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    INTRODUCTION




    “I shouted out, ‘who killed the Kennedys?’ When after all, it was you and me.”




    —The Rolling Stones, “Sympathy for the Devil”




    “… they know that there is a power somewhere, so organized, so subtle, so interlocked, so complete, so pervasive, that they had better not speak above their breath when they speak in condemnation of it.”




    —President Woodrow Wilson




    No one doubts the basic facts: at about 12:30 pm November 22 1963, the midnight blue Lincoln convertible carrying a campaigning American President John Fitzgerald Kennedy rolled slowly down Elm Street in Dallas, Texas, a quiet side route. Shots rang out. Not long thereafter, at Parkland Hospital, the president of the United States was pronounced dead.




    The decades race and tumble away like ball lightning across a wind-flattened Texas prairie. It is now generations ago when the rifles cracked and growled near the greensward now known to the world as Dealey Plaza that autumn day on which the course of world history changed radically, an ocean of time yawning between the United States of the 21st Century and the one of 1963, two very different countries.




    Slivers of new information surface here or there from time to time, whereupon some researchers snap and slaver like sharks pirouetting beneath a dripping chum-bucket for it. Spinners, liars and fools hog increasingly-controlled corporate media spotlights and microphones every November with ‘analysis,’ pursing their lips and tsk-tsk-ing all the way to the next block of commercials for ipods, nicotine patches, diet dog food, cell phones, electronic cigarettes, adult diapers and computer parts, none of which were on the market in 1963. But the whole truth about the horrific public execution of an American president remains at least partially hidden in the mists surrounding a dark swamp of disinformation.




    Since 1963 Americans have scratched their heads in puzzlement over what exactly occurred that fateful autumn day in Dallas. (Most people in the rest of the world who recall the events surrounding the assassination or have studied it carefully believe the decision to execute Kennedy was made by a power-hungry clique placed in the upper echelons of the US government.) “The police killed him,” said France’s Charles de Gaulle with finality after the French intelligence agency (then called SDEC, now known as DGSE) advised him that the US Federal Bureau of Investigation’s Division Five, in consort with the American Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA,) operating secretly behind Permindex, a US intelligence agency-financed business front, was caught trying to kill De Gaulle based on his position favoring Algerian independence, a position shared since his earliest days in the US Senate by John F. Kennedy.




    “I guess we’ll never really know what happened,” is an often-heard comment in the few places where the complicated subject of the JFK hit is discussed at all anymore—coffee shops, college history seminars now and then, an occasional lecture, dinner tables.




    Surveys done in the 1990’s showed that about 11 per cent of the American public still believed the 1964 Warren Commission Report, as it is called, one of the US government’s two official versions of the events occurring that day on that gentle down-sloping, tree-shaded stretch of Elm Street leading into a dark tunnel beneath a railroad switch yard.




    In the late 1970’s the US House Special Committee on Assassinations (HSCA) issued a report saying Kennedy was “probably” killed as the result of a conspiracy, yet the committee still maintained that a shot fired by Lee Harvey Oswald slew the president.




    However the HSCA report was immediately repudiated by the FBI, which has continued to endorse the Warren Commission Report. The Commission’s Report—issued shortly prior to the 1964 presidential election by a panel hand-picked by Kennedy’s successor by law, President and former US Senator Lyndon ‘Lyin’ Lyndon’ Johnson of Texas, merely ratified the Sunday-after opinion by the Dallas Police. Johnson’s panel, including several known Kennedy enemies and at least one longtime pawn of Dixie Mafia kingpin Carlos Marcello, (as was Johnson himself) said the sole shooter was a young New Orleans man, Lee Oswald, who used a cheap, antiquated, Italian-made bolt action rifle with a maladjusted toy-like scope, a sling made for a musical instrument, along with what was later found to be aging US intelligence agency-procured ammunition, and no bullet-bearing magazine for his rifle, to fire from the sixth floor of the Texas School Book Depository after first allowing the presidential motorcade to crawl past a few feet directly in front of and just beneath his gun-muzzle, a lone nut recently hired as a Depository stock boy, the timeworn story still shouted and touted as gospel by the US corporate media and the federal government.




    The Commission said Oswald had no known motive, and that Dallas club owner Jack Ruby’s execution of Oswald while he was being escorted by Dallas cops was random. In America the case was closed first by the Dallas Police Department on November 24, 1963, then again several months later by the Warren Commission and the American corporate media, sometimes nowadays collectively called MSM—mainstream media. Foreign media and historians however, have always told a radically different story and have always asked the right questions.




    “An absurd fairy tale,” New Orleans District Attorney (later Judge) Jim Garrison would label the government/media version of events, as his office made the only attempt by any elected law enforcement official with subpoena power to seriously investigate what had really happened, an investigation which revealed much, but was flawed and incomplete in the end, balked at every turn by the US government.




    The Warren Commission was easily manipulated by well-known enemies of the Kennedy family. It had no subpoena power or access to competent, trained investigators—a cadre of lawyers was hired to act as investigators, many of them never leaving Washington, none of them authorized to cross-examine witnesses, none trained in investigative techniques.




    The Commission arrived at badly-skewed conclusions, but did manage to release some print and photographic evidence relating to the case, though members ignored most of it, as most members had ignored Commission meetings and discussions during the panel’s tenure. Even Garrison’s worst critics admitted that the fighting DA placed more extensive, vital, pertinent, and accurate evidence before the world and was able to better delineate the anatomy of the plot, identify key players in it, and show in a public setting for the first time the so-called Zapruder Film (now labeled a CIA fabrication by many experts who have carefully studied it.)




    The jury that tried his case against a prominent New Orleans man later found to have been a deep-cover CIA agent said Garrison proved a conspiracy existed to kill Kennedy, but didn’t have enough evidence at trial time to tie the accused, Crescent City businessman Clay Shaw, to the assassination. Shaw’s longtime, deep-cover ties to the CIA only became publicly known several years after his trial.




    The bulk of the work of finding out what actually happened so long ago on that shady Dallas side street has fallen to researchers, as they have become known, private citizens, housewives, ex-newsmen and ex-cops, academics, people in and outside of Washington, Dallas and New Orleans. Much has been revealed but much is still hidden or obscured. One thing appears certain—the US-based media and the federal government have not shown the slightest willingness or inclination to solve this incredible mystery, will not investigate further, and moreover will continue to hold hands and chant what Judge Jim Garrison called the “great lie:” a lone nut stock boy with no motive and an abysmal Marine Corps record of barely-marginal “marksmanship,” using a worn-out bolt rifle with a toy-like scope, no magazine for his weapon, and an ill-fitting sling, while displaying never-equaled, world-class expert professional weapons skills, killed JFK by hitting his target, a human head, roughly 260 feet away downrange and moving on a sloping gradient, namely Elm Street.




    Nowadays a full 26-volume English-language edition of the Warren Commission Report is something of a rare find in many regional American libraries. (The Report was printed in several languages, but in one edition only, a futile effort to convince cynical foreigners, who loudly scoffed at it from the beginning.)




    Most libraries have a way of retiring older or badly-worn books and the Commission’s Report was unwieldy and space-hogging from the day it was released, US government planes busily flying crates of the books all around the world so as to exonerate the President-by-assassination, Lyndon Johnson.




    Condensations of the Report can still be found on some library shelves, but readers obtain only the circumlocutory conclusions reached by Lyndon Johnson’s hand-picked panel and do not see the great body of evidence which belies the summation. Marina Oswald Porter was one of the first to point out that the summation seems to totally ignore the presented evidence.




    Some big city, archival, research and university libraries still keep all 26 volumes. No index was produced by the Commission, making it just that much harder to use the books. Researcher the late Sylvia Meagher did prepare and introduce an index; however it is not always available and not always paired with the 26 volumes in existing collections. “Few Americans read,” said the Commission’s Allen Dulles, who lost his longtime job as CIA director when he and his top agents lied to John Kennedy about the mood of the Cuban people, then bungled the quixotic 1961 Bay of Pigs invasion.




    I list some Warren Commission evidence, and also draw freely from other writers who have studied and used it. There is little trustworthy primary research material available in this complicated case. Much of what exists has been carefully sifted, spun, suppressed, and doctored, including the fabled Zapruder Film, or Z-film, as it has become known. Evidence has been destroyed outright or hidden forever, and as Garrison said in the Eighties, the “trail is cold.”




    Along with Garrison, pioneering work on the JFK case was also done early-on by the likes of Harold Weisburg, Mark Lane, and Meagher (who also wrote Accessories After the Fact, a solid indictment of Lyndon Johnson and his cronies and the US intelligence agencies.) Generally speaking, anyone who publicly questions the Warren Commission Report can expect to be loudly excoriated by the US-based corporate media as Garrison was (and continues to be long after his death.)




    Some researchers seem to still nourish the hope that one fine day the US government will draw back the curtain on a magic mountain of evidence, that on that hallowed day the truth will emerge, glowing and triumphant, from some dark vault.




    




    * * *




    Anyone alive and cognizant at the time of the assassination clearly recalls exactly where they were and what they were doing that balmy autumn Friday. I was a student at a large university in the southeast.




    It was only a few minutes after 2 pm Eastern Daylight Time, the 10-minute period between class-changes, intervals when the wide, shaded sidewalks of the quad became choked with students and professors making their appointed rounds, most, as I was, lost in their own thoughts, many of these revolving around rapidly-approaching fall term exams, the sound of shuffling footsteps and a snippet or two of conversation heard here and there... As a sidewalk X-ed into another, someone approaching the knot of students I was with spotted an acquaintance. In a non-excited, almost conversational tone, he said, “Hey buddy, did you hear? President Kennedy’s been shot and killed in Dallas!” In fact, doctors had just pronounced Kennedy dead minutes before the student’s casually-voiced announcement.




    I don’t know why, but I believed him immediately. (And I have never forgotten the image of those faceless crowds continuing to shuffle along the shade-dappled sidewalks in near-silence toward the waist of the quad beneath the campus’s crop of hulking, gnarled, old live oak trees, their teardrop-shaped leaves a brilliant green on that late autumn day half a century ago.)




    It was November 23 before I saw a newspaper with a Dealey Plaza graphic showing the so-called ‘sniper’s lair’ on the sixth floor of the Texas School Book Depository, and a dotted line purporting to show the path of the bullets from the suspect’s bolt-action rifle. I remember thinking even then—no way.




    A onetime rifle team member, I wondered: what sort of shooter would wait to fire at a diminishing and reduced-in-mass target in the rear seat of a limousine then moving downhill and far downrange, when an easy, short-range upper body frontal shot was readily available as the open car crawled toward Houston Street, slowing to near-stopping for two tight turns to be executed just a few feet beneath the accused shooter’s sights? (The answer, which came much later: the space and angles needed for proper triangulation of fire for the Dealey Plaza sniper teams’ rifle volleys were not available on Houston Street.)




    Put another way, there was to be no gamble—it was to be all or nothing. Kennedy had to die and no chance would be taken with time for the one shooter (assuming Lee Oswald was the assassin, for which no proof of any kind has ever been introduced,) to make only that one shot, albeit an excellent one, available on Houston Street.




    Even under the best of circumstances, the slug might have missed or only wounded the target, in which case JFK would have been behind steel barriers for the rest of his time in office and every resource of the US government would have been vigorously turned out to immediately hunt down whoever did the shooting—and the plotting.




    WHO KILLED JFK?




    It could be argued that few assassinations have altered history’s course more than this one in Dallas those generations ago. John F. Kennedy had become vocal on plans to end the so-called Vietnam War, (the Living Room War,) still then in a near-nascent—but quickly growing—stage.




    The US had leaped eagerly and foolishly into the Indochina quagmire, learning nothing from the ignominious defeat of French arms at Dien Bien Phu in 1954, (or the humiliating stalemate handed to the US-led coalition in Korea shortly prior to that,) promising to shoulder the burden carried theretofore by French colonialists, to buck the tide of modern history, paying the freight for France as she rapidly pulled out of southeast Asia.




    Elections scheduled in Vietnam for 1954 were canceled by the US, the ‘domino theory’ introduced, immediately and continuously puffed by the corporate US press for the next 20-plus years. (Nothing more was ever heard in the US-based media about the domino theory—that if Vietnam fell to the Communists, so would her neighbors—after the last Americans left Vietnam clinging to helicopter struts in 1975.)




    Shortly after the French pullout, a US-financed government and bogus nation, ‘South Vietnam,’ were proclaimed. US forces became more and more visible in Indochina in the late 1950’s, first in the form of aviation wings and support groups, then quickly escalating into first so-called ‘advisors,’ then ground troops, riverine expeditions, land and carrier-based air sorties, and heavy offshore naval patrols.




    But it was much more than Vietnam. Following the 1961 Bay of Pigs fiasco, Kennedy had said, (as reported in the New York Times on April 25, 1965, well after the assassination ) “I will break the CIA into a thousand pieces and scatter them to the four winds,” possibly voicing his own death warrant. Even though he was aware that his Democrat Party, with a big assist from his family’s friends in the Chicago Mafia, had stolen the 1960 elections and that his mandate was razor-thin, he sought to rule with full presidential authority, failing to realize or acknowledge that the magnitude of power transferred to US military higher-ups and intelligence agencies during World War II (and to the CIA, which emerged after WWII,) had never been completely re-invested in the White House.




    After Hiroshima, the United States would be operated by the three traditional branches, the legislative, the executive, and the judicial—only now there was to be a fourth, unheralded, unpublicized branch, one which would eventually come to shape military affairs and foreign policy as postwar America became a national security state.




    * * *




    Kennedy can be seen as the major victim of the Cold War, publicly executed by those power-wielders in and out of government who seem to actually run things—the High Cabal, as Winston Churchill called them, or the Secret Team, or the Military-Industrial Complex, President Dwight Eisenhower’s phrase, or the Establishment, always a popular media term, or sometimes the Power Elite, sociologist C. Wright Mills’ designation.




    Kennedy’s brains were spattered onto Elm Street as a message and a warning to all who succeed him: we, not you, will rule.




    Powerful and highly-placed underlings, people from a generation older than his, who felt they knew better than he did, and entities with interests differing from those of the American people, along with gangsters Kennedy and his family could not control formed the loose-knit but highly-placed, very determined ‘umbrella organization’ that passed his death sentence with nothing more than a nod of the head and a faint, cool smile of agreement as to what was to happen to him.




    They—or their successors—are still in control today, some in, some out of government.




    A Secret Team member of today might be a powerful US or foreign-based businessman, representing a circle of others like him, bankers, oilmen, defense contractors; he (or she) might be a spokesperson for an informal league of high-ranking military officers, seeking to advance a viewpoint or endorsing a new weapon or strategy, or vehemently unhappy with a current one; or a top level intelligence-agency executive or, as noted, a well-placed lobbyist, foreign or domestic, or all of the above.




    As of the early 21st Century, some foreign nations, Israel, Saudi Arabia, the United Arab Emirates, South Korea, and surprisingly, Turkey, (Turkish lobbyists proved themselves powerful enough to have a US Congressional resolution condemning the Turks’ murderous role in the Armenian Genocide quashed in recent years) prominent among them, had drastically increased their Washington profiles via their lobbying—and payouts ( recycled from US taxpayer foreign aid money and in some cases from petroleum and/or ‘military aid’ revenues, from the 1970’s onward in the form of both campaign money and either direct or under-the-table ‘donations’—not to mention free plane rides, golfing junkets, ‘home improvements,’ and overseas trips ) lavished upon federal-level US politicians, making those and several other foreign nations, personified by their lobbyists, among the latest and possibly most alarmingly potent contenders for top power-wielding positions on the 21st Century’s High Cabal. “They make fools and slaves of us—and they use our own money to do it,” as my philosophical liquor store clerk often puts it.




    Any American politician running for federal-level office since the 1970’s (and earlier in some more populous districts) in order to obtain large, needed campaign contributions used to pay campaign promotional staff and television stations, has felt pressure to pledge private, behind-the-scenes allegiance to big-money foreign and/or domestic interests prior to delivery of such contributions, then, if and when elected, to offer assistance in opening the floodgates of the US Treasury to nations or special interests represented by these lobbyists.




    If the deep-pockets foreign lobbyists should encounter a squeamish office-seeker (and few American politicians are squeamish when it comes to money,) these vast stores of foreign-controlled election funds (again, siphoned from US aid money or oil revenues) will go straightaway to the initially-selected candidate’s election opponent.




    By the late 1970’s, both the US House of Representatives and the US Senate had come under the sway of the Israeli lobby AIPAC (American/Israeli Political Action Committee) which puts up campaign funds to pay for expensive television advertising spots for US candidates craving campaign money, people seen daily on C-span, CNN and other MSM network outlets giving speeches about how they love America, often with the US flag waving or displayed in the background, many with a US flag stuck in their lapel, though their loyalty lies far beyond US borders.




    As a direct result of this, (to cite an example,) today US taxpayers annually hand over about $25 billion to the seven million foreign citizens who live in Israel, a simple, no-strings, across-the-board gift, this lump sum including massive military, educational, infrastructure, and agricultural subsidies.




    This represents more funding per year than is received by the US Department of Health, Education and Welfare, a cabinet-level agency assigned to serve the interests of the roughly 300 million American citizens. The US Congress is easily purchased with a small part of this magnanimous sum.




    Around the turn of the 21st Century, the then-leader of Israel, Ariel Sharon, famously said: “We (in Israel) control America—and the Americans know it.” Examples of this can be seen anywhere, every day. Estimates put the number of homeless in the US at several million people, yet American taxpayer money builds luxury housing in Israel and pays air fare—mostly from Russia—to bring in occupants for such homes.




    Egypt had been gifted to the tune of $3 billion per year since 1979 in turn for adopting a public posture of not hating Israel. After the so-called Arab Spring of 2011 and the fall of the then-dictator in Cairo, US ‘aid’ began flowing directly to the sordid collection of Egyptian military and totalitarian figures who emerged holding that nation’s reins.




    Upon retiring from the US Senate, longtime South Carolina solon Ernest Hollings said in disgust, “You can’t have an Israeli policy other than what (Israel lobby) AIPAC (American-Israeli Political Action Committee) gives you around here.” Argentinean journalist Adrian Salbuchi, who has written much about the power of AIPAC, calls the lobby’s payoffs to American politicians “the hijacking of US foreign policy.”




    * * *




    Assassination—often called high-class murder—is a generic crime.




    It can happen anywhere, anytime to anyone in power or wielding authority. Abraham Lincoln kept a large envelope in his desk, labeled “ASSASSINATIONS.”




    After his death about 80 more or less serious written threats on his life were found in it. At the time of Lincoln’s murder, history had already turned a corner, so to speak. The Civil War was won, the slaves free, the west open, the economy booming.




    Had Lincoln, born a Southerner, lived, the defeated South would likely not have had to endure the years of economic sanctions meted out by vengeful Radical Republicans, that economic hardship doubtless fostering the rise of a long-enduring racism in some areas of the Old Confederacy.




    The high point of Kennedy’s time in office was the Nuclear Test-ban Treaty. Can it be said today that the pendulum of history had reached its arc in his day? He might have aborted the Indochina wars, some say.




