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  To my beloved wife, Nydia Bertran Stone, who has suffered through my political enthusiasms, victories, and defeats—all with good humor and steadfast support.


  PREFACE

  I recognize that those who question the government’s official contentions regarding the assassination of John F. Kennedy are labeled by many in the mainstream media as “nuts,” “kooks,” and worse. Yet the events of November 22, 1963, have haunted and interested me since the time—as an eleven-year-old boy—I saw the indelible image of John-John saluting his father’s flag-draped coffin and wept. My family is Catholic and, although I’m sure my Republican parents voted for Richard Nixon in 1960, they were still proud of our first Roman Catholic president.

  I realize that delving into the world of assassination research and a belief in a conspiracy will lead some to brand me as an extremist or a nut, but the facts I have uncovered are so compelling that I must make the case that Lyndon Baines Johnson had John Fitzgerald Kennedy murdered in Dallas to become president himself and to avert the precipitous political and legal fall that was about to beset him.

  I feel that I am uniquely qualified to make the case that LBJ had John F. Kennedy killed so that he could become president. I have been involved in every presidential election since 1968 with the exception of 1992, when I sat out Republican efforts and George H. W. Bush—who, as a Reaganite myself, I never had much regard for anyway—went down to ignominious defeat. I first met the then former Vice President Richard Nixon in 1967. In 1968, I was appointed chairman of Youth for Nixon in Connecticut by Governor John Davis Lodge. I later attended George Washington University in Washington, DC by night and worked in the Nixon White House press operation by day. In 1972, I was the youngest member of the senior staff of the Committee to Re-elect the President (CREEP).

  Ambassador John Davis Lodge was the brother of JFK’s ambassador to Vietnam, Henry Cabot Lodge. John Davis Lodge was a congressman and a member of the House Foreign Affairs Committee. He was also governor of Connecticut, Eisenhower’s ambassador to Spain, Nixon’s ambassador to Argentina, President Ronald Reagan’s ambassador to Switzerland, and my mentor.

  It was John Lodge who introduced me to former Vice President Richard Nixon when I was sixteen years old in 1968. Lodge was an old school Brahmin who nonetheless spoke Spanish, Italian, French, and German. He enjoyed a brief career as a B-movie actor in Europe, appearing onscreen with Marlene Dietrich and Shirley Temple.

  When Lodge was in his eighties, he served vigorously as the chairman of Ronald Reagan’s campaign for President in Connecticut, a post I had recruited him for as the Northeast regional director.

  In 1979, we sat in his Westport, Connecticut, home enjoying a cocktail. I knew that JFK had planned to fire ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge upon his return from Dallas on November 24, 1963. I also know that Lodge knew why he had been summoned to see the President.

  Lodge had done Kennedy’s dirty work coordinating a campaign with the CIA to assassinate Catholic Vietnamese President Diem. I couldn’t resist asking John Lodge about his brother.

  “Did you ever ask your brother who really killed Kennedy?” I said.

  His lips spread in a tight grin. “Cabot said it was the Agency boys, some Mafiosi.” He looked me in the eye. “And Lyndon.”

  “Did your brother know in advance?” I asked.

  Lodge took a sip of his Manhattan. “He knew Kennedy wouldn’t be around to fire him. LBJ kept him at his post so he could serve his country.”

  Seven weeks before the JFK assassination, Richard Starnes for the Washington Daily News wrote an article titled “’Spooks’ Make Life Miserable for Ambassador Lodge” and subtitled “‘Arrogant’ CIA Disobeys Orders in Viet Nam.” The article slammed the CIA’s role in Vietnam as “a dismal chronicle of bureaucratic arrogance, obstinate disregard of orders, and unrestrained thirst for power.” The article went on to chronicle the turf war between US Ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge and the CIA. “Twice the CIA flatly refused to carry out instructions from Ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge, according to a high United States source here.” The article continued: “’If the United States ever experiences a ‘Seven Days in May’ it will come from the CIA, and not from the Pentagon,’ one U.S. official commented caustically.” Seven Days in May was a prescient book, read and endorsed by JFK, that gave a fictional chronicle of an attempted military coup in America. John Kennedy was so impressed by that book and its message that he even let them film the movie adaption at the White House while he was away one weekend.

  The Starnes’ source ominously referencing Seven Days in May was probably from someone in the military, and not Lodge, but it is nonetheless significant. Another source told Starnes “They [CIA] represent a tremendous power and total unaccountability to anyone.” Starnes continued: “Coupled with the ubiquitous secret police of Ngo Dinh Nhu, a surfeit of spooks has given Saigon an oppressive police state atmosphere.”

  The Starnes article was a caustic and detailed denunciation of the CIA’s authoritarian behavior in Vietnam and its uncontrollability by the Kennedy Administration. “One very high American official here,” the article continued, “a man who has spent much of his life in the service of democracy, likened the CIA’s growth to a malignancy, and added he was not sure even the White House could control it even longer.”

  That last quote probably came out of the mouth of Ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge.

  The next day on October 3, 1963, Arthur Krock, a columnist for the New York Times and a close friend of the Kennedys’, wrote a column “The Intra-Administration War in Vietnam” that was based on the Starnes article. The Krock column featured those incendiary quotes that Richard Starnes had collected about the CIA from their opponents in the State Department and the Pentagon. The CIA wanted to keep the Diem-Ngu regime, and the bitter enemy of both the CIA and Diem was Vietnam Ambassador Henry Cabot Lodge who was the point man in the Kennedy Administration for getting rid of Diem and Ngu.

  On November 1, 1963, the Diem-Nhu regime was removed in an American-backed coup. Kennedy had been on the fence regarding their removal and he was shocked when Diem and Nhu were both assassinated and not allowed exile. Just as many in the CIA bitterly opposed Kennedy over Cuba policy, there is no doubt that the removal of Diem was a bitter nut to swallow for many in the agency.

  Three weeks later there was Dallas. It was then that I decided to write this book.

  Nixon introduced me to his former campaign aide, John P. Sears, who would hire me for the staff of Ronald Reagan’s presidential campaigns in 1976 and 1980. President Reagan then asked me to coordinate his re-election campaign in the northeastern states in 1984, a slightly broader reprise of my role in his 1980 election.

  In my capacity as Reagan’s regional political director for the northeast, I helped coordinate thirteen presidential trips, giving me a unique perspective on how the Secret Service interacts with presidential aides during a presidential visit. This perspective, I believe, has given me keen insight into the many anomalies in the way the Secret Service and Vice President Johnson’s aides acted in the run-up to President Kennedy’s visit to Dallas.

  It was in Nixon’s post-presidential years that I spent the most time with the former president. The Washington Post said I was “Nixon’s man in Washington.” New York Times columnist Maureen Dowd called me “the keeper of the Nixon flame.” Nixon had a voracious appetite for political intelligence and gossip; I fed him a steady diet of both. It was also in this period that Nixon asked me to evaluate various speaking requests he received.

  I spent hours talking one-on-one with former President Nixon in his office at 26 Federal Plaza in downtown Manhattan, his apartment on the East Side, and later in his modestly appointed townhouse in Saddle River, New Jersey. Nixon was neither introspective nor retrospective in the conversations. “The old man,” as staff called him behind his back, was passionately interested in what was happening today and what would happen in the future, but it was difficult to get him to dwell on the past. Generally speaking, when we talked about his peers and the circumstances surrounding the Kennedy assassination, he would grow taciturn, blunt, and sometimes cryptic. When I asked him point blank about the conclusions of the Warren Commission into the assassination of President Kennedy, he said “Bullshit” with a growl, but refused to elaborate.

  Nick Ruwe was an advance man who joined the Nixon campaign in 1960 and served as Nixon’s chief advance man during his comeback bid for presidency in 1968. Ruwe would become deputy chief of protocol, a position in which he directed the state funerals for former presidents Harry S. Truman and Dwight D. Eisenhower before going on to serve as President Ronald Reagan’s ambassador to Iceland. Ruwe liked vodka martinis, unfiltered Camels, Brooks Brothers button-down shirts, solid grenadine ties, and the 21 Club in New York City. Ruwe hailed from an old money family in Grosse Point, Michigan. In 1961, Nixon would send him to Texas to aid in the election of Republican college professor John Tower, who won LBJ's Senate seat in a special election when Johnson resigned to become vice president. Ruwe once told me, “When spending time with RN, speak only when you are spoken to.” He would serve as Nixon’s chief of staff in his post-presidential years. “If the boss is in a chatty mood, he’ll engage you in conversation. Otherwise shut the fuck up, and you’ll get along with him fine.” Thus, I would often have to wait until the right time to ask the former president the probing questions that piqued my curiosity.

  Nixon liked to be alone with his thoughts and often would sit silently for long stretches of time before engaging in spirited conversation. At the same time, I learned that alcohol made our thirty-seventh president loquacious. Nixon’s tolerance for alcohol was low, and two martinis would more than loosen his tongue.

