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CHAPTER ONE

			International Complications

			On November 22, 1963, President John F. Kennedy’s last breath was extinguished by a sniper’s bullet in Dallas, Texas. Hidden from public view were the “international complications” behind the scenes.

			Less than one day after assuming office, the new president, Lyndon Johnson, secretly began tape-recording telephone calls he made to government officials from the White House. One of his first calls was to prominent Republican Senator Everett Dirksen of Illinois. In his Texas drawl, Johnson confided to Dirksen: “We got some international complications that could come up to us if we are not careful.”

			This dire warning by the new president of a nuclear power in a Cold War setting was made while the rest of the world was sliding into a profound state of mourning.

			These two powerful leaders, in attire appropriate for a presidential funeral, were plotting in concert. Johnson’s warning to be “careful” had the quality of conspiracy. It was imperative enough to occupy their strategic thinking at a time like this. What they were up to has cried out to be chased down from its hiding place ever since.

			These days, when government figures are exposed for lying, the media is inclined to bestow symbolic “Pinocchio” awards.

			The race for Pinocchios is on. Please meet the contenders in order of wrongdoing:

			 

			1.Earl Warren, chief justice of the United States Supreme Court and President Johnson’s appointee to chair the official investigation of the assassination of President Kennedy, the wounding of Texas Governor John Connally, and the murders of Dallas Police Officer J. D. Tippit and of President Kennedy’s suspected assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald.

			2.Jack Ruby, a Dallas strip club owner and close associate of Mafia figures. Ruby, who was intimate with crooked Dallas cops, shot and killed the assassination suspect Oswald in the Dallas Police Department basement two days after President Kennedy lost his life.

			3.Melvin Belli was a prominent West Coast Mafia-connected trial lawyer. Three days after Ruby killed Oswald at the police station, Belli arrived in Dallas to take over with a secret legal plan to silence Ruby, who had just silenced Oswald. Whenever he won a case Belli fired a loud cannon blast on the roof of his San Francisco office building.

			4.President Lyndon Johnson, who will be unmasked by his tape-recorded phone calls.

			5.Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy, the assassinated president’s younger brother, chief law enforcement officer, and Mafia fighter who regularly broke our criminal laws.

			6.Director of the FBI J. Edgar Hoover, who aided all in the telling of lies.

			 

			Looking back, it seems that every move I made in my life drew me closer to someday unlocking the secrets of Dallas. In my legal career, I was a homicide investigator and jury trial prosecutor, the chief deputy attorney general of Delaware, and a murder defense attorney. Along the way I taught interrogation to police and wrote articles and a book about interrogation, The Right to Remain Silent (SMP, 1988).

			In retirement, by the time I chose to tackle the secret mysteries of Dallas, I had handled over fifty-six homicide cases during the crime wave of the 1970s and 1980s. “Dallas” was to become for me the only intentionally unsolved homicide I had ever seen.

			In taking on the challenges of this book, I knew what I was up against, and I knew that nearly everyone I was trying to reach would have a preconceived theory or opinion based on thousands of sources.

			And now, with your permission…





CHAPTER TWO

			The Elevator Conspiracy

			With lightning speed, within the first week of the murders, Chief Justice Earl Warren was given the role of solving the three homicides and all the other crimes of that weekend. Tall and imposing, Earl Warren had agreed to head up a so-called “blue ribbon” investigative panel that we all know as the Warren Commission, but that virtually no one views today as “blue ribbon.” Warren took the assignment at the urging of both Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy and President Lyndon Johnson. Were these men being “careful” in appointing Warren? Were they looking over their shoulders and seeing “international complications”? I wondered why Earl Warren, with his long-standing bias against law enforcement, would be given this role to solve the crime of the century.

			In his role as chief justice, Warren was already infamous for having created the State Court Exclusionary Rule, the centerpiece of his personal criminal law revolution. Its harsh effects of suppressing police work are portrayed in the detective novel I wrote in 1988, which was based on homicides I solved, The Right to Remain Silent. That book, still in print while Warren’s exclusionary rule flourishes in America, demonstrated the harm I perceived to have been inflicted on murder investigations by Warren’s creation of a State Court Exclusionary Rule—one I opposed in Brooklyn Law School and spent my entire legal career contending with.

