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  For Robert Buras
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  PREFACE

  I BEGAN WITH A BIOGRAPHY of Jim Garrison, flamboyant district attorney of Orleans Parish, Louisiana, a Don Quixote in a three-piece suit, and emerged with my own investigation into the murder of President John F. Kennedy. As a DA, Garrison was daring, a reform democrat and civil libertarian. What catapulted him onto the stage of history, however, was not his liberal approach to crime, but his discovery that the planning and a good part of the implementation of the assassination of the president occurred not in Dallas, Texas, but in Louisiana. The cover-up began in the tiny rural towns of Clinton and Jackson, north of Baton Rouge.

  The release in the 1990s of thousands of documents, most from the CIA and FBI, has established the truth of Garrison’s lone cry in the wilderness. To the moment of his death in 1992, Garrison was persuaded that the CIA, the same team that had overthrown President Arbenz of Guatemala in 1954, among them Lawrence Houston, Richard Helms and David Atlee Phillips, had planned the assassination, and then, with the assistance of the FBI, attempted to cover its traces, not always successfully. Kerry Thornley, the Marine Corps buddy of Lee Harvey Oswald, who told the Warren Commission that Oswald was a Marxist, turned out himself to have been a CIA employee trained, according to a CIA document, in Washington, D.C., in chemical and biological warfare.

  Garrison’s chief suspect, Clay Shaw, was a CIA operative, who, as a director of the Centro Mondiale Commerciale in Rome, joined fellow agents, like Ferenc Nagy, who since 1948 had worked for the CIA under the direction of Assistant Director of Central Intelligence, Frank Wisner. Despite his denials, Shaw knew Oswald’s mentor David Ferrie so well that he cosigned a loan for him a week before the assassination so that Ferrie could rent a plane and fly to Dallas. When Ferrie denied he had been in Dallas for eight to ten years, the FBI turned a blind eye to his well-documented acquaintance with Oswald. Ferrie was never called before the Warren Commission.

  Oswald not only was set up as a scapegoat, but there were alternative scapegoats trained should he not fulfill the job, among them Thomas Edward Beckham, whom the CIA protected in Omaha. As for Oswald, not only was he an FBI informant and a CIA employee working for Counter Intelligence, but he was also an operative for United States Customs, a dual role shared by customs officers in Miami.

  I met Jim Garrison in New Orleans in May of 1969, where he registered my husband and me as “Mr. and Mrs. Lyndon Baines Johnson.” My husband had sent Garrison a series of articles from an Italian newspaper called Paese Sera, which revealed that Garrison suspect Shaw had been on the board of directors of what had been a CIA front. That Garrison’s arrest of Shaw coincided with the publication of the articles was a coincidence of history.

  Jim Garrison arrived, a very tall, heavyset man with a smooth, rosy complexion. You did not look at him—you listened to his deep, sonorous baritone, because he did not stop talking. He spoke not about Clay Shaw’s trial, which had concluded three months earlier with Shaw’s acquittal, but about the assassination. He did not mention that he was running for reelection as district attorney. He did not even suggest that he presently was district attorney. He did not mention his wife or his children. He spoke only of what had befallen President Kennedy.

  Dinner was at Moran La Louisiane. Garrison had us seated in the center of the red brocade-walled room, directly under the crystal chandelier. After dinner, he lit a cigar. He was not downcast and you would not know that he had lost anything. The next day he talked of how Earl Cabell, the mayor of Dallas, was the brother of Major General Charles Cabell, who had left the CIA when John Kennedy fired Allen Dulles after the Bay of Pigs invasion.

  In later conversations we discussed his novel manuscript. My husband sold The Star-Spangled Contract for him to McGraw-Hill for a quarter of a million dollars. Jim was broke then, and grateful. Ralph was not a literary agent and didn’t want to take any commission, but Jim insisted. Then he refused to sign the contract unless Ralph agreed to be paid.

  I saw Garrison for the last time in the spring of 1989. He mentioned that a film was to be made about his investigation, that his memoir, On the Trail of the Assassins, was a best seller. But all that really mattered were the facts of the assassination. He spoke ill of no one, blamed no one for the harsh turns his life had taken. Instead he wanted to discuss the changing of John F. Kennedy’s Dallas parade route, one more time.

  What began as the chronicle of a man I once knew, a sardonic ironist, who would talk for hours about the assassination, became a biography of his investigation. Interviewing over a thousand people, I was able to demonstrate the specifics of how the FBI and CIA, led by National Security Agency, FBI and CIA veteran Walter Sheridan, attempted to destroy Garrison’s effort, not least by bribing his witnesses.

  The decades-long campaign to silence Jim Garrison included the participation even of “Deep Throat” himself. Hardly interested in the “truth,” as those who laud him for providing guidance to Bob Woodward suggest, Mark Felt on the matter of the Kennedy assassination is revealed in documents to have been an open enemy of free inquiry, no less than a convicted felon specializing in FBI “black-bag jobs.”

  W. Mark Felt was high among those in the government attempting to sabotage Jim Garrison’s investigation. An FBI document of March 2, 1967, the day after Jim Garrison arrested Clay Shaw, has an investigator named H.L. Edwards reporting to Felt on scurrilous rumors that might be enlisted to undermine Garrison and his evidence. Edwards is obviously replying to an assignment from Felt to find a way to stop Garrison. He quotes Frank Manning, chief investigator for Louisiana Attorney General Jack P. F. Gremillion, who calls Garrison a “psychopath” and accuses Garrison of shaking down “hundreds of sex deviates in the New Orleans French Quarter.”

  Manning confided to Edwards that “Garrison might himself be a sex deviate, or at least he is a participant in some deviate activities with other homosexuals.” None of this was true. But Edwards’ focus is revealed in his writing for the record that “Garrison has absolutely no basis for his present publicity stunt in claiming that he has reason to believe Oswald acted as a part of a conspiracy in the assassination.” Edwards knew that Felt was interested, not in Garrison’s prosecutorial foibles as a district attorney, but in destroying his credibility, the better to subvert his challenge to the Warren Commission. Edwards recommends to Felt that the New Orleans field office contact Manning directly so that they might dig into cases where, hopefully, they can “discover” that money was paid to Garrison to have cases against these “sex deviates” disappear.

  William C. Sullivan, who would be Felt’s rival in assuming the leadership of the FBI after J. Edgar Hoover’s day was done, only to be shot in an “accident” where, standing on his porch, he was mistaken for a deer(!), read the document addressed to Felt. Then he urged that the FBI “move with prudence.”

  Less circumspect voices prevailed and the FBI’s General Investigative Division wrote to Felt recommending that the information in Edwards’ memo be made available to the White House and the attorney general in what was patently a conspiracy to silence Jim Garrison. Four days later, Felt obliged.

  If I believed Garrison, who was so persuasive a talker that he won wily reporter Jack Anderson over to his side, it is the overwhelming documentary evidence that has vindicated his effort since the CIA had trained its sights on an independent president. Its involvement in President Kennedy’s assassination has been an open secret for these forty years. The mainstream media have persisted in granting credence to the by now thoroughly discredited Warren Commission Report, a document based on a scant and arbitrary pseudo-investigation, in actuality on no investigation at all.

  On the fortieth anniversary of John F. Kennedy’s death, a Gallup poll recorded that twice as many people believed that the CIA had masterminded the assassination as were persuaded that Lee Harvey Oswald, a man without a motive, had acted alone in the dastardly deed.

  Reader, you decide.
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  I guess part of me still thought I was living in the country I was born in.

  —Jim Garrison

  IN MARCH OF 1965, with Governor John McKeithen barred by law from succeeding himself, Orleans Parish district attorney Jim Garrison decided to run for governor of Louisiana. On a rainy morning, he flew to Shreveport with his favorite assistant John Volz, two very tall, black-haired, handsome, politically ambitious men. While Garrison addressed a convention of dentists, Volz was to distribute a press release to the local radio stations. Ever late, Garrison rushed to board the return flight, his raincoat flapping over his arm, a copy of Esquire magazine in his hand.

  “Read this!” Garrison told Volz, pointing to an article by Dwight Macdonald, reviewing the Report of the President’s Commission Investigating the Assassination of John F. Kennedy. The Warren Report, Macdonald wrote, was a work of fantasy and literary imagination, an American “anti-Iliad”; it bore no resemblance to a murder investigation. Perceiving that the Warren Commission’s task was one of “exorcism,” not a search for truth, Macdonald wondered how FBI and CIA involvement in the assassination, which seemed obvious to any disinterested observer, came in “motivewise.” “Officials of a feather stick together,” Macdonald concluded, regretting that neither Sherlock Holmes nor Earl Stanley Gardner had been on the scene. On the orders of FBI director J. Edgar Hoover and President Lyndon Johnson, a Justice Department lawyer close to the CIA, Herbert J. Miller Jr., had rushed to Texas to forbid the Dallas police from doing any investigating on its own.

  At the end of March, Jim Garrison found himself in Washington, D.C., in the company of Louisiana congressman Hale Boggs, who had been a member of the Warren Commission. Garrison expressed his doubts. Boggs then confided to Garrison that during a closed January 22, 1964, session of the Commission, Oswald’s FBI number and FBI wages had been examined. “I would hope none of these records are circulated to anybody,” Boggs had told Earl Warren and the former CIA director fired by John F. Kennedy, Allen Dulles.

  Then he revealed what had been said to Jim Garrison. From his own experiences as a hunter alone, Boggs believed, one man could not have fired those shots. Boggs told Garrison that no notes, no transcription had been made of the hours of interrogation of Oswald by the Dallas police, which also claimed to have no record of the calls received and made by Oswald while he was in custody.

  It was Hale Boggs who nurtured Jim Garrison’s doubts about the Warren Report and encouraged his investigation. Later, Jim Garrison would insist that it was Senator Russell Long who had motivated him to investigate the Kennedy assassination, but it wasn’t so. That Garrison was guilty of saying too much to the press would be another myth perpetrated by his detractors. To the day of his death, he protected Hale Boggs’ role in inspiring his investigation into the murder of John F. Kennedy.

  John McKeithen, an iron pragmatist with a soft-spoken demeanor, jammed a bill through the legislature allowing him to succeed himself, a feat accomplished not even by Earl Long. Jim Garrison moved on to what was in fact a reinvestigation. Four days after the assassination, he had interviewed a disgraced Eastern Airlines pilot named David W. Ferrie about his relationship with the accused assassin Lee Harvey Oswald. The tip had come from a CIA asset named Jack Martin, who had broadcast it all around New Orleans that Ferrie knew Oswald and had been enlisted to fly the assassins out of Dallas.

  Garrison, “a somewhat messianic district attorney,” as Ferrie would later describe him, turned David Ferrie over to the Secret Service and the FBI, who let him go. Now Garrison began to study the twenty-six volumes published by the Warren Commission. He would become the sole law enforcement official to investigate the assassination, a quest, messianic indeed, that would cost him his political career. He was the father of four children, with a fifth and last, Eberhard Darrow, to be born in 1966, and the husband of a woman with conventional political ambitions. Garrison forged ahead nonetheless.

  “It was my jurisdiction,” Garrison would explain. “Should I leave well enough alone and disregard the apparent possibility that the men who planned the terrible murder are among us today? Should I say that the death of John Kennedy is not my affair?”

  Jim Garrison was born Earling Carothers Garrison in Denison, Iowa, on November 21, 1921. Imagination and curiosity were a birthright. His forebears were rebels and free thinkers, among them the abolitionist William Lloyd Garrison, a family reprobate, as one Judge Thomas Garrison Stansbury would write: “He was a talented man, but rather eccentric in his views with regard to the African race in America.”

  Jim Garrison grew up to be six feet six inches tall, courtesy of his mother’s side, the Robinsons. His two irreverent seven-foot Robinson uncles one day joined a circus. When people asked how the weather was, the Robinson boys would spit and say it was raining. Further back there were Irish rebels, one of whom fought in the American Revolution.

  At the age of two, while his mother Jane was distracted by a telephone call, Garrison escaped from the bathtub, only to be found at Cushman’s, a local store, stark naked but for his mother’s picture hat. A babysitter on another day was alarmed to discover that little Carothers had disappeared; he was found hiding in the oven. By four he could read. At five, he was in kindergarten when one day Jane Garrison arrived to collect him. Stern and square-jawed, six feet three inches tall, Jane demanded of the teacher, “Where’s my Earling?”

  “There is no Earling in my class,” the teacher said. Brushing past her, Jane strode into the room. Soon she spied her son.

  “Oh, you mean Jimmy!” the teacher said. Earling Carothers Garrison had changed his name, borrowing “Jimmy” from the newspaper boy. So he would be “James Carothers” until, in politics, he changed his name legally to “Jim.”

  Jane left her alcoholic husband, with Jimmy and his sister Judy in tow. Soon Earling Garrison, a feckless younger son, kidnapped Jimmy back to Iowa. But Jane had her way, hiring a private investigator to kidnap her son back. She moved from Chicago to Vincennes to Evansville, Indiana, surviving the Depression by supporting herself and her children with jobs, from selling corsets to real estate to brokering oil leases. Jane Garrison ended up at that dead end for those fleeing the mid-West, the Port of New Orleans.

  There her fatherless son grew up solitary, a poor child unable to afford a bicycle. He amused himself by reading, or drawing pictures, for which he had considerable talent. “You’re putting too much blue on the man,” his elementary school seat mate, Walter Gemeinhardt, observed of the tall boy whose oversized foot stuck out in the aisle.

