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F
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Page Seven 

by A
. D

. C
olem

an 
I sat In the lobby of N

ew
 Y

ork's 
D

rak
e H

otel, w
aitin

g for p
h

iloso-
p

h
y p

rofessor Josiah
 T

h
om

p
son

, 
author of tw

o just-publisheft echo-
la

rly
 trea

tises, 
."

T
h

e 
L

onely 
L

abyrinth: .K
ierkegaard's ' ,P

seu
-

d
o
n

y
m

o
u

s W
o
rk

s,"
 en

d
 "

S
ix

 
S

econ
d

s in
 D

allas,"
 a scien

tific 
in

vestigation
 ot th

e K
en

n
ed

y ae-
sassln

ation
. S

u
d

d
en

ly, en
 elfin

-
faced

 you
n

g m
an

 w
as vigorou

sly 
p

u
m

p
in

g m
y h

an
d

. "
H

i,"
 h

e said
 

earnestly. "I'res T
ink T

hom
pson." 

H
ead

in
g for th

e b
ar, w

e m
ad

e 
sm

all talk
 u

n
til, recoverin

g from
 

th
e
 sh

o
c
k

 a
n

d
 g

iv
in

g
 h

im
 a

 
slo

w
 o

n
ce-o

v
er, I a

ired
, "

S
a
y
, 

h
ow

 old
 are . you

 an
yh

ow
?"

 H
e 

w
in

ced
, th

e grim
ace of th

ose w
h

o 
w

ill a
ll th

eir liv
es b

e a
sk

ed
 to

 
-sh

ow
 th

eir id
en

tification
. -T

hir-
ty-tw

o. 
I k

n
o
w

,"
 h

e a
d

d
ed

, "
I 

lo
o

k
 1

6
."

 W
h

ich
 h

e d
o

es. "
I 

w
ou

ld
 h

ave gu
essed

 you
 w

ere in
 

you
r M

id
d

le 20,"
 I lied

. 'rin
k

—
th

ere is n
o

 a
ffecta

tio
n

 in
 h

is 
n

ick
n

am
e, h

e w
ears it u

n
selicorsr 

sciou
sly —

 ap
p

ears a m
ost u

n
-

lik
ely m

etap
h

ysician
. 

In
 N

ew
 Y

o
rk

 fo
r - sev

era
l 

w
eek

s to p
u

b
licise "

S
ix S

econ
d

s 
in

 D
allas,"

 h
e h

ad
 b

een
 m

ak
in

g 
th

e rou
n

d
s of rad

io an
d

 television
 

talk
 sh

ow
s. T

h
e exp

erien
ce h

ad
 

n
ot left h

im
 gru

n
tled

. "
It's' lik

e 
ch

arad
es,"

 h
e com

p
lain

ed
. "

O
n

  on
e sh

ow
 I cam

e ou
t after P

au
l 

A
n

k
a. Y

ou
 k

n
ow

 . . . 'A
n

d
 h

ere 
h

e is, lad
ies an

d
 gen

tlem
en

, T
h

sk
 

T
h

om
p

son
, w

ith
 h

is K
en

n
ed

y A
s. 

sassin
ation

 A
C

t!'"
 H

e sh
ru

gged
, 

grin
n

in
g. T

h
e m

irror tab
letop

, 
reflectin

g ligh
t u

p
w

ard
 on

to h
is 

fa
ce, ca

rv
ed

 d
eep

 sh
a

d
o

w
s, a

n
 

effect rem
iniscent' of kids holding 

flash
ligh

ts b
en

eath
 th

eir ch
in

s to 
create fearsom

e m
ask

s. It tu
rn

-
ed

 T
in

k
 im

p
ish

ly
 sa

ta
n

ic, a
 fi-

g
u

re step
p

ed
 fro

m
 a

 : T
iep

o
lo

 
etching. "I'm

 outgrow
ing C

am
ila 

an
d

 K
lerk

egaard
,"

 h
e resp

on
d

ed
 

to
 a

 q
u

estio
n

 a
b

o
u

t h
is o

th
er 

b
ook

. "
T

h
ey're for th

e you
n

g. I 
w

an
t to d

o som
e w

ork
 on

 N
iet-

zsch
e."

