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  For Cecile, dearly beloved always


  Self-knowledge is the indispensable prelude to self-control; and self-knowledge, for a nation as well as an individual, begins with history.

  —Arthur M. Schlesinger Jr.

  Introduction

  The Texas School Book Depository stands lonely and stark, an ancient redbrick building aside the slope framing Dealey Plaza in Dallas, Texas.1 Almost one-half million visitors yearly make a pilgrimage to the building’s Sixth Floor Museum, retracing the scene of the death of an American president. The Sixth Floor itself is both a historic site and a museum, introducing guests to what happened on November 22, 1963.2 From the windows on the south side, the overlook shows Elm Street and the boulevard where a man’s life was instantly destroyed. To the west, the plaza basin is topped with pergolas along a grassy knoll with trees scattered about. The street itself leads to the triple underpass, constructed in 1936, carrying railroad tracks above the traffic arteries.3 Some years ago Dallas leaders tried to remove the old building but the public insisted that a memorial remain. Today it is the Sixth Floor Museum. Other floors house municipal offices.

  The assassination of President Kennedy in that plaza still remains one of the most tragic events of the twentieth century. At the time, we were shocked that such a charismatic leader could be killed so quickly and so brutally. The sudden, horrific loss remains with us as an emotional attachment that continues to haunt both our individual memories and our history as a nation. Americans remember what they were doing at the time of the assassination on the same level of recall that was experienced with Pearl Harbor, FDR’s death, the landing on the moon, Nixon’s resignation and flight, and the terrorist attacks on 9-11.

  In the ensuing shock, an initial reaction to the killing was fear it was a prelude to a communist attack. The Cold War was at its height. The Cuban Missile Crisis was still fresh in people’s minds. Some even preached the gospel, “Better red than dead.”4 In the same way, on November 22, 1963, fear of a nuclear war escalated as our armed forces went on maximum alert. The danger worsened as the “lone nut” was identified as a former “defector” to the Soviet Union and a Cuba sympathizer.

  Within two days, a second “lone nut” carried out a mob-like execution of the first “lone nut.” Major figures associated with organized crime in America immediately fell under suspicion. In the follow-up, however, the hunt for the assassins ended with Jack Ruby’s bullet.

  Some conservative elements in Dallas had given Kennedy a very unpleasant welcome, branding him a traitor for negotiating with the Soviets.5 That vicious political attack fueled suspicion of a conspiracy involving Big Oil in the city and perhaps other right-wing elements in Texas. The doubts even extended to our new president, Lyndon Johnson, a Texas political leader for thirty years.

  A “blue-ribbon” commission was appointed to investigate the events in Dallas with Chief Justice Earl Warren named as chair. Within nine months, the members reported there had been only one assassin; there was no conspiracy; and improvements were needed in protecting the president.6 Although conspiracy theories were downplayed by the Warren Commission as “rumors and speculation,” the suspicions and controversies did not end.

  In the aftermath of the assassination, politics changed dramatically. In November 1963, Kennedy’s progressive programs were mired in congressional infighting. Barry Goldwater, a dedicated conservative, was preparing to run as a traditionalist, promising a showdown over the progressive politics followed since the Great Depression. With the assassination, that equation was gone. Johnson was the moderate-to-conservative against the staunch conservative. With Kennedy dead, Goldwater’s anticipated liberal versus conservative showdown for the voters to decide simply did not happen. In addition, in the shock and the spirit of unity that prevailed after the assassination, Goldwater did not have a chance. He lost decisively in the presidential election that November 1964, only six weeks after the Warren Report memorialized the lone assassin theory, created a lasting icon in our lost president, and awarded Johnson the lingering sympathy vote.

  Under Johnson’s new leadership, important social and civil rights programs were passed. Emboldened by his November 1964 mandate, the new Johnson, now elected in his own right, was driven by the policy of containment to undertake the very controversial Vietnam War. A strange split in American politics resulted. Johnson was hailed by progressive Democrats for his social programs but rejected by the same group for his war leadership. In a similar policy split, conservative Republicans supported the war but opposed Johnson’s Great Society programs. At first, Johnson admired his great compromise, having guns and butter; however, he gradually changed, despising any opposition, be they activists, liberals, conservatives, or even long-time supporters.

  As this division hardened with continuing civil rights protests and ever-widening antiwar marches, Johnson’s sudden elevation to the presidency was subjected to increasing questions. Some never accepted the loss of Kennedy and some would never accept leadership from Johnson as a southerner and a Texan. By the spring of 1968, when Johnson was literally a prisoner in the White House, all these elements surrounded and haunted him. He could not work miracles. He could not have guns for Vietnam and butter for his “Great Society.” Acknowledging his overwhelming problems, he abruptly withdrew from any reelection efforts for 1968. On that evening of March 31, 1968, while some Americans were stunned, many rejoiced. There were few political neutrals during 1968.

  In the years that followed, Kennedy emerged as a valiant but tragic figure and Johnson a vilified but also tragic character. The former vice president could never be what his president had been. The emotional shock to the nation had never truly gone away. There simply had been no closure because there was no national consensus that justice had been done. In a very subtle way, for a nation united under one leader, the notion that “the king is dead, long live the king” was never accepted. “The president is dead, long live the president” never caught on. It lacked both the personalities and the majesty to gain acceptance. The concept that “JFK is dead, long live LBJ” was simply not acceptable.

  As a nation we continued to grieve immensely.7 Perhaps most tragically, Robert Kennedy was driven into a remorseful seclusion from which there was no escape.8 Jackie Kennedy showed immense strength but had doubts that remain unanswered.9 In this overwhelming grief and doubt, most Americans were never able to accept the man identified by the Warren Commission as the only shooter. After all, there were two “lone nuts.” The evidence and the conclusions just did not fit together. In addition, we could not balance Johnson with what we had lost and the grief we had suffered.10 We went through the shock and anger and mourning but there was neither acceptance nor closure.

  Emotionally, the initial welcome for Johnson was gradually depleted over the five years that followed. That shock and the ensuing split in our personal assessment of Johnson lingers to this day. We find ourselves divided between Kennedy and Johnson; between a lone nut killer and a conspiracy; between our inability to have both guns and butter; and with a lingering opposition to the Vietnam War or full support for that war for containing communism. This conflict combines to leave us as a nation still searching for an answer to what happened. There is no rational explanation for the assassination and there is no emotional closure for the brutal death. What is needed is to bring these feelings to rest, to undertake an emotional purging, to create a catharsis of the will, and, most importantly, to find the solutions to what divides us rationally and emotionally.

  The many controversies over the Warren Report only make the problem of acceptance more difficult. Using modern techniques for crime scene investigations, numerous researchers have argued every possible theory.

  Many center on the bullets. First, there is the “magic bullet” theory, that one bullet hit both the president and Texas governor John Connally and somehow inflicted massive damage with no damage whatsoever to the spent missile. The other controversy centers on the fatal bullet, the one with such horrendous consequences, the one that killed the president instantly. Was that bullet fired from behind, from the “grassy knoll” in front, or from somewhere else? From those bullets the controversy has literally exploded into so many contradictory ideas that, when taken together, they prove “everything” or “nothing.” Yet as we know only too well and as we cannot forget, the horrible and unthinkable did happen.

  The ridiculous reach of the controversy has divided the nation into two basic camps. One remains convinced there was a conspiracy, involving at the bare minimum more than one shooter. They tend to deride anyone disagreeing with them as an apologist for the Warren Report. The other camp, a shrinking enclave, believes that any person asserting there was more than one assassin is mentally off-balance. For many of them, reference to the “grassy knoll” refers to anyone believing in any conspiracy theories; such references, this group believes, are cockeyed. They oppose any idea of a conspiracy in government anywhere.

  At the heart of the debate is an issue that has been with us from the beginning of the American Republic. Patrick Henry argued passionately against a federal system, contending that men would always be selfish, serving personal gain at the expense of the general good.11 That debate was so intense that the Constitution was approved by the several states with only the slimmest majorities. As we shall see, power initiated the tragedy in Dallas on November 22, 1963. Too often, men in power do what they want, not what the law requires. Turning to a solution to this problem, abuse has occurred often enough to warrant a further expansion of our democratic traditions.

  Interestingly, what happened in Dealey Plaza remains an event of instant recall. Those remembering that terrible day and the mournful week that followed remain haunted by the basic events. The same remembrance and recall intrigues our younger generations as they learn what happened and then seek to reach their own conclusions.

  George Matthews is a retired Dallas police officer who routinely leads high school students through the Sixth Floor Museum.12 Despite his careful review of what happened and what he knows of the Warren Report, his group of young visitors remains convinced that there was a conspiracy. Shrugging, he says, “We just never found the evidence.” Even though he says he is convinced there was only one shooter, questions linger in his mind. “Just show me,” he insists, “or leave it alone.”

  This book will allow us to take an important step toward a necessary resolution, one that will engage both the mind and the heart. To accept what happened, powerful emotions will have to be overcome. Some of these emotions include strong feelings about what happened, feelings now carved in stone. In addition, the raw exercise of power will have to be understood. For this, some may require a suspension of reason, just to believe that a system of laws can become a system of fiat, a government of might over right. Once the system is understood and accepted, however, what led to Johnson’s illegal acquisition of power becomes understandable. The assassination was doomed to happen as the night follows the day. And night did follow day.

  Among the many theories about what happened in Dallas, the purpose here is to provide balance, to show how the many interest groups have walked a path that defines the conspiracy. The many researchers who preceded me have made possible the disclosures now made. The issue is not conservative versus liberal, Democrat or Republican, activist or pacifist, reactionary versus radical. The issue is in the nature of power; simply put, power is the heart of the matter.

