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PREFACE

			Few understand what really happened in the Watergate scandal. And even fewer comprehend that the cause of this opacity is the selective reporting of the Washington Post. This book is designed to correct this lack of clarity. For the first time in fifty years, the public can learn the true, highly intriguing story.

			Until now, The Washington Post’s Watergate reporting has been hailed as the gold standard for all Western Hemisphere journalism. And I for decades was among its loudest fans. This felicitous combination of gold-plated source (“Deep Throat”) and tireless young reporters (the Post’s Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein) was, to my way of thinking and that of many others, journalism at its best.

			This reporting changed the course of history. Richard Nixon had been overwhelmingly reelected in November 1972, five months after the Watergate Office Building burglary arrests, carrying forty-nine of fifty states. His popularity was still soaring in November 1972, while America enjoyed both great prosperity and hegemony over the free world.

			But in the wake of the Post’s sensational, relentless, “investigative” journalism, Richard Nixon was back on his heels by the time the televised Ervin Committee hearings began in May 1973.

			Eventually, forty Nixon administration officials were convicted of crimes. Richard Nixon became the only president in our history to resign from office, forced to do so by his imminent impeachment that was sure to succeed. Successor President Gerald Ford called the episode, appropriately, “our country’s long national nightmare.” A large factor in the election of Jimmy Carter was the country’s disgust with Watergate, combined with the pious Carter’s promise to have a government “as good as the American people.” This, of course, was a direct slap at Nixon and all Republicans.

			A well-meaning but weak liberal-leaning Carter begat strong conservative Ronald Reagan, seemingly far to the Right of the moderate Nixon, the beginning of the Left-Right seesaw that the country continues to ride. Watergate also enshrined a number of emerging legal and ethical norms such as “shield” laws for reporters, governmental respect for their sources, and “whistleblower” protections.

			Not all outgrowths of Watergate resulted in sanguinary effects. As a result of the post-Watergate Senate Church Committee hearings on intelligence agency abuses in 1975, the FBI’s decades-long program of warrantless counterintelligence surveillance came under intense scrutiny. The ultimate result was the conviction of the head of the FBI’s Watergate investigation, W. Mark Felt Sr., for a legitimate counterintelligence operation to locate members of the violent Weather Underground Organization. The result of his conviction was the Foreign Intelligence Surveillance Act of 1978 (FISA), which allowed agents to be protected against charges for good faith, honestly predicated counterintelligence operations. The recent “Russiagate” fiasco, however, showed that what should have been unnecessary FISA legislation has the unintended consequence of enabling politicized surveillance to the harm of our country, both on the Right and the Left.

			We come now to yet another unintended effect of Watergate’s highly praised journalism. Many idealistic young people, inspired by the reformist effects of this reporting, eagerly oriented their careers toward the media. But in doing so, these aspiring journalists were necessarily seeking political impact. But if that is their goal, then the incentive exists to report only one side of the story, or to report that side in such a slanted fashion that it becomes untruthful. In short, Pulitzer Prizes and bestsellers, it was rationally concluded, come when “investigative” journalism yields scalps. Investigative journalism, then, necessarily morphs into prosecutorial journalism. But these unlicensed prosecutors do not have the same training and experience of law enforcement investigators, nor do they recognize the same ethical and prudential guardrails.

			Accordingly, it is at least arguable that the slanted, partisan journalism that results from Watergate-style reporting is a major cause of the yawning divisions in our society. Extreme reporting in one direction usually causes an equal and opposite reaction in the other direction, perhaps through conventional media journalism, but often, more ominously, from social media association. There is no doubt but that our tribally riven society is to some degree the result of Watergate.

			But one may ask, per our discussion here, wasn’t Watergate the result of a felicitous combination of energetic young journalists and a highly knowledgeable, experienced source, Deep Throat? Yes, to some degree. But in this book, we will deeply analyze what really happened in Watergate and how it was described by the universally lauded journalism, that is, the gulf between the narrative and the facts.

			How do we explain this divergence given the reliability of not only Deep Throat, but also a number of informed, nonpartisan FBI agents, the true heroes of Watergate? Please recall that one development of the scandal was the widespread use of anonymous sources. While the question is often asked whether reporters should trust the credibility of anonymous sources, the better question is how does the public know that the reporter has reported the source’s insights truthfully, or, more aptly, that he has reported all of the source’s insights?

			In this book, I will detail the extraordinarily interesting factual strands of Watergate, which, if woven together with skill and candor, would have made for a much more intriguing, disturbing and, yes, entertaining narrative than the single-strand story provided by the Washington Post. In short, Watergate should have been a three-ring circus, not a one ringer.

			We noted above that the misunderstanding engendered by this reporting caused the societally harmful prosecution of the supremely capable head of the Watergate FBI investigation, Deputy Director Felt. Ironically, it was Felt, I had concluded in 1976, who was “Deep Throat” of Watergate notoriety and mystery. In 1974, Woodward and Bernstein’s bestseller All the Presidents Men featured the highly mysterious character Deep Throat, an executive branch official who met Woodward in late-night garage conferences to guide the reporter in his investigation.

			I was fascinated by the Deep Throat character and thought him highly important for reasons beyond Watergate. If Deep Throat was a one-off, a “unicorn” who, against self-interest and propelled by conscience, blew a whistle on his own political tribe, then this source was heroic but of no institutional moment.

			But, on the other hand, if Deep Throat was a public servant talking to Woodward to keep the system free of corruption, then his cooperation was the residue of design, a self-curative bureaucracy helping to keep the ship sailing straight.

			I spent the next two years as a compulsive hobbyist, trying to assess the identity of Deep Throat. In fact, I saw in Deep Throat’s description the suggestion that his methods, which seemed inscrutable to Woodward, were in fact impelled by ethical concerns I understood as a Department of Justice prosecutor.

			For instance, when Deep Throat told a beseeching Woodward that the reporter had to do it “his way,” the reporter implored him not to continue to play this “chickenshit” game. As a prosecutor, I understood the distinction between giving a reporter confidential information from a case file, which is unethical, and telling him to go question the witness himself, which was perfectly proper. I saw Deep Throat’s imposed limitations as the recognition of ethical guardrails.