			This handcuffing of state law enforcement in America began in 1961 when Earl Warren and his court met to discuss the case of Mapp v. Ohio and whether it should become against the law for a state government’s voters to ban pornography. Earl Warren left that meeting with Justice William Brennan and held another more intimate meeting on another subject in a Supreme Court elevator. In that elevator it was decided they would ignore the Ohio pornography issues and turn the case into one that created a state court exclusionary rule that tossed out crucial evidence in a criminal case if a judge, usually intellectual and sheltered, determined that the evidence was seized by police using “unreasonable” methods.

			In the process of establishing this rule, Earl Warren was aided by friendly justices, including Justice William O. Douglas, who soon would be revealed to be on the Mafia payroll in Las Vegas. Douglas was publicly exposed to be receiving an annual stipend of ten thousand dollars, all of which was derived from the proceeds of the sale of the Mafia’s Flamingo Hotel and Casino, whose construction and related murder case is depicted in the film Bugsy.

			Having Justice William O. Douglas on board gave the chief justice the votes he needed to take over the whole field of American criminal law and procedure by the power to suppress indispensable evidence, a power exercised by Earl Warren every day of the Warren Commission proceedings.

			After Warren and Brennan stepped off the elevator, there were three bewildered justices about to learn that the Mapp pornography case had suddenly been hijacked. The justices not in on the elevator conspiracy became a dissenting minority.

			Dissenter Justice Harlan labeled the surprise decision a “power grab.” Harlan reprimanded Earl Warren for using “only a voice of power, not of reason,” asking that the case be reargued.

			Harlan’s suggestion of a do-over was met with silence. The imperious cold shoulder is a tactic the chief justice used throughout the Warren Commission’s ten-month triple homicide investigation.

			Warren’s cold-shoulder behavior explains why virtually no reader will be familiar with the names of the two star Dallas eyewitnesses, whose testimony was suppressed. Had each of their testimonies not been hidden by Warren, it easily would have proven there was a Mafia conspiracy in Dallas that killed three people and wounded another.

			One of the two eyewitnesses was Mrs. Earlene Roberts, the housekeeper for Oswald’s rooming house. Her testimony implicated two Dallas policemen in Oswald’s attempted escape.

			The other eyewitness was Dallas reporter Victor Robertson, a close-up eyewitness to Jack Ruby’s first failed attempt on Lee Harvey Oswald’s life to silence him by use of a gun at the Dallas Police Detective Division.

			During the investigation, Warren was described by a staff member as “brusque.” We will see evidence of this, and learn why, throughout our own investigation.

			When I decided to try to solve all aspects of the Dallas case and take on the Warren Commission, I came prepared from years of studying Warren’s ways, such as his vigorous support for the infamous internment of Japanese Americans during World War II and his extortion of General Dwight Eisenhower during his 1952 road to the White House. For the nomination, “Ike” needed California delegates that were controlled by Governor Warren. Ike offered Warren a Supreme Court justice seat for the delegates. In the classic model of extortion, Warren insisted on the chief justice job, and Ike caved.

			Now in full charge of the Warren Commission, with maximum power as chairman and chief justice, Warren engaged daily in a blatant suppression of critical evidence like that provided by the testimony of Mrs. Earlene Roberts and Vic Robertson. Both witnesses were voluntary and sworn, and both ended up disregarded and muted in Warren’s report.

			In this book this professional homicide investigator and prosecutor shall return to these indispensable witnesses, their voices, and their highly trustworthy testimony.





CHAPTER THREE

			Opening Statement to the Jury

			This book will endeavor to unlock every single secret of Assassination Weekend in Dallas, with not a single mystery left unsolved. Every wrong answer from Earl Warren will be made right, restoring the truth and protecting that truth.

			As well, it provides the heretofore unknown solution for the failure of the Bay of Pigs Invasion of April 17, 1961. I submit that you will find it is not merely what many other authors and historians assume: namely, that President Kennedy, a World War II hero in the Pacific, lacked the courage and decisiveness to provide air cover to the anti-Castro small brigade attack force of 150 Cuban exiles at the Bay of Pigs on the southern coast of Cuba.

			Furthermore, this book will prove that failed invasion’s causative connection, two years later, to the deadly events of the murderous weekend in November 1963. If not for the Bay of Pigs Invasion of 1961, President John F. Kennedy very likely never would have been assassinated by the Mafia in 1963.

			Suppressing the Truth in Dallas provides the full answer for Lee Harvey Oswald’s execution-style murder of Officer J. D. Tippit on the streets of Oak Cliff in Texas. The full answer, I submit, is not what other authors and historians assume.

