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			“The dead cannot cry out for justice. 
It is the duty of the living to do so for them.”

			—Lois McMaster Bujold

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			“Yes, there was something special about me, and I knew what it was. 
I was the kind of girl they found dead in a hall bedroom with an empty bottle of sleeping pills in her hand.”

			—Marilyn Monroe

			“The great enemy of truth is very often not the lie—deliberate, contrived, and dishonest—but the myth—persistent, persuasive, 
and unrealistic.”

			—President John F. Kennedy

			“Justice is a big rug. When you pull it out from under one man, 
a lot of others fall too.”

			—Dorothy Kilgallen

			“People say I am ruthless. I am not ruthless. And if I find the man 
who is calling me ruthless, I shall destroy him.”

			—Robert F. Kennedy

			“[Bobby’s] a great kid. He hates the same way I do.”

			—Joseph P. Kennedy

		

	
		
			 

			 

			 

			 

			“I’m a reporter that likes danger and excitement.”

			—Dorothy Kilgallen during participation in the famous 
“Race Around the World,” October 1936

			“Wherever Dorothy Kilgallen goes, fame precedes her, 
envy follows her, and a crowd looks on. 
She is one of the communication marvels of the age.”

			—New York Post Daily Magazine, 1960

			“She projected an aura of glamour with her magnificent evening dresses and jewels…. She had wit, power, and a mean streak. Everybody read [her columns] and a lot of people were afraid of her.”

			—Dominick Dunne, Vanity Fair

			“I have to get a gun because someone is going to kill me.”

			—Dorothy Kilgallen to hairdresser/confidant Marc Sinclaire, 
October 1965

		

	
		
			Introduction

			By connecting for the first time the assassination of Robert F. Kennedy in 1968 with the deaths of John F. Kennedy (1963), acclaimed journalist Dorothy Kilgallen (1965), and even that of Marilyn Monroe (1962), the result is the most plausible conclusions regarding who was responsible for these murders and who covered up the truth.

			To do so, instead of first considering Monroe’s alleged “probable suicide,” which was not a suicide at all, or examining JFK’s and Kilgallen’s deaths, we begin with shocking new evidence never published before regarding RFK’s assassination, as uncovered by this author in late 2024. This evidence, much of it hiding in plain sight for decades, along with partial evidence discovered in the 2025 JFK and RFK government assassination records release, provides a telling link between alleged RFK assassin Sirhan Sirhan and powerful New Orleans Mafia Don Carlos Marcello, who had the strongest motive to eliminate the Kennedy brothers. 

			This new development comes via an undisputed eyewitness account this author learned about from a bona fide hero named John Shear. Based on my research, it was Shear who hired Sirhan at the Santa Anita Racetrack in Southern California and knew him well during the days leading up to RFK’s demise. 
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			Through a Santa Anita racetrack press release1 aired when he died at age 102 in 2023, we learn that Shear, called a “Santa Anita legend,” was a revered paddock captain whom those at the racetrack “thanked for sixty years of dedicated service in keeping everyone in the paddock safe, including generations of horse, horsemen and fans.” That said, Shear is better known through a YouTube video published by Santa Anita Park.2 

			In the video, details of Shear’s remarkable life vividly appear, beginning with the day this humble man became a hero. As the announcer states, “And it was the life of a five-year-old girl that hung in the balance when one of those background players stepped squarely on the center stage.”

			The video explains that Shear “played many roles, from groom to jockey to trainer and paddock captain, and because of what he did in a split second in the ninth decade of his life, a little girl will complete her fifth year. John Shear is many things, but one thing is for sure, he is a hero.” How Shear saved the little girl from sure death will be explained, but suffice it to say that his bravery indicates the type of man he was, one whose life was packed with helping others on a daily basis as a true man of respect. 

			 The video then chronicles Shear’s difficult journey through the years, leading up to his landing at Santa Anita Racetrack in 1961 and working full time in the paddock area. The video explains that Shear’s life was all he had hoped for, walking the horses and guarding the paddock area where the horses were “hot-walked.” This involved a groom or stable worker who hand-walked horses after a workout or race at a racetrack.

			Regarding Sirhan, Shear explained, “This young man comes by and says, ‘I’m looking for work. Do you need anybody?’ I looked at the guy not much taller than me and I said the only job we have is a hotwalker and it only pays $200 a month. He said, ‘I’ll take it.’” Confirmation of Sirhan working at Santa Anita, where the famous Seabiscuit had won the Santa Anita Handicap in 1940, comes from, among other sources, the thousands of pages of RFK assassination files released in April 2025. An FBI document states: 
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			Additional information about Sirhan regarding his being involved in horse racing comes from the RFK National Archives files, where an FBI document reads: 
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			In the videotaped interview, Shear added substance to these accounts, stating, “We called him Sol, very quiet and he was like subservient not only would he walk the horses but he’d clean out the…offices, he’d sweep the tack room (where a horse rider stores all their riding, saddles, bridles, helmets, boots, brushes, combs, etc.) all this for [next to] nothing because he liked to work. [Then] a friend and I were in the tack room one day and Sol was reading the Los Angeles Times. And he shouted out ‘like Bobby Kennedy is arming Israel’ or something like that.”

			Shear continues, “As soon as he said that, Sirhan went into a rage. He roared and shouted and screamed and said, ‘The man should be dead. He’s killing my people.’ Sirhan is Palestinian and my friend and I’s mouths are wide open because he’d gone from being a mouse to a lion in a matter of seconds. And finally I said, ‘Sol, calm down. What do you know about politics?’ and he rattled off [the names] of every senator and congressman in the United States and what state they were from. He knew everything about politics. He finally calmed down, eventually calmed down.”

			This outburst from Sirhan against Bobby Kennedy connects with these notations in the RFK files release:

			A search of Sirhan’s bedroom in Pasadena where he lived with his mother and three siblings revealed numerous menacing handwritten notes, including one written on May 18, 1968. 

			One note in the file reads, “My determination to remove RFK is becoming more of an unshakeable obsession. RFK must be disposed of like his brother was.”

			Despite such a tirade pointing to Sirhan intending to cause RFK harm, circumstances surrounding the actual shooting prove that Sirhan did not actually carry out the killing of RFK. Strong new evidence in this book indicates that those who were ultimately responsible for Bobby’s death used the knowledge of Sirhan’s heavy gambling debts and his hatred of RFK to recruit him into becoming the perfect patsy, just as Lee Harvey Oswald had been recruited when JFK was assassinated. 

			Regarding what happened with Sirhan and RFK's death, Shear recalls, 

			We were over at Hollywood Park Racetrack and I saw Sirhan going up the steps with these people and I said to my wife later on in the evening, ‘I saw Sol at the racetrack, all dressed up and he had money and he’s not been working yet, with these two hoodlums. I can’t remember who they were but I’d seen these people before and I think they’ve been thrown out of the [Santa Anita] track.”
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			Shear also states in the video interview, “On the day [Robert] Kennedy was shot, I was working at the racetrack and they flashed his [Sirhan’s] picture on the T.V. along with ‘DO YOU KNOW THIS MAN?’”

			Shear then added, 

			My wife saw who it was and she called Hollywood Park [security] and said, “You should talk to my husband. It’s very, very important.” So they got me to the phone since she had said [to me], “Guess what, Bobby Kennedy’s just been shot and guess who shot him, Sol, and you have to tell somebody” so I ran down to the security office [and told them] I know the man who shot Kennedy, Bobby Kennedy, and I told them who he was, that he worked for me.

			Completing his recollections about the Sirhan matter, Shear says that despite his believing the authorities, the Los Angeles Police Department or the Federal Bureau of Investigation, would contact him, they never did so. Instead, Shear says, “Our phones were tapped for a year. I said [to my wife], ‘Are you sure it’s tapped?’ [My wife] said every time she picked it up there was a ‘click’ so it’s tapped, and every time she called the phone company, they wouldn’t deny it and they wouldn’t say yes or no.” He adds, “But we know it was tapped, ’cause they thought we might have some information or something” without explaining who “they” were.
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			Without doubt, this new evidence based on Shear’s credible account opens the door to weaving what we learned from him into the investigations, as fraudulent as they were, into the life and times and the deaths of Marilyn Monroe, John F. Kennedy, and Dorothy Kilgallen. While Shear has passed away, there is a videotaped interview by this author of Shear’s son Michael that confirms his father’s accounts in late 2024.

			Among Michael’s recollections are the following, ones that provide insight into the persona of Sirhan and why, when he was arrested, four one-hundred-dollar bills were discovered in his pocket:

			My dad said that he [Sirhan] was a very good worker; he would always do everything, like, do extra. He would just, he would just do his job completely. My dad did mention that word “subservient.” [Sirhan] never retaliated back with any kind of, he wasn’t argumentative with, with the trainer or my father. He would just basically take the orders of what he needed to do and he would do it.

			I think Dad called my mom and told her that what happened, that, hey, you know, I saw Sirhan. They’re saying he’s the one that shot Kennedy. And he went to the security office, told them, “I know this man, he used to work for me.” The only thing I recall that I think was strange too is that, which was weird, strange is that I was told that no one from the police department, FBI, no one ever interviewed my dad about this.

