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Ireviousily I've noted that :icky White's fubricated account of the JFK assasui-
nation in whieh he has his deceased_father as one of three assassins cribs from two
books, Hugh flcDonald's apsointuent Jn balias and liichard Pop«in's Whe Second Uswald.

When the vhites .nd I wefe being taped for apjearance on Inside Edition, in a
part not broadcast the Whites said they not read any assassination boouk.

in reading George Bernau's novel, ~romises to keep \Warner, 1989) thig morning I
found sowething in it that is unique to it in any assassination book of which I iaiow,
whether fiftion as it Is or non-fiction, that is duplicated in the White fabrication.
it is on page 334.

Bernau's novel coues quite ciearly from the JFK assassination and he uses scme of
what is kuiown in it, with a major difference: the president survives. Dallas, Parkland,
Dallas police, etc., all in the novel. lie duplicate: characters like twuby, who is “reen
and Tippit, who is Towne. )

In Yhite's fabrication Mipoit picks up Uswald (Strode in Bernau) ne.r the book
depositor:,*:_‘.:éz.nd his father,and S}iernau, “owne picks up one assassin and Strode! What

follows is quotes thafreflect the cribbing Ly the Whites. (Imaize this plural because I
have the impression tha% he doesn't have nuch brains but the wife is sharper.)

"I think it was iay Towne's job to eliminate at least one of the shooters."

"Haybe Strode had been told t.a: Towne's patrol car is going to be his transportat-
ion out of the city or at least as far as the pickup point for the other shooter... . What
better way to céear downtown Dallas that day than in the back seat of a Dallas black-
and- white? But the truth is it was just a setimp. Towne was really there to kill him."

Those familiar with what the Whites have said about their alleged plot at the
press conference they had in D.1llas will see that their fiction apiears to come directly
from the fiction.

H:rold Vdisberg
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as the President of the United States, but there’s a pattern to them.
My guess is that this one came out of New Orleans, and that means
your pal DeSavio. Now, I'm going to start guessing a little, but
it's educated guessing. I think it was Ray Towne's job to eliminate
at least one of the shooters, maybe both. The stakes were too high

w, - on this one to let the trigger men go on living for very long. Once

they were both dead, the links back to DeSavio would be almost
impossible to trace. So, Towne is waiting for Strode at his rooming
house before anyone else even has the word on him. Maybe Strode’s
been told that Towne’s patrol car is'going to be his transportation
out of the city-or at least as far as the pickup point for the other
shooter, the guy in the blue plaid shirt. What better way to clear
downtown Dallas that day than in the back seat of a Dallas black-
and-white? But the truth is that it was just a setup. Towne was
really there to kill him, clean and simple. It was a perfect way to
eliminate a guy like Strode, a nut killed resisting arrest, end of
§|§~§R§Bﬁiﬂ:§:ﬁ

*‘Jump in here whenever you want to,”” Sullivan said to Green,
but still the older man stayed silent and Sullivan continued, piecing
together all the bits and pieces and fragments of information that
he had picked up in Dallas and New Orleans and Mexico over the
last four. years, and throwing them all out at Green now in the
wild hope that it would convince the dying man to confirm what
to Sullivan was so far mostly just suspicion and guesswork. *‘But
like I said, something went wrong. Strode got smart or maybe just
lucky, and it's Officer Towne who gets killed. But there was a
backup. There's always a backup plan in professional jobs like
this one, and my guess is that you were it that day,” Sullivan
said, pointing a finger at Green. **You were in it all along, but
the original plan was for you to finish Towne off, not Strode. If
it all had gone the way it was supposed to, you would have waited
a week or so after the shooting, let it all cool down a little, maybe
even give Towne enough time to be a hero for a while, and then
one day you would come along and settle your old score with him.
But when Strode did your job for you and finished Towne, you
were ordered to go in after Strode instead. It wasa't as neat and
clean as it could have been the other way, because you'd worked
out all the details in advance on your cover story for killing Towne,
but it was going to have to do. Strode had to be kept quiet, and
you were the best thing DeSavio had left to get the job done for
him. So they cooked up a new story for you. How you were a big
Cassidy fan and you were pissed off at Strode for taking a shot at
him, a little thin, but what the hell, a lot of people were pissed
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do it. You were a regular around the police station,
dy’s pal, free drinks at your club for cops. It was a good-

is that you had more going for you than a few old friends
Egﬁﬁos!ﬁnnmcaw@wﬁﬁoﬂsﬂ&oiﬂa.
0’s payroll, but so was at least one other cop. Someone
h authority that he could make damn sure that you got
%gggEﬁgngﬁa
close emough to Strode that you could do your job. My-.
stayed quiet for a long time after Sullivan had finished.
er man just kept looking at the floor and breathing deeply
| painfully in and out. *“Take me to Washington or somewhere
s:** Green said finally, his cyes stiHl on the floor. *‘Get me the’
.Moa%ce_iﬁ_ﬁs;awon.:
i mﬁ&gzﬁogamwﬂwguigsg
om.ungu_unﬁ_. “Why?"* the FBI agent said after several
EEEE
it, and Ill tell you the whole, fucking story,” Green blurted -
mﬂ_. *I don’t give a shit about any of it anymore, but get me
hell out of Dallas!” _
@Snmggﬁgwua?m&afmﬁgg:ﬁ_
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&?EE%BER—BQB *“They own the fucking city,"
said. ““Maybe it’s in the food, I don't know. Or maybe it’s
guy said, and it's in the goddamned air that they pump
cell, or the focking water, but something’s killing me.
the fuck out of here and we’ll do some business,’” Green
vildly, his eyes still moving restlessly around the room, as
: ﬂﬂawggn?n.w secrets. Sullivan looked at him, won-
g if maybe Green really was crazy. Crazy enough to have
gmﬁnﬁ<ﬂu§§m_ﬁgﬁﬁnm§zm§a§

gmaﬁa And crazy enough now to make up some wild * |

y-40 get himself out of Dallas and try to save himself from the
ly death that no one could really save him from. Sullivan
noﬂgaﬁ?n:sﬁwnﬂmuﬁﬁnagu.gvngﬂogoﬂ ;
o are you telling me the “they’ is, that’s trying to kill you?"*
asked.
136:&:01 concentrating again on his own strained

Eugwaaspﬁnagacaﬁngw%iuﬁiwa L
e floo nuimmx*n *You're guessing pretty good,’’ he said.

mp was DeSavio’s operation, wasn't it?"" mE_EEu said. “‘Noth-