  Jimmy kept silent. He was shy, and at Alcee Fortier High School, he invariably ate lunch by himself. “I don’t relate to real easy,” he remarked later. But if he got to know you, you might become the butt of his practical jokes, like Alvin Gottschaull, who found himself arrested for twenty-one nonexistent parking violations before a laughing district attorney confessed.

  He developed his lifelong appreciation for the Big Bands, his favorite, Glenn Miller, and fell in love with Peggie Baker, whose home became his, although he was too poor to take her to the movies or to dances at the Roosevelt Hotel. Jimmy was the most intellectual of his group of friends, talking about religion and politics. “Everybody’s a Unitarian,” Jimmy said one day, “everyone interprets the Bible just the way they want to.” He was contemptuous of Governor Huey Long.

  Before the United States entered World War II, he joined the Army to escape from his overly possessive mother. Not to be denied, Jane followed him to Fort Sill, Oklahoma. For the Army Air Force, unarmed but for a .45 pistol, Jim Garrison flew thirty-five reconnaissance missions in France and Germany. Enlisting his childhood talent for drawing, he painted the Flying Tiger insignia on his tiny “Grasshopper” plane. He named his plane: “Roger The Dodger.” On April 30, 1945, Jim Garrison, armed with a small camera, entered the Dachau concentration camp one day after its liberation. “What I saw there has haunted me ever since,” Garrison told Playboy in 1967. The photographs he took at Dachau, including a grisly one of a decapitated head, he was to keep in a home-made album close by his side until his death.

  He had become a man who kept his feelings to himself, so that his Tulane law school classmate and lifelong friend Jimmy Gulotta concluded he was afraid of people. He never mentioned to his Jewish classmates at law school that he had even been at Dachau. Instead, at law school he developed a zest for king making, an escape from boredom. Making Law Review, he declined the honor as too much trouble. His most imaginative scheme was an attempt to have elected as class president Wilmer Thomas, the class buffoon, and a practical joker himself. Wilmer’s mischief included stealing one book a day from the school library, to begin, he said, his own collection, a peccadillo he made up for in later years as the most generous of benefactors to the Tulane School of Law.

  “I’ll take the class renegade and I bet I can get him elected student body president,” Garrison said. He ran Wilmer on the “Nazi ticket,” a mockery of the Louisiana political system where at that time you could not run for office unless someone put you on their “ticket.” “Hotsy-totsy, I’m a Nazi,” became the chant of these mostly World War II veterans whose patriotism was unquestionable.

  Garrison constructed the “Wilmer board,” on which were soon posted Garrison-authored telegrams from Eleanor Roosevelt, J. Edgar Hoover, Joe Stalin, General Franco and Hitler himself. “Lay off my younger brother,” John L. Lewis ostensibly wrote as Garrison needled one of Wilmer’s rivals, Floyd Lewis, among the school’s humorless elite. A message to the Wilmer board arrived referring to a professor named Nabors who taught oil and gas law: “We’ll can Nabors’ ass/In oil and gas.” The authorities made them take that one down. Its author was indubitably Jim Garrison, who called his close friend Nigel Rafferty “Duck Butt,” because Rafferty was only about five feet four inches tall to Garrison’s six six.

  Wilmer won in the first primary, only to lose in the run-off by a scant seven votes.

  Among the devastating events of Jim Garrison’s post–law school years was that Peggie Baker, whom he had assumed would become his wife, married another man. With Peggie married, no one else would ever matter in the same way and no one could take her place. Twenty years later, on a Delta Airlines flight in the early 1970s, Jim Garrison, by now a national celebrity, received a note from one of the flight attendants. “I’m Peggie Baker’s daughter, Mindy,” it read. The district attorney grabbed the startled air hostess and pulled her onto his lap. Tears streamed down his cheeks.

  He received a master’s degree, joined the law firm of Eberhard Deutsch, then spent a desultory few months as an FBI agent in the Pacific Northwest. He took six months off to pursue his lifelong ambition, writing. One of his short stories of that time, “The Assassin,” was eerily prescient: Gomez attempts to uncover the killer of a politician, suspecting “the loyal bodyguards,” while a man named Zapato is falsely accused. All Gomez can do is wait and see which of the bodyguards will rise to power, following the criterion of cui bono (who profits?), a criterion Jim Garrison would enlist in his investigation of the Kennedy assassination.

  He consulted a New York literary agent named A. L. Fierst, who told him the stories were “decidedly promising.” He “handle[d] language well” and had a “fresh imagination.” “Give your work your best efforts, please,” Fierst wrote, “I believe you will hit the mark in not too long a time.”

  Jim Garrison kept a complete set of Shakespeare (whom he preferred to the Greeks) on his office desk in later years. He had written a modernization of “The Taming of the Shrew” for WDSU-TV’s live drama program, “Theatre 6.” His Petruchio wears “blue denim trousers, a wrinkled sweat-shirt” and a “baseball cap or denim hat” with fishing flies pinned to it. The script didn’t sell, and he moved on. Whoever publishes first, Jim Garrison bet his friends, Jack Grayson and Jay Teasdel, will buy the others dinner at Antoine’s. Only a few years before his death, Jim Garrison was insisting he had won, having inscribed his 1976 novel The Star-Spangled Contract, his second book, “to my old friend Jay Teasdel, America’s most distinguished unpublished author.”

  He became a lawyer because he could not earn his living as a writer and returned to the firm where Eberhard Deutsch introduced his young disciple Jim Garrison to Mayor Chep Morrison. So Garrison’s political career began. In 1952 he became deputy safety commissioner, handling a backlog of more than 200,000 unpaid traffic tickets, including one belonging to his friend Jack Bremermann’s wife, Mickey. “Ask Jim, he’ll fix it,” Mickey said.

  “Yes, I’ll help Mickey,” Jim said. He paused. “I’ll get her to the head of the line.” Yet when Morrison offered to appoint him as a traffic court judge, Jim Garrison turned him down. “I don’t want to be a traffic court judge,” he said. “I want to be district attorney one day.” As an assistant district attorney, uniquely, he allowed police reporters like Herman Kohlman to view his files. “Just close the door when you’re finished,” he said.

  He continued to write. In the summer of 1956 at the Practicing Law Institute in New York for a month, bored with the lectures, he outlined a story he called “The Witness” or “The Juror.” It would be about “one man’s dramatic involvement in a situation,” as once more he predicted his fate.

  Then he was ensnared in corrupt Louisiana politics as legal adviser to the grand jury. Malfeasance charges had been brought against Mayor Chep Morrison and police superintendent Provosty A. Dayries. Garrison, on Morrison’s instructions, paid an overnight visit to New York where he collected the police report of an arrest at a gay party of grand jury foreman Marc Antony. The best efforts of self-styled chairman of the Metropolitan Crime Commission Aaron Kohn, who had orchestrated the charges against Morrison and Dayries and who numbered Marc Antony among his string of informants, had been in vain.

  Garrison bided his time and when in 1964 Morrison ran for governor for the third time, he threw his considerable support to John McKeithen. He had taken to keeping a little black book and if you had done something to him that he deemed unfair, your name would go down. But because he was a forgiving man, it was easy to get your name erased.

  He began to run for office. He ran for assessor, an effort so futile that on election day he overslept, not bothering to get out of bed by six A.M., the deadline for posters to be put up. “If I had only listened to your suggestion that I post additional signs,” he told fellow assistant Milton Brener, “I would have won.” Later Garrison remarked to his friend Robert Haik, “Posters don’t vote.” His presence was dynamic, and he would ever after rely on television, on which he appeared to be even handsomer than he was, earnest, intellectual, and sincere, his wandering eye not apparent.

  In 1960, back to practicing law, he ran against criminal court Judge George A. Platt. Platt was known to frequent the racetrack, always firmly in his seat in time for the first race. Platt “may be a sitting judge, but he is not sitting in the court room,” Garrison quipped.

  He lost, but he would not lose another election for thirteen years. He was a liberal and as assistant city attorney, a plum Chep Morrison had thrown his way, he refused to prosecute civil rights demonstrators charged with disturbing the peace and loitering.

  One Friday afternoon in 1961, five young attorneys, dubbing themselves the “Nothing Group” because they possessed neither money nor favor, sat drinking the twenty-five-cent martinis at Brennan’s. Jim Garrison and his law partner Denis Barry were among them as they discussed the vulnerability of district attorney Richard Dowling, whose office was known to sell cases “like crazy.”

  Soon Jim Garrison was a candidate, enlisting his verbal facility as his best weapon. When Dowling bragged of having two hundred and twenty-five narcotics convictions, “more than the whole state of Louisiana,” Garrison quipped, “That’s just like saying a Plaquemines Parish fisherman catches more oysters than the whole state of Arizona.” Haik tried to secure Mayor Victor Schiro’s endorsement for Jim Garrison, but Schiro had made a deal with Dowling that they not oppose each other; Schiro’s name now went down in Jim Garrison’s black book.

  For a television debate among the candidates, prominent attorney F. Irvin Dymond, fresh from a cocktail party and half-drunk, slouched in his chair and puffed away on a cigarette. No, he would not be a full-time district attorney, he declared: “If the people of New Orleans want a $17,500 per year man as their district attorney, I’m not their boy!” Back at the cocktail party, Dymond’s supporters gasped, knowing the only issue that remained was the timing of Dymond’s withdrawal. Jim Garrison would become the first district attorney in Orleans Parish to run without being on a ticket, but as an independent, beholden to no faction.

  “We will do no favors,” he told his newly assembled staff. He saw New Orleans as mired in “tolerance of the status quo” and the “smog” of its dubious ethics. Louisiana is “one of the few states which treats defendants with . . . little regard,” Garrison found. Under his regime, no one would be above the law. Lottery operators were charged. “This time,” he said, “it was not Parish Prison but the pen.” Dowling had run his office like a “Chinese whorehouse in a hurricane,” Garrison said, as he searched for more than a hundred missing files.

  He renovated the office and built himself a private elevator. It was big enough only for one person—himself—and led directly to his private bathroom. He had the law books removed from his office: “A good lawyer doesn’t need law books,” he said. He kept only “Criminal Procedure.”

  Cherishing his time in the military, he ran his office like the field artillery unit he had served, he the “commanding officer,” delegating the details. The staff was on call twenty-four hours a day and there was no overtime. His executive officer was Frank Klein, who hung a gruesome picture of the electric chair behind his desk, where he kept a model of the guillotine.

  Garrison himself was cheerful. In the office, they called him Giant. Sometimes, ungainly and unathletic as he was, he swung a hula hoop around his hips. Office administrator D’alton Williams was inefficient, and one night Garrison emptied all the trash cans himself, putting the refuse in Williams’ office. “I really appreciate your keeping the office so neat. Thank you,” he told Williams. He was sensitive and indirect, and he would not embarrass you if he could help it.

  “Just another day at Tulane and Broad,” was his mantra, no matter what happened. He didn’t like being called “The Jolly Green Giant,” but when someone hung a poster of the green giant on secretary Joyce Wood’s door, he eyed it sardonically. “I see you have my photograph on your door,” he said.

  A young lawyer named Ross Scaccia wrote asking for a job. He had no connections and never pressured for any. “I’m trying to do it on merit,” he said.

  “You’re hired,” Garrison wrote back. He hired the first woman assistant district attorney in New Orleans history, Louise Korns, who had been first in her class at Tulane, and entrusted most of the research to her. Lacking any desire for notoriety, he surprised Korns by allowing her to do oral arguments for the office before the U.S. Supreme Court. Personal ambition was alien to him, Korns noted. Jim Garrison did enjoy dispensing patronage. “Those who support us in the first primary get the jobs,” Governor Earl Long said, famously. “Those who support us in the run-off get good government,” a double entendre since “good government” was the name of an anti-Long political faction. Dealing in favors was a refined Louisiana pastime.

  Garrison’s was the first office to employ full-time police investigators, among them Louis Ivon—tough, taciturn, fair-minded, and “Buck” to his boss until the day of Garrison’s death. Lean, hard-eyed Raymond Comstock signed on because Dowling had not prosecuted Frances Welch, the abortionist he had arrested who had committed a murder. Comstock had made an anonymous call to candidate Garrison, who then went on television excoriating Dowling for not prosecuting Welch. If Dowling is reelected, I would rather ride a horse in City Park than be a police officer, Comstock thought.

  Garrison dressed nattily in three-piece suits and he was not corrupt, rejecting the Napoleonic premise that political office was a form of private property. John McKeithen offered him a bank charter, which would at once have made him rich. Garrison turned him down. “I don’t have time,” he said. That charter was given to a New Orleans insurance man named Marshall Brown, who dabbled in politics and made it as far as the state board of education. Brown went on to sell the charter for $750,000. McKeithen suggested that Garrison open a law office to which business would flow from the governor and the state, and where Garrison could repair once he was no longer district attorney. He rejected that, too. Money meant nothing to him, and his desk drawer invariably included uncashed National Guard paychecks.

  A gambler named Jules Crovetto from St. Bernard Parish (“The Parish”) down river on the east bank of the Mississippi began to pay off a Garrison assistant. On Fridays, he sent five prime porterhouse steaks to Mayor Chep Morrison, along with the requisite cash. He was close to Felix Bonoura, the “chicken man,” owner of Magnolia Broilers, and as much a purveyor of fowl as Carlos Marcello was the “tomato salesman” FBI agent Regis Kennedy dubbed him. Crovetto thought that for insurance, should the police arrest any of his lottery vendors on illegal gambling charges, he had better bribe Garrison as well. Surely Jim Garrison could be bought.

  Chief of detectives Ray Scheuering made the introduction at the Roosevelt Hotel. Soon it became apparent. Jim Garrison did not take bribes. The assistant whom Crovetto was paying off disappeared from the district attorney’s office. Garrison eliminated the corrupting practice of paying bail bondsmen on the installment plan, and offered, to “Special Assistant” Denis Barry’s distress, too much access to Aaron Kohn. “Any file in this office is available for inspection by you,” Garrison told Kohn.

