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Introduction
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It’s the greatest crime story ever to play out on national television— the murder of Nicole Brown Simpson, the thirty-five-year-old ex-wife of famed pro football star O. J. Simpson, and Ron Goldman, a twenty-five-year-old restaurant worker and friend of Nicole, who were brutally murdered by an unknown assailant outside Nicole’s home in Brentwood, California, on the evening of Sunday, June 12, 1994.

Charged with the murders, O. J. Simpson underwent a nationally televised murder trial in October 1995 that lasted nearly nine months, ending in a dramatic acquittal that was watched live by over one hundred million people—one of the largest audiences to ever witness anything in the history of television. It was called the “trial of the century.” But people still want to know what really happened that summer night when Nicole Brown Simpson’s and Ron Goldman’s lives were literally cut short.

I know secrets about that murder that have never been made public. I possess evidence of that horrific crime that took me years to uncover—evidence that this book is sharing with the public for the first time. Some names have been changed to protect the innocent, and the guilty.

Who am I and how do I come to possess such intimate knowledge of O. J. Simpson?

I, Norman Pardo, was O. J. Simpson’s right-hand man, his confidant, and the keeper of his secrets. For nearly twenty years, I was O. J. Simpson’s business manager. I traveled with him daily, arranged his professional appearances, spent countless days in cars and on airplanes accompanying him and videotaping him so constantly that O. J. became unaware that his words and actions were being recorded.

This book exists to show you the proof for the first time ever—the back-up for the claims I made in a two-hour documentary film I produced to disclose startling revelations O. J. Simpson made in exclusive footage I took and possess. O. J. Simpson can be heard to say clearly in that video footage, “You know in certain situations, I think that just about anybody is capable of doing just about anything.”

What exactly did O. J. mean? Read this book, examine the evidence, decipher the clues, and solve a murder mystery that even today, over twenty-five years after the fact, keeps people guessing. Who did it? Who killed Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman? For the first time ever, you will now have what you need to discover the motive behind this hideous crime. In these pages, the mystery unravels.

While I believe I know who killed Nicole, I am going to share the evidence with you the reader and I am going to invite you to solve the crime. I have constructed a companion web portal with useful clues and hours of exclusive videos of O. J. Simpson behind the scenes, raw and uncensored. I believe I can say there is no person who knows more about who killed Nicole than the killer or killers themselves.

But my dilemma is that I cannot prove anything for certain in this book. Why can’t I prove anything for certain? The answer to that question is simple. O. J. Simpson cannot be put on trial for those horrific murders again. Determining guilt or innocence can only be done in a criminal trial before a jury of your peers. So, in all honesty, what I am about to present to you in this book are some allegations I consider serious, backed up by years of painstaking investigation.

I have spent hundreds of thousands of dollars of my own money tracking down every living person who knows something of value to solving this mystery and digging up every bit of documentary evidence—going so far as to correspond with a notorious serial killer who as this book is being written is confined to prison, awaiting execution. In this book you are going to find evidence you’ve never seen before: new leads, new suspects, and a whole new perspective on the Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman murder mysteries.

My final decision is to leave the “solving” of this great mystery up to you, the reader. Presented here for the first time with evidence that has never before been made public, you will have the opportunity to be a detective on a par with the greatest detectives of all time. You have a chance to come forward with a solution that will not only have to be ingenious but will have to connect the evidence in a way even O. J. Simpson would have to agree solves the crime.

The clues given in this book will link to information that I intend to present over the next few months in a companion website. There, I will also archive important videos from the seventy hours of videotape that I made of O. J. Simpson being O. J. Simpson in his most outrageous self in all those years that I rode with O. J., traveling to events all over the country with him as his business manager.

Once I tell everybody everything I know, it will be over. I can end this within myself. At that point, I can live without the weapon I have legally carried for ages to protect my life. I won’t have to worry about the police chasing me or the FBI breaking into my offices. The drug smugglers angry at me, O. J. angry at me. The only way I can be free is really to say what’s on my mind.

By writing this book and laying it all out on the line for you the reader, I can finally plan to live in peace. Once I tell my story, it’s over—no more asking me what do I think happened? I’m going to turn the entire world into investigators. I’m going to give you all the clues, all the answers to everything you’re looking for, and all you have to do is put them together. You will find that everything I am telling you is true, but nobody has ever put these clues together like I have. So, by doing this, I can sleep at night.

People are going to complain that I am making a whole lot of money off this O. J. Simpson thing, all this promoting. But a lot of people don’t know that I’ve never made any money off O. J. Simpson since I started doing this. It’s never been about the money. It’s always been about whether I can solve something in my own head so I can go to sleep at night and feel I’ve figured it out—O. J. is a murderer, or O. J. is not a murderer.

Everybody has a different idea about whether O. J. is a murderer and I wanted to know. But it isn’t about the money. I didn’t need the money. O. J. knows I never needed the money. I’ve done this strictly to find out what happened. By taping O. J. on film, I was able to hear his stories, take the truth from his stories, and that’s exactly what I did.