			In any case, there were far more clues than this pointing to a DOJ high official, which, by process of elimination, eventually led me to identify Felt, definitively, by late 1976.

			This process left me with a bigger question. If Woodward was indeed a “friend” of Deep Throat, trying his best to protect his identity, why would he lard his book with abundant clues such that a young prosecutor could easily prove the identify of his source?

			Indeed, why would the reporter tell anyone at all that he had a secret source? Shouldn’t the fact that a source was secret actually be kept secret?

			This apparent contradiction puzzled me profoundly. The only justification I inferred, perhaps speculated, is that Woodward had paid a portion of the book proceeds to Felt, retired at the time of the publication. This would make the outing of his secret source ethical. But not otherwise.

			After identifying Felt to my satisfaction in 1976, I looked forward to my wedding in mid-1977, anticipating that I would soon be raising a family. With the expectation that I would need a job in the civil law sector of legal practice, I traded my criminal cases for civil cases then handled by a Civil Division lawyer champing at the bit to become a criminal prosecutor. His name was Robert Mueller, later a successful, well-regarded FBI director.

			I, of course, did not think that anyone would be interested in who I had determined was Woodward’s mysterious cohort known as Deep Throat, so I mentally closed the book on Watergate, went into private practice, and raised a family.

			In 2002, by chance, I learned that my daughter’s Stanford University chum, Nick Jones, was Mark Felt’s grandson. When I found this out, I immediately said to Nick, “You know your granddad is Deep Throat, don’t you?” Nick was stunned, noting that his grandfather had always denied it but that there had been hints here and there. I asked him if I could talk to Mark because I believed I understood why he was keeping mum and what buttons I needed to push, such that he would feel better about his role as a secret source. The rest, as they say, is history.

			The method I used to coax Mark to come out, it turns out, had great significance for posterity’s understanding of the scandal. Per my plan, I first qualified myself as a Justice Department lawman. I told Mark I was an assistant U.S. attorney during Watergate. He nodded approvingly. My father was an FBI agent. Mark liked that. My father’s former law partner, for whom I worked one summer, was William Ruckelshaus. More approval. I worked with Bob Mueller. In Mark’s eyes, I was qualified as a lawman. I knew Mark cared deeply about how Justice Department types would view his actions. Did he do the right thing or was he a rogue, scofflaw agent? So, I said to him, “All of the prosecutors thought this guy Deep Throat was a great guy…” As soon as I said “Deep Throat, his fingers gripped his chair tightly to the point of white knuckles. His jaw tightened.

			Then I continued, “…because he saved our justice system. He ensured that it was incorruptible…” As I continued, I saw his grip loosen and his light blue eyes seemed to melt, as if I were giving him absolution. I had hit it on the head: he did not want to be identified because it would reflect badly on his beloved FBI. But if he thought that the law enforcement community would understand the morality of his actions, that would embolden him to reveal his identity.

			His actions, as I had for years inferred, resulted not from a hatred of Nixon and a corresponding desire to bring him down. Instead, he wanted the Bureau to do its job without interference and not be artificially limited in scope, as Nixon’s men had thus far achieved by October 1972 when he first met Woodward in a garage.

			There is another implicit and important aspect to this inferred motive: the narrative Felt originally had spun for Woodward was a reasonable investigative hypothesis, not clearly certain fact. This concept would come into play strongly as Woodward and Bernstein (“Woodstein”) engaged in their sensational reporting. If it turned out that this highly reasonable investigative hypothesis did not bear fruit, but that another narrative (less unfriendly to Nixon) did, would Woodstein have the intellectual honesty to discard the disproven narrative in favor of the subsequently proven one? What if Deep Throat later realized that a highly sinister force outside the Oval Office was deeply involved, to such an extent that it was threatening murder of witnesses? Stay tuned for the answers.

			I then talked to Mark about “coming out,” that is, telling his story to the public while he was still alive rather than letting Woodward define him postmortem. As he took it all in, assessing my pitch, his daughter Joan and grandson Nick, seated next to Mark on the daybed, were stunned. The man who vigorously, sternly rejected this secret role for thirty years was clearly Deep Throat.

			Mark still had not outright admitted his identity, and soon relapsed into coyness. However, as Joan had designed, the two watched a documentary on Watergate. Joan asked her dad, “Why do you think that Deep Throat did what he did?” Mark replied, “I wasn’t out to get Nixon. I was just doing my job.” That answer best defines the motive of Deep Throat, an ethical lawman.

			Mark finally agreed that he would cooperate with a book or article announcing his identity, but he put on this permission one proviso: he would do so only if his friend Bob Woodward cooperated. I describe our subsequent dealings with Woodward in my book Postgate, so I will give here the Reader’s Digest version of events.

			I soon called Woodward to put him together with Mark. Oddly, I thought, he refused to acknowledge Mark’s role and refused to cooperate in telling his story. For various reasons, as I detail in Postgate, I did not believe Woodward was refusing out of altruistic motives.

			Woodward’s refusal forced me to be Mark’s megaphone. After that, I wrote an article for Vanity Fair magazine announcing Mark’s identity. Without Woodward’s cooperation, I was then forced to write the story of Deep Throat. I signed a book contract with a publisher, Public Affairs, which claimed to be independent, but which was in fact, unbeknownst to me, or evident in open sources, controlled by the Post, featuring Post editor in chief Ben Bradlee as its chairman of the board.

			As I detailed in Postgate, the Post, through Public Affairs, continued to push my head into the journalistic dumpster to such an extent that I was forced to smell an unusually rancid odor, leading me to years of reexamination of the Post’s Watergate reporting.

			As a result of my research, I determined that the Watergate “cover-up” of Richard Nixon was minor in comparison to the real Watergate cover-up by the Washington Post. Had Woodward cooperated with the source who launched his career, and who launched the Post into journalism’s top tier, I never would have had the occasion to delve into this inquiry.

			While Postgate examined the truthfulness of the reporting in lawyerlike detail, I wanted to write a more accessible, plainspoken book that informed the broader public about what really happened in Watergate. One looking for specific factual citations to the record should look to Postgate’s dense notations in the compact portion of that book so devoted.