			Suppressing the Truth in Dallas provides the details of a cover-up never before uncovered, that is, how was Jack Ruby able to murder Lee Harvey Oswald, and why did he do it?

			Chairman Warren falsely claimed in his final Warren Commission report on September 21, 1964, ten months after the assassination, that there was, in his words, “no evidence” of a conspiracy of any kind to assassinate President Kennedy and that there was “no evidence” that Jack Ruby was part of a conspiracy of any kind to silence Lee Harvey Oswald. Who was Warren protecting when he made that unsupportable finding that there were no other co-conspirators?

			This book’s legal analysis will demonstrate to your satisfaction that these two conclusions of “no evidence” of conspiracy were intended to deceive the voters.

			Over the years, I have found myself at speaking engagements having to answer detailed questions that caused me to think more deeply about the “no evidence” conclusions. Ultimately, I felt that if I studied that which I taught young police to call EFW—every f’ing word—of the 888-page Warren Commission report and certain reputable sources identified in this book, such as the House Select Committee on Assassinations report of 1979, as a homicide professional I could follow the trail and unravel and expose Warren’s conclusion that there was “no evidence” of a conspiracy of any kind as a deliberate cover-up. My experience told me that I could go well beyond merely proving there was some evidence of a conspiracy. I could do my best to prove the details of all the evidence of all the conspiracies and mysteries of Dallas. A tall order, perhaps, but homicide was my life’s work.

			It was my plan in this book not to rehash the ample “Dallas” and “JFK” evidence found in my bestselling book, I Heard You Paint Houses.

			By tackling the job of researching and writing this book, it was my intention to create a rich and professional layer to the solutions of Dallas. A prosecutor must not only prove his own case; he also must disprove the criminal defense case. This I promise to do to your satisfaction in your role as the jury.

			Before I started to read every assassination book I could get my hands on, I was persuaded by the fact that Earl Warren was a former professional law enforcement officer who had handled homicide cases. He was a former California assistant district attorney, district attorney of Alameda County, and attorney general before becoming governor of California. As a true professional in the field of homicide, with vast experience, more extensive than my own, Earl Warren could not simply have been making foolish mistake after foolish mistake in the basic conduct of his investigation.

			The deeper I dug, the more the evidence revealed that Attorney General Earl Warren of the Japanese American internment camps, Governor Earl Warren of the extortion of Dwight D. Eisenhower, and Chief Justice Earl Warren of the formation of the exclusionary rule to suppress evidence knew precisely what he was doing in Dallas. I submit that it truly was Earl Warren himself who in his report was intentionally not solving the crime.

			Along with the “how” and the “why,” the whodunit will be revealed. Who did Earl Warren set out to protect with his cover-up? Names will be more than simply named; every fact will be analyzed as if presented to a jury.

			I will draw on tips I learned from organized crime figures and FBI agents about how the Mafia operates and thinks in interviews for my three other nonfiction histories of the Mafia:

			I Heard You Paint Houses (Steerforth Press, 2004), the biography of Hoffa assassin Frank “The Irishman” Sheeran, played by Robert De Niro in the movie adaptation, The Irishman. It was based on five years of tape-recorded confessions to me, echoing the long-ago advice I was given by the late Charlie Burke, an old-time Wilmington police detective, and his superior, Stan Friedman: “They want to tell you, Choll.”

			I co-authored Donnie Brasco: Unfinished Business (Running Press, 2008) with FBI deep cover agent Joseph D. Pistone, who bravely risked his life to infiltrate the Bonanno crime family for six years and whose countless days of testimony brought the Mafia to its knees—and put a half-million-dollar bounty on Donnie Brasco’s head.

			In We’re Going to Win This Thing (Berkeley 2009), which I co-authored with Supervisory Special Agent Lin DeVecchio, whose Mafia Commission case destroyed the ruling commission, and therefore the Mafia itself, the Mafia sought revenge against DeVecchio by unsuccessfully framing him for murder.

			I hope I’m not boasting when I make the point here that no author with a fraction of my life’s experiences has analyzed the three homicides discussed in this book, the Bay of Pigs Invasion, or Earl Warren’s cover-up of the crimes in Dallas.

			Perhaps the most meaningful contribution of this book is its analysis of why the Mafia felt confident, and with very good reason bordering on certainty, that like James Bond, it had a license to kill. Quite literally, the Mafia could kill the president and get away with it.

			By and large, “Dallas” authors are eager, fair-minded amateurs for whom this is their first and only homicide investigation.