  On the other hand, this book is not a balanced retelling of the life of Lyndon Johnson. There are many excellent biographies about him that restate the public record.13 Some attempt to provide a “balance,” to show his flaws as well as his achievements. Most rely on information readily available from the public record in Washington and scattered throughout many archives. Some attempt to delve deeper into Johnson’s personal life and are commendable for revealing what they witnessed. None goes behind the attorney-client privilege to see what really happened, to show the details of Johnson’s personal and business life back in Texas that remains outside of the public record and out of sight. In addition, none of the many theories has been able to “follow the money” from the time political contributions started for Johnson to the acquisition of businesses and properties by Johnson to the bonus finally paid to the chief conspirator. No one has followed this “money trail.” The assumption by some has been that payoff money was not involved in the assassination. Some apparently assume that many conspirators simply combined to assassinate the president without compensation required. On the other hand, those assuming that the shooters were compensated have never found the money trail.

  Behind the attorney-client shield in the deep politics of Texas, the most monstrous crime in the nation was planned, completed, covered up, and paid for with power plays that were in place long before and long after November 22, 1963. The roots of the crime rested in that violent cauldron of coldblooded murders and atrocious lynchings that permeate Texas history. Lyndon Johnson and his personal attorney Edward Clark were dedicated to an awful objective based on primal emotions of greed for absolute power and, particularly in Johnson’s case, of a fear that became a stark necessity for survival. Their crimes against our nation were deemed necessary and sufficient by them to protect their very personal sense of superiority and destiny mixed with a very profound fear of loss of power, one that would be followed by prosecution, by conviction, and by loss of all they had achieved. Particularly for Johnson, for a man in a position to become immortal, the very real threat of eternal condemnation was too much. The combination of these several conflicting motivations proved overwhelming and resulted in the assassination of President Kennedy.

  How could lawyers be involved? Today many will chuckle as they consider the obvious answer. In 1963, however, lawyers were deemed bastions of truth. They were above reproach, bulletproof. The specific insights into what so-called superlawyers14 are capable of doing should confirm the suspicions many have about lawyers at the center of power in our democracy. Still, the facts of what happened behind the privilege are not easily disclosed. The few lawyers who were involved have been well paid and, as participants, had a vested interest in the execution and coverup of the most terrible of crimes. In addition, what the few lawyers who were directly involved actually did was known to only a small group of conspirators. Those lawyers committed the crimes by themselves or participated with as few outsiders as possible. It was common sense to keep the crime “close” and that secrecy and coverup succeeded.

  Until now.

  The noose around Johnson has gradually tightened. Even today, however, many people remain committed to a belief in Johnson’s innocence of any crime and some are still well paid to defend his heritage to the maximum extent possible.15 In an almost automatic reaction, they protect the LBJ legacy with the best spin possible.

  There is also a built-in bias against any conspiracy to the extent that the grassy knoll has become an icon to discredit any disbelief in the fundamental soundness of the American system of democracy. As we shall see, there was a shooter on the grassy knoll or, more precisely, at the fence just beyond it, to the southwest, toward the famous triple underpass for Elm, Main, and Commerce Streets.

  A private citizen seeking to be an investigator into the assassination faces many obstacles, not the least of which is government secrecy and self-protection.16 By and large, that veil over the assassination has been overcome through the help of countless volunteers. Many of these researchers have assisted me personally. My only requirement was that they stick with me in what I knew was a very difficult task. They have. Through their efforts, the story has become more complete than I ever anticipated would be possible. Even though I found myself at the center of the disclosures about the conspiracy, much had to be unearthed to lay out the extended history, one reaching from the founding of Texas to the present day. In addition, the key elements of the assassination had to be corroborated. There is solid evidence thoroughly implicating Johnson, but the critical print evidence, barely one square inch of human sweat, is the final, ultimate corroboration.

  Thanks also belong to the many independent researchers into the assassination. Their efforts made possible some of the lines of discovery I was given to follow, and they provided substantive threads to several of the key disclosures at the foundation of this book. More important, despite many trying circumstances and a well-organized opposition that would stop at nothing, they kept the investigation alive.

  An assumption is made that readers will have some understanding of the background to both Johnson’s political career and of the assassination of John Kennedy. Because of the new disclosures and the interest generated since our key evidence was presented to the Assassination Records Review Board, this book is only an overview for what happened. One future book will explore far more deeply into Edward Clark’s involvement by probing into his “Bubba justice”17 and how it worked in Texas. Dependent on further disclosures by those with the records, perhaps still more detail will emerge about what happened behind the scenes on November 22, 1963. My final volume will suggest the solutions to the government conspiracies that are still possible in Washington, D.C.

  There are no videos or tape recordings of what Johnson and Clark did in their conspiracy before, on, and after the assassination. Only a few documents show what actually happened. Of necessity, some scenes for what happened will be the “journalistic novel” with a carefully marked use of “faction.”18 This documentary approach to show the facts will help set out the steps that had to be taken and how and why they were taken. These events are carefully noted in a separate chapter and represent my effort to recapture the events as best as possible based on what I experienced and under-stood from a unique insider’s perspective. In presenting these scenarios, I have also called upon my experience as a trial attorney to present the necessary facts that a jury would hear about what had to have happened.

  Finally, and most important, my thanks go to the many friends, fellow researchers, and editors who stood with me in this effort that extended over a seven-year period. These contacts are included in the sources listed in the appendix. Of particular importance, Eric Parkinson has been simply outstanding in his support and encouragement as publisher. Tracey Lee Williams, as agent, provided invaluable support and contacts with both literary and publishing worlds.

  During all this time I had the support needed on the home front. My deepest and fondest thanks are to those members of family and friends who persevered with me. Most researchers assisted with useful comments. Outstanding assistance with the necessary editing was by our dear friend, Norma Anderson.

  In the overall endeavor, one person stands above all the rest. My wife, Cecile, and I stood together through many trials in a remarkable partnership that is worthy of a book in itself. That book is also being written. And it will be in her honor, for she has provided that utmost support and effort needed for this manuscript to become a published book—and for everything else.

  In the final analysis, however, the disclosures and truths revealed in this book are my responsibility—and mine alone.

  The truth which makes men free is for the most part the truth which men prefer not to hear.

  —Herbert Sebastian Agar

  There are many people . . . that have the answers to questions and don’t even know the questions exist.

  —J. Harrison, researcher, former Dallas police officer, genealogist


  I never saw anything like it. [Johnson] never trusted anyone. Everybody was after him.

  —Kenneth P. O’Donnell

  1

  Epiphany

  Lyndon Johnson ended his days as president on January 20, 1969. When Richard Nixon took the oath of office at noon ceremonies in Washington, D.C., Johnson’s reign of power ended. Johnson had lunch with friends that day, then boarded the helicopter for the ride to Andrews Air Force Base and the long flight home to Austin.

  In the evening darkness, Air Force One landed at Bergstrom Air Force Base southeast of Austin. Only a small crowd was there to welcome the ex-president. There was no vast turnout of supporting citizens, no parade followed by a dinner banquet, and no welcome-home speeches. He did not return the conquering hero. With the Vietnam War still going strong and with the widespread criticism of Johnson, he had few adoring friends left even in the city where a majority stood behind him no matter what he did. The small crowd included his key lawyers, a few other diehard supporters, and those still on his payroll. Austin knew he had failed as president, that the city would never have the income it realized while he was in office, and that the new life he was entering would never be the same. After a few perfunctory waves and handshakes at Bergstrom, Johnson got in a limousine, took the long drive home to his ranch the other side of Johnson City, and began to settle into what remained of his future.

  The change could not have been greater. From days filled with constant activity and innumerable decisions, from the pressing demands for his time at a job that was “24 and 7,” Johnson suddenly had nothing to do. From the eye of a driving hurricane to a cold, dry, and very boring ranch, Johnson had time to think and reminisce, to relive his presidency and all his political years, and to try to develop a schedule for things to do, one that had some life in it. In that stark contrast between constant, controlled chaos and a veritable vacuum, he had no choice but to evaluate his life.

  He did not like what he saw.

  Soon after the bitter return, Johnson fell into a deep depression.1 In that combination of melancholy and listlessness marked with outbursts of energy in his continuing delusion of the grandeur that could have been, Johnson’s paranoia returned, the fear that had first manifested itself shortly after November 22, 1963, when he had become president in those shocking moments in Dealey Plaza.2 His depression quickly turned severe and long-lasting, presenting itself in a manner that was life-threatening. As visitors came by to see him, their remarks echoed to the same refrain, that Johnson had become “totally withdrawn” and appeared to have “lost his moorings.”3 One adviser remarked, only half in jest, that Johnson was his “normal, manic-depressive self.”4

  Another development only worsened his melancholy. Johnson was preparing his memoirs. The plan was for three volumes, starting with the presidency, then covering the congressional years, and finally reliving his childhood. Interestingly, the program would be perfect for the psychotherapy he would soon begin.5

  Johnson could not write; he would only review what others scripted for him, making notes and adding comments. Each event necessarily triggered memories that might have best been suppressed because the ongoing confrontation with his “complex” past only heightened his anxiety, his fear of facing the end of his life—and of having to answer for it.