			This is meant to be the book that, unlike Postgate, explains the narrative in an unhurried, common-sense manner, but without numerous citations. I hope that by learning what really occurred, and how it was covered up by the Post, we can now critically examine the modern project euphemistically termed “investigative journalism.”

			“Democracy Dies in Darkness,” the Washington Post masthead daily proclaims. I agree. In accord with this aphorism, this book hopes to shed needed light on an important democratic sector, the media, or, in First Amendment language, the “press.”

			Enjoy.





SECTION 1

			WATERGATE MYSTERIES
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			Image of Watergate complex in Washington, DC, public domain.





CHAPTER 1

			BIG QUESTIONS FROM A SMALL BURGLARY

			Let’s start at the beginning. The most serious political scandal in United States history, arguably in the world’s, is called Watergate. It began with the arrests on June 17, 1972, of five burglars (Virgilio Gonzalez, Bernard Barker, Eugenio Martinez, Frank Sturgis, and their burglary supervisor, James McCord) in the headquarters offices of the Democratic National Committee, or DNC, in Washington, DC. The scandal that unfolded over the next two years saw the only forcible removal ever of a United States president, Richard Nixon, as he faced articles of impeachment sure to cause his removal by the Senate.

			Nixon had been overwhelmingly reelected, with forty-nine states in his column. Yet he was removed from office, largely through a journalistically pursued public trial. This scandal gave birth to a new era of so-called investigative journalism, which promised pursuit of governmental and business corruption without fear or favor. But it also gave the media prestige and political power it had never before enjoyed. So how did this scandal arise? And why did the media, particularly the Washington Post, play such a huge part?

			On August 9, 1974, Nixon resigned his presidency. Eventually, forty members of his administration would be convicted of crimes, and thirty other individuals as well. Yes, Watergate may be called truly the mother of all scandals, yet the public has not yet been told, truthfully, what really happened in Watergate.

			Because of the prominent role of the Washington Post in uncovering the scandal, especially through the stellar work of young reporters Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein, this Pulitzer Prize-winning reporting has been universally recognized as both the birth and the crowning achievement of modern investigative journalism. This reporting advanced what had widely been understood initially to have been a “third-rate burglary,” as presidential spokesman Ron Ziegler called it. The reporting, after several months of puzzlement, transmuted that third-rate burglary into a wholesale indictment of the entire presidential administration of the most powerful country on earth.

			In the past, scandal reporting had been considered trashy. Watergate reporting brought aggressive investigative pieces out of these disreputable shadows, now no longer considered largely second-rate tabloid fodder. It was elevated not only into the mainstream, but also into mythological status, and it inspires all investigative journalism today.

			So, if Watergate was the mother of all political scandals, then the Post’s Watergate reporting was the mother of all investigative journalism. Yet that journalism failed to tell us what really occurred. In effect, modern investigative journalism has been a powerful fourth branch of American government, accountable to no one. Its major figures have been recognized as powerful political players. More than one American president has eagerly read the latest offering of Bob Woodward, breathlessly anticipating how well or how poorly Woodward would paint him.

			Much of American democracy today is influenced by Watergate-style journalism. It is often criticized, but nonetheless it seems to be impervious to that criticism. In any case, as meaningful as Nixon’s resignation was and as impactful as the Post journalism was, the odd timing of the scandal’s unfolding has caused little examination of the burglary itself, or its reporting. The administration’s role in the burglary and the accuracy of the Post’s reporting of it has not been examined. How can that be, you might ask? Hundreds of thousands of news articles, three thousand in the Post alone, thousands of periodicals and hundreds of books have been written about Watergate. Movies have been made and television documentaries presented, continuing for almost fifty years, discussing the scandal and reporting by the Post. But there has been precious little analysis of the event that began Watergate: the burglary of the DNC headquarters in the Watergate Office building.

			The reporting never examined in depth the details of the burglary itself, which seemed to be an open-and-shut case. After all, the burglars were caught in the act. Why should anybody go further than that? There was never a question about their participation. Rather, what excited the nation was, months later, the development of evidence that the Nixon administration’s involvement was being covered up at the highest levels of the White House.

			And what about Watergate journalism? Every journalism school in the country studies Watergate’s reporting. High school textbooks praise it without qualification. Communications and history courses for college students not majoring in journalism treat this matter very seriously. Yet, like the burglary itself, this journalism, so universally praised, has never been scrutinized in any searching detail. How can that be?

			It is counterintuitive to believe either of these propositions—that is, that neither the Watergate burglary nor the Post’s Watergate journalism about it has been deeply and critically studied. Many decades after the scandal, we are going to attempt here a deep dive into these two interrelated topics. When we put a steady gaze to the timing of Watergate, we can begin to understand why the key facts regarding both responsibility for the burglary and the accuracy of the reporting about it have been overlooked by posterity. For a number of reasons, but mainly the initial success of the White House cover-up, followed by months of its slow, ominous cracking, the country and the world’s fascinated focus was on higher-level criminal culpability, beyond that of the original seven defendants—that is, the five burglars caught that morning and two nearby supervisors soon arrested. That cracking didn’t begin in earnest until around May of 1973, about a year after the burglary of June 1972.

			At this point in the scandal, April and May 1973, White House counsel John Dean and Jeb Magruder, the deputy director of the Committee to Reelect the President (CRP), turned prosecution witnesses, the former against President Nixon, the latter against recent attorney general and campaign director John Mitchell. They successfully bargained for immunity with both regular prosecutors and the Senate Watergate Committee. The prosecutors and the Senate Watergate Committee were now focused on far bigger fish than the original seven burglary defendants.

			Most of the attention was now placed on the possibility that the president might be guilty, along with his close associates, of obstructing the burglary investigation. For the next fifteen months, the obstruction drama played out both in Post headlines and in dramatic televised Senate testimony, largely following the Post reporting. Eventually, it became a media feeding frenzy, with outlets throughout the country forming a Greek chorus singing of Nixonian tragedy.