			Although I got a late start and the trail is cold, this is finally an effort to lay bare the truth by a professional with more than a little bit of background in homicide investigation, in the art of interrogation, and knowledge of the American Mafia.

			Herein, you will find a cross-examination of the Warren Commission report. It is an interrogation of Chairman Earl Warren. It is a comprehensive investigation by a man who, as my mother’s Italian family—the Di Marcos of Le Marche and Staten Island—would suggest, didn’t “just get off the boat from the other side.” At seventy-nine, I’m past my prime as a trial lawyer, but I wasn’t born yesterday, and I’ll do my best.





CHAPTER FOUR

			Jesus, Mary, and Joseph

			For my family, every minute of that weekend was a wretchedly sad forty-eight hours, tear-filled and physically draining.

			“Why do they keep parading this Oswald?” I asked my mother and sister as Oswald went down yet another hallway with flashbulbs popping, television cameras focusing, and reporters shouting.

			Three years before this madness in the hallways of the Dallas Police Department in 1963, a subdued top-secret meeting had taken place at the Kennedy compound in Palm Beach, Florida. That meeting would directly lead to the weekend of murder for Kennedy, Tippit, and Oswald.

			President-elect John F. Kennedy was visited at the Palm Beach estate by the two highest-ranking members of the Central Intelligence Agency—Director Allen Dulles, a Princeton graduate, and Assistant Director Richard Bissell, a Yale economist and the next in line after Dulles’s retirement.

			Dulles and Bissell were in Palm Beach to brief the Democratic Party’s president-elect on certain deadly top-secret CIA projects planned under the outgoing Republican president Dwight D. Eisenhower. Chief among these projects was the April 17, 1961, Bay of Pigs Invasion, especially its planning in public places, and it would go on to play a significant role in the assassination of our beloved president and in Chairman Warren’s cover-up. Trial lawyers refer to this category of proof as causation. “But for” certain events, would other events have followed “like the night, the day?”

			At my mother’s house we had no idea on that Sunday if the murderous weekend was over.

			My mother was about halfway up the stairs to the bathroom when I said to her in disgust, “Oh, Jesus, they’re parading him again. This is crazy. Somebody’s going to shoot him. Oh…Jesus, somebody just shot him!”

			In an instant my mother, Carolina, and my younger sister, Barbara, were at my side.

			“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. What next?” our mother said. “Is he dead?”

			At that moment, Jack Ruby, the central figure of the greatest murder mystery in world history, was introduced to the world with a .38 in his hand under a pile of Dallas police officers.

			Ruby fired that fatal shot that we all saw on television, and Lee Harvey Oswald was not Jack Ruby’s only victim. What did this killing of Oswald by Ruby portend?

			Thanks to Oswald we already had a president we hadn’t chosen.

			The pain in the house was tinged with bewilderment when, over coffee, we considered that the president’s accused assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald, was a communist who had lived in Russia.

			Over more bewilderment and more coffee, we considered Dallas police officer J. D. Tippit’s murder by the communist Lee Harvey Oswald while Oswald was on the run. Then on Sunday, in the comfort of our homes, many of us would be eyewitnesses to Jack Ruby’s murder of Oswald in cold blood during a carefully planned transfer of Oswald to another jail.

			Was war coming? Nuclear war?

			In the midst of worrying about our dead president’s family, we listened to make sure that enough media time was devoted to the mysterious murder of Dallas police officer J. D. Tippit, shot on a suburban street in the Oak Cliff section of Dallas by Oswald forty-five minutes after Oswald had assassinated the president and forty-five minutes before his arrest that very Friday in a movie theater he had snuck into, where he had tried to shoot one of the brave arresting officers. Thankfully he was foiled in this last attempt.

			We couldn’t have guessed that while we were trying to digest it all, the late president’s brother, Robert F. Kennedy, had far more important priorities than his brother’s death.

			Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy was absorbed in high-level damage control, the way President Johnson had been engaged on the recorded telephone call with Senator Everett Dirksen. This damage control is what Robert F. Kennedy and Lyndon Johnson had recruited Earl Warren for—“international complications” about which they had to be “careful.”

			What we didn’t know was that the cover-up was already underway as we sat down to our dinners.

			The next day, while our hearts were breaking at the sight of the late president’s brother on foot in the funeral parade, now in the role of father to his brother’s two toddlers, John-John and Caroline, no news reporters told us that Robert had interrupted his family duties to pay a visit to Earl Warren in his chambers in order to solicit the chief justice to stop whatever he was doing and to chair the presidential commission that was being formed by President Johnson. This commission was about to be given exclusive jurisdiction over the investigation and over crimes that Earl Warren would later admit in his 1977 memoir the federal government had absolutely no jurisdiction. All of these murders were committed under the exclusive jurisdiction of the Dallas police, including the assassination of a president, not a federal crime at that time.