			I think I recall my dad saying that Sirhan had a lot of money like maybe he saw Sirhan had cash in his hand or something like that and he was there at the track with two well-dressed men and Sirhan was well-dressed himself. They were flanking him on both sides so he was in the middle. My dad thought it was very unusual because of the fact that here was this guy that made peanuts for a living on the backside, working with the horses and now all of a sudden, like a short few months later or so, he’s at the track with cash wearing like a suit and tie with these well-dressed men that my dad said he recognized, but again, couldn’t; he didn’t know who they were.

			Based on these worthy accounts and more information to come in this book, if the authorities had properly investigated the source of the hundred-dollar bills Sirhan had in his pocket when arrested [no one, none of the authorities, investigators, authors, etc. has ever provided credible evidence as to why Sirhan had the money], as well as companion evidence indicating further flaws in the case against Sirhan, who killed RFK and who covered up the truth could have been proven. By considering the source of the money now, along with fresh evidence uncovered through the John Shear accounts, conclusions may be drawn based on motive as to who set up Sirhan Sirhan as a patsy for the killing of Robert F. Kennedy. 

			Regarding the latter, this author’s analysis of the April 2025 JFK and RFK assassination records release provides startling new information about RFK’s death, but of most interest is this FBI files document, one that changes everything about what happened to President Kennedy in 1963, with further details to be revealed. 
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			 Suffice it to say that Marcello’s “confession” of guilt (“Yeah, I had the son of a bitch [JFK] killed. I’m glad I did. I’m sorry I couldn’t have done it myself”), proven to be accurate, validates this author’s research and that of Kilgallen, the most credible reporter to have investigated JFK’s assassination as provided in the author’s last four books and this one. By his own words, the Mafia Don admits complicity in JFK’s death leading to Marcello’s also being involved in RFK’s assassination five years later. To cement the credibility of providing the most plausible accounts of who assassinated the Kennedy brothers and who also was responsible for the murder of Kilgallen, we begin by shining a spotlight on the life and times of Robert Francis Kennedy.

			
			
		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Bobby was what his dad at one point called—I think, jokingly, and not exactly kindly—the runt of the litter. He was smaller than his brothers. He was somebody who didn’t seem to stand out, and yet…the most important thing in his life was having his dad realize that he had value. He spent a lot of his youth trying harder than any of his brothers or than just about anybody else did to get noticed, to make a name, to show that he wasn’t the runt of litter, but [that] he stood out in his own right.

			—Larry Tye: Author of Bobby Kennedy: The Making of a Liberal Icon, 
NPR “Fresh Air” Interview, July 5, 2016

			Such a disturbing description of Robert F. Kennedy, as limited as it may be, provides insight into the man whose menacing, and, at times, illegal behavior, throughout his life ultimately led to his assassination in 1968.

			RFK was always intent on “having his dad realize he had value” so as “to get noticed, to make a name…that he stood out on his own right.” This attitude perpetuated his strong-armed actions when he would become US Attorney General. It is important to keep in mind a most logical question to ask about John F. Kennedy’s death, one that is rarely, if ever, proposed by so-called experts: Why wasn’t RFK killed instead of the president, when he [RFK] had, as Jack Ruby prosecutor Bill Alexander told this author, many more enemies than his brother? 
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			To be certain, this author’s fresh research points to each of the twentieth 20th-century icons, Marilyn Monroe, JFK, and Dorothy Kilgallen being the victim of an abuse of power, one where the victim is shown no mercy, no regard for their rights in any manner. Such happening, as will be explained, proves that these true-crime murder mysteries lasting for decades would have been, in fact, no mysteries at all, if each had been given a proper investigation per their rights. 

			Further, the new revelations about Bobby Kennedy’s assassination prove that Sirhan Sirhan may very well not have been culpable in RFK’s death and thus deserves a new investigation leading to a new trial based on his having been the victim of abuse of power as well.

			That said, no evidence exists that Robert Francis Kennedy, age forty-two, was concerned with any harm to him, although he should have been, when he entered the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles on the evening of June 6, 1968. There, the stage was set for the “the runt of the litter” to accept the accolades of a roaring crowd of supporters. Unfortunately, Bobby’s main character flaws, his obsession to prove his “worth” as a Kennedy, to play the “big shot” based on his having a grandiose sense of self-importance, a need for excessive admiration, a lack of empathy, and his disregard for the rule of law, would prove to be his downfall despite having just won the California primary in the presidential race. 

			Escorted by NFL football legend Rosey Grier and acclaimed sportswriter George Plimpton (a friend of this authors), among others of note on the fateful evening, RFK wove his way through the hotel’s kitchen with a huge smile on his face. Five years after his brother John had been slain, Bobby was still aware that in the 1950s and 1960s, Carlos Marcello’s crime family had expanded its wealth through the distribution of drugs, prostitution, gambling, and extortion stretching from New Orleans to Dallas and beyond. 

			This state of affairs had caused one newspaper to designate the Mafia Don as “one of the wealthiest crime bosses in America.” Enhancing the millions the “Little Man,” a nickname fellow mafiosos used as a term of endearment, earned from drugs had been Marcello’s shipments from Cuba arriving up and down the Gulf Coast via his fleet of shrimp boats. 

			Aware of Marcello’s nefarious activities, Bobby, as one of his first acts as attorney general, had ordered the deportation of the unsuspecting Don by Border Patrol plane to Latin America, where he was unceremoniously dumped in Guatemala City on April 4, 1961. Intent on ridding the country of Marcello, RFK had acted less than three months after being sworn in as attorney general.
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			An Associated Press story, de­­scribing Marcello as being “handcuffed and silent [while] herded by three Border Patrol agents” to a waiting plane, quoted Marcello’s attorney Jack Wasserman as calling the government’s actions “barbarous” and “completely illegal,” with the action amounting to “kidnapping,” as The New York Times portrayed it. 

			One can only imagine the humiliation and accompanying anger Marcello experienced due to RFK’s abuse of power, especially when he was deposited without luggage and with little cash in Guatemala’s capital city. In an April 10, 1961 interview with noted Washington Post columnist Drew Pearson titled “Guatemalan Carlos Marcello,” the deported Don complained of what the Times had disclosed, that he was “kidnapped,” while telling Pearson he was turned over “to a mysterious official, later known to be Colonel Antonio Batres, second in command of the Guatemalan Air Force.”

			After being thrown out of Guatemala City, Marcello, who had infuriated RFK by invoking the Fifth Amendment 152 times during the Kefauver Racketeering hearings, wandered through the jungle and had nearly died before eventually managing to re-enter the United States. 

			Commenting on this state of affairs, Curt Gentry wrote in his book, J. Edgar Hoover: The Man and The Secrets, “It is likely that no one hated the Kennedys more than Marcello.” Acclaimed author and crime reporter Nicholas Pileggi, who wrote Wiseguy: Life in a Mafia Family, which was later adapted into the 1990 Oscar-winning film Goodfellas, told this author, “Marcello was Sicilian, but born in Tunisia and grew up with both Sicilian and Arabic vendetta tendencies. He was not a turn-the-other-cheek kind of guy. Fury and revenge were his credo.” 

			RFK’s relentless pursuit of Marcello continued. The Justice Department renewed deportation charges against the New Orleans Don and also charged him with conspiracy to defraud the government in a New Orleans Federal court. 
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			That said, there is some conjecture, based on new evidence in the Mafia Don’s FBI file, that Bobby hated Marcello for refusing to use his influence to force the Louisiana delegation to support JFK but instead caused that delegation to support Lyndon B. Johnson. The result, according to one of RFK’s advisors who asked to keep his identity confidential: “Bobby was pissed off at Carlos and promised he’d get even.” Such a claim makes sense, but Marcello’s embarrassing RFK at the racketeering hearings still remains a logical reason for Bobby throwing Marcello out of the country and relentlessly pursuing him when he returned.

			But, as 1968 dawned, Bobby was not concerned about Marcello’s wrath since, with the California primary victory, the “runt” was one big step closer to becoming the most powerful man in the world. To that end, RFK, after having taken the Ambassador Hotel’s service elevator down from his suite to the kitchen, walked with head held high through the pantry and anteroom, and entered the Embassy Room to thunderous applause. 

			With pregnant wife Ethel among some twenty people beside him on the platform, Bobby told the crowd of nearly two thousand people:

			I would hope now that the California primary is finished, now that the primary is over, that we can concentrate on having a dialogue…on what direction we want to go in the United States; what we’re going to do in the rural areas of this country; what we’re going to do for those who still suffer in the United States from hunger; what we’re going to do around the rest of the globe; and whether we’re going to continue the polices which have been so unsuccessful in Vietnam…. I think we should move in a different direction…. So my thanks to all of you. And now it’s on to Chicago and let’s win there.
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			After Bobby smiled and waved, with the bright lights illuminating his smiling face to the world, it was time to head to a news conference in the nearby Colonial Room. Instead of taking another route, one of his aides suggested that RFK repeat his walk through the kitchen pantry. When Bobby did so, the hand of Marcello reached out from New Orleans after waiting so long to exact his revenge, and in a split second, the smile on RFK’s face was replaced with the dark visage of death. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			To understand the most significant explanations for the truth as to who orchestrated the aforementioned deaths and who covered up that truth, it is important to consider the logical trigger point when each was affected by a fateful decision in Washington, DC. Important as a first step is to return to the days before and after the 1960 election for president of the United States.