  Fate would have former vice president and then private lawyer Nixon in Dallas on November 21st and 22nd. It is important to recognize that Richard Nixon was both formally out of power and considered politically washed up in 1963.

  I believe, however, that LBJ knew that Nixon was the one man with intimate knowledge of the CIA. He knew that organized crime figures had supported both him and Johnson financially. Because of this, it made him aware that J. Edgar Hoover of the FBI, the Cuban exile community, and right-wing Texas oilmen would be able to figure out that Johnson had directed the plot to murder John Kennedy in order to become president.

  Based on my conversations with him contained in this book, Nixon indicated that Johnson was a conspirator and ordered the CIA to deliver all records pertaining to the Kennedy assassination to the White House after his inauguration in 1969 in order to confirm his belief. As we will see later, this request would play a key role in Nixon’s downfall in Watergate.

  Former Attorney General John Mitchell, who managed Nixon’s 1968 campaign, was gracious with his time and memory. I knew he too had spent hours talking to the former president because he had been the only man in Richard Nixon’s political career to whom Nixon actually abrogated campaign authority. Even those who were closest to Richard Nixon knew that he was a complicated enigma.

  Mitchell lived in a Georgetown mansion with his lady friend Mary Gore Dean in the years after his time in prison following the Watergate scandal. The former attorney general ran a small consulting firm from a Georgetown office.

  I first met John Mitchell when I was assigned to a messenger pool as a volunteer for Nixon in the 1968 Republican Convention in Miami Beach. Mitchell would give me envelopes, which carried communications or, in some cases, I suspected, cash. I would deliver them to the intended recipient, questions unasked. He would always pull a ten dollar bill from his own money clip for cab fare. One night around dinnertime, Mr. Mitchell came by the messenger pool, handed me a ten dollar bill, and told me to go across the street to Lum’s, a popular beer joint, and buy two beer-steamed hotdogs covered with sauerkraut. He instructed me to slather both with mustard and, with a wink, he said, “eat them both.”

  When I was on the Committee to Re-elect the President staff in 1972, direct communications with “Mr. Mitchell” as everyone called him, were a violation of the chain of command. I reconnected with the former attorney general during my service in Ronald Reagan’s 1976 presidential campaign. Mitchell helped recruit former Kentucky governor Louie Nunn for the small Reagan for President Committee headed by Senator Paul Laxalt. I saw Mitchell pretty regularly from 1976 to 1988.

  Mitchell, who had discussed Nixon’s thoughts and beliefs regarding the Bay of Pigs and the JFK assassination, helped me interpret many of Nixon’s more oblique references to both. Mitchell knew he was revealing truths that, prior to the 1978 House Select Committee on Assassinations (HSCA) hearings, would be viewed as “kooky.”

  Even then, I was fascinated by the controversy surrounding JFK’s murder. “I might write a book about it someday,” I told Mitchell. He took out the pipe that had been clenched between his teeth, “Wait until the fiftieth anniversary,” he said. I agreed. For those who wonder why I have waited until now to write this book, you now have your answer.

  I am grateful to Mitchell for sharing his own conversations with the thirty-seventh president and others in an attempt to figure out what really did happen in Dallas.

  Another reason that this book is unique, unlike many books published on the fiftieth anniversary of the JFK assassination is that I do not deify the Kennedys. John and Robert Kennedy were not saints. Both Jack and Bobby Kennedy were well aware of the mob’s assistance in the West Virginia Primary in which the campaign they ran against Hubert Humphrey was so vicious that Muriel Humphrey would not speak to either Kennedy again. Bobby Kennedy’s pursuit of the mob as attorney general is laudable, but he didn’t seem to have much trouble with their substantial assistance in Jack’s election.

  John Kennedy was also a habitual user of injectible amphetamines. Richard A. Lertzman's and William J. Birnes’s incredible book, Dr. Feelgood, makes the case that Kennedy was being injected by celebrity doctor Max Jacobson—also known as “Doctor Feelgood”—with a highly addictive liquid mix of methamphetamine and steroids. JFK was hopped up on meth during the presidential debates with Richard Nixon, during the Cuban Missile Crisis, during the Bay of Pigs invasion, and presumably during his many sexual trysts. JFK also arranged for Doctor Jacobson to inject First Lady Jacqueline Kennedy. Methamphetamine and steroids affect mood and judgment.

  The Kennedy civil rights record is also a myth. JFK mined for black votes in 1960. His bold call to Dr. King’s wife when King was jailed in Selma and Bobby Kennedy’s call to the judge in the King case—which lawyer Nixon wouldn’t even consider—brought the important endorsement of Dr. Martin Luther King, Sr. and a major swing of black votes against Nixon. Nixon, who had first invited King to the White House and had supported all of the civil rights and anti-lynching bills in the Senate—which LBJ killed—and enjoyed the endorsement of baseball legend Jackie Robinson, would hemorrhage blacks votes in the final days of the 1960 campaign. Yet JFK would drag his feet on civil rights. He would appoint a record number of segregationist federal judges, with Bobby Kennedy brokering the appointments with the Southern titans in the Senate. The open-housing and voting rights acts promised by JFK were late coming and stalled in the Congress when he was killed.

  In his excellent book The Bystander, author Nick Bryant wrote, “In the summer of 1963, in the wake of the Birmingham riots and hundreds of other protests across the country, John F. Kennedy advanced the most far-reaching civil rights bill ever put before Congress. Why had he waited so long? Kennedy had been acutely aware of the issue of race—both its political perils and opportunities—since his first congressional campaign in Boston in 1946 . . . Kennedy’s shrewd handling of the race issue in his early congressional campaigns blinded him as president to the intractability of the simmering racial crisis in America. By focusing on purely symbolic gestures, Kennedy missed crucial opportunities to confront the obstructionist Southern bloc and to enact genuine reform. Kennedy’s inertia emboldened white supremacists and forced discouraged black activists to adopt increasingly militant tactics. At the outset of his presidency, Kennedy squandered the chance to forge a national consensus on race. For many of his thousand days in office, he remained a bystander as the civil rights battle flared in the streets of America. In the final months of his life, Kennedy could no longer control the rage he had fueled with his erratic handling of this explosive issue.”

  John Kennedy played a dangerous game. In the 1960 campaign, he actually ran to the right of Richard Nixon. Having been briefed by the CIA about the Eisenhower administration’s plan to invade Cuba, he used this knowledge in the presidential debates to attack the Eisenhower administration for not being aggressive enough in their plan to oust Castro. The hapless Nixon had no choice but to charge Kennedy with recklessness or publicly divulge the invasion, thus unmasking the administration’s plans. Nixon was boxed. Kennedy attacked the Eisenhower administration to engage in deficit defense spending. Kennedy was signaling to the defense contractors in the military-industrial complex that he would spend for the hardware they wanted. JFK even backtracked to take a harder line in the dispute with Red China over two small islands off the Chinese coast. That is why the military and intelligence establishments felt betrayed when Kennedy sought to cool tensions with the Soviets, secretly withdrew American missiles from Turkey in return for Soviet missiles from Cuba, refused to supply air support for the Bay of Pigs, and planned to withdraw US forces from Vietnam. Kennedy had run as a militant anti-communist.

  An excellent monograph by the Center of the Study of Intelligence sums up the way JFK sent false signals to the Military and Intelligence communities and used the formal confidential CIA briefing given him by Allen Dulles himself to out-flank Nixon:

  
    Perhaps the most crucial foreign policy issue raised in the 1960 debates, which derived directly from US intelligence analyses, was the alleged gap between US and Soviet intercontinental missile production. Kennedy charged that the Soviets had “made a breakthrough in missiles, and by ‘61 they will be outnumbering us in missiles. I’m not as confident as he (Nixon) is that we will be the strongest military power by 1963.” Kennedy added, “I believe the Soviet Union is first in outer space. We have made more shots but the size of their rocket thrust and all the rest. You yourself said to Khrushchev, you may be ahead of us in rocket thrust but we’re ahead of you in color television, in your famous discussion in the kitchen. I think that color television is not as important as rocket thrust.”

    During three of the debates, Nixon attacked Kennedy for his lack of willingness to defend Quemoy and Matsu, the small Nationalist-held islands off the coast of communist China. The extensive discussion of the Quemoy-Matsu issue did not create any direct problem for the CIA, but it led directly to a controversial dispute between the candidates over policy toward Cuba, where a popular revolution had established a Soviet-supported communist government. The politically charged clash had a number of repercussions in the White House and at the CIA.

    Kennedy adviser Arthur Schlesinger, Jr. later described the relationship of these China and Cuba issues and the sequence of events in his memoir of the Kennedy administration, A Thousand Days “The Kennedy staff, seeking to take the offensive after his supposed soft position on Quemoy and Matsu, put out the provocative statement about strengthening the Cuban fighters for freedom.” The controversial press release, crafted late one evening in the Biltmore Hotel in New York City by speechwriter Richard Goodwin, said “We must attempt to strengthen the non-Batista, democratic, anti-Castro forces in exile, and in Cuba itself, who offer eventual hope of overthrowing Castro.” According to Goodwin, the policy statement was not shown to the sleeping Kennedy because of the late hour; it was the only public statement of the campaign not approved by the candidates.