Almost everyone involved in this O. J. saga is either dead or in prison. And I have always had to pack a gun in fear of that. So, to free myself, I want to say what’s on my mind. For the first time in almost twenty years, I am going to tell everybody in the world what O. J. told me. I am going to tell everybody in the world what we took out of what he told me—the truths and the falsehoods—and show you what we’ve come up with and what we’ve concluded.

So, I’ve decided to share with you, the reader, the documents, the research, the revelations from private videos, as well as the personal stories O. J. shared with me.

It’s not going to be pretty. It’s not something O. J. Simpson wants me to say. It’s not something the Goldmans want me to say. It’s not something the police want me to say. The Kardashians are going to be unhappy and the family of Dodi Fayed would probably prefer this book never be written.

But I’m going to show you the evidence because I don’t want the responsibility anymore. I’ve had the responsibility ever since I first met O. J. Simpson in 1999 and now, I’m passing it to you, the reader. Everything I know, you’re going to know. Good or bad. O. J. won’t speak to me after this. A lot of people won’t speak with me after this. But it doesn’t really matter because I don’t really care. I’m done.

Over the last two decades, I’ve researched every living person, every single detail to come to the conclusion. This is not my notion. I didn’t start with any preconceived conclusion. I just wanted facts. Now, I want to give those facts to you, the reader, and let you deal with it.

So, here’s the deal—in my opinion, this is what happened . . . .





CHAPTER 1

The 911 Phone Call and the White Bronco Crawl
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On October 25, 1993, Nicole Brown Simpson made a 911 emergency telephone call to the police.

Never-Released 911 Transcripts

This was the section Norman Pardo’s audio technicians transcribed that directly pertained to the murders. The media promoted O. J. Simpson’s voice was inaudible.


Dispatcher: Um-hum, OK.

Nicole: He wanted somebody’s phone number and I gave him my phone book or I put my phone book down to write down the phone number that he wanted and he took my phone book with all my stuff in it.

Nicole: What?

Dispatcher: What is he saying?

Nicole: What else. (Sound of police radio traffic)

O. J.: For a flipping $100.00 they’re going to hurt you like a God damn Kennedy. I ain’t doing that. I asked you tonight. I want your phone book, all the dealers you know, everything about brothels.

Nicole: O. J. O. J.!! The kids are sleeping. (More yelling)

O. J.: You didn’t give a shit about the kids when you were sucking dick in the living room while they were here, and you didn’t care about the kids then. Oh, it’s different now. I’m talking. You’re doing fine, now you go, shake your head, you’re doing fine, Nicole. Now think about that!! (Sarcastically) It’s all ok, Nicole, just keep thinking that.

Dispatcher: Is he upset with something you did?

Nicole: (Sobs) A long time ago. It always comes back.



That is the never-published part of the 911 call that is key to getting down to the truth. But the media’s goal is not to tell the truth but to make money and nothing made more money in the 1990s than the story of a famous athlete, O. J. Simpson, a black man, who went into a jealous rage and murdered his young, beautiful, white ex-wife in a horrific fashion, while their children were asleep in their beds.

Add to the drama that the out-of-his-mind black athlete did not stop there. He also slit the throat of the handsome, white, Jewish young waiter who was doing a good deed, bringing Nicole the eyeglasses her mother had left at the restaurant where Nicole had eaten her last dinner with her children.

The media’s profit reward would be realized in a multi-million dollar feeding frenzy if O. J. could be framed as the murderer and Nicole as the victim. After all, aren’t women entitled as mature adults to fulfill their sexual needs equally with men? So, what if Ron Goldman were a lover?

In the aftermath of Nicole’s murder, the old 911 tape was one of the first pieces of “evidence” the media dug up. With O. J. framed as the enraged jealous lover, no one had ever constructed a better tale since Shakespeare wrote Othello.

But what was the truth? That was the question that interested me.

Why Was O. J. Upset? What’s the Truth?

I decided to work with O. J. not for the money—truthfully, I never took a penny from O. J.—but because I was on a quest to find out what really happened and solve the “who-done-it” mystery with the truth.

With this never-before-published transcript of the 911 transcript published here, the true transcript, we can see what the media hid.

This true transcript makes clear that O. J. Simpson wanted Nicole to hand over to him her address book, complete with the telephone numbers of the people she knew and was dealing with. His concern was that Nicole was involved in drugs—dealing drugs, most likely, but certainly buying drugs and using them combined with open, possibly adventurous or even wild sex with her “friends.”

In the transcript, O. J. says enough to make it clear he was also concerned that Nicole was also having frequent sex, with multiple partners, casual sex he did not want his young children hearing or maybe even seeing as it happened. O. J. was especially concerned drugs being used were criminally illegal.

This was clearly not the type of home atmosphere that O. J. felt was appropriate for young children Nicole assumed were asleep or otherwise oblivious to what was happening.