			As chronicled in this author’s 2016 book, The Poison Patriarch: How the Betrayals of Joseph P. Kennedy Caused the Assassination of JFK, the road to the deaths of these four twentieth-century icons began when Joseph Kennedy knew for certain his son John was about to lose that election. A video presentation of the book’s content may be watched in the author’s YouTube channel.1

			Since it was well-known at the time, New York Evening Journal (later to be called the Journal-American) reporter Dorothy Kilgallen—whom the New York Post called “the most powerful female voice in America” due to her columns being read by more than 200,000 people a day—knew that Joe had grandiose plans in mind for his sons. This intention followed the Kennedy patriarch’s own presidential hopes being dashed due to his affection for Adolf Hitler during Joe’s years as ambassador to Great Britain, among other matters of irreverent behavior.

			 Thus, Joe planned a Kennedy “dynasty.” To fulfill his quest to elect the first Catholic US president, Joe Jr. would have to occupy the White House. Unfortunately, Joe Jr. died in the Second World War. Joe then planned to make certain John would be president, followed by Bobby and then Ted. The problem with twenty-four years of Kennedys being in the White House was that the Kennedy patriarch could tell early on in 1960 that JFK was going to be defeated by Richard Nixon in the race to become president. 

			In his book, The Dark Side of Camelot, bestselling author Seymour Hersh wrote that G. Robert Blakey, a former Justice Department special prosecutor, told Hersh that FBI wiretaps confirmed that the Mafia had been active in Kennedy’s Illinois campaign, providing financial backing and stuffing ballot boxes. “Can you say that mob money made a difference?” Blakey asks rhetorically. “My judgment is yes.” The result: JFK carried Illinois—a crucial win in the electoral-vote contests—by fewer than nine thousand votes out of more than 4.6 million cast.

			While some so-called experts dispute the Mafia’s influence, Kilgallen had close connections to those in the underworld, including her close “friend,” NYC crime boss Frank Costello, and it makes good sense that the man known as “The Prime Minister” due to his strong influence over other Mafia families let her know of the election fix. It follows that Costello, whose surly voice was imitated by Marlon Brando for his role of Don Corleone in The Godfather, also made Kilgallen aware of the “deal with the devil” Joe made with certain mafioso, including Carlos Marcello, Santo Trafficante, and Sam Giancana. That deal involved a promise that if these mobsters and others associated with them would help JFK win Illinois and West Virginia to steal the election from Nixon, the new Kennedy administration would not pursue the mobsters for wrongdoing in the future. 

			While researching material for The Poison Patriarch, this author discovered that Kennedy family confidante John Seigenthaler, later to become the founding editorial director of USA Today as well as a stout defender of First Amendment rights, had witnessed a defining moment in American history. He told this author in an exclusive interview that he was present when JFK appointed Bobby attorney general, something that shocked Seigenthaler to the bone due to RFK never having even set foot in a courtroom before. 

			Seigenthaler, who along with Ed Guthman, Nicholas Katzenbach, John Doar, and Byron “Whizzer” White, were known as RFK’s “Band of Brothers,” told this author, “The president first floated the balloon about Bobby becoming the attorney general during a Florida golf match with Bill Lawrence of the New York Times.” Seigenthaler also recalled, “Bobby told me ‘that dad,’ meaning Joe Sr., was insisting on the appointment as hinted to Lawrence.” 

			One evening, Seigenthaler, Bobby’s administrative assistant at the time, also said he had been present at a dinner with RFK and his wife Ethel at their Hickory Hill home. Seigenthaler recalled,

			They talked about how RFK could teach, write, and travel and what a great career he had in front of him. Bobby wasn’t going to take the job as AG, and he said, ‘this will kill dad,’ a reference to disappointing Joe Sr. But the next morning, during a breakfast of bacon and eggs with JFK at his Georgetown flat, the president, in my presence, responded to Bobby’s initiating words, ‘Now about my situation,’ by telling his younger brother, ‘there is no one around I really know. I need someone who will be interested in my interests and I need you.’ 

			During the seven- to ten-minute highly intense discussion, Seigenthaler recalled, “JFK made his case, brief and concise, by saying that Bobby was best qualified to handle organized crime and so forth. JFK then poured them both some coffee before Bobby said, ‘Well, I have some points to make.’ But Jack had made up his mind and he said, ‘let’s just grab our balls and go.’”

			Since Kilgallen had insight into that deal, she must have been caught off guard, as were the gangsters, when the announcement was made that RFK would become attorney general. In fact, Marcello, Trafficante, Giancana, and their Mafia “friends” were outraged at the double-cross since they knew Bobby hated them based on what he believed was their outrageous conduct during the McClellan racketeering hearings (1957–1959). To that end, RFK made it known that he was going wipe the gangsters off the face of the earth, no matter what tactics it took to do so.
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			***

			That said, without question and based on this author’s fifteen years of research, the “glue” to connecting all four deaths, including who was responsible for them and who covered up the truth, must be viewed through the lens, as this author has done since he first learned of her amazing career as portrayed in the bestselling book, The Reporter Who Knew Too Much, of Dorothy Kilgallen.
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			To fully comprehend Kilgallen’s impact on this investigation, it is necessary to first visit her body of work, where lofty adjectives abound. Kilgallen combined street smarts and common sense with superb intelligence, a curious nature second to none, and a relentless determination to discover the truth throughout her career. She was logical, brilliant at solving intricate matters of national interest, loyal to a fault, gutsy, and determined to pursue wrongdoing wherever it existed. 

			Kilgallen, whose life and times are presented here for the first time in the context of the recently discovered evidence, was certainly unafraid to tackle the toughest assignments even when powerful forces, especially powerful men abusing that power, tried to stop her. She was truly one of a kind, one whom fellow reporters said had become “more famous” than the people she covered with her stories. 

			The proof of the admiration and deep respect these fellow journalists had for Kilgallen is indicated through one specific photograph taken at the famous Dr. Sam Sheppard 1954 murder trial (later the basis for The Fugitive motion picture and television series). Notice the look of admiration on the faces of the reporters who surround her in the courtroom.

			Yes, Kilgallen could out-think, out-wit, and out-maneuver anyone who crossed paths with her since she had the best sources and could be trusted with vital information of a historical nature given to her in confidence that no other reporter had access to on a daily basis. 
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			Kilgallen was born of the marriage between her father James (called Jim or Jimmy), and mother Mae, who was once described as “a stunning redhead, five feet two inches tall.” They met when Jim became enamored with her singing at the Tabor Grand Opera House in Denver.
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			Without question, as noted in a previous book but embellished here based on fresh research, Kilgallen had an Ireland connection since her great-grandparents had settled in the Sraheens/Bohola area of County Mayo located a four-hour drive west of Dublin. An 1850s photograph depicts her great-grandfather, Andrew Kilgallen, alongside her great-grandmother, Mary Hyland, who is donning what was known as a Mayo shawl. 

			Mae’s father was American-born and her mother immigrated from Ireland to the United States in 1879. Her Catholic church in Denver solidified the marriage. 

			Kilgallen was born on July 3, 1913, and the family moved into a low-rent apartment at Garfield Boulevard and Morgan Street in Chicago. At the time, Jim was a reporter for the prestigious Hearst newspaper chain. 

			Kilgallen’s parents had chosen the name Dorothy because it meant “gift from heaven.” Despite an early interest in the theater, Kilgallen yearned to be a reporter like her father, who had the reputation for being a tenacious journalist. Early in his career, Jim’s editor told an interviewer, “When he got hold of a story, Jim was just like a bulldog—he’d get his teeth in it and never let go.” Such a statement would fit Kilgallen to a T later in life.

			As a correspondent during World War II, Jim was the first reporter to expose the existence of the Dachau concentration camp in Germany. Time and again, Kilgallen’s father risked his life to report the truth, thus becoming the perfect role model for his daughter. 

			Irene Corbally Kuhn, a Hearst syndicate fellow reporter at the time, said this about Jim:

			He was just a lovely, simple man, not very well-educated, but with a kind of Irish quality that just unfolded people. Another reporter Jim Farley, had it, Jimmy developed it. Hearst always nurtured people like that when they had qualities that enabled them to get close to people of importance.

			Such accolades caused an argument with Kilgallen’s mother after the young woman insisted that she wanted to be a reporter instead of obeying Mae’s wish that she study to become an English teacher. Mae pushed that career because of the good hours and summer vacation time. Kilgallen wouldn’t change her mind, and this led to several shouting matches between mother and daughter.
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			Jim’s reaction was to encourage Kilgallen since he could tell she had the perfect intellect and personality to become a first-rate journalist. Of upmost interest to him was his strong-willed daughter’s curiosity. In a precursor of what lay ahead, she was fascinated with court trials, the whole drama of the legal system.