CHAPTER FIVE

			Ye Shall Know the Truth

			In the newspapers, we were reassured that the government of Soviet Russia was taken by surprise by the assassination. The Russians were reportedly as confused as we were about the homicides. But who really knew?

			Of course, we anticipated that answers were on the way, and never doubted they would be truthful answers. My family believed the Mounties always got their man and crime didn’t pay.

			Among the rags on the newsstand in those days was the Kremlin-controlled Daily Worker, a newspaper published for American Communists. Lee Harvey Oswald had promptly subscribed right after returning to America from Russia in June 1962, seventeen months before he was arrested for murdering both President Kennedy and Officer J. D. Tippit on the same day with weapons from the same source.

			Meanwhile, what devilment was going on in Dallas? We stayed tuned. It was a free-for-all down there. What would be Attorney General Robert Kennedy’s swift response? My family called the response we anticipated “kicking ass and taking names.”

			However, instead of action and truthful answers from our chief law enforcement officer, Robert F. Kennedy, and the Department of Justice, we became gradually and increasingly numbed by the absence of answers to a muddled mystery.

			The Protestant King James Version of the Bible tells the world at John 8:32, “And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free.” Ironically, this Biblical quote of wisdom is featured in the lobby of CIA Headquarters in Washington, DC, an organization whose planning and execution of the Bay of Pigs Invasion two years prior on April 17, 1961, it will be proven, helped to directly cause and cover up Assassination Weekend. Were it not for the CIA’s role in the Bay of Pigs planning and invasion, Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy, the greatest crimefighter in American history, would have continued in his courageous and already largely successful three-year campaign to destroy the entire American Mafia, crime family by crime family.

			During his post-arrest interrogation, Jack Ruby said about Chairman Earl Warren, “Maybe certain people don’t want to know the truth that may come out of me.”

			Earl Warren simply ignored Jack Ruby’s comment and left it on the table that uncovering the truth was not in Warren’s interest, much less his quest. More importantly, Ruby’s allegation against Warren should have been used by Warren as an entry point to get closer to the truth in his interrogation. “Jack, what part of the truth do you see me evading or avoiding?”

			Meanwhile, we awaited word in neighborhoods like Flushing, demanding answers. What possibly could have blocked the truth from being revealed to us at once? Surely Robert F. Kennedy had access to every file and document and a legion of investigators in every law enforcement agency everywhere.

			The secrets in need of suppressing by Warren revolve around the then–death penalty crime of felony murder, as committed by high-ranking government figures.

			Simply put, in felony murder, a person commits a felony, such as armed robbery, and another dies in the stick-up.

			My last jury trial in Delaware in 1976, prosecuting the death of a beloved schoolteacher, was to put four robbers on death row.

			What were President Johnson’s “international complications?” It doesn’t take a PhD in psychology to know that all murder is something that one needs to be “careful” about.





CHAPTER SIX

			The American Muddle

			As news trickled in from Dallas, we observers found ourselves increasingly drinking muddied water.

			There were many eyewitnesses to Jack Ruby’s brazen gut-shot murder of Lee Harvey Oswald. I couldn’t have been the only one to wonder about Oswald’s safety in the face of jam-packed cameras, teeming microphones, and crowds of news reporters shouting questions. Oswald repeatedly declared he was just a “patsy,” sneering his spurious claim of innocence, equating his not having been charged yet with his not being guilty. That is, until someone with extensive Dallas Police Department connections finally shot Oswald and locked his mysterious secrets shut inside him.

			Could members of the Dallas police have done all the parading for the purpose of getting Oswald shot and suppressing his testimony?

			We voters barely had time to digest the horror of President Kennedy’s assassination when we were told by our media that Oswald had shot and killed a Dallas police officer named J. D. Tippit during Oswald’s attempted flight on foot on a street in the Dallas suburb of Oak Cliff.

			To a homicide detective gathering evidence, the act of flight from a crime scene is evidence of guilt. Running away is an admission of guilt as powerful as a signed confession.

			Less than forty-eight hours after the president’s assassination, Officer Tippit’s murder, and Oswald’s arrest, a portly Jack Ruby lunged forward and shot Oswald dead on Sunday morning, November 25, 1963, at 11:21 in the basement of the Dallas PD.