    JFK himself, shortly before his execution, discussed how easily any president’s term could be ended by a gunman.




    After a rainy-evening Fort Worth reception he casually mentioned to his wife, Jacqueline, how a shooter could have mingled with the throng of people, all eager to see and possibly meet the president.




    Kennedy said it would have been easy for an assassin to draw a pistol out of a briefcase, use it, then vanish into the crowd of well-wishers, dropping the encased weapon on the floor before disappearing into the stormy night. “If they get me, then they get me,” he was heard to say. “He knows he’s a marked man,” said Joseph Milteer, known in assassination files as the ‘Miami Prophet.’




    The following morning, not long before he was to die, Kennedy said, “If anybody really wants to shoot the president of the United States, it is not a very difficult job—all one has to do is to get on a high building some day with a telescopic rifle, and there is nothing anybody can do to defend against such an attempt.”




    There can be no question about it, John F. Kennedy had warts. He often lied to the public about his personal life, what had really happened when PT 109 went down in Blackett Strait, his family’s strong ties to the Chicago and New York Mafia, about who really wrote the book for which he hypocritically accepted the Pulitzer Prize, Profiles in Courage.




    A deep, shadowy secret was kept about his and his brother Robert’s ceaseless attempts to do in Cuban Premier Fidel Castro, and of the horrific fate which befell their sister, Rosemary, and about the brothers’ tag-team romancing of Marilyn Monroe.




    Kennedy tried to cover up his unbridled womanizing and was more or less successful at it, a ‘tame’ corporate-controlled media helping the president hide this particular peccadillo even as his own Secret Service protective squad seethed with hatred—or envy—over this facet of the life of their boss. (However overseas media, particularly, when it came to JFK’s romantic life, the Italian sensationalist press, had a field day, regularly and minutely covering Kennedy’s ongoing adventures with various women.)




    It is now no secret that Sam Giancana’s Chicago wing of the Mafia delivered the crucial votes of Cook County, Illinois, and thus the electoral votes of the entire state to John Kennedy in 1960, then demanded the return of Cuba—until 1959 the American Mafia’s international headquarters, their heroin processing labs, prostitution operations, hotels, resorts, and gambling clubs snatched away from them by Fidel Castro. “Cuba por Cubanos! Cuba si, Yanquis no!” bellowed El Jefe into the microphone-banks.




    STOLEN ELECTORAL VOTES




    The Kennedy-Johnson Democrat ticket, thanks to the stolen electoral votes of Texas and Illinois, squeaked to victory by about 100,000 votes—a margin of about two votes per precinct across the nation. (Vice- presidential candidate Lyndon Johnson and his cronies delivered Texas by having about 100,000 Lone Star State Republican votes ‘disqualified.’) But when Giancana dialed JFK’s father, Joseph ‘Hitler Wasn’t So Bad’ Kennedy to find out when the wiseguys (as Mafioso are called in the South) could again start fleecing US tourists at the Sans Souci, the Capri, the Tropicana, and their other casinos in downtown Havana and reopen their Cuban smack labs, old Joe didn’t have an answer.




    History leaves little doubt that the ignominious defeat of the CIA’s rag-tag expeditionary force (working under The Agency’s so-called Operation 40 and dubbed Assault Brigade 2506, which was cobbled together during the Eisenhower administration under operations officer Vice-president Richard M. Nixon) at Bay of Pigs in April 1961 sealed the fate of John F. Kennedy, infuriating, unifying and galvanizing his powerful enemies, jump-starting them and launching them down the road to action against him.




    The president unabashedly took Mafia money. He took the women (called ‘swallows’ in intelligence agency jargon) they sent. He used their soldiers to fix his election. Then he ignored them.




    A deal is a deal, especially to wiseguys.




    He left hanging the cloak-and-dagger gang and the exilo force of waiters, students, ex-Batista goons, fishermen, farmers, bartenders and mechanics The Agency had talked into doing the fighting those beautiful April days on the beach at the little hamlet called Giron, on the south coast of Cuba, denying air support—or so the spooks’ own off-the-shelf rumor ran.




    There had to be payback. (Brigade 2506 survivors were finally ransomed, due largely to the efforts of Robert Kennedy, in December of 1962 and returned to Miami, where President and Mrs. Kennedy addressed the men and their families at the Orange Bowl, Jackie Kennedy speaking in flawless Spanish.)




    Tampa godfather Santos Trafficante Jr., (hereinafter also referred to as Santos Trafficante, who took over his father’s well-established worldwide rackets network in 1954 upon the death of Santos, Sr.,) the padrone of parts of Europe and the Orient, of all of Florida and the southeastern US and the Caribbean, himself a CIA asset, (though he continuously mocked the spooks who forced millions into his hands, calling them half-wits and fools,) told FBI informant Jose Aleman in September 1962, “This man Kennedy does not keep his word. He is in trouble and he’s going to get what’s coming to him.” Aleman, a businessman asking the godfather for a loan at the time, differed, advancing the idea that Santos had it wrong, that JFK would be easily re-elected in 1964. “You don’t understand,” muttered Santos, “He’s gonna be hit...”




    Most Americans are now aware of the longstanding ties between US intelligence and the American and Sicilian Mafia organizations, going back at least to World War II when the Office of Naval Intelligence (ONI) and J. Edgar Hoover’s Federal Bureau of Investigation reached an accord with Mafia chieftains, (known to history as Operation Underworld,) among them Charles Salvatore ‘Lucky’ Luciano, to keep sabotage minimal on the Atlantic coast docks, later coming to an accommodation with Vito Genovese, who had fled to Italy in 1937 to beat a New York murder rap. Genovese, born in Italy, upon returning there immediately began cooperating with Benito Mussolini’s fascist government. He made a fortune by supplying rationed goods such as sugar and other foodstuffs, tobacco products, tires, and weapons to eager buyers.




    Approached later in the war by Luciano and US intelligence agents, Genovese would flip-flop just prior to the Allied invasion of Sicily, persuaded to cooperate so that Allied soldiers would have an easier time of it while sweeping Nazi and Mussolini troops off the island. Thanks to Lucky’s persuasive powers, Don Vito’s hoods showed the location of German airfields to advancing US and British forces and carried out sabotage and executions behind enemy lines, etc. Thanks to his assistance, Genovese was allowed back into the US after the fighting ended.




    And large populations of anti-Castro Cubans in Florida, New Jersey and Louisiana, many of them already integral parts of the US intelligence loop since Castro had taken power on the island in 1959, stood ready to help, furious at JFK’s alleged denial of air cover for the miniscule CIA ‘brigade’ sent ashore at Bay of Pigs in April 1961.




    A CIA-approved plan for a limited number of air strikes was shown to Kennedy in advance of the Bay of Pigs operation. He asked if the spooks could stick to it. They assured him they could. He then held them to the original plan. Even so, they still ran air strikes unbeknownst to Kennedy, rapidly finding out that absolutely nothing was going to work those long April days amidst the dunes and pine woods, the mangrove swamps and coral reefs surrounding the Bay of Pigs.




    Of course plenty of assassination money was available from the bloc of Texas oil billionaires angered at Kennedy’s announced plans to end the oil depletion allowance, likewise from top-end enraged Mafiosi, and from powerful Kennedy-haters at the CIA and the FBI.




    Historians say no one despised JFK more than US military higher-ups after the extra CIA-demanded air cover from Florida and from a nearby US Navy carrier was refused by Kennedy at Bay of Pigs and the thousands of US Marines hunkered down on several Navy ships rocking on warm seas just off the southern coast of Cuba, men who would have gone up against Castro’s 240,000 troops and the 17,000 or so Russian soldiers then on the island, were told to stand down.




    ANGER AT WHITE HEAT




    This pent-up anger and resentment against Kennedy and his brother flared to white heat in October 1962 when JFK’s so-called ExComm Committee decided to seek a non-military solution to what became known as the Cuban Missile Crisis, and the young president actually kept his word to the Russians after the heart-stopping threat of a US-USSR nuclear exchange had passed, to cease all offensive actions and cancel all invasion plans against Cuba.




    Cui bono? Who stood to benefit most? None other than Vice-president Lyndon Johnson himself, J. Edgar Hoover’s 20-year across-the-street Washington neighbor, who had regaled friends since childhood with tales of how he would one day become president, (a man who by the 1960’s knew his genetically-inherited poor health allowed him at best only a few years to fulfill his fervent lifelong goal—provided voters approved,) only to see his carefully-laid plans thwarted by the Kennedys.




    The demise of JFK would bring him to immediate power, would deflect increasingly-annoying press attention on corruption and graft by cronies close to him like Bobby Baker and Billy Sol Estes, and would eliminate that pesky requirement of having to go through an election. It would give him, as the new president, total control over whatever might follow (Johnson and his friends already held sway over the system of ‘Texas justice’ in place at the time.)




    Hoover knew that, as he faced mandatory age-retirement on his 70th birthday in 1965, only a presidential decree could keep him in office and that such an order would never come from Kennedy, a man he hated and who knew Hoover had kept him under illegal surveillance for many years, both electronic and visual.




    Neither Hoover nor anyone else had any doubts: Kennedy would be easily re-elected in 1964, by the biggest landslide in history, most likely. Though most US-based corporate media, both print and electronic, had maintained an almost daily howl against him since he had been in office, he would be certain to have one of the largest mandates on record. Ousted CIA Director Allen Dulles, still seething after his forced ‘resignation’ from The Company following the Bay of Pigs debacle knew who might help from inside the CIA, and that his revenge would be sweet, indeed.




    All three men, Hoover, Johnson, and Dulles, would play crucial roles in the well-organized cover-up which followed the assassination. The Fort Worth newspapers reported a visit by Allen Dulles to Johnson’s ranch in Texas in the days just prior to the assassination. J. Edgar Hoover and Richard Nixon were known to have been in Dallas-Fort Worth as late as the evening before and the morning of the assassination.




    With Kennedy gone, no one—with the actual power to do so, anyway—would ever threaten to break up the CIA again, as Kennedy had, and surely neighbor Lyndon Johnson would leave neighbor J. Edgar Hoover in office via presidential decree, a circumstance that in fact occurred following the execution.




    With vital evidence locked away from public eyes until 2039 by decree of Johnson, and other critical evidence destroyed outright, it is likely that the complete story may never emerge. However, thanks to the large community of citizen researchers, balked at every turn over the years by the US government, and lawmen like New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison, it has become possible to gain an idea of the anatomy of the plot and a feeling for the profile of the plotters who dared to spatter a president’s brains into the street that long-ago day when God was in His heaven, the nation was innocent, and the American people still trusted their government and their media—another world, to anyone old enough to remember.




    Thousands of books have now been published which debunk the Warren Commission Report, (which was very much discounted in the US by the public by the late 1960’s, but never by US-based corporate media outlets, which still propagate and tout it today and continue to mock and ignore its critics and questioners—however the Report was scornfully rejected at all levels abroad from the get-go.)




    In keeping with what has become one of the greatest mysteries of all time, compounded by an obvious media and government cover-up and clear lack of desire to investigate, there has come to exist a multiplicity of theories, each possessing larger or smaller grains of truth, ranging from a Mafia-did-it theme to a rightwing hit theory, the idea that it was a plot authored by the H. L. Hunt-led Texas oil billionaires, to the Castro-planned-it notion, to DA Garrison’s thesis that the plot came direct from US intelligence higher-ups, fearful that Kennedy might actually end the Cold War—and the billions they were raking off from it per year, then close down the CIA and leave defense contractors in the lurch by also ending the just-blossoming Indochina warfare.




    Garrison was severely criticized for not pointing the finger at a man said to have been his friend, an eager Kennedy-hater, New Orleans’ famed capo della tutti capi, The Little Man, Carlos Marcello, who also controlled the Texas Mafia, said to have helped plan—and pay for—the assassination.




    For the record, Garrison always denied he knew the diminutive don and often said he doubted that every accusation made against Marcello was truthful.




    Possibly Garrison felt he could get a conviction or a confession out of the intelligence agency players in the plot that would implicate the Boss of the Bayous—if the plot could be fully exposed, Carlos might then fall of his own weight.




    * * *




    I was too young to vote for Kennedy, but liked him better than his opponent. As a teen-ager, I cared little about politics, but I remember a groundswell of across-the-board popular approval when the president secured the Nuclear Test-ban Treaty with the Soviet Union.




    John Kennedy was continuously savaged by the press in the South, where I grew up, and by most electronic and newspaper editorialists in other regions of the US as well, however the feeling that he would be handily re-elected in 1964 persisted, a feeling which probably contributed heavily to his assassination, the timing of which has been carefully studied by several researchers, occurring as it did immediately before the looming year’s end holiday season, with presidential campaign stumping to begin in earnest the following January—roughly five weeks away. (Could plot-managers have felt that the public’s numbed collective mind would be assuaged after the grisly open-air execution by upcoming Thanksgiving-Christmas-New Year’s cheer?)




    In 1964, inevitably, other candidates would emerge via the media, seen and heard on the New Hampshire-Iowa campaign trail in the cold snows of January, along with, as it turned out, the music of the Beatles, a longhaired rock group from Liverpool, and soon, their friends and rivals, the Rolling Stones and other UK musical groups, who would fill American concert venues and market millions of records Stateside for years, a time recalled as the British Invasion in rock music history.




    The strangely soothing effect of early Beatles music on a grieving nation, well-remembered by anyone alive and cognizant at the time, in essence provided the end-notes to one of the darkest chapters in US history as well as the opening segue to what would become the famous, turmoil-wracked Sixties—the Vietnam Era, Freedom Summer, the Haight-Asbury, Woodstock Nation, Hell No, We Won’t Go, Tune In, Turn On, and Drop Out, Peace & Freedom, and Power to the People.




    The Beatles actually arrived in the US on February 7 1964, but jukeboxes and radio dee-jays featured their music well prior to that. As songwriter John Fogerty put it, “Four guys from England...took us by the hand.”




    I was a journalist with the New Orleans newspapers during Garrison’s investigation and Clay Shaw’s trial, which came to an end in 1969, and can never forget those excitement-charged days when the six-foot-seven-inch tall local DA—labeled the Jolly Green Giant by jive-talking New Orleans attorney Dean Andrews and others, slowly set forth his evidence, including finally, during the 1969 trial, the so-called Zapruder Film, kept from public view since 1963.




    Garrison revealed the machinations of Crescent City businessman Clay Shaw, who, years after his trial ended, was identified as a high-ranking, longtime CIA contract operative and US head of Permindex, the CIA-financed organization which had repeatedly paid kill teams to eliminate French President Charles de Gaulle. (Some people have permanent, everyday jobs working for the CIA in various capacities. Others work on an ‘on-call,’ or by-the-job basis, this latter—large—group known as ‘contract agents.’)




    Unlike all other mainstream US corporate media, the New Orleans newspapers (but not the city’s electronic media, however) covered the Garrison investigation honestly and well, reporting day-to-day developments in the case not always reported to the world’s newspaper-reading public, maintaining an objective, fair stream of coverage until the acquittal of Clay Shaw in 1969.




    Then, however, the newspapers’ editorial writers joined the city’s electronic media and viciously and repeatedly began excoriating and attacking Garrison on their opinion pages, joining in the ever-rising national-level chorus of criticism managed by corporate-controlled media and intelligence agency professionals, attacking the fighting New Orleans district attorney, who proved a conspiracy existed to kill the president to the only jurors who ever heard an assassination-related case.




    Later the States-Item, the city’s evening newspaper, the organ which broke the story of the Garrison probe, was closed down.




    DA Garrison tracked the pre-assassination day-to-day goings-on in the lives of people like David Ferrie, the rabid anti-Castro CIA contract pilot, FBI Division Five operative and New Orleans Mafia legman who is said to have played an integral part in planning the murder, Clay Shaw serving as the cut-out between the likes of Ferrie, CIA contract man Guy Banister, and people such as the CIA’s high-ranking David Atlee Phillips and L. Mortimer Bloomfield, a high-ranking Israeli intelligence agent also associated with the CIA and with Hoover’s Division Five munitions police, men who not only supplied wherewithal and funneled in money to feed the plot, but produced Lee Oswald himself, the all-important patsy, later identified as a paid FBI informer and with near-hidden, but strange, frequent lifelong contacts with various US intelligence agencies—including the CIA’s MK-ULTRA dope/hypnosis program—and known through his family to the New Orleans Mafia, also known, strangely, to people in close contact with Lyndon B. Johnson.




    Lee Oswald hated his domineering, over-protective, controlling mother. Some researchers now say she may have been replaced, possibly after or during the time Lee, then a public school student, did a stint at Youth House detention center in New York City. Some researchers now claim that the various, highly dissimilar pictures of the woman said to be Lee’s mother are in fact several different women, all said to have been CIA handmaidens. See Images 100 and 200, Chapter XII.




    The post-assassination story released to the world by officialdom has it that Oswald and his mother moved to New York to be near Lee’s half-brother John Pic and his new family, however Marguerite told John Caro, a Youth House officer, that Lee was in New York to undergo extensive ‘mental testing’ at a well-known local hospital, possibly on orders issued by the CIA’s MK-ULTRA mind control operatives.




    There may well have been a longtime Oswald doppelganger as well, a Russian-speaking immigrant boy researchers say was paired (among handlers at least,) with Lee Oswald in the late 1940’s, the same time the CIA’s David Atlee Philips may have ‘rented’ Lee’s identity from his neighbor, newly-divorced single mom Marguerite Oswald in a Fort Worth suburb in the late 1940’s, a shadowy double who led a life parallel to Lee’s, known in assassination files as Harvey Oswald, said by many researchers to have been a Hungarian immigrant, son of a man who worked as a CIA agent provocateur, Emile Kardos.




    Oswald’s Uncle Charles ‘Dutz’ Murret was a known Carlos Marcello Mafia button man and handbook in New Orleans. Lee Oswald lived with the Murret family at various times in his short life.




    The teenage Oswald first met David Ferrie, (once an Eastern Airlines pilot, dismissed for molesting young boys, the case duly reported in the New Orleans newspapers) in the mid-1950’s when Lee joined a Civil Air Patrol (CAP) chapter at a New Orleans airport, a program which, despite the flier’s bad publicity, still allowed Ferrie to be an adult mentor.




    At the time, Ferrie was a CIA contract pilot who also maintained his longtime close contact with the FBI’s Division Five munitions intelligence police—also known as DISC—Defense Industrial Security Command—and the FBI-financed White Russian exile cloak-and-dagger organization in Dallas (and elsewhere) known as the Solidarists. Ferrie was also a member of a cult religion affiliated with the Solidarists.




    Scandal-tinged Vice-president Lyndon B. Johnson allegorically and publicly was heard prior to autumn of 1963 to liken the president of the US to a pilot, guiding the nation through stormy skies. “If you don’t like him, at least wait until November before you shoot him down,” he said.




    Johnson’s Warren Commission was a subtle (and very successful) attempt to wrest control of the assassination case from bipartisan committees dangerously close to forming after November 22 in both the US House of Representatives and Senate, committees which might have toppled him; yet another investigative threat was being mounted by Texas Attorney General Wagoner Carr, who had never been a friend of ‘Lyin’ Lyndon.’