 
•

• 
•
 

H
ea

d
in

g
 to

w
a
rd

 D
a
lla

s b
y
 

p
la

n
e, I rea

lized
 th

a
t. I v

e
r
y

 
m

u
ch

 w
a
n

ted
 T

ex
a

s to
 b

e d
if-

feren
t. P

a
rtly

 b
eca

u
se I h

a
d

 
sim

p
ly

 a
ssu

m
ed

 th
a
t it w

o
u

ld
 

b
e (accep

tin
g th

e eastern
 p

reju
-

d
ice again

st th
e S

ou
th

w
est, an

d
 

esp
ecially again

st T
exas, w

h
ere 

ou
r d

ream
 d

ied
 an

d
 ou

r n
igh

t-
m

are w
as b

orn
). P

artly, too, b
e-

ca
u

se th
e d

ia
g
n

o
sticia

n
 in

 m
e 

yearn
ed

 to p
oin

t a clin
ical fin

-
ger at th

e can
cer: th

ere it is, th
e 

so
u

rce o
f d

isea
se; slice it o

u
t, 

lea
v
e n

o
 tra

ce, a
ll w

ill b
e w

ell. 
B

u
t T

exas is n
o d

ifferen
t. N

o,  
d

ifferen
t at all. 

In
 D

allas, a w
eek

 b
efore I eat  

talk
in

g w
ith

 T
in

k
, I w

atch
ed

 a 
tv

 p
ro

g
ra

m
 o

n
 th

e lo
ca

l d
ru

g
 

scen
e. T

h
e rep

ort w
as titled

 "
Is 

D
allas T

u
rn

ed
 O

n
?"

 an
d

 th
e an

-
sw

er w
a
s a

ffirm
a
tiv

e. A
cid

, 
grass, am

p
h

etam
in

es, an
d

 glu
e -

sn
iffin

g are w
id

esp
read

, th
e last 

alarm
in

gly so am
on

g su
b

-teen
s. 

S
om

ed
ay, sh

ou
ld

 w
e su

rvive, 
som

eon
e m

ay d
o a sociological 

stu
d

y on
 th

e lin
k

 b
etw

een
 K

en
-

n
ed

y's m
u

rd
er an

d
 th

e su
d

d
en

 
su

rfa
cin

g
 a

n
d

 g
ro

w
th

 o
f d

ru
g
 

u
se am

on
g th

e yolm
g. In

 retro-
sp

ect, it seem
s ob

viou
s. T

h
e col-

leg
e-ed

u
ca

ted
 seg

m
en

t o
f th

e 
N

ow
 G

en
eration

 grew
 u

p
 w

or-
sh

ip
p

in
g tw

o version
s of th

e ro-
m

an
tic h

ero: th
e id

ealistic m
an

 
of action

 (C
am

u
s) an

d
 th

e p
oet-

m
ystic (K

ierk
egaard

). F
or m

an
y 

you
n

g p
eop

le, K
en

n
ed

y's d
eath

 
m

ark
ed

 th
e en

d
 of th

e first ro-
m

an
tic d

ream
. (B

y th
is I d

o n
ot 

m
ea

n
 to

 im
p

ly
 th

a
t th

e d
rea

m
 

w
as sh

attered
; on

 th
e con

trary, 
th

at it w
as fu

lfilled
. B

oth
 rom

an
-

tic d
rea

m
s, a

fter a
ll, d

em
a

n
d

 
r‘le p

rem
atu

re, sacrificial d
eath

 

