
8/2)/..0 
Previously I've noted that dicky .ahite's fabricated account of the JPIC assassi-

nation in which he has his deceased_father as one of three assassins cribs from two 
books, Hugh HeDonald's ap)ointment 11 Dallas andliichard Pop,:in's The Second Oswald. 

When the whites ,•ad I wefe being taped for ap)earance on Inside Edition, in a 
part not broadcast the 4hites said they not read any assassination book. 

In reading George Bernau's novel, Promises to keep Oarner, 191.19) thifi morning I 
found something in it that is unique to it in any assassination book of which .1 Iolow, 
whether fiEtioniaa it _s, or non-fiction, that is duplicated in the 'ishite fabrication. 
It is on page 304. 

Bernau's novel comes quite clearly from the IPIC assassination and he uses some of 
what is Iclown in it, with a major difference: the president survives. Dallas, Parkland, 
Dallas police, etc., all in the novel. iie duplicates characters like 1.,oby, who is careen 
and Tippit, who is Towne. 

In ,  te's fabrication 	)it picks up Oswald (Strode in Bernau) near the book 
depositori,:and his father,and 3 ernau, '2owne picks up one assassin and Strode! What 
follows isquotes thteflect the cribbing by the Whites. (Xna.]:e this plural because I 
have the impression tint he doesn't have much brains but the wife is sharper.) 

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

"Naybe Strode had been told ta: Toune'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 ceear downtown Dallas that day than in the back seat of a Dallas black-
and- white? But the truth is it was just a setip. 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 DAass will see that their fiction ap)ears to come directly 
from the fiction. 

Hz..rold Weisberg 
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as the P
resident of the U

nited States, but there's a pausal to them
. 

M
y guess is that this one cam

e out of N
ew

 O
rleans, and that m

eans 
you

r p
al D

eS
avio. N

ow
, I'm

 goin
g to start gu

essin
g a little, b

u
t 

it's educated guessing. I think it w
as R

ay T
ow

ne's job to elim
inate 

at least one of the shooters, m
aybe both. T

he stakes w
ere too high 

on this one to let the trigger m
en ga on living for very long. O

nce 
they w

ere both dead, the links back to D
eSavio w

ould be alm
ost 

im
possible to trace. So, T

ow
ne is w

aiting for Strode at his room
ing 

house before anyone else even has the w
ord on him

. M
aybe Strode's 

been told that T
ow

ne'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. W

hat better w
ay to clear 

dow
ntow

n D
allas that day than in the back seat of a D

allas black-
and-w

hite? B
ut the truth is that it w

as just a setup. T
ow

ne w
as 

really there to kill him
, clean and sim

ple. It w
as a perfect w

ay to 
elim

in
ate a gu

y lik
e S

trod
e, a n

u
t k

illed
 resistin

g arrest, en
d

 of 
story—

but som
ething w

ent w
rong: 

"Jum
p in here w

henever you w
ant to," Sullivan said to G

reen, 
but still the older m

an stayed silent and Sullivan continued, piecing 
together all the bits and pieces and fragm

ents of inform
ation that 

he had picked up in D
allas and N

ew
 O

rleans and M
exico over the 

last fou
r years, an

d
 th

row
in

g th
em

 all ou
t at G

reen
 n

ow
 in

 th
e 

w
ild hope that it w

ould convince the dying m
an to confirm

 w
hat 

to Sullivan w
as so far m

ostly just suspicion and guessw
ork. "B

ut 
like I said, som

ething w
ent w

rong. Strode got sm
art or m

aybe just 
lu

ck
y, an

d
 it's O

fficer T
ow

n
e w

h
o gets k

illed
. B

u
t th

ere w
as a 

backup. T
here's alw

ays a backup plan in professional jobs like 
th

is on
e, an

d
 m

y gu
ess is th

at you
 w

ere it th
at d

ay,"
 S

u
llivan

 
said

, p
oin

tin
g a fin

ger at G
reen

. "
Y

ou
 w

ere in
 it all alon

g, b
u

t 
the original plan w

as for you to finish T
ow

ne off, not Strode. if 
it all had gone the w

ay it w
as supposed to, you w

ould have w
aited 

a w
eek or so after the shooting, let it all cool dow

n a little, m
aybe 

even give T
ow

ne enough tim
e to be a hero for a w

hile, and then 
one day you w

ould com
e along and settle your old score w

ith him
. 