			In a 1960 New York Post article about Kilgallen, Jim was quoted as saying, “I’d come home at night from work [Evening Journal] and the wife and two kids and the mother-in-law would sit around and I’d tell them how great I was. In those days, I was being sent all over the country. I’d think nothing of being told to shoot down to Miami to interview John D. Rockefeller Sr. The family was big-eyed when I’d talk about the greats, or the trials I was covering. And the one with the biggest eyes was always Dorothy. She said many a time, ‘I want to be just like you.’” A Post reporter added, “Dorothy burned with impatient yearnings. She devoured romantic novels, wept at sad movies and at twelve took in hand and wrote an indignant letter to the Brooklyn Eagle [newspaper] protesting a critical slur of Ramon Novarro, a movie star she worshipped.”

			***

			Ironically, Kilgallen impressed her family much more than she did those who were unrelated to the Kilgallens. This was especially true after Jim moved the family to the Flatbush section of Brooklyn, New York, so he could be closer to work. 

			Firsthand accounts indicate that Kilgallen made friends through the years, but many were rough on her, some because she boasted of becoming “important” in the future without any basis for the boast. One classmate called her “stuck up and not even good looking,” to which Kilgallen replied with the confidence she would display as an adult, “I’ll show you. Someday, I’ll be very famous and all of you will read about me.” That confidence would certainly surface during the famous 1936 race around the world when the twenty-three-year-old boldly traveled where no woman had ever gone before despite the danger in doing so, causing her to state with emphasis, “I’m a reporter that loves excitement and danger.”

			Armed with the mindset of the avid reporter she would become in the future, Kilgallen visited her father’s office regularly and enjoyed the daily chatter of reporters sharing fascinating stories with her. When she asked Jim, later described by revered writer Damon Runyon, what the most important characteristic of a journalist should be, he said, “Nothing is more important than the truth.” Of anything Jim ever told her, these few words were the most important, since from the first day she became a journalist to her last breath on the face of the earth, Kilgallen was respected as a woman of the truth.

			When Kilgallen, who had inherited her empathy for others from her mother Mae, celebrated her sixteenth birthday with a modest party, she invited friends whose families were suffering hard times during the Depression. One girlfriend later said Kilgallen was “the best friend I ever had. She gave me a dollar her dad had given her for her birthday.”

			In 1930, at age seventeen, and despite an urge to join Jim’s world of journalism, Kilgallen entered the College of New Rochelle, located twenty-five miles from Brooklyn. It was run by the Ursuline Order of nuns. She lived on campus and visited her parents on weekends. 

			Although her intentions toward a college education were sound, Kilgallen became restless and wanted something more. In a defining moment one day in June 1931, Amster Spiro, the Evening Journal’s city editor, provided the temptation. He agreed, as a favor to Jim, to give his eighteen-year-old daughter a two-week trial as a reporter. 

			“I was still at college [but when] it came time to send a check for the next semester,” Kilgallen said later, “I told my parents, ‘I don’t want to go back. I want to be a reporter.’” Her mother strongly objected, Kilgallen recalled, “because her idea of a female reporter was someone who drank whiskey straight, sat on desktops, swore, and had more mannish haircuts and clothes.”

			Years later, Kilgallen told friends, “My dad never suggested that I follow in his footsteps but the footsteps were there, and what other way could I have gone?” Ready to make her mark, the two week “internship” turned into decades at the newspaper. From day one, Kilgallen immersed herself in the world of journalism. When possible, she accompanied reporters covering social and political events.

			That said, it was the world of law that fascinated her the most. She roamed the criminal courts daily, captivated by the human drama of trials where freedom and even life or death were on the line. 

			Kilgallen begged for assignments to important stories like her father covered. However, the newsroom was a man’s world, and women were supposed to stay in the background and let the men undertake the crucial stories. Besides, she was still a teenager, even though she was far more mature than her age. 

			Undaunted, and wanting to prove her worth, Kilgallen rewrote an article published by one of her male colleagues without divulging her name. When the editor praised the rewrite at a meeting and asked who wrote it, she proudly raised her hand. That she did so proved the moxie that her colleagues would admire in later years.

			Kilgallen’s entry into a “man’s world” startled the veteran Evening Journal reporters. On her first day on the job, she arrived wearing a white organdy dress carrying an opera bag of some sort with drawstrings attached. Marjorie Hall, then a seasoned journalist, did a double-take right away since women at the newspaper did not normally dress, as she later told a reporter, “like they were on the way to a school prom.”

			Such comments were an indication of trouble to follow when Kilgallen experienced gender discrimination by being refused certain stories that the editors felt were too difficult for her to cover. In what may be looked upon as an abuse of power by these men, no women were part of the management team, and she had to work twice as hard to convince her bosses to give Dorothy a chance to show her worth.

			To gently introduce the youngster to the fast world of journalism, Spiro had told an assistant city editor, “You’ve got Kil’s kid. Go easy on her. She’s just out of the convent.” Later, young Kilgallen displayed a stunning example of raw courage at such an early age. She was outside Sing Sing prison in New York, and while walking down the steps, was confronted by a man upset with an article she had written about his sister. Before Kilgallen could pass, he stuck a gun in her face. She did not scream or move away, and the man eventually lowered the gun and fled. Later, Kilgallen told a Daily News colleague, “I fully expected to die and I couldn’t move ’cause I was too scared to do so.”

			To her good fortune, the newspaper editors became obsessed with front-page murder case headlines. Kilgallen leaped with joy when one of the editors assigned coverage of her first murder trial, one involving the fatal beating of a girl her age. When she handed in the story, the editor rejected it. She rewrote it and submitted it again. He rejected it again. Five rewrites later, the story was published, a preview of the tenacity she showed in improving her writing skills year by year. 

			 Those who underestimated Kilgallen’s prowess as a competent reporter paid the price. She was tough despite her young age. She built a stellar reputation by writing sharp-edged, detailed, primary-source stories, including a headline-maker about a sensational Bronx case. It involved a woman charged with killing her philandering husband by lacing his chocolate pudding with arsenic. At the courtroom entrance, Kilgallen proudly displayed the New York Police Press Card she had earned.

			Proof that Kilgallen had arrived as a journalist of stature despite her lack of experience was an Evening Journal three-quarter page promotion:

			To read one of Dorothy Kilgallen’s brilliantly written stories—it might be an interview with a famous politician or a gangster, it might be the current day by day reporting of a famous murder trial—one would immediately infer: Here is the writing of a veteran newspaper woman with a lifetime of experience in reporting. 

			She is a modern up-to-the-minute woman reporter. With her versatile, sparkling writing and her far-beyond-her-years perception and power of observation, she can cover everything from a baby shower to a sensational police court trial.

			Kilgallen next covered the infamous Anna Antonio murder-for-hire trial. Prosecutors said the slight Italian woman paid drug dealers $800 to kill her husband, Salvatore. Her motive: a $5,300 life-insurance policy. 

			Kilgallen’s front-page story announced the guilty verdict. She included quotes from those upset when the jury pronounced a death sentence for “Little Anna.” Last-minute appeals to save her proved fruitless. Kilgallen reported the gory details of the Sing Sing prison electrocution, proving she went wherever the story took her, and wrote the truth without holding back. 

			Up front, Evening Journal editors praised Kilgallen’s articles since she had a knack for understanding the legal system like a seasoned lawyer. Her storytelling acumen and talent for focusing on critical aspects of trials set her apart from other reporters. It caused those in the newsroom to realize that Jim Kilgallen’s daughter had a bright future. 
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			Jealous of Kilgallen gaining too much attention, several people at the newspaper decided to show her who was boss. One assistant editor assigned her to the city morgue, telling her, “Get accustomed to the sight of death if you are going to be of any use to the paper.” She had to look at the dead bodies, including those where suicide was involved. They were on display so friends or relatives could visit the morgue and identify their loved ones.

			Kilgallen accepted the assignment with vigor, but on her first day covering the morgue, while gazing at dead bodies and examining autopsy reports packed with horrid photographs, a medical examiner noticed she was on the verge of fainting since her face was as pale as the corpse nearby. To the rescue came a stick of Juicy Fruit gum; apparently, the sugar intake saved Kilgallen from hitting the cement floor face first. 

			As 1935 had dawned with a frigid winter storm, Kilgallen got her big break when she was assigned to cover a murder case dubbed by the media as “The Trial of the Century.” First denied access to the trial by her bosses since one of them told her, “This is [a] man’s case, Dorothy,” she persevered and finally received the assignment. To that end, prosecutors had charged German-born Bruno Hauptmann with the kidnapping and killing of the famed aviator Charles Lindbergh’s twenty-month-old son, Charles Augustus Lindbergh, Jr. 