			After the resigning Nixon departed on his helicopter from the White House lawn on August 9, 1974, media attention quickly centered around President Ford’s pardon of Nixon, which roughly coincided with the trial of his inner circle, lasting several months through the fall of 1974. That inner circle included close presidential associates such as H. R. Haldeman, John Ehrlichman, and John Mitchell. Earlier in the spring of 1974, a spectacular bestselling book by Woodward and Bernstein, All the President’s Men, featuring the mysterious supersource Deep Throat, transfixed the country. In 1976, an Oscar-winning movie of the same name, starring Robert Redford and Dustin Hoffman, followed.

			Jimmy Carter’s 1976 election, influenced by public revulsion at the horrors of Watergate, seemed to end the Watergate chapter of our country’s history. So throughout this heady, exciting time, there had never been intense media concentration on the peculiar facts of the burglary itself, or on its specific motives.

			During the first year of the scandal through May 1973, the Post enjoyed a virtual monopoly on the story, with no other paper or television network competing. The White House spin machine was very effective at minimizing any impact in the early months of the scandal, but it ultimately proved artless. Nixon’s men were good mainly at downplaying, at distracting, but not at constructing a coherent counternarrative. So the public had never fixed in its mind what really happened in this puzzling, odd burglary. When the riveting testimony of John Dean was televised beginning in June 1973, the viewers were filling in a blank slate.

			What exactly was Watergate about? The public watched and waited with bated breath for what the young White House lawyer had to say. His testimony concentrated on the president’s role in the cover-up, and was largely credible and truthful regarding Nixon’s actions; not surprisingly, Dean sugarcoated and muffled his own actions.

			For these reasons, what otherwise were head-scratching puzzles about the burglary were put aside. The presidential scandal had become too hot to worry about seemingly small, irrelevant details. Subtle facts about the burglary and the burglars were ignored altogether.

			And certainly, after the Post won a Pulitzer Prize, after its reporters published a bestselling book, after they were portrayed in an Oscar-winning movie, other journalists, who were now elevated vicariously in stature by the Post’s reporting, would not seek to criticize these canonized patron saints, Woodward, Bernstein and the Post. This is not to say, however, that no one brought up some obvious questions about the burglary.

			Indeed, if you look at standard high school and college textbooks, they often note the lingering questions about why a president so far ahead in the polls would commission a risky program of spying and sabotage on a minor target, that is, the DNC, which had no apparent campaign information. But for years, no serious work had examined in depth the many mysteries that sprang from this initial question.

			Now let us turn to the burglary and the arrests on June 17, 1972. Five men in business suits, wearing rubber gloves, were arrested at the Democratic National Committee headquarters in Washington, DC, at approximately 2:30 AM. In addition to burglary equipment, the arrested men had cameras, camera equipment such as camera clamps, and electronic devices that appeared to enable wiretapping or other electronic surveillance. They had sequentially numbered $100 bills, tear-gas guns, flashlights, and a number of other operational accoutrements.

			Four of these five men were Cuban émigrés who had fled to the United States after Fidel Castro’s 1959 revolution, all living in Miami. All four of the Cubans were veterans of the abortive CIA invasion of Cuba in 1961, which had attempted to wrest the island back from Castro. It was known as the Bay of Pigs, intended to overthrow the communist regime that Castro had installed.

			The fifth member of the burglary team, a strange addition indeed, was James McCord, the director of security of the CRP and a recently retired CIA agent. McCord himself had been a part of the Bay of Pigs as an adviser. Think about that: all five burglars were involved in the Bay of Pigs and may have been either in the CIA or were operational assets.

			Soon after these arrests, the FBI also identified and arrested E. Howard Hunt, an ostensibly retired CIA agent like McCord who, unlike McCord, apparently kept an office at the White House. The FBI also in time arrested G. Gordon Liddy, an ex-FBI agent and former White House employee. Liddy was now serving as a general counsel to the CRP.

			As portrayed prominently in the book and the movie All the President’s Men, the burglary was discovered by a building security guard, Frank Wills, who found tape on the locks of the garage-level door leading to the office building. This would allow entrance from the outside of the building. Just one and a half hours earlier, Wills had discovered and removed tape from the same door lock, leaving him to conclude that the retaping meant that there was likely a burglary in progress.

			Since all five burglars on the team had entered by the time of the guard’s second discovery of the tape, let’s think about this plain, unblinking fact: there was no reason for that tape to have remained on the lock. The burglars could now exit at the basement level without any tape on the locks. In other words, doors without tape still allowed exit. However, they didn’t allow entrance, for which tape was required to retain the locking mechanism. Since these were seemingly professional burglars, their leaving the tape on the garage door was inexplicable.

			Another puzzling finding was that there was a lock still taped on the sixth floor, where the burglary was taking place. But even odder, there was tape on the lock on the eighth floor as well, where tape was seemingly never needed in the first place. The burglars, after all, had entered the building through the garage, then walked up the stairwell and arrived at the DNC offices through the sixth-floor door, which had been taped. They would exit through the same door. Why would the eighth-floor lock ever need to be taped? The burglars weren’t on the eighth floor.

			In the many works describing the conventional story of Watergate, no journalist or academic authority has ever adequately explained the eighth-floor tape, the sixth-floor tape, or the lack of tape removal on any of the three doors, even though these were professional operatives. But the more critical question was: why this burglary at all? And as we speak of journalists and academics, why would it be that these folks would not have screamed for answers? But they did not. The sound of silence was deafening to anyone who thought about this strange tableau.

			As we noted, Nixon was far ahead in the polls and needed no campaign intelligence. Moreover, there was no campaign information to be had at the DNC headquarters well before the election season had yet been underway, usually commencing after the party conventions, getting full steam after Labor Day. Accordingly, speculation actually turned to Democratic National Committee Director Larry O’Brien. O’Brien had knowledge, it was hypothesized, of dirty Nixon secrets that may have gone far beyond the current campaign information.

			One postulate about O’Brien was that he may have possessed certain dark knowledge of the funding of Nixon from his longtime supporter, reclusive billionaire Howard Hughes. Nixon’s 1960 presidential campaign against John F. Kennedy had been harmed by revelation of the $205,000 loan from Hughes to Nixon’s brother Donald, widely thought to be a disguised bribe of Nixon himself. We note that $205,000 in 1960 was several million dollars today. This disclosure thus had quite an effect on Nixon and that election. O’Brien had always been a suspect in the public outing of this embarrassment to Nixon. And, as we noted, Nixon thought it may have cost him the election. So, speculation about O’Brien as being the burglary’s target naturally arose. But the response to this speculation would be that Larry O’Brien had not been in Washington for weeks at the time of the burglaries and would not be returning for many more. It seems, then, that there was no reasonable likelihood of gathering information possessed by Larry O’Brien since he would be speaking neither on a wiretapped phone nor in a microphoned room.