The bottom line was that O. J. had reached the point of exasperation and he was indignant at Nicole’s lack of responsibility as a parent. He felt out of control. He wanted to get ahold of Nicole’s address book so he could put an end to what rightly could be judged as Nicole’s irresponsible, reckless, and most likely illegal activities.

He had concluded correctly that Nicole was openly combining sex and drugs with her “friends” in her Brentwood living room while his young children were upstairs in their beds asleep. It appears he was concerned that his children needed a healthy home environment so they could grow up into mature and responsible adults themselves.

And, as we shall see, O. J. had also been paying Nicole’s drug debts with sums that demanded tens of thousands of dollars.

Here’s O. J.’s Take on the 911 Tape

“Everybody who listened to that 911 tape dogged me when they heard me yelling on that tape,” O. J. explained to me. “What am I saying on that tape? I got criticized because I told Nicole I don’t want this. I wasn’t living with Nicole. She wasn’t my wife. But I was telling her I don’t want my kids in this house with these drug people and these hookers hanging around my kids.”

That was the point: O. J. was concerned about the welfare of his children given his wife’s indulgence in illegal drugs and her involvement with prostitutes.

“But I became the bad guy yelling on that tape,” O. J. continued. “But what am I yelling about? Nobody argued in any of these cases that I was arguing about hookers and drug pushers. I know they were hookers because three of them that I’m speaking about in that tape were specifically named in that book, You’ll Never Make Love in This Town Again1 published about a year and a half after this incident, proving I was right. They were call girls.”

O. J. got angry when one of the girls working with him told him about what was going on at Nicole’s house while they were on the set of the Naked Gun movies that he was filming in 1993. O. J. played the character of Officer Nordberg in the Naked Gun movies. O. J. left the set to go to Nicole’s home to solve the problem. He wanted to get her address book so he could identify the drug people. O. J. had enough and he wanted the names and phone numbers so he could get rid of the drug people and the prostitutes himself.

“America made me the ‘dog of all dogs,’ the poster boy for abuse, because I’m pissed off that drug people and hookers are hanging around the house that my kids are in,” he stressed. “I don’t get it. You explain that to me.”

The White Bronco Chase

The night of June 17, 1994 was a big sports night in America. That evening, the Eastern Conference champions New York Knicks were scheduled to play the Western Conference champions Houston Rockets in Game 5 of the NBA Finals. The Knicks were up 3 games to 2 games and the crowd at Madison Square Garden in New York City was looking forward to taking the lead in the series. The match-up featured two of basketball’s most celebrated centers of all time—Hakeem Olajuwon for the Rockets and Patrick Ewing for the Knicks. These two players had a history. In 1984, Olajuwon was with the University of Houston when Ewing was with Georgetown University. In the NCAA Championship game, Georgetown beat Houston 84-75.

Then, at 6:45 p.m. Pacific Time, 9:45 p.m. Eastern Time, television around the nation was interrupted as a white Ford Bronco believed to be carrying O. J. Simpson led a squad of police cars, blocking all lanes as they followed in a chase along the famed multi-lane interstate highway system in Los Angeles.

With the Bronco driven by O. J.’s best friend and former team-mate Al Cowlings, O. J. rode in the back seat as the nation watched that white Bronco drive out front of the police cars in a sixty-mile, two-hour, low-speed pursuit through Southern California. Al “A.C.” Cowlings was one of O. J.’s oldest friends. They grew up together in the projects, in Potrero Hill, a poor neighborhood outside of San Francisco, both members of a local gang known as the Persian Warriors.

News helicopters with live cameras hovered overhead to broadcast the dramatic chase mile by mile. Drivers on the other side of the interstate stopped their cars in the lane closest to the other side to get out of their vehicles and watch as the Bronco carrying O. J. was followed by the squadron of police cars. Crowds formed on overpasses to cheer O. J. on with shouts and signs. All broadcast channels across the nation and CNN covered the O. J. white Bronco chase live.

On one side of the big screen in Madison Square Garden, the basketball fans Knicks battle the Rockets, while on the other side of the split screen they watched the white Bronco crawl slowly down the LA freeway heading south, with the police following closely in pursuit.

So, the 911 call, as published by the media, was spun to establish in the public mind that O. J. murdered Nicole in a fit of jealous rage. The media seized the opportunity to broadcast nationally on live television the Bronco “chase” as obvious evidence of O. J.’s attempt to run away. Why else would O. J. attempt to escape if he weren’t the murderer?

But like everything else in the O. J. Simpson drama it was a lie—a media “narrative” shown on live television to captivate an audience addicted to a story that reeked of race, sex, and drugs.

That’s why it took me twenty years to get to the truth. Was I the only guy in America who wondered why that phalanx of LAPD squad cars trailing O. J. in a slow-speed freeway crawl couldn’t have figured out a way to get the Bronco to stop, especially if the police were really concerned O. J. might escape?

Was I the only guy to wonder why O. J.’s dramatic run to Mexico ended up with Al Cowlings driving O. J. to the driveway of his L.A. home, where the LAPD were waiting to arrest him?