			Bursting into the court with vigor after overcoming gender discrimination once again, Kilgallen sat directly behind the defendant during one court session. After prosecutors entered into evidence the ladder used during the kidnapping, the baby-faced Kilgallen tapped Hauptmann on the shoulder and asked him about the ladder. Despite being impressed with her gumption, he told her his lawyers had forbidden him to talk to the press. No matter; her father Jim later bragged that his daughter was the first to “interview” Hauptmann. 
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			As would be the case later, when Kilgallen was front and center at headline-making trials, heavy competition for getting the real story was a challenge during the Hauptmann trial. There, she competed with famed male reporters of the day, including Damon Runyon, Walter Winchell, and Ford Madox Ford, and she was disappointed when, instead of being chosen as one of the reporters to be in court daily, she was assigned to “babysit” Anna Hauptmann, Bruno’s wife, both in the courtroom and beyond. 

			[image: ]

			Despite this impediment, Kilgallen roamed the halls and stuck her nose into every aspect of the trial. When she showed one of the editors an account of an “exclusive” interview she did with one of the detectives assigned to the case, she finally got assigned to visit the courtroom daily.

			Kilgallen agreed with the verdict that found Hauptmann guilty. However, she expressed some doubts years later about his guilt.
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			Chapter 3

			The Race Around the World—1936
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			The exciting details as to how Dorothy Kilgallen ended up competing in the race are provided in a 1936 book she wrote, Girl Around the World. The publisher used two different covers:
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			During the history-making trip, the twenty-three-year-old budding reporter periodically sent dispatches to the Evening Journal chronicling the adventure. Each one was featured on the newspaper’s front page. 

			The trigger point for her interest appears to have been when the China Clipper airplane owners announced it could carry passengers from Manila to San Francisco. A Scripps Howard reporter named Bud Ekins, described as a “scrappy, hard-working, shrewd, and competitive reporter,” decided to see if he could circle the globe in such an aircraft and other commercial transportation. When this became known, Leo Kieran, “a slender, blue-eyed, fair-haired reporter for the New York Times,” announced he would try the same. Word reached Kilgallen’s newspaper offices, and a decision was made to enter a reporter in the race.

			Immediately, Kilgallen let the editors know she wanted to challenge the two men in the race. Doubts centered on her “being a woman,” one ill-prepared for such a difficult task, but Kilgallen argued and then argued some more that she could tackle the assignment with the vigor she had shown as a reporter to be reckoned with, one admired by so many of her readers and the editors. 
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			At the time, the young journalist had never been outside the United States and had only flown once, for a short time. She apparently was not schooled in the ways of geography, since a teacher had written “Not Proficient” on her report card next to that subject. When Kilgallen told her mother that she might be selected, Mae was dubious, but her father Jim was encouraging, telling his daughter, “It’s a hell of an assignment.”

			Shortly after Kilgallen’s selection was finalized, she received a telegram from famed aviator Amelia Earhart, the first woman to fly solo across the Atlantic Ocean and the first person to fly solo from Hawaii to the United States mainland. The telegram read:

			I know you can make it Dorothy, but you must follow your normal schedule of eating, drinking and sleeping, even though on such a trip. Forget you are flying and you won’t even get air weary. Imagine you are back at the Evening Journal offices and stick to one brand of bottle water throughout.

			Tragically, during a flight to circumnavigate the globe in July 1937, a year after Kilgallen’s achievement, Earhart’s plane disappeared somewhere over the Pacific. The wreckage was never found, and she was officially declared lost at sea with the cause of her disappearance and death a mystery to this day. 
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			From the first words Kilgallen sent along to her newspaper, it’s easy to see her feisty, gutsy side, showing her as one who, in the years to come, would never back down from a challenge even when powerful men with no respect for power limits watched her every move, as would happen when she investigated the JFK assassination in 1963.

			She wrote:

			I’m off on a race around the world—a race against time and two men. I know I can beat time. I hope I can beat the men. I’ll circle the globe by plane, blimp, motor, train and bus, perhaps even by camel or bicycle if they’ll get me where I want to go. 

			To publicize the amazing achievement pitting a young woman against two seasoned reporters, both men, the newspaper pointed out that:

			Thousands of people, shop girls, stenographers, clerks, doctors, lawyers, and merchants, on their way to work this morning read in the City Edition of the New York Evening Journal this headline, stretching across eight columns of Page One. 

			Most importantly, the spectacle provided a window into the celebrated journalist and media icon Kilgallen would become. Beginning with her bold decision to even enter that important event, one that proved women were just as able to handle the rigors of world travel as men and set records doing so, clues abound that she would make an impact on many of the most significant events of the mid-twentieth century based on the admirable qualities that no one could have predicted from the college dropout. 

			To shine a light on the danger Kilgallen faced, here is an excerpt from one of the dispatches she sent that editors turned into front-page news, indicating the type of courage she would exhibit until the day she died:

			Twelfth Dispatch—October 13, 1936
Dorothy Faces Death!

			Lost over the edge of the Indo-Chinese jungle! 

			Forced to land, alone but for a Siamese pilot, among half-naked natives… And then making, by a margin of minutes, the Manila steamer! 

			That’s the log my wobbly hand is scrawling as the gang plank of the Dollar liner President Pierce is being lifted and I can sit back after the most terrifying, dizzy, breathless day of adventure on this scramble around the world. 

			It all started (puff! puff!)—I haven’t gotten my breath back yet) at Hanoi, where we stopped overnight on the way from Bangkok. When’s that seem to do nothing but go around the world in the opposite way I am going delayed our take off until 5:10 am. 
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			The little silver two-seater piloted by Mr. Nai Luen Bhonsobsan, who learned how to fly in St Louis, headed northeast into the quarter of the wind—“crabbing,” as the flyers say —but not crabbing nearly as much as I. 

			Taiping, in Kwangsi Province of Southern China, where rebellious provincial army leaders are still threatening to rise in the civil war against the Central Chinese Government, was our first objective. 

			Dawn found us sailing serenely northward…over French Indo-Chinese jungles where tigers and great constrictor snakes lie in wait for little girls.

			But, when the semi—tropical sun rose high in the heavens the Siamese pilot began to show signs of worry. He looked over one side of the cockpit, then the other. No Taiping! 

			For an hour and a half he looked, circling and re-circling, losing valuable minutes, while thought of the President Pierce, steam up, ready to sail for Hongkong.

			Finally, the pilot shrugged his shoulders in oriental despair, and nosed down for a landing, while thoughts of bandits, kidnappings, murders and revolutions sizzled in my head. 

			Bump! Bunk! Splash! We thumped down jarringly in the middle of a rice field. The plane was not damaged but in a second I thought all my worst fears about Kwangsi province were realized. 

			Appearing like gnomes from the ground, about 600 chattering natives, nearly naked, surrounded the plane. They spoke no English, of course and could not understand Siamese.

			We waved our arms, made signs with our fingers, played “handies,” and finally made them understand that we were lost. In half an hour of this game. We were finally directed to Fort Bayard. What a sensible sound that had in this Oriental bedlam! 

			So after I take off that I thought would wreck the plane, we arrived at Fort Bayard, an English settlement on the edge of the China Sea, two hours behind time. 

			We found Hongkong, alright —but naturally we were two hours late there also. We landed at the Royal Air Force field at Kaitak, Hong Kong Island, at 4:45 p.m. (3:45 a.m. EST.)

			 

			Imagine my surprise to find a large crowd waiting there for me, and my pleasure at realizing these strangers were actually worried about the tardiness of an American they had never seen before.

			But I had no time for pleasantries. I said goodbye to my Siamese pilot (mumbling to myself: Thank goodness you’re not twins) and scrambled off on the shortest and while wildest leg of this wild dash across Hongkong to the President Pierce.

			Native flew out of the way like chickens. Jinrickshaws cleared aside as though our car were preceded by a magic ray. We nearly hit a dozen street stalls. And in our way there closed a staring, wild-eyed stream of Chinese, clamoring there protests in the tune that made me glad I don’t understand the language.

			In a twinkling, I was under the American flag again, on the Dollar liner, for the first time since I left New York September 30.

			Like a baseball pitcher’s change of pace, the hurry and the bustle was over—bit I think but this, the slowest part of the journey is the most important. 

			Kieran is also aboard the President Pierce. He came up a half hour ahead of me in the first section of the two-plane ariel train from Bangkok. 

			Now if the same winds that delayed the Hawaiian Clipper, holding her in Manila for H. R. Ekins—just keeps her there a day longer, they’ll be new life in this race.

			Since I did have to make one forced landing on this long trip —I’m glad it came just after, and not before we emerged from the tangled green carpet of the Siamese and the Indo-Chinese jungle.

			Hanoi, the overnight stop from Bangkok to Hong Kong, provided one thrill. I was almost arrested! What an end that would have been to the ‘round-the-world race!

			A French-speaking native policeman took me to the station for not having proper identification papers, but the police commissioner at heard that some girl was flying around the world, so they let me off. 

			“Are you English?” he asked me using that tongue brokenly. When I told him I was American, he answered flatteringly, “of course…what else could you be…with such courage?”

			Dead tired when we arrived late yesterday afternoon, I saw little of Hanoi, the outpost of France’s Empire, but I had trouble making up my mind whether I was in China or Paris—such was the next atmosphere of the capital of French Indo-China.

			Foreign Legionnaires strolled through narrow alleys or lolled in sidewalk cafes while coolies trotted through the streets behind rickshaws or with baskets over their shoulders. 