			And to make this operation even more head-scratching, there had been a prior burglary of the DNC two weeks earlier, with the same burglars committing wiretapping. But the bugging monitor for these two weeks previous had not been listening to Larry O’Brien’s line. If he was not listing to O’Brien’s line, then to whom was he listening, and for what purpose?

			Oddly, photographs developed from the prior burglary two weeks earlier, it was soon learned, showed depictions of stationery with DNC letterhead and the name of Larry O’Brien. The documents did not appear to have been photographed to read beyond the letterhead but instead seemed to be some sort of a trophy or proof of entry. The documents were spread on a carpet by two gloved hands as pictures were taken. What was the point of such “proof,” which was potentially harmful evidence of a crime, with no apparent benefit to the criminal photographers? Why did the burglars feel the need to do that? One more strange fillip: the carpet on which the letters were spread was shag, and there were no shag carpets in the DNC headquarters.

			Another oddity was James McCord’s presence on the burglary team. McCord was readily identifiable as the director of security of the CRP, meaning that if he were arrested, the president’s campaign would immediately become known as associated with the burglary. The entire team, in short, was not composed of so-called “double-blind” operatives, that is, individuals who could not be identified with their sponsors, and who hopefully themselves could not identify their sponsors. So, the stupidity of a CRP high official being placed on the team was an unforgivable sin from a covert operational perspective, since the arrest of that operative would immediately identify one sponsor as being the CRP. Yet both Hunt and McCord were trained CIA intelligence operatives with great experience and would know well not to do this unless it was necessary for some hidden purpose. As a result of this blunder, the burglary supervisor G. Gordon Liddy immediately knew upon the arrest of the burglars that, as he told his wife that night, he was sure to go to jail because James McCord was on the team. Why this occurred is one of the many mysteries of Watergate that we will try to resolve in this book.

			This burglary was not rushed into operation; some form of break-ins had been under contemplation for least four months since Liddy had first proposed some sort of a burglary program. The team therefore had plenty of time to search for an operative other than McCord. With thousands of retired government security technicians living in the DC area, and with the CIA having a retired employees placement section, was there no one in the area who could have filled McCord’s role and who could have been found in that four months?

			Soon after the arrests, the FBI began speaking with wiretapping monitor Alfred Baldwin III, who had readily agreed to cooperate. Baldwin told the FBI that he had been listening to what he termed “explicitly intimate” conversations between men and women. And puzzlingly, it was quickly learned by the FBI, the phone to which the monitor had been listening for the prior two weeks was the phone of a nobody, one Spencer Oliver Jr., a person not even directly working for the DNC, but instead for the Association of State Democratic Chairmen, a group with ties to the DNC but that was not part of it. So, the immediate question to the FBI, but one that was not publicly raised, was why would the Nixon administration be interested in listening to talk on the line of Spencer Oliver Jr.? In perhaps the biggest political scandal in world history, mainstream textbooks have not addressed why this obscure fellow’s telephone line was targeted. Nor for the most part is the tapping of Oliver’s phone even noted.

			All five of the burglars played some role of the CIA’s 1961 Bay of Pigs invasion, as we have discussed. And all five also trained together for our country’s Second Naval Guerrilla Operation, a second planned invasion of Cuba. These well-known facts necessarily pointed to the CIA, and were highly publicized to boot.

			One of the burglary supervisors was Howard Hunt, also recently retired from the CIA, hired part-time by the White House to perform “sensitive assignments.” He had also been in the past a supervisor of the Cubans on both the Bay of Pigs and in the Second Naval Guerrilla Operation. At the time of the burglary, Hunt had worked contemporaneously full-time at a public relations firm located near the White House, Mullen and Company, which had offices worldwide.

			The only one of the seven defendants not associated with the CIA was one G. Gordon Liddy. Liddy was general counsel of the CRP, with access to campaign funds. Liddy himself was a former agent of the FBI and most recently a White House plumber, so named because the team was charged with plugging publicity leaks emanating from the White House on national security matters. These included the Vietnam War and the smoldering India-Pakistan rivalry. There had been leaks on these confidential subjects, and the White House was very upset about them.

			The five burglars made no telephone calls on the night of the arrests, yet they were represented in court by Joseph Rafferty, a criminal lawyer hired by a Mullen-associated corporate lawyer named Douglas Caddy, who was present in court at the arraignment the following morning.

			Once Hunt was identified as a burglary supervisor, it became clear that Hunt, also a Mullen employee, had called Caddy, who then retained Rafferty. The question was thereby raised that if Mullen felt the need to obtain representation for the burglars, presumably out of Caddy’s pocket, likely as well Mullen’s, did Mullen have anything to do with the burglary? A corollary question was that, if Mullen was so deeply involved, would it be because of Hunt’s connection to the CIA? Was there a connection between the two entities? Was Mullen a CIA front or cover company? In other words, was Hunt still acting as a CIA agent after retirement under cover of Mullen?

			But if the burglars were acting on behalf of the CIA, we would pose the same question we put regarding the White House: what could possibly interest the CIA in calls on the line of the unprepossessing Spencer Oliver Jr?

			We note one more bizarre oddity in a tableau filled with them. As the lobby of the Watergate Offices was abuzz with the arrests that morning, a man emerged from the staircase. He chatted with the guards and strolled out of the office building very calmly. By the time the guards told the police about him, the individual was nowhere in sight. He quickly became known as Watergate’s “sixth burglar,” but his presence has never been adequately explored or explained. Why should this so-called sixth burglar be of such special interest to us today, as we attempt to solve the mysteries of Watergate? Has he ever been identified?