  Johnson became still more depressed, and the combination of pessimism, fatigue, and insomnia heightened the continuing fear of another heart attack. Then, in May 1970, he suffered severe chest pains and was hospitalized. The diagnosis was angina, and, with a heart unable to withstand an operation, nitroglycerine pills were prescribed.6 He fell still further into a listless state that alternated between grandiosity and paranoia. For the first time, his appearance reflected his condition as his hair grew long, so much so that he was described as a “hippie” in those early morning hours at the ranch when he simply refused to groom himself. One of his lawyers remarked that Johnson had become what he had hated. Always able to compartmentalize what he thought, said, and did—to be “complex,” Johnson now expected visitors to at least condone those “complexities” or, more accurately, his “peculiarities.” He was clearly psychopathic.7

  Finally, despite his distaste for “shrinks” and “mind-benders,” Johnson agreed to what was needed. Professional help was summoned, and his White House doctor, Admiral George Burkley, began a series of observations and interventions that proved partly successful; at least, he seemed to improve. His condition, however, was far worse than a general practitioner could treat. Any relief was temporary, at best.

  Another event then entered Johnson’s daily schedule to keep him busy, bringing him a small measure of relief. He had to plan for the dedication of his library in Austin, then nearing completion just east of the University of Texas campus. For the next year he was busy with those plans. With the grandiose plans underway, he seemed to be out of the black hole he had entered.

  The library’s ceremonies climaxed on May 25, 1971. After several days of greeting the dignitaries as they arrived, the unending parties, and a general feeling of good will from his friends, the formal dedication proved to be a great time had by all. For Austin, the glory days of Johnson’s power had returned. The celebrations were short-lived, however, and, when the last visitor left, the vacuum returned.

  This time, Johnson’s wife determined to try again, and, believing Dr. Burkley could do little, she brought in the best psychiatrist available in Austin. The neuropsychiatrist was schooled in the latest approaches in psychotherapy, and he commenced an intense program of dynamic intervention that winter and spring of 1971–1972.8 It seemed to work.

  Substantial legal questions were presented by the depth of the therapy, however, and Johnson’s lawyers intervened once again, to require that the psychiatrist keep what was said secret forever, that he be paid through a standard trust agreement,9 and that any additional support for Johnson be given, as needed, from his closest and best friends, Ed Clark and Don Thomas; no others. During this time, along with two others, I prepared a memo on the secrecy required, of keeping the disclosures under wraps. We concluded that the attorney-client privilege was needed in addition to the physician’s duty of privacy.10 At the time I had no idea it involved Johnson.

  Over the course of three months in 1972, from April through June, Thomas visited Johnson at the ranch on at least three occasions. Key disclosures resulted. First, whatever was told the psychiatrist had to be protected by the attorney-client privilege. This meant the psychiatrist became an employee of the lawyers. Second, as an insurance policy to assure the psychiatrist was kept quiet, he became the beneficiary of a one-million-dollar trust set up through Johnson’s money-laundering corporation, Brazos-Tenth, managed by Don Thomas.11 Finally, because the treatment rested on free association talk sessions and included even hypnosis, Johnson confronted his black hole, faced the demons, and found release. Late in the treatment, he went through a climax that gave him the peace of mind he needed.

  Even though Johnson had been helped, he had to talk about his disclosures. For legal reasons, he knew that a necessary step was to tell his lawyers what had been done; that analysis was underway. To complete the catharsis, the cause of his depression had been revealed by the psychiatrist. With all the necessary information, Clark and Thomas could undertake the protective steps needed to assure that what had been said was not revealed. At the time, they did not know what had been revealed.

  For Johnson, the dynamic psychotherapy was very demanding and that June, while visiting his daughter in Virginia, he suffered another major heart attack. Despite the severity of the attack, perhaps because Johnson had reached a sort of peace with his life and himself, he survived.

  There was still another lingering problem, far deeper in its consequences. Johnson was never a religious man.12 He was not a member of any formal religion among the nation’s Christian faiths. He did belong to a small church near the ranch, but remained essentially agnostic, a religion many men of the Depression accepted. “If I can t touch it, it ain’t real,” was a typical refrain. Johnson often remarked that his allegiance was to God, then his nation, his party, and his family.13 Since, in his often-repeated visions of grandeur, he considered himself God, the self-imposed pressure proved to be extraordinarily heavy. In those very personal demands of facing his final days, he developed this need for a sense of confession, apparently seeking absolution. He did not need the hell and damnation, the perdition he came to fear. As the man got religion in those final months, the mental stress was ever more demanding.

  Johnson’s key lawyers were kept informed of the overall progress during the final four months of Johnson’s life, and, through my regular contacts with Thomas in litigation and travels, I later learned about the “climax” and the “release.” On looking back, I am convinced that what Thomas confided in me was his own effort to ease the burden he received from Johnson.

  There was that one final meeting with Johnson in about mid-December 1972 as Christmas approached, always a time of deep thinking by those facing death. What happened then was that Johnson disclosed his deepest problems and his deepest psychological revelations to Donald Thomas and transferred those demons to the attorney. Of necessity, legal steps were needed to preserve the Johnson legacy. A self-serving affidavit from the psychiatrist was taken.

  On January 22, 1973, on another inaugural week four years after leaving the White House, Johnson ended his years. Midafternoon that day, he felt death coming and was initially prepared for it; however, at the last minute, he summoned help. The Secret Service hurried over and tried their best. Too late. Johnson was gone.14

  On that same day, the legends began as friends and historians attempted to grasp and understand what had happened. Since then, each has placed their unique spin on at least some of the facts, but the underlying realities are fast disappearing into the fog of history.

  Over the last thirty years, Johnson has steadily declined in the public esteem. More recently, there has been an effort at rehabilitation. For a deeply conflicted man, his followers have tried to bring balance to his legacy. That is not possible because he was not a good man. The facts of his life conceded by all are not those of a person trying to do the right thing. Johnson was a mean, often bitter man. He would do anything to gain power and to retain power. He was willing to kill. And he did.

  Today, Johnson’s legend appears to teeter on an edge, looking into the abyss he created while his backers and apologists are trying hard to pull him back. That rehab effort should end, and Johnson should be left to fall into that darkness he brought upon himself so violently, that damnation he feared so desperately in his final months.

  Take a look at what happened. He grew up in a background of violence, and his own childhood had all the markers of a psychopath. His career was one of lost elections that were stolen, capped by an agreement with his lawyer in 1949 to maintain the successful conspiracy to obtain that ultimate power—the presidency—that he so recklessly pursued. As the crimes became apparent, Johnson’s inbred violence came to the fore. He was deeply involved in several murders and faced political oblivion and imprisonment. So motivated, his criminal career was capped with the assassination of President Kennedy.

  Johnson is balanced on the brink. Take a close look at what he did, and then let him fall into that abyss where he belongs.

  We need only to end the denial that finds expression on a national basis. For many years, I had the same denial. Surely Johnson could not have assassinated Kennedy. Finally, ten years after parting company with Johnson’s lawyers, I faced up to that denial and ended it.

  We need to accept what happened and face up to the need for improving our democracy.

  In the pages that follow, I will lay out what I know, corroborated wherever possible by the available resources. In a final chapter, I will return to the known facts and go that one step further, to set out what had to have happened but is not of record. For those key events where I was not present, my inside knowledge of how Johnson’s lawyers worked will tell the story of what most likely happened. For the demanding reader, ignore the “faction,”15 as it is called, and concentrate on the known facts. They are enough.

  For the reader who wants to know and appreciate how the assassination most likely happened, to see the assassins as they developed their conspiracy, read the scenarios in the chapter on “jury.” See how a trial attorney would take the Johnson story to a jury and seek a final verdict.

  For example, I was not at that last meeting between Johnson and Thomas in December 1972, but I have a very good insight into what happened. In order clearly to separate what I know personally from what I know most likely happened, I have placed my rendition of that final meeting in the “jury” chapter, one that closes with a final epiphany for Johnson, one that brings a sunset to the darkness he stood for. We can then see the horrific assassination, and its lingering effect on a nation still in denial.

  Madness in great ones must not unwatched go.

  —Shakespeare, Hamlet


  Power tends to corrupt, and absolute power corrupts absolutely.

  —Lord Acton (1887)

  2

  Privilege

  LBJ killed JFK? Unthinkable! An American vice president would never kill the president. That is impossible.

  The perception is to the contrary. According to polls on the assassination, a solid 70 percent of Americans believe there was a conspiracy and that Johnson participated in some way, either knowing in advance or at least assisting in the coverup.1 Confronted with opinion running against Johnson, historian Robert Dallek was compelled to state, “He [Johnson] had absolutely nothing to do with JFK’s assassination.”2 No proof is offered for this assertion. Apparently relying on a personal assessment of the man, Dallek notes that the allegations of several crimes allegedly involving Johnson are inconclusive. At best, this assertion of fact that Johnson was not involved in any crimes has no supporting evidence. If there is evidence, then it must be produced by the historians. Of course, the negative cannot be proven with certainty but the depth of the allegations against Johnson have reached such a low point that they must be denied. The Johnson legacy is so terrible that his apologists are on the defensive as never before.

  More revealing is the difference of opinion. In a very subtle way, the American view is that Johnson was involved but apparently not enough for an indictment and conviction. As a nation we seem to be saying, “We know Johnson was in on the assassination but we do not know exactly how.” Was he involved only in the coverup? Did he know about the plans in advance? Was he part of the planning? Did he know exactly when and where Kennedy was going to be assassinated? The differences are far more important than mere semantics. Was Johnson “only” an accessory after the fact or was he in on the planning? Was he an assassin? Of course, any participation by the person who would benefit the most makes him criminally responsible to the maximum degree. If Johnson had even the slightest hint but said nothing, he becomes a member of the conspiracy. Stated bluntly, he becomes an assassin. Many researchers place him there, at least as an accessory.3 As we shall see, he was deeply involved.