of th
e h

ero as th
e on

ly, satisfyin
g 

clim
a

x
.) O

n
ce th

e en
d

g
a

m
e o

f 
th

e first d
ream

 h
ad

 b
een

 p
layed

 
out, 

th
e 

on
ly rem

ain
in

g eith
er-

n
a
tiv

e fo
r sy

m
b

o
lic a

ctio
n

 w
a
s 

th
e ro

le o
f p

o
et - m

y
stic, a

n
d

 
d

ru
g

s w
ere th

e q
u

ick
est tick

et 
in

to th
e M

agic T
h

eatre. C
on

se-
, q

u
en

tly
, th

e d
ru

g
 scen

e, rela
-

tively con
tain

ed
 an

d
 p

aran
oical-

ly
 cla

n
d

estin
e p

rio
r to

 th
e a

s-
sassin

ation
, b

u
rgeon

ed
 w

ith
in

 a 
scan

t year. 
S

o
 m

u
ch

 so
 th

a
t n

o
w

, fo
u

r 
years later, even

 D
allas is tu

rn
ed

 
o
n

. A
sid

e fro
m

 d
ru

g
s, th

e city
 

also 'has 'rock
 clu

b
s, ligh

t sh
ow

s, 
m

ini-skirts, an . underground pa- 

p
er, h

ip
p

ies, in
cen

se, lon
g h

air, 
an

d
 b

ells. A
fter th

e tv sh
ow

 en
d

-
ed

, d
u

rin
g th

e station
 b

reak
, - a 

disem
bodied m

ale voice announc-
ed

.  solem
n

ly, "
It's 10 p

. m
. D

o 
you

 k
n

ow
 w

h
ere you

r ch
ild

ren
 

are?"
 T

h
e 

-tem
p

ta
tio

n
 w

a
s to

 
lau

gh
 an

d
 th

in
k

 th
at cou

ld
 on

ly 
h

ap
p

en
 in

 T
exas. B

u
t, b

ack
 in

 
N

ew
 Y

ork
, p

u
b

lic service p
ost-

ers on
 th

e su
b

w
ay w

ere p
layin

g 
a gam

e-called G
uilt, G

uilt, W
ho's 

G
o

t th
e G

u
ilt?

 "
D

o
n

't h
elp

 a
 

good
 b

oy go b
ad

,"
 th

ey W
arn

ed
 

u
s. "

T
ak

e you
r cast k

eys -w
ith

 
you

."
 A

 fin
er lin

e-d
raw

er th
an

 
th

a
n

 m
y
 sh

a
k

y
-h

a
n

d
ed

 self is 
n

eed
ed

 to d
istin

gu
ish

 b
etw

een
 

th
ose tw

o. 
*

 •
 •

 
T

in
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d

 h
is w

ife, N
an

cy (to 
w

h
om

 h
e d

ed
icates "

S
ix S

econ
d

s 
in D

allas"), drove dow
n to W

ash-
ington for K

ennedy's funeral. be-
scrib

in
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e exp
erien

ce, a stin
g-

ing note of deep and painful B
or-

ro
w
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o
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 h
is v

o
ice, en

d
, 

b
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in
d
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n

stated
 p

an
g of 

p
erson

al loss. D
id

 K
en

n
ed

y re-
p

resen
t an

yth
in

g to h
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, an
d

 d
id
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1 it was the death of taste, style, 
perception, wit, ideals — all that 
mass media stuff . . . is that 
what you mean?" The challenge 
in Tink's words was unmistake-
able; he was daring me to 
charge him with emotional in-
volvement in the event. Touch-
ed, I let the gauntlet lie. 

"Six Seconds in Dallas" 
achieved book form by accident. 
Struck by discrepancies in the 
Warren -- Commission Report, 
Think began investigating on his 
own, and put his findings into 
publishable form only after meet-
ing the editor-in-chief of Bern-
ard Geis Associates, who press-
ed him to do so. He felt no dis-
parity betWeen < his work as • a 
philosophy lecturer and as a de-
tective. "It was part of me, Ea, 
tural," he said of the book. "You 
know Noarn. Chomsky's essay on 
the responsibility of the intellec-
hial? Well, there. you are. The 
duty of the intellectual is always 
to tell the truth, especially in 
times of crisis." He did not'ques-
tkni this as a .modus operandi;  
while he talked; there was no dif-
ferentiation between the idealis-
tic and the pragmatic, though he 
is quick to separate pragmatism 
from opportunism. 

(It is hard to 'desoribe Tink, 
and • I sit.  here wondering if I 
am conveying any inkling of the 
man. He looks absurdly young, 
talks brilliantly, has a quiet but 
sharp sense of humor. He is very 
Midwestern in his earnestness; 
he holds what is now considered 
an almost-naive conviction, that 
there is knowable truth which 
can be determined. What is most 

• puzzling about him, I suspect, is 
not so much the sseiming naivete 
but that he is aware that others 
may react negatively to it and 
doesn't care. Not only doesn't he 
care; it amuses him tremendous, 
ly on a metaphysical plane. Yet 
there is no trace of smugness or 
self-satisfaction . . .) 