  Soon, led by Denis Barry, the office began the most persistent crackdown of Bourbon Street abuses on record. Bars, which encouraged B-drinking where girls lured unsuspecting tourists into buying expensive bottles of champagne, were padlocked. “B-drinking” meant, literally, “drinking for the bar,” because for every drink a tourist bought, the girl got her cut, usually one-third for each drink, with two-thirds going to the bar.

  A girl persuaded an unsuspecting hayseed into buying expensive bottles of champagne, which, as the evening dwindled, were more often than not a cheap sauterne with club soda. The girl put her swizzle stick—it bore her own particular mark so she could collect later—into her champagne cocktail, which was invariably ginger ale and lemon. Or she would spit her own champagne into a plastic red-frosted “water glass,” half-filled with ice.

  Promising to meet the John out front later, she fled out the back door. Or she might pour a knock-out drop into his drink and escape. The drunk tourist would then be gentled back to his hotel by the police, who sometimes covered for the clubs.

  A (B)ust-out booth was at the back, and there a girl like “Hot Water Sue” might be accomplishing a hot-water enhanced blow job, or a John might be kissing a girl’s breasts only, when the police arrived, for the bartender to press a buzzer and the girl “bust out” of the booth and disappear. A (B)uy-out meant a customer could buy a girl for the entire night for two or three hundred dollars, but this did not include sexual intercourse, only her company, and, as former police officer Robert Buras remembers, “a hand job or head job in the back booth.”

  Many of these bars were now padlocked.

  In the 1960s this district attorney was a unique Louisiana citizen; the word “nigger” never passed his lips. If a relative of someone charged gained Jim Garrison’s ear, the charges more often than not would be reduced. He had, his assistant William Alford says, “a heart of gold.” William Porteous, another assistant, said Garrison would invariably temper justice with mercy. If he had to let someone go, Alford says, he found him a better job elsewhere. Garrison was a prosecutor who opposed the death penalty, and the longer you sat in his office, the better your chances that the prosecutor would recommend no jail time at all.

  The driver in an armed robbery case was serving nine years at Angola, the state penitentiary, while his confederates had pled guilty and received probation. Garrison and the man’s lawyer, Ray McGuire, signed a joint motion for a new trial. When the police sent in a report on the wrong man in another case, Garrison picked up the telephone. “Are you sure this is the man you wanted?” Saving face meant nothing to him.

  The police arrested some actors for public nudity at La Mise En Scène, a French Quarter theatre. Ever a supporter of the first amendment, Garrison disdained obscenity charges. “You have to prosecute them. They broke the law,” John Volz told him. “Well, I don’t believe in that law,” Garrison said. “I don’t want them charged.”

  At crimes against nature, Garrison scoffed. “I’d have to put my whole staff on trial,” he joked. If an act was between consenting adults, he told Alford, “it shouldn’t be a crime.” Then, to underline the point, he broke into a chorus of “On the Road to Mandalay.” For a year he had the office experiment: no one would be charged with a sex crime; you had to find some other charge, or not. He refused to charge a Tulane medical school professor set up on his yacht on Lake Pontchartrain by a cop. “The only crime against nature is a hurricane, a cyclone or an earthquake,” Garrison said.

  To priests involved in sexual misconduct, whether with children or adults, he granted no favors, and the Catholic church became his enemy. He didn’t care. Alford prosecuted these wayward priests, who in the old days enjoyed the privilege of private visits with Judges Tom Brahney and Bernard Bagert: the priest would plead guilty and escape with a small fine and unsupervised probation.

  Garrison punished police officers for the use of excessive force against blacks, another unheard-of action. “We won’t tolerate this,” he said, bringing police officers before the grand jury and earning the enmity of many.

  Yet, in contradiction to all of this, as his chief investigator he hired a disgraced ex-policeman whom he had known in his army days named Pershing Gervais, long known as one of the best safe crackers in New Orleans, and a person with no regard whatsoever for the law. His parents were deaf mutes and he grew up a connoisseur of survival—clever, virulent, and dangerous. Gervais was a heavyset man with broad shoulders, thin lips and a bulbous nose, his prodigious physical strength matching his penchant for violence. His long belly hung over his belt, a cigarette dangled from his lips, and he would disarm you with witticisms, among which were confessions of his own wrong-doing. He was an older man, a quasi-father figure for Jim Garrison, and utterly amoral. John Volz calls Gervais “the devil incarnate.”

  Pershing shook down the bars, collecting tribute from card games at the Gaslight, the Cover, the Spot, and the Music Box. The Canal Street Steam Bath also paid off. He took money to make cases go away, and kept dossiers on everyone he knew. Comstock bit his lip. Gervais is to Garrison as Professor Moriarty was to Sherlock Holmes, he concluded. Raymond Comstock, Robert Buras thought, would have made a far better chief investigator. The day Jim Garrison hired Pershing Gervais the whole town knew: the office would never be entirely honest.

  “Why does everybody holler about my being chief investigator?” Pershing demanded. “If you want to catch a crook, what you do, you get a better crook.” He had been an informant for Aaron Kohn before he took the job with Jim Garrison, and remained so afterward, informing on Garrison to the FBI as well.

  If a lawyer balked, Pershing had a ready reply: “Those who have money, get a nolle prosequi (a refusal to prosecute even if the grand jury produced evidence); those who want justice, get a trial.” His former partner, Sal Marchese, was his bag man, collecting a thousand dollars a week from the lottery owners alone. Confronted by one of the officers attached to Garrison’s office, Pershing faced him down. “I didn’t know Marchese was collecting that much,” Pershing smirked. For three years, behind Jim Garrison’s back, Gervais went on fixing cases.

  Only the clubs that gave Pershing payoffs escaped the Bourbon Street crackdown, not those with connections to mob boss Carlos Marcello. Marcello associate Frank Caracci’s 500 Club, Old French Opera House and Third Sister Hideaway were all hit. Carlo Montalbano escaped prosecution because he had been instrumental in helping Jim Garrison get elected by offering evidence that he had been shaken down by Richard Dowling’s staff.

  Everyone feared Pershing Gervais as he ruled over Garrison’s police investigators. On his desk sat an electric chair skull cap, said to have been used in the electrocution of five men at Angola. He brought a mynah bird with him into the office, and it sang the “Star-Spangled Banner” in a voice sharp and clear, “Sonny Boy” in the voice of Al Jolson, and a tune appropriate to his residence at Tulane and Broad: “The old red flannel drawers/That Maggie wore/She hung them on the line . . .” Pershing taught “Mr. Bird” to irritate those he didn’t trust, those, like Lou Ivon, whose loyalty was to Jim Garrison and not to him. When one day Ivon hung an elegant sport coat on a rack close to Mr. Bird’s cage, the mynah flew over to express his disapproval. Ivon was irate:

  “Fuck you, Louie!” Mr. Bird said.

  With his cynicism (“a man that don’t take money can’t be trusted”), Pershing seemed the opposite of idealistic Jim Garrison. Yet Garrison found him streetwise, humorous, bawdy, and intelligent and kept him on. Denis Barry balked, but Garrison argued that Pershing had testified voluntarily in federal court about graft being paid to the police. You had to know the streets to catch criminals. Lou Ivon thought it was just like Garrison to give someone like Pershing a break, and compared his hiring to Garrison’s helping lawyers even when their licenses were suspended, paying them to do “research.”

  Gervais, a character even Damon Runyon could not have invented, who bragged to Comstock, “I lead Garrison around by the nose,” amused him, and the assistants as well. One day Pershing stood at an open window during a lightning storm: “If there’s a God, let him strike me dead!” he cried. The chief psychiatrist at Tulane University, Robert Heath, had talked about experimenting with electrode implants to give people orgiastic pleasure. “I could get a girl from the French Quarter to do that without an implant,” Pershing laughed. At Norma Wallace’s high-toned whorehouse, Pershing was said to have sold his formidable favors for as much as $1500.

  “Without him, I would be a square on Bourbon Street,” Garrison said, believing he could control Pershing. He couldn’t. His weakness for Pershing Gervais pointed to another aspect of Jim Garrison’s temperament, that aloofness that led to a profound naïveté about people, rendering him vulnerable to deception. It takes him “a long time to recognize the real character and purposes of people,” assistant D’alton Williams confided to Aaron Kohn. In his novel The Star-Spangled Contract, in an implied final word on the subject of Pershing, Garrison rejects the fallacy of viewing people as all black or all white. His villain, Quillier, talks about a “fundamental American flaw, a failure to entertain ironies, contradictions, complications. You want it all apple-pie easy—the good guys and the bad guys.”

  Of all Pershing’s scams the ugliest was his framing of a bail bondsman named Hardy Davis, who was corrupt, but no more so than many. Pershing had learned Davis had gossiped about his son, who had been arrested on a narcotics violation, and he vowed to get even. Among Pershing’s many French Quarter informants was a tough, hot-tempered ex-Marine amateur heavyweight boxer named William Livesay. His forearms were as big as Popeye’s, his hands huge and beefy, his violence reflexive.

  Livesay was a waiter at The Court of Two Sisters restaurant, and shared with Pershing a girlfriend who was a stripper at the Circus Club. He knew Hardy Davis, who had helped him on a knifing charge. On that matter, Livesay had consulted Eugene Davis (no relation to Hardy), the night manager. Young men busted for charges and in trouble with the law turned often for help to Eugene Davis.

  When Livesay asked Eugene Davis for the name of a lawyer, Davis suggested “Dean Andrews,” a local jive-talking, roly-poly lawyer who took his clients where he found them, and who would figure profoundly in Jim Garrison’s investigation of the murder of President Kennedy. Among Andrews’ clients during the summer of 1963 would be Lee Harvey Oswald.

  “Tell him ‘Mr. Bertrand’ sent you,” Davis said. “Bertrand” was the name you used if you were a young male in trouble in the Quarter, and it was clear to Livesay that Davis was not referring to himself when he used the name “Mr. Bertrand.” It would be a “Clay Bertrand” who would telephone Andrews on the Saturday after President Kennedy was shot, requesting that Andrews go to Dallas to represent Oswald.

  As a favor to Pershing, Livesay lured Hardy Davis, who was homosexual, to the Gaslight Bar, in which Pershing had an interest. Livesay proposed that they talk at an apartment on Dauphine Street.

  The police had drilled peepholes in the bathroom door, and stood poised with a movie camera. A tape recorder whirred quietly under the bed. Just as Livesay had his penis in Davis’ mouth, the police converged.

  “You guys busted in too quick!” Livesay quipped. “What was the hurry? There were about nine inches of my dick (give or take a couple of inches) swabbing his tonsils,” Livesay says.

  This chain of events would result in Livesay’s accidentally killing a man named Perry Tettenburn, whom he feared had been sent to harm him in retaliation by Hardy Davis. Now, while Davis was booked at the First District station on a “crime against nature” charge, Livesay was driven to Tulane and Broad to type a statement. It was a Saturday. As Livesay wrote that Davis had solicited him for sexual purposes, he heard excited voices outside.

  “Quick! Someone hide him! The boss is here! Don’t let him see him!” Jim Garrison had chosen to make one of his Saturday appearances at the office. Even as Jim Garrison did not know in advance of Pershing’s setting up of Davis, he later was compelled to take responsibility for this “Gervais operation,” as Louis Ivon calls it. When Livesay was convicted of murder, Garrison opposed a reduction in his life sentence for what was an involuntary manslaughter case at best. He never prosecuted Hardy Davis on the crime against nature charge. Running for reelection in 1965, Garrison admitted that his investigators had “clearly violated” Davis’ constitutional rights.

  Louisiana corruption seeped. In May of 1965 two assistants, John Shea and Edgar Mouras, who handled the complaint desk, a venue brimming with opportunities for graft, resigned in what the States-Item called a “shakeup.” Another Garrison former army buddy who worked for the office undercover, Max Gonzales, told an FBI informant a case could be dropped for $2,000. A prostitute named Kay Roberts, also an FBI informant, reported she heard that for $10,000 a prostitute would not be prosecuted. A Garrison assistant, Al Oser, a chronic gambler (“he would bet on two roaches running across the floor,” Volz says), borrowed money from a Marcello operative, Nick Christiana. Garrison demoted Oser, but kept him on.

  For Jim Garrison, being district attorney had already lost its shine. “Our situation is not unlike that of a man who is paddling upstream in a leaky boat,” he admitted. “If he stops rowing so as to bail out the water, then he starts slipping downstream. If he stops bailing out the water so as to row, then the boat begins to sink.” Then he enlisted the theme song of the civil rights movement: “We Shall Overcome.”

  Jim Garrison enjoyed the small prerogatives of the office: free dinners at La Louisiane (owner Jimmy Moran gave up sending him the bills that went unpaid) and the elegant suits, bills paid at a snail’s pace, from Terry and Juden’s. None of these was enough to keep him interested in being district attorney of Orleans Parish. Politics, finally, bored him. “Never learned to slap a stranger on the back or pretend to remember a strange face and never will,” he was to admit.
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  There is no final answer. There is only an honest striving toward the unattainable.

  —Jim Garrison

  SIX MONTHS AFTER GARRISON read Dwight Macdonald’s Esquire article, a New Orleans billboard read, “Vote for Jim Garrison.” It specified no particular office. But in the autumn of 1965, just before he began his investigation of the Kennedy assassination, Jim Garrison ran, not for mayor against Victor Schiro as had been rumored, but for reelection as district attorney. His opponent was Malcolm O’Hara, son of William O’Hara, who three years earlier had been one of eight criminal court judges suing Garrison for defamation.