			Let’s ponder for a moment the likely presence of sixth man and his possible involvement in the burglary. We know that a sixth man was not in the DNC offices at the time of the arrests. And we know that none of the burglars has admitted to knowing of the sixth man in the office building that night. None of the accounts of Watergate figures, including those of the arrested individuals, acknowledges him or his presence. Woodward and Bernstein do not mention the sixth burglar in their bestselling book. Finally, the sixth burglar was not on Liddy’s payroll, which did include the five arrested men. So if there was a sixth man in the Watergate Office building on the early morning of June 17, 1972, he was likely not there on a White House or CRP mission.

			And even if Mullen was in some fashion a cover contractor for the CIA, the sixth burglar, unlike Hunt, was not acting under Mullen cover, nor was he ostensibly a CRP agent. And whatever his task was, it would have been of a different kind from the tasks carried out by the acknowledged five burglars. And if the sixth burglar had an agenda secret from the agenda of the five burglars, that would be highly significant, especially since the five burglars may have had an agenda secret from the White House. So, the possible sixth burglar presents one of Watergate’s most intriguing and puzzling mysteries.

			We leave this chapter with the overarching questions that presented themselves to the public on June 18, 1972, when the arrests were first reported. Why would Nixon forces want to break into the DNC? What were the burglars after? Was the CIA involved? If the CIA was involved, what was it after? To be sure, most of the public intuited that the burglary had to be connected to the upcoming presidential campaign but were simply puzzled as to how the burglary would advance the ball forward for the Nixon administration.

			But the converse question also implicitly posed was that if the burglary was not in any way directed to the campaign, what would be its purpose? And if not directed at the campaign, wouldn’t it make sense that Nixon and his inner circle likely had nothing to do with it? And if Watergate was not really an Oval Office program, did we remove a president from office for technical obstruction of an investigation into a burglary that he neither authorized nor understood the origin of?

			There is no doubt, of course, that Nixon technically obstructed justice on at least two occasions. But if this is so, why didn’t the Pulitzer Prize-winning newspapers tell us that his crime was technical, with no involvement in the underlying crime? In addition to this large hole in the Post’s reporting, the hundreds of seemingly authoritative books and articles about Watergate do not satisfactorily address these core issues. Luckily, however, there are sufficient bits and pieces of explanatory information that have been dug up by excellent researchers post-Watergate, which amount to illuminating needles in a massive haystack of otherwise intriguing but ultimately unnourishing information.

			Before we get deep into the Watergate woods, let us talk about the fascinating characters involved, of most of whom you have never heard. To these intriguing personalities we will now turn.
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CHAPTER 2

			WHAT’S PAST IS PROLOGUE

			We do not exaggerate when we tell you the story that will unfold on these pages will be richer than any political story in our country’s history. It will detail academic but interesting historical fact going back to 1787 and the meaning of our Constitution, exploring deeply some of its key details. Some of it will concern titillating tales of men seeking paid female escort services, while some will describe out-of-control spooks listening in on these intimate calls. Some will be about the most noble, ethical, and skillful of modern law enforcement. We will present evidence of a tawdry underbelly of our country’s intelligence service, an agency gone to the dark side.

			These chapters will feature honest government witnesses and abject liars. The narrative will feature energetic reporting of young journalists seeking the truth without fear or favor. It will feature a presidential administration with dark secrets to hide about its churlish behavior. It will also detail the way an unattractive, awkwardly resentful politician was unfairly smeared by a partisan press emboldened by its popular success.

			Some parts of the story will be uniquely personal. Others will reflect larger institutional prerogatives that transcend any individual motives. Some characters will be true patriots loyal to their country, while other characters will deviously undermine the legitimate function of the government which they swore under oath to serve. We will here profile a few of these characters and their motives.

			It was July 1969 when young Maureen Kane Biner, who had just lost her husband of two years to a tragic boating accident, was pondering what to do with her life. A California girl, she decided to spend some time in South Lake Tahoe, where California meets Nevada, featuring beach and boating fun in the summer and skiing in the winter. All year long, on the Nevada side of South Lake, in the town of Stateline, there was a lively casino night life. Soon Mo befriended a glamorous German-born woman named Heidi Rikan. Heidi had lived only briefly in Tahoe and was about to return to her previous hometown, Washington, DC, to start a business. Heidi urged Mo to come with her as she drove across the country. At the time, Heidi urged, Washington, DC, was an entertaining place full of interesting people, good female government jobs, and eligible men who could make Mo forget about the tragic loss of her husband.

			So after crossing the country with her friend, Mo did find a solid job in government. But more significantly, she developed a relationship with a dashing young lawyer with great ambition. His name was John Dean. Dean had been an up-and-coming government counsel and protégé of Attorney General John Mitchell. He then left the Department of Justice to take an exciting job as White House counsel to the Nixon administration.

			Soon, Dean and Mo Biner began living together. When John was traveling on an extended trip, Mo would often stay with Heidi. Heidi had a wealthy boyfriend, and Mo sometimes would borrow one of Heidi’s expensive furs. The two couples were friends, and the two women especially stayed in close touch. Heidi was a guest at the small wedding of John and Maureen in October of 1972. The close friendship between Mo and Heidi would ultimately prove to be one of the strands woven into the complex fabric which we today called Watergate.

			John was in a celebratory mood that October, not only because of the wedding, but also because he had just put to rest, he believed, a nagging possible embarrassment to the Nixon administration he served as White House counsel. It seems that there had been a seemingly silly, certainly odd and inexplicable, burglary of the Democratic National Committee headquarters in Washington, DC, the previous June. The original seven suspects—five burglars and two supervisors—had just been indicted. One had worked previously, perhaps not at the time of the burglary, at the White House and one at the CRP, the campaign arm of the White House.

			Many had early on suspected that others in the White House or CRP would be charged beyond the original seven. But the Department of Justice announced on September 15, 1972, that no more indictments were forthcoming. As a troubleshooter for this potential scandal, Dean had deftly guided his White House clients through choppy waters. He could now relax and go on a honeymoon with Mo.

			A number-two official in the FBI, one W. Mark Felt, was not pleased with this development. He was, that same September of 1972, devising a plan that he thought could possibly restart the same stalled Watergate investigation. All Felt wanted was permission for the FBI to continue to investigate and present any further findings to a grand jury. But his series of smoothly skillful bureaucratic entreaties, succinctly stating why the FBI needed to explore certain possible leads, were uniformly rebuffed by the chain of command going through the U.S. attorney in DC assigned to the prosecution, and up to the attorney general.