			Did this murder inside the police department basement have anything to do with the murder of Officer Tippit on the street?

			After killing Tippit, for reasons unknown, Oswald ducked into a movie theater to hide. Hiding, like flight, is likewise a confession.

			Could all of this running and gunning by Oswald have been part of some elaborate escape plan? And in this line of work, “plan” is spelled CONSPIRACY.

			That should have been homicide investigator Earl Warren’s first thought and his first job to determine. The investigator in search of truth should not ignore the topic of “escape” as Warren did in his report.

			Over the ensuing months we were shown still photos and were told that twenty-four-year-old Lee Harvey Oswald, before becoming a communist, was a United States Marine. Our collective jaws dropped. We knew what communism was, and it was perplexing that anyone, much less a Marine, would choose it.

			While Lee Harvey Oswald was heading to Russia in 1959 to defect, the world was full of enslaved people who were trying to head the other way. These were people risking their lives from a border guard’s bullet and often dying in order to escape from communist nations, which on penalty of death they were forbidden from leaving.

			In the early 1970s when I was a homicide investigator and prosecutor in Wilmington, our office had the case of a beautiful young model who bought some take-out Chinese food for lunch to take back to her office and ended up cut to pieces, her body parts stored in the suitcase of one Cheng Wo Wa, an illegal Chinese employee of the restaurant. He was a merchant seaman who had jumped ship. In 1972 Earl Warren’s Supreme Court ordered that self-governing voters could no longer have the death penalty statutes we had voted for many decades earlier. That meant that Cheng Wo Wa would escape execution for the horrible slaughter of this poor, innocent young woman. As a consequence, my superiors and the Wilmington police detectives decided to quickly deport him and turn him over to the Communist Chinese, who promptly executed him for the capital crime of jumping ship and leaving China.

			Newspaper articles told us that in 1959, the year I started college, Lee Harvey Oswald, after his discharge from the Marines, had flown to Russia, defected, and tried to renounce his American citizenship and become a Russian citizen. We read that he slashed his wrists, attempting suicide because Russia had refused him citizenship. In response, Russia allowed him to stay as a legal alien. The media reported that Oswald lived and worked in a Russian factory for nearly three years and that he had married a pretty Russian woman named Marina before returning with her to America in June 1962, where, due to his surly behavior at work, they were to have relentless money problems. The couple reportedly had two infant daughters, one born in Russia and one born in America, adding to Oswald’s money problems. The American baby was born a month before Oswald killed the president.

			We were not told why Oswald returned to America, nor why he was allowed back in by President Kennedy’s State Department under Dean Rusk after Oswald had attempted to renounce his citizenship.

			The Oswald family, on arriving in America in June 1962, first settled and lived in the Dallas-Fort Worth area for some months before moving to New Orleans, where Oswald had spent a chunk of his early life and had relatives. One of these was his uncle, Charles “Dutz” Murret, an intimate of Mafia gangsters. Uncle Dutz, a former prize fighter and promoter, would provide funds to help Oswald get settled in New Orleans. One day, Oswald was arrested for disturbing the peace when, as a vocal supporter of Fidel Castro, he had a street fight with anti-Castro Cuban exiles while he was handing out pro-Castro communist literature.

			Two months before Oswald killed President Kennedy and Officer Tippit, traveling alone, Oswald had taken a bus to Mexico City. There, using their real names, he applied for visas for himself, his pregnant wife, and his infant daughter to enable his family to return with him to Russia from Mexico City by way of Cuba.

			Cuba deferred to Russia. Russia said it would take three weeks, but Oswald’s visitor pass in Mexico only allowed him a few more days. Disappointed and angry, he vowed out loud that he would “kill that son-of-a bitch Kennedy.” This threat was picked up on tape, as the CIA secretly bugged these offices. But it was not followed up by the CIA, so as not to reveal the taping.

			The Oswald family next moved to the Dallas area. Prior to Jack Ruby’s murder of Oswald, during the “parading” through the hallways, Dallas police charged Oswald with blowing off the top of President Kennedy’s head from on high and from behind with a high-powered rifle on a bright, sunny day.

			In photos we saw the glamorous thirty-two-year-old First Lady dressed in pink and spattered with blood sitting beside the president in their limousine called the Queen Mary.