  The issue had been control of the pot of bail bond forfeiture money and fines paid by petty criminals, money Garrison used to finance the Bourbon Street raids. Furious with this interference, Garrison attacked the judges, who had their own hands in the till, and who now insisted that only the police department could investigate crime, whether or not it was doing it.

  That these judges were corrupt could be amply demonstrated. Edward A. Haggerty, later to play a prominent role in Jim Garrison’s Kennedy investigation, was an alcoholic and roustabout, ever in fear of being arrested for gambling and whoremongering. Haggerty was likely to grab a file out of the hand of an assistant district attorney, glance at it, then advise the defense, “Don’t plead. They don’t have shit on you.” Judge Platt was at the racetrack. Judge Cocke had run the corrupt Dowling office. Judge Schulingkamp was an open racist. On one occasion, with the same crime committed under similar circumstances, he gave a black defendant one year and a white man three. “The white man should know better,” Judge Schulingkamp said.

  Garrison attacked the judges for laziness, and for taking more than two hundred holidays, “not counting the legal holidays like All Saint’s Day, Long’s Birthday and St. Winterbottom’s Day.” Yet they carried on unimpeded, like “the sacred cows of India.” Worse, they were subject to “racketeer influences.” Judge Haggerty was close to Francis Giordano, a Marcello associate. Judge Brahney’s heavy stakes card game partner was Frank Caracci.

  Jim Garrison himself, despite J. Edgar Hoover’s later strategy of undermining his Kennedy investigation by spreading the rumor that he was close to the Mafia, had no Marcello connections. Carlos Marcello confided to Governor McKeithen, who was beholden to him, that he wanted Jim Garrison out of office. Garrison was unreliable, Marcello complained. The judges felt the same way.

  The prosecutor in the case against Garrison would be Louisiana attorney general Jack P. F. Gremillion, not much of a lawyer. “If you want to hide anything from my attorney general,” Governor Earl Long had once confided, “just put it in a law book.” Gremillion’s chief investigator, Frank Manning, concocted that file against Jim Garrison, “proving” that Garrison was “shaking down” hundreds of sex deviates, and “might be a sex deviate or at least he is a participant in some deviate activities with other homosexuals”—the gossip that had found its way into the hands of Mark (“Deep Throat”) Felt— no matter that Garrison did not believe in charging people with victimless sex crimes. Garrison was defended by a masterful attorney named Donald V. Organ, who constructed the defense on first amendment grounds.

  In court, as each judge testified, Garrison sat writing a three thousand-word parody of Shakespeare’s Richard the Third, titled “King James the First.” In a forest, Lord Bernardo (J. Bernard Cocke) and seven dukes denounce James. They fear that “our lives, families, holidays are in jeopardy and may not last the year.” Platt is afraid of losing “our lawful claim to lay witness to the daily double.” Bernardo hates this “upstart king” who has surrounded himself with “silken drapes and chartreuse rugs,” a reference to the color of Garrison’s new office carpet.

  “What of our Fridays?” Sir Oliver (Schulingkamp) demands; the criminal court judges rarely sat on Fridays. Garrison calls himself a “long-legged jack-a-napes, this raggedy-ass James,” and ridicules the criticism that he sought power and would be “saint” as well as “king.” The judges repair to their “en banc discourse,” as Lord Bernardo, the leader, in art as in life, threatens “woe upon him whose tragic fate is sealed by our vote of five out of eight.”

  In court, among the facts emerging was that Judge Platt had lied about his mother owning a lottery business. Judge Schulingkamp had paroled people for Frank Costello, who had brought big-time gambling to New Orleans. But this was Louisiana and Garrison lost, and lost again on his appeal to the Louisiana Supreme Court. When the U.S. Supreme Court agreed to review the case, he dismissed Don Organ and allowed Eberhard Deutsch, ever eager for notoriety, to argue for him. He told Organ that Deutsch would be refunding five thousand dollars of his expenses, and Organ wondered what expenses those might be since he had not been paid.

  Deutsch was known for raiding other lawyers’ clients, having made his name in a grandstanding ambulance chase when a munitions ship had exploded in Galveston Harbor and he had filed a class action suit.

  “Your name will appear on the case,” Garrison added, indicating that Deutsch would pay all future expenses, including the trip to Washington. It was clear to Organ that more than five thousand dollars was involved.

  “Don, you know my situation,” Jim added. Organ did know. Jim lived from hand to mouth.

  “Jim, go ahead,” Organ said. “But I won’t be on a case with Eberhard Deutsch.” Garrison was clearly relieved.

  In Washington, Gremillion reminded the justices that federal judges had been “criticized vociferously in my state,” a reference to Judge Skelly Wright, who had been much abused in Louisiana for ordering desegregation of the New Orleans schools. Jim Garrison sat in the audience with Robert Haik. “You lost,” Haik told Garrison, but Garrison was confident. “How many former district attorneys were up there?” he said. “Three. I had three going in. . . .” Pershing appeared at the hotel with his collar open, his belly hanging over his pants. “Isn’t this a wonderful day to fuck a little boy in the ass!” Pershing said.

  For Garrison v. Louisiana, Justice William Brennan wrote the majority opinion, rejecting Louisiana’s defamation statute as antiquated. Now the Supreme Court enlarged the right to criticize public officials, an important expansion of New York Times v. Sullivan. Even an “erroneous statement,” inevitable in free debate, was to be protected.

  On upholding the Bill of Rights, Jim Garrison never wavered. He refused to charge the manager of a Doubleday bookstore for selling James Baldwin’s novel Another Country, no matter that the head of the vice squad, Frederick A. Soule, called it “filthy and pornographic.” When the powerful (White) Citizens’ Council attacked Garrison, he welcomed the challenge. “The Bill of Rights lives in a kind of oxygen tent,” Jim Garrison said. “And a 24-hour watch is needed because someone is always turning off the oxygen—always in the interest of justice—of course.”

  Malcolm O’Hara’s 1965 campaign to unseat Jim Garrison was so well financed that Garrison wondered whether the money came from right-wing Louisiana senator Allen Ellender, and behind him Lyndon Johnson. At once O’Hara made Pershing Gervais a major issue. Implicated in the theft of illegal football cards from a safe at Clarence’s Bar, Pershing was forced to resign from the district attorney’s office. Jim Garrison bid the single most vicious nemesis of his life an official, if not yet an actual, farewell.

  Pershing set up shop at the Fontainebleau Motor Hotel where he extorted money from the families of defendants, pretending to have influence sufficient to prevent charges from being filed by the district attorney’s office. He would, Pershing promised, return the money if he failed. At least half the time, he would collect, even as he had nothing to do with the decision of whether or not to prosecute. So Pershing “played results.” He grew even more virulent, summoning lawyer Lou Trent one day and threatening, “You’re on the verge of going to the bottom of the Mississippi River!”

  O’Hara played another card: he produced Jim Garrison’s military records, and claimed that Garrison, given a “medical discharge” by the Army for “neurosis” and an “anxiety reaction,” was unfit for public office. In 1951, given a choice between remaining with the FBI or going back into service in Korea, Garrison had chosen to serve. Then, on his first day at Fort Sill, he found that he “just couldn’t make it.”

  “I know this sounds crazy, but this is how I feel,” he said. The Korean conflict was ending as Garrison was admitted to Brooke Army Hospital at Fort Sam Houston in Texas.

  Garrison remembered his wartime service in Europe, flying toward the enemy as closely as possible until he was shot at. He was apparently suffering now from what has been termed “post-traumatic stress syndrome.” Just before he had entered law school, suffering from an inexplicable exhaustion following a trip to Mexico, a Dr. Matthews at LSU had said “his trouble was a deep-seated, chronic, severe psychoneurosis.”

  The Army concurred. Jim Garrison was a garden variety neurotic, with “no signs of pathologic personality.” He was an “introverted” man, who could be “anti-social,” even as he had never suffered fools gladly. He was prone to allergies that were psychogenic in origin, but only a “moderate” degree of “neurasthenia or a hypochondriasis.” The cause was his “over-solicitous mother,” who “made every effort to monopolize his affections.”

  Anyone who knew Jim Garrison was aware of this “marked mother dependency.” Jane Garrison had remarried, and was now “Mrs. Lyon Gardiner of Laurel, Mississippi.” When she wrote to her son at the hospital, he did not reply. Yet he would always admire his mother for how during the Depression she had managed to find jobs so that she could take care of him and his sister, even as many men remained unemployed. Watching one of the women’s films of the 1940s with his son, Lyon (Snapper), years later, Garrison remarked that the strong heroine reminded him of his mother.

  Out of an essentially innocuous Army medical report, O’Hara fashioned a nasty personal attack. There is an “ugly force” that “drives him to destroy everyone who fails to bow to his will,” O’Hara said, a “Napoleonic complex,” an amusing vulgarism given Garrison’s great height.

  “Possessing another man’s army record carries a federal penalty of up to ten years in prison,” Garrison pointed out, “just about the length of time remaining in O’Hara’s term [as judge].” He demanded to know the source of the report. A “close friend” of yours, O’Hara lied.

  The source of the report was Raymond Huff, a regional commissioner for the U.S. Customs Office in New Orleans, and a former commander of the Louisiana National Guard. Huff was another Kohn informant, and a close friend of right-wing anti-Communist and former FBI Special Agent in Charge in Chicago, Guy Banister, now running a detective agency at 531 Lafayette Street in New Orleans. Jim Garrison’s strong stand against a series of Klan-inspired nighttime fire bombings following a CORE march for voting rights had angered Huff. Huff had visited segregationist leader Leander Perez, who had been a Garrison supporter dating from the time of Garrison’s successful prosecution of a reckless driver who had killed Perez’s daughter-in-law. “I consider him very dangerous,” Huff said of Jim Garrison. “Something ought to be done about it.”

  Yet another campaign issue was Garrison’s sexual infidelities. At thirty-seven, his mother had pressured him to marry for the sake of his political future. He chose a file clerk at the Deutsch law firm named Leah Ziegler, nicknamed “Liz.” His friends were astonished. In his signature white dinner jacket, Jim Garrison had long been a Quarter habitué; Tuesday afternoons he and Denis Barry had participated in orgies in a rented apartment, once a slave quarters, where strippers stripped and women were shared. Settling down seemed anathema.

  His marriage also seemed a mismatch, since Liz lacked his education and his intellect. He had been dating others, among them cement company heiress, Evelyn Jahncke.

  Nor was Garrison certain of his feelings. He had run into Peggie Baker one day and told her he was thinking of getting married, but was not sure. “How do you know if you’re in love?” he asked. When Liz told him she was pregnant, he married her, he confided to Denis Barry, to Robert Haik and soon to his new girlfriend Phyllis Weinert. On the honeymoon at Jane Gardiner’s house in Mississippi, Liz announced that she had a miscarriage, and she had spoken so matter-of-factly that Jim and Jane both had to wonder.

  On the day of the run-off for district attorney, Jim Garrison was with an airline attendant named Judy Chambers, dubbed “scrambled eggs” by Haik because she had appeared at breakfast. But at the moment of his victory, yet another rival had appeared, pushing Liz aside as Jim made his way to the podium. “I belong up there,” Jane Gardiner said, “I’m responsible for him being here today. You’ve been only a hindrance. Get out of my way!”

  It was with “scrambled eggs,” and not his wife, that Garrison traveled to Washington, D.C., with Denis Barry for the purpose of meeting President John F. Kennedy. The trip had been arranged by Chep Morrison, now Kennedy’s representative to the Organization of American States. After a raucous night, Garrison overslept. The next day he had to face an irritated attorney general, the president’s brother.

  “How did it go?” Haik asked on his return.

  “Well, I met Bobby,” Garrison said. “Bob, you can always meet a president. But you can’t always get a piece of ass like that!”

  “Sex has nothing to do with morality,” Garrison told John Volz. Liz was “sweet”; she was like a little pixie, beautiful, blonde, effervescent. But he saw no reason to mend his ways, even as their family grew. He adored his children and gave them affectionate nicknames. “We’re going to have a Snapper,” Jim reassured Liz during her difficult fourth pregnancy. He was referring to Edward H. (“Snapper”) Garrison, a late-nineteenth-century jockey famous for lagging behind only to sprint to victory for a “Garrison finish.” Ever after Lyon Garrison would be known as “Snapper.”

  Garrison soundly defeated Malcolm O’Hara in the first primary, 82,460 to 47,324. Then he took up his pen and wrote an essay about evil entitled “A Heritage of Stone” as the introduction to his former assistant Ralph Slovenko’s book, Crime, Law and Corrections. “In the looking-glass world produced by the Nazi culture,” Garrison writes, “truth was an enemy, compassion a stranger, only the innocent were punished, only the guilty were rewarded and the meek inherited the earth.” He closed with the image of a passer-by picking up a human skull, and peering “through the goggled sockets at the dusty hollow where a handful of grey tissue once took the measure of the universe.” The illustration was that photograph snapped by Garrison at Dachau. He submitted “A Heritage of Stone” to Commentary magazine, but they turned it down.

  Through the spring, the summer, and the autumn of 1966, Jim Garrison studied the Warren Commission volumes. After he finally received his three copies, it seemed as if reading about the Kennedy assassination was “all that he did.” “Most of the people they called had nothing to do with it,” he concluded. He read Harold Weisberg’s Whitewash, Mark Lane’s Rush to Judgment and Edward J. Epstein’s Inquest.