But as the O. J. murder drama kicked off, the media story line that O. J. had killed his former wife and her supposed lover in a jealous rage, viciously cutting both their throats and leaving them to bleed out in front of her stylish L.A. home, was now topped off by what the media portrayed as obvious evidence of guilt.

Why would O. J. seek to steal away riding in the back seat of his white Bronco, concealed by the vehicle’s tinted side windows, unless he was guilty of having committed this horrific double homicide?

Headlines announcing the double murder of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman on Sunday, June 12, 1994, grabbed international attention. Then, five days later, on Friday, June 17, 1994, following one of the most watched and most dramatic television events in history, with the Bronco “escape,” the mainstream media now began licking their chops at the prospect of televising what was certain to be the trial of the century.

That’s why I agreed to be O. J.’s manager. I was on a quest to find out who O. J. was and what really happened that tragic night in the trendy Brentwood section of Los Angeles.

I’m now giving you the clues that I found after some twenty years of this quest, and I am inviting you to solve the mystery with me.





CHAPTER 2

How I Started Working with O. J., Witness #1, and the L.A. Nightclub Drama
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Let’s get this straight.

I, Norman Pardo, came onto the scene a few years after the Brentwood murder happened. I met O. J. in 1999. Actually, it was because of a bet I had with my attorney. You see, I had just purchased a flight training school in Miami, Florida. We had helicopters and a couple of airplanes and flight training simulators. I found out later it was the same training school that trained the 911 terrorists.

So, we were sitting there, me and my attorney. I was just goofing with him, saying that I could market and promote anybody on this planet, I don’t care who they are. And he laughed.

How I Met O. J. Simpson

Then, a week later, he wanted to meet me at the airplane hangar, and he brought O. J. over. He called me on my bet. And I said, “Wow, that’s a big one, you’ve got me there, a pre-conceived murderer and all-around bad guy.”

Truthfully, I was surprised to see O. J. in person. He could barely get out of the passenger seat of the Lincoln Navigator that drove him. He limped up to us with a smile on his face. He stuck his hand out to shake my hand as he got out of the car some six paces before he got to me. Really, O. J. looked all crippled up. It was kind of pathetic.

And I’m saying to myself, “Hey, you mean that’s O. J. Simpson?” I don’t know what I was expecting. Maybe that O. J. Simpson would be seven feet tall. O. J. swore about his bad knee from football days. I came right then to understand O. J. swore, a lot—almost as part of his regular speech.

But it didn’t faze me. I’m not easily impressed one way or the other. I’m not going to say, “Oh, that’s O. J. Simpson.” Don’t expect me to drop down to my knees and say O. J. is the master, like everybody else did.

So, after we met at the airplane hangar, we took O. J. for a ride in one of the helicopters. Then, to get away from the crowd that had assembled, O. J. and I decided it might just be better that we met alone, so we went to a restaurant, a sports bar called Tony Roma’s. He and I drank—a lot. I mean, he would drink a drink, I would drink a drink, and I asked him, “Did you kill all those people?” That’s what I really wanted to know. Was O. J. the murderer?

He looked at me and said, “Norman, what do you really want from me?” He thought I was up to something. But the more we drank, the worse it got.

Finally, he said to me, “I didn’t kill those people, but you don’t want to know what happened. Let it go.”

We drank so much, all I could remember was that we walked out of the sports bar, he peed on the tire of my car in the parking lot, and somehow, we got home.

A Win-Win Proposition

So, while I met O. J. in 1999, it was two years later, in 2001, that I decided I would work with him. What I did in those two years was to begin researching the Nicole Simpson and Ron Goldman murders. That’s when I began the research that I have continued for the last twenty years. That’s when I began to realize working with O. J. might be a win-win proposition.

Somehow, I found I liked O. J. He told me he was ostracized as a kid. I understood that. I was ostracized as a kid too, but that’s a long story that maybe I will tell a bit later. O. J. explained he was getting bored with golfing and watching golf all the time.

In 2001, O. J. was ostracized after the murder trial because most people just figured O. J. was the murderer. But O. J. was still a celebrity, and I came up with the idea of booking O. J. at Hip Hop events where he could be the emcee and people would want to meet him in part because he had this reputation as a bad guy—the famous acquitted murderer—that was his rap in the popular culture, then and now.

The “Birthday Bash”

So, let’s talk about “Our Tour”—that’s what O. J. and I called it.

In 2001, when I started doing my magic, I made a few phone calls to some friends of mine and we put on a “Birthday Bash” with a radio station. It was incredible—seven thousand people chanting out O. J.’s name, holding up cigarette lighters. “Juice, Juice, Juice, Juice.” The chanting wouldn’t stop, the crowd was actually still chanting “Juice, Juice” when Wyclef Jean went on the stage, so O. J. had to go back on and he did a duet with Wyclef and worked him in. Remember Wyclef wasn’t a huge star at that time. The people loved O. J. and he loved them back. The media said it couldn’t be done. O. J. said it couldn’t be done. But I did it and it was great—better than even I expected.