    The ill-considered statement on Cuba received wide press play and was immediately attacked. The New York Times the next day ran the story as the lead item on the front page with the headline: “Kennedy Asks Aid for Cuban Rebels to Defeat Castro, Urges Support of Exiles and Fighters for Freedom.” James Reston wrote in the Times that “Senator Kennedy (has) made what is probably his worst blunder of the campaign.”

    Coming the day before the fourth presidential debate, the statement from the Kennedy camp put Nixon in what he found to be an extraordinarily awkward position. Many years later, Nixon wrote in his memoirs, “I knew that Kennedy had received a CIA briefing on the administration’s Cuba policy and assumed that he knew, as I did, that a plan to aid the Cuban exiles was already under way on a top secret basis. His statement jeopardized the project, which could succeed only if it were supported and implemented secretly.”

    Throughout the campaign, the two candidates had engaged in a spirited exchange about whether the Eisenhower administration had “lost” Cuba, and Nixon knew that the issue would be revived in the final debate, which was to be devoted solely to foreign affairs. Nixon has written that to protect the security of the planned operation he “had no choice but to take a completely opposite stand and attack Kennedy’s advocacy of open intervention.” And he did attack, saying, “I think that Senator Kennedy’s policies and recommendations for the handling of the Castro regime are probably the most dangerously irresponsible recommendations that he has made during the course of this campaign.”

    Former Kennedy advisors have underscored over the years that the statement on Cuba was released without Kennedy’s knowledge by staffers ignorant of the covert action planning under way at the time and was crafted solely to ensure that Kennedy would not again be put on the defensive about Communist expansionism. These same advisers differ among themselves, however, on the key question of whether Kennedy himself knew of the covert action plans. Kennedy speechwriter Theodore Sorensen said in 1993, “I am certain that at the time of the debates, Kennedy had no knowledge of the planned operation.” His reference to more assertive action regarding Cuba was put in by one of my assistants to give him something to say.

    The assistant was Richard Goodwin, whose memory is quite different. Goodwin asserts that, “As a presidential candidate, he (Kennedy) had received secret briefings by the CIA, some of which revealed that we were training a force of Cuban exiles for a possible invasion of the Cuban mainland.” Goodwin and Sorensen have both made clear that they were not in attendance at any CIA briefings.1

  

  The US Government’s planning for a covert action program intended to undermine Castro had been approved by President Eisenhower in March 1960 and was in progress throughout the period of the presidential campaign. Indeed, Nixon was spearheading the Cuban Initiative. Kennedy would use his CIA briefing to outflank Nixon on the right and falsely signal the generals and spooks at the CIA that he would be okay. This head-fake would help cost him his life and give Lyndon Johnson willing co-conspirators.

  I know that there are those who may try to ascribe political motives to my authoring of this book. I am a veteran of eight Republican presidential campaigns and have been a shrill partisan and political operative. Those who read ahead will see that Republicans Gerald Ford, George H. W. Bush, and Arlen Specter are not spared in this narrative. Nor do I pull my punches when it comes to right-wing Dallas oilmen like H. L. Hunt, Clint Murchison, Jr., Sid Richardson, or Senator Harry F. Byrd’s cousin, D. H. Byrd. I am not the first person to assert, based on his research, that Lyndon Johnson arranged the murder of John F. Kennedy. I have built on the work of Phillip F. Nelson’s LBJ: The Mastermind of the JFK Assassination, Barr McClellan’s Blood, Money, & Power, Glen Sample's and Mark Collom’s The Men on the Sixth Floor, and Craig Zirbel’s The Texas Connection. I have interpreted certain events differently from these authors and, in some cases, provided new information to bolster their original claims of Johnson’s complicity in Kennedy’s death.

  This book stands on the research of citizens who have doubted the government’s version of events as depicted by the Warren Commission, including:

  Vincent Salandria, Mark Lane, David Talbot, L. Flecher Prouty, John Kelin, Jim Marrs, Gaeton Fonzi, Seth Kantor, Harry Livingston, Gary Mack, Jack White, Fred Newcomb, Harold Weisberg, Sylvia Meagher, Penn Jones, Jr., Dr. Charles Crenshaw, Richard Belzer, Jesse Ventura, Peter Dale Scott, Joachim Joesten, David Lifton, Dan E. Moldea, William Turner, Jonn Christian, Russell Baker, James W. Douglass, Edward Epstein, Billy Sol Estes, Peter Janney, Robert Morrow, Edward Harrison Livingstone, Robert J. Groden, John M. Newman, Mark North, Frank Ragano, Gus Russo, Saint John Hunt, Lamar Waldron, and Thom Hartmann.

  Special thanks also go to Houston Attorney Douglas Caddy and to author J. Evetts Haley, whose trailblazing early book on LBJ sold more copies in Texas than any book other than The Bible.

  NOTE

    1. https://www.cia.gov/library/center-for-the-study-of-intelligence/csi-publications/books-and-monographs/cia-briefings-of-presidential-candidates/cia-6.htm.


  INTRODUCTION

  
    “I do understand power, whatever else may be said about me,” Lyndon Johnson had once remarked. “I know where to look for it, and how to use it.”1

  

  From the moment Air Force One touched down at Bergstrom Air Force Base in the Texas Hill Country just southwest of Austin in January 1969 on LBJ’s last flight from Washington, the power that he had cultivated and grown from Congress, through the Senate, and to the presidency—the power that at times seemed absolute—had begun to dissipate.

  Interestingly, the only Republican member of the Texas congressional delegation who went to Andrews Air Force Base to see Johnson off was Houston Congressman George H. W. Bush. Bush’s show of respect would be repaid with treachery, as we shall see later.

  In the short time that followed his presidency, Lyndon Johnson had fallen into a despondency that would remain with him until his final day. These bouts with depression had come and gone routinely in his life, usually accompanied by heavy drinking, volcanic outbursts followed by dark moods, and long periods of ill health.

  The Cutty Sark Scotch now went down with abandon. The girdle he wore as president to strap in his expanding gut was gone, as were the tailored suits. His well-groomed hair, famously brushed back and pasted to his skull with Stacomb hair tonic, had grown unkempt, almost grazing his shoulders.2

  Johnson had been hospitalized in early 1970 after complaining of severe chest pains. The diagnosis was angina. His arteries were hardened and narrowed, there was not enough blood getting to his heart, and he was told to lose weight to take pressure off his ticker.3

  Johnson, however, was not looking to wind back the clock.

  In late 1970, he took up smoking again, a habit he had dropped years earlier following a near-fatal heart attack.

  “I always loved cigarettes, missed them every day since I quit. Anyway, I don’t want to linger the way Eisenhower did,” Johnson said shortly before his death. “When I go, I want to go fast.”4

  Without power or the prospect of it, Johnson was killing himself quickly. It was the final determined goal of a man of extreme ambition.

  He would reach that goal on January 22, 1973.

  Nearing the end, many times short of breath, he clung to an oxygen tank while he continued to smoke. Johnson was experiencing stomach pains due to diverticulitis, small pouches in the lining of the colon or large intestine, and sharp, daily chest pains caused by two completely blocked arteries.5

  The former president was racked not only with pain in his final days but guilt, undergoing psychotherapy in an attempt to unburden himself from a political past that included as many as eight murders and was ended in shame.6 Intimates said that Johnson had even smoked marijuana to deal with his demons—the pastime of the counter-culture that had driven him from the White House.

  From the moment he assumed the presidency, the ideals of John Kennedy’s New Frontier had become Johnson’s Great Society.

  Despite a legislative lifetime of leading the fight against integration, anti-lynching laws, and voting rights, Johnson championed civil rights, pushing through the Voting Rights Act of 1965, and made the war on poverty a top priority of the administration, although by the end of his time in office, the 1964 Johnson campaign motto “All the way with LBJ” had been cruelly morphed by war protestors to “Hey, hey, LBJ, how many kids did you kill today?”

  They were words Johnson couldn’t escape. Wherever he went, this reminder of his continued failure in Vietnam followed him. Even in the White House, he could hear the chant from the gates.

  In his short retirement, Johnson would coldly recall “young people by the thousands . . . chanting . . . about how many kids I had killed that day,” referring to the mantra as “that horrible song.”7

  In the biggest misstep of his presidency, Johnson backed and continued to double down on the war in Vietnam, an initiative made abhorrent with his knowledge that the war was unwinnable.