  Were the three basic elements to any crime present? Did Johnson have the motive, the means, and the opportunity?

  Johnson’s motivations included a determination to do anything to become the most powerful person in the world, a fear of total loss of power followed by indictment, and a willingness to go to the edge and beyond. The standard defense for Johnson is that he was “complex,” implying that he did many things for many reasons and that there was no single motivation. This clever defense allowed Johnson to point only to good motives and to ignore the bad motives in even a single act. Since some of his complex motives were good, so the logic ran, he could not commit a crime.

  Johnson also had the means at his control: a legal system in Texas controlled by his attorney, Edward A. Clark. Johnson and Clark, in turn, had a hired gun on hand for the dirty work.

  Finally, when Kennedy, in June 1963, included Texas on his travel agenda, the opportunity was there. Where better to commit the crime than on the home courts or, more appropriately, in the home courts? There, Johnson and Clark could easily control the investigation and the coverup. So, Johnson suggested, urged, and supported the trip to Texas.

  The necessary elements for the crime were in Johnson’s hands.

  Americans are notoriously fair-minded. Whenever criminal charges are involved, we are willing to accord the accused due process. Since the crime was committed two generations ago, distinct problems in due process and, more specifically, in the standard of proof are involved. There are no videos and there are no tape recordings. Documents have been carefully hidden or destroyed. Satisfying due process will not be easy.

  On the other hand, the circumstantial evidence is overwhelming. Legally, once a plot is proven, conspiracy law mandates that the conspirators show there was no crime. At this stage, the burden is on the apologists for Johnson to show he did not participate in the assassination. As we shall see, the means are readily available to make the effort. Undoubtedly, some exculpatory disclosures will be made. We need only see the undisclosed “penthouse records.”

  Here is where the difference of opinion in America reaches a subtle distinction, into a subconscious determination to protect the presidency and the nation that office represents. Perhaps this protection is a form of respect for the nation’s highest office but not the person in that office. Therein lies the conflict. We honor and respect the office but may or may not approve of the occupant. A measure of pride also enters our evaluation. We cannot separate the office from the occupant. Denial plays its role. We must, however, confront what happened. Then we need to decide what must be done.

  Johnson participated through a few key associates who realized their horrific goals partly through a desperate determination, partly because a few breaks went their way, and mostly because as superlawyers they operated behind the most powerful secrecy allowed in the United States, that of the sacred attorney-client privilege. Far more powerful than the Mafia’s omerta where an informant cannot tell what he knows, privileged conversations cannot be presented to any court. At one time, the power of the privilege went further, even permitting client and lawyer to plan crimes.4 Although ethics rules were amended to prohibit plans to murder or injure, the blanket of silence provided by and for attorneys was very complete.

  Finally, in the last step of the plan, following the assassination of John Kennedy and the immediate succession of Lyndon Johnson to the White House, the full power of the federal government and its machinery for law enforcement was also in the control of the conspirators.

  Interestingly, what follows is what most people believe, but are simply unwilling or unable to confront and accept. While this reluctance is an admirable measure of respect and support for the presidency, of patriotism to our nation and its leaders, the facts must be confronted. For the better we know the truth, the more we are able to enjoy our freedoms. The basic rule remains: we should know the truth because that truth makes us free.

  At this point, of necessity, I become an active participant in what happened. As an associate attorney, I became a part of the conspiracy. Later, as a partner, I was deeply involved in the aftermath of the assassination. Fortunately, I pulled out in time. For now, however, I am involved in these disclosures.

  As the black Town Car approached a roadside barbecue shanty near Hewitt, Texas, one the most powerful men in the state casually told me that our senior partner had engineered the death of John Kennedy. “Clark handled all of that in Dallas,” Don Thomas said, glancing at me. He had already proudly told me he “was the only living witness to what happened at Box 13.”5

  “Dallas,” I thought. The center for Texas oil, financial power, and the military-industrial complex. There too we had right-wing politics, the home of the east Texas billionaires, and the money center for most of the political crimes our law firm arranged. But “Dallas” stood for one event over all others, infamous as it would forever be for the assassination of President Kennedy.

  Thomas looked at me carefully, always communicating his trial lawyer’s experience and his forty years of hard missions for former president Lyndon Johnson, awaiting a reaction to the monstrous evil he had just admitted. He had at the same time confirmed the reports about Ed Clark, our senior partner.

  What could be said? The event was acknowledged among the participants and was rumored among the associates; however, by 1973 it was over and done. There was also my abiding friendship with Thomas that dampened any response. Going to the authorities was impossible because of the privilege. At this point it bears noting that only much later would I decide there was no such privilege. In addition, I knew the authorities in Texas would do nothing. The crime had taken place almost ten years earlier. Nothing could be done. I considered the facts virtually “top secret.”

  I glanced out the passenger window as we crossed the railroad tracks, the tin-roofed shanty there to the right, a thin white smoke trailing from the stovepipe and in that same instant I knew there could be no reaction from me. Strictly speaking, this was law-firm business. As I looked back at Thomas, I conveyed nothing. Appearing disinterested, my expression said, “So what. I knew about it already. Nothing could be done about it.” But I said nothing.

  By then my seven years with Clark and Thomas had given me all the insights I needed. I knew the stories of murder and coverups, of reckless revenge and personal destruction, of money laundering and payoffs, of all the sordid corruption of Texas power politics and, more specifically, the illegal money machines and the corrupted ballot boxes. After all, we were the best at the power game. I knew from my cases that the only thing that mattered was the ruthless exercise of our power. If scandals were threatened and murder was necessary, “So what?” That was the price of power and power was the firm’s business. Besides, what we did was privileged. We only worried about results, about winning.

  From my first days at Clark’s law offices, I was forewarned never to talk about Johnson’s business or anything else we did for him. No one outside our walls, outside the attorney-client privilege, the most sacred veil in the law, could know. At the time believing the information was privileged, I fully protected our client. That afternoon in Hewitt, my expression for Thomas conveyed absolute silence and total discretion.

  Eyes dancing, his raggedy brow always askew, Thomas grinned. “The hot turkey links are the best,” he said as he looked away. I smiled. I had again convinced him I would never violate the secrets, even the most terrible, and that I would keep the trust. Over the years he and I would remain best of friends, he my mentor while I was his choice to work the cases. Despite my deep inner conflict, at the time subconsciously buried and unresolved, I assured him I could be trusted, that I was a loyal partner and discrete attorney. From that point and extending over the next three years, we would talk a great deal more about Johnson and Dallas and everything else during some hard-fought lawsuits and some very long drives.

  But there was more.

  Partner John Coates had first told me of Johnson’s role in the assassination of John Kennedy.6 I had only been with Clark about six months and, after reviewing an insurance claim, we had retired to Scholz’s, the beer parlor of choice in downtown Austin. There, over mugs of beer served under the scattered patterns of a late afternoon sun reaching through the trees and across the outdoor tables, John casually remarked, “If the truth be told, Clark arranged the assassination of Kennedy.” When John said it, I shrugged. Surely the admission was not true, just beer and bragging at work. Besides, it was a privileged communication among lawyers; I could tell no one except my associates, except among us, the privileged ones. Seven years later, when Don confirmed it, I knew it was true, and everything else I had learned suddenly came home. Only later, much later, could I sort out what these many confessions meant and how what I knew all fit together.

  “Consider that over and done,” partner and law firm manager Martin Harris warned when the many subjects of Johnson’s past “indiscretions” were mentioned. “It just takes planning.” On that first day in Clark’s offices, Harris added, “Just be careful. We’re paid to protect the president, whether he knows it or not.” At the time I had no idea what I was going to learn, but I was certain that I was forever silenced, never to describe what happened. Small wonder Harris could be so candid; nothing I learned could be repeated. His remarks also made it clear that there was no innocence on Johnson’s part and that Clark was deeply involved in the ruthless power we exercised.

  A few weeks later, riding with Harris to meet “the lobby,” the men rep-resenting the powers that be in Texas, he had smiled and remarked, “Johnson is nothing more than an Elephadonk, you know, conservative but not a Republican.” Clicking off a list of clients, “Oil, ranchers, bankers, utilities, contractors, . . . let’s see, truckers, insurance, and so on, you know.” He also emphasized, “We do not work with the national ‘liberal’ democrats, not here and not there.” If there was any doubt, I clearly understood my role in lobbying Washington. Shrugging nervously, his thin lips smiling, he added, “That fine little line we travel every day.”

  As with all my travels in Texas with partners, the return trip with Harris was even more revealing. We drove through property owned by the King Ranch and the home of the infamous precinct for Box 13 in the disputed 1948 Senate election. Johnson won the election with ballots stuffed into Box 13 after the election. Harris reminded me, “Yes sir, always in debt to us. Johnson saved old Kleberg’s ass back in the thirties. One of those debts that never can get repaid.” Johnson had been congressional aide to one of the Klebergs back in 1932 and he knew them well. Only much later, during a showdown between the King Ranch, Exxon, and Clark did I understand what that remark really meant.

  More to the point, when Thomas gave me my first case for Johnson, he warned me to stay low-key but keep the unions out of Johnson’s television business, out of his main source of income disclosed to the public, out of his mother lode. Unions were basic to Johnson’s election but he hated them. Fine lines like this were everywhere and the patterns of deception could be followed every step of the way. We protected those patterns to the end of the presidential years and thereafter as needed.