			We left Hanoi at 6:10 o’clock this morning, into the teeth of the typhoon’s last gusts, out over the Gulf of Tonkin and around the coast to beautiful Hongkong harbor. 

			What a beautiful setting Hongkong has especially, from the air, its fine modern buildings rising over a blue port high into the hills —something like, they say, another city I’ll be seeing soon…by the Golden Gate.

			But if I saw a little of Hanoi, I saw less of Hong Kong. Breathless. tired, worried, and my only hat awry, I rushed to the dock of only flying glimpses of British stores, Chinese shops, wide paved streets and narrow muddy alleys.

			Then I looked for the first time on the Pacific Ocean from this side. Balboa was not more thrilled. Now all I have to do is cross it.

			One may notice the brilliant wordsmith skills Kilgallen exhibited in this dispatch. It would be a given during her illustrious journalism career where, at one point, famed author Ernest Hemingway called her “one of the greatest female reporters in America.” 

			In one of the final dispatches to the Evening Journal, Kilgallen wrote:

			Well, what have I done? I’m the first woman to have flown around the world. I’m the first woman to have flown the Pacific in a passenger plane. I’m told I’ve established a few other records.

			They tell me how (I’m too busy right now with receptions and what not to check up) that in one stretch of my trip between Honolulu and New York, I flew the fastest 5,000 miles of any human being. 

			I circumnavigated the globe in 24 days, 12 hours and 51 minutes —figuring from the time I left the city room of the New York Evening Journal until I checked back in there yesterday morning.

			This is almost three times as fast as Nellie Bly, the famous New York woman reporter of another day, did it in 1889. But, of course I had available the modern speedy methods of transportation 

			It’s been a thrill. I’d be a bit of a hypocrite if I assumed it was just a casual trip. It was anything but. I shall never forget that forced landing with a Siamese pilot in a little two-seater plane in the rice fields of French Indochina, that’s for sure.

			No less than First Lady Eleanor Roosevelt praised Kilgallen’s accomplishments, writing:
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			To be certain, Kilgallen inspired women to believe in themselves, to know that there was no reason they had to be looked upon as second-class citizens, since she had shown that the fair sex could compete against strong odds. To that end, she possessed a stubborn, never give up, never back down constitution, a strong character packed with integrity and a will to win and to be the best at whatever challenge presented itself. Such behavior provides a window into her soul, one that helps explain every single one of the accomplishments she later enjoyed.

			For those who wish to learn the full extent of Kilgallen’s courageous trip around the world, this author obtained the copyright to her out-of-print book, Girl Around the World, released in 1936. With her own words written about the event, including sketches, photos, and plaudits about what she accomplished from those who knew her best, including her father, the book is a true slice of history and it will be re-published as soon as possible as a tribute to Dorothy. 

			***

			Meanwhile, following the race, the young woman who would become heavily involved in President John F. Kennedy’s death probe in 1963, enjoyed her new celebrity status. To that end, Kilgallen visited Hollywood to collect film and television news for her Evening Journal column. In a prelude to her ever-widening media exposure, she appeared in the movie Sinner Take All.1

			The film starred Bruce Cabot and featured him as a former newspaper reporter-turned-lawyer, representing a family whose members kept “getting bumped off.” Kilgallen’s performance may be seen in this YouTube clip.2 
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			Apparently, Kilgallen, who had no acting experience but forged ahead anyway, was impressive enough that she screen-tested for a film role in The Reporter. When no offer came her way, she sulked over the rejection.
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			At Warner Bros., Kilgallen presented producers with a screenplay based on her around-the-world ad­ventures. It was produced as Fly Away Baby in 1937 starring Glenda Farrell as Kilgallen. She did not have a role in the comedy/adventure but the film credits included “Based on an idea by Dorothy Kilgallen,” another first in her starry-eyed world.3 

			Not yet twenty-four, Kilgallen’s résumé for a woman unafraid of any challenge was ever blossoming. She was not only a respected reporter and columnist for a major metropolitan newspaper, but also one with acting and film credits. To say that she had burst on the scene from virtually nowhere was an understatement. Louis Sobol, a fellow reporter, wrote of Kilgallen’s world at the time: “This slender, wide-eyed, deceivingly naïve in attitude and soft-spoken mannerisms female reporter was to herself mingling with a new set of characters—racket guys, grifters, phonies, creep janes, society fops, chorus girls, pimps, overdressed jezebels and their rent payers.”

			Breaking down what Kilgallen had accomplished in such a short time causes one to realize that she was certainly not “deceivingly naïve in attitude” but instead armed like a speed ball bent for stardom. The fact that a respected columnist like Sobol took the time to fixate on Kilgallen meant she had certainly reached a certain status. Proof positive was that she was offered to have her own column, “Hollywood Scene as Seen by Dorothy Kilgallen” (later changed to “As Seen in Hollywood by Dorothy Kilgallen”), in the Evening Journal. In 1937, that newspaper and the New York American had merged into the New York Journal-American, an afternoon edition. 

			Kilgallen dipped into the entertainment world when she was given a prize assignment, that of covering the wedding of Franklin D. Roosevelt Jr. to Ethel du Pont. She then traveled to England and attended the coronation of George VI on May 12, 1937. She also made her debut in London Society at various high-profile events.

			Elevation to an even more stellar status then occurred during the Christmas holidays, shortly thereafter, when a surprise announcement appeared in Hearst newspapers across the country: 

			The first and only Woman Columnist Dorothy Kilgallen’s Voice of Broadway Column Starts Monday. A Man’s Job. Beginning Monday in the New York Journal-American, Dorothy Kilgallen will Report Daily on the Deeds and Misdeeds of Broadway. A Man’s Job. But Dorothy has been doing a Man’s Job and Doing It Better.

			The new Journal-American column, “The Voice of Broadway,” dealt with the news and gossip of the day, theater, politics, and crime. Kilgallen’s main competition were mostly men—Walter Winchell, Ed Sullivan, Lucius Beebe, and Leonard Lyons. Later, Kilgallen’s friend, CBS producer Marlon Swing, said of her, “Dorothy developed her own style and forcefully went into the man’s world. Her main focus was crime and heavy duty investigation.”

			That said, it is important to take time to consider that in the announcement, the words “A Man’s Job” is mentioned three times, including the reference to her doing “a man’s job” and “doing it better.” What a compliment this was, a prelude to the time when she would become one of the most famous women in America.

			At the height of its popularity, the column appeared in two hundred newspapers nationwide, with a readership of more than 250,000 during the days when folks actually read the newspaper. Kilgallen’s prominence as a woman reporter with spunk caused the audience for the column to increase weekly. At twenty-five, she was the only prominent female Broadway columnist. One magazine called her an “authentic celebrity.”

			***

			Like Ed Sullivan, Kilgallen, who scribbled notes for her column on matchbook covers, had become a true New York City household name. In yet another indication of her popularity, she even had a sandwich named after her at Reuben’s, the noted delicatessen on East 58th Street (described as “Tongue, Turkey on a Broiled French Roll”). The cost was $1.95, the same price as the Ed Sullivan sandwich. It was listed along with sandwiches named after Ginger Rogers, Jack Benny, Orson Welles, Jackie Gleason, Dean Martin, and Frank Sinatra.
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			While Kilgallen continued to expand her queendom, she and her husband Richard Kollmar, whom she had met when he was a well-known actor, lived in a spacious apartment on Park Avenue. On July 11, 1941, the news-making couple had welcomed the arrival of their first child, Richard Tomkins Kollmar II (“Dickie”). 

			Exposing her patriotic nature during the month when Winston Churchill launched his V for Victory campaign, Kilgallen, never bashful, sent Federal Bureau of Investigation Director J. Edgar Hoover subversive material forwarded to her at the Journal-American. One FBI note alleged that she played favors to the “Soviet Marxist Jews” through her “daily hate of Hitler.” 

			 Since Kilgallen’s column appeared during the era without extensive television coverage or for sure, the internet, people mostly relied on newspapers for their news and opinion. Kilgallen’s visibility had made her a powerhouse. Entertainer Bobby Short said of Kilgallen’s influence, “She was tremendously powerful. People would kill to be in her column.” 

			Certainly, Short was an admirer. He was an African-American cabaret singer and pianist best known for his interpretations of songs by popular composers of the first half of the twentieth century. He told Variety, “I was astonished. Here I was playing at a club in Paris and friends kept sending me clippings from Dorothy’s column, raving about me in absentia…. When I left Paris to return to New York, everything was easier because people who had never heard of my work, knew my name. Dorothy Kilgallen was responsible for the beginning of a whole new career for me.”

			All the while Kilgallen continued to be enamored with crime stories. The 1944 trial in New York City of Wayne Lonergan had fascinated Kilgallen, then thirty-one. Prosecutors said Lonergan murdered his high-society wife Patricia, heir to a beer fortune. A pair of silver candelabra was the alleged murder weapon. 

			Focusing on the wealth of the couple, Kilgallen became a daily visitor to the trial, one that included the largest group of reporters to a New York City courtroom since the Ruth Snyder and Judd Gray trial in 1927, where both were convicted (they confessed) of killing Snyder’s husband Albert. Each blamed the other for the crime, but a jury convicted both and they were put to death in the electric chair with Snyder being the eighth woman in New York history who was electrocuted. 