    The Commission, dominated by several powerful known Kennedy-haters and long-term JFK enemies, sought, at Johnson’s prodding, to quash any idea of a conspiracy, to label Lee Oswald a lone nut (albeit one with no motive,) and to wrap things up in a neat package for the public just before Election Day 1964.




    The Commission began with the premise that Oswald was guilty, then proceeded to offer allegations and stories (there is no real, hard evidence) allegedly ‘proving’ their unsubstantiated suggestions and theories.




    Witnesses or later, critics of the government’s claims who offered testimony contradicting or weakening the lone nut theory would be discounted, ignored, or would have their testimony slighted, twisted or altered by professionals. Establishing a colossal myth was the job at hand, not developing the truth about what happened that grim autumn day near the Dealey Plaza greensward.




    Unlike many assassination-conspiracy books, this presentation seeks to give more insight than is usually offered into President John F. Kennedy’s youth, background, and his adventures with women. There can be little question that he was a spoiled rich kid-type, with the bumps in the road of life smoothed out for him by his powerful father. His administration didn’t last long, but somehow, despite a lifetime of lying and philandering and ‘taking advantage,’ he seemed to grow to meet the challenges the job of the presidency placed upon him. He couldn’t be bought, thus nobody owned him.




    He did in fact seem to be trying to go to bat for the American people and for all mankind. Possibly his greatest achievement was, as mentioned, the Nuclear Test-ban Treaty, which gave every living thing in the world a new lease on life.




    He also made it clear he wanted to end the foolish and wasteful American effort in Indochina, which, had he been successful, would have saved several million lives and avoided the deadly divisions which would occur later in American society due to that conflict.




    When US forces finally left Indochina, three million indigenous people (one million military personnel and two million civilians) and about 60,000 Americans were dead or missing, many more maimed physically or mentally, and veritable rivers of CIA-Mafia heroin flowed in the streets of Western Hemisphere cities. The US lost the war, but the CIA’s heroin-producing regions remained secure and expanding, US taxpayers keeping a large private army on the payroll to guard The Agency’s networks of fields, roads, equipment, and airstrips across the Golden Triangle.




    Kennedy tried to break the death-grip placed on the American economy by the privately-owned Federal Reserve Bank system, which then and now rakes in vast profits from American taxpayers by creating currency, then ‘lending’ it to the US government at interest paid by taxpayers.




    Kennedy made a serious effort to end the Cold War, which was costing US taxpayers about $20 billion each year by the early 1960’s and far more in later years.




    He seemed to realize, years ahead of his time, that the US intelligence agencies had become utterly dysfunctional ‘black holes’ into which billions of taxpayer dollars were tossed each year with no accountability of any kind—and highly questionable returns—at any time.




    He also fought—albeit reluctantly at first—to bring full citizenship to millions of Americans denied the freedoms they shed their blood to win, from 1861 and prior, down through the early-1950’s frozen battlefields of Korea.




    Kennedy is now seen by the public, according to periodic polling, as the most popular president in history. People consistently tell questioners they wish John Kennedy could be in the White House today.




    * * *




    As the 21st Century begins to mature, people may again feel helpless and frightened in the face of nuclear proliferation, at least nine nations known to possess dreadful WMD—Weapons of Mass Destruction, as atomic bombs are called today, along with death-bringing gases, chemical poisons, and biological weapons.




    Terrorists and crackpots of every stripe, in and out of governments, vie today to be the first to obtain their own WMD, but JFK lessened this threat in his time and curbed proliferation for many generations by achieving the Test-ban Treaty.




    He tried to stop Israel from mining uranium in the Negev Desert, then rapidly developing its offensive-oriented nuclear weapons program at its Dimona Nuclear Site. Prior to his death, he was demanding loudly that Israeli Prime Minister David Ben-Gurion allow inspectors in periodically at Dimona, his oft-repeated requests flatly denied, finally hushed forever. (Initially Kennedy suggested neutral-nation inspectors, telling Ben-Gurion he would seek to have Scandinavian technicians sent to Dimona for a look-see, a plan angrily rejected. Later, as work proceeded apace at Dimona, JFK began to insist on access for American inspectors.)




    Nations now known to have offensive-style nuclear weapons include: the US; the UK; China; Russia; North Korea; France; India; and Pakistan. Libya announced in 2004 it would dismantle its nuclear program. (Shortly thereafter the Libyan government signed a lucrative, exclusive oil-drilling contract with British Petroleum.)




    In 2011, a US-led Nato (North Atlantic Treaty Organization) force attacked Libya, deposing longtime dictator Moamar Quadaffi, who had threatened to set up a Libyan Central Bank and trade for oil in gold only, not dollars. The west’s air war against Quadaffi, originally put in office by the CIA in 1969, left the country in ruins and 40,000 Libyans dead. Nato is a US-funded and controlled group of ‘allies’ with bases in western Europe, originally established as a foil to postwar Soviet expansionism.




    Israel’s government refuses to discuss nuclear matters, but Mordechai Vanunu, a technician who worked at Israel’s nuclear site, Dimona, for nine years, has estimated that, as of the early 21st Century, the tiny nation had stockpiled 300 nuclear warheads and had a delivery system capable of targeting anywhere on earth. For discussing Israel’s nukes with the London newspapers, Vanunu was jailed for 18 years in Israel. Upon his 2004 release, he told foreign newsmen Israel’s intelligence services played a role in JFK’s death.




    In 2012, North Korea announced it had nuclear weapons it could deliver to and detonate over US west coast locations. (By our electronic press time in 2013 North Korea and the US were loudly rattling missiles at each other and MSM howls against Syria were mounting and getting louder.)




    South Africa, prior to the end of apartheid, had also become a nuclear nation under the guidance and tutelage of Israeli scientists, today’s whereabouts of the dissolved racist regime’s complete arsenal unknown.




    For most of the 21st Century, American/Israeli propaganda has alleged that Iran has the capability to produce nuclear weapons in record time or to simply deploy and possibly use weapons imported from Iran’s staunch allies, Russia and China, from existing launch sites. In 2013, Iran announced 16 new nuclear power stations would be constructed at points around the nation.




    In 2006 Brazil unveiled a brand-new uranium-enrichment plant.




    Some researchers say Kennedy’s vehement opposition toward Israel’s development of offensive-use nuclear weapons at the Dimona Nuclear Site and his repeated strong demands for inspection so irritated higher-ups in the Ben-Gurion government that the Israeli intelligence agency known as the Mossad (Hebrew for ‘the institute’) was given clearance to get rid of him.




    There can be little doubt today that Louis Mortimer Bloomfield, possibly the chief proactive plot-manager, the cutout between the higher-ups who desperately wanted Kennedy dead and the action squads and moneymen who would put the plot into motion, was a Mossad agent. Bloomfield, even though he was a Canadian citizen, had also once headed the FBI’s Division Five and was likely the chief British intelligence agent in North America for a lengthy period of time following World War II.




    * * *




    Vanunu, the whistle-blowing nuclear technician in Israel, made news again in late 2005 when he was arrested and taken off a bus containing mostly Palestinian passengers when it attempted to leave Israel-controlled territory near Jerusalem. As Israeli police led him away, Vanunu blurted out to nearby newsmen that he had merely been trying to leave Israel and that he wanted only to move to the United States. Vanunu has been twice nominated for the Nobel Peace Prize, but has turned it down, saying he only wants to be allowed to leave Israel.




    Some experts say there is enough knowledge and wherewithal in the Ukraine to rapidly produce and deploy nuclear WMD, or to simply arm and launch such weapons still in-country from the days of the USSR. Both Japan and South Korea have been accused of seeking to secretly develop nuclear weapons. Both nations have nuclear power plants.




    Much electric power in Japan is currently derived from that nation’s crop of functioning nuclear reactors. On March 11, 2011, a tsunami struck a row of Toyko Electric & Power Co. reactors built along a beach at Fukushima, resulting in shutdown, massive fuel and radiation leaks, ongoing radioactive discharges into the Pacific Ocean, fallout-charged clouds encircling the earth—a full-blown China Syndrome-style meltdown scenario—totally ignored by much of the world’s press, including the US corporate media—and a continuing, deteriorating crisis, with no real remedies in sight or even begun in earnest as of our press time in 2013.




    Nuclear devices can be easily purchased without problems by anyone with enough money in today’s Russia.




    Nations known to possess ‘research’ reactors are: Algeria, Iran, Morocco, Egypt, and Syria. Larger ‘research’ reactors are capable of producing weapons-grade plutonium. Brazil’s nuclear program began as a race to develop offensive-style atomic weapons in the mid-1980’s by a rightwing military-controlled junta, however when a civilian government was able to again assume control it was officially declared that Brazil’s up-and-running nuclear program would be for peaceful purposes only.




    Until 2006, Brazil shipped uranium to Europe for enrichment, finally opening its own enrichment facility on a former coffee plantation that year.




    Estimates are that about 750 nuclear reactors, many of them supplied free of charge to client nations by the United States, operate today at various locations on the globe.




    In the early years of the 21st Century, Nobel Peace Prize-winner Mohamed ElBaradei, then head of the International Atomic Energy Agency (IAEA,) a United Nations watchdog group, indicated that roughly 40 then supposed non-nuclear nations had the equipment, resources and people with sufficient knowledge to quickly produce and deploy nuclear weapons.




    No matter what the ultimate fate of mankind may be, for as long as humanity continues to exist, the world will likely remember that it was John F. Kennedy who made the first serious effort to control these horrific weapons.




    (The 1963 Test-ban Treaty only applied to atmospheric testing. As of the early 21st Century, experts began claiming several nuclear nations were seeking to conceal that they had returned to atmospheric testing—often angrily contested and condemned by other countries because such tests result in radioactive fallout around the globe, in the air, across the seas, on maturing crops, in cities, stadiums, playgrounds, and homes—despite the treaties these nuclear nations have signed, France and China said to be notable 21st Century violators.)




    Time and man’s attitude toward his fellow men will be the final arbiters, but is it possible that Kennedy will be remembered forever as the president who initially led the world to make its first, faltering efforts toward limiting production and reducing stockpiles of Weapons of Mass Destruction? Will he be credited with taking the first steps toward saving mankind from itself? Put another way, will there be a ‘forever?’ Or will the earth someday enter that deep, endless slumber called ‘nuclear winter’ after a series of ‘exchanges,’ as atomic war is called?




    It won’t matter exactly which nations are engaged in the exchanges, and, after launch, the particular reason any given nation fired nuclear missiles at another nation will not really matter much.




    Both the target and the attacker probably will cease to exist as ‘nations’ within minutes after they fire their initial rounds of nuclear missiles. (Nuclear powers have early-warning systems enabling a few minutes for a response of varying degrees to a first strike by an enemy.)




    Any type of exchange—by any disputing nations—would likely cause other similarly-armed countries to engage, triggering their own launches and the resulting fast-traveling warheads, thus causing mankind (and most forms of life) to vanish permanently from vast reaches of the planet excepting possible ‘pockets’ of sick and slow-dying survivors and possibly their mutant offspring, the types portrayed in once-popular Hollywood films, On the Beach, and Escape From New York coming quickly to mind.




    Various scenarios can be entertained: an Iranian submarine launches a nuclear missile at Israel; Israel then launches several nuclear weapons at Iran and Russia, suspecting the Persian nation and/or its Slavic ally has struck first; Russia (which has adequate WMD delivery systems) launches return nuclear weapons at Israel. Meanwhile Iran (if in fact innocent of a ‘first-strike’) launches at its hated enemy Israel and, for insurance—at Western Europe; France and England then fire nuclear weapons back at Iran and possibly China, their arch-economic competitor, which returns its own WMD at Europe and-for good measure—the United States, which fires back at Iran, China, North Korea and possibly India and/or Pakistan, China’s competitors for territory in Kashmir.




    Or, let us say, a terrorist claque detonates a suitcase bomb brought in on a shrimp boat in Florida, devastating much of the southern US while at the same time exploding a ‘dirty bomb’ somewhere in a California urban center.




    Unsure of exactly who has attacked, but keenly aware of past veiled threats from rogue nation North Korea, US authorities then launch at North Korea, realizing that people living in South Korea will also be unlucky victims of the American WMD, along with their targeted northern kinsmen.




    North Korea then retaliates against the US west coast, also launching its last nuclear weapons at China and Russia, so as to bring into the conflict its powerful neighbors and erstwhile ‘allies,’ (the North Korean authorities inherently realizing before they even launch their nukes that they and their nation—and people in South Korea and vast developed parts of both China and Russia—will inevitably vanish from the face of the globe anyway a few minutes after the US has fired nuclear weapons in their direction, many thousands in Japan to die very soon as well from radioactive dust brought in on the winds.)




    Or it might be the other way around: Israeli submarines, under orders of a government fearing and wanting an end to Russian efforts to upgrade Iranian nuclear stockpiles and delivery systems, launch a spread of nuclear warheads at several locations in China, Russia and Iran.




    The Persian nation’s government, in a final act just prior to the impact of the incoming nuclear Armageddon, orders its own submarines and land-based launch pads to fire imported Russian nukes or home-built bombs at Israel and, if delivery systems are then available and submarines properly deployed, at various European and North American locales.




    Or Iran could possibly become a player in another type of scenario: as Teheran’s scientists and military authorities put the final touches on and deploy their own nukes, the US, fearful of a possible immediate launch against client nation Israel, attacks Iran with conventional ground forces and an air assault, seizing known Iranian WMD launch sites (a possible occurrence often envisioned and discussed by US-based media pundits and politicos.) As Iranian forces initially lose ground, their commanders order large numbers of troops into the territory of neighboring nuclear nation Pakistan, these invading troops capturing and holding vast areas of Pakistani countryside-possibly including known or previously hidden Pakistani nuclear sites—from which to continue fighting the US soldiers then gaining ground in their homeland.




    Pakistan, quickly losing territory in this sudden, unexpected onslaught, launches at locations in Iran, which responds with nuclear WMD from portable (or previously hidden or secret) launch sites, and, for good measure, at Israel, triggering a nuclear response by Tel Aviv.




    Of course, possibilities are endless. There might be a tableau in which long-downtrodden North Korean proletarians, weary of decades of exploitation by their hard line Stalinist masters, someday organize and mount an internal revolution which, after a period of struggle and some degree of luck, seems likely to triumph.




    However at the last moment the Pyongyang regime might launch intermediate-range nuclear weapons at the soon-to-be triumphant insurgent army and, realizing their own end is near and that fallout will soon kill millions in China, Russia, South Korea, and Japan anyway, the Communist ruling elite takes the initiative (The Samson Option, as it is called,) firing similar ordinance at Russia, South Korea, Japan, and the US in a final gesture of defiance. Or it might be regional: India and Pakistan, long bitter religious infighters, might quibble more vehemently than in the past over Kashmir. One of these neighbors might launch at the other and, for good measure, knowing the attacking nation’s moments are numbered, at China, which, as noted also maintains and asserts an active interest in Kashmir. As initial atomic bombs begin landing in China, Beijing authorities, operating on the principle of “use it or lose it,” launch nuclear weapons at the United States so as to put a stop to possible intervention, and then at both India and Pakistan.




    Some experts feel the nuclear flash-point may over Taiwan. Possibly a future US rightwing administration might encourage those in power on the offshore Chinese island to declare independence, then rush Navy carrier battle groups into the 100 miles of ocean separating Taiwan from the mainland to enforce the island’s new status. Beijing authorities, having long made it clear to the international community that Taiwan’s secession is not acceptable to them, might possibly then launch conventional- style missiles and an air war at the island, drawing return fire and aircraft sorties against the mainland—‘Red China’—by US carrier pilots and missiles. With many of the carriers then sunk or damaged by Chinese submarines and/or attacks by land-based aircraft and Exocet-style anti-ship missiles, and a massive Beijing armed force readying to embark for the occupation of Taiwan, could a maverick carrier captain, possibly commanding a sinking ship, take it upon himself to launch a nuclear weapon at the mainland, triggering a response by China against the continental US?




    Or there may be no exchanges. Could a well-organized terrorist movement detonate devices purchased or stolen in Russia at key spots around the planet which will kill millions and render great sections of the earth uninhabitable, including lands now yielding food and oil, blasting what is left of mankind back down the spectrum toward a caveman-style existence in a few isolated areas still able to sustain a reduced way of life? (Little or no fuel, poor crops if any, grown on possibly radioactive soil under a weak, always-clouded sun, little or no surviving livestock, poisoned water, no feasible way to produce medicines, clothing, tools, fuel or electricity or provide protection against other, rival, hostile, nomadic collections of devastated people, desperate to live another six months or so…)




    Nevil Shute’s novel On the Beach and the Road Warrior films give such a scenario (wherein nuclear devices are fired by nations situated closer to the North Pole,) depicting more or less ‘healthy’ survivors, in both scenarios Australians, (their nation nearer to the South Pole.) Shute’s book, and the film of the same name depict still-civilized but very frightened people who put on a calm face and grimly await inevitable, creeping death as the radioactive fallout slowly spreads around the planet on the winds to areas not affected early-on by the bombs themselves, while the Road Warrior films show semi-barbaric people—who somehow seem to still have plenty of fuel and food, and no fallout—but only a strange, altered social structure, living out their dog-eat-dog Darwinian lifestyle in what appear to be deserts. (Among the best of the latter films: Tina Turner as the Queen of Bartertown in Thunderdome.)




    Thanks to government and US media establishment obfuscation and cover-up, nothing relating to the JFK assassination is what might be called certain or finite, conjecture and controversy still playing themselves out to the present.




    Much material has been long since destroyed, hidden from the public, or altered, Lee Oswald’s lengthy CIA 201 ‘personnel’ file for example, though some of The Company’s spokesmen have consistently said Lee Harvey Oswald was never their agent or employee.




    However onetime CIA Director John McCone and several other ex-CIA employees, including Oswald’s friend and onetime fellow Marine Gerry Hemming (also referred to in assassination files as Jerry Patrick,) and ex-CIA paymaster James Wilcott, have firmly maintained Oswald was a contract agent with the same consistent frequency.




    The heading to Lee’s suppressed CIA file in fact reads Lee Henry Oswald, which some researchers have said is a crude and simple code allowing ‘plausible deniability,’ so that The Company can claim Lee Harvey Oswald never had a 201 file.




    I have relied on readily-available newspaper stories for many of the direct quotes herein, and give a bibliography at the conclusion from which the reference foundation for this book was taken. Of course no book—including this one—can be said to offer unquestionable truth about the JFK execution, one of the great unsolved mysteries of all time.




    So much documentation relating to the event has been destroyed or carefully spirited away from public view and much of what is left—the ridiculous conclusions in the Warren Commission Report, stories in corporate-run newspapers like the New York Times, which seemed to go along with the JFK cover-up from the beginning and which was found to be systematically lying to readers in 2002 and 2003, and whose reporter Kurt Eichenwald admitted paying porn star ‘source’ Justin Berry $2,000 in 2005, are now known to be false, disingenuous, weak, or ‘spun.’