  Most telling, on the issue of civil rights, another senior partner assured me Johnson had to promote “that legislation” while never for a minute believing in it.

  So we walked the Johnson line in dark suits, power ties, and carefully shined shoes, when necessary with big cigars and cowboy hats, as conservative as we could get to keep our clients comfortable while representing a president seen by many as the most liberal ever to serve. The deception was complete.

  Whenever push came to shove, we had “the Wall” with us. John Cofer was our criminal attorney, our partner in crime. He told me to come see him if I even guessed the firm or our clients were about to commit a crime, any crime. He was good, especially about saying nothing in public, as silent as we were; leaving no clues, he also did the very important job of keeping the press from ever getting a hint. Our criminal matters went to him, period. The only clue was his presence. Our “Wall” was the most absolute protection against disclosure that any citizen is given and the only true protection Johnson had for his necessarily private criminal matters. Cofer was particularly unique because the crimes of our clients usually went to him even before they were committed.

  That beautiful afternoon in October, buying barbecue from a hard-driven and sullen black, there was one big difference. Don Thomas, Edward Clark’s right-hand man, knew what he was saying and he wasn’t joking. The stocky little man was Johnson’s personal attorney for all business and property interests, particularly including the money-laundering operations. The Brazos-Tenth Street Co. was still another veil to corruption where very complex schemes were performed behind both the corporate and attorney-client shields. What I heard from Don was “from the horse’s mouth,” as solid as the blue-chip corporations we represented who paid us the “quiet money” and the “silent retainers” we needed to prosper.

  Edward A. Clark, attorney at law, Johnson’s right-hand man and the only man he trusted, was the key man in the scheme that culminated in Dallas on November 22, 1963.7 He was my senior partner, my boss. He and Don Thomas were my two partners most deeply involved in the deadly serious business of protecting the president’s interests in a very proactive way. For us attorneys no joke was ever told about Johnson to others, to outsiders, to “civilians”; of course, among ourselves nothing was sacred. Clark and Thomas had been with Johnson from the beginning and knew never to take those secrets lightly. It was always business, it was always working hours, and it was always Johnson. Whenever he called, they were there.

  In a strange mixture of fear and respect, I had once admired Clark. He had this wide-open notion of no law at all, of being the law unto himself. The awe paid him by everyone at our law offices was so powerful as to be intimidating, and as a young attorney confronted with the complexities of the politics mixed in with the law, I was not just impressed; I was overwhelmed. After all, I had to learn how the system worked and Clark showed me. Politics and the law were one and the same. They were not just synonymous; they were identical.

  In my first years at the law firm, Clark seemed to work legal magic. A phone call to a judge and the case was won. Get the word out for the final review of legislation and every key member of the lobby showed up in our conference room. Place a phone call to an officer with his bank and get cash on request. Dine in Austin’s finest restaurants and bill the client. Enter the dark underside and find whatever is needed to complete the bill of fare—all the nighttime fun and games.

  Firm partnership meetings assumed a comical façade; in a word, they were a joke. Twenty lawyers, all men in suits except for one woman, all white, Anglo-Saxon Christians, save one of Jewish faith, would say nothing as Clark entered the conference room. As our mentor and leader, he would then deliver a long monologue. Abruptly concluding, he would leave to our applause. These lawyers were supposed to be litigators? Only a few had ever selected and tried a case to a jury. We were “superlawyers?” By what definition did we earn that title, except by the power we held? My partners lived in awe and fear of the man who was not just their partner but also their boss, the man for whom they would do anything. And we did.

  By the sixties, with Johnson in the White House and now wielding all the instruments of power and measures of success, Clark adopted the many faux trappings of a Texas gentleman. He was not a cattleman or oilman and he was not a landowner or businessman; he pretended he was now “old money,” that he was among the wealthy who called the notes, the “out of sight” gang. His wainscoted office with Texas landscapes in the tradition of Currier and Ives paintings lined the walls, and marble sculptures on the shelves were disingenuously placed next to a very few law books and state statutes, something he never had to read. After all, that was a chore bequeathed to his partners and associates. Of course, in the final analysis under his code of law, the books meant nothing.

  Many a crime was planned and committed in his richly paneled and carpeted offices, small and intimate as they were, the necessary setting for doing his illegal work. He didn’t need books for he was an influence peddler, a lobbyist, and a rainmaker. He lived by his own rules, serving what he perceived to be the best interests of his clients while taking their money. Cash was the key: corporate and campaign money paid for the reelection campaigns of politicians, legislators, and judges. With that came all the favorable decisions he needed. The results counted for the power, and the power got the results.

  Clark had a standard commitment from his cohorts, his minions, and his patsies. The judges agreed to rule in his favor in “close cases” and he knew that, with a little parsing, some doubletalk, a little splitting of infinitives, and a careful distinguishing between commas and semicolons, all cases were close cases. The other commitment was access. If Clark wanted to talk to a judge or a lawmaker, that man had to take the call. At the climax of the decision-making process, a last-minute word, whether true or not, whether related to the case or not, was always decisive. The other side never even heard about the call; they never had a chance.

  In addition to getting legislators or judges elected, regular entertainment and favorable loans were routine, a practice Clark promoted with remarkable ease. Starting in the 1950s, Clark simply took over banks in order to invest Johnson’s ill-gotten gains. Poker money paid whatever bonuses were needed. All kinds of gifts flowed freely. Family members were rewarded with good jobs. Lawmakers and judges were both rewarded and coddled. If they needed an apartment for a mistress, so be it. Everything was very close, very secret, and very complete.

  Clark’s personal office was strangely dank, reeking of a mysterious musk-like petroleum, one that spelled power. Located in the northeast corner, he beheld and commanded a powerful vista, a sweeping panorama of the government powers that were in his control. Strangely, given the sweeping majesty he beheld, the louvered panels were always drawn. Clark preferred a dark office while he worked the underside of Johnson’s politics and law. But, when he needed it, there remained this glorious view of his kingdom, the capital of Texas, a majestic lookout and a commanding view of Austin that let you know it was, for all practical purposes, his and his alone. The centers of power in Texas were on the other side of his windows—the Governor’s Mansion, the State Legislature in the Capitol, the Supreme Court building back to the north, and the Railroad Commission’s tall office tower, nearby, closer even than the Governor’s Mansion. From that twelfth floor corner of the old Capital National Bank Building, Clark could view them all and call on them whenever necessary.

  The corners of the building rounded the power of the firm: Don Thomas in his self-described “brothel” on the northwest corner; Frank Denius was heir to Dallas Big Oil through Wofford Cain, and had his southeast corner decked out in the burnt orange colors of the University of Texas football team; and, finally, completely opposite from Clark on the southwest side, I had the remaining corner office.

  Johnson had a distinct political agenda and many personal and business ambitions, but during his political era, he stood for one of the most powerful cartels in America: Texas oil. By 1960, the new billionaires in Dallas were the Texas cowboys taking on the established interests of the old money held by northeastern Yankees. There was a significant role for heavy construction and the related military-industrial conglomerates, but most of those businesses could be traced to either Big Oil or the supportive hand of Lyndon Johnson or both.

  Earlier, at the end of the 1930s, the Texas oil industry was firmly entrenched as the real bread and butter for Texas, replacing cotton and cattle. The oilmen only profited and grew stronger during and after the war when the foundation for Dallas and its Big Oil was set in place and when the skyscrapers of “Big D” arose from that flat, dry prairie. With Johnson’s political help and power, Big Oil would be during the fifties and into the sixties what the OPEC oil cartel was to the United States in the seventies and beyond.

  A fawning allegiance to Dallas and its billionaire leaders was something that would never change throughout Johnson’s political career. The true Texas oilmen were not the wild Glenn McCarthys of Houston or the corporate managers of the great oil companies, the “majors.” Big Oil was in Dallas, and the most prominent members were conservative businessmen like Clint Murchison, H. L. Hunt, Wofford Cain,8 and D. H. “Dry Hole” Byrd.9 The wilder, less-inhibited Sid Richardson of nearby Fort Worth was also a member. These men went to work when oil was first discovered in the early part of the twentieth century, and, when the “black giant” was discovered in their back yards in 1931, they moved in. In an area of east Texas extending over five counties, large tracts of land over the black giant were up for grabs, and anyone with the guns and muscle could have the oil leases. They only had to get onto the property, fight off the other squatters and resist buyout overtures from the majors. Following remarkable success stories in those wild and woolly days, the new rich had the uniquely Texas right to brag nonstop, to fly their jets wherever, to gamble whenever they felt lucky, to own football teams, and, generally, to do whatever they damned well pleased. They did what billionaires did—whatever they wanted to do—and, as the new cash machines, they set the pattern for Texas culture for many yet to come.

  During these early years, a strange relationship developed between Big Oil and Washington on three separate fronts plus a notable deference on the fourth. First, the federal government had allowed Texas oil higher tax deductions than any other industry in America. A strange compromise cut in 1923 with the IRS benefited the oil business as no other. Depletion was one of three main government subsidies to the business, and this one was as sacred as the Alamo, saving oilmen millions by reducing their taxes up to 27.5 percent. Specifically, this was an expense deduction for depletion of resources and was allowed as a reduction of taxable income.

  Another intervention by government into oil was a continuing problem from 1938 until 1971: the regulation of natural gas prices by the Federal Power Commission. Not only would that agency attempt to set prices based on costs; it would also require disclosure of the actual costs of finding and producing oil and gas. For Big Oil, the nonexistent gamble of the wildcat would be both exposed and then derided. Worst of all, even oil prices might someday be controlled. In addition, there would be no secrets for a business that survived on sensitive geological data locked in vaults and viewed only in guarded rooms.