  “Vietnam is getting worse every day,” Johnson remarked to his wife Lady Bird in July, 1965. “I have the choice to go in with great casualty lists or to get out with disgrace. It’s like being in an airplane, and I have to choose between crashing the plane and jumping out. I do not have a parachute.”8

  In 1967, playwright Barbara Garson wrote MacBird!, a political satire which overlaid the Shakespearean tragedy Macbeth with the assassination of the nation’s thirty-fifth president, John F. Kennedy. MacBird! proposed the idea that Johnson engineered the plot carried out on November 22, 1963, in Dallas, Texas.

  “People used to ask me then, ‘Do you really think Johnson killed Kennedy?’” Garson recalled. “I never took that seriously. I used to say to people that if he did, it’s the least of his crimes.”9

  Taken seriously, the supposition that Johnson was behind the plot to kill Kennedy is the key that unlocks the gate to the greatest of Johnson’s crimes, the knowing futility of a war that would eventually claim more than fifty-eight thousand American lives.

  Admissions and insights divulged in the recent past have begun to show Johnson in a role that was not only complicit but instrumental in the planning, organization, and cover-up of the Kennedy assassination. These confessions have come from business associates, personal acquaintances, law enforcement officials, and top members of the government.

  Richard Nixon, no slouch in the use of power, knew Johnson well from their time in the Senate. Of less than modest means like Johnson (“up from dirt” Nixon would say to me), Nixon understood the hunger for power, which consumed Johnson. By 1961, they both resented Jack Kennedy’s wealth and privilege and sized him up as a “rich kid whose father bought it for him.”

  “Johnson was vain, cruel, loud, devious, and driven,” Nixon told me.

  Many of the same Texas oilmen who wrote big checks for Dick Nixon also wrote big checks for Johnson.

  “He liked to squeeze their nuts,” Nixon said. “He would tell them the oil-depletion allowance was in trouble unless they coughed up cash—and milked ‘em.”

  “That was the difference between Lyndon and me,” Nixon snorted after a very dry martini in his Saddle River, New Jersey home. “I wasn’t willing to kill for it . . .” Nixon grew silent and pensive, staring into his martini. I knew from my years as a Nixon loyalist and “Nixon’s man in Washington” during his post-presidential years when a conversation with “RN” was over and when not to speak.

  Nixon stirred.

  “It’s a hell of a thing. I actually knew this Jack Ruby fella. Murray Chotiner brought him in back in ’47. Went by the name Rubinstein. An informant. Murray said he was one of Lyndon Johnson’s boys . . . we put him on the payroll,“ Nixon’s voice trailed off.

  What went unsaid was that Nixon had realized the connection between Johnson and the execution of Lee Harvey Oswald. I knew Murray Chotiner had been the éminence grise of Nixon’s early political career. Chotiner was a Los Angeles mob lawyer who ran Nixon’s first campaign for Congress in 1946 and his 1950 campaign for the Senate. That Chotiner brought Ruby in was no surprise—his mob connections ran deep. Chotiner had strong connections with Meyer Lansky, Bugsy Siegel, and Mickey Cohen. He was also the middleman between Louisiana mob kingpin Carlos Marcello and Nixon.10

  “Murray and his brother were mob lawyers,” said 1968 Nixon campaign manager John Mitchell who went on to become Nixon’s attorney general. “He knew all the mob guys and knew damn well that, as attorney general, I couldn’t talk to them. He was close to Johnson through Marcello, so it’s logical that he brought ‘Rubinstein’ in.”

  Marcello held the strings of Jack Ruby, and he was allied with Tampa mob boss Santo Trafficante. According to author Lamar Waldron in his book, Watergate: The Hidden History, Trafficante and Marcello would funnel a $500,000 secret campaign contribution to Nixon in 1960 to stop the federal prosecution of Teamsters President Jimmy Hoffa.

  Nick Ruwe told me that, on November 24, 1963, he arrived at Nixon’s Fifth Avenue apartment—an address he shared with Nelson Rockefeller ironically—to accompany Nixon to a lunch with Mary Roebling, a New Jersey socialite and Nixon family friend at La Cote Basque. It was 12:30. Ruwe came into the room as Nixon turned the TV off. He had just witnessed Jack Ruby shoot Lee Harvey Oswald. Ruwe told me, “The Old Man was white as a ghost. I asked him if everything was all right.” “I know that guy,” Nixon muttered. Ruwe said that Nixon didn’t elaborate. He knew better than to ask questions.

  Incredibly, a US Justice Department document provided by the FBI regarding Jack Ruby’s connection to Richard Nixon in the late 1940s proved Nixon’s recollection was correct.12

  Some JFK researchers incorrectly discount this document because it has a Department of Justice buck slip, which has an address in Washington, DC with a zip code. Zip codes were non-existent in 1947. This buck slip is not part of the original record, but was attached in 1978 when the House Select Committee on Assassinations found and filed it as evidence, thus the zip code does not discredit the authenticity of this clear link between Nixon and Ruby . . . and LBJ.

  Ruby’s service to the House Committee on Un-American Activities is not surprising. In 1950, Ruby would serve as an informant for the Kefauver Committee, a probe of organized crime. According to Luis Kutner, counsel to the committee, Ruby “briefed the Kefauver Committee about organized crime in Chicago,” and his “staff learned” that Ruby was a “syndicate lieutenant” who had been sent to Dallas to serve as a liaison for Chicago mobsters.13

  Thus, Nixon figured out that Lee Harvey Oswald had been silenced by a longtime associate of Lyndon Johnson, linking LBJ directly to the Kennedy assassination. Nixon knew it from the moment he saw Ruby shoot Oswald on national TV along with millions of other Americans. Upon becoming president, he would seek proof.

  Johnson himself would be spotted alongside Ruby by Madeleine Brown, LBJ’s longtime mistress, and by Carousel Club dancer Shari Angel at the Adolphus Hotel in Dallas only a few months before the assassination. Angel said that the Texas oilman and LBJ crony H. L. Hunt also attended (Hunt would later figure greatly in the Kennedy assassination). In the words of Angel, once billed as “Dallas’s own gypsy,” “Lyndon Johnson had it done.”14

  Indeed, Lyndon Johnson was prepared to kill to become president. In fact, prior to the Kennedy assassination, he had honed his talent in murder for financial and political gain, as this book will outline.

  Johnson’s life has been chronicled by Pulitzer Prize winner Robert Caro, who had had access to the same resource materials I used. Caro had had all the pieces of a complex puzzle, but he never put it together. He clearly delineates the motives for Johnson’s actions, the means, and the opportunity, but unlike Johnson, Caro would not “pull the trigger.”

  Johnson was a man of great ambitions and enormous greed, both of which, in 1963, would threaten to destroy him. In the end, Lyndon Johnson would use power from his personal connections in Texas, from the underworld, and from the government—including elements of the CIA, organized crime, and right-wing Texas oilmen desperate to retain the oil-depletion allowance, which JFK wanted to repeal—to escape an untimely end in politics and to seize even greater power. Lyndon Baines Johnson was the driving force behind a conspiracy to murder John Fitzgerald Kennedy on November 22, 1963.

  This is the story of why and how he did it.
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  CHAPTER ONE

  LYNDON JOHNSON—THE MAN

  Secretary of the Senate Bobby Baker, whom Senate Majority Leader Lyndon Johnson called "my strong right arm," predicted on the bitter cold January day of John F. Kennedy's inauguration that the new president would die a violent death and would not finish his first term. Even though the LBJ Presidential Library has done a good job of cleansing Lyndon B. Johnson’s public image, he was in fact a crude, vicious, duplicitous, and cowardly man who sometimes lied when it would have been easier to tell the truth. To fully understand LBJ’s role in the Kennedy assassination, one must understand Johnson, the narcissist, the bully, the sadist, the man.

  Veteran JFK assassination researcher Robert Morrow correctly labels Johnson a “functioning lunatic.”

  Longtime aides and secret service agents are in agreement that even before his presidency, Johnson was known for doing whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted, simply because he could. The Secret Service, the FBI, and the CIA did a commendable job of covering up Johnson’s true persona. And what an evil personality he had: vicious, mean spirited, vengeful, aggressive, arrogant, abusive, sex crazed . . . the descriptions of his vile actions go on and on.

  Ronald Kessler is an American journalist who authored nineteen non-fiction books about the Secret Service, the FBI, and the CIA. In 2006, he became the chief Washington correspondent of Newsmax; before that he was an investigative reporter for The Washington Post. He was one of the first journalists to gain the trust of these organizations to expose the indecent, immoral actions of presidents from Eisenhower to Obama.

  Kessler’s eighteenth book, In the President’s Secret Service: Behind the Scenes With Agents in the Line of Fire and the Presidents They Protect, was described by USA Today as a “fascinating exposé . . . high-energy read . . . amusing, saucy, often disturbing anecdotes about the VIPs the Secret Service has protected and still protects . . . [accounts come] directly from current and retired agents (most identified by name, to Kessler’s credit). . . . Balancing the sordid tales are the kinder stories of presidential humanity. . . . [Kessler is a] respected journalist and former Washington Post reporter . . . an insightful and entertaining story.”