    THE TORBITT DOCUMENT




    For what it is worth, I include herein as reference the Torbitt Document, which surfaced in the early 1970’s at various locations in the southwestern US as a hand-bound, mimeographed tome (titled at the time, The Nomenclature of an Assassination Cabal) purportedly written by an ‘insider’ lawyer who didn’t want to use his name. The work was passed around on college campuses, among researchers, and in the coffee shops, parts of it published by so-called underground newspapers at the time, such publications, many of them online by the 21st Century, now collectively dubbed the ‘alternative press.’ Could it be said that Lawyer ‘Torbitt’s’ insider account is at least as worthwhile for consideration as the Warren Commission’s strange story, authored by a man who later became a US senator, about the topsy-turvy path taken by the Magic Bullet, Commission Exhibit #399?




    The Nomenclature of an Assassination Cabal may be read in its entirety today on the Internet.




    Some wary researchers hold that The Nomenclature of an Assassination Cabal, as crude in appearance as it is, (in the earliest versions there is little editing, much misspelling, photo cutlines where there are no photos, blank chapter headings, etc.,) along with another book, Spy Saga, by Massachusetts Professor Phillip A. Melancon, both listed as references herein, are CIA ‘false sponsor’ tomes, written and published with CIA ‘assistance’ so as to throw suspicion for the killing of John Kennedy away from The Company and onto the FBI.




    Praeger Publishing, which released the Melancon book, is CIA-financed, however it is felt that as many theories as can be rounded up should be aired and weighed. (And the professor may not have known—or cared—who paid the publishing bills as long as his ideas were released. His book is certainly a worthwhile read.)




    Among other insights, Lawyer ‘Torbitt’ sees the JFK assassination, at least partially, as the literal last twitching of the moribund-but-still-deadly tail of the dinosaur of Nazism. (Jack Ruby, who put an end to the JFK assassination suspect, shared this view and said so publicly.)




    The Document presents the idea that when the US intelligence-sponsored claque of Nazi scientists, technicians, weapons experts and intelligence assets gained a foothold in America after World War II via the US government program known as Operation Paperclip, many of these ‘tame’ imported Nazi retreads in the US ultimately became willing front men for the Mafia-dominated J. Edgar Hoover munitions police—Division Five—DISC (Defense Industrial Security Command.)




    Others went to work in defense industries, soon holding high, important posts in various US munitions conglomerates.




    Lawyer ‘Torbitt’ writes that these smiling but unrepentant Nazis quickly came together under Hoover, Johnson, and Allen Dulles, (who held essentially the same warped principles as the Nazis themselves did,) to help engineer Kennedy’s public execution 18 years after their Fuhrer blew his brains out with a small pistol while simultaneously crunching down on a cyanide capsule in a smelly, dank underground Berlin bunker, the thump of Russian shells landing nearby in his ears.




    “I don’t want to be displayed naked in a cage,” he whined to anyone who would listen.




    Dulles’ law firm, Sullivan and Cromwell, dealt with Hitler’s diplomats and Nazi-owned big business throughout World War II via neutral nations; Hoover hated African-Americans and, though he was a cross-dressing homosexual himself, often viciously persecuted fellow gays during his career.




    Instead of running down Mafiosi, he had his agents spy on longhaired, back-talking college kids and open the mail of any American citizen he felt like probing, sans due process. (Archaic ideas about due process were abandoned by President Barack Obama on December 31, 2011, when he signed the National Defense Appropriations Act, providing for the ‘disappearance’ of US citizens on the whim of officials in Washington—no charges, trial, arrest, or judge .)




    While the goodfellas who had Hoover frightened and buffaloed penetrated the defense industry and his own DISC police so as to better skim government contract and payroll money, Director Hoover depicted ‘Communists’ as the real threat to the nation, even though as Robert Kennedy pointed out, more than half of the US Communist Party’s (CPUSA) 3,000-man known membership was made up of FBI agents, their dues keeping Hoover’s whipping boy alive. Hoover’s FBI started its own Ku Klux Klan chapter, attracting more than 200 members.




    * * *




    Texas gambler Jack Halfen, a Carlos Marcello puppet, said in open court in Texas in the 1950’s that he had given close to $500,000 of Marcello’s Texas vice money to Lyndon Johnson’s US Senate campaigns in exchange for LBJ’s quashing of anti-crime legislation in US Senate committees.




    I also refer to the work of ex-CIA pilot the late Robert Morrow, a writer viciously and repeatedly attacked by the US corporate media, particularly news readers working for CBS Television, but whose books baring his role in the assassination (he was ordered by a superior at the CIA’s Langley, Virginia base to purchase the rifles more than likely used by some of the Dealey Plaza triangulation-of-fire sniper teams) have the ring of truth.




    He also knew many of the nefarious people involved in and working with Clay Shaw’s New Orleans CIA cell personally.




    Reference is also made to Ray ‘Tex’ Brown’s book, Broken Silence wherein Brown (with writer Don Lasseter) says Lyndon Johnson, aware that Brown had often seen Oswald and Jack Ruby together in the days just prior to the execution, paid Brown hush money to stay quiet about the Ruby-Oswald association. Do we take the word of Robert Morrow and Ray ‘Tex’ Brown, or do we take that of the FBI, the CIA, or the cover-up-oriented New York Times, NBC, CBS and the Warren Commission?




    NBC is owned by General Electric, one of the largest defense contractors in the world.




    Researchers often accuse others who carefully study the JFK assassination, yet reach different conclusions than they themselves reach of being speculators and opinion-mongers.




    However, when it comes to this mind-boggling event, absolutely nothing—except the handful of facts listed at the beginning of this Introduction—is real or certain.




    Valuable, historic documents have been destroyed, hidden, altered, spun or expunged by government agents in charge of them. Why?




    As Marina Oswald Porter pointed out, the Warren Commission members ignored most of their own evidence even as they published it.




    They then reached unfounded conclusions about the assassination contrary to what their own presented evidence suggests. This statement seems accurate, though little else Oswald’s wife has said seems truthful.




    She changed most of her assassination-related stories many times over and must be seen as one of the primary figures in the concerted attempt to frame her husband, but she came under intense pressure from the US government to do so and was repeatedly threatened with deportation back to Russia with her two children.




    She doubtless figured nothing would bring either her husband or Kennedy back and if a few lies were needed to give her girls a future, so be it. If, as some researchers hold, she started out her relationship with CIA asset Lee Oswald as a Soviet KGB agent herself, then she had spent her whole young life lying anyway. Oswald himself, of course, lied consistently to most everyone.




    The truth—had it come before the public after JFK’s execution, would probably have toppled Johnson’s government and changed the institutions of the United States forever, possibly sparked a strange second civil conflict of some type between the elected branch of the government and the existing (well-organized, well-armed, and well-financed) intelligence agencies, long used to issuing binding orders to all branches of the American military forces.




    However, as the post-JFK 1960’s deteriorated into chaos and massive worldwide antiwar riots, high- ranking US intelligence executives received a wrenching shock: several military units flatly refused spook- generated orders to use firearms and violence against the American people, (to put down rioting in various cities,) the Army’s 82nd Airborne, then stationed at Fort Hood, Texas possibly the best known example of these, though there were many more. This situation had changed somewhat by 1993, however, when flamethrowers, tanks, and machine guns, both on the ground and mounted in helicopters, as seen in infrared sequences of the Academy Award-nominated 1997 film Waco: The Rules of Engagement were used by the FBI and the BATF (Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms) against a religious community originally accused of having leaders who violated laws relating to the purchase and sale of firearms in Waco, Texas.




    “They had tanks in Waco, but not in Somalia,” as my philosophical liquor store clerk often muses aloud.




    Serious JFK assassination researchers have learned to weigh every fact or alleged fact, from whatever source, then to try to fit each bit of the mosaic into the framework. Not every piece fits, but each must be considered—even the government’s bizarre Magic Bullet story.




    When it comes to cases of assassination, swathed as they all must be to succeed in veils of secrecy and ‘need to know,’ especially this peculiar case, cloaked in dead silence and obfuscated over the decades by expert professionals, it might be said that one book—again, including this one—has nothing more ‘real’ or ‘true’ than the next. In the end, it comes down to this: either you believe there was a conspiracy (and you then decide who you think was behind the conspiracy,) or you do not believe in a conspiracy.




    There is no cache of written or filmed material which can or will be revealed someday to offer certain, conclusive truth in this matter. Nor, on the other side of the coin, can Judge Jim Garrison’s “one thousand wise men sitting shoulder-to-shoulder on the banks of the Potomac chanting a lie make that lie come true.”




    Studies show that nearly 90 per cent of Americans and nearly l00 per cent of people in the rest of the world believe strongly that there was a well-organized, well-financed conspiracy, followed by a massive cover-up, still perpetrated by revolving Washington administrations and the US-based corporate media.




    ABSURD FAIRY TALE




    We are left with a government-authored “absurd fairy tale,” as the Warren Commission Report was labeled by Judge Jim Garrison, to be read in a vacuum, a room full of mirrors.




    The French intelligence agent Herve Lamarr (using the name ‘James Hepburn’) who wrote Farewell America stated it succinctly when he said Kennedy was killed by actors, who quickly vanished from the set, and then took the set with them.




    Two of the probable ‘directors’ of the killing were failed stage-struck wanna-bees, the CIA’s own contract agent, Clay Shaw and top-ranking CIA honcho David Atlee Phillips, also known in assassination files as ‘Maurice Bishop.’ There can be little doubt that Jack Ruby was the hands-on stage manager.




    And the question remains, what is to be done? US (and British) intelligence agencies were found to be totally dysfunctional after the George W. Bush administration sent troops to invade Iraq in 2003. US intelligence—using then-Secretary of State Colin Powell as a mouthpiece—had all but guaranteed that Iraqi dictator Saddam Hussein had Weapons of Mass Destruction (WMD) stockpiled and ready to use.




    The American people were repeatedly told that Iraq had strong ties to al-Quaeda, (‘the base,’) the terrorist organization initially alleged to be responsible for the attack on New York City’s Twin Towers on September 11 2001. (After 2003, some US researchers and investigators alleged the Twin Towers had been destroyed by ‘insiders,’ when the bases of steel columns supporting both towers were found to have been melted by thermite, heavy traces of which were found in pools of molten steel at the disaster site. No thermite was carried on either airliner which struck the Towers and none was known to have been stored in either building. Others say that the way the Towers crumbled top-down, and into virtual dust, with comparatively little debris left on the ground is evidence of an energy-based weapon or a HAARP electromagnetic beam-style detonation. All metal debris found at the site was instantly loaded onto ships and sent to China as scrap.)




    Experts alleged that the thermite was carefully placed by professional demolition teams at the foot of each support beam prior to September 11. Professional pilots scoffed at the idea a novice could put a large jetliner through the 270-degree turn so as to crash into the Pentagon as the government claims, suggesting a cruise missile with airliner markings was the attack weapon, not a plane. To this day no one has ever offered a believable explanation as to why Building 7, near the then-vanished Twin Towers, suddenly fell straight down into its own ‘footprint’ in seven seconds late on the afternoon of 911, not having ever been struck by any flying object. The hole in the side of the Pentagon is too low and too small to accommodate a plane the size of the airliner said to have made it, plus only a few scraps of wreckage are visible in video and still photos shot just after the crash. Videos of the field in Pennsylvania, site of the alleged crash of a fourth hijacked airliner that day, show a lengthy ditch with a burned lip and a pile of sheet metal nearby, no airliner wreckage, no luggage, no seats, and no bodies. Later the world was told the plane had vanished into an old, abandoned mineshaft.




    Bodies of victims were never produced from the crash said to have occurred at the Pentagon, a similar situation developing at the alleged Sandy Hook school shooting in Connecticut in 2012. Neither the bodies of those said to have died nor that of the alleged shooter were shown, and parents of the child victims were shown only photographs of their slain loved ones. At our 2013 press time, the world had begun to question the accuracy of the many, varying police, press ( and alternative press) Sandy Hook stories after many of those alleged to have been parents were seen smiling and laughing on television in the wake of such a bloody alleged crime, and the supposed gunman’s Social Security-validated death certificate was found to pre-date the shooting by one day, and some tribute websites were found to have been set up weeks in advance of the alleged crime. In the case of Sandy Hook, the police authorities told a wildly different story than most of the media, members of which also told wildly varying stories, however a concerted attack on the Second Amendment of the US Constitution began in earnest in January 2013, the US corporate media and the federal government joining hands in a strong attempt to disarm the American people. Some law enforcement agencies, notably those run by county sheriffs, said they would not enforce laws violating the Second Amendment in their districts, however. (However some state lawmakers promptly introduced measures automatically relieving such lawmen from office should they ever refuse a federal gun-confiscation decree.)




    Corporate media airily dismissed all 911 questions, doubts and allegations, even though by 2006, web videos showed what appeared to be a slow, even, professional-style take-down of Building 7 collapsing from the bottom en masse, the implosion-style ‘pull,’ to use a demolition-industry term, appearing more orchestrated than random . “We pulled it,” said owner Larry Silverstein of Building 7. Silverstein, who purchased the sites about six weeks before 911, received more than $3 billion in insurance payoffs.




    Prior to the George W. Bush administration’s 2003 Iraq invasion, most US corporate MSM personnel and all the Washington press pundits fatuously chortled to each other on television and in print that GIs arriving in Iraq would be greeted with flowers and wine, and that the oil which would then be pumped out of Iraq would pay for the war.




    It all turned proved to be morbid lies as the blood of US troops and Iraqi civilians who cooperated with the English-speaking invaders flowed thick across the parched landscape of Iraq in a slowly-escalating Vietnam-style disaster while the Muslim world recoiled in horror (and quickly organized a massive popular insurgency.) And worldwide, garden-variety terrorists and assorted madmen continued shopping unfettered for whatever they sought in the WMD mall known as Russia.




    A few years after the Iraq invasion, corporate media reported that billions in borrowed Iraq relief funds were ‘missing.’ It was revealed that the CIA had established a gulag of ‘secret prisons’ in some east European nations formerly under Communist control, places where people were sent sans legal charges or trial to await an indefinite future, detentions then already featured at the US government’s Guantanamo Bay holding pen, tortures such as water-boarding, electro-shock, and sleep-deprivation ultimately discovered to be an integral part of the ‘secret prison’ network. By 2013, due process in America had come to an end, the 1878 Posse Comitatus law had been canceled, and ‘rendition’ of American citizens thought to pose threats to national security for torture at the hands of foreign experts was approved, along with policies allowing US citizens to be ‘disappeared’ forever, without charges or proof of wrongdoing. The United States had been declared by Congress to be a ‘battleground.’




    Loudly denied initially by Bush administration stars such as Condoleeza Rice, secret CIA prisons and torture chambers were quickly revealed by the foreign press to be located in Poland, Romania, Thailand and dwindling US-occupied areas of Afghanistan, in addition to Guantanamo. Following this, various prominent Americans, including Dr. Rice, and New York Senator Hillary Clinton, later to become US Secretary of State under President Barack Obama, publicly came out in favor of torturing US-held prisoners of war.




    In 2006, Curt Goering, Amnesty International’s top US representative, said, “The US government is not only failing to take steps to eradicate torture, it is actually creating a climate in which torture and other ill-treatment can flourish.” He added that, as of spring 2006, the strongest sentence meted out to anyone for torturing prisoners of war was five months in jail, which he compared to similar sentences issued for stealing expensive bicycles in the United States. Also in 2006, officials with the International Committee of the Red Cross (ICRC) told reporters that US officials, led by then-Secretary of State Condoleeza Rice, repeatedly refused them a chance to interview prisoners known to be held at the various CIA-operated ‘secret prisons.’




    In late 2006, President George W. Bush, who had taken office swearing to protect and preserve the US Constitution, signed into law the Military Commissions Act, effectively terminating the right of Habeas Corpus for the American people, thus negating much of the Bill of Rights, an action largely ignored by US corporate media. In 2011, President Barack Obama signed the National Defense Appropriations Act, which assigned to the US president the authority to order ‘targeted assassination’ of anyone, anywhere, anytime, sans judges, juries, or trials. Congress has mandated that 30,000 surveillance/killer drones shall patrol US airspace by 2015.




    So, what is to be done? It is most unlikely that restrictions ordained by anyone in power or who could come to power would be put in place as of the early 21st Century against an agency as powerful as the White House or the CIA, or more specifically, it is unlikely that the CIA and other US intelligence agency honchos would deign to obey any such on-paper restrictions, having demonstrated that any and all previous checks and balances have been both ignored and ineffective.




    A good 21st Century start might be to vote in federal office-holders who would change course and forbid the spooks and/or the administration to ‘disappear’ and/or murder Americans in any walk of life anywhere on the globe, without a fair trial for the targeted victim to be held in public in a US jurisdiction, not in the Bush administration-style ‘secret courts,’ and to make some effort to have such a Congressional order stick, and to embark on a rapid return to full Constitutional rule, and to return to full enforcement of the due process of law. Candidates adopting such positions would likely be starved for campaign money, while lobbyists, many foreign, could and thus would spend lavishly to purchase television ad time for their opponents.




    However the question arises: who could—or would—issue and be able to enforce such orders, especially in the face of the now much-weakened US Constitution? The US Supreme Court has ruled that special and foreign interests are allowed to ‘participate’ (read: buy candidates and television air time for them) in US elections. Those candidates seeking to honestly serve the American people get no ‘campaign funds’ from lobbyists and special interests.




    Most of Congress’ incumbents, already owned outright by lobbyists and foreign interests, eagerly vote to water down the US Constitution in exchange for pay. (As of our 2013 press time, members of Congress were still required to post the total of their ‘campaign contributions’ and who donated the money on the web. This information makes chilling reading and leaves absolutely no question in any objective reader’s mind about who really owns America.)




    * * *




    John F. Kennedy might have ended the nation’s agonizing Vietnam experience many years sooner than it did end, with the intelligence agencies (having eliminated the threat he posed them) in full command, ironically riding high in the face of a miserable defeat of arms and an internationally-televised retreat from Indochina on helicopter struts, much of it due to their own posturing, lies and ineptitude.




    It is to be imagined that intelligence services should have their place in today’s world, providing honest advice and accurate information to civilian and military leadership whilst that elected civilian leadership—not the intelligence agencies—takes care of governance of the nation.




    Today, counting military cloak-and-dagger outfits, there are 22 known American intelligence services, depending what might be thought of as a full-blown intelligence agency—the US State Department and the Department of Energy have their own intelligence-gathering wings, for example, as does the Department of Homeland Security.




    There are likely more specialized intelligence agencies today which are not known to the public.




    The Department of Education early in the 21st Century developed its own, bizarre ‘propaganda wing,’ if not a full-fledged intelligence agency, flaks from the Department busily enlisting willing US-based ‘journalists’ with eagerly-outstretched hands to set forth in print and on the airwaves the Department’s POV in exchange for wads of taxpayer cash. In late 2006, ten Miami newspaper writers, uncovered while ‘reporting’ for both English and Spanish-language publications, were revealed as having been longtime US government-paid propagandists.




    Some experts say that, as time passed after the Kennedy assassination many US intelligence agencies gradually came under the firm but unwritten, relatively-invisible control of Israel’s highly-touted spook agency, the Mossad, that in fact it is the Mossad which now firmly controls and directs—or purposely misdirects—much of America’s intelligence efforts.