			Oswald also had been charged with wounding then-Texas Governor John Connally when, as it was later discovered by Warren Commission staffer Arlen Specter, a single bullet, derisively called the “magic bullet” (the second bullet of three fired from Oswald’s sniper’s nest formed by cartons of books) passed through the president and zigzagged into the governor, who was in the seat in front of the president shouting, “They’re going to kill us all!” The governor survived his injury.

			Coincidentally, staffer Arlen Specter was to become the prosecutor in the Teamster murder of Robert “Lonnie” DeGeorge, a rap that Frank Sheeran beat.

			Although there have been some doubting amateurs, to a homicide investigator, the evidence is overwhelming that Lee Harvey Oswald fired the shots that killed President Kennedy and wounded Governor Connally.

			Oswald worked in the Texas School Book Depository building. An announcement was made that employees would be allowed outside to watch the president’s motorcade; thus Oswald knew he’d have the sixth floor to himself to build his small sniper nest.

			Oswald was seen on the sixth floor of the building earlier that day. That floor was undergoing renovations that discouraged foot traffic.

			A rifle Oswald had purchased by mail order was left behind on the sixth floor after the shooting. It was found fifty-two minutes after the president’s assassination. To add to his evidence of guilt, Oswald got caught in a lie, later claiming he had never owned a rifle. Lying, like flight and hiding, is a form of confession.

			Forensics proved Oswald’s rifle had fired the shots. Witnesses on the floor below heard the firing of three shots above them and heard the shells hit the plywood floor. Three spent bullet casings were found on that floor. That morning Oswald had smuggled the high-powered rifle with its scope into the building in a homemade paper case. Oswald told his coworker, who drove him to work that morning, that he had curtain rods in the paper case.

			The paper case was an easy fit over the rifle when the rifle was disassembled by the ex-Marine. Interrogators generally enjoy being lied to during interrogations. It leads to more evidence.

			Oswald’s escape by bus and taxi included lying to the taxi driver about where he lived, getting dropped off a few blocks past Earlene Roberts’ rooming house, and walking back to it.

			Again, flight is powerful evidence of guilt, as is fibbing to the taxi driver, as was fibbing about needing curtain rods. Confessions all. More confessions were to come, and all such evidence of guilt would be covered up and ignored by Chairman Warren and his investigators.

			That Oswald killed President Kennedy with help in a conspiracy will be proven despite Earl Warren’s suppression of massive evidence. The existence of each criminal conspiracy of Assassination Weekend will be exposed as another no-brainer when we sift through the Warren Commission report’s own evidence. Despite Chairman Warren’s efforts to conceal and protect Oswald’s helpers, Oswald had them.

			No one knew why Oswald killed again. But forty-five minutes after the president was assassinated, Oswald used his own recently purchased .38-caliber revolver to ambush Dallas police officer and World War II paratrooper J. D. Tippit during Oswald’s attempted escape on foot through his Oak Cliff neighborhood.

			That Oswald shot and killed Officer J. D. Tippit is another no-brainer for a homicide investigator. There were several eyewitnesses who identified Oswald as Tippit’s shooter. One eyewitness picked up Officer Tippit’s police radio and called in the shooting. Typical for that era, a few brave eyewitnesses followed Oswald to a movie theater and watched him sneak in. Eyewitnesses told the responding officers where in the theater they could find the killer of the murdered Officer Tippit. The police entered the movie theater. Oswald tried to shoot one of them with his .38 revolver, but in the struggle over the weapon the gun didn’t fire, sparing the courageous officer, M. N. McDonald. That attempted murder of a policeman added still more powerful evidence of guilt in the assassination of the president.

			The .38 in Oswald’s possession in the movie theater was bought by him via mail order. Forensics proved that the .38 in Oswald’s possession had been used to kill Officer Tippit.

			That Oswald was the triggerman twice that Friday in Dallas was not a burning issue. My family and I remained convinced that the only issue in the case was why, and on whose behalf, Jack Ruby killed Lee Harvey Oswald. The single shot Ruby fired into Oswald’s abdomen smacked loudly of conspiracy. We believed that Dallas police would make the connection between Oswald and Jack Ruby, and that was the key to everything.

			We later read in the papers that Oswald’s escape route on foot would get him closer to Jack Ruby’s Oak Cliff neighborhood apartment. Magazines showed us an aerial view of that route. It looked to be less than a mile between Oswald’s rooming house and Jack Ruby’s apartment. This reeked of an Oswald and Ruby conspiracy, though was not yet proof beyond a reasonable doubt. The proof will come that links Ruby and Oswald in a conspiracy.