  In this book, Kessler explains that every source he interviewed described Johnson as completely and totally out of control. One unnamed source even stated “if this guy was not president, he would be in a mental hospital.” “LBJ is as crude as the day is long” became a common analogy during his time in office.

  In Kessler’s In the President’s Secret Service, Agent Taylor recounts escorting Johnson, who was then the vice president, with another agent from the US Capitol to the White House for a 4 p.m. meeting with Kennedy. Due to Johnson's inability to leave the US Capitol on time (he was not ready to leave until 3:45 p.m.) and because of traffic along Pennsylvania Avenue, they were going to be late.

  “Johnson said to jump the curb and drive on the sidewalk,” Taylor said. “There were people on the sidewalk getting out of work. I told him, ‘No.’ He said, ‘I told you to jump the curb.’ He took a newspaper and hit the other agent, who was driving, on the head. He said, ‘You’re both fired.’”

  Fortunately, when Agent Taylor told Evelyn Lincoln, President Kennedy’s secretary, that the vice president had fired him, Lincoln informed him—while shaking her head in exasperation—that he was not going to be fired.

  Part of Johnson’s erratic, reckless behavior stemmed from his reluctance to be vice president. As Robert Dallek, a Pulitzer Prize finalist and American historian specializing in American presidents, explains in his biography Flawed Giant: Lyndon Johnson and His Times, 1961–1973, LBJ “had hoped and planned for the presidency, but fate or the limitations of his time, place, and personality had cast him in the second spot. And he despised it.”

  The book Protecting the President by Dennis McCarthy has a lot of anecdotes about what an epic jackass Lyndon Johnson was; how rude and abusive he was with Secret Service agents. McCarthy:

  “Johnson had not been very well liked by any of the agents on the detail. He treated us as if we were the hired help on his ranch, cursed at us regularly, and was generally a royal pain to deal with."

  Johnson’s alienating egoism was not unknown to President Kennedy. “You are dealing with a very insecure, sensitive man with a huge ego,” JFK told close aide Kenneth P. O'Donnell.

  What Kennedy didn’t know was how deeply rooted Johnson’s desire was to be top dog. Johnson was used to bending people to his will through intimidation—an art form Washington journalists Rowland Evans and Robert Novak called “the treatment”—but he couldn’t control Kennedy. In fact, Kennedy often excluded Johnson from matters concerning foreign policy.

  Johnson was jealous of Kennedy’s womanizing ways. In Flawed Giant, Dallek described that when someone mentioned Kennedy’s many affairs, Johnson would bang the table and declare that he had more women by accident than Kennedy ever had on purpose. Due to his insatiable envy, LBJ might have given more women the “Johnson Treatment” than JFK, Harding, and Clinton combined.

  These extensive affairs began when Johnson was vice president, but very few of his paramours were around for any great length of time. While Johnson was vice president, one of the women “who held his attention longer than the rest and for whom he exhibited some really deep feelings, was married off, probably because a continued relationship was incompatible with the vice presidency,” said George Reedy, White House Press Secretary from 1964 to 1965.

  Johnson “filled himself with excessive eating, drinking, and smoking, and an affinity for womanizing—sexual conquests gave him temporary respites from feeling unwanted, unloved, unattended,” wrote Dallek.

  “He is the only person [president] I have seen who was drunk,” said Frederick H. Walzel, a former chief of the White House’s Secret Service Uniformed Division.

  “Johnson was often inebriated,” stated Kessler in his book In the President’s Secret Service. “One evening when Johnson was president, he came back to the White House drunk, screaming that the lights were on, wasting electricity.”

  One agent assigned to protect Johnson recounted that the president was “uncouth, nasty, and often drunk.” The agent went on to say that after Lady Bird Johnson caught LBJ having sex with a secretary in the Oval Office, Johnson ordered the Secret Service to install a buzzer to warn him of when his wife would be expected to stop by. The agent said that the First Lady was well aware of the buzzer’s existence, and was not naive about her husband’s many liaisons.

  Air Force One crew members had similar experiences with Johnson, who often locked the door to his stateroom and spent hours alone behind closed doors with pretty secretaries, even when the First Lady was aboard.

  “Johnson would come on the plane [Air Force One], and the minute he got out of sight of the crowds, he would stand in the doorway and grin from ear to ear, and say, ‘You dumb sons of bitches. I piss on all of you,” Robert M. MacMillan, an Air Force One steward, told Kessler. “Then, he stepped out of sight and began taking off his clothes. By the time he was in the stateroom, he was down to his shorts and socks. It was not uncommon for him to peel off his shorts, regardless of who was in the stateroom.”

  Johnson didn’t care if women were around; he continued his indecent exposure without concern. “He was totally naked with his daughters, Lady Bird, and female secretaries,” McMillan recalled.

  Lyndon Johnson had absolutely no moral compass or control over his animal instincts. Dallek: “When the wife of television newscaster David Brinkley accepted an invitation to visit Lyndon and Lady Bird at the ranch on a weekend her husband couldn’t be there, Johnson tried unsuccessfully to get her into bed.”

  Sunshine Williams, today a real estate agent in Austin, tells the story of when she was a reporter for a radio station and a young fetching brunette on Election Day of 1964. She interviewed President Lyndon Johnson on the tarmac of the Houston airport; he had liquor on his breath, and he invited her to come to the LBJ Ranch as a guest, although his plane was full, and he would have to kick one of his entourage off to make room for her. Sunshine declined.

  When LBJ would get a girl back to the isolated and secluded LBJ ranch, it would inevitably become a game of “survival of the fittest” for the woman as she battled off Johnson’s inevitable advances. Austin used to have a music festival called Aquafest, which also crowned a beauty queen. These beauty queens (circa 1969) would be taken to the LBJ ranch to visit the retired President Johnson who would take them on jeep rides to secluded areas and then proceed to make advances on these poor girls.

  Whether drunk or sober, Johnson continued his abusive behaviors and apologized for none of it. George Edward Reedy served under him from 1951 to 1965 and was White House press secretary for the last year. In his book Lyndon B. Johnson: A Memoir, Reedy was crystal clear describing Johnson’s notoriously unbalanced behavior. As president, Johnson was known for driving his staff “to the verge of exhaustion—and sometimes over the verge; for paying the lowest salaries for the longest hours of work on Capitol Hill; for publicly humiliating his most loyal aides; for keeping his office in a constant state of turmoil by playing games with reigning male and female favorites.”

  Reedy also had full knowledge of the president’s sexual escapades with secretaries and aides. “They had to be young, they had to be cheerful, they had to be malleable, and it helped if they were slightly antagonistic to him at the onset. He dearly loved to convert an anti-Johnson liberal with a slightly plump figure and a dowdy wardrobe into a lean, impeccably clad female whose face was masked in cosmetics and who adored the ground he walked on.”

  Johnson would “screw anything that would crawl, basically,” said William F. Cuff, the executive assistant in LBJ’s military office.

  According to Reedy, the president’s flavors of the month—who were often referred to as “the harem” by male staff members—enjoyed many compensations including lavish presents, “travel under plush conditions, attendance at glamorous social functions with the Johnsons . . . expensive clothes, and frequent trips to New York, where a glamorous makeup artist would initiate her into the mysteries of advanced facial makeup, resulting in cosmetics so lavishly applied that they became a mask.”

  Such an active and careless sexual life certainly had predictable results. Johnson was married to Lady Bird until the day he died; the couple had two daughters, Lynda and Luci. But the philandering politico had three other children outside his marriage. He admitted none.

  The first of the known Johnson illegitimate children is Steven Brown, born in 1950 to Madeleine Brown, Johnson’s sexual partner across two decades. Steven did not know the identity of his real father until the late 1980s. Until then, he thought his father might be Dallas attorney Jerome Ragsdale—a man charged with watching over one of LBJ’s oldest secrets.

  Steven Brown sued for paternity in 1987, lost, and died a suspicious death.

  LBJ loyalist Jack Valenti would do anything for his boss. The Texas advertising executive joined the Kennedy-Johnson team as a media liaison and later worked as President Johnson’s closest aide. But he served a far more important role as a stand-in father for Lyndon Johnson’s child.

  Valenti had been a long-time bachelor until, in 1962, at the age of forty-one, he married Mary Margaret Wiley, a former receptionist in Johnson’s Texas office, who had relocated to Washington. She was remarkably beautiful, and the president enjoyed talking to her for hours. She would be Johnson's mistress and bear him one of at least three illegitimate children.