    There are now also the alphabet-soup agencies begun since the assassination, strange hybrid police/intelligence organizations like the Multi-Jurisdictional Task Force, (MJTF) started under President George Herbert Walker Bush, and the TSA, which does pat-downs and X-rays travelers at airports. As of our press time in 2013, TSA had never caught a terrorist, leaning more toward repeatedly humiliating the elderly and people in wheelchairs.




    MJTF agents are now based in most of the 50 states. TSA agents are at all commercial airports and, as of 2013, were being encountered irregularly in bus and train stations. TSA officials say they plan to soon maintain a permanent presence in such terminals, along with malls and stadia, when such facilities are open.




    MJTF agents have the specific role of house-to-house searches if and when ordered, and to capture and screen men, women and children taken on these home and commercial building searches, ‘classifying’ each detainee according to some MJTF pre-drawn profile, the ‘classifying’ a big part of the MJTF job-description.




    Also now confronting American citizens is the US Financial Crime Enforcement Network (FINCEN.)




    Many foreign police experts and soldiers have been recruited into America’s FINCEN, sometimes called the ‘Black Helicopter Boys.’ As of 2013, Interpol and other foreign police forces were allowed to operate on US soil independent of any US police or legal supervision or restrictions, while also not being made subject to US laws.




    FINCEN operatives are trained to strike like lightening, land their choppers near an objective, carry out whatever tasks have been assigned—a body snatch, sudden death, arrests, confiscation of a given item or set of items, whereupon they then vanish on their black helicopters.




    Some experts say the Federal Emergency Management Agency—FEMA—was once the ‘happy face’ on MJTF and FINCEN.




    FEMA began as the brainchild of Zbigniew Brezezinski, onetime advisor to President Jimmy Carter. FEMA is bankrolled at billions of dollars by the US Congress, but spends less than 10 per cent of its budget on emergency assistance. Its main work seems to be building vast underground facilities in rural areas around the nation for people associated with the government to hide and ‘survive’ a nuclear or biological disaster.




    FEMA, by then a part of the George W. Bush-instituted Homeland Security Department, was the object of scathing worldwide criticism in the wake of 2005’s Hurricane Katrina’s flooding which left thousands of people in New Orleans stranded without food and water for several days, their plight repeatedly broadcast internationally while FEMA officials staged multiple ‘press conferences,’ loading the air with platitudes instead of relief planes, Michael Brown, the then-FEMA director, worriedly asking subordinates if he ‘looked good’ in his ‘disaster-wear’ getup on television, Homeland Security supplies and personnel nowhere to be seen.




    “You’re doing a great job, Brownie,” was President George W. Bush’s now-infamous quote, uttered 10 days before ‘Brownie’ was relieved of duty—but kept on full pay, however. A US Senate panel later recommended complete abolishment of FEMA. In 2012, the Department of Homeland Security bought two billion .40 caliber hollow point bullets, supposedly to use inside their only jurisdiction, the United States. In 2013, DHS purchased 2,700 armored assault vehicles and deployed them across the nation.




    Surely the question must be raised about the quality of life of a person living in any large taxpayer- financed underground arena in all-too-close proximity to a clutch of high-ranking onetime government bureaucrats and spooks, many of whom likely once took themselves very seriously, all getting by on (constantly diminishing) canned food and limited stocks of bottled or purified water, the world above ticking and glowing with radioactivity or alive and/or crawling with deadly, proliferating mutant bacteria, as the razor-edged winds of nuclear winter howl across the denuded, sunless, lifeless, green-glowing landscape.




    And what, it must be asked, happens when the pork-and-beans and bottled water inevitably begin running low? And, who’s in charge? The idea of the United States will be only a distant memory if and when nuclear winter embraces the earth. “Continuation of government” will apply only in damp, crowded underground pits.




    FEMA also builds prisons and what is officially known as ‘refugee facilities,’ or camps designed to hold vast numbers of people in rural areas for unclear reasons at some unstated time. Most states have at least two FEMA camp locations. About 5,000 people work for FEMA, but only about 65 work on natural disasters as they occur. FEMA was once operated by Oliver North and Richard Secord of Iran-Contra fame.




    My thanks go to the kind library staff at the University of South Carolina-Beaufort (Bluffton Campus.) They allowed me to use their brand-new, beautiful ultra-modern facility and helped find rare and out-of- print books (some not readily available in the United States, I learned) whenever they could. Thanks also to library personnel at Tulane University in New Orleans. The late Mr. Harold Weisburg was also very kind in sharing his ideas about the New Orleans aspects of the plot with me several times on the phone (years ago) from his home in Maryland, for which I remain grateful.




    All images herein are public domain or from public sources. Many thanks also to the nice folks at the National Archives in College Park, Maryland.
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    THE FIRST AMERICAN KENNEDYS




    “The Devil never grants long leases.”




    —Irish saying




    In early September 1845, an invisible, virulent plague from somewhere in the United States changed the way of life of many people in Ireland. Thereafter, the Irish would change the history of America.




    Early in Ireland’s harvest-time that terrible, cursed year, it was noticed that an unusual new blight had settled on the potato crop that was the main food staple of Ireland’s poor people and smallholders. Fresh-dug potatoes were seen to rot within hours of coming out of the earth, rapidly turning into stinking black gobs of gelatin.




    If people ate the affected tubers, a violent illness, often leading to death, resulted. Livestock fed on the blotchy, smelly potatoes usually died quickly in agony. With the onset of winter and much of the crop useless, it became a struggle to stay alive. However much of the country’s agricultural output—corn, wheat, oats, and dairy and meat products—was shipped overseas, already previously earmarked strictly for export to England and sometimes on to other European countries. It had always been thus.




    In the past, a peasant family could live on potatoes, which they grew on their odd-shaped bits of land, remnants of sometimes large holdings which had vanished in the endless wars with the English or in legal disputes handled by the Brit-oriented (Protestant) courts which emerged after the English became the dominant power in Ireland.




    The poor subsisted on potatoes with the occasional glass of milk or buttermilk, sometimes with a bit of bacon from hogs also raised on the popular ‘praties.’ It was said that an Irish workingman, prior to the Great Hunger, as it was called, consumed between 14 and 20 pounds of potatoes in a week.




    It was finally found that the blight was a fungal infection brought to Ireland in the holds of ships from the United States. The situation was not clearly understood at first, panels of ‘experts’ suggesting that the seagull-guano often used for fertilizer in Ireland was the problem, or perhaps the steam from locomotives just beginning to pass across the country’s few miles of new-laid track was responsible. Almost one-third of the 1845 potato crop was destroyed by the blight.




    It festered and exploded, spreading like ugly, stinking wildfire in Ireland’s damp climate.




    However much of the 1845 crop was edible and some was saved to take the slowly-starving population across the winter months and into the spring of 1846, when it was hoped the last of the disease had been seen.




    But the blight was found again in 1846, this time in July.




    It wiped out most of that year’s entire potato crop. Starvation quickly became rampant in Ireland. Some people, unable to move their limbs by the cold months of that year, simply closed the doors to their hovels, lay down, and died. Others, evicted from their small landholdings due to inability to pay rent, wandered the roads of the country, staring at travelers on trains and in carriages from wasted, gaunt faces lit by distant, burning eyes...1




    The blight did not recur in 1847, but few potatoes were planted that year out of apprehension (and the death or emigration of those who did the planting.) The fungus returned vigorously in 1848, wiping out that year’s small crop, but manifested itself only lightly in 1849. It was not seen again after 1850.




    In 1841 about eight million people inhabited Ireland.




    By 1851 this total had dropped to about six million, the rest of the people having vanished across the seas to North America, or dumped into shallow pauper’s graves after a hurried prayer or two (if they had family still living) mumbled over a reusable ‘trap-coffin’ with a hinged bottom, a few shovels full of sod spread over them, not enough to keep dogs, rodents and birds from ravaging their wasted bodies, landlords and creditors eagerly moving in to claim their bits and pieces of land, then clearing away their hovels and furrowing and seeding the property, as if the countryside had never known them.2




    THE GREAT HUNGER




    During all the years of the Great Hunger, ships continued departing Irish ports daily, laden to the gunnels with export food bound for England and Europe—corn, wheat, barley, oats, produce, fish, hides, eggs, milk, hogs, and cattle. Lawmakers in the United Kingdom, then Ireland’s governing power, did little or nothing to alleviate the grave problem faced just across the Irish Sea. Moralists in England shrugged and said it was the will of God, or that a massive welfare program would simply encourage the Irish to become wards of the British state; cynics said that the loss of Irish people was, in the end, a good thing—after all, who needed them?




    An American traveling in Ireland at the time told the story of a woman who one day found her husband dead in their bed of starvation. There was no money in the house. She had three children. Two days later at dusk, she went to an already-harvested potato field to glean what she could from it. A constable saw her grub three dried-out tubers from a dusty ridge at the edge of the field. He followed her to her house and arrested her. Noticing a pot over a wood fire, he removed the lid. He found the emaciated body of a young dog cooking within, the three wizened potatoes recently added. He took the woman to the local magistrate, bringing along the pot as evidence. The woman, in utter despair, told the court that she and her children hadn’t eaten in three days, that in desperation she had killed the already-famished pup, then gotten the idea to add whatever she could glean from the fallow field. The judge, listening to the lawman’s rambling, dry discussion of how it was illegal to glean a harvested field, citing various civil code numbers, erupted in anger.




    He dismissed the constable, threw out the ‘charges,’ then handed the woman three pounds currency out of his own pocket and told her to come back to him when she needed more.3




    Dublin’s English Protestant hoi-polloi turned out to chuckle and grin as they paid to observe starving people fed at a soup kitchen set up in Phoenix Park, ponying up five shillings each to watch the men, women and children, all near death, limp, stagger and crawl to the dispensing-point to suck down a cup of life-giving liquid, their hands trembling as tears trickled down their seamed, dirty faces, splashing across their filthy clothes.




    Whole families were found dead of starvation in the darkened rooms of their homes in the hinterlands or as mere gaunt, damp, wasted shadows sprawled out along Ireland’s roads...




    These were the years of the ‘coffin ships,’ un-seaworthy hulks snatched back from wrecking crews, some financed by the landlord class, who saw a way to rid themselves of the poor who still clung to their scraps of land on or near a landholder’s plantation or large farm, and send them to America (often by way of Canada, a cheaper fare.)




    Those refusing to leave were legally evicted by the English-run courts, left to join the hapless throngs shuffling about on the roads and byways of the country, eating weeds, trapping wild birds or rodents or dogs or cats to feed their children.




    The Hunger changed the face of Irish society. Gone forever were the landless laborer and the smallholder and his family—all dead or in America.




    * * *




    The Irish had always come to Boston in droves, even before the Hunger.




    After 1845, they became an onslaught, a rushing tide of humanity quickly labeled ‘famine Irish’ by the proper Bostonians (many of whom were only second or third generation Americans themselves.) This was the time when the ‘No Irish Need Apply’ signs began appearing all over town and in trailers to ads seeking workers.




    The ‘famine Irish,’ too poor to afford the bridge tolls or even the ferry tickets which would take them deeper into America, stayed on, filling Boston’s infamous Mick-alleys or Paddyvilles, slums which festered in some areas of the city, the Irish packed into rooms where rent-gouging landlords—only this time with a Boston-American accent—fleeced them, jamming up to 50 people into a cellar or five or six families into a two-room flat.




    By 1850, the Irish were one-third of Boston’s population. They were offered and took only the worst, most dangerous, most back-breaking, dirtiest jobs, labor no American wanted. They built roads and canals, laid railroad track, constructed wharves, drained festering marshes, cleaned houses, cleared land, and hauled garbage.




    JOSEPH PATRICK KENNEDY




    One of them was Joseph Patrick Kennedy, who arrived in 1849, 26 years old, a refugee from Dunganstown, New Ross, in County Wexford. During the crossing on the USS Washington Irving, he met and courted another Wexford refugee, Bridget Murphy. The couple first stepped onto American soil at Noddle’s Island, then a mud bar in Boston Harbor, later to become East Boston after crews of Irish sandhogs joined it to the mainland. Patrick was a slight economic cut above the other refugees, who were literally fleeing death by starvation.




    His family still owned a relatively prosperous but very small Wexford farm. His older brother had fallen fighting the Brits at the Battle of Vinegar Hill, in which he himself had also fought. He told his family he wanted to better himself. When he left, both he and they knew they would never see each other again.




    Patrick and Bridget were married on September 26 of the year of their arrival. They stayed in East Boston where Patrick tried to catch on as a longshoreman, hanging patiently about as the great oceangoing ships tied off at the Boston wharves, hoping to meet the eye of a gang-boss who might wave him into place in a lading crew.




    Later he became first a woodworker, fashioning team yokes and wagon-beds for the prairie schooners starting to make the long haul westward for the California gold rush, then a cooper, turning out barrels to hold the spirits destined for the Boston waterfront dives where the Irish workingmen met to socialize.




    Remembering the families they had left in Ireland, Patrick and Bridget immediately began their own, four new young Americans soon arriving to join them in their tenement home, Mary, Margaret, Johanna and, in January of 1858, a son, Patrick Joseph Jr.




    A few months after his son was born, Patrick Joseph Kennedy died of cholera.




    He had made his way in America for nine years. No picture of him survives.




    Bridget took a job as a clerk in a shop near the East Boston Ferry Landing, beginning a habit of rigorous saving of her earnings. She later bought the shop.




    She sent her son—P. J., as he was called—to a Catholic school in the neighborhood. When he grew older he joined his sisters, helping his mother clerk in the shop. Later, he also became a longshoreman, also religiously saving his money.




    At the age of 22, P. J. purchased a saloon in a run-down part of town near Haymarket Square.




    He was a big, moonfaced man with uncontrollable tufts of red hair and large, placid blue eyes.




    P. J. fulfilled the first commandment for all barmen—he knew how to listen to his customers and in so doing, he won their confidence. Soon he bought another tavern, this one near the East Boston shipyards. Then he acquired a share of the Maverick House Hotel.




    In 1885 he opened a liquor-importing business which came to be known as P. J. Kennedy and Company, Importers, on High Street in Boston. He became sole distributor for Haig & Haig Scotch Whiskey, used by most of Boston’s top-end eateries and lodging-houses. In 1886, he was elected to the Massachusetts State Senate.




    At about the time he entered politics, P. J. began courting Miss Mary Augusta Hickey. Her brother John was a recent graduate of the Harvard Medical School. The couple married in 1887. She was a heavyset woman, slightly larger in stature than P. J. himself.




    The couple’s first child, Joseph P. Kennedy, who would become the future patriarch of the Kennedy clan and the financier for his sons’ political adventures, was born on September 6 1888.




    Later two girls were born into the family, Loretta and Margaret.


  




  

    II


    LACE CURTAIN IRISH




    “A wise man should have money in his head, but not in his heart.”




    —Jonathan Swift




    Joe’s mother, Mary Augusta, was the guiding light of his youth. She liked to remind the boy that his Uncle John graduated from Harvard Medical School. She sought to blur the lines of the family’s Irish roots, knowing that the Boston Brahmins—by then long since displaced from the city’s politics by the upstart Irish and their descendants, but still controlling the reins of real power and patronage from their suburban mansions—now professed to disdain politics.




    P. J.’s immersion in politics continued to be a strong factor in young Joe’s life. It was many a rally, wake, cookout and ward parade that the boy attended at his father’s side. An old photo shows young Joe at a Democrat Party outing at Orchard Beach. The lad squints nearsightedly into a camera. He sits near the daughter of the mayor of Boston, his father’s political rival John F. Fitzgerald. Her name was Rose.




    Much encouraged by his mother, Joe wanted to advance himself. He got a job at a fancy millinery shop delivering hats, which he took to buyers in a horse and carriage with a driver dressed as a royal footman. He sold refreshments on excursion boats in the harbor, sold papers at the East Boston Ferry Landing—not far from where his grandfather had arrived in America—and got a position as a ‘Shabbas goy,’ lighting stoves for Orthodox Jews in the area on holy days.




    In 190l his mother had him enrolled in the prestigious Boston Latin School, the same school attended years before by Mayor Fitzgerald. From there Harvard was but a hop, skip and a jump. Irish at the time—any Irish—were known at Harvard as the ‘untouchables,’ but Joe ignored the stigma, becoming a member of Hasty Pudding, one of the university’s exclusive fraternities. At the behest of his parents, the young man sought out socially prominent fellow students and star athletes as friends. He earned his sports letter in his senior year by cozying up to the Harvard baseball team captain, Charles McLaughlin, who persuaded the coach to put Joe in for the last play of the team’s end-season game. It later came out that McLaughlin wanted to become a theatrical impresario after graduation. He had been approached by two hacks sent out by P. J., who advised him that problems he had encountered in obtaining a movie house business permit would evaporate if he cooperated.




    Joe helped pay his Harvard tuition by working as a tour guide on a bus which paused at historic spots in the city. After graduation, the young man, with the help of his father, got himself appointed as a state bank examiner. The state paid for his travel throughout eastern Massachusetts as he perused bank records, learning which establishments were flush and which were struggling. Not long into this career, Joe spied an opportunity. The Columbia Trust Bank was about to be purchased by a Boston city bank, the First National. Columbia was a mainstay of the Irish community, the Irish long kept out of traditional Boston banking circles.




    Joe made news when he raised money from family (mostly P.J., already one of Columbia’s primary depositors) and friends to swing the purchase of the Irish-oriented institution. The Kennedy family made the claim that at 25, Joe was the youngest bank president in the US.




    At about this same time, Joe began courting Rose, his childhood friend and the daughter of the mayor, John ‘Honey Fitz’ Fitzgerald, who lived in a fine mansion in the Dorchester section.




    Honey Fitz was a politician with charisma, a ‘greenblood,’ as the Irish new-money aristocrats were scornfully labeled by the old Brahmin class, the direct descendant of an old Norman-Italian family which had helped William the Conqueror defeat the English at Hastings.




    His affair with the Ferncroft Inn saloon girl ‘Toodles’ Ryan was known to every Irish man-in-the-street in Boston.




    His wife, Mary, like Joe’s mother, disdained politics, so Rose stepped in as hostess for Honey Fitz. Rose took to politicking like a gudgeon to the River Liffey.




    She campaigned with her father, playing the piano for him when he displayed his Irish tenor voice to an audience. She taught him the tune Sweet Adeline, which became his theme song in all subsequent political campaigns.




    Honey Fitz freely handed out City Hall patronage, creating such civil service jobs as Tea Warmer, Tree Climber, and Rubber Boot Repairman. Under his leadership the city spent about $100,000 per day, much of it going to pay his supporters off in one way or another.




    Rose told her family she wanted to attend Wellesley after graduation from Dorchester High School, but her dad insisted she attend a school run by the nuns of the Order of the Sacred Heart. There young Catholic girls were taught how to throw an upscale dinner party, how to instruct servants, and the French language. Later she was enrolled in a school in Holland, returning to the US for a final year in the Sacred Heart Convent School in New York. Back in Boston, she came out as a debutante, with about 400 people attending her coming-out party. However she was miffed when she found out that she was still to be ignored by the prim and very proper—Protestant—women’s clubs of the city and was conspicuously left off the welcome lists of Boston’s finest families.