The event was at the TECO arena in Estero, Florida, just south of Fort Myers on the Gulf coast, on August 24, 2001. It was a hip-hop concert headlined by the Haitian rapper Wyclef Jean and others like Foxy Brown. The Clear Channel radio station sponsored the event and we featured it as “The First Damn Birthday Jam.” It was a great success.

The planning of that event was amazing. So, after I met O. J., I watched him for two years. O. J. at that time was living south of Miami and I would see O. J. around South Beach, on the beaches, in the restaurants and clubs. I watched the people around O. J. and his reaction to them. I noticed that if anything came out in advance, the media would have time to stir something up and make it a negative event.

In 2001, when I decided to do this, I told a good friend of mine, Big Mama, who had a very popular show on Clear Channel Radio, that O. J. would host the event, but the radio station could not announce that O. J. would be the emcee until the day of the event. That wouldn’t allow the media any time to put up a defense, to attack O. J., or to demonize his appearance. He probably should have mentioned it to his higher ups—once they found out they were the first company to bring O. J. back out, all hell broke loose. Clear Channels stock took a dive when the media blamed Clear Channel Radio, and DJ Big Mama paid dearly for helping me.

For two weeks in advance, the radio station promoted the event by saying, “We’ve got a host coming. You’re not going to believe who is going to be the host. This is the biggest thing ever. This is going to be the greatest thing on the planet. The guy hosting this thing is unbelievable.” The radio station did this every day, all the way up to the event, and they were selling tickets like mad.

And then the morning of the event, the radio station announced, “Here it is—the emcee is going to be O. J. Simpson.” The ticket sales went through the roof. The media came out, but they couldn’t do anything. The media interviewed a few people, but when the people and groups like “NOW” said they didn’t care, what was the media going to do?

So, when I made that happen, it was the first time I saw O. J. break down. O. J. got up on that stage and he felt the emotion of the audience. It was the first time I ever saw him tear up. He began crying. And when he came off stage, he said, “Norm, I would never expect in a million years for you to pull that off, especially after all the past few years being called a pariah and murderer. You had seven thousand people in that arena, lighting it up with their cigarette lighters, chanting my name. So, whatever you want, you’ve got it.” That was the moment that we began working together.

“All in the Planning”

My formula was all in the planning. It was like a chess game where every piece has to be moved properly. If I moved a piece out of line, they would get me. So, what I would do is I would move my pieces just right.

Even at the TECO arena. When they announced that O. J. was going to host that event, the owner of the TECO arena came out and said, “O. J. is not getting out on my stage and doing anything.”

I had to have one of my attorneys go back in the back with him where they had a little conversation. After that, the owner came out and said, “Okay, O. J. can get up there and host the event because basically O. J. Simpson has a contract and if O. J. Simpson does not get up there and host the event, I would have to refund all this money to all these people because I can’t tell who came here because of O. J. Simpson or because of Wyclef Jean.”

That first event was a big success and afterwards, we planned to go to an after-party. We were going down Interstate 75—I remember it like yesterday—and O. J. said, “Pull over. Pull over right here.” We pulled over on the side of the Interstate because we had three cars with us. O. J. got out of the car and he got in this other car, and he said, “I’m going home. I’m not going to mess this night up. If we go to an after-party, something bad could happen, and I don’t want to do that.”

When he was back in prison, after that incident with the sports memorabilia dealer in Las Vegas, I’m sure O. J. looked back on that event. O. J. just had to think, “When I was out. I was a king.”

In that event, I learned what it took to promote O. J. Simpson. We went from that event to probably thirty-five different cities across America, different events, and that’s how we made this thing happen. Every city was a little bit different.

The “Godfather”

O. J. began working under the umbrella of my company, Spiderboy International. I would promote him, he would show up, host an event, and get paid. O. J. signed a contract with my company, Spiderboy International. Basically, he worked for me. That’s why he and everyone around us called me his manager as he worked for me.

We went into Cincinnati in the Over-the-Rhine district where the riots were going on over the shooting by police of an unarmed black teenager. At that time, before his own legal problems, Bill Cosby joked, “I can’t believe O. J. Simpson is going into the riots to promote peace.” O. J. got into an argument with Cosby over that. O. J. couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t go into the riot for his people, to give the community entertainment. He just didn’t understand that, even if there was a curfew. He wanted to see the family of the teenager who was shot by the police officers.

Spending countless hours traveling with O. J. to all these different cities, I filmed over seventy hours of video of O. J. Simpson and his interactions with others. I was always the guy in the back seat with the video camera. But it was never about the film. The filming was about keeping O. J. distracted. If you think I was there to film a documentary about O. J. Simpson, you’re wrong.

When you deal with O. J. Simpson, you’re dealing with a very special person who is really like a child who doesn’t understand reality. When you see him with me and you watch the footage, you will see that he always gets out of the car asking, “Where are we going? What is this about? What are we doing?” Because I never told him. I would put him on a plane going to Connecticut and not tell him why. “We’ve got a gig,” I would say. “That’s all you have to know.” Because if he knew, he would screw it up.