  In fact, Air Force Two pilot Ralph Albertazzie later attested to one of many whirlwind dates the vice president had had with Wiley—from Kansas City to Austin to New York City and back to Washington, all on a whim, all on the taxpayers’ expense. She was clearly special—so special that reporter Sarah McClendon alleged that Bill Moyers was brought on as a “religious aide” to prevent the talk of Johnson and his secretary. Sarah McLendon:

  
    Bill Moyers had just begun handling the press for Lyndon at that time. Moyers, who’d graduated from Southwest Theological Institute in Fort Worth, had been brought to Washington because of another rumor: There had been speculation that LBJ’s relationship with his top secretary Mary Margaret Wiley had become an intimate as well as a professional one. Concerned, Lyndon had asked his good friend Harry Provence of the Waco Tribune and several other Texas editors to look for someone to prevent that kind of talk. And who better to give the vice presidential staff a more “sanctified” appearance than a young man headed for the ministry? So Moyers was hired on, ostensibly to deal with policy concerning religion and to answer letters that had a religious tone. In actuality, he was a chaperone who would travel with Lyndon and Mary Margaret to show that all was on the up-and-up.

    He often chaperoned their dates to discourage speculation.

  

  Many people thought that Jack Valenti was gay and he surprised everyone when he married Mary Margaret. The couple had three children: John, Alexandra, and Courtenay Lynda Valenti (later Warner Bros. studio executive). Mary Margaret gave birth to daughter Courtenay three weeks before the JFK assassination. Courtenay garnered more attention from Lyndon Johnson than any of his other children. Photographs of her playing with the president in the White House were regularly published in the press.

  Ironically, the diminutive Valenti, who was 5' 2" in cowboy boots, would have a long-term affair with a married woman who was a close friend of my wife, Nydia Bertran Stone. She said that Jack "had one of the biggest penises she had ever seen. It's almost as big as he is."

  Once, as Valenti prepared to end a long day at the White House, he noted to the president that he was eager to get home and play with his daughter. “Your daughter?” Johnson said, with a wry smile.

  A 2009 Washington Post story detailed declassified files showing that at the same time that Johnson was bedding Valenti’s wife, the FBI was investigating whether Valenti, who died in 2007, was gay. Although no proof was ever found, the files offer a new perspective on his marriage to Wiley. Many speculate that he married her to give his beloved president cover for an affair that lasted nine years —and resulted in another daughter Valenti would raise as his own.

  A third child thought to be Johnson’s progeny is Lyndon K. Boozer, daughter of LBJ secretary Yolanda Boozer. “It was July 19, 1963. Yolanda Garza Boozer had given birth to a boy at the Columbia Hospital for Women in Washington, DC. Her boss, Vice President Lyndon B. Johnson, stopped by to visit the new mother and her husband, a Treasury official.”

  Secret Service agents attested that Johnson was sleeping with five of his eight secretaries. Based on the fact that he was using his secretarial pool as a harem at the time Boozer gave birth to a boy named after Lyndon, it is not difficult to surmise Lyndon is the son of LBJ. Those who know him say he is a spitting image of the late president.

  History has been kind to Lyndon Johnson through all his philandering. One biographer has a very good reason to write a glowing tribute to the former president—Doris Kearns Goodwin had a curiously intimate relationship with the president, especially in his retirement. She had a peculiar relationship with him, which made many tongues wag. Washington Post reporter Sally Quinn described this in 1974:

  “Johnson was terribly possessive of her time, more and more as he came closer to death. She was seeing many men at this point in her life but had no real attachments until she met Richard Goodwin six months before Johnson’s death.”

  Kearns later admitted that Lyndon Johnson used to crawl into bed with her and just talk, but with nothing else going on. Kearns Goodwin told authors Richard Harwod and Haynes Johnson that Lyndon would confess his love to her, court her aggressively, ask her to marry him, and act jealously about her lovers.

  Not suprisingly, Doris Kearns Goodwin has long been the subject of rumors that she was having sex with the subject of her fabulously successful first book Lyndon Johnson and the American Dream.

  Aside from being a philanderer of the highest order, Lyndon Johnson’s sense of humor revolved “chiefly on the contents of toilet bowls,” Reedy recounted. Rather than interrupt himself, Johnson would continue his train of thought on the toilet surrounded by his aides. Johnson particularly enjoyed the discomfort this caused among the Ivy League aides of JFK. Ronald Kessler’s research confirmed this: “He would sit on the toilet and defecate in front of aides. During press conferences on his Texas ranch that included female journalists, he would urinate in front of them,” Kessler noted in his book In The President’s Secret Service.

  If that were not lewd enough, Reedy recalled Johnson’s “favorite spectator sport was watching bovine copulation, and he gloried in summoning fastidious males to his bathroom, where conference and excretion could be intermingled.”

  LBJ was also fond of literally waving his member—which he affectionately nicknamed “Jumbo”—around in public. Perhaps his “pecker humor” combined with the many instances when he would expose himself dubbed him the Secret Service code name of “Volunteer.” One time in particular, he exposed himself to Japanese reporters in a bathroom, opining that they probably didn’t see “them” that size back in Japan.

  In Flawed Giant, Dallek writes, “During a private conversation with some reporters who pressed him to explain why we were in Vietnam, Johnson lost his patience. According to Arthur Goldberg, LBJ unzipped his fly, drew out his substantial organ and declared, ‘This is why!’”

  Mack White, who in 1977 used to work at the LBJ Library where he transcribed oral histories, has a revealing essay about LBJ on the Internet. It is entitled “See the LBJ Robot.”

  Mack White: “I worked at the library for about a year. It was easy work, and interesting. I would cue up the tapes on a reel-to-reel player, put on a pair of headphones, and, working a foot pedal to rewind, pause and fast-forward, transcribe interviews that had been conducted with people who had known Johnson at different times of his life.

  “Most of the interviewees spoke glowingly of him. Even those who were critical of him—Kennedy staffers, most notably—went to some pains to soften their criticism and try to find something nice to say. And yet, despite everyone’s best efforts, what emerged from this Citizen Kane-style composite of interviews was not pretty. It was not said in so many words—in fact, was left entirely unsaid—but nothing could obscure the picture: Lyndon Johnson was an overbearing, coarse, ruthless, sociopathic, low-life, power-mad monster. Yes, he was a consummate politician, therefore could charm people when he had to, but the mask could easily slip, and often did.”

  Stories about LBJ’s unhinged and outrageous behavior abound. Marshall Lynam, a top aide to Texas congressman and LBJ friend Jim Wright, tells this one:

  “. . . Johnson also could be downright cruel. One incident was described to me by a friend of thirty years, a retired US Air Force colonel who flew as an escort officer on a Johnson trip to space installations around the United States. My friend swears he saw Johnson, then vice president, throw a Cutty Sark and soda into the face of an Air Force steward. The reason? The sergeant had failed to use a freshly-opened bottle of soda in mixing the drink.”

  Though the Secret Service kept most of the president’s unruly character relatively unknown to the American public, no one could stop Johnson from being himself in front of the camera. In 1964, LBJ created controversy while taking his beagles, Him and Her, on a walk with the press. A photo was snapped of the president lifting Him up by the ears. The image led to public outrage of animal abuse. Johnson claimed that the move was for the beagles’ benefit because “it lets them bark.” However, animal lovers were not convinced. He had to apologize to animal rights organizations for his cruelty.

  In addition to being a true maniac, Johnson was also known to show no bounds when cursing profusely. Kessler shared some of LBJ’s jaw-dropping racial slurs in a book called Inside the White House. An Air Force One crew member stated that the president had his own opinions about the Civil Rights Movement, ones that were the complete opposite of his public actions to make America a “Great Society,” and he blatantly shared them with anyone in earshot: “These Negroes, they’re getting pretty uppity these days, and that’s a problem for us since they’ve got something now they never had before, the political pull to back up their uppityness. Now, we’ve got to do something about this, we’ve got to give them a little something, just enough to quiet them down, not enough to make a difference.” In a meeting aboard Air Force One, shortly after signing the Civil Rights Act, he was pleased to promise two governors: “I’ll have those niggers voting Democratic for the next two hundred years.”

  Though Johnson may have been “just a country boy from the central hills of Texas,” George Reedy likened LBJ’s antics to “a Turkish sultan of Istanbul.”

  And this particular Turkish sultan of Istanbul possessed a staggering ego, which knew no bounds. “To Johnson, loyalty was a one-way street: All take on his part, and all give on the part of everyone else—his family, his friends, his supporters,” Reedy explained.

  When a truly horrific person, devoid of any redeeming qualities, also harbors scathing jealousy towards the president—enough so to covet his position—this person with a history of no moral compass might, in all likelihood, use his established powers of intimidation to orchestrate the plan to assassinate JFK, and succeed.

  Lyndon Johnson’s oddly disturbing decisions and complete lack of concern for the future of the country just hours after Kennedy’s assassination only solidifies the fact that he had put the plan in motion and covered it up. Investigative journalist Russ Baker discloses several events involving LBJ that cannot be conceived as anything other than incriminating in his book Family of Secrets.

  “Pat Holloway, former attorney to both Poppy Bush and Jack Crichton, recounted to me an incident involving LBJ that had greatly disturbed him,” wrote Baker. “This was around 1 p.m. on November 22, 1963, just as Kennedy was being pronounced dead.” As Holloway was leaving the office, he passed through the reception area, and the switchboard operator noted that she was patching Johnson through from Parkland Hospital to Holloway’s boss and the firm’s senior partner, Waddy Bullion, who was also the vice president’s tax lawyer. The operator asked if Holloway wanted to listen in.