    She told her family she wanted to see young Joe Kennedy socially, but her father discouraged this, so Rose and Joe would meet on the sly, Rose donning a black veil to meet Joe at an ice-skating rink for an afternoon, or on some street corner for a hurried lunch at a darkened table in a restaurant’s back room, playlets which fooled no one in Boston. In 1914, Mayor Fitzgerald tossed his hat into the ring for re-election, his opponent one James M. Curley.




    CLEOPATRA TO TOODLES




    The Kennedys supported Fitzgerald, but Curley showed himself to be a player of hardball. He announced a series of campaign speeches. The first he delivered was titled “Graft, Ancient and Modern.” Next he announced a speech titled “Great Lovers, From Cleopatra to Toodles.” At this, Honey Fitz pulled out of the race.




    It was that summer that Joe gave Rose a ring and asked her to marry him. The wedding took place on October 7, 1914. The couple moved into a home in the solidly-Protestant suburb of Brookline, a frame house at 83 Beals Street (now a museum.)




    The following July their firstborn, Joseph P. Kennedy Jr. was born while the couple vacationed at Hull, a beach resort town. In 1917 John Fitzgerald Kennedy, named for Rose’s father, was born. Next came a daughter in 1918, named Rosemary after her mother, then Kathleen, to whom her father would give the nickname ‘Kick,’ a 1920 arrival.




    After her birth, the family moved to a larger home on Naples Road where three more children were born—Eunice in 1921, Patricia in 1924, and in 1925, Robert, the seventh child and third son, who first saw the light of day when his mother was 35 years old.




    In 1927 the family moved to a manor home in Riverdale, New York, where they lived when Jean was born in 1928 and Edward in 1932 (the last two children were delivered in Boston by their mother’s favorite pediatrician.)




    In 1929 the Kennedys moved into their $250,000 home in Bronxville, New York, and in the same year Joe bought a 15-room beach home with nine bathrooms for $125,000 in Hyannis Port, Massachusetts.




    The home fronted on Nantucket Sound and would become forever associated with the family. Not long after buying this house, Joe applied for membership in the Cohasset Country Club. He was blackballed. It infuriated him. “Those narrow-minded sons-of-bitches barred me because I was an Irish Catholic and son of a barkeep,” he later said.




    Joe made his way in business, becoming wealthy. During World War I, he took an offer from Bethlehem Steel to manage the firm’s Fore River Shipyard in Quincy. The yard employed 22,000 workers. Joe earned $20,000 per year as manager. He soon opened a separate business near the shipyard, a cafeteria to feed the workers. After the war, Joe became manager of the Boston office of Hayden, Stone and Co., investment bankers.




    He proved quick on the uptake, soon purchasing a chain of movie theaters across New England. “Look at those pants pressers in Hollywood making themselves millionaires,” he groused to an associate about the predominantly Jewish producers in Hollywood. “I’ll take the whole business away from them.” He also said, “The working class gets smarter every day, thanks to radio and pictures. It’s those snooty Back Bay bankers who are missing the boat.”




    He rented a suite of offices in a New York City skyscraper and put a sign on his door: JOSEPH P. KENNEDY, BANKER. He began a series of stock market manipulations—illegal today—wherein he would artificially puff the value of inactive stocks by organizing a noticeable pattern of buying and selling within a network of shills he established in key cities around the country.




    When an unwary public, fooled by the ticker’s show of increased activity on a given stock—and the subsequent rise in value when Joe’s private network bought at higher prices—began buying as well, Joe paused until he felt peak value had been reached, then immediately sold at a profit and moved on to another set of shares, leaving the public holding the bag.




    By 1924 he was a multi-millionaire. One night he was aroused from sleep by a friend, Hearst editor Walter Howey. He had met the newspaperman during one of Honey Fitz’s political campaigns when Joe knocked at his door and solicited his vote. Howey was a big stockholder in the Yellow Cab Company, at the time under pressure from stock market bears. Howey told Joe that the firm’s owner, John Hertz, determined to save the company, had raised $5 million to increase the value of his holdings. He asked Joe to attempt to save the company for its owner.




    Joe left for New York, setting up a command post at the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, opening a campaign of orchestrated buying and selling the firm’s stock in markets across the US in league with his network of shills, to whom Joe made available Hertz’s millions.




    PUNCH IN THE NOSE




    After a seven-week campaign, during which his daughter Patricia was born, Joe repelled the takeover attempt, but some historians say he may have switched sides during the proceedings. In the end, Hertz retained control of Yellow Cab, however much of his money was gone. He threatened to punch Joe in the nose if he ever saw him again. Joe later said of the episode, “Several of us emerged very wealthy men.” When Joe first clapped eyes on new family arrival Patricia, she was a month old.




    In 1926, he heard that an English-owned production company, Film Booking Office of America, was in trouble and for sale. He offered $1 million for the company, valued at more than six times that. The owners put him off, but Joe decided to sail to London to meet with them personally. No dice, said the owners in face to face meetings, not at that price.




    Joe read in a British newspaper that the Prince of Wales was soon due in Paris. Hurrying across the Channel, he began hanging around the prince’s favorite eatery, bribing the maitre d ‘ to assign him a table near the prince’s. He had met the royal in the States once at a social function.




    When the prince appeared for lunch, Joe made his move, introducing himself and recalling their stateside meeting.




    The prince asked why Joe happened to be in Paris. Joe said he was killing time before traveling to London to conclude a business deal.




    “If I can help in any way, please let me know,” said the prince. “Oh no, please, not at all, but thank you, Your Majesty,” Joe responded in a way that the prince had no doubt of what this brash American wanted. He dashed off a letter of introduction for his friend, Mr. Joe Kennedy.4




    The endorsement proved interesting to the London bank cartel handling the deal, but they still told Joe the sale of the film company wasn’t going to work at his price.




    He came back to Boston with ulcers, he later told friends, ulcers which would bother him for the rest of his life.




    A month or so later, while having lunch at the New York Harvard Club with associates, the FBO deal almost forgotten, Joe got a call from the US agent handling FBO’s affairs. He dropped his fork, hurried away, and returned in 30 minutes, grinning. “Fellows, I just bought a motion picture company,” he said.5




    It is still unclear exactly what Joe paid for FBO, but his father-in-law, Honey Fitz, immediately leaked the news to the Boston papers, claiming that Joe had paid $10 million and named him, Honey Fitz, to run the company.




    Under Joe, the company began turning out schlock shoot-’em-ups. His films generally starred unknowns or has-been box office draws. Sometimes Joe would bring in well-known names from other, non-film backgrounds. He once featured football’s Red Grange as a star in a formula B movie. Theaters in large cities, replete with sophisticated movie-goers, refused to book Joe’s films, but his movies did well in the hinterlands. FBO made money.




    In 1927, when talkies became the rage, Joe cut a deal with Radio Corporation of America, run by David Sarnoff. He soon took control of the RKO theater chain for more than $4 million. In late 1928, Joe became head of RKO, and then put together a merger of RKO and Pathe’ Pictures. He was in the film business slightly less than three years. In that time he made about $5 million to add to his personal fortune.




    Joe became known as a ladies’ man during his film career. His travels often took him from the family’s east coast home to California for extended periods. He romanced many a starlet during this time, and would continue to be known as a skirt chaser for the rest of his life, often attempting in later life to move in on the girls his sons dated, acquiring the habit of unabashedly hitting on the wives of business associates. In 1927, he met Gloria Swanson (real name: Gloria May Svensson,) the Hollywood glamour queen, at the time in her late twenties.




    She approached Joe for assistance in finding her way out of contract problems in Tinseltown, it was said. Swanson was married, but that didn’t seem to matter to Joe. He formed a new company, Gloria Productions Inc. The actress later said that Joe appeared at her Palm Beach hotel room door one night. In her autobiography, Swanson said, “He moved so quickly that his mouth was on mine before either of us could speak. He was like a roped horse, rough, arduous...After a hasty climax, he lay beside me, stroking my hair. He had said nothing cogent...”




    Joe promptly sent Swanson’s husband overseas to represent Pathe’ Pictures, then spent time romancing her. In 1928, Swanson later reported, Joe called her to New York. She was astounded when he told her he wanted to have a child with her. Moreover, he wanted her to meet his family.




    She declined both requests, however Joe did bring the actress and wife Rose together later, on a cross-Atlantic trip. La Swanson said Rose seemed oblivious to the obvious. “Was she a fool or a saint? Or just a better actress than I was?” Joe told Rose that Swanson was his “business partner.”




    Swanson said she was called to New York again in 1929 by Boston’s Cardinal O’Connell, he who had married Joe and Rose years before. He ordered her to stop seeing Joe.




    The Cardinal told the actress Joe had approached him, knowing divorce was out of the question, but asking church dispensation to live away from Rose and set up a home with Swanson. Refusing the Cardinal’s edict, Swanson finally did decide to visit Joe and his family in the summer of 1929. The world-famous glamour star landed at Hyannis Port in a seaplane and was ferried ashore in a launch piloted by Joe himself.




    She was followed by the summer crowds and the press slavishly for the next few days as she moved about the small beachside town. She said Rose welcomed her into the bosom of the family.




    Swanson returned for another visit in the summer of 1930; however this time Rose decided to travel to Paris on a fashion-viewing-and-buying binge. Joe moved Swanson into the family’s house and the summer fun began. Not too long after Swanson’s arrival, Joe invited the star out on his sailboat, the Rose Elizabeth, named for his wife.




    JOE AND SWANSON




    Twelve-year-old Jack stowed away aboard the vessel. When the boy peered above-decks to let the couple in on his impromptu joke, he was astonished to see the goings-on between his father and Swanson. Shocked, he leaped overboard and began swimming out to sea. Joe jumped in for the rescue. Gloria left for the west coast soon afterward.




    Later Joe authorized a film slated to star Swanson, Queen Kelly, directed by Erich von Stroheim, who insisted that the male lead, an older man who marries an innocent young girl played by Swanson, would drool tobacco juice on her hand and sniff her character’s underwear as part of the script. Swanson vigorously objected. Joe, in New York, was called to the west coast to resolve things. While there, he looked at the early rushes, decided the film was a disaster and fired Von Stroheim. “I’ve never had a failure,” he moaned to friends. The film, representing an $800,000 loss to Joe, was never released in the US.




    A second film, What a Widow, also tailored as a vehicle for Swanson, proved to be a box office flop in the US and elsewhere.




    Swanson said that during the filming of the second movie, she found out that Joe had given the writer who had supplied nothing more than the title of the film a brand new Cadillac, which Joe had charged to her personal account. She learned that a fur coat Joe had given her was also billed to her account. 4




    One night she asked Joe about this. It was a late evening at Joe’s Rodeo Drive home. She later reported that Joe bolted to his feet, coughing and blushing. A few minutes later, she said, a servant came in and offered to take her home. Swanson said she never saw Joe Kennedy again. Not only did Joe leave Swanson, he also left Hollywood and the film industry. He had cleared his portfolio at top-end prices just prior to the stock market meltdown of 1929 and his personal worth was estimated at about $100 million on the eve of the Great Depression.




    Joe Kennedy seemed to sense the oncoming Depression years. He tried to confer with financier J. P. Morgan in 1929, only to be snubbed. Along with other savvy investors, he blatantly sought to sack the rapidly-failing markets from a command post, this time from the New York offices of Halle & Steiglitz, puffing quick-failing stocks, reaping incredible profits by gulling a more and more desperate public, short-selling Anaconda and Paramount portfolios with gusto.




    Some historians say Joe pulled about $15 million out of the market within days before the crash which led to the Great Depression of the 1930’s.There were other ventures. Following the introduction of Prohibition, Joe continued his import business. An associate of New York mob financier Meyer Lansky—the thug who put the ‘organized’ in organized crime—later claimed that when Lansky (real name: Maier Schowljansky,) sent out a crew to hijack one of Joe’s incoming liquor shipments which had landed on the coast of Long Island, Joe’s Irish security detail opened up with gunfire and that at the end of the shootout, eleven men lay dead. So-called mob ‘Chairman of the Board’ Frank Costello (real name: Francesco Castiglia) told the New York Times near the end of his life that he and Joe had long been partners in the illegal whiskey trade. Lansky, who was Jewish, was highly respected by his Italian mob associates, but could never become a ‘made man,’ someone who has gone through a ceremony wherein a piece of paper is burned in his upturned palm as the inductee swears eternal omerta (silence) and loyalty to his new mob family.




    The newly made man vows his knowledge that his soul will burn as the paper burns if he ever shows disloyalty or a penchant for revealing information about his mob family. Only Italians or Italian-Americans could become ‘made,’ something that might or might not come after 20 years of ceaseless service as a soldier or ‘mattress man’ to a given boss, or godfather. Lansky was sometimes allowed to attend high-level mob meetings, but was not allowed input.




    Well-known east coast gangland figure Joseph ‘Doc’ Stacher, a close associate of Mafia kingpin Abner ‘Longy’ Zwillman, in later life recalled (for the Israeli press) Joe’s route for illegal imported whiskey from Ireland to Boston at this time.6




    Joe’s father, P.J., had died while he was in California. He returned to the east coast, thoughts about politics in the back of his mind. He met Franklin D. Roosevelt, at the time governor of New York, in 1930, and became a staunch supporter, even as most Irish Catholic voters of the day supported a fellow Catholic, also a New York politician, Al Smith.




    Joe told friends that big business would never regain ground lost during the Depression, that when it ended, big government would emerge as the more powerful entity and he wanted his family prepared for such a development.




    PALM BEACH HOME




    In 1933 Joe paid $100,000 for a Moorish-style beach-house on North Ocean Boulevard in Palm Beach, Florida, later known to the world as a second prime Kennedy summer headquarters. The same year, he donated $25,000 to FDR’s campaign for the presidency, and lent $50,000 to the Democrat National Committee.




    He began to tour the country as senior FDR advisor, called upon by the candidate to muzzle rightwing Catholic priest and broadcaster Charles Coughlin, dulling his attacks on Roosevelt. Now FDR, winner of the 1933 elections, ‘owed’ him.




    But, FDR seemed slow to pay up, or at least Joe saw things that way. Going to ground at the Palm Beach home, Joe read the papers as FDR’s appointments were announced. He told friends he wanted to become Secretary of the Treasury, which would have given him leverage over his old enemies, the Boston Brahmins and people like J. P. Morgan, who had humiliated him, but that post went to someone else. Joe bombarded the White House with telegrams, seeking to keep his name ‘hot’ on FDR’s desk, but the list went on and on, Joe’s name never being called. The Secretary of Commerce appointment went to a relative unknown.




    There was a belated offer to become head of the New York branch of Roosevelt’s National Recovery Office, but Joe scornfully turned it down. Then Joe let it be known that he planned to call in his $50,000 loan to the Democrat Party.




    FDR called him to the White House, calming his Irish temper, begging him to be patient.




    It was at about this time that Joe began schmoozing FDR’s son, a young man named James, who had been put into the insurance business in Boston by his family. James Roosevelt became a frequent visitor to the Kennedy home at Palm Beach.




    His inside contacts advising him that the days of Prohibition were numbered, Joe steered the National Distillers Association, crippled by the ban on spirits, to take out a policy with James’ company.




    In September of 1933, Joe, Rose, and the younger Roosevelt, whom Joe had taken to calling “Jimmy,” sailed for London. He introduced Jimmy around in the British metropolis and was soon named US distributor for Haig & Haig, his family’s pre-Prohibition franchise, along with Dewar’s Scotch, and Gordon’s Gin.




    Jimmy later told friends he had the idea that he and Joe would become partners in the liquor trade when Prohibition was lifted, but it didn’t happen. “Jimmy soon found out that when Joe Kennedy starts a business, he doesn’t have partners,” said a friend of the two of them. Historians say the arrangements Joe made at this period just before Prohibition ended would net him $1 million per year for the rest of his life.




    Returning to the States, Joe found himself being considered by FDR as Ambassador to Ireland, but he scoffed, writing to Joe Junior, “I did not desire a position with the government unless it meant some prestige to my family.”7




    Next there was an offer to head the Securities and Exchange Commission, a post then and now very much under public scrutiny.




    He took the office July 2 1934, the handover of power covered by New York Times writer Arthur Krock, who would later become a devotee of Joe’s, a family friend and the first of many ‘tame’ journalists on the Kennedy payroll or controlled by family interests, who was head of the newspaper’s Washington bureau. Joe kept the SEC job until 1935.




    Krock faithfully served Kennedy interests in every way possible until Joe jettisoned him when John Kennedy became president.


  




  

    III


    YOUTH




    “You can have your youth. It’ll rot before your eyes.”




    —Bob Dylan




    The Kennedys employed many servants, but the staff changed often. Rumor had it that Joe didn’t pay much and that Rose was far too demanding. Most of the servants were Boston Irish who traveled with the family between the two waterfront homes.




    Rose took intensive notes on each child’s health situation.




    Occasionally an errant young Kennedy would be spanked by his or her mother. Both parents stressed the importance of the Roman Catholic Church in the lives of the youngsters. Rose attended Mass on a daily basis. The religious message seemed to find currency with the Kennedy girls, but Joe, more often than not by example, showed the boys that rules were meant to be broken and that a ‘real man’ took what he wanted and to hell with the consequences. While the boys attended weekly services, some would later become known for excessive womanizing and for doing not necessarily what was right, but what seemed expedient.




    As the 1930’s wore on, Joe became more and more open about his affairs with women. Rose seemed to the children to become withdrawn, traveling often to Europe where she would purchase trunks full of the latest Paris fashions, living separate from the rest of the family in a small house near the beach at the Hyannis Port complex, tending to her prized doll collection. Often when she did come to the main house, she moved slowly through the big rooms, her hair in curlers, brown bandages—which she called ‘frownies’—swathing her face to inhibit wrinkles. Imitating a habit of her father’s, Rose would often pin notes to her robe or dress, reminding herself of ‘things to do’ for the day.




    Young Jack would cry when he saw Rose packing her bag for another extensive round of traveling. This seemed to irritate her. “My mother never held me or hugged me!” Jack would tell friends: “Never!”




    King of the Kennedy children’s hill was of course Joe Junior, or ‘Young Joe,’ as he was known to family and friends. He had a quick temper, a smile that was just as quick, and an acid, scathing tongue, as did most Kennedys. A childhood friend of the family said, “The razzing would begin the moment you stepped foot inside their house—your clothes, your speech—nothing was sacred. It was like getting pecked by a flock of chickens.”




    Young Joe told friends, “I’ve got to be an example.” In fact, Young Joe served as godfather to his siblings, Jean and Teddy. The young man could always be relied upon to start throwing punches the instant classmates made fun of his father’s well-publicized peccadilloes or Honey Fitz’s graft-filled time in public office.




    EARLY DAYS:




    Jack, left, Joe Senior, and Young Joe. Credit: JFK Library. 1




    Family lore is rife with instances wherein Joe frequently bullied his younger brother, Jack, once brutally slamming a football into Jack’s stomach with such force that the boy crumpled up on the turf, sobbing in pain. It was said that Joe suggested a bike race to Jack at the Brookline home. The boys would ride around the block in opposite directions, and whoever crossed the finish line in front of the house was the winner.