  A Life magazine stringer, who had authored a favorable article about him published in the Saturday Evening Post under the byline of “James Phelan,” encouraged him. “You’re in a unique position to get to the bottom of this,” David Chandler said, “because you can subpoena people. A lot of the principal people involved hung around New Orleans. You can ask questions. You can do something.” Soon Chandler reported to Aaron Kohn that Jim Garrison was working on the Kennedy assassination.

  Garrison had long opposed his office’s intervention in pardons, yet that year he supported the pardon of the sexiest stripper in the Quarter, a diminutive beauty named Linda Brigette, known as “the cupid doll.” Linda did her “Dance of a Lover’s Dream” at Frank Caracci’s 500 Club; she liked Frank, who had warned her against Pershing Gervais. “Don’t mess with him because he ain’t no good,” Caracci said. The law was that a stripper could not put her hand into any part of her vagina. One night police officers Robert Buras and Norman Knaps saw Linda touch herself and arrested her for lewd dancing. It was her second arrest.

  Before long, Linda faced the prospect of serving two fifteen-day sentences. Her lawyer Louis Trent requested that Jim Garrison “use your influence” in having a pardon signed by Governor McKeithen. Garrison sent his assistant James Alcock to the pardon board hearing and when Brigette’s name came up, he was to advocate the pardon. (The New Orleans rumor was that there had been a private party, where Jim Garrison, intoxicated and playing a ukelele, sang, “I can yodel in the canyon if I want to,” a sexual preference he recounted frankly to male friends.)

  On the day Linda was to go to jail, a taxi sped from Baton Rouge with Governor McKeithen’s pardon. It was this pardon that provided fuel for the first attacks on Garrison’s fledgling investigation into the murder of John F. Kennedy. At first Garrison took the criticism with his usual sardonic disdain. “Mr. Garrison, I cannot believe that you helped that stripper get a pardon!” a woman told him one day. “Well, Madam, obviously I was paid $50,000,” Garrison said.

  Aaron Kohn now opened a full attack, insisting to anyone in the press who would listen that the pardon of Brigette, who was married to a Garrison friend named Larry Lamarca, proved that Jim Garrison had Mafia connections. Kohn sent a telegram to Governor McKeithen asserting “the economic importance of Linda Brigette to organized crime,” since “Carlos Marcello is behind Lamarca.” Even public relations man and CIA asset, and another Kohn informant, Jesse Core, had to tell Kohn it was silly “to think that a dancer could be important to organized crime.” Kohn’s real target was Jim Garrison.

  At first Garrison did not take Kohn seriously. Connecting him to the mob through Brigette was “the silliest thing to come along since the Flat Earth Society’s latest press release,” he quipped. When Kohn persisted, Garrison called the Metropolitan Crime Commission a “Big Brother operation right out of George Orwell’s 1984 . . . a kind of super Soviet-type NKVD.”

  Undeterred, Kohn continued to construct his dossier against Jim Garrison, one based on innuendo, lies, and half truths. On his list was that Garrison had invited Lamarca and Brigette to sit at his table at a press club dinner. Included as well was that Garrison had bought a new house on Owens Boulevard from a Mafia-connected builder named Frank Occhipinti, no matter that the $52,000 mortgage was so onerous it would take Garrison virtually the rest of his life to pay it off. Garrison had gotten Brigette a divorce, Kohn charged, although in fact, it had been Garrison’s law partner, Denis Barry. Garrison had been involved in a mortgage loan to a dubious person named Mike Roach, another false accusation, as Barry explained to Kohn: Garrison had merely witnessed the signatures, and had received no financial benefit from the transaction.

  A vendetta against Garrison had begun, one in which the U.S. Attorney Louis LaCour joined to insist that Carlos Marcello had “interests” in New Orleans, as well as in Jefferson Parish, and hence should have been brought to justice by the Orleans Parish district attorney. When Garrison called him to testify before a grand jury, Lacour pleaded executive privilege. Garrison subpoenaed Kohn as well, even as he scoffed at Kohn’s charges: “We will undoubtedly learn that I have been seen on a street car at the same time as Bugsy Schwartz, the famous burglar, or that I was in New York City at the same time as Machine-Gun Brady.”

  “Put up or shut up!” Garrison demanded of Kohn on the front page of the Times-Picayune.

  Kohn testified before the Orleans Parish grand jury for three hours, but could produce only the innuendo that there was a relationship between Carlos Marcello and a municipal court judge named Andrew Bucaro. Furious, Garrison ordered that his staff mark all mail from the Metropolitan Crime Commission MCC “return to sender.”

  Garrison was in fact perplexed. In 1962 Kohn had praised his office, which had moved so “vigorously against criminal elements.” Only a year earlier, in 1965, Kohn had again praised Garrison’s efforts, allowing himself to be quoted in a supplement to the Sunday Times-Picayune about the achievements of Garrison’s office. He had no way of knowing that Kohn’s current attacks were connected to the investigation he had barely begun.

  Only a week after President Kennedy’s death, the MCC had published a pamphlet rich in biographical facts, with a photograph of Lee Harvey Oswald holding a “Mannlicher Carcano rifle” on its cover. It asserted that Oswald had “acted alone”—this before the Warren Commission had even convened. In the late 1970s, New Orleans homicide officer L. J. Delsa and now a former New Orleans police intelligence officer Robert Buras, working for the House Select Committee on Assassinations (HSCA), would question Kohn on how he had obtained the photograph of Oswald and all that information so quickly. “This is evidence,” Delsa said.

  “We got avenues,” Kohn said.

  By the late autumn of 1966, the CIA and the FBI, working in tandem, had already begun to subvert Jim Garrison’s investigation. The strategy, as manifested by Kohn’s attack, was to undermine Jim Garrison’s credibility by accusing him of Mafia connections. HSCA Miami investigator Gaeton Fonzi discovered from his informant Rolando Otero what Jim Garrison could not yet begin to surmise: “The Mafia angle was first injected at the time of Garrison’s investigation when the Agency decided it was a way of shortcircuiting his efforts.”

  Plants were placed in Garrison’s office, among them Pershing’s replacement, Raymond L. Beck, a former FBI agent disgraced in a shoplifting incident. Pershing Gervais is “advising Garrison on his investigation,” Beck told Special Agent Regis Kennedy. To FBI night clerk William Walter, Beck confided: he had been asked by the FBI to spy on Jim Garrison. Garrison intends “to expose errors in the Warren Report,” Beck told them.

  As Garrison read, he concluded that the man who during the summer of 1963 had distributed leaflets in New Orleans urging “Fair Play for Cuba” was no left-winger at all. Only one of his Marine Corps acquaintances, Kerry Thornley, had thought Oswald was a Marxist, despite his subscription to Pravda.

  Oswald, rather, must have been a low-level operative of the Central Intelligence Agency, “sheep-dipped” or disguised as pro-Castro. Garrison had no evidence that Oswald, who had defected to the Soviet Union in 1959, had been participating in CIA Counter Intelligence chief James Angleton’s false defector program. He did pause when he discovered that a file marked “Oswald and the U-2” had been marked “classified.” Oswald’s radar training with U-2s, the fact that his return from the Soviet Union had been funded with State Department money, while he was accompanied by a wife with family connections to the Soviet secret police, did not add up to his being a leftist. Then, within a few months, Oswald had repaid his entire debt, despite straitened circumstances. Oswald’s tax records were “classified,” Garrison was soon told. Refused the 1,200 CIA files among the Warren Commission findings, he kept on.

  Garrison focused on a passage in the Commission volumes on Oswald’s “Military and Civilian Occupational Specialities and Education,” and the fact that Oswald had “cross-trained” at Keesler Air Force Base in Mississippi. Only special people had “cross-training,” Garrison knew. On February 25, 1959, Oswald had three more answers right than wrong on a Russian examination, overall two more right than wrong. “That’s like saying my dog is really stupid,” Garrison would say. “When we play chess, I can beat him three games out of five.”

  Garrison searched New Orleans for traces of Oswald’s five month residence, but the FBI had swept everything clean. On the day after the assassination they had appeared at the New Orleans Public Library and confiscated Oswald’s book-borrowing records. As late as the 1990s, the Bureau was destroying evidence, as agents marched into the Tulane Library special collections and confiscated from the Hale Boggs papers all of Boggs’ notes and Warren Commission evidence. These included telephone records of Jack Ruby, who had called a New Orleans friend of Ruth Paine, with whom Marina Oswald was living at the time of the assassination.

  Garrison compared the moral indifference of those who accepted the Warren Report unquestioningly with the residents of Dachau passing the concentration camp and pretending “they didn’t know what that smoke was that was pouring out of the crematorium.”

  In the homicide business themselves, Garrison’s staff were dubious that Oswald, with a bolt-action rifle, its telescopic sight loose, and a tree obstructing his vision, could have done the crime alone. It was a conspiracy, they concurred, and Oswald was “in on it.”

  Jim Garrison marked the moment when he officially began his investigation with an October 1966 lunch at Broussard’s French Quarter restaurant with that same Cajun jive-talking lawyer Dean Andrews to whom Eugene Davis had sent William Livesay, instructing him to say that “Mr. Bertrand” had sent him. Blinking behind dark glasses, Andrews sat, clearly uncomfortable. In addition to representing small-time criminals, he was also a mob lawyer, “a little like Pershing,” Herman Kohlman, now a Garrison assistant, thought. Andrews had applied to the FBI for employment only to be turned down as “unstable” and a “big talker.” Disdainful, Andrews called FBI agents “feebees,” the same term used by the Secret Service, according to Lee Harvey Oswald’s brother, Robert.

  Another of those requiring legal assistance from Andrews had been Lee Oswald, who had turned up at Andrews’ office in the company of some “gay Mexicanos,” Andrews had told the Secret Service. Fearing his citizenship was in jeopardy, Oswald had come to challenge his “undesirable” discharge from the Marines. The men who accompanied Oswald “possibly frequent the Gaslight Bar in the French Quarter,” Andrews told the Warren Commission, referring to that gay redoubt where William Livesay met Hardy Davis to set him up, the same bar where Livesay had killed Perry Tettenburn. Hardy Davis thought Oswald was a member of a “homosexual clique.” Davis, married but in the closet himself, might well have known something about Oswald’s sexual proclivities.

  Now Garrison wished to question Andrews about that call he had described to the FBI, the Secret Service and the Warren Commission, and which he received on the day after the assassination. It was a call from the same “Clay Bertrand” Eugene Davis had instructed the young men he sent to Andrews to invoke. Ill with pneumonia, Andrews had informed “Bertrand,” and all his clients, that should they need to speak to him, he could be reached at the Hotel Dieu Hospital. When Bertrand called asking that he go to Dallas to represent Lee Oswald, Andrews was delighted. “We’ll go to Dallas and become famous!” Andrews told his investigator Prentiss Davis. As soon as his secretary Eva Springer arrived, he asked her, “Do we have a file on Lee Oswald?”

  On Sunday morning, realizing he was too sick to go anywhere, Andrews had called his friend and fellow attorney Monk Zelden to go to Dallas in his place. During a second call to Zelden, the point became moot. “Don’t worry about it,” Zelden said, “Your client just got shot.”

  “We just lost a client,” Andrews told Davis when he visited a while later. That Sunday afternoon, Andrews phoned a television station, and the Secret Service, to report he had seen Oswald on three occasions. Dean Andrews would be interviewed six times by the FBI, and three by the Secret Service. He told FBI agent Donald L. Hughes that “Clay Bertrand” had accompanied Oswald to his office, and Regis Kennedy that Clay Bertrand was “a French Quarter queer.”

  By Wednesday, alarmed at this attention, Andrews had telephoned Jim Garrison’s office, where he reached Raymond Comstock. Trying to figure out what Comstock knew, Andrews pretended he was trying to identify “Clay Bertrand.” Comstock picked up the telephone and called Regis Kennedy at the FBI field office (“Big Regis,” as Andrews called him). Kennedy, it turned out, had already enlisted Comstock to search New Orleans for “Bertrand.”

  By now, having been enlisted in a cover-up of the Kennedy assassination, the Bureau had developed the strategy that Andrews had dreamed up the call from Clay Bertrand. “Big Regis was pushing me pretty hard,” Andrews later remembered, and so he had succumbed. He had been under sedation, he said, the call from Bertrand “a figment of my imagination.” An FBI report reveals that Andrews did not receive any sedation until eight at night that Saturday, hours after Bertrand’s call.

  “Write what you want, that I am nuts, I don’t care,” Andrews pleaded. Kennedy did just that. The whole story, Big Regis wrote, was “a figment of his imagination,” no matter that Kennedy had between thirty and forty men combing New Orleans in search of that “figment,” Bertrand. Later, under oath, before Garrison assistant James Alcock, Regis Kennedy would admit the FBI had been searching for “Bertrand” even before Dean Andrews had come forward.

  By the time he testified before the Warren Commission, Andrews was terrified. The Commission did not bother to interview Prentiss Davis, Eva Springer or Monk Zelden to corroborate his story. He began to alter his description of Bertrand. The man who was one or two inches over six feet, as Andrews had told the Bureau, was now five foot eight. Bertrand hung out at Cosimo’s, in the Quarter, Andrews said slyly—as good liars always plant a truth among their obfuscations. He had run into Oswald giving out his leaflets, Andrews told Wesley Liebeler, and reminded Oswald that he owed the office twenty-five dollars. “It’s a job,” Oswald had said, “I’m being paid.” So Oswald had signaled to Andrews, as he would to others, that he was no Castro supporter.

  “Your friends down the street are trying to find you,” Liebeler told Andrews, referring to the FBI.