B
ut w

hen Strode did your job for you and finished T
ow

ne, you 
w

ere ordered to go in after Strode instead. It w
asn't as neat and 

clean as it could have been the other w
ay, because you'd w

orked 
out all the details in advance on your cover story for killing T

ow
ne, 

but it w
as going to have to do. Strode had to be kept quiet, and 

you w
ere the best thing ❑

eSavio had left to get the job done for 
him

. So they cooked up a new
 story for you. H

ow
 you w

ere a big 
C

assidy fan and you w
ere pissed off at Strode for taking a shot at 

h
im

, a little th
in

, b
u

t w
h

at th
e h

ell, a lot of p
eop

le w
ere p

issed
  

at Strode and m
aybe they could sell you as just crazy enough- 

- 	
ly do it. Y

ou w
ere a regular around the police station, . - 

'a pal*  free drinks at your club for cops. It w
as a good-

cover story for how
 you got into the station that night, but 

,truth is that you had m
ore going for you than a few

 old friends 
p
o
se hick, because it w

asn't just you and T
ow

ne w
ho w

ere 
vio's payroll, but so w

as at least one other cop. Som
eone 

enough authority that be could m
ake dam

n sure that you got 
r police station untouched that night and then m

ake sure 
got close en

ou
gh

 to S► m
d

e th
at you

 cou
ld

 d
o you

r job
. M

y-
* that other cop w

as D
eputy P

olice C
hief B

oyer." 
stayed quiet for a long tim

e after Sullivan had finished. 
,eilder m

an just kept looking at the floor and breathing deeply 
_painfully in and out. "T

ake m
e to W

ashington or som
ew

here 
' G

reen said finally, hit eyes still on the floor. "G
et m

e the 
out of D

allas and I'll talk to you." 
*E

van stared dow
n at the thinning grayish-black hair on the 

of G
reen

's h
ead

. "
W

h
y?"

 th
e F

B
I agen

t said
 after several 

seconds had gone by. 
it, and I'll tell you the w

hole fucking story," G
reen blurted 

'then. "I don't give a shit about any of it anym
ore, but get m

e 
h

ell ou
t of D

allas!" 
;G

reen's head shot up then and his eyes began darting around, 
w

h
atever it w

as th
at h

e w
as afraid

 of w
as lu

rk
in

g in
 th

e 
ra of the freshly painted room

. "T
hey ow

n the flicking city," 
said. "M

aybe its in the food, I don't know
. O

r m
aybe it's 

the gay said, and it's in the goddam
ned air that they pum

p 
ray cell, or the fucking w

ater, but som
ething's killing roe. 

-ere the fuck out of here and w
e'll do som

e business," G
reen 

m
adly

, his eyes still m
oving restlessly around the room

, as 
w

e
 searching for its secrets. Sullivan looked at hint, w

on-
, if m

ayb
e G

reen
 really w

as crazy. C
razy en

ou
gh

 to have 
Strode for the very reasons listed in the B

ureau's final report 
evithing m

ore. A
nd crazy enough now

 to m
ake up som

e w
ild 

eo get him
self out of D

allas and try to save him
self from

 the 
ugly death that no one could really save him

 from
. Sullivan 

't certain w
hich w

ay it w
as w

ith G
reen, but he had to know

, 
are you telling m

e the 'they' is, that's trying to kill you?" 
van asked. 

w
as quieter now

, concentrating again on his ow
n strained 

. H
is head and shoulders had slum

ped back dow
n tow

ard 
as he spoke. "Y

ou're guessing pretty good," he said. 
w

as D
eSavio's operation, w

asn't it?" Sullivan said. "N
oth- 