  Imports were another problem. Texas wanted less oil imported so domestic prices would stay high. Keep out that cheap oil from the Middle East. The quota system helped solve this need.

  The final benefit was one of inaction. Over the years the federal government had deferred to state regulation. In Texas, this meant the Railroad Commission.10 In practice, this meant the oil companies established production controls for their product, a process virtually unheard of in other industries. Thus, “spacing” by the Railroad Commission determined how many wells could be drilled on a lease and “proration” dictated how much oil could be produced. Then the MER, the “maximum efficient rate of production,” was set, keeping the final controls on production and supply. Supply, of course, determined the price that could be charged. Low supplies kept the price up. The monthly allowable did its job.

  The complexities of the process of production and pricing led the Supreme Court to throw up its hands and leave the regulation of oil production to the state of Texas. In practice, this meant the oil industry regulated itself by proposing the allowables for the month. The Railroad Commission issued the permits to drill the wells and set the production levels for the oil to be produced as requested by the “nominations” from the majors. By 1947 it was recognized to be the most powerful government agency in the world. Until production controls ended twenty-five years later, that power remained in place.

  The complexity of the oil business leaves most observers in a vortex of matrices. Most people simply let their eyes glass over, roll up, and get wally. In part, the complexity explains how the secrets of Dallas, such as the all-important money trail following Kennedy’s assassination, could be buried. No one outside the industry ever understood the basic processes involved, but it was really very simple: the Railroad Commission kept production down, the price of oil went up, and the millionaires became billionaires.

  Consider the oil business like the neighborhood filling station. The gasoline is in a big tank underground. The price is determined by how often people fill up. The fewer the buyers, the lower the price. Lots of buyers, raise the price. In addition, there is the gas underground. If there is a lot, the price is lower. Less gas available meant prices would rise. When the number of gallons pumped out can be controlled, as the majors were able to do in Texas, the price would go up or down. When access to the underground tank is controlled by determining how many pumps can run a pipe into it, the price is again controlled. Like straws in a soda, the more pumping out, the lower the price and vice versa. As we shall see, appreciating these basic market forces and understanding the complex production regulations will be keys to understanding what happened in 1963 and, later, in 1974, when the assassin got his bonus.

  Some see Texas as cowboys, oilmen, and cotton farmers. The history is far more complex, based in the beginning on men on the run, fugitives with a natural antipathy to law and lawmen. The state of Texas was founded in an important way by bandits and debtors who enacted strong laws to protect themselves from creditors and lawmen and, after the Civil War, from federal troops and from the newly freed slaves. By 1876, the state was basically populist with a constitution designed to weaken any politician’s power to the maximum extent possible.

  Politics reflected the economy. While Big Oil was the ruling stud horse in 1960, cattlemen and agriculture still had important roles to play in the state’s basic industries. The King Ranch, a huge cattle empire extending across south Texas and sitting over one of the great oil fields of the state, best exemplified that role. From the very beginning of Johnson’s public life, he and the overseers of the King Ranch had an intimate relationship, one that would survive any disagreement and would always pay off.

  Another big business was cotton, at first centered in east Texas, based on the old slave plantations in that part of the state, and then extended throughout the state as migrants from Mexico provided cheap labor. Oil, cattle, and cotton were king during the Johnson era, and they defined the politics of both the time and the place.

  Responsibility for this very favorable business climate belonged to Johnson, Clark, and the Texas government led by Lieutenant Governor Ben Ramsey. Ramsey was the man in charge of the Texas Senate and he was uniquely placed to control state politics because he controlled all appointments and all spending. One third of the Texas Senate, just ten men and Ramsey, could control all state action. Clark just happened to be a Ramsey friend from their childhood days in San Augustine. That meant my senior partner played an important role in the overall development of friendly government spending, decision making, and regulation. Big business was a very happy coalition in Texas, and no member of the coalition was happier than Big Oil.

  The contrast between the law and the lawmakers—those people who create, interpret, and enforce the law—is all the more remarkable in the early beginnings of the Johnson and Clark conspiracy. During the heights of the Depression in the early 1930s, both came to Austin, one obsessed with obtaining political power, the other craving the untold wealth of the great east Texas oil field.

  Clark and Johnson first politicked together on the streets of Austin in 1935, looking important, trying to see who was doing what. In today’s idiom, they were just wandering around and hanging out. Clark, a big, robust man, preferred distinct apparel. Johnson was similarly concerned about his appearance but was less flashy, more a tall bumpkin. The two would walk down Congress Avenue, Clark in a bright red vest with a checkered suit and food on his tie, Johnson tagging along, almost “wagging his tail” as some remarked, stepping where Clark stepped, all the time reaching into a hip pocket to get a comb and run it through his hair.11 They tried to be two of the most dapper men in Austin, the coolest dudes around. Clark was the leader, large and rotund, a great bulk of a man, missing two digits from the fingers of his right hand, speaking with a lisp, physically big but otherwise unimpressive, literally bear-faced. On the other hand, Johnson was a tall scarecrow, lean and lanky, always smiling and outwardly ingratiating but inwardly forever hating the necessity for it. Johnson thought he had to fawn for others in power. When he would later get that power and control, he would turn the tables completely.

  Johnson and Clark literally became inseparable, twins in character and conduct who were perfect foils to each other. Johnson was described as complex early on, to cover his many indiscretions. Clark was similarly complex to the extent any action he took might have many motivations but he always had one ultimate objective . . . a favorable result, no matter what. In that one sense he was the perfect lawyer.

  The two took their covert steps for many reasons. Johnson always tried to serve as many purposes as possible. Like a coyote, he roamed the countryside, learning what was going on, serving everyone and everything. Clark was aware of those many motivations but he always kept one key consideration in mind. He knew where he was going, and, like a bear heading into winter hibernation, he was always focused, a perfect control for Johnson and a perfect balance. They were the perfect pair.

  In those early years, Clark guided Johnson out of his hard beginnings. In 1935, Johnson was a talkative man with nowhere to go but up, from a failed effort at law and no license, from getting a teaching degree from a small Texas college, from being a penniless congressional assistant needing to take care of a wife. Johnson also lived with the embarrassment of a father who was a failure, all the time pushed by a mother seeking for her son the social standing her husband lacked, and fawning over men twice his age for an opportunity to earn the big money.

  When, in 1937, Clark rescued Johnson from a failed election campaign, the die was cast. In Clark, Johnson found his kingmaker and his mastermind, and Clark found his first key patsy in Johnson. In the deepest sense, neither truly controlled the other. They knew what they wanted and acted together, twins at the heart of that illegal conspiracy that too often exists between lawyer and client.

  In 1937, winning less than 28 percent of the vote in a winner-take-all special election, Johnson became what he considered to be an “exalted” member of Congress.12 As we shall see, thanks solely to Clark, Johnson was launched on his political career. By this paradigm for corruption, this pattern for crime, Johnson remained in office, steadily moving from congressman in 1937 to senator in 1948 and then to the vice presidency in 1961. Finally, on November 22, 1963, after the greatest crime an ongoing conspiracy could possibly generate, he became president.

  Like Johnson, Clark could never get enough of anything resembling power. He was always grabbing for whatever advantage he could, typically by controlling men in political office. By 1950, Clark had it all, through his control of Senator Johnson as well as Lieutenant Governor Ben Ramsey. He was recognized and acknowledged as the most powerful man in Texas and was called the state’s “secret boss” by Reader’s Digest. By 1960, Clark was in charge of the secret “round table” that ran the state.13 Following Johnson’s ascension to the presidency, Clark had it made. He was the powerful person behind the most powerful person in the world. Clark was the big gun.

  Then, in 1968, after a two-year stint as ambassador to Australia and with Johnson falling out of sight in the polls, Clark toyed with the idea of running for governor. A careful planner, he could foresee the need for power after Johnson was gone. Based on his personal records now filed at Southwestern University in Georgetown, Texas, he received only one letter of support, from a relative. Along with Johnson, Clark’s political power was also broken. As the twins rose together so, too, did they fall together. He could save the president in Texas and even in America but not on the world scene.

  Especially not in Vietnam.

  I personally never had to get too deeply into the sordid operations. By 1966, when I joined the firm, most of the damage had been done and was over. Respectability was Clark’s order of the day. After all, Johnson was president. The objective had been achieved. The old days were over, much was to be forgotten, and it was good riddance to that awful past. The crimes had been covered up. The time had arrived to act presidential. Thirty years of deceit had yielded their dividends.

  I had originally gone to Washington to do for my country as Kennedy had asked America. I accepted his call for a new generation to take up the torch of leadership. For me, John Kennedy was a ray of light on the national and international scene in stark contrast to the gloomy, brooding political atmosphere of Texas that I knew only too well. When Johnson “shot” his way into the presidency, I instantly knew those traditions would continue. Committed to a career in our nation’s capital, I went there for a two-year stay that provided insights far beyond anything I had expected.

  I began work for the Johnson administration in 1964, taking a position as attorney-law clerk for the National Labor Relations Board. I was there for six months and then served two years as an attorney for a member of the Federal Power Commission. At the FPC, through my employer, I represented Johnson’s interests at this very heart of the ongoing wars over gas controls and utility regulation, not unlike the earlier battles in the 1930s over the oil fields.

  While at the Power Commission, I came to Clark’s attention. On recommendation of a friend, I wrote him. He offered me a position as an associate with his law firm, part of the revolving-door policy between government and business that exists to this day.