• • • 

Metastasis:. the transfer of dis-
ease from one part of the body 
to another with development of 
the characteristic lesion in the 
new location, as in cancer. 

Almost two /ears ago, when I 
was playing and singing in a 
now-defunct San Francisco elec- 
tric band, our lead guitarist 
I composed gentle, melaniegaTf 
ballad in an Elizabethan 

This was the last stanza: 
In this void where silence 

reigns, 
I would cry a killer's name: 
Your false king wears robes 
his knives once tone.  

Yea, we . heroes drop your 

8.17118, 	- 
And we scholars close your 
books:.  

Now we minstrels slip out 
through your door. 

We've nothing left to offer any-
more. 
Over-the past year, I have met 

few people who do not suspect 
that. Lyndon.  Baines Johnson is 
implicated in the plot to kill Ken-
nedy, either before the act or ex 

posit facto. "MacBird !" ran to 
overflow audiences for many 
months. Some critics of the War-
ren Commission Report have 
hinted at the possibility. The 
Garrison investigation pursues its 
steady course despite hysterical 
attempts to discredit it, and in 
the latest . tame of Ramparts, 
Garrison 'himself states that 
Johnison has been of notable help 
in covering up evidence. Paul 

,..Krasarer nrsn. .flotititv excerpt 

fiom the 	 ;botitt..,-l- 

which, Johnson fucked Kennedy's 

• rorpse through the 'throat wound, 
and people believed *it 

The speculation is widespread. 
It makes top-notch cocktail party 
conversation. But it goes no fur-
ther. No . one is outraged. No 
one really cares, one way or the 
other. 	. 	. 

* • .• 

Tink Thompson does not be-
lieve it. His opinion of Johnson is 
low, but he cannot . conceive, of 
his being involved in• the asses-
sination.• At any rate, such un-
scientific speculations are irre-
levant to his goals and purposes 
as an investigator and author. 
"Six Seconds in Deltas" is what 
he, and his publishers, describe 
as a "micro-study" of the assas- 
sination. " ("I'm 	proud " of 
that title," Tink said of "Six 
Seconds in Dallas." "Thought it 
up myself. That's all the book is 
about—what happened in those 
six seconds.") 	• 

The title, like his argument, is 
concise and accurate. Concen-
trating lucidly on the six see-
onds during which the fatal shots 
were „fired, using 'existing evi-
dence and no speculaton, Thomp-
son proves that those shots were 
fired by three gunmen. He 
proves no more—and no less. For 
the validity 'of his 'argament dis-
credits the very foundation of 
the Warren Commission Report, 
based as it is on the thoery that 
Oswald acted' alone. 

Thompson's work.' unlike that 
'of his predecessor's,' le not specu-
lative: he 10 not theoilsing. "Six 
Seconds in Dallas" does not con-
cern itself at all with the who 
and why of the act: Pink Thomp-
son was after truth, scientific, 
factual truth, since he feels that 
is the only basis from which an-
swers to the other -qUestions can 
be deduced. So he eliminated 
from his investigation all but the 
definable moments of truth: the 
six-  seconds in which the act was 
committed. Using strictly scientif-
ic methods—analyses of the tim-
ing of the shots, trajectories, an-
glee of bullet-entry, effects of im-
pact—and working primarily 
from the evidence recorded by 
film, he proves beyond question 

• • Continued on page ll 
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that the shots were fired by 
three assassins.. His conclusions 

are not based on flimsy hypothe-
tical coincidences. They are de-

rived from the recorded evidence 

—much of it in the Zapruder 
filrn—by application of the fun-

damental laws of physics: In, pre-

paring the book, Thompson be-

came an autodidactie expert in 

various phases of photoanalysis, 

and most of his argument is sup-

ported by the photographs. ) 

As I noted above, much of his 

thesis—immensely readable, en-. 