  “De Brueys?” Andrews asked, alarmed. Big Regis was one thing, but Warren de Brueys, the FBI’s most intelligent, shrewd and trusted agent in New Orleans, although he was not Special Agent in Charge, was quite another. It was de Brueys who had flown to Dallas on November 23rd to write the FBI’s report that would become the voluminous Commission Document 75, dated December 2nd.

  At their historic lunch, Jim Garrison thrust a copy of Whitewash under Andrews’ nose. What he wanted, what Andrews would not yield, was the real identity of “Clay Bertrand.” You’re worse than the feebees, Andrews told Garrison. But Garrison persisted, threatening to summon Andrews to the grand jury and charge him with perjury. Andrews begged to speak “off the record.” Garrison refused. According to Garrison, Andrews then grew frantic.

  It would mean “a bullet in my head,” he pleaded. Garrison wondered whether Oswald had ever been told that Dean Andrews would be representing him, whether he had reacted to this possibility in one of those unrecorded telephone calls he made from the Dallas jail. It was never intended that Andrews actually represent Oswald, Garrison thought.

  Oswald, famously, had requested that Communist party lawyer John Abt represent him, an obvious signal to his intelligence handlers that his Marxist cover remained intact, that he was loyal still, and they could count on his silence, even as something had gone terribly wrong. Whatever Oswald had been told, it could not have been that he would be standing before the press in a Dallas jail accused of having murdered the president of the United States. This crime he categorically denied having committed.

  Garrison speculated: in requesting Abt, “Oswald is still playing out his assignment as an undercover intelligence agent for the government,” continuing the “false front scenario created by the covert action dramatists.”

  Garrison had enlisted his youngest assistant, a former boxer named Andrew (Moo Moo) Sciambra, in the Kennedy investigation because “Moo Moo doesn’t yet know what can’t be done,” and so might be aggressive. Now Garrison sent Moo Moo to Cosimo’s bar in search of the identity of the elusive “Bertrand.”
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  The key to the whole case is through the looking glass. Black is white: white is black. . . .

  —Jim Garrison

  AMONTH LATER, IN NOVEMBER of 1966, Jim Garrison flew to New York to attend a petroleum conference in the company of oil tycoon Joseph Rault and Louisiana senator Russell Long. His investigation well under way, all week he talked of nothing but the Kennedy assassination as he sought to gain the support of these powerful friends. “He chewed my ear off about the Kennedy assassination,” Long told his daughter as soon as he got off the plane. He had “always thought” a second person was involved, Long immediately told the press, proposing a new investigation to supersede the Warren Commission.

  Garrison had fired disloyal Raymond Beck by getting him a job with his friend Willard Robertson, who ran the Volkswagen franchise, replacing Beck with Lou Ivon. Chief assistant Charlie Ward now handled the routine duties of the district attorney’s office as Garrison devoted himself single-mindedly to unraveling the conspiracy that resulted in the assassination. “Nothing else matters but bringing out the truth about what they did to John Kennedy,” he would say, “and not only that, bringing out the truth about what’s happened to this country before it’s too late.” As tragic as the murder was, the consequences for the Republic, in terms of the survival of democratic institutions, were even more catastrophic.

  Garrison dubbed the staff working on the Kennedy case “The Smith Group,” after Winston Smith, the beleaguered hero of George Orwell’s 1984. In his first set of code names, John F. Kennedy was “Jack Smith.” Jack Ruby was “Red.” Oswald was “Patsy.” David Ferrie was “Lindbergh.” Fidel Castro was “Lefty Beard.” The Cuban Revolutionary Council, which met at Guy Banister’s office, was the “Land Recovery Company,” the word “company” reflecting its patron, the CIA. Texas oil man H. L. Hunt was “Harry Blue.”

  No suspect was eliminated, from anti-Castro Cubans to Cuban Communists. Nor, Life magazine editor Richard Billings would write in the notes he took while observing Jim Garrison’s investigation, “did Garrison ignore the possible implication of right-wing militants, segregationists, or the mob.” Frank Klein was assigned to investigate whether Jack Ruby had ever made contact with the Marcello organization, since he had hired a stripper, “Jada,” wife of one of the Conforto brothers. Garrison put the question to Pershing. “Nothing to it,” Pershing said.

  It was David Ferrie, “Lindbergh,” whose Civil Air Patrol attachment Lee Oswald had joined, who was, as he had been in 1963, once more Garrison’s chief suspect. Ferrie was a natural as an aviator. Having been dismissed from a seminary for “emotional instability,” Ferrie had sacrificed a vocation in the priesthood. Shortly thereafter, he was fired from a high school teaching job for “overattachment” to his young male students.

  In New Orleans, having become an Eastern Airlines pilot, Ferrie gathered boys around him, showing them pornographic movies and taking nude photographs. He held forth to a crowd of mostly fatherless young men, by whom he was called “Dad,” on subjects from Jesus to rockets, sometimes hypnotizing them. Ferrie himself boasted of only a bachelor’s degree from a fifth-rate college called Baldwin-Wallace in Bera, Ohio, and a bogus Ph.D. from “Phoenix University” in Bari, Italy.

  One of the boys, Eric Michael Crouchet, upset by Ferrie’s sexual advances, filed a complaint against him with the police. When Ferrie, in the company of a tough Cuban, tried to persuade Crouchet to drop the charge, he was arrested for extortion. A fifteen-year-old named Al Landry ran away from home and took refuge with Ferrie. His mother sought help from the police. “The reason she raised all this hell was because I wouldn’t screw her,” Ferrie said.

  His person was distinctive because he didn’t have a single hair on his body, the result of an onset in 1932 of “alopecia areata”; he was first treated at a clinic in Cleveland. Depressed, lamenting his ugliness, he glued a piece of reddish brown fur onto his head, and, as Aaron Kohn described him, “little swatches of carpet pasted on for eyebrows.” On his wall Ferrie hung the saying, “People are no damn good.” Machine guns sat on the landing of his apartment, which housed a library including Summa Theologica in Latin, War and Peace, and Firearms Investigation, Identification and Evidence. There were a priest’s vestments and crucifixes; heavy dumbbells joined a microscope and cages of white mice, along with a fragment of a cancer treatise. Ferrie’s ambitions included ordination as a bishop in the Apostolic Orthodox Old Catholic Church of North America. Some aspect of cancer research was another of his interests, although he had no formal training in science. Ignorantly, he talked to his boys about how parasites could enter the sole of the foot and eat away at the brain.

  Ferrie had managed to accumulate friends in high places. He had served as a police informant for an officer of dubious ethics named Sanford Krasnoff. According to Ferrie’s closest young friend, Alvin Beaubouef, it was through Dave’s connections that Krasnoff’s friend, Edward Sapir, fresh out of law school, became a very young judge.

  Dave had flown Carlos Marcello back to New Orleans after Robert Kennedy had him deported. Prior to that, Ferrie had traveled to Guatemala to arrange a false passport for Marcello; returning to New Orleans, Ferrie had taped this passport to his chest. When Eastern Airlines fired Ferrie because of his police record, redolent of crimes against nature, his attorney had been a Carlos Marcello lawyer, G. Wray Gill. Dave was paying Gill back by working on the Marcello case, which was heard on November 22, 1963.

  It was Ferrie’s political affiliations that interested Jim Garrison. Ferrie had flown for the CIA as a contract pilot, taking off from Tampa, the Keys and Venice, Florida, in sabotage missions: he burned sugarcane fields, dropped propaganda leaflets, and infiltrated and exfiltrated anti-Castro activists. His handler was Eladio del Valle, a mob-connected Cuban exile, who was also involved in setting up training camps to wage war against Castro. Del Valle paid Ferrie between $1,000 and $1,500 a mission, missions tracked by Cuban intelligence. Ferrie also flew for South Central Air Lines, a CIA proprietary. Ferrie’s CIA employment has been confirmed by ex-CIA employee Victor Marchetti. By 1959, U.S. Customs had put David Ferrie under twenty-four-hour surveillance.

  On occasion, Ferrie flew with another CIA contract pilot named E. Carl McNabb, who would later join Jim Garrison’s investigation in an attempt to redeem a murderous past. One day they arrived at the School of the Americas in the Panama Canal Zone, a joint project of Robert Kennedy and the CIA for training of the Latin American military. McNabb met with some resistance. Dave walked in as if he owned the place.

  “I didn’t know your security clearance was so high,” McNabb laughed, a light glittering in his ice-blue eyes.

  “I didn’t know yours was so low!” Ferrie rejoined.

  “Kennedy is no good, Kennedy is a nigger lover,” Ferrie told the boys under his spell. CIA and Kennedy together screwed up the Bay of Pigs, he ranted. On his blackboard before an audience of rapt boys he had drawn plans for the invasion of Cuba, then accused Kennedy of making a deal to support the invasion only to back out. He spoke of his CIA connections openly.

  Among the CIA’s schemes to kill Castro under OPERATION MONGOOSE was a plan concocted by Desmond Fitzgerald, chief of the Cuban Task Force, who was encouraged by Robert Kennedy to effect the assassination of Fidel Castro, already a CIA project. It involved the placement of a seashell rigged with explosives where Castro was known to enjoy diving. A midget submarine was needed to put the shell in place; on November 22, 1963, one such submarine sat in David Ferrie’s apartment, “the kind designed for skin divers,” Carlos Quiroga, an anti-Castro Cuban who worked for the Cuban Revolutionary Council, says. Quiroga watched Ferrie try to install its motor, as Ferrie talked of how he could build a mini-submarine armed with a bomb to propel into Havana harbor.

  Jim Garrison’s next move was to invite Jack Martin to Tulane and Broad. Martin, who had awakened New Orleans to the Oswald-Ferrie connection, was a small man, five foot nine, in his forties, with a small mustache. He dressed perpetually in a gray suit and a black porkpie hat, his tie pulled down. Jack bore the pallor of an alcoholic and looked out at you through weak blue eyes (“a skinny, messy little guy,” Garrison’s secretary Sharon Herkes thought).

  Jack Martin had a scar on his chin, chain-smoked and subsisted on bad coffee. He seemed a broken-down, harmless individual, a hanger-on. A would-be journalist, he had worked for the Westbank Herald, a right-wing paper owned by a Major Stewart, who bore intelligence ties to Latin America. In 1958 Guy Banister had been publisher. Jack also worked for Banister as a sometime private eye, describing himself as “a con man who has stayed just within the law.” He had mysterious access to police records, information he peddled. Like David Ferrie, he was a religious zealot, belonging to the same “church.” Martin was, Robert Buras says, “a type of Ferrie,” both men “highly intelligent.”

  Jack Martin also bore a checkered criminal history. He had been caught in a crime against nature with a homosexual named “Mona Lisa,” and had a police record ranging from disturbing the peace, vagrancy and drunkenness to a 1952 murder charge in Houston, Texas, which had miraculously vanished. Despite all this, Martin was on a first-name basis with Senator Russell Long and enjoyed access to the office of Attorney General Jack P. F. Gremillion. Jack could get you a letter certifying you were an honorary attorney general of the state of Louisiana. Yet on the instructions of Plaquemines Parish czar Leander Perez, Martin had filed a petition to disqualify Gremillion as a candidate for reelection.

  In November of 1963, Jack Martin’s business card read, “Martin, Newbrough & Dalzell, Private Investigations.” The telephone number rang through at Guy Banister’s detective agency, even as Banister’s own intelligence connections ranged from the expected FBI to the Office of Naval Intelligence (ONI) and CIA. William Dalzell was a CIA operative, as was Joseph Newbrough, a steady asset of the Domestic Contact Service, which in New Orleans also supervised the clandestine services. Newbrough was close to another CIA figure shortly to enter this story, Fred Lee Crisman. Dalzell’s criminal charges had disappeared in a manner similar to Martin’s. He had joined the Agency in the early fifties, a cryptologist with a “top secret” clearance, and was acquainted with David Ferrie. In New Orleans, CIA and FBI shared information about Dalzell.

  Almost from the start Jim Garrison had come to believe that Lee Harvey Oswald was not observed with anyone who was not connected with the Central Intelligence Agency. Garrison’s own witnesses were equally Agency-involved. His instincts were correct, although he never learned that Jack Martin, his first real witness, not only served with military intelligence, but was himself a former CIA employee. Jack’s real name was Suggs. His close intelligence ties he kept hidden. At one point Martin became hysterical at the thought that a television reporter had his photograph. “There are no photographs of me!” Jack insisted.*

  John J. Martin was a low-ranking intelligence assistant. He joined the Agency in November of 1950 and left supposedly in June of 1958 on a “disability retirement.” He had been a GS-7 in the Transportation Branch, Services Division. Like David Ferrie, his rival and nemesis in matters ecclesiastical, Martin had been born in Cleveland, in 1913. Ferrie was born in 1918.

  What emerges from the record is that Jack Martin never left the Agency. In New Orleans, Martin was assigned to a young man named Thomas Edward Beckham, in a manner similar to Ferrie’s relationship with Lee Oswald. Beckham was to notice that Martin had in his possession a variety of police credentials, and often posed as a police officer.

  

  * See p. 405 of the Update for more information on Martin and his many identities.

  In Louisville, Martin had worked for “Echo Blue,” a publication of the Fraternal Order of Police, where he also came to know Archbishop Carl Stanley. In New Orleans, Martin still carried “numerous police commissions,” making it his business to spy on other policemen. The “S” in the New Orleans name of Jack S. Martin stood for “Suggs,” Stanley told the FBI. But it was the same man he knew as John J. Martin.

  Stanley created churches. He raised funds and mixed in politics, and John J. Martin had requested that Stanley consecrate him as a bishop to go to Cuba. He admitted to Stanley that he worked for the CIA and saw to it that Stanley did not promote David Ferrie in his quest to become a bishop.