  I took the job with Clark for a good salary and the opportunity to return to Austin and its famous amenities, its laid-back lifestyle. Instead, in this heart of urban innocence, I found myself in the inner chambers of a darkness that rivaled any Machiavellian despot. I also saw deep into the vital center of Washington corruption during many visits to the national capital, working for the electric utilities and for Big Oil as a lobbyist and as an attorney. During those years, I discovered Johnson was the president who was never meant to be president. I also learned how the system worked and, respecting the sacred attorney-client privilege of secrecy, fell victim to the system’s vicious ways.

  Later, when Johnson was out of power, I would follow other money, the cash trail by Clark as he pursued his payoff, his bonus for the assassination. Money does motivate and that was always the case for Clark. Out of national political power in 1969, Clark demanded great wealth in return for the exorbitant profits he had provided Big Oil. He knew what his efforts had done for his clients but he had not received all he considered himself to be owed. So, in that same year of 1969 that Johnson lost power, Clark laid claim to a small percent, to a bonus, for the benefits he had provided. After a Herculean effort that included some brilliant legal maneuvers and some plain and simple power plays in a truly high-stakes gamble with Exxon, he got his two-million-dollar, net after taxes, cash bonus.

  When I parted company with Clark, I was forced to leave Austin in a super-heated battle for pride and for secrecy. From the top of the superlawyers’ world to the bottom, I confronted Clark in litigation extending over a thirteen-year period that left his bank broken and in FDIC hands and with him finally out of time; he died in 1992.

  In 1984, I had first set out what I knew, but ten years had to pass before I accumulated the solid evidence that Johnson’s political operatives left enough tracks to hang themselves. Because my records remained with Clark when I resigned from his partnership, I had to rebuild documents from extensive personal recollection and public files. After several years of slow research and lots of help, I had the hard evidence. My advantage had been in knowing where to dig and in getting a little luck.

  Fingerprint evidence was the ultimate connection between Dallas and Johnson.14 Through the identification of the print, I could tie Mac Wallace to joining forces with shooter Lee Harvey Oswald at the Texas School Book Depository, a building owned by Murchison associate D. H. Byrd, a member of the military-industrial complex and part of Big Oil in Dallas. Clark also brought in two other participants, one a backup shooter and the other a guard disguised as a Secret Service agent. When I had completed my research, the ties were complete. Everything I knew from so many scattered sources could be tied together.

  Many seemingly loose ends surrounded the deep politics of the Johnson regime, but there was enough evidence for any experienced investigator to know that crimes had been committed. Weaving the many threads together shows both that Johnson was motivated by many complex issues that were criminal and that all those problems were brought together through Clark for resolution. Behind every power broker rests the political power essential to make things happen and to get paid. This is deep politics at its very worst. The main requirement is understanding how that system really works and then placing your chosen representatives at the key locations, those few cross-roads that control the entire grid, those key interconnections that control the system, that matrix that is power. We can then bring the loose ends together. As the details appear and then fit together, Clark’s complex system will be exposed. Ultimately, to see what deep politics really means in action, we will meet and understand Mac Wallace, the key assassin.

  Throughout my participation in this corrupt system, there was the abiding question of lawyer’s ethics. A layperson would never understand the sense of justice drilled into law students. The law is a beautiful but jealous mistress, demanding, unforgiving, requiring the dedication of your life true to the law. Since I learned about the law in the particularly compelling circumstances of a powerful admiration for and tutelage by Page Keeton, the renowned University of Texas Law School Dean and my then father-in-law, honest legal work seemed to be second nature. The lawyer’s business was doing the right thing.

  With Clark, I found myself in an irreconcilable conflict. The law insisted I protect my clients’ deepest secrets even when it meant concealing the single most terrible crime in American history. The conflict was fundamental. As a committed political activist, I had to replace my admiration for Kennedy, his ideas, and his administration, with the venal ideas and dark politics Johnson represented. I found myself attorney and partner with the man who had killed Kennedy. The effect, predictably, was personally debilitating. Ultimately, I could not do it. Over constant denial, I took eleven years to learn the facts and to drop out of the system.

  With Clark, my admiration for Kennedy’s ideas, his style and so-called grace, his Camelot existence, was buried under the ethical prohibitions of the attorney-client privilege. In all this experience, there was a subtle influence: a visceral pleasure in exercising a superlawyer’s power. For a time this motivation superseded all things, for I was part of an organization more powerful than the law itself; we were the law unto ourselves, playing by our own rules. No one truly served that powerful mistress, the one called “justice.” We simply subverted the system, always taking care of ourselves first and our clients second. The mistress always lost. Until completing this personal, inner review, I never reconciled Keeton and Kennedy with Johnson and Clark.

  The conflict within me has taken years to sort out. After Clark tried to do to me what he had done to others, I cleared the decks and fired back. After getting devastating threats of my own from Clark, some subtle and some blatant, an entirely different appreciation came to me. With “fear and trembling” and in appreciation for what I was doing, I knew it was time to tell what I knew and could prove. I determined to shatter the myth that a vice president could never murder his president. Based on what I knew, I would show that an ambitious, corrupt, and thrill-seeking American vice president, caught up in the dynamics of personal evil and corruption and determined to become a historic figure of great power and wealth, would not just consider masterminding the personal replacement of the president of the United States.

  He would do it.

  Today most people accept that fact that there was a conspiracy surrounding Kennedy’s death, but there is no consensus on who engineered it. Hypotheses keep surfacing of new and different plots and counterplots. As the multiplicity of unproven scenarios have each collapsed over the years, many Americans have had to embrace the Warren Commission’s conclusion all over again. “After all,” they shrug, “what else is there?” Even though disavowed by key members, the Warren Report serves as a security blanket despite its Alice in Wonderland explanation of strange and magically empowered bullets. Then there were the two “lone nuts,” a unique contradiction in terms in its own right. Today, everything is questioned; nothing is believed; we are left having to fall back on the Warren Report which we know is not correct. We know justice has yet to be done.

  Still overly comfortable in a world where America is the main power, there is perhaps this mystic tranquility surrounding the Kennedy presidency and his successor that is more acceptable to us as a nation. After all, in a very subtle way, we are dedicated to our leaders as an extension of ourselves. The alternative is the obvious national nightmare of facing the telltale frames of the Zapruder film, of acknowledging the altered medical evidence, of accepting the carefully identified fingerprint, and of probing still further, into the fugitive assassins, to that better understanding that results from accepting and embracing what happened and why it happened. Once that denouement occurs, we can take the steps needed to make it far more difficult for political destruction to ever happen again.

  Having looked into the dark abyss and seen the problems, the time for solutions has arrived. Some obvious improvements are proposed to end the secrecy, to control the public trust, to supervise the officers of our courts, and to dilute the power of the politicians, to take still more control from them and place it with the people. After all, that is what a democracy is supposed to do. And, in a very fundamental sense, we will also right the wrongs.

  Like the site dedicated to Kennedy’s death, there are similar sites in Texas dedicated to Johnson. At the LBJ Library in Austin, there is a duplicate of the oval office (although slightly smaller than the “oval” itself). In nearby Stonewall, Texas, the LBJ home is a national historic site. Unlike the half million who make an annual pilgrimage to the Sixth Floor in Dallas, only a few thousand feel any compulsion to visit LBJ’s memorials.15 Perhaps we Americans, in our uncanny sense of knowing what is right, also understand that Johnson was an evil man, not deserving of our respect or reverence.

  Lyndon Johnson is held in the lowest esteem of any president. There are good reasons.

  The fox knows many things, but the hedgehog knows one big thing.

  —Archilopus


  The childhood shows the man,

  As morning shows the day.

  —John Milton

  3

  Roots

  Different things have different meanings to different people, particularly when viewed over long periods of time. Almost two hundred years ago Bowie meant a large and very brutal knife to Texans. The more recent generation views “Bowie” as a singer at the forefront of music. The differences between Johnson as a child and our children is perhaps exemplified by these differing views of Bowie. Johnson and Clark grew up in a very different time, their times had a significant influence on them, and their learned motivations were very distinct from Texas today. To understand their basic motivations and character, an appreciation of that upbringing is necessary.

  Texas was founded during a time of very real dangers, of exploring new lands, taming the wilderness, bringing law and order to the frontier, and building and expanding an economy based, first, on cattle, then cotton, and, by the 1930s, oil. Today the state has a mature, international economy with very different benefits, challenges, rules, and dangers.

  Johnson and Clark were products of that lawless era of rough justice and nonproductive land that too often required ruthless action with little concern for the consequences except one, that of personal survival. The elements of the frontier, of war and vigilante justice, were present at the founding of Texas and continued throughout the childhoods of Johnson and Clark. Their same lawlessness would then span that era in Texas from the frontier to the boardroom.

  Edward Aubrey Clark was from the small east Texas town of San Augustine, only a few miles from the old Neutral Ground in Louisiana, a short-lived territory where Spain and France had divided their land claims, leaving that area alone and neutral.1 In the absence of any pretense of law or order, the area attracted every form of desperado on the run from either the United States or Mexico, leaving that area a no man’s land with a tradition for lawlessness that would dominate the area for a long time. San Augustine, one of the oldest settlements in Texas, was on the outskirts of that unclaimed land and was populated by its desperate fugitives.

  Although bypassed by settlers seeking better farmland than San Augustine’s red dirt and big thickets of pine trees offered, the little town was on the old Camino Real, the King’s Highway that led to San Antonio. The road brought most travelers through San Augustine and, as the American settlers moved into the area, they paused and then passed through, heading for the better lands extending west over a vast expanse for almost four hundred miles to San Antonio.