    Joe timed his ride so as to coincide with Jack’s arrival at the end-point, slamming into his younger brother in a collision that left Jack bleeding on the sidewalk. From there he was taken to the hospital and given 30 stitches.




    The two older boys would often tangle in bloody fights on the living-room floor which horrified the other children, Bobby often left sobbing and with his hands over his ears. These encounters are said to have made Jack cunning—and quick to avoid the older boy’s wrath.




    Jack had health problems starting or manifest in early youth. His spine was weak and unstable. His left leg was shorter than his right. During the normal course of childhood, he was especially susceptible to injury and severe pain engendered by anything—swimming, dancing, running, sports, boating. Doctors seemed unable to assist. Often confined to bed during bouts with scarlet fever, measles, chicken pox, bronchitis and whooping cough, Jack, alone among the elder Kennedy children, became a reader. Later Robert Kennedy would follow in Jack’s footsteps, developing a liking for the Greek poets. Jack maintained a lifelong interest in the work of the English poet Lord Byron. He had his appendix taken out in 1931 and the same year eyeglasses were prescribed for him—something about himself he would later frequently try to hide from photographers.




    Early on, Joe began entering his children in competitions, swimming and sailing. He taught them to win. Later Eunice would say, “The big thing we learned from Daddy was, win! Don’t come in second or third. Win, win, win!”




    AN ALTAR BOY




    Rose took it upon herself to tend to the children’s spiritual needs, drilling them on their catechism, standing at the foot of the stairs each Sunday morning to hand each girl a pair of white gloves and a prayer book as the family headed off to Sunday Mass. She took a particular interest in Bobby, who said he wanted to be an altar boy. She saw to it that clocks were placed in every room of the home so as to teach the children that tardiness was not acceptable in the Kennedy family.




    The wide, sloping lawn of the Hyannis Port home became a training ground for football and softball, Joe teaching his brood that pain was to be considered insignificant in the heat of competition. This Spartan outlook became a tradition. Author John Hersey, in later years an overnight guest at the home, said some Kennedy grandchildren had been given permission to spend the night outdoors in sleeping bags. However the night turned chilly and became thick with fog.




    A grandchild came inside to Rose, seeking sympathy and fell to the floor, whining. But Grandmother Rose was firm, her orders being: “On your feet! Now go back out there and behave as you know you should!”




    A problem was noticed with the oldest girl, Rosemary.




    The family found that, at a young age, the child was not well-coordinated and had a violent temper. Her schoolwork was poor. Her mother took her to the best specialists, but nothing seemed to come of it.




    The family told people she was ‘slow.’ By the time she was a teenager, a dramatic difference between Rose’s demeanor and that of her siblings was noticed.




    Rose was abusive and was willing to engage in physical violence if she didn’t get her way. She took to slipping out at night, roaming the streets of whatever locale the family was in at the time.




    Her parents began to fear she would be assaulted and get pregnant.




    In 1941 her father rolled the dice. Telling no one, he had doctors give his daughter a frontal lobotomy, at the time a medical procedure thought to have merit, since largely discredited. Rosemary emerged a hollow person, unable even to control her bodily functions. Her father ultimately institutionalized her at a convent school in Wisconsin. She lived there until her death in 2005, her brother, the late Edward Kennedy, at her bedside.




    The family hid the details of this event in the girl’s life until after the 1960 elections. After the operation, Joe Senior refused to ever discuss his daughter’s fate again. “I don’t want to hear about it. Do you understand me?” became his standard response to the question, “Where’s Rosemary?”




    The Kennedy boys went to the finest prep schools, including Choate, where Jack, until he had orthodontic work done, and like Joe before him at the school, was called ‘Rat Face.’ Friends said Jack had one popular theme in his conversation: his brother Joe Junior. The sickly young man often told friends how Joe was a better student than he, how Joe was far better at sports, how Joe towered over him in every way. Joe Junior went on to Harvard, starring in sports there before graduating in 1933.




    At Choate, Jack met a student who was to become a lifelong friend, Kirk LeMoyne Billings, nicknamed ‘Lem.’ Lem also had an older brother, Fred, who had served the school as captain of the football team and president of the senior class.




    Young Billings, though descended from a long line of New England aristocrats, was a scholarship student at the school. Lem stood 6′2″ and weighed 175, a good foil for his pal Jack in family football games and on campus. Lem’s father was a well-known doctor, but lost everything the family had in the Great Depression. The two met in their second year at the school when both sold advertising for the campus yearbook.




    Jack sold space to the Oxford Meat Market in Palm Beach, and for the Hyannis Grocery outlet.




    Lem was soon a regular at the Hyannis Port home, meeting the entire Kennedy clan. When younger, Lem had collecting hobbies, stamps, coins, etc. He noticed immediately that none of the Kennedys had their own rooms. He said they would all arrive home from school, take whatever room was available and settle in for the summer. He said no Kennedy kept memorabilia, had pictures on the walls or expressed any sense of permanency about anything. However, he loved the family. Later in life he told friends, “With them, life speeded up.” Lem and Jack became inseparable, Jack, never seeming to forget the wall between them resulting from his family’s fortune and Lem’s family’s poverty, assigning to Lem the role of family entertainer or court jester.




    Lem, who had a not-bad tenor voice, was often badgered by Jack at parties to sing the Mae West hit, I’m No Angel, with Jack chuckling at the off-color lyrics as Lem warbled them:




    “Aw, come on, let me cling to you like a vine. Make that low-down music trickle up your spine, Baby I can warm you with this love of mine, I’m no angel...”




    When Lem first visited the Palm Beach home, he was greeted by Jack, brandishing a $100 bill.




    “I’ll give it to you if you’ll take off all your clothes, walk into my dad’s bullpen, (a walled enclosure where Joe and selected companions sunbathed nude—there was also a bullpen at Hyannis Port, the rule at both enclosures being that other Kennedys had strict orders to call ahead on a house phone and ask permission to enter before testing the door,) say, ‘Hi Dad—I know you’ve always wanted me to call you that—and there’s something I’ve always wanted to tell you’—then sing I’m No Angel.”




    Lem refused. Some historians assert that Lem was gay and his attraction to Jack was homosexual in nature. Some further assert that Jack returned these feelings, however no proof exists.




    George Terrien, who would later marry Ethel Kennedy’s sister and knew Lem well, said, “Lem was gay. Everyone knew—everyone!”




    All visitors to any Kennedy complex quickly learned to play the endless round of family-ordained sports with spirit and courage, the word being: “If you don’t want to play, don’t come. If you come, play or you’ll eat in the kitchen and no one will speak to you.”




    And there was a sub-clause—“Don’t be too good, don’t ever complain of pain received while playing, and never, never criticize a Kennedy’s sporting performance.”




    A DIRTY SHOW




    When Jack was 17, according to another friend, Rip Horton, Jack and Lem went to a brothel in New York City’s Harlem. They were staying at the Horton family’s home in the city. Horton later told authors Joan and Clay Blair, “They said first there was a kind of a dirty show, then they took these girls—white girls, of course—to their rooms. It cost about three dollars. Not long afterward, they came back to my family’s apartment in total panic. They were frightened to death they’d get VD. I went with them to a hospital where they got these salves and creams and a thing to shove up the penis to clean it out. They came home, sweating. They couldn’t sleep. Finally, in the middle of the night, Jack thought they ought to see a doctor. So we woke this doctor up in the middle of the night and they went over.”




    Another friend who served in Congress with Jack said the young Boston lawmaker would reminisce now and then about a brothel he remembered from days of his youth in Palm Beach.




    “The Gypsy Tea Room was really a tea room, but as a front only. The little old lady who managed it ran a class bordello upstairs—five and ten-dollar women. Jack said he really developed a thing for this big, blonde older woman—she was 25 and he was 17. Jack developed this passionate infatuation for her that went well beyond just a quick lay for his $5.00. Then, with the vacation over, he went back to school, and by the time he got back down to Palm Beach again, this woman was gone. He said, ‘I was devastated. She taught me everything there was to learn about sex.’”




    The friend went on, “In those bachelor days when he first came to Washington, he practically had a revolving door on his bedroom. Women were a dime a dozen for Jack. I remember some of his aides used to call him ‘Mattress Jack.’”8




    In autumn of 1935, after leaving the SEC, Joe took Rose and seven of the children, including Jack, at the time a recent Choate graduate, and headed for London, where Joe Junior had just finished his year at the London School of Economics prior to entering Harvard.




    Jack was again to follow in his brother’s footsteps and had been pre-enrolled in the prestigious English school. However before he could attend class, Jack was struck down by some mysterious illness, which some historians maintain was his first serious bout with Addison’s disease. From the hospital, he corresponded with Lem, who had enrolled at Princeton.




    The London doctors said Jack was hovering ‘near death,’ but finally allowed him to leave for the States. (Kennedy later would repeatedly tell interviewers he had spent the entire academic year 1935-36 enrolled at LSE.)




    At the same time Rose tried to register young Kathleen in the Holy Child Convent School at Neuilly, near Paris, but Kick, looking over the place, decided the French nuns were far too strict and refused to stay.




    Returning to the US, Jack was allowed to enter Princeton, where Lem had become a freshman, several weeks into the fall term, even though he had already been admitted to Harvard.




    He moved in with Lem and Rip Horton, his friend from New York, on the 4th floor of a dorm. However he dropped out of Princeton in December, failing trigonometry, and checked into a Boston hospital for two months. Family friend James Rousmaniere later told interviewers, “I know he went there (Princeton) to be with Billings.”




    Out of the hospital at last, Jack joined older brother Joe at the Jay Six Ranch, a 43,000-acre spread just outside Benson, Arizona, a stint suggested by now-close family friend Arthur Krock.




    The boys earned a dollar a day, living in a bunkhouse, toughening up. Jack wrote Lem, “Got a fuck and a suck in a Mexican hoar-house for 65 cents...” In another letter to Lem, Jack wrote, “If you could see what a thing of beauty my body has become with the open air, riding horses and Mexicans, you would stuff such adjectives as unattractive when you are speaking of my body, right where they belong...”




    THE EXTRA’S DELIGHT




    At the end of the ranch job, Jack journeyed to Los Angeles. From there, he wrote Billings, “I met this extra in Hollywood that is the best-looking thing I have ever seen—The Extra’s delight, or, how I got my tail in Hollywood.”




    Came 1936 and FDR’s attempt at re-election, Joe paid his friend Arthur Krock $1,000 a week to ghost-write a book with his name on it as author, I’m for Roosevelt.




    With Roosevelt returned to office, Joe again began to think about becoming Secretary of the Treasury, but, this time around was offered chairmanship of the Maritime Commission.




    He accepted, but resigned after a few months of head-banging with stubborn ship-owners and radical union leaders. “It was the toughest thing I’ve ever done,” Joe told Time Magazine.9




    However Joe later won praise for his brief service on the Maritime Commission. He had settled more than $73 million in claims of one type or another against the government for less than $750,000.10




    Not long after FDR was sworn in for a second term, Nazi troops entered the Rhineland. A few months after that, the Spanish Civil War broke out. In June 1937, Jack and Lem took a trip to Europe, visiting Nazi Germany (when Germans gave them the Hitler salute, the boys answered,”Hi ya, Hitler,” tossing back their stiff right-arm Nazi gesture.)




    To be near his friend FDR, Joe Senior had rented a large estate outside Washington in the Maryland countryside, called Marwood. The family stayed at Hyannis Port. Joe would spend his evenings alone at poolside at Marwood, listening to classical music, occasionally enjoying a game of golf with another friend, Johnny Roselli, (real name: Filippo Sacco,) the Chicago Mafia’s man on the west coast. When Joe’s cronies and some of the servants called for popular tunes, Joe would growl back, “You guys have got no culture!”




    One night at Marwood, Joe told Jimmy Roosevelt he really hadn’t wanted to be Secretary of the Treasury. “What I really want is to be ambassador to England.” Jimmy shook his head in disbelief. “You don’t want anything like that, Joe,” muttered the young man.




    “Yes I do. I want to be the first Irishman from the US to be ambassador to the Court of St. James.”




    When Jimmy’s dad heard this, his reaction was to throw his head back and laugh until he almost fell out of his wheelchair. Then he told Jimmy it was out of the question. However before Jimmy could advise Joe of what had happened when the idea was broached, the president called and said he had changed his mind and to bring Joe in for an interview.




    When Joe appeared at the Oval Office, Roosevelt asked him to stand near the fireplace so the president could get a good look at him. Joe obliged. “Joe,” said FDR, “Would you mind dropping your pants?”




    Puzzled, Joe stared at the president for an unbelieving moment, then did as he was asked, peering at FDR in his shorts. “Joe, just look at your legs,” muttered the president.




    “You are the most bowlegged man I’ve ever laid eyes on. You know of course that the Ambassador to the Court of St. James has to go through a ceremony in which he wears knee britches and silk stockings? When photos of our new ambassador appear, you’ll be a laughingstock. You’re not the right man for the job...”




    But Joe didn’t bat an eye. “Mr. President, if I can get permission to go through the ceremony in a cutaway and striped pants, would you then appoint me?”




    “There’s no way you’ll get permission. I need a new ambassador soon, Joe...”




    “Will you give me two weeks?”




    “Done.”




    Joe hiked up his pants and left, FDR’s guffaws still in his ears. A few days later, he was back with permission from the English Crown to dress as he had described.




    In February 1937, Joseph P. Kennedy sailed for England.




    Rose stayed behind, recovering from an appendectomy which other members of the family only found out about when the newspapers reported it.




    SOCIAL REGISTER




    En route across the Atlantic, Joe told an aide, “We’re only going to get the family in the Social Register. When that’s over, we come back and go to Hollywood to make more movies and money.”




    Young Jack, then in his freshman year at Harvard, was defeated when he ran for president of his class. He played in three freshman team football games. He got playing time in a few more games during his sophomore year, but then left the team. However, like his father before him, he made it a habit to cozy up to campus athletes. He tried out for the swim team, but was rejected. Jack worked for the Harvard Crimson, joined the campus Catholic student club and, like his father and brother, was named to the Hasty Pudding Club. By the time he turned 21 in 1938, he was missing class a lot due to illness. That same year, he was circumcised. He gave his penis the nickname,’ J. J.’, writing to Lem that, “It has never been in better shape or doing better service.”




    Rose arrived in London in March 1938, bringing all the children except Joe and Jack, both still occupied with studies, and Rosemary, cloistered at her convent school in Wisconsin.




    In spring 1939, Jack was allowed to leave Harvard temporarily and begin a study-travel program under his father’s wing. The idea was for Jack to range across Europe, testing the political and social waters and conveying his thoughts to his dad in a series of letters.




    Jack wrote to Lem that he had met a girl, who, “Had a cigarette case engraved with Snow White lying down with spread legs and the Seven Dwarfs, cocks in hand, waiting to screw her.”




    Jack returned to Harvard late in 1939 for his senior year. Joe Senior had by that time lost much of his credence with the British, carelessly mouthing anti-Semitic statements during his diplomatic rounds in London, making it clear that he was an isolationist, not a whit interested in battling the Nazis, even as Hitler gobbled up Austria, then set his sights on the Sudetenland. Historians say Joe was seeking to build a base for his own presidential bid as an isolationist in 1940.


  




  

    IV


    WAR




    “I’ll stand on the ocean, until I start sinkin’.”




    —Bob Dylan




    Joe began asking people to call him The Ambassador at about this time—and he would insist on that title for the remainder of his life. He continued to irritate his British hosts with increased bluster about isolationism and ever-more caustic remarks about Jews.




    The children settled into life in London, Young Joe and Kathleen riding horses along Rotten Row in the mornings, the two of them making the rounds of homes of the elite in the evenings. Soon it was noticed that Kick was spending more and more time at Chatsworth House, home of the Cavendish family. Kick had a crush on young William Cavendish, Marquis of Hartington, son of the Duke of Devonshire, a young man whose income from family sources totaled roughly three quarters of a million dollars per year. ‘Billy,’ as he was known, was almost 20. He had been mentioned as a prospective suitor for the hand of Princess Elizabeth. He was a bit of an intellectual, spending inordinate amounts of time in his family’s library, which contained one of Europe’s finest collections of rare volumes, including a priceless Gutenberg Bible.




    Billy called their romance “a Romeo and Juliet thing.” His family was notoriously anti-Catholic and anti-Irish. His grandfather, Lord Salisbury, had poked fun at the Irish, saying the people of the Emerald Isle had as much ability to govern themselves as Hottentots. Billy’s Uncle Frederick Cavendish had been assassinated in Dublin’s Phoenix Park by Irish revolutionaries.




    After the meek-appearing, mustachioed, umbrella-bearing UK Prime Minister Neville Chamberlain returned from last-minute meetings in which he attempted to appease Germany’s aggressive Chancellor Adolf Hitler in Bad Godesberg and Berchtesgaden, while the Nazi Fuhrer rattled his sabers louder and louder, Joe sent the younger children off to Ireland. The London city government ordered trenches dug at key points around town. Gas masks were issued to the public. Chamberlain—who frequently wore a black three-piece suit and, like similarly black-clad UK-born comedian Charlie Chaplin, was seldom seen without his ubiquitous furled umbrella—returned to Germany for one last try at peace at Munich, a time when the western powers ultimately stood aside and allowed Hitler to move his troops into the Sudetenland—the German-speaking region of Czechoslovakia—possibly the greatest appeasement of all time. (As of the 21st Century, much of the Sudetenland area is part of the Czech Republic.)




    The Ambassador was next heard delivering a euphoric speech at the US Navy League’s annual meeting in London in which he loudly defended Chamberlain’s weak-kneed position, even suggesting it become a model for all future negotiations with any dictator. He cheerily pronounced it quite possible to get along with all dictatorships, no matter where they cropped up.




    Most Britons ignored Joe’s ramblings, having long since dismissed him as a blowhard and totally immaterial. In the US, however, reaction to this particular speech was immediate and negative. People began asking their representatives if US policy had changed. FDR publicly repudiated Joe’s position. That September, Nazi tanks rolled across the borders of Poland.




    Next there would come France and the Low Countries (and Norway and Greece, et al) on Der Fuhrer’s agenda of conquest. Joe had long since sent the family home by the time the Nazi armies swept into France.




    The Ambassador came back home himself December 6, 1939, retreating from the press upon arrival, spending the holidays at the Palm Beach home, finally emerging in February to give a series of speeches in favor of isolationism. He reluctantly returned to England February 28 1940.




    He told anyone who asked on either side of the Atlantic that England would soon be “thrashed.”




    He criticized the American volunteers who flocked to England, ready to sacrifice their lives, seeking to join the various UK armed services, loudly claiming that these volunteers might cause US civilians to be shot shortly after the Germans occupied England.




    In May, Chamberlain’s wishy-washy government collapsed. The people of England made ready to fight.




    “A FOUL SPECIMEN”




    Winston Churchill took over as prime minister. He hated Joe as an appeaser and fellow-traveler with Nazism. Lord Halifax said, “Kennedy is a foul specimen of double-crosser and defeatist. He thinks of nothing but his own pocket. I hope the war will see the elimination of people of his type.”




