Days of the Condor"? 

It became, by the spring of 1978, 
a curious kind of journalistic double 
life. The day passed inside my 
then-office at TV Guide's Holly-
wood bureau, writing about taking 
a road trip with Bob Hope. At 
twilight, I found myself in a dimly 
lit Irish bar, sitting across from a 
tall, scarred man who kept a wary 
eye on the other patrons. Once, he 
had been an agent of the CIA—and 
the KGB. 

When I first showed up unan-
nnur7zd on Richard Case Nagelre 
e.....0rstep in suburban LA, follow - 
iag up on a fellow researcher's Lip, 
it was 1975. That was the year the 
dam broke on many of the CIA's 
dark secrets: plots to assassinate 
foreign leaders, domestic spying, 
mind-control programs: Richard 
Nagell, I came to believe, held a big 
key toward unlocking the darkest 
of all. 

His ultimate revelation bespoke 
one of history's greatest ironies. 
According to Nagell, the KGB tried 
to prevent the assassination—while 
the CIA and FBI, also aware of a 
plot, allowed it to proceed. The 
intent of a group of domestic con-
spirators was to falsely cast the 
blame upon Castro's Cuba. Instead 
of obeying a KGB order that he, 
Nagell, kill the "patsy," Oswald, in 
September, 1963, in Mexico, Nagell 
alerted the FBI before shooting two 
holes into the wall of an El Paso 
bank—intentionally getting himself  

placed in federal custody two 
months before that fateful day in 
Dallas. After being railroaded 
through prison for 41/2 years, Nagell 
ended up being arrested again in 
1968—by the Fast Germans! 

In introducing a brand-new cast 
of characters, I also faced the 
daunting realization that whole 
sects have already formed within 
the greater assassination culture. 
Are you with the David Lifton or 
the Harrison Livingston School on 
how far the tampering went with 
the President's autopsy? How many 
gunmen fired from (a) the grassy 
knoll, (b) the book depository win-
dow(s), (c) the Daltex rooftop, (d) 
the sewer opening, (e) the next 
limousine? What were all those bad 
people doing in Dealey Plaza—
driving in from Florida, tramping 
away from boxcars, radio transmit-
ters strapped to their 1-belts, phony 
Secret Service credent• .11s hanging 
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from their lapels—while, as the 
shots rang out, somebody who 
looked a helluva lot like the accused 
assassin was photographed stand-
ing in the Depository doorway 
watching the parade pass by? 

I decided to avoid the technical 
difficulties and focus upon the who-
dunit: (1) CIA, (2) FBI, (3) Penta-
gon, (4) Mob, (5) Cuba, (6) Cuban 
exiles, (7) U.S.S.R., (8) ultra-right 
extremists. But in starting to as-
semble my addition to the 600-odd 
volumes printed since Dallas, the 
more I studied all the possible 
equations, the more diffuse the 
scheme became. Besides, over the 
years, every time I found myself 
getting too immersed in probing the 
subject, my personal life would fall 
apart. Wasn't I better off concen-
trating on writing about contempo-
rary problems like the environ-
ment? Yet there I was, in the wake 
of Oliver Stone's "JFK," plunging 
into the maze again. 

This time my wife accompanied 
me. One afternoon Susan was 
studying an article by the late Mae 
Brussell—a researcher I had always 
considered a bit "fringy"—about 
the so-called "Nazi connection." 
Susan kept insisting I reread it and, 
secretly smug that she was off on a 
tangent, I put her off as long as I 
cooid. 

• ad carefully the section on 



General Willoughby," she instruct- 
ed. 

Reluctantiy, I did. Charles Wil-
loughby, the onetime chief of 

intelligence for Gen. Douglas Mac-
Arthur (1941-51), turned out to 
have been born in Heidelberg, Ger-
many, as Adolf Tscheppe-Weiden-
bach. "Hinmriunm," I said, "that 
sounds familiar." Scavenging 
through my files, I retrieved an 
anonymous letter, received in re-
sponse to my first published piece 
on the assassination back in 1975. 
The letter-writer, who called him-
self "the Brooklyn waiter," pointed 
to an acquaintance named 
"Tscheppe-Weidenbach" as the 
possible "mastermind" of the J.F.K. 
conspiracy. The name had seemed 
like gobbledygook to me at the 
time. 

"Honey," I said 17 years later, 
holding aloft the letter, "I think 
we're onto something." We? her 
eyes said. OK, Ave. 

Thus, when I was supposed to be 
entering the homestretch, we em-
barked together on a whole new 
course of research. It led to a host of 
connections —Tscheppe - Weiden - 
bach, Willoughby and Allen Dulles, 
ex-Naris, the Hunt oil family, Cu-
ban oldies. Nagell, my central char-
acter, was becoming but one crucial 
part of a much broader tapestry. 
Sifting through interviews old and 
new, having no idea how all the 
disparate pieces might fit together, 
gradually we saw a pattern emerge. 

"The Man Who Knew Too 
Much," friends joked, became "the 
book that grew too much." Yet 
there seemed little I could do about 
it. In describing a hall of mirrors, I 
had to accept that my book would 
raise more questions than it an-
swered. In the end came the realiz-
ation that, as a great friend once 
said: "You don't solve a mystery, 
you partake of the mysterious." • 