I learned from each event. We announced a week in advance we were coming to Hartford, Connecticut. That gave the ex-mayor time to come out and say, “O. J. Simpson is not going to appear on stage in this city.” The ex-mayor would find some excuse. It was a big fight. The ex-mayor actually took away the permits for the event, claiming the bathrooms in the facility were too small to handle the crowd O. J. would draw. Whatever. Any excuse would do.

So, every event, the morning of the event, we could promote it. I developed a formula. We had to make sure that by the event that night we had certain things done—a radio show in the morning, a radio interview in the afternoon, a radio show in the evening, one television event of our choosing, a newspaper, and a magazine. The most important aspect was a good street team to go out and spread the word. As soon as we got that done, people knew we were there.

There was this one time we were in Philadelphia. I put O. J. in a Rolls Royce convertible, and we put him on South Street. I said, “We’re just going to drive right down South Street. People will know you’re here, and we’re just going to see what happens.” When we got in the convertible, we put the top down. O. J. sat there and told me he felt like Jack Kennedy, riding through downtown in an open limousine. “You know we’re not going to make it through town like this.” He laughed at me and shook his head.

Like always, O. J. sat in the front in the passenger’s seat, and I sat on the driver’s side in the back. It started out with two or three people coming up, wanting autographs. And when we got down South Street, there was a row of people for what looked like miles who were mobbing the car.

We got down to a real slow pace and the police started gathering around us; we had some ten or fifteen police officers around the car who were trying to keep people off the car. The police thought we were out of our minds for being in a convertible and they thought someone would kill O. J. on their streets . . . later that night we returned, and the police blocked us and made us put up the top, but the mob found us anyway and that got a little scary as we were unable to see out of the car, and they were all over it. The people weren’t mad. They weren’t saying, “Oh, O. J. is a murderer.” We had one person who yelled, “Murderer,” and that was it. Everybody else was just trying to get to O. J., to see if they could get an autograph. They wanted to touch O. J., they wanted to touch the “Godfather.” O. J. became the guy that I was creating.

O. J.’s kids say that because I made him the bad guy, that’s why he went to prison after the Las Vegas incident. The kids think that if I had left O. J. on the golf course, he still would have been golfing with his sports buddies and none of this would have happened

I started understanding that this was who O. J. had become. He was the “bad guy.” The media had made him into the “bad guy,” and they sold tons of newspapers making him the “bad guy.” So, I figured I had to keep O. J. being the bad guy. And I did. I made O. J. so bad that he began thinking in his own mind that he was the bad guy. I don’t believe that, but there’s a lot more to the story before we get around to deciding whether or not O. J. is the bad guy, and I assure you, coming to a conclusion won’t be easy—not easy for you, and not easy for me.

Bottom line was—and I hate to say this—but by the time I decided to work with O. J., I had just created a publicly traded company, Spiderboy International, that eventually grew into a $100 million corporation, and at that time, in 1999, I was buying and selling companies. I didn’t need money and I didn’t expect to get paid for what I did with O. J. Simpson. I didn’t do it for the money. The only thing I didn’t have was this—basically, a quest, to find out who killed Nicole.

So, let’s get back to the murder mystery. Let me tell you about this informant, “Witness #1,” who you are about to meet. We were at the AFM film festival in Santa Monica. This occurred after we began making our documentary film, “Who Killed Nicole?” We had a booth for the film and a woman came up to us and said she had a story to tell about Nicole that she had been afraid to tell for twenty years.

My film producer and I went to the bar with her, and we began taping her, in the dark, so her face could not be identified. I’m going to tell you right now what she said, in her own words. Her story was incredible. She was basically an informant and we agreed to keep her identity secret. Let’s call her “Witness #1.” In real life, she was black and clearly when she was younger had been beautiful. She told us that at the time she knew Nicole, she was working as a “super model.”

Just so you understand, U.S. law provides the following definition: “A confidential informant is a person who provides information about criminal activity to law enforcement officers. The identities of these individuals are privileged in order to protect these individuals against retribution from those involved in crime.” That definition comes from the Federal Circuit Court in the Sixth Circuit, Ohio, in 2009.2

A confidential informant is someone who provides information in exchange for remaining anonymous. The spectrum of why someone becomes an informant can be all over the place. Not all informants are bad people. Sometimes, people just have information, and they feel they need to provide it in the effort to help make a case, but they don’t want their identity out there, or they don’t want their safety endangered, or they’re afraid. Sometimes for the players involved in big cases in which there is criminal enterprise, coming forward can be dangerous.

Here’s Witness #1. Pay careful attention to what she has to say . . .

The Informant—Witness #1

Here is what the informant told us. This turned out to be a very important witness, as you will soon see. There are a lot of clues in what our anonymous Witness #1 told us.

We are going to give you her exact words, transcribed from the interview. As we said earlier, we are leaving it up to you to decipher the evidence, follow the clues, and solve the Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman murders without us biasing the evidence one way or the other.