			At 10:30 each morning, Kilgallen sat with her counterparts and watched the Lonergan trial transpire. Since she was a frequent partier at the Café Society watering holes of the day, The Stork Club, The 21 Club and El Morocco, she had seen the Lonergans frequently, describing them as an “attractive, well-dressed couple.” 

			 When the trial ended, Kilgallen reported the thirty-five-years-to-life sentence for Lonergan, whom she had described as possessing a “Roman even profile, big shoulders, and long, white, beautiful hands.” Such a vivid description showcased Kilgallen’s skill as a wordsmith, a skill that catapulted readers right into the courtroom where the action was taking place.

			***

			Kilgallen’s celebrity status at the time prompted an invitation to the White House from President Harry S. Truman. On a cold and windy day in January 1946, she joined a star-studded cast, including actresses Angela Lansbury and Alexis Smith, actors Zachary Scott and Cesar Romero, and singer Jo Stafford. In a photo of the gathering, Kilgallen sits second from the right in the front row.
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			The opportunity for Kilgallen to hit the radio waves with a big splash had arrived on the New York City scene in early April 1945 when the daily radio program Breakfast with Dorothy and Dick premiered on WOR Radio. More about that program may be learned in this author’s book, The Reporter Who Knew Too Much. Recordings of the broadcasts are available online.4 

			A New York Post article at the time explained a little-known fact about Kilgallen: “At the beginning, Dorothy was thrown into a panic of the thought of speaking in a microphone. She used to tremble, stutter, and fracture her syntax as she tried to face the microphone. At times, she talked of giving it all up. Then, she went to a speech teacher and anyone who has listened regularly since knows how well she overcame her mike fright. She not only chatters effortlessly and endlessly but she does it with a broad A.” 

			

				

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

			Extensive coverage of the New York City theatre scene in mid-1946 had led to the designation of Dorothy Kilgallen by Variety as “The First Lady of Broadway.” Such a plaudit would serve to add to the credentials Kilgallen was accumulating that permitted her to take on the most important assignment of her career—the coverage of President John F. Kennedy’s assassination. 

			A year later, the national spotlight she had first experienced in 1936 shone even brighter on Kilgallen. She became a panelist, along with actress Arlene Francis, Random House co-founder Bennett Cerf, and a rotating guest panelist, on the CBS television game show What’s My Line? Each week, the panelists questioned contestants to guess their jobs.

			[image: ]

			Former radio personality John Charles Daly moderated as program host. A seven-story theatre on West 54th Street became the production site. Years later, it became home to the infamous Studio 54. Most importantly, the show was, as Talkers Magazine founder Michael Harrison recalled, more than just a quiz show. It was like a “community forum,” a weekly event with the studio audience and millions of viewers across America invited in for a friendly game of guessing someone’s occupation, whether they were common folk or a celebrity guest.

			The program’s openings varied from time to time. One show began with a series of question marks on the screen.1 The announcer then proclaimed, “Time now for everybody’s favorite guessing game, What’s My Line?” At this point, one of the panelists appeared. Then he or she would introduce fellow panelists with a cute quip before Daly made his appearance. 

			The Emmy-Award winning program featuring Kilgallen aired on CBS for the next fifteen years. At its height of popularity, the show had a weekly audience of 25 million. The women wore fancy gowns, expensive jewelry, and gloves on occasion. The men dressed in dark suits and bow ties. Many of the program’s episodes can be seen on YouTube. Some, featuring comedian Groucho Marx, have hundreds of thousands of views.2 

			Regarding her experiences on What’s My Line?, Kilgallen said later:

			It is almost like a license to steal. I love to play games and it’s all fun. I get to the studio about 9:30 [p.m.] for make-up because my skin is so light they have to put on a darker base and draw some eyebrows or something and I have to use darker lipstick. We all take it seriously though Bennett has his puns and Arlene is very witty and has the personality that goes with it.

			As the series continued receiving terrific reviews, Kilgallen stood out since she was the tough questioner (some said she played “bad cop” to Francis’s “good cop”). She played to win and viewers recognized her as the panel member with the sharp tongue. Fans across the country, especially women, adored her. They admired her willingness to challenge male panel members and Daly.

			A New York Post Daily Magazine article stated, “Kilgallen played the game like a relentless prosecutor,” an avid comment that was a precursor to when she would act like a prosecutor during the biggest case of her life in 1963. 

			As of January 2025, two seasons (eighty episodes) are made available on Prime Video.3 The first one4 includes Kilgallen using her street smarts to identify the celebrity mystery guest, Eve Arden, best known for playing Our Miss Brooks on television. 

			Pointing to Kilgallen, Cerf referenced literary legend Ernest Hemingway having called her, as noted, “One of the greatest female writers in the world.”

			With Kilgallen’s popularity rising by the day, her influence increased and she became more involved in social issues, ones where she displayed her courage for certain. In July 1950, the right-wing journal Counterattack published an anti-Communist book, Red Channels: The Report of Communist Influence in Radio and Television. In her “Voice of Broadway” column, Kilgallen denounced the blacklist. She wrote the allegations were not predicated on “evidence of Communist sympathies” but on “rumor and innuendo.” 

			At the same time, while defending the masses, she displayed her equal-opportunity bashing skills. She criticized those with Communist leanings who kept saying they did not favor the party at all. Of interest is Kilgallen’s close friend, actress Bette Davis, who starred in the 1956 film, Storm Center, the first overtly anti-McCarthyism film to be produced in Hollywood. Davis played a small-town librarian who is shunned by the locals after she refuses the City Council’s request to remove a book on Communism from the library’s shelves. 

			***

			As 1953 dawned, just ten years before JFK would be assassinated and fifteen years before his brother Robert F. Kennedy would be killed, Kilgallen mentioned the marriage of JFK to Jacqueline Bouvier in her column. Before that, on June 12, 1953, Kilgallen had attended Queen Elizabeth II’s coronation. Notice in this article that she is quoted as modestly saying, “I’m going to visit the queen.”
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			While in England, Kilgallen achieved a “scoop” when she learned that the queen had enjoyed her first hair “permanent.” Dubbed in the column “the plucky, globe-trotting girl reporter,” she let readers know the inside story, that “the royal head was tied up in clamps and pads for some two hours at the palace as beauticians at Emile’s, the royal hair-drummer, worked nervously in preparation for the coronation.”

			Kilgallen’s gaining access to the “exclusive” is an indication of the stellar reputation she had at the time, that those close to the queen trusted her with the inside story. Certainly, no evidence exists that what she wrote had to be approved by Her Majesty. Kilgallen simply had the reputation for being trusted. No better proof exists than the same woman who conquered the world in 1936 had gained the trust of the queen-to-be seventeen years later.
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			Kilgallen’s coverage of the coronation earned her a Pulitzer Prize nomination—disturbingly the only one she would earn during her long and illustrious journalistic career. 

			When the queen visited Williamsburg, Virginia in 1957, “a press plane carrying reporters that had been following her Canadian tour taxied up to the airport terminal,” according to a New York Post account. “As the door of the plane opened,” the report stated, 

			Some of the most bedraggled ill-use, sagging newspaperwomen in America hustled down the ramp loaded down under typewriters, portfolios, attaché cases, etc. Last of all came Dorothy Kilgallen, slim, poster perfect, smiling, daintily toeing her way downward, unwrinkled, unruffled, fresh-faced, in a brown suit with a chinchilla beret, carrying a makeup case and little else. 

			On April 20, 1960, just three short years before she would tackle the mysteries of the JFK assassination, the New York Post Daily Magazine posted “The Dorothy Kilgallen Story: A Post Portrait.” That it took five reporters to create Kilgallen’s story for print was quite an achievement, as was the story being told in ten parts. One must wonder whether any other woman in history has ever been honored with such an elongated tribute than Kilgallen, who was certainly at the top of her career.
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			The article began:

			It was drizzling on the morning of June 12, 1957, as Queen Elizabeth II, and Prince Philip rode up Broadway receiving a soggy welcome from the city of New York. Behind them came a procession of limousines jammed full of city officials, statesmen and diplomats in undignified congestion. Behind these came another limousine in the rear seat of which, in lonely splendor, sat its lone passenger, Dorothy Kilgallen.

			Far behind her, standing, in a sort of tumbrel, their hair drizzle-soaked and scraggly, looking like an abject clutch of royalists bound for the guillotine, rode the more mortal ladies of the press, among them a somewhat disheveled Jinx Falkenburg, clinging wanly to her television credentials.

			As the tumbrel rattled along, one of the ladies patted the raindrops from her face with a sodden handkerchief, glared at Kilgallen’s car and snarled: “There goes the queen covering the queen.”

			This poignant moment in time, an image not to be forgotten, caused the Post journalist to write, “Wherever Dorothy Kilgallen goes, fame precedes her, envy follows her, and a crowd looks on. She is one of the communication marvels of the age. Disturbing as the thought may seem, anyone faithfully attuned to the mass media is bound to hear her, see her or read her sometime during the day.” Such plaudits triggered Kilgallen being called “the queen of Broadway” by a rival newspaper.