    The Ambassador was despised and shunned by everybody. The great air Battle of Britain began. The English needed comic relief. Joe filled the bill. Everyone now began calling him ‘Jittery Joe.’ He moved from London to a mansion in the country to get away from the nightly Luftwaffe bombings and the near-palpable scorn in which the Brits held him.




    Joe began to get the idea that Roosevelt didn’t want him running loose in America during the presidential campaign. He sent a request through channels asking to be recalled. It was ignored. Then on October 16 he demanded to be brought back to the US. The State Department cabled him to come home. He publicly told the Brits just before leaving that he planned to tell the American public that, “Roosevelt and the kikes are taking us into war.” He took an air-raid siren which had warned Londoners of approaching Nazi planes during the blitz, saying he would use it to call his children in from sailing at Hyannis Port, making the English hate him even more. Upon arrival he told a Boston audience, “There is no place in this fight for us.”11




    By this time, Jack was attending classes at Harvard. He seemed to show a new sense of purpose. His grades, mediocre at best before, seemed now to begin to inch upward. He earned his way onto on the dean’s list. Professors told him if he submitted an acceptable undergraduate thesis, he could graduate with honors in political science. He selected as his topic the umbrella-clutching Neville Chamberlain’s decision to appease Hitler at Munich. His father supplied a secretary and several stenographers to do the actual work and Jack produced a 150-page paper. It was accepted by the Harvard faculty March l5, with reservations. Professors criticized the poor writing and said the analysis was faulty.




    Joe immediately rushed the book to Arthur Krock for a pre-publication make-over. Krock re-wrote and re-titled the work Why England Slept, a take-off on the Churchill title, While England Slept. The book appeared to favorable reviews, elicited by Joe from friends in publishing. Joe assured the book’s success, immediately purchasing 40,000 copies at retail. As the fury of World War II grew in Europe, the book sold about 40,000 more copies in England as well.




    Jack graduated from Harvard with the promised honors in June of 1940.




    He moved to California, telling the family he was suffering with ulcers. By December he was back on the east coast, spending some time at the Palm Beach home.




    At about this time Joe Junior decided to leave Harvard Law School after joining a naval aviation program at Harvard. He was later sworn in as seaman 2nd class in the US Navy Reserves. He reported to Squantum Naval Air Base outside Boston for flight training.




    The family later repeatedly told the press that in the spring of 1941 Jack had tried to join the US Army, but was rejected due to his back condition. Hearing this, according to family legend, Jack then went through five months of special exercises and was finally accepted by the US Navy.




    However there is evidence that Joe pulled strings with highly-placed friends, among them Captain Alan Kirk, then director of the Office of Naval Intelligence, (ONI) to get Jack past the tough physical. It is known that a personal friend of Kirk’s who was a doctor was specially assigned to examine Jack.




    Thus, a young man with severe ulcers, a hopelessly weak spine, a malformed limb, Addison’s disease, a serious venereal disease, and bronchitis was allowed to enter military service. Jack slept on a board and wore a leather back brace during his training. Brother Joe, meanwhile, continued flight training at Jacksonville, Florida.




    Meanwhile, in Washington, Joe Senior called on his friend, FDR for dinner, he and Rose joining US Senator and Mrs. James Byrnes and the president, who flattered Joe throughout the meal. Finally Byrnes asked Joe to make a radio speech endorsing the Roosevelt candidacy. Instead of immediately accepting, Joe began wailing and complaining about State Department higher-ups, whom he blamed for his discomfort in England.




    Both the president and Byrnes schmoozed Joe’s feelings, and the former diplomat finally agreed to make the speech.




    Missy LeHand, FDR’s secretary, also present, leaped to her feet to call the Democrat National Committee to schedule time, but Joe said he would pay for the air time himself. In the speech, which he gave the next evening, he viciously criticized Wendell Wilkie, FDR’s opponent and endorsed his friend. Party analysts said the speech was valuable in tipping the scales for the president’s re-election.




    Four days after the November 4 election results were counted, Joe was interviewed by Boston Globe writer Louis Lyons, who said Joe was gulping slices of apple pie and cheese as he arrived to get his story.




    Among other things Joe told Lyons: “It’s a question of how long England can hold out...Hitler has all the ports of Europe...German Stukas (dive bombers) are flying over Africa...keep out of the war...if any of the Latin Americas act up, just kick them in the teeth...”




    Lyons, who was only looking for a Sunday feature, asked an innocuous question about the president’s wife: “She bothered us more on our jobs in Washington to take care of poor little nobodies who had no influence than all the rest of the people down there together. She was always sending me a note to have some little Sadie Glotz in to tea at the Embassy.” And, “participating in this war would drain us,” Joe told Lyons. “It would turn our government into National Socialism. Democracy is finished in England, maybe even here, too...”12




    A few days later the story ran. It finished Joseph Kennedy’s political life forever. A furor erupted all over Europe, only the Boersten-Zeitung newspaper in Berlin editorializing in the senior Kennedy’s favor. An infuriated Joe cancelled Somerset Importing’s advertising contract with the Globe.




    Next stop was California, where Joe told a meeting of film executives to stop producing movies which offended Hitler so Der Fuhrer wouldn’t continue to think (and say) that “Jewish money” tried to buy political influence via the media.




    Hearing this, FDR called Joe to his home at Hyde Park, NY for a sit-down. Joe was taken in to see the president in his study, but after less than ten minutes of the meeting, Mrs. Roosevelt got an urgent call to hurry to the study. The president took her aside. She said he was boiling over with anger, the blood drained from his face. He asked Joe to step outside. Eleanor Roosevelt said, “His voice was shaking. He told me, ‘I never want to see that sonofabitch again as long as I live. Get him out of here! ‘ “ (FDR’s intense dislike of Joe never abated after this day; however the two men would meet again, though Roosevelt always maintained extreme reluctance to be in the same room with Joe.)




    Young Navy officer John F. Kennedy was assigned to an Office of Naval Intelligence desk job in Washington, where he was serving when Pearl Harbor was attacked.




    His sister Kathleen was also in Washington, corresponding with her beau Billy back in England while she worked (thanks to her father’s string-pulling via Arthur Krock) for the isolationist Times-Herald. Billy Hartington’s return letters were sad. He was serving with a British outfit along the Maginot Line.




    One of Kick’s co-workers was Miss Inga Arvad, a breathtaking Danish beauty. Inga was slightly older than Jack. She was a woman of some experience. She and Jack began dating. A onetime Miss Denmark, she had gone to Germany early-on to cover the surge of Nazism for a paper in Copenhagen.




    She had gotten early-day interviews with Hermann Goering and Hitler himself, who escorted her to the 1936 Olympics, calling her the “perfect example of Nordic beauty.”




    She had a husband who hadn’t accompanied her to the US, Paul Fejos, a World War I Hungarian aviator who had become an ace,(meaning he had shot down five enemy pilots) then gone into the film business. Fejos took Inga off on a worldwide tour to make a travel documentary. While filming, they met a wealthy Swedish industrialist named Axel Wennergren, whom British intelligence suspected of spying.




    At the time, Wennergren was living on an estate on Hog Island, Bahamas. Inga ditched her husband and took up with him at his home, called Shangri-la. Wennergren was a yachtsman and now and then, while at sea near the Bahamas, he would get cables from Goering and other high officials in Germany, one such cable asking him to help negotiate peace between Finland and Russia early in the war. After the US entered World War II, Wennergren took his 320-foot yacht to Vera Cruz, Mexico and Inga enrolled in Columbia Journalism School in New York.13




    Like Kick, Inga had gotten her Washington newspaper job through Arthur Krock, whom she had met through the Columbia School of Journalism. She was under surveillance by the FBI.




    Inga later told interviewers that on a trip with Jack to the Palm Beach home, The Ambassador spent half the time she and Jack were there arguing with Jack about how wrong his relationship with her was, and the rest of the time trying to have sex with her. Finally, due to either Joe’s pressure or the concern of his son’s military superiors, Jack was sent to the Navy’s base at Charleston, South Carolina, which he called ‘Siberia.’




    FBI RECORDS LOVEMAKING




    Inga continued to visit him there. The couple’s room was bugged and their lovemaking recorded by the FBI and played back for J. Edgar Hoover. Jack was heard telling Inga about his work—he lectured defense plant workers on how to battle oncoming Nazi or Japanese forces in case the enemy should land in Charleston.




    Jack called her Inga-binga. She later said he was the father of her son. Later, Jack would realize that J. Edgar Hoover kept and often played back for visitors Hoover felt might be amused or shocked, the tapes of his and Inga’s pillow-talk in the Charleston hotel room where they often stayed together.




    After more of Joe’s manipulations, Jack was sent to midshipman school at Northwestern University. When Admiral John Harlee appeared there seeking recruits for PT crews—he was especially interested in young men with sailing experience—Jack volunteered. In October, he reported for PT training at Melville, Rhode Island.




    Joe arranged for his son’s old Harvard roommate and football star Torbert ‘Torby’ MacDonald to be transferred to Melville as well.




    While there, Jack met men who would become lifelong friends, Paul ‘Red’ Fay, Jim Reed, Chuck Spalding, and others. When his class left Melville, Jack was ordered to stay on as an instructor.




    Meanwhile, Young Joe had graduated flight school in Jacksonville and been commissioned as a Navy ensign.




    Some historians say Jack’s chronic back problems were noticed by staff at Melville who made the decision that he was not healthy enough to go into a combat zone.




    At this time, Jack, born with a congenitally malformed, weak spine, one leg shorter than the other, wore a left shoe with an orthopedic lift built in. He still suffered from several recurrent diseases, was an asthmatic, highly allergic to dogs, dog hair, horses and household dust. He had a weak stomach and could only eat bland foods. During most of his life, he suffered from recurrent diphtheria, asthma and an irritable colon. He had much-diminished hearing in one ear and less-than-normal eyesight. Throughout his life he was subject to seizures, high fevers, sweats and faints. Sometime around 1940, he had contracted chronic venereal disease—nongonococcal urethris, currently known as chlamydia, and from then on took large doses of antibiotics to rein in that malady. As noted, after he was diagnosed with Addison’s disease, he began to take heavy doses of the newly-discovered drug Cortisone, which if not administered properly gives the patient flushed, red skin and false feelings of grandiosity, known as Cushing’s syndrome. He often had another drug, Doca, surgically implanted in his thigh and back muscles both prior to the discovery of Cortisone and for a lengthy period after he began using Cortisone.




    Hearing of the problems at Melville, The Ambassador came to the rescue. He contacted Massachusetts Senator David Walsh, chairman of the Senate Naval Affairs Committee. Jack’s orders were changed and he followed the boat he had used in training, PT 101 to Jacksonville. On March 28 1943 Jack arrived at Esperitu Santo in the New Hebrides Islands, (now called Vanuatu,) a time when the Pacific fighting had been underway for close to 20 months. The Battle of Midway was history and Japanese troops were beginning the long retreat across the Pacific to their homeland.




    His superiors ordered him to Tulagi, in the Solomon Islands, where PT Squadron II was based. Both sides had broken off major contact in the Solomons and the region had become a secondary front, however there were still die-hard Japanese troops and combat-ready naval vessels in the area, the Japanese high command still supplying these forces with night convoys—called the Tokyo Express by the Americans—coming through the islands’ waterway, known to the Americans as The Slot.




    As Jack was moved ever-closer to the fighting front, his sister Kick, back in Washington, quit her job at the newspaper. She joined a Red Cross nursing corps for training, then prepared to take the Queen Mary for England.




    She had heard that Billy Hartington, one of the lucky Brit soldiers who had escaped capture or death at Dunkirk, had become engaged to a niece of Lord Mountbatten. Landing in Greenock, Scotland, she and her group entrained for London. Arriving there, she stayed with her friends the Ormsby-Gore family at their Hampstead mansion.




    Not long thereafter Billy arrived and took her to the Four Hundred Club. Soon they were an item again, raising eyebrows all over town.




    JOE TURNS INFORMER




    The Ambassador, meanwhile, was moving on several fronts. He contacted J. Edgar Hoover and offered to become an informant on the Hollywood film community. Joe’s application was accepted.




    His Bureau file reads, “In the moving picture industry he has many Jewish friends who he believes would furnish him upon request, information pertaining to Communist infiltration into the industry...or with reference to any individuals who have Communist sympathies.”




    Joe began a land-buying binge, purchasing vast acreage in Texas, South America, and Florida.




    He sold the family’s Bronxville, New York house at about this time, acquiring other valuable buildings in New York City.




    He became known as a money-hungry tightwad, moving with lightning-like speed to gouge increased rentals out of tenants who had occupied his new purchases for many years.




    Later, toward the end of his real estate adventures, he would buy the Chicago Merchandise Mart, then the world’s largest office building, for $12.5 million. He would later take in each year in rent money, more than he had paid for the structure.




    Historians estimate he made roughly $100 million out of his wartime real estate ventures. He also purchased part of the Hialeah Race Track in Miami, and was often seen there in his private box, entertaining various young women.




    In July, Jack’s crew got orders to report to the US Navy base on Lumbari Island. Not long after they arrived, a Japanese float plane, honing in at night on the PT boat’s wide phosphorescent wake, wounded two of Jack’s crewmen with bombs.




    On August 1, some 15 US Navy PT boats, including PT 109, with Jack as skipper, were ordered out to attack an incoming fleet of four Japanese destroyers in Blackett Strait. The Tokyo Express was spotted around midnight, four destroyers. The PT boats sped close and opened fire—except for Jack’s boat, which withdrew.




    Later, a crewman, Barney Ross, told the press, “A lot of searchlights came on. We took evasive action so we wouldn’t get shot...we probably should have attacked.”




    The Japanese sped away into the night and unloaded 900 troops and about 100 tons of supplies for them. At about 2 am, the enemy fleet turned about and began the run back down Blackett Strait for the sea. During this trip one of the destroyers, the Amagiri, struck Jack’s boat, the PT 109, sinking it after gasoline drums stored aboard exploded. It was the first and only time in World War II that a PT boat was struck and sunk by an enemy vessel. Controversy erupted. Other PT boatmen said they saw the ramming about to occur and tried to radio Jack and his men, but that no one was monitoring the vessel’s radio, a violation of Navy protocol in wartime.




    It was later found that only one of the PT 109’s four engines was in gear at the time of the ramming, making it hard if not impossible to escape the pending disaster—also strictly forbidden by Navy rules. Other sailors said visibility was excellent that night, that they themselves had vision for 1,500 to l, 800 yards. Jack was accused of not having a deck or bridge watch in place. Jack later told superiors the moment he finally did see the enemy destroyer, he spun his boat’s wheel to mount an attack, but experts who plotted out the time-speed-distance factors on charts said that if this was true, then Jack helped the enemy sink his boat. Two of PT 109’s men died in the collision. The enemy destroyer sped away down the Strait.




    Jack refused to take responsibility. He accused other PT boat skippers of failing to help after the crash. Right after the hit, he ordered abandon ship, but noticed the PT 109’s bow remained afloat.




    After a while in the water, where the men were menaced by splotches of burning gasoline, Jack ordered the remaining crew back onto the bow. Realizing some were seriously injured, Jack swam out into the Strait’s dark waters to rescue Patrick McMahon, a badly-burned 41-year-old machinist.




    The men urged Jack to fire his flare pistol, but he refused, saying he didn’t want to attract enemy float planes.




    Unbeknownst to Jack and his men, an Australian coast-watcher, Lieutenant Arthur Reginald Evans, witnessed the entire episode and radioed the Allied high command news of what had happened to PT-109. Evans was operating covertly from the crater of a dead volcano on a nearby Japanese-occupied island.




    What was left of the PT boat drifted throughout the night and, when the survivors decided it was near-sinking late the next morning, they decided to swim to an island they felt was not Japanese-occupied about three miles away.




    The Navy mounted a search for the men, but it yielded nothing. The crew made a float out of a large board Kennedy had used to mount a gun in the bow of the boat. He had taken a life raft off the boat to put the plank and gun in place. Nine crewmen clung to the board as Jack took the lead, pulling the injured McMahon behind him, a strap from McMahon’s life jacket clenched in his teeth. It took four hours to get to the designated island.




    On the island’s beach, Jack told the men to hide in the jungle when he heard planes overhead. It later turned out it had been an Allied patrol, looking for Jack and his men.




    With the men safe for the moment on the island, Kennedy advised them he planned to take to the water again, this time swimming out into Ferguson Strait to try to flag down a passing Allied vessel. He said he would take a light and a pistol with him. The men told him to forget it, saying PT sailors might open fire on a mysterious light in the water or if they heard gunfire. They also said Kennedy knew nothing of the area currents and that sharks were known to inhabit the waters of the Strait. He ignored them.




    By that evening, he was in the Strait. He later said part of the three-mile stretch was traveled by simply walking across the coral bottom, part of it he swam. He said no boats of any kind passed him that night. He said he lost all his strength on the way back, but finally washed up on the base island’s beach at dawn, delirious and in a fever.




    He ordered Ross to make the same trip that night. Ross did as he was told, also finding nothing. After three days, Jack and Ross swam to yet another island where they found a stash of Japanese rations and a small boat.




    Two natives in a canoe arrived on the base island where the rest of the crew was encamped, sent out by Australian Evans’ team of coast watchers. The natives had food, water and cigarettes. Crewman Lenny Thom gave a note to the natives listing the crew’s position and asking for help.




    THE NOTE AND THE NUT




    Jack rejoined the crew and the natives, who had stayed on that evening, having left Ross on the nearby island while he took the small boat out into the Strait to again seek help from a passing Allied vessel. On the fifth day, Jack took the native rescuers to the island where he had left Ross. On that island, Jack etched a message into a coconut to be sent back to the authorities along with Thom’s handwritten note. The natives departed. The coconut read NATIVE KNOWS POSIT HE CAN PILOT 11 ALIVE NEED SMALL BOAT KENNEDY. (The large nut held an honored position on Kennedy’s Oval Office desk the entire time he was president.)




    On the morning of the sixth day of the ordeal, seven natives arrived in a large canoe, again sent by Evans’ commanders. They had more supplies of food and water. Kennedy left with them.




    Two newsmen at Lumbari, covering the dramatic story of the feared loss of Ambassador Joe Kennedy’s son, joined PT crews leaving that island for the rescue.




    Soon the story broke, but with certain omissions. Some historians say that Evans’ role was left out on purpose so his ‘cover’—he was still hiding on a Japanese-occupied island—would not be blown. At any rate, his name and the role he played in saving the Americans’ lives was not publicized, all credit going to Jack, who was cited for three swimming sorties out into Ferguson Strait, not just the one he actually made. Much was made over the coconut, while Thom’s more detailed note was ignored by the press.




    Kennedy was credited with a last-minute attack attempt on the destroyer, though no one was manning his boat’s guns, bridge, or radio, and only the one engine was in gear, some experts still saying the story about the last-second twist of the wheel toward the destroyer—if true—could only have contributed toward the disaster, not averted it or damaged the destroyer in any way. Jack began the long trip back home.
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