This is not a book aimed at demonizing O. J. Simpson or arguing that he is innocent. This is a book aimed at allowing you, the reader, to sort through the evidence, decipher the clues, and uncover the truth.”

Witness #1—How She Met O. J.

“What I’m about ready to say is the whole truth, as I know it, under penalty of perjury, and it’s factual.

“I met Nicole, O. J., and Faye Resnick at the Harley Davidson Café in New York City. This was in December 1993, approximately six months before Nicole’s death. It was the ‘who’s who’ of all parties in New York. Pretty much, you had to be there. Donald Trump was there. The person who introduced me to O. J. was the heavyweight champion boxer, the famous ‘Smoking Joe’ Frazier.”


Note: Faye Resnick is the television personality and author who socialized with Nicole. In June 1994, Resnick was visiting Nicole at her Brentwood home. Nicole and a group of friends intervened with Resnick into what had become a serious cocaine problem. Nicole and her friends convinced Resnick to go into drug treatment for cocaine abuse at the Exodus Recovery Center in Marina Del Rey, California. Resnick’s 1994 book entitled Nicole Brown Simpson: The Private Diary of a Life Interrupted affected the O. J. murder trial by revealing shocking details of O. J. and Nicole’s troubled relationship.



“At the same point in time, the singer Prince was doing the ‘Most Beautiful Girl in the World’ video. So, I flew out to California to be with my family, and it turned out my roommate flew out to be in Prince’s music video. Everything was happening. Everything was smooth.”

Witness #1, Dodi Fayed, and the Trip to London

“Then, a week before Nicole’s death, we ended up going to a club called ‘The Gate’ on La Cienega Blvd. in Los Angeles. The Gate was a famous nightclub at that time. I was with my roommate, Julie. We went in and immediately went to the VIP section. You had to do a walk up to the VIP section. It was a very dark part of the club.

“Nicole sent a bottle of champagne to us. We were the ‘It’ girls of modeling. Then she came over and introduced herself saying, ‘I’m Nicole, the ex-wife of O. J. Simpson.’ I looked at my roommate and Nicole sat next to me—I had a blonde on this side, and a blonde on the other side, and I was the translator. I had told my roommate that I had met Nicole and O. J. in New York.

“It turned out that Nicole was there with Dodi Fayed and Dodi invited my roommate and me to go to London.”


Note: Dodi Fayed was the Egyptian eldest son of the Egyptian billionaire Mohamed Al Fayed, the former owner of the Harrods department store in London. Dodi was allegedly romantically involved with Princess Diana. On August 31, 1997, Princess Diana and Dodi were killed in a tragic car accident in the Pont de l’Alma underpass in Paris.



“Dodi told us the trip to London would be carte blanche—it wouldn’t cost us anything. He said, ‘Anything you want. You can go to Beverly Hills and pick it up, carte blanche.’ He was being very discreet, and he meant it. He looked at us and Nicole said, ‘Oh my God, you should go to London. It’s a good opportunity.’ But I wasn’t sure. I told Dodi we would love to go but they had to check their schedules. Dodi said he had model agencies in London, and my roommate and I would both be able to work.

“But what got me was the words carte blanche. I had to put two and two together. I became the black Marilyn Monroe at that moment. Nicole was so sweet. She started interpreting for me. She said, ‘You can go to any store. You can do anything you want. He’s really an important person.’

“What really freaked me out is that we were supposed to leave for London on the day Nicole was killed. It was the same day. The night she was killed was the night we were all supposed to meet to go to London. That was the scariest part for me of the whole thing. It wasn’t scheduled for the day afterwards, but that very night. That night was the night we were supposed to meet.

“But something happened that prohibited or caused a lot of problems for us, a lot of perplexities with the situation. One was the gentleman with Dodi sitting to his left, kind of faded in and faded out. But he was watching, he was observing everything.


Note: The man Witness #1 identified with Dodi turned out to be Glen Rogers, but more about him later. As a hint for what’s coming, Glen Rogers has a history as a serial killer. He is in prison today, on death row, awaiting execution.



“He would have been the closest one to hear what Nicole was saying because he was sitting between Dodi and Nicole as she was talking. I remember that he had sandy blonde hair and that he seemed to watch intensely, but he didn’t say very much.”

What Did Drugs Have to Do with the London Trip?

“It was Nicole who was speaking about drugs. He just acknowledged the conversation. Nicole was very credible to me. I cannot say about her other involvements, but I can say that she told us she was going to go to Washington to pick up drugs. That was another thing. I didn’t do drugs.

“Julie and I were getting ready to say our saving graces and excuse ourselves from the table. One of the reasons we were excusing ourselves was that we’re good girls and we did not want to get into a compromising position.

“But there were two gentlemen standing over there with Dodi and they were scowling at us after we had been dancing. We didn’t know how big Dodi Fayed was. We had no idea except that he was Nicole’s friend.