			In Part XIII of the series, the Post writers added to Kilgallen’s parade of fascinating moments in time, noting, “A couple of years ago Kilgallen and a few of her male friends had what they like to call the ‘Weekly Science Club.’ It meets every Monday afternoon in a reserved alcove of a well-known Third Ave bar for the avowed purpose of discussing new ideas and driving away the Monday blues.” The article [more about it may be learned in this author’s previous books, then named a few of the regulars, including Bob Bach, Kilgallen’s close friend and a What’s My Line? production coordinator. 

			To complete its coverage of the Weekly Science Club, the writers revealed that each of the regulars could bring a mystery guest to the bar from time to time. The next sentence read, “Dorothy had brought along Tony Perkins [Psycho], Sugar Ray Robinson [famous boxer] and [mobster] Frank Costello, among others.” This is apparently the same “Science Club” included in a 1959 FBI memorandum detailing how a female bureau informant had infiltrated the club. The informant was not identified in the memo nor is any reason given as to why Kilgallen was under surveillance. However, the fact remains that the FBI had decided to spy on the famous journalist without her knowledge.

			***

			There certainly was some fascination, some glamour, attached to Mafia figures, including Costello, during Kilgallen’s era. In Five Families: The Rise, Decline, and Resurgence of America’s Most Powerful Mafia Empires, author Selwyn Raab wrote, “Judges, important politicians, congressman, authors, and New York society and café figures had no qualms about attending soirees that Frank Costello, mentioned before, frequently hosted in his penthouse at the Majestic Apartments overlooking Central Park. Tastefully decorated in art deco style, the only ostentatious notes in the apartment were a gold-plated piano and several slot machines.”5
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			Noted author Nicholas Pileggi (Wiseguy and Casino) told this author that he recalled gangsters like Costello were called “sportsmen” or simply “gamblers,” notwithstanding their underworld connections. That made it easy to disregard how dangerous a man Costello really was in his day.

			Important to note here, in the light of what occurred regarding the JFK and RFK assassinations, is that Costello’s power extended to New Orleans where Carlos Marcello ruled. During the 1940s, Kilgallen’s friend Costello had expanded his illegal slot machine empire to New Orleans after, Pileggi told this author, “New York City Mayor Fiorello La Guardia banned slots from the city.” All the while, Costello continued to be involved in illegal gambling in Florida and Cuba with notorious crime boss Meyer Lansky. Costello also shared illicit revenues from illegal race wires with Bugsy Siegel in Los Angeles while “personally sponsoring” mobster Mickey Cohen as well. 

			That Costello and apparently Cohen benefitted from illegal race wires—meaning that both were familiar with the LA racing scene—explains how Cohen connects with Marcello’s familiarity with famous race tracks, including Hollywood Park and Santa Anita. As will be explained, Cohen ultimately plays an important part in Marcello’s apparent use of Sirhan Sirhan as a patsy regarding RFK’s assassination. 

			Cohen, whose close friend and attorney was Jack Ruby’s attorney Melvin Belli, was quoted in his FBI file as saying, “With respect to the notorious Frank Costello, he is a ‘fine gentleman.’” He added, “‘Frank is a really beautiful and kind human being; really a good man.’” Another entry stated, “Costello was in LA for secret meetings with underworld figures including Mickey Cohen.” 

			Regardless, through the years, several authors erroneously misstated Dorothy’s “relationship” with Costello. They stated, in essence, “Kilgallen was chummy with [Frank] Costello.” This characterization is clearly misleading, blunting the true meaning of what the relationship was between the famous reporter and the infamous mobster. 

			Certainly, Kilgallen inviting the notorious Costello to her weekly club meant more than them being just “chummy.” Instead, it indicated she knew Costello well enough to bring him into her close group of friends as a special guest. In fact, journalist Jonny Whiteside wrote Costello had “occasionally joined [Kilgallen’s] table at P.J. Clarke’s.”

			Here, for future reference chronicling what happened to Kilgallen when she died in 1965 is her having been represented by Mort Farber, the same attorney who represented Costello. Farber’s son David recalled:

			My father was a noted NY attorney. Among his clients was an investigative newspaper columnist named Dorothy Kilgallen. She confided in [my father] about stories she was about to break. The night before she died, she called my father and told him she had “busted” the JFK assassination. She was going to New Orleans…to confirm a couple of things, but she felt it was going to be the biggest story in American history. That night, without further explanation, she died.

			That said, besides the friendship between Kilgallen and Costello, the Mafia Don enjoyed a relationship with J. Edgar Hoover. Reports, including one from respected columnist Westbrook Pegler, confirmed that Costello and Hoover, two men who abused power for certain many times over, met frequently in Central Park, where Costello gave the FBI director horse-racing tips based on the races being fixed. The two men also frequented the Stork Club. One report from Hoover’s friend and presidential crony George Allen said that Hoover and Costello once met in a Waldorf Hotel barbershop with Hoover telling the gangster, “You stay out of my bailiwick and I’ll stay out of yours.” 

			Kilgallen’s hairdresser and close confidant Marc Sinclaire confirmed her friendship with Costello. During one of Sinclaire’s videotaped interviews, available at www.thedorothykilgallenstory.org, he said, “At a little Italian restaurant in [Little Italy], we went down there one night, and [Costello] was there and he bought us drinks and was very nice to us. She later told me who he was, I did not know who he was. Maybe we were there just to see him. I’m sure Mr. Costello gave her information but she would never tell me that he did…She knew organized crime figures. She knew a lot of them.”

			Kilgallen “knowing” the gangsters must be kept in mind later when motive becomes the byword regarding her cause of death, but during this time, adding to the strong friendship with Costello was Sinclaire stating, “He gave her a diamond cross and she said, ‘I can’t wear [it] since it is so huge’ and so we broke it up and made it into earrings. She wore them a lot.” 

			Furious with the Post’s series, Kilgallen struck back. She wrote a rebuttal, including the following statement: “Newspapermen all over town were laughing over the fact that it takes five alleged reporters to set the facts wrong in the first sentence of a series running in New York’s most inaccurate gazette. And every paragraph that followed compounded the joke.”
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October 26, 1936

Dear Hiss Kilgallen:

I have been so interested
in your flight around the world
with the men, and even though I am
sure you are disappointed in not
being the first to arrive, I wanted
to tell you that I was rather pleased
%o have a woman go! It took a good
deal of pluck and it must have helel.
2 good many thrills.

With congratulations and good
wishes, T am

Very sincerely yours,

_%MM
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FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION

onnstimaipion_3/1/86

oOn Maxch 4, 1986, JACK RONALD VANLANINGHAM, Inmate,
SEAGOVILLE FEDERAL CORRECTIONAL INSTITUTE, was interviewed and
provided the following information:

A confidential source who has provided reliable infor-
mation in the past furnished the followin:

On December 15, 1985, he was in the company of CARLOS
MARCELLO and another inmate at the FEDERAL CORRECTIONAL INSTITUTE
(PCI), Texarkana, Texas, in the court ' yard engaged in
conversation. CARLOS MARCELLO discussed his 1intense dislike
of former President JOHN KENNEDY as he often did. Unlike other
such tirades againat KENNEDY,. however, on this occasion CARLOS
MARCELLO said, referring to President KENNEDY, “Yeah, I had
the son of a bitch killed. I'm glad I did. I'm sorry I couldn't
have done it myself.®
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Amelia Earhart and Eleanor
Roosevelt, 1933 (Courtesy of
Purdue University Archives and
Special Collections)
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th his brother, Robert F. Kennedy, and a host of Congress members looking on,
FK signs the bill to combat organized crime and racketeering in the Oval Office,
hite House, Washington, DC, September 9, 1961.
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STRHAY BISHARA SIRHAV, AKAs SKIRHAN BISHARA
SHIRMAN, FORMER EXERGISE BOY SAVTA AVITA RAGE TRAGK, CALIFORNIAL
IDENTIFIED AS SENATOR KENNEDY'S ASSAILANT. SIRHAY DESCRIBED

AS FOLLOWS: DATE OF AIRTH

JERUSALEM, JORDAY, WHITE, WALE, FIVE FEET TW0 INCHES TALL»

ONE ONE FIVE POLNDS, BLACK HAIR, BROWY EYES. FIRST NAMES OF
FAMILY - FATHER BISHARA, MOTHER MARY, BROTHERS SHARIEF,
SAIDALLH, MINIR, ADEL. LAST KNOWN ADDRESS SIX NINE SIX EAST
HOWARD STREET, PASADENA, CALIFORNIA. FAMILY ENTERED US FROM

JORDAN IN ONE NINE FIVE SEVEN.
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L-R: Marcello, Santo Trafficante Jr., and Frank Ragano,
ttorney for both mobsters at La Stella Restaurant, New
fork City, in 1966
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His brother, Adel Sirhan, notified authorities as to Sirhan's
true identity. The FBI subsequently identified Sirhan's fingerprints as
being identical with those of an individual by the same name which were
submitted by the California State Horse Racing Board during 1965,