  CIA documents describe John Martin as suffering from “telephonitis,” as Jack Martin was known not to be able to stay off the telephone; often he called the Agency itself. “Judging from his rambling talk during his phone calls,” CIA wrote for the record, “and the ridiculous reason given for these calls, it would appear that the Subject is of unsound mind.” CIA’s John J. Martin, Louisville’s John J. Martin, another rambling talker, was also identical in appearance to the New Orleans Jack S. Martin: five foot nine, one hundred fifty pounds with a small mustache. Like John J., Jack called himself a “newspaperman.” “Bishop” John J. was a con man, like Jack. Jack’s wife told the FBI right after the assassination that he would take off “alone for several months every year,” his true identity obviously a mystery even to her.

  Jim Garrison knew enough to listen to Jack Martin, then verify his facts. Almost always, unless he intended it otherwise, what Jack Martin told you checked out. One day Martin had invited Joe Newbrough to meet him at nine A.M. at a coffee shop. While Newbrough, “the fat man,” ate his hearty breakfast, and Jack sipped his bad coffee, a limousine pulled up. Suddenly Newbrough saw Carlos Marcello being hustled off. It was the day Marcello was deported, and Jack had foreknowledge of the kidnapping of the Mafia don engineered by Robert Kennedy.

  In 1971, when Jim Garrison was arrested for allegedly accepting bribes from pinball gambling interests and was driven to the Wild Life and Fisheries building for booking, at the front of a crowd of spectators stood that man who always knew what was happening in New Orleans.

  “They had to frame a case on the DA!” Jack Martin called out loudly. “How about that!” Then Martin led the crowd in applause. “Let’s hear it for the DA!” Martin shouted.

  States-Item reporter Hoke May, himself a CIA asset, and for whom Jack Martin was an entirely reliable source, concluded that Jack Martin had been badly discredited by the FBI on purpose, made to seem an alcoholic, a mental case and a person not to be taken seriously, when in fact he was entirely credible.

  In December of 1966, Jack Martin told Pershing Gervais, who had reappeared at Tulane and Broad in a semi-official capacity, that David Ferrie had blackmailed G. Wray Gill and Carlos Marcello to pay for the service station he opened in 1964. Ferrie had told his friend and fellow CIA asset Herb Wagner, who ran a finance company, not to bother with charges because the “government” was paying for his gas. For Jack Martin and David Ferrie, there was no contradiction here.

  The day after his interview with Pershing, Jack Martin told Jim Garrison that Oswald had “offices” in the Newman building, Guy Banister’s building. The janitor kept Oswald’s belongings after he was gone. He had spotted Ferrie “once or twice maybe” with Oswald at Banister’s. Once Ferrie walked in wearing “an army type fatigue suit and sunglasses,” accompanied by three or four young men, one of whom was named “Lee.” “He used to be with me in the CAP when he was a little kid,” Ferrie said of Oswald. “Oswald is a friend of mine.” There’s a photograph of Oswald with Ferrie at a cook-out, Jack said.

  Then came another bombshell. David Ferrie made a trip to Dallas during the time Oswald was there and lied about it, Jack revealed. He was in Dallas or Fort Worth two days before the assassination. His assignment was to fly three people from Texas to Laredo, or to Matamoros, in Mexico. Jim Garrison was unable to verify Ferrie’s trip to Dallas. Yet it was so.

  Having been turned over to the Secret Service on November 25, 1963, Ferrie told John Rice, the Special Agent in Charge, that he had not been in Dallas “for the last eight to ten years.” Soon the Secret Service yielded to the FBI’s insistence that it take over all investigating. “In the last fifteen years, I have been in Dallas, Texas, very infrequently,” Ferrie told the FBI, typing his own statement for Regis Kennedy. Ferrie lied, too, when he said he did not know Lee Oswald. Ferrie’s friends knew otherwise.

  Benton Wilson knew David Ferrie from having served at Keesler Air Force Base where Ferrie took his CAP recruits on occasion. Wilson worked at National Car Rental with another Ferrie friend, Jim Lewallen, who was a tenant at one of the French Quarter properties renovated by Clay Shaw, the managing director of the International Trade Mart. Ferrie and the Wilsons met often at the Old Loyalty Bar on North Rampart Street, where Benton Wilson and his brother John lived.

  Jim Lewallen confided to the Wilsons that he was the lover of both Clay Shaw and David Ferrie, and that of course Shaw knew Ferrie. Lewallen and Ben Wilson bore so remarkable a resemblance that, later, when Jim Garrison’s staff were interviewing Lewallen, Garrison walked in and said, “Congratulations, you finally got Wilson!”

  The Wilsons admired David Ferrie for his passion, for his genius as an aviator, for his erudition, and for his superior vocabulary. More, they knew Ferrie as someone who would help people out, like an old merchant seaman named Joe Karl, who, in a case of mistaken identity, had been threatened by some mob characters. Once Ferrie became involved, the problem vanished.

  One day during the third week of November 1963, Dave arrived at the Old Loyalty Bar wearing a hunting costume, full camouflage, complete with vest and cap.

  “Why are you dressed like that?” Ben Wilson wanted to know.

  “We’re going on a hunting trip to Dallas,” Ferrie said.

  “What are you hunting for?” John asked. He was twenty-two years old.

  “Big game! Big game!” Dave said cryptically. On the day President Kennedy was killed, Ben Wilson was certain. “They did it! They killed Kennedy!” he said, shaking his brother out of a deep sleep and referring to David Ferrie. A right-winger, like Dave, Ben shed no tears for a president he despised.

  A few days after the assassination, John Wilson ran into Ferrie again. Dave was still in his hunting clothes, that same outfit Jack Martin had described Ferrie wearing during the summer when he appeared at Guy Banister’s office with Oswald.

  “Did you get any big game?” John joked.

  “Damn right. You know it,” Dave laughed.

  At the law offices of G. Wray Gill, the week of the assassination, Gill instructed David Ferrie to rent an airplane since his own plane needed repair. Dave approached Herb Wagner, from whom he had borrowed money in the past—like the $5,000 Dave needed to bribe Jefferson Parish assistant district attorney A. J. Graffagnino in the Crouchet case (Graffagnino later went to jail on another matter). Dave had also invited Wagner, who, like Dave, held rank in the Civil Air Patrol, to join OPERATION MONGOOSE, the CIA’s project to assassinate Fidel Castro. Wagner was a short, stocky man, with thinning hair and glasses, resembling no one so much as the director, Mr. Hoover, himself. “It’s called Operation Mosquito,” Dave laughed; OPERATION MONGOOSE had not yet officially begun, but Dave knew about it. “The government knows what we’re doing. As a matter of fact, they’re backing us!”

  Wagner declined, but he did help the CIA with its training camps of anti-Castro Cubans north of Lake Pontchartrain. It was apparently Wagner who was the pilot on an occasion sponsored by Ferrie when two soldiers-of-fortune, Gerald Patrick Hemming and Howard K. Davis, went to Louisiana in search of training camp sites. Herb also flew reconnaissance planes for the CIA into Cuba. His own flights, Dave told Wagner, were “the most patriotic thing I’ve ever done.”

  Now Dave wanted $400 to rent a plane to fly to Dallas, a trip Wagner later concluded was to take care of prearrangements for the assassination. He would be coming right back—the same day. That Dave flew to Dallas that week is also confirmed by Allen Campbell, a young Banister operative, who was Ferrie’s next-door neighbor at the airport. Campbell knew Ferrie with his “red brillo pad” glued to his head and his “circus,” the tough young kids with whom he surrounded himself. Yes, Campbell says, Dave flew to Dallas that week.

  Wagner wanted collateral for the loan, and so Dave offered his dubious 1948 blue Stinson Voyager. “Does this plane have an Air Worthiness Certificate?” Herb asked, with the German exactitude that led Ferrie to nickname him “Von Wagner.” They went up in the Stinson; Wagner was not impressed. When he later told Jim Garrison that Ferrie’s plane was airworthy, Wagner lied. Even Ferrie had to admit to the FBI after the assassination that “the plane has not been airworthy since the license expired in the spring of 1962.” The only planes he would have access to would be “rental planes,” a fact the FBI verified.

  When Wagner insisted that Dave find someone to cosign the four hundred dollar loan, Dave produced Clay Shaw himself, the man Jim Garrison was to place on trial for conspiracy in the murder of President Kennedy. Vehemently, yet calmly, Shaw would always deny he had ever met David Ferrie. Yet he did cosign that loan. In 1967, Wagner wondered whether he should show the loan document to Jim Garrison. He consulted his friend Roger E. Johnston Jr., then a deputy marshal for the Kenner Police Department.

  “I have a document that would really be beneficial to Jim Garrison’s probe,” Wagner confided. He opened a drawer at the bottom of one of his filing cabinets, and pulled out a tan manila folder. It was a loan contract.

  “Here in front of my eyes,” Johnston says, “was the proof.” The borrower’s signature read: “David Ferrie.” The cosigner was “Clay Shaw.” The document proved not only that Ferrie and Shaw knew each other, but that they participated together in preparations for the assassination, reflecting their mutual foreknowledge of the crime.

  In the 1980s, a retired Louisiana state trooper named Norbert A. Gurtner told the FBI that, shortly before the assassination, he was copilot with David Ferrie on a Beech D-18 flight from New Orleans Lakefront Airport to New Orleans Moisant and on to Love Field, Dallas. None of the passengers carried baggage. Nor did Ferrie introduce Gurtner to any of them. Gurtner identified Lee Harvey Oswald and Clay Shaw, and a young man named Perry Russo as passengers, and while this configuration demands pause, Gurtner’s revelation, apparently without an ulterior motive, should be noted. Gurtner said he was willing to take a polygraph if the FBI had any interest. It hadn’t.

  Although Jim Garrison never learned about that loan granted to David Ferrie and cosigned by Clay Shaw, there was further evidence that persuaded him that Ferrie was connected to the assassination. Jack Martin, during the weekend of the assassination, had said that when Oswald was arrested, he had Ferrie’s library card with him, information he could not have gleaned from New Orleans television. When the FBI questioned Ferrie, he denied emphatically that he had loaned the card to Oswald. “The card has never been out of my possession,” Ferrie said. Then he wandered around town inquiring whether anyone knew about Oswald’s possessing his library card. He asked Oswald’s neighbor, Mrs. Doris Eames, if she knew “whose library card Oswald had.” He questioned Oswald’s landlady, Mrs. Lena Garner: “They found my library card on Oswald,” Ferrie said.

  Jim Garrison concluded that if there were no evidence linking a library card found on Oswald to Ferrie, the FBI would never have put the issue in its report. If “Oswald had a library card on him bearing the name ‘George Washington,’ it would not be reasonable to state in an investigative report that David Ferrie denied lending his library card to Oswald.” Later Garrison learned from a source that Ferrie’s library card had indeed been found on Oswald, “but has since been destroyed.”

  Despite Ferrie’s denials, his CAP cadets reported that Oswald had been among them. Ferrie, expecting protection from higher authority, was so bold as to name Jerry Paradis as willing to confirm that Oswald had not served under his command. But in 1978, an attorney now, Paradis clearly remembered for the House Select Committee that Oswald and Ferrie were “in the unit together” at ten or fifteen meetings. “I’m not saying that they may have been there together. I’m saying it was a certainty.”

  Ferrie told Jim Lewallen that there might be a photograph of himself and Oswald together—just as Jack Martin had revealed to Jim Garrison. There they are together, Ferrie and Oswald, indeed at a cook-out, as Jack Martin had said, in an unearthed photo album belonging to a cadet named John Ciravolo, who was in the CAP in 1955 and 1956. Ciravolo remembers Oswald as “a boy with a nose too big for his face.”

  The evidence that David Ferrie knew Lee Oswald well goes far beyond the testimony of the CAP cadets. John Wilson one day had spotted Oswald distributing pro-Castro leaflets on Canal Street. “A commie nut,” Wilson thought. Then he had seen the very same fellow at Dave Ferrie’s apartment. “What was he doing at Dave’s!” Wilson thought. Another young man in New Orleans, Thomas Lewis Clark, told Garrison that “at one time Dave told me he had taught Oswald.”

  There remain yet other witnesses to Oswald’s close connection to David Ferrie. It was mid-September of 1959 when Oswald traveled from Fort Worth to the city of his birth where he contacted Clay Shaw’s travel agent, Lewis E. Hopkins, at the International Trade Mart. Oswald’s destination was a mystery, although his cousin Marilyn Murret, who worked for the CIA, knew it, and would so inform Lee’s half brother John Pic, even before Lee reached the Soviet Union. “Do you ever hear from Lee?” John asked Marilyn when he ran into her in Japan.

  “Oh, he’s in Russia,” Marilyn Murret said. At that point no one but the CIA knew where Oswald was headed.

  Lee had time to kill during that steamy New Orleans September. But you could relax at the Old Pontchartrain Beach amusement park, ride the ferris wheel, have a mechanical gypsy tell your fortune, or knock lead milk bottles off their stool with a ball.

  Van Burns, a recent high school graduate, was in charge of the parakeet stand while he awaited Marine Corps boot camp. You threw a nickel onto a plate and earned a free parakeet. On the night in question, Van’s friend Bob Boylston wandered by in the company of two men. Six months earlier, Bob had been inducted into the Army. Now, surprisingly, he was out. He mumbled something about the Civil Air Patrol. Van would wonder later whether the man accompanying Bob Boylston that night had liberated him from the Army for some purpose. The Civil Air Patrol interested Van Burns. The fad among the cadets, he had learned, had switched from learning German to studying Russian.

  Bob introduced Van to his companions. One was an older man with odd hair. His name was David Ferrie. The other was named “Lee.”