“But we all of a sudden got the idea of exactly what was happening and exactly who Dodi was by the way they were treating us, like ‘How dare you leave the table? How dare you go with another man?’ But we didn’t go with another man. We just went down to the dance floor and we were dancing.

“But at the same point of time this is what really happened. We got intimidated. At first, it wasn’t scary, it was just intimidation. It was uncomfortable, right up to the point we began to feel our lives were in danger.”

Dodi’s Henchmen Manhandle Witness #1 and Her Roommate

“We wanted to leave on good terms, so we said, ‘You know, we’re getting ready to go. We have an early call tomorrow.’ If one of us says we have an early call that was the password Julie and I had to leave, like signaling it was time for a get-out-of-jail-free card.

“We were beginning to feel uncomfortable, afraid, but we wanted to be gracious and we wanted to be professional. So, I said, ‘Excuse us, but we have an early call tomorrow. It was a pleasure being with you. You’ve been so nice, and we will speak to you later.’

“I gave Nicole a hug and we got up to say goodbye to Dodi, who was acting as our host there. We also said goodbye to the sandy blonde guy sitting on his left.

“As we stood up to leave, the two guys, Dodi’s henchmen, grabbed us. I was about 120 pounds, a total model, and Julie was five feet, seven-and-a-half inches tall, about 105 pounds at most—all curves, all model. They grabbed us hard, not a social ‘just touch.’ These guys were physically manhandling us and we were in plain view inside of this fancy L.A. nightclub.”

“I’m not going to say there was a zillion people around, but it was a full nightclub. In the VIP section, less than about five or ten feet away, there were like five or ten people. When they grabbed us, it was the scariest thing in my life. It was like you swallow your throat. I looked at Julie and we were both in a situation—both of us were being taken hostage.

“Right there and then, we were being detained, forcibly. The only thing I could think of, because I knew Julie wasn’t going to talk—you could just see it in her face that her whole voice was gone.

“The only thing I could do was ask myself who looked like they were in charge here. I didn’t know Dodi Fayed, but I looked at him and he was the man who was predominately talking, who was really the schmoozer who was very sweet.

“So, I looked at him and I looked at the other guy, the sandy blonde guy, and he didn’t say a word. It seemed clear to me. Dodi was the man. Dodi was in charge here.

“At the same time, these henchmen guys have us and they are not letting us go. I started talking to Dodi and I looked right into his eyes. I said, ‘You know, you have a lot of money. I don’t know exactly who you are, but we have to work.’

“I was going here by instinct, by what Nicole told me—that Dodi Fayed was a very rich man, a very powerful man.

“So, I used what Nicole told me and I said to Dodi, ‘You already have your money. But we’re just two simple working models. And we have to get up early the next day for a call. We have to work. This is how we work. We do fashion shoots; we do fashion shows. This is what we do.’

“Then I looked him even harder in his eyes, and I said, “Besides, we are going to see you again on the London trip. We’re going to London.’ I said this like the decision to go had been made and agreed to by everyone at the table.

“Right then, Nicole freaked out. She started jumping up and down, screaming, ‘Oh, my God! Oh, my God!’ It was too much for her and it was too much for us. ‘Oh, my God! Oh, my God!’ I was trying to figure out what was going on and the only thing I could figure is that it was like we had disrespected Dodi because we had danced with these other guys.

“Right at that moment Nicole Brown Simpson saved our lives. Nicole got the point and started saying very positively, ‘That’s right. We’re all going to London.’”

This Was the Last Time Witness #1 Saw Nicole Alive

“Okay. That was the last time I saw Nicole Brown Simpson. It was that night, when she saved my life. The next time I saw Nicole Brown Simpson was on television. And then the story would be about the horrific fact of her murder, the fact that brought everybody’s life to light in this tale.

“The problem with the truth is that I don’t think the public really wants to know the truth. But what I’m telling you here today is the truth.

“There has been so much exploitation on this side. Why didn’t we come forward earlier?

“O. J. Simpson was a mega-star. If he murdered his wife—a known mega-woman—what would they do to us? I’ve been on magazines, but you haven’t seen my face, not really—it’s not like I’m a well-known person. So, what would they do to us?

“And if this person, Dodi, put fear into Nicole, what would he have done to us? He didn’t care that there was a whole nightclub full of people. That was the scary part for us.

“It’s been a nightmare since the time of the escapade, Sunday, June 12, 1994, the night Nicole died. Hopefully, by me telling you now, I will be able to get this out all these years later, so that finally it stops haunting me. I don’t care whether the public believes me or not. I don’t care. What I care about is telling the truth.”



OEBPS/Images/half.jpg
WHO REALLY
KILLED NICOLE?





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
WHO REALLY
KILLED NIGOLE?

O. J. Simpson’s Closest
Confidant Tells All

NORMAN PARDO





OEBPS/Images/line.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
WHO REALLY
KILLED
NICOLE?

0. J. SIMPSON’S CLOSEST
CONFIDANT TELLS ALL

M \ ‘ v
NORMAN PARDO
FORMER MANAGER FOR 0. J. SIMPSON