			Oswald and Marina were not living together at the time. A month earlier, Oswald had rented a room in Oak Cliff under the assumed name of O. H. Lee. His use of an alias was more powerful evidence of guilt.

			Juries don’t like assumed names.

			Oswald the Red recently had begun working at the Texas School Book Depository warehouse located right smack on the downtown Dallas route of the president’s motorcade.

			The route would pass directly below Lee Harvey Oswald’s sixth-floor window. Magazines later traced Oswald’s route from that window in the book warehouse to his Oak Cliff rooming house. Oswald entered the rooming house through the front door, making a pit stop at his room before proceeding toward the suburban neighborhood street where he would fatally shoot Officer Tippit.

			Interrogation of his wife, Marina, unearthed a photograph of Oswald that Marina had taken at Oswald’s request. It was a full-body portrait of Lee Harvey Oswald dressed in black, posing in a backyard with his mail-order .38 revolver in its holster at his waist and his mail-order Italian high-powered rifle raised in one hand. Oswald, in common with John and Robert Kennedy, was a rabid fan of Ian Fleming’s James Bond 007 books. This photo portrayed Oswald as a man of action, like his hero 007, a man with a license to kill. Clutched in his left hand were two Marxist newspapers to which he subscribed: the Militant and the Daily Worker. He held them so that their front-page mastheads were prominently displayed. He posed as if advertising himself as an assassin for hire for Marxist causes. As if soliciting a contract to kill, Oswald sent a copy of the photo to The Militant with the words “Ready for anything.”

			That Oswald needed money is an understatement. Marina was pregnant with their second child, and he couldn’t hold down a job.

			Oswald’s mother, Marguerite Oswald, with her husband having died young and leaving her with two boys to raise, was obsessed with the need for money while Oswald was growing up. It permeated the atmosphere.

			Oswald’s wife took his mother’s place in that department. George de Mohrenschildt, a Russian émigré, and his wife befriended the Oswalds and tried to help the young couple. George testified before the Warren Commission about Marina Oswald: “She was annoying him all the time. ‘Why don’t you make some money?’”

			Advertising with his guns “ready for anything” would be a way to get Marina “some money.” That issue of the Militant that Oswald held in the photograph had an article that called retired right-wing general Edwin Walker a fascist. Soon after the photo was taken, Oswald attempted to assassinate General Walker.

			After her son’s televised murder by Jack Ruby, Marguerite Oswald saw lost dollar signs in book deals, lost revenue she blamed on competition from the Warren Commission report’s sales. Marguerite said, “Money-wise I got took.” She added that the Warren Commission “took the bread and butter out of my mouth.”

			No wonder her son resented capitalism.

			In 1979, just over fifteen years after President Kennedy’s death, voters were told something unusual in the annals of homicide investigation. The House Select Committee on Assassinations was created to re-examine the work of the unsatisfactory Warren Commission investigation. We learned that the Dallas Police, the FBI, and the Warren Commission, but ultimately Earl Warren, had overlooked an eyewitness to Officer Tippit’s murder.

			Jack Ray Tatum had significant new evidence to offer that was consistent with J. D. Tippit’s autopsy.

			This testimony first confirmed what was already known from other eyewitnesses, namely that Officer Tippit was seen talking to Oswald through the passenger window of Tippit’s squad car. Officer Tippit then exited the driver’s side of his police car and did not remove his service revolver from his holster nor order Oswald to raise his hands over his head. Tatum said that once out of his police car, Tippit began to walk toward the front of his police car, empty-handed, when Oswald whipped out his .38 from his jacket and opened fire across the hood of the police car, striking Officer Tippit in the chest.

			Jack Ray Tatum then added information that, once confirmed, constituted evidence that Lee Harvey Oswald was a member of a CONSPIRACY, something Earl Warren wanted desperately to suppress. Earl Warren’s motive shall be revealed.

			After shooting Officer Tippit, Oswald walked away to the rear along the police car’s passenger side and past the trunk of the police car, essentially leaving the scene.

			Oswald changed his mind, did a military about-face, and walked back to Officer Tippit’s car, continuing back along the driver’s side of the police car. When he reached Officer Tippit on the ground near the front wheel, Oswald mercilessly shot Officer Tippit point-blank in the temple, executing the police officer and obviously silencing Tippit forever.

			The public had not been told about that silencing of Tippit because that was evidence from an eyewitness that, I submit, Earl Warren had managed not to find. There would be more intentionally undiscovered but highly important witnesses.
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