joyable simply as the . smooth ,  

and logical functioning of a mind 

invested with honed intelligence 

and clarity of 'perception—
is based upon the original copy 
of the Zapruder film, which is 

in the posseesion of Life maga-

zine. Thompson had much op-

portunity to study' that film when 

working for Life as a consultant 

on the assaesination. He claims 

that careful examination of that 

copy (the Warren Commission 

worked' from a copy of a copy 

of the original) provides clear 

evidence that the shots could not 

all have been fired by the same 

man. He expected Life to release 

that news 'over, a year ago; his 

book was written after their de-
cision not to run the story. Re-

cently, in a bizarre attempt 'at 

self-protection, Life refused per-
mission to reproduce four cru-

cial frames from the Zapruder 

film in "Ex Seconds," desPite 

an offer from Thompson and 

Geis by which Life would have 
received all profits from, the 

book in return for the right to 

use those four frames. Life re-

fused, and the magazine has 

filed suit against the book; if 

they win, it will be impounded 
and presumably, "destroyed. 

The four trainee--  in question 

Show clearly -that, among other.  

things, Governor Connally was 

.strtick''Inj •a different shot-than 

that which hit the President. 

'Since the single-bullet .theory—

necessary to support the lone-

assassin argument—is vital to 

the Warren Commission's con-' 

elusion, actual photographic 

proof to the contrary shatters 

the structure of that• report coin-

pletely. 
"When I saw Life's original 

of the Zapruder film," Tink told 

me, "I knew the oase was bro-

ken right then,and there. So I 

called Don Preston, executive 

editor at Geis, and told him to 

forget the book, Life -would be 

breaking the story. That was in 

the fall of 1966." 
Musing about the lawsuit, he 

said calmly, "I , have no expec-,  

taticns of making any money off 

this book." He did not seem dis-

appointed; he was astonished 

enough by ;.the $500 • Geis gave 

itim as an advance on the book, 

and •the expense account Geis 

allowed him during his publicity 

tour. (He insisted ,on paying for 

our drinks, and went so far as 

to tip the hat-cheek girl for my 

coat, „for all the world like a 

young kid with a $5 bill Christ-
mas present.) "If this book gets 

those for frames. sprUng ., from 

Life, it will have succeeded" he 

continued. If those are releas-

ed, the pressure for reopening 

the case will become irresistible. 

And if . I'm bluffing, Life can call 

me on it" How long, I won-

dered, would 'he go on talking, 
trying to get someone to take 

action? "If the case doesn't 

break by February, fuck it." 

That was one of the few four-

letter words he uttered all eve-
ning; in context, it .was shock-

ing In its bitterness. 
By then we'd both hid two 

drinks, and the conversation—at 

least my end of it—was begin-
ning to unravel. In a last-ditch 

attempt to stick to the subject, 

I asked what effeet he expected 
the book to have on'the 
If I were the man in the 

street'.  he spoke eagerly• and 

I read what I've written hire, 

I'd damn well wait to DO some-
thing!" What; I --said softly: 
.1Vrite nay ',congressman, call' 

someone, send letters to the Ed-

itoi:of the 'Vim's; shout . 

you knOW, that was 'a hell of a 

• Continued en Page 39  
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good question."- Then I asked 
him to autograph my review 
copy of the book, which he did 
with a childish delight, and 
walked out into New York and 
the winter street, leaving Tank 
in •the lobby, collecting his mes-
sages at the front desk. 

• • •• 

DOWZIOW11 Dallas is.much like 
downtown Flan Francisco and 
downtown New York. There is 
more brooding violence in the 
East Village. In downtown Dal-
las, at a restaurant called the 
Cattleman, I ate the best steak 
I had ever tasted—perfect meat, 
superbly cooked; meat which 
had been understood. The diners 
around mar were dressed in fa-
shionable clothes, tasteful and 
sedate. Their necks were not 
red. They were the norm; the 
walking Marlboro ads I spotted 
occasionally appeared more and 
more anomalous as the week 
wore on 

After dinner I walked to Deal-
ey Plaza. It was a chill, clear 
night, bright and crisp. The 
Texas School Book Depository, 
the overpass, the 'grassy knoll, 
stood moonlit in silence. They 
were invested with no magic, no 
flickering aura of evil, no loom-
ing atmosphere of historic' Sty. It 
was all merely, disappointingly, 
there. NO tears cone. I Walked 
back to my hotel. 