			Felt and Dean had dueled earlier that year. A young reporter named Brit Hume had uncovered a smoking gun: a memo written by a lobbyist for the ITT Corporation, a powerful international conglomerate, dealing with what appeared to be an explicit bribe of the Nixon administration. According to the memo, written by hard-drinking lobbyist Dita Beard, ITT had agreed to pay $400,000 in cash and $400,000 in hotel rooms for the Republican National Convention in exchange for the Nixon Justice Department to drop its antitrust case objecting to ITT’s purchase of the Hartford Insurance Company. Dean wanted Felt’s FBI to agree with the White House that the memo was a forgery, but Felt was not buying what Dean was selling, and the FBI authenticated the memo.

			When legendary FBI director J. Edgar Hoover died shortly after this, Felt, Hoover’s number two and his logical successor, was passed over, likely as a result of his stubborn rectitude in refusing to politicize the Bureau in the ITT scandal. Nixon, frustrated by the obstinacy of Hoover, wanted a director he could control. Instead of Felt, Nixon named L. Patrick Gray, a malleable Republican political hack. This choice, seemingly politically safe for Nixon, ultimately became a significant causative factor in the president’s eventual resignation.

			Years earlier, Hoover had alerted the Kennedy brothers, President John F. and Attorney General Robert, that young, emerging civil rights leader Martin Luther King Jr. was working closely with known communists. The Kennedys feared that exposure of this link would hurt them politically as King supporters, which they were quite openly. King repeatedly denied his involvement with the two, and Robert Kennedy reluctantly ordered Hoover to wiretap King to track any communications he might have with these suspected advisers. The wiretaps, however, yielded some highly unexpected fruits, far removed from Karl Marx.

			The commanding young preacher, it seemed, had a weakness for women of any color, and the matching charisma to attract them. The FBI wiretaps caught him frequently in the throes of sexual trysts, often with multiple partners, featuring loud exultations from the minister. The prudish Hoover’s visceral reaction was simply shock, but his aggressive, roguish intelligence chief William Sullivan wanted to use the incriminating tapes as a weapon to bully King, perhaps shame him into resigning his civil rights leadership, which Sullivan thought was inspired by communism, or worse, to push him into suicide.

			Sullivan secretly made a recorded montage of many of King’s excited commentaries while in flagrante delicto and mailed a copy of the tape to King’s home with an anonymous, untraceable letter, chillingly suggesting King knew what he “had to do.” Hoover always suspected Sullivan of this risky and stomach-turning act, notwithstanding Sullivan’s denials. Sullivan was also becoming too close for Hoover’s taste to the roguish black operations of the CIA. Hoover looked down upon the Agency as a thuggish rival who might get the FBI in trouble as the Bureau helped the CIA with its domestic operations.

			So, Hoover promoted above Sullivan his most capable, clever, senior agent to deal with his headstrong underling, eventually leading to Sullivan’s firing. The official’s name was W. Mark Felt, now after Sullivan’s bitter departure in line to succeed Hoover. Felt thought that his terminated rival was a disgrace; he wanted to erase Sullivan’s wrongs and clean up Felt’s beloved Bureau. Indeed, Sullivan’s churlish specter would later hover over the Watergate investigation led by Felt. Sullivan, at the time of the scandal out of the Bureau, would become an adviser to President Nixon on Watergate. This intriguing, bitter rivalry would profoundly affect this national debacle known as Watergate and would leave no one but the Washington Post unscathed.

			Meanwhile, a young DC lawyer, Phillip Mackin Bailley, was making his small but lurid mark as a lawyer representing a clientele consisting largely of prostitutes, a decently lucrative client base in the swinging Washington, DC, of the early 1970s. Bailley, a stocky, boyishly handsome, blue-eyed, fun-loving Irishman with an insatiable sexual appetite, had been just a few years earlier voted by his Catholic University law school classmates, “most likely to be disbarred.” He would soon prove deserving of this dubious accolade. It was not uncommon for Bailley to have close personal relationships with his prostitute clients, taking, it seemed, some fees in the form of his clients’ professional services.

			In the fall of 1971, one beautiful young madam named Cathy, who had dalliances with Bailley, asked Bailley if he could lure referrals from the nearby Democratic National Committee offices. Bailley dated a girl at the DNC and quickly arranged a pipeline. Her operation, Cathy assured Bailley, was protected by the CIA.

			Not too long after this, Bailley was having drinks at a Georgetown bar with a large group of like-minded young men, planning their continuing deviant exploits. Bailley passed around the table a nude photo of a young college student with whom the group had had their way at a recent raucous party. One of the group, a friend of a regular attendee, was a straight arrow and became understandably shocked. His conscience told him he should report this ugly scenario to the proper authorities. Like the other events we have here described, this gathering would be one of several interconnected events that would lead to the only forcible removal of a president in United States history.

			In May 1972, former Alabama governor George Wallace, a conservative Democrat, had been causing great mischief as a potential third-party presidential contender. It was unclear whether Wallace’s candidacy would draw more voters away from likely Democratic nominee George McGovern or from the more conservative Republican nominee, incumbent President Richard Nixon.

			On May 15, 1972, at a shopping center in the DC suburb of Laurel, Maryland, Wallace was shot and paralyzed by a would-be assassin, effectively ending Wallace’s viability as a candidate. Every reporter in the country was seeking the motive of the shooter, Arthur Bremer. Was he trying to help Nixon or McGovern? Was he a Republican or Democrat? Who put him up to that? Everyone wanted to know.

			Out of all the country’s interested reporters, the inside story was landed by cub reporter, Bob Woodward of the Washington Post, whose lowly assignment was covering local crime in Montgomery County, Maryland. Scooping all others, Woodward reported convincingly that the gunman, Arthur Bremer, was a crazed loner without political motive. It seems that Woodward had developed his story through a high official he had confidentially developed within the FBI. Woodward’s proven source led his editors to keep Woodward on the reporting of another local crime which also quickly became a national story: the burglary of the Democratic National Committee offices in the Watergate office building in Washington, DC, just one month after Wallace’s shooting.