  “I heard him say: ‘Oh, I gotta get rid of my goddamn Halliburton stock.’ Lyndon Johnson was talking about the consequences of his political problems with his Halliburton stock at a time when the president had been officially declared dead. And that pissed me off,” Holloway recalled. “It really made me furious.”

  A few days later, on the evening of November 25th, LBJ was speaking to Martin Luther King and said, “It’s just an impossible period—we’ve got a budget coming up.” Baker also exposes how Johnson also told Joseph Alsop later that morning: “The president must not inject himself into, uh, local killings,” to which Alsop immediately responded, “I agree with that, but in this case, it does happen to be the killing of the president.”

  On this same day, Johnson also instructed Hoover: “We can’t be checking up on every shooting scrape in the country.”

  These conversations show the epitome of an egomaniac—a sultan—an arrogant, vengeful man unable to exercise the slightest baseline of loyalty or sensitivity. More precisely, he was a cold-blooded murderer who would stop at nothing to survive and seize power.

  Even toward the end of his life, Lyndon Johnson stayed true to the principles that he had demonstrated during his time in the White House: “If I can’t have booze, sex, or cigarettes, what’s the point of living?”


  CHAPTER TWO

  LANDSLIDE LYNDON

  To understand Lyndon Johnson’s actions on November 22, 1963, one must first understand how he got to the US Senate in 1948. After a previous failed Senate bid, Johnson’s Senate election was stolen with nonexistent votes by a cabal of patrons who knew how to “vote the Mexicans.” Whether or not those Mexicans had to have special incentive to vote, stayed home on Election Day, or had been dead for years; if they were needed, their votes were counted. No patron was more effective in getting those key votes to Lyndon Johnson in 1948 than George Parr.

  George Parr had been a key figure in Lyndon Johnson’s political ascendency. The powerful patron controlled the Democratic political machines, which dominated Duval and Jim Wells counties. His nickname was the “Duke of Duval.” Parr would later become the focus of the infamous “Box 13” scandal, which allowed Lyndon Johnson to steal the 1948 US Senate race from former Texas governor Coke Stevenson.

  Parr lorded over the large swath of southern Texas, running a political machine inherited from his father Archer in the vein of Boss Tweed’s Tammany Hall or Richard Daley’s Chicago. It was a system of controlling elections, public officials, the citizens of the county, and their tax money. Above all, Parr knew how to “vote the Mexicans” and would use a combination of violence and bribery to run up vote totals for “his” candidates. Of course, Parr contended that he was simply a rancher who made a little money from oil struck on his land. In truth, if it happened within the boundaries of his rule, it went through Parr, Patrón, Boss.

  “The niceties of the democratic process weren’t part of the immigrant experience,” Mike Royko wrote of Daley’s Chicago. “So if the machine muscle offended some, it seemed like old times to many more.”1

  For the immigrants in Parr’s machine, the system of dependence on a local leader was a custom started long ago in Mexico, and carried generationally into the United States.

  Gordon Schendel, writing for Collier’s Weekly in 1951, reported the vast disparity between living conditions of Parr and that of his vassal-like constituency. Whereas Parr lived in a mansion with, “lushly landscaped grounds,” servant quarters, multiple garages, and a private racetrack, those who lived under his hand were domiciled in “extensive treeless, grassless sections of dilapidated one- and two-room shacks crazily crowded together, frequently without plumbing or electricity—which are the prominent eyesores of every south Texas town.”2

  Schendel found no record of Parr ever using his wealth to improve the squalid living conditions of those who lived, voted, and worked for him.3

  “We had the law to ourselves there,” Luis Salas, a deputy sheriff and enforcer who had worked for Parr said. “It was a lawless son-of-a-bitch. We had iron control. If a man was opposed to us, we’d put him out of business. Parr was the godfather. He had life or death control.”4

  At 6’1”, and 210 pounds, Salas cut an imposing figure as one of Parr’s top soldiers. Salas began work for Parr after fleeing Mexico following a bar brawl in which he had left a man fatally wounded.5 In Parr’s territory, Salas became the main enforcer of the thirteenth precinct of Jim Wells County, the most impoverished Mexican district in Alice, Texas.6

  The thirteenth precinct would be the focus of the “Box 13” election fraud in Lyndon Johnson’s 1948 senatorial bid and intrinsically link Parr, Salas, and Johnson in stealing the election—a matter that would go all the way to the US Supreme Court.

  A survey of Johnson’s 1948 campaign, prior to its renowned “Box 13” conclusion, highlights the lengths to which he would go to reach a desired goal. As every other political venture in Johnson’s career, too much would be at stake to leave the election to chance or virtue, and failure was not an option. Lying, cheating, and stealing are so commonly attributed to politicians that they are clichés. When hung on Lyndon Johnson, each of these acts is given new life.

  The image of Johnson as a war hero was one of the main themes of his 1948 campaign; it would follow the common narrative thread strung throughout his life, one of verbose elaborations and outright lies.

  To see Johnson, who was never actually in the armed services, embellish a war record of 1942 was to watch one of the great hucksters of American politics in action. Johnson had seen action during World War II, as a civilian observer on the Heckling Hare, a B-26 Marauder flown by Lieutenant Walter H. Greer. The mission was an air raid on a Japanese airfield in Papua New Guinea, and out of the eleven B-26 Marauders, only nine would return after staving off heavy enemy fire. The raid would begin and end Johnson’s wartime combat experience.7

  For his part in the air raid, Johnson was awarded the Silver Star, the third-highest award issued to a member of any branch of the United States Armed Forces for combat valor. Johnson, as an observer, would be the only member of the mission to receive a medal, a sentiment he feigned to claim he didn’t deserve.

  In a letter Johnson drafted, he renounced the decoration. “My very brief service with these men and its experience of what they did and sacrificed makes me all the more sensitive that I should not and could not accept a citation of recognition for the little part I played for a short time in learning and facing with them the problems they encounter all the time.” The letter was never mailed.8

  Similar observer missions had been granted to journalists during the war. Walter Cronkite, accompanying a raid in which seven bombers were lost, wrote that he had “gained the deepest admiration for the bombardiers and navigators, as well as the pilots and gunners on this trip.”9 If the journalist was objective in his retelling, Johnson’s recounting would be close to obscene.

  When asked shortly after his return if he had engaged in combat, Johnson started to bedeck the truth. “I was out there in May, June, and part of July,” Johnson replied. In Johnson’s retellings, the actual number of Japanese planes shot down by his squadron (one) had risen to fourteen, and the squadron members had nicknamed him “Raider Johnson.”10

  Johnson began to accept the earning of the Silver Star and worked it into his appearances, going so far as to hold ceremonies where he was receiving the decoration as if for the first time.11

  The Silver Star would become the most important part of Johnson’s attire in the 1948 campaign, and he always made sure it was affixed to his lapel.

  “That’s the Silver Star. General MacArthur gave it to me,” Johnson echoed on campaign stops, often yanking, tugging, or pointing at the pin for effect. “I said that if war was declared, I’d go to war beside them, and I did.”12

  Johnson embellished not only his own war record but spun the war tales of staffers. Petey Green, a sound technician for Johnson’s stump stops, had been knocked unconscious in Caserta, Italy, during WWII when a German shell exploded nearby. Green was kept overnight at an aid station, then released. Johnson would weave the Petey Green war story to mythological heights.

  “Skull shattered on Monte Cassino. Brains exposed to the raw, icy cold winds sweeping off the Appenines of Italy. For all purposes, a dead man. But he stands here today. Almost normal. Like you and me,” Johnson said at a stump speech in Llano. “Almost. But not quite. That skull is not pure bone. A quarter of his head is a silver plate to keep the brains from oozing out. He came back. He’s still giving all that’s in him. This time on behalf of democracy on the home front. Giving of himself just as freely as he gave those brains he left behind in Italy.”13

  The tale of Petey Green changed from stop to stop. Sometimes the silver plate in Petey’s head became gold, steel, or platinum; sometimes Pete lost a quarter of his brain, and other times half. In reality, Green’s skull was not only undamaged but completely unmarked.14

  As Johnson was pumping up his campaign with grandiose falsities, he was attempting to take the air out of his opponents.

  Even though Johnson was a man adept at spinning a yarn, his opponent in the Democratic Primary, former Governor Coke Stevenson, was like a character out of the pages of American folklore. Stevenson was a deeply conservative Bourbon Democrat of the Texas variety. Largely a Texas designation, Bourbon Democrats, including Stevenson, favored segregation and were protectors of the petroleum industry and agricultural interests. Stevenson was revered for his integrity, rectitude, and character. He had rooted out substantial corruption as governor and was respected for his honesty.