  With the growth of settlements in Texas, conflict with Mexico inevitably arose, and revolution with its demands for independence soon followed. Sam Houston, originally a delegate from San Augustine to the constitutional convention in 1835, was chosen to lead the American settlers’ charge for Texas independence. That war was exceptionally violent, with the eerie trumpet sounds of no quarter the standard for dictator Santa Anna’s forces at the Alamo. Time and again as his troops moved eastward, there was no quarter. Rallied by General Sam Houston on April 26, 1836, at San Jacinto, just east of the present-day metropolis bearing his name, troops captured Santa Anna and could finally celebrate the independence its delegates had declared two months earlier.

  Although born of violence that would leave a hard-earned but bitter legacy, settlers poured in during the period of the Texas Republic from 1836 to 1846. For a decade, the United States Congress refused admission to Texas primarily because of the slavery issue. This isolation only reinforced the ideas of a violent and lawless independence that would become uniquely Texan.

  More specifically, that attitude came home to San Augustine during the five-year Regulator-Moderator war in Shelby County, just north of San Augustine. In 1841, Shelby welcomed a fugitive from Louisiana who was determined to take control of the community by force, to rule by might, not law and order. Opposed by the settlers already there, Charles W. Jackson ruthlessly attacked and killed several old-timers, including one person he shot in cold blood. Jackson was in turn killed by Eph Daggett, a man allied with Charles Moorman, who was on the run from Mississippi. As they said about Jackson, “He deserved to die.” In the so-called trial that followed, there would be no punishment for Daggett. The residents were glad to see Jackson gone.2

  A five-year war of roving militia bands and vigilantes followed that early rash of killings. Jackson had labeled himself a “regulator” a person committed to regulating by the gun where might is right. Enforcing that “right,” he and his followers staged many a kangaroo court. The “moderators” sought to ease or moderate the violence and follow the law but, as was often necessary, they too had to respond with power, living behind the gun. Sam Houston, then president of the Republic of Texas, at first decided nothing need be done, declaring the counties “free and independent governments so let them fight it out.”3

  Following this official declaration that allowed anarchy to prevail, raids were common throughout Shelby County and the surrounding areas, representing a classic example in American history of the lawless fugitives fighting citizens supporting law and order. This war was uniquely “Texican” as Texans were called then, because of its devotion to personal independence, to the gun, and to a remarkable, almost inbred contempt for the law.

  After five years, with a major confrontation underway near Center, the county seat of Shelby County, Houston finally relented and sent in the militia, seven hundred strong. The Regulator forces laying siege to the Moderators were in turn surrounded, and, in an unusual exercise of good judgment, the warring groups waved the white flag. After a brief and inconclusive trial, an uneasy peace settled over Shelby County. In short, law and order was finally brought to the heart of east Texas.

  Ed Clark admired this history and would later prepare a short paper on the subject.4 Interestingly, although he was a lawyer, he condoned the benefits of lawlessness. The idea that might was right and that power rules would remain a tradition of the frontier that would both fascinate and be actively practiced by Clark.

  That same year, Mexico, now recovered from the 1836 war, attempted again to reassert its power with a series of border disputes that led directly to the 1845 war between the United States and Mexico. American success there led to the annexation of Texas. The state was finally admitted to the Union.

  There were two interesting features to the Texas treaty of annexation by the United States. One was that public lands were kept by the state rather than becoming federal lands. Income from land sales belonged to Texas. Several decades later, oil under those lands belonged to Texas, giving the state a strong interest in the business. Second, recognizing the vastness of the state, the right was reserved to split into five states. These features were further subtle measures of an independence no other state had.

  The annexation of Texas, part of the continuing series of compromises in Congress on the slave issue, meant an even greater migration of plantations and their enslaved workers. Most plantations would be located in the east Texas area, then the population center of the state.

  Nationally, of course, slave-related issues led directly to the Civil War. In Texas, then-governor Sam Houston refused to secede and was promptly impeached. He was succeeded by then-lieutenant-governor Ed Clark (no relation to Johnson’s Ed Clark), who led the state into what was known in the South as the War for Southern Independence. With the exception of Galveston Island, there were no successful invasions of Texas; however, the shortages brought on by the Union blockade came home early and, following the Confederate surrender, Reconstruction and its very limited civil rights for blacks led to still further hardships for Texas. San Augustine’s economy declined and would not recover its prewar production levels for forty years. In addition, it would become a center for Ku Klux Klan activity as lynching became a very private, very criminal means of enforcing and continuing slavery.5

  Reconstruction and Yankee occupation officially ended in Texas in 1873, but it meant little for the economic well-being of the state’s leaders in business and government, accustomed as they were to the obscene privileges of plantation life before the Civil War. The new constitution adopted in 1876 to replace the federally imposed one was dedicated to limited government, to keeping not just the federal government but all government at a minimum. Now well over one hundred years old, that document, having resisted several serious efforts to change it, remains in effect to this day. Texas was, and still is, against the “federales” as well as “gu’mint” in general, in particular, and in principle.

  As the wealth of the rest of the United States came to Texas through rail-roads, the farmers responded with populism and a dedication to the Democratic Party that would be passed as a talisman from father to son. The massacre of many Native Americans and deportation of the rest, a series of successful cattle drives, and then a booming demand for cotton did not pull most Texans out of an abject poverty. In east Texas, cotton meant reinstating the old plantation system along with sharecropping and its continued peonage for blacks. Even the beginnings of the oil boom in 1901 with the discovery of Spindletop to the east of Houston meant little for most Texans.

  San Augustine began to recover by the turn of the twentieth century, and Clark’s parents opened a general store, which would slowly prosper. Three years later, on July 15, 1906, Ed Clark was born. Since the father had married into the Downs family, it also meant Colonel Edward Downs of nearby Newton would move back with them. Young Clark would come to admire his grandfather as his mentor even in place of his own father.

  Downs had been sheriff of Newton County just south of San Augustine where he had been widely recognized for imposing and enforcing a much-needed law and order. The most memorable event during his tenure, however, was the lynching of eight blacks in 1908. A horrific photo of five of the young men was widely circulated on a handbill with a poetic warning about “the dogwood tree.”6 A copy of the handbill remained with Clark to his death as a treasured personal memento. More important, it reflects his unwavering racism and his murderous prejudice against blacks, accurately depicting his character and revealing his capabilities and determination to kill brutally in order to protect a way of life, a belief in white supremacy, particularly his brand of Texas white supremacy. And a belief in violence.

  After this atrocity in nearby Sabine County and faced with little opportunity in Newton County, Downs left to join the family’s merchant business in San Augustine as Clark and Downs. He also operated a sawmill in nearby Trotti that closed after a few years. In San Augustine he was elected a state representative three times and was recognized as a town leader. Idolized by the young Clark, he left his grandson a small inheritance.

  Clark was never a good student, but, for a town with limited economic opportunity, he was fortunate to have parents able to send him to the private Morgan Academy in nearby Bryan, Texas, and then to Southwestern University in Georgetown, Texas, just forty miles north of Austin.

  While attending these two institutions in the early to mid-1920s, Clark experienced an important lesson in politics and power. He witnessed both the remarkable success of the reborn Ku Klux Klan and the beginnings of its demise. The growth to statewide control and then to its virtual prohibition would occur over a five-year period, starting with the arrival in September 1920 of Kleagle R. Upchurch in Bellaire, a subdivision of Houston. After several public “tar parties” where objects of the Klan’s hate were literally tarred, feathered, and carried out of town on a wooden rail, the citizens accepted the KKK. Soon, the Klan was powerful throughout Texas, with a majority in the Texas Legislature and with “Kluxer” Earl Mayfield elected to the United States Senate in 1922.7

  For Clark the education process began in Austin where a white rancher was accidentally killed during a secret Klan meeting.8 Since the sheriff and police chief were Kluxers, no indictments were made. In protest, the district attorney resigned, allowing the governor to choose a successor. Dan Moody, the prosecutor in nearby Georgetown, was named district attorney for Austin’s Travis County.

  When the next tar party took place, Moody acted. The Georgetown “klavern,” the name for local Klan committees, had warned an alleged adulterer to behave, and the man had told them to leave him alone. When the man next met his lady friend, the Klan trapped him, whipped him, and tarred and feathered him in the Taylor town square, a small community just northeast of Austin. The Klan leader was promptly indicted and the case set for trial.

  For Dan Moody, the key question was whether the judge would allow klansmen on the jury. When the judge ruled they could be excluded, a conviction with prison time was promptly returned.

  Statewide, the Klan reacted with protest marches. At the State Fair in Dallas, more than 75,000 attended and the membership swelled. In Austin, 500 marched. Attention then centered on the 1924 Democratic primary election. Although Felix Robertson, the Klan’s candidate for governor, led the ballot on the first primary, he was defeated in the runoff by almost 100,000 votes. Miriam “Ma” Ferguson, standing in for her impeached husband, former governor Jim Ferguson, went on to be nominated for governor in the fall primary. In Texas one-party politics, it meant she was elected in November of that year. Dan Moody was elected attorney general. The Klan was effectively removed from statewide politics and power. The legal end came the following year with a statutory prohibition on wearing masks, meaning the hoods worn by klansmen.

  Deep-seated prejudices remained.

  From watching the Klan activities and what happened, Clark learned firsthand how law enforcement can control criminal indictments, he saw how important judges were in the legal process, and he understood how their discretion could win or lose a case. Internalizing these object lessons, Ed Clark would later transform them into his modus operandi.
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