			Months before the Watergate arrests, Washington, DC, lawyer Bernard “Bud” Fensterwald and his associate, Bob Smith, each had been hearing hilarious tales from a freewheeling friend, an alcoholic private eye long working the shadowy demimonde of Washington, DC. It seems that the investigator had been taping hookers and their johns, regularly regaling his drinking buddies with amusing recountings of the erotic proceedings.

			These are just a few of the odd tableaus that would eventually unite to cause the combustion of the explosive scandal today known as Watergate.

			Howard Hunt, an ostensibly “retired” CIA officer, was working in the summer of 1971 full-time for an international PR agency, Mullen and Company, when he began working part-time for the White House, hired in July 1971 by fellow Brown University alum, White House aide Charles Colson. Hunt had previously worked for the Office of Security (OS) of the CIA. He had been involved in the Bay of Pigs invasion of Cuba. Not long after his hire, the CRP hired James McCord, initially as a part-time director of security, later as a full-time employee.

			McCord was recently “retired” from the CIA and also had recently worked for the OS, as had Hunt. McCord also was a Bay of Pigs veteran. Yet his hire by the CRP was not helped or facilitated by Hunt, but by White House Secret Service chief Alfred Wong. Was the simultaneous hiring of the two retired agents, both formerly with OS of the CIA, nothing more than an amazing coincidence?

			McCord’s job had nothing to do with the White House or with Hunt. Later, when CRP general counsel Gordon Liddy introduced the two, they acted as if they had not previously known each other. Why would they deny having known one another?

			It was December 8, 1972. Dorothy Hunt, wife of Howard Hunt, was flying to Midway Airport in Chicago from Washington, DC. The approaching plane oddly lost altitude, clipped some trees as it approached Midway, causing a crash and the deaths of many on board, including Dorothy. Her body was found along with $10,000 in cash she was carrying with her. Her husband was scheduled to begin trial for the Watergate burglary just weeks later, in early January 1973. Why was she carrying cash? James McCord would later tell the Senate offhandedly that Dorothy was a “hush money” courier. But hush money to whom? Who was in Chicago that needed payment? There were no burglary or cover-up conspirators ever identified who lived in Chicago. Ever.

			Those who know a bit about Watergate know that the White House was paying money to the arrested suspects mainly, it was inferred, to keep them from pointing at higher-ups in the Nixon administration, thus the term “hush money.” But no one in the White House has ever written or said that Dorothy Hunt was a hush money courier, nor is there evidence she interacted with Nixon aides. In fact, her husband Howard was a hungry recipient of hush money, constantly demanding more for legal bills and financial support. Yes, perhaps he had a motive to help get the Cubans paid small amounts. But why would he, through his wife, be giving money away to someone in Chicago? None of the serial numbers on the bills matched any known White House slush fund cash and there were no burglary defendants in Chicago. To whom could she possibly be bringing money, and why? And was this hush money or something else? If McCord was giving a false explanation of Dorothy as a hush money courier, what would be his motive?

			It was March 24, 1972. White House consultant Howard Hunt asked his close friend and wannabe covert operator, Liddy, to a meeting with “retired” CIA physician Dr. Edward Gunn, often called the “poisons doctor.” The three discussed ways of killing or disabling by poison nettlesome columnist Jack Anderson. One of the methods they discussed was called “aspirin roulette.” The CIA would put one poison pill in a victim’s medicine container. After the victim takes the poison pill, the remaining tablets would all appear normal. This poisoning method, to be sure, was never employed against Anderson.

			Fast-forward to a year later. In May 1973, Deep Throat met reporter Bob Woodward for one of their late-night garage meetings. Normally calm and cool, Deep Throat was greatly agitated and fearful, warning Woodward, “Everyone’s life is in danger!” Did this dire warning ever materialize in a death? And if so, was aspirin roulette, a signature of the CIA poisons program, involved? Was the Gunn discussion part of a CIA operation, a White House operation, and if either one, why would Liddy be invited to the meeting? What was Hunt’s purpose in inviting Liddy, at the time a campaign lawyer for a campaign committee?

			Each of the vignettes we have just summarized, seemingly separate and isolated from one another, will eventually tie together as we solve the mysteries of Watergate.
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CHAPTER 3

			INFILTRATING THE WHITE HOUSE

			We have raised the strong possibility in Chapter 1 that the Oval Office may not have had an interest in burglarizing the DNC headquarters in June 1972, as all have historically believed, albeit while criticizing its wisdom. It certainly, we have noted, would not have had any curiosity about the calls on the phone of Spencer Oliver Jr., a minor and unimportant official, not even an employee of the DNC, who had nothing to do with the 1972 campaign. Isn’t it therefore a logical conclusion this likely would not, repeat not, have been an authorized White House operation? We have also pointed out the strange presence of CIA connections among the burglars.

			We have spoken of the employment by Mullen and Company of part-time White House consultant Howard Hunt. Mullen-associated attorney Douglas Caddy hired a lawyer for the burglars and attended the arraignment. Presumably it was Mullen paying the fee of the lawyer, Joseph Rafferty. So, was the burglary operation one sponsored by Mullen? And if so, in what capacity would Mullen be acting?

			If Hunt was working for Mullen in performing this decidedly non-PR work, why would he wish to also work for the White House, as he was doing part-time? Was his work for Mullen in some form or fashion disguised work for the CIA? What good would this do for the Agency, ultimately his sponsor under this scenario? Put differently, If Mullen were tied in with the CIA in its hiring of the ostensibly retired Hunt, why would the CIA wish to be involved in the Watergate burglary, seemingly on behalf of the Nixon administration? Why would the CIA want to participate in gaining campaign strategy if that is what the burglary was after? In response, it seems reasonable to say that the CIA would have no interest at all in a domestic political campaign. So back to the original question. Why would Mullen, or for that matter, the CIA, wish to be involved in political shenanigans if the burglary fell under that umbrella?

			But are we asking the wrong questions here? Maybe the question we should pose is that if the CIA had in fact infiltrated the Nixon White House through Hunt, what would the Agency stand to gain by that? And how would that purpose be furthered by breaking into the DNC?
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