  Stevenson lived an austere life on a ranch in South Llano, a homestead that the former governor lavished with attention and time, a forever-unfinished dream house in the vein of Thomas Jefferson’s Monticello.

  “The ranch was a fortress, or at least a refuge from the world. Since Coke had refused to build even a rough low-water bridge across the South Llano, the only way of reaching it was by fording the river, which was not infrequently too high to be forded. He refused to have a telephone on the ranch. The closest town was Telegraph, a mile across the river, and the “‘town’ consisted of one building: a store.”15

  At the ranch, land was cleared, cattle were branded, and sheep were sheared, all by Stevenson’s hand. Not a day went by on the ranch that Stevenson didn’t find something fit for improvement.16

  He was also a man of definite character. An attorney, Stevenson took a Jeffersonian view of the Constitution, favoring the individual over the institution. He abhorred public spending, taxation, and debt. He was meticulous in his thoughts, and only shared them with conviction, in a “low, slow drawl.”17

  “Coke would never say a word he didn’t believe, and that shone through,” a fellow attorney recalled. “When he spoke to a jury, the jury believed him.”18

  Stevenson was lovingly given the moniker “Mr. Texas” by the public and “coffee-coolin’ Coke” by the media, a term given to symbolize his politics.

  “Listen, I’m too old to burn my lips on a boiling cup of coffee,” Stevenson would say when asked for an immediate response regarding an issue. “We’ll just let that cup cool a while.”19

  The coffee pot and the pipe that he could be seen habitually smoking became indelible to the Stevenson image.

  If there was a flaw to Stevenson, it was racism, which as an old Southerner, he carried deep in his bones; he did not withhold his negative feelings toward blacks in Texas. When setting up a Good Neighbor Commission with Mexico, Stevenson was heard to remark, “Meskins is pretty good folks. If it was niggers, it’d be different.”20

  After the US Supreme Court’s 1944 decision to eradicate the “white primary,” an impediment to the voting rights of blacks, Stevenson derided the decision as a “monstrous threat to our peace and security.”21

  As governor, Stevenson was unflappable. One of his favorite tactics in his fight against government intervention was to “do nothing.” During his administration, small-town businesses displaying “No Mexicans” signs were protected by the governor, who said that “businesses are free to establish their own standards.”22

  Johnson would use Stevenson’s character against him. Stevenson’s heedful thought process and low-key style would be skewed as indecisiveness as Johnson parodied Stevenson’s nicknames to exemplify this trait, referring to Stevenson as “Mr. Straddler,” “Mr. Do-Nothinger,” or “Mr. Calculator.”

  A song devised by the Johnson campaign parodied Stevenson’s non-committal attitude:

  
    My friends, please make me Senator.

    I was your calculating governor.

    I’m sure you know my steadfast rule

    Of always let the coffee cool.

    All through my office term just past

    Were controversies thick and fast.

    And when the matters came to me,

    I solved ‘em all with ‘Leave ‘em be.’

    You got to let the coffee cool.

    Then you’ll be safe from ridicule.

    Don’t ever touch a subject when it’s hot.

    You got to let the coffee cool,

    Courage is for dangerous fools,

    Don’t never ever touch a boiling pot.

    When capital and labor fight

    I always find that both are right.

    Whenever wets and drys collide

    I just wait and choose the winning side.23

  

  Johnson also worked mimicry into his public appearances, imitating Stevenson, from his slow, deliberate style to his movement of rocking back and forth on his heels while thinking. Johnson even brought a pipe into the act. The aping of Stevenson’s image was clearly devised to show a clodhopping yokel, a backwoods, backward-thinking rube clearly unfit for politics.

  Johnson fanned the feathers of his personal war record claiming that, unlike Stevenson, he had served his country. “I didn’t sit and puff my pipe when our country was at war.”24

  Johnson pronounced that, during the former governor’s administration, Stevenson had handed out a record number of pardons to criminals. This claim was quickly batted down by prison officials, who countered that Johnson had combined the true number of pardons with days allotted to convicts to attend funerals or visit sick family members.25

  Stevenson would refuse to reply to these and similar charges because he deemed them dirty politics. This only emboldened Johnson’s tactics.

  Johnson issued a more substantial lie that Stevenson was consorting with heads of labor and receiving payoffs. “Labor leaders made a secret agreement with Calculating Coke that they couldn’t get out of me,” Johnson said. “A few labor leaders, who do not soil their own clothes with the sweat of honest toil, have met in a smoke-filled hotel room and have attempted to deliver the vote of free Texas workingmen.”26

  The labor ploy was Johnson’s way of tying Stevenson to the Taft-Hartley Act, a controversial bill that proposed federal monitoring of labor unions to ensure fair practice. Johnson’s allegation that Stevenson was consorting with labor leaders was meant to show that Johnson was strongly opposed to Taft-Hartley. And whereas Johnson would hammer away at this throughout the campaign, it was patently untrue; Johnson himself was accepting money from labor leaders including John L. Lewis and the United Mine Workers.27

  Even though it came easy for Johnson to devise elaborate lies about himself and his opponent, he was reluctant to meet Stevenson face-to-face, using any and all opportunities to worm out of the possibility of an encounter.

  The two candidates were both scheduled to attend the Texas Cowboy Reunion on Fourth of July weekend in Stamford. Stevenson, a living embodiment of frontier idealism, was asked to lead the horse riders in the parade.28 Johnson, hearing of Stevenson’s grand reception at the event, concocted an escape. Johnson visited Aspermont, Texas earlier in the day but then falsely claimed to reporters present that his helicopter lacked the fuel to fly to Stamford for his joint appearance with Stevenson. When a refueling tanker inauspiciously rolled up, Johnson told his pilot, Jim Chudars, “Tell the driver to go away. He should come back and meet you here in two hours.”29

  Walking away from the tanker back to reporters, Johnson offered an explanation. “Wrong octane,” Johnson said, shaking his head. “I swear I don’t know what’s wrong with my travel team. I don’t know why we keep having trouble getting 91 octane gas when we need it.”30

  It was a blatant lie, symbolic of Johnson’s character.

  “As the truck rolled out of the pasture, all could see clearly printed beneath the Esso Fuel logo: ‘Flammable. 91 Octane,’” wrote Joe Phipps, an LBJ campaign worker in his book, Summer Stock: Behind the Scenes with LBJ in ‘48. “But no one, including the reporters, challenged Johnson. They never would. It was almost as if each was ashamed for him in his blatant dishonesty, embarrassed for him in his plain dumbness, even if he was not embarrassed for himself.”31

  Aiding this particular lie was an innovative means of transportation, which Johnson utilized for his campaign: a helicopter—a technological and visual marvel at the time. It is important that, while Stevenson campaigned at a leisurely pace, Johnson barnstormed the state relentlessly by a relatively new mode of transportation. Just Johnson’s arrival would guarantee a crowd in rural counties, where no one had seen a “whirlybird.” The helicopter thus became an integral part of the Johnson campaign image. “Long Lyndon Johnson, one of Texas’s most ebullient congressmen, has introduced the first new gimmick in Texas politics since the hillbilly band and the free barbecue,” wrote Time magazine. “Out in the bottoms and the back country, the Johnson City Windmill wowed the citizenry.”32

  When asked by the press about the danger of the travel and the concerns of Lady Bird, Johnson wound his response around his war record, stating that his wife “didn’t show particular concern when I was flying in B-29s, helping bomb one Japanese island after another into submission three years ago.”33 The helicopter would also assist the campaign in the number of citizens it helped Johnson reach in a short amount of time. Coke Stevenson traveled town to town in a worn-down Plymouth; Johnson could canvass large areas of Texas quickly, sometimes campaigning over a loudspeaker from the air.

  “Hello down there,” Johnson’s voice would bellow over a small town. “This is your friend, Lyndon Johnson of Johnson City. Your candidate for the United States Senate. Just saying good morning.”34

  The hovering transportation not only symbolized a new method of campaigning, but also exemplified Johnson’s brand of backdoor politicking. Johnson first utilized the Sikorsky S-51 for fast travel and later he teamed with Bell Helicopter and flew in the Bell 47-B.35 The Bell Corporation was a better fit, supplying Johnson with campaign money in exchange for political favors. “We’re interested in helping him [Johnson] out because helicopters are new, and if we get an important person such as a congressman showing enough confidence to fly in our aircraft, it would help us and the overall industry,” founder and owner of Bell Helicopter, Larry Bell, said at the time.36 Years later, Bell Helicopter would benefit mightily from their association with LBJ, becoming one of the “Johnson” companies to procure big-money Vietnam War contracts. Lady Bird Johnson would make a killing on Bell Helicopter stock.

OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
THE CASE AGAINSTLBJ

with MIKE COLAPIETRO

TR e £ P T

el L

LYNDON BAINES JOHNSON





OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-BoldIt.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/Fonts/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
THE MAN WHO
KILLED KENNEDY

THE CASE AGAINST LBJ

ROGER STONE

With Mike Colapietro

ssssssssssssssss