  “Lee, Lee Oswald,” he said. He threw a few nickels at the plates, but missed. He did not win a parakeet, a creature he had once bought for his mother out of the first money he ever earned. He was in the Marine Corps, Lee told Van. “In recon.”

  “What do you do in recon?” Van said, genuinely interested. Lee scowled.

  “We take pictures,” Lee said finally, moving away toward the greyhound booth where Bob Boylston stood. So among Oswald’s possessions after his death would be a Minox camera used for microdot work, an artifact of espionage. “Possession of same in Eastern Europe is in itself sufficient to deny egress across borders,” one of Garrison’s anonymous leads states.

  Boylston returned. “He’s a great pilot,” he said, referring to Ferrie, who had wandered off. “I know what you’re thinking,” Boylston said quickly to Burns. “Maybe he is and maybe he isn’t. But he’s never approached me.” Ferrie in fact reserved his sexual advances for a select few of his acolytes.

  Boylston confided that Lee traveled with him and Ferrie on flights to Cuba where Lee took pictures. The three appeared to be so intimate as to seem to form a special clique, Van Burns thought. When he learned of Jim Garrison’s investigation, he did not come forward with the information that he had seen Oswald and Ferrie together.

  Bob Boylston did provide some information to Jim Garrison’s investigators. He was close enough to Ferrie for Ferrie to have paid his Loyola University tuition, he said. Ferrie had talked in 1961 of “secret orders” having to do with Cuba, of having been wounded and shot down on one of his flights. Bob was in charge of CAP records, which were sent to Washington, but when Jim Garrison attempted to subpoena these records, he was told they did not exist.

  Boylston also had told Van Burns of having gone to Dallas several times with Dave, and how Dave spoke of a “super-special army always ready to fight.” Once he had driven Dave to the airport as Dave was headed for one of his trips to Cuba. He must never talk about the training going on over the Lake, no matter what happens, Dave told Boylston. “Even if ‘it’ didn’t go. They were “taking care of something,” something very serious.

  From the mid-fifties, Ferrie kept in touch with Oswald. In Russia as a false defector, Oswald wrote on a form that, should his first child be a boy, he was to be named “David Lee Oswald.” The only “David” in his life was Ferrie.

  Among Jim Garrison’s most important contributions to understanding the assassination of President Kennedy, among his earliest insights and efforts, was his exploration of Oswald’s connections to the U.S. government. Marguerite Oswald had told the Warren Commission that her son was “an agent of the government,” working for the CIA. Garrison came to believe her, suspecting that the Marine Reserve “recruiting officer,” who had come personally to her home to help an underage sixteen-year-old Lee join the Marines, was Ferrie himself. Lee went to the Marine Corps “because of the Civil Air Patrol,” Mrs. Oswald had testified. Her son was “already preparing himself . . . to become an agent.”

  Garrison wrote to Mrs. Oswald that Ferrie was “probably” the person who helped Lee “get selected for intelligence work after he went into the Marines.” Ferrie was behind Oswald’s movement into “the covert operations division of the Office of Naval Intelligence,” as so many of Ferrie’s CAP cadets wound up in the military. Garrison wrote to Oswald’s mother: he had not believed at first that “your son was working for the C.I.A.” Now he did.

  In his interview with Jim Garrison, Jack Martin had also dropped the name “Thomas Edward Beckham.” Another Garrison witness, a runner for Guy Banister named David Lewis, who also called himself a “leg man” for Jack Martin, told Garrison that Beckham knew Oswald and had even distributed leaflets with him. This was partially true. Beckham did not, however, hand out any leaflets. Yet they were casually acquainted, and Oswald had occasionally visited a mission where Tommy had been placed by Jack Martin and where money was collected for the anti-Castro cause.

  Leaving Jim Garrison, Martin at once telephoned Regis Kennedy at the Bureau. He had nothing to do “with the Garrison investigation of the Kennedy assassination,” Martin insisted. Garrison “is trying to hatch an egg and you know what happens when an egg does not hatch. There is a big smell.” Martin now again implicated that young man whom he had known since his teens, Thomas Edward Beckham. Beckham “was associated with Oswald and assisted Oswald in passing out leaflets,” Jack told Big Regis.

  Yet Jack Martin had done Garrison a service. He had confirmed not only that Ferrie, his suspect, was connected to Oswald, but that both Ferrie and Oswald were involved with Guy Banister. He also revealed that Oswald had indeed been “sheep-dipped” and was no Marxist. “Ferrie was anti-Communist, but he and Oswald were tight. See?” Martin told Garrison. With the assignment to distribute “Fair Play for Cuba” leaflets, Oswald was being set up as part of a plan to blame Castro for the assassination. In placing Oswald at Guy Banister’s office, Jack Martin banished any doubts Garrison might have had that Oswald was the patsy and not the assassin of the president.

  Garrison studied his 1963 interviews with Ferrie, Alvin Beaubouef and Melvin Coffey, his traveling companions on an automobile trip to Galveston and Houston on the weekend of the assassination. In presenting the trip as spur of the moment, Coffey had lied. Beaubouef told Garrison the truth: the trip had been planned “at least a week in advance,” as John Wilson knew as well.

  Who was David Ferrie? Garrison wondered, as he perused the documents taken from Ferrie’s apartment on the evening of November 24th. Ferrie was a CIA contract employee. He had organized crime relationships at the highest level. Not knowing of the joint efforts of the CIA and the Mafia in OPERATION MONGOOSE, Garrison was perplexed. “Why does an apparently minor homosexual have a connection with Wasserman [Jack Wasserman was Carlos Marcello’s Washington lawyer] and, by implication, Marcello?” The Warren Commission had concluded there was no “real Mafia motive” in the assassination. But Jack Ruby’s background, Garrison considered, was “redolent of organized crime and labor racketeering.” He had not given up the possibility that there had been significant Mafia involvement in the assassination.

  The day after Garrison talked to Jack Martin, David Ferrie appeared for questioning at Tulane and Broad. The interviewer was John Volz, who had done his homework. In April of 1963, Volz wrote in his memo, Kennedy had “come out publicly against anti-Castro raids on Cuba by refugees based in Miami.” That policy had come home to Louisiana on July 31st, 1963, when, on Kennedy’s instructions, the FBI had raided a major anti-Castro training camp northwest of Lake Pontchartrain.

  The Warren Commission, pointedly, had not called David Ferrie. But three months into his investigation, Jim Garrison had a suspect who had actually participated in the planning and implementation of the murder of the president. Facing tough prosecutor Volz sat David Ferrie himself.

  Ferrie lied, evaded and obfuscated. He denied he was “acquainted” with Oswald. He admitted to being in Dallas only “in March or April of this year,” which was 1966. Asked why he had invited arch-enemy Jack Martin to help him contact witnesses in his case against Eastern Airlines, Ferrie replied with a question, “How do you explain a psychopath?” as he enlisted the FBI’s strategy of discrediting Jack Martin. As for why he went to Houston and Galveston on the weekend of the assassination, Ferrie professed, as “a Yankee,” to be fond of ice skating. He didn’t bother to repeat his original 1963 lie that he had talked to the owner “at length” about how to operate an ice-skating rink, suspecting that by now Chuck Rolland had revealed that no such conversation had taken place. Ferrie added a new explanation: the purpose of the trip was now an errand for Gill, a meeting with a man named Marion James Johnson.

  In 1963 Ferrie had also claimed on that car trip to have gone goose hunting, only to have admitted to Frank Klein there were no guns in the car. He had lied about the guns, he confessed to his adopted “godson,” Morris Brownlee, because he didn’t want to give the district attorney anything. Alvin Beauboeuf confirms that Ferrie told him to lie and tell the police there were no guns, because he didn’t want his guns confiscated.

  Now Ferrie admits to Volz that there were guns in the car. He confides that Brownlee has been “in a lot of trouble during the last ten or twelve years,” neglecting to mention that Brownlee had broken with him after Ferrie had forged his name on a good character affidavit presented at the Eastern Airlines hearing.

  Where is Pershing? Ferrie asks. Pershing, he is certain, could explain to him why he is being questioned by the district attorney’s office.
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  Is this Juan’s apartment?

  —Lee Harvey Oswald

  J IM GARRISON WAS ALMOST from the start certain of Oswald’s connections to both the FBI and CIA. Even more startling are government documents, released since Garrison’s investigation, that suggest that Oswald shared, like Miami customs agent Cesario Diosdado, an affiliation with not only the FBI and the CIA, but also with U.S. Customs. A New Orleans patrolman remembered arresting Ferrie and Oswald together at the lake front and taking them to Levee Board headquarters where Oswald’s Customs connections soon emerged.

  At Customs, Oswald’s handler was a man named David Smith. Oswald’s employment with Customs was so sensitive that the HSCA interview with bar owner and FBI informant Orestes Peña was sealed for twenty-five years. As an FBI informant, Peña reported to Warren de Brueys beginning in 1959 or 1960. Peña placed Oswald with Customs officials on a regular basis. So explosive were Peña’s revelations about Oswald’s relationships with Customs officers that Peña’s files were systematically destroyed by the FBI in a multi city effort that stretched across Europe. A document survives, a teletype dated January 14, 1976: “Rome file regarding Orestes Peña: IS—Cuba’ Destroyed.”

  Peña was uniquely placed to observe the interconnections between the FBI, the CIA, Customs, and the Immigration and Naturalization Service (INS). Cubans arriving illegally in the United States at the Port of New Orleans were brought to Peña through a “Mr. Johnson” of the INS. Peña’s role was to offer room and board and help find them jobs.

  In the mornings, Peña revealed, Oswald frequented a Greek restaurant on Decatur and Iberville with “other federal agents from the Customs House Building,” which housed FBI, ONI, CIA and Immigration. At least ten or twelve times, Peña testified, he observed Oswald sharing breakfast with his Customs handlers. He had witnessed his own handler Warren de Brueys at that same Greek restaurant when Oswald was there with federal agents. “I believe they knew each other very, very well,” Peña said of Oswald and de Brueys. Peña talked at length to Jim Garrison, although no memos survive.

  Peña had also observed Oswald, de Brueys, David Smith and Wendall Roache of the Immigration Service leave the restaurant together and head for the Customs House building. In 1976, staff members of the Church Committee knew that Smith “was involved in CIA operations in the New Orleans area in the early 1960s.” In his testimony, Warren de Brueys acknowledged his acquaintance with “Border Patrol” Agent Smith. And Roache also admitted his acquaintance with Warren de Brueys. “I knew him,” Roache said curtly. An investigator for the INS in New Orleans, Theophanis E. Pappelis, swore under oath before the Church Committee that de Brueys “had a working relationship with the New Orleans INS office.”

  As senior patrol inspector in 1961, Roache, according to an FBI document, was investigating David Ferrie who “had been trying to purchase a C-47 airplane for $30,000 and supposedly had a cache of arms in the New Orleans area.” From this vantage, it appears that Oswald was investigating Ferrie, rather than the other way around. Hunter Leake, of the New Orleans field office of CIA, later told Roache, “Garrison had something. I read his reports in the newspaper and they were correct. He received good intelligence information, whether he was using it for politics or not.”

  After the assassination, David Smith was transferred to Uruguay. Wendall Roache was moved to Puerto Rico. When Roache was finally contacted by the Church Committee in 1975, he said, “I’ve been waiting twelve years to talk to someone about this.” His testimony remains classified to this day.

  Only fragments of what Roache knew have emerged. Roache mentions the name of “Ron L. Smith,” a Border Patrol inspector with the New Orleans Station of the INS, who received a call from the New Orleans police about Oswald being arrested. Oswald claimed to be Russian, insisting he spoke only “Russian.” He was released when he admitted he was American. The story Smith finally told the Church Committee was that Oswald claimed to be a Cuban alien. (On August 9th, when Oswald was arrested in New Orleans, he also told the arresting police officers that he was Cuban-born.) Smith had interviewed Oswald on April 10, 1963, having gone down to see Oswald in jail “to verify or disprove this status.” In 1963, both INS inspectors testified, INS had responsibility for surveilling certain Cuban groups in New Orleans, an assignment from the Department of Justice.

  “Smith had an office in. . . .” Roache began. Then the interviewer suddenly cuts him off. The interview of “James Smith” of U.S. Customs remains classified. Roache, too, observed Oswald “going into the offices of Ferrie’s group,” and said “Oswald was known to be one of the men in the group.”

  Roache swore under oath that David Ferrie took movies at a Cuban exile training camp north of Lake Pontchartrain. A piece of that film was viewed by the deputy legal counsel of HSCA, Robert K. Tanenbaum. It included Oswald, Ferrie and CIA Western Hemisphere chief David Atlee Phillips, as well as Alpha 66 operative Antonio Veciana, the CIA’s AMSHALE, with whom Guy Banister’s people worked closely. Roache also states that there were no organized crime tie-ins involving the Louisiana aspects of the assassination, a point Aaron Kohn himself would confirm in his testimony before the House Select Committee.

  Yet other witnesses of Oswald’s involvement with Customs were Russell Bruce and Edward L. Cupp, who ran the INS District Office, people Jim Garrison never reached. Garrison did cast a long look at one Sergio Arcacha Smith, a Cuban in exile who worked for all three agencies too, FBI, CIA and Customs, as a CIA document of May of 1967 reveals: Arcacha “maintained extensive relations” with Immigration and the FBI. His FBI case officer was . . . Warren de Brueys. CIA admitted at the start of Jim Garrison’s investigation that it was coordinating its activities with the FBI, Immigration and Naturalization Service and with Customs, disseminating to them all “pertinent intelligence information.” Neither of the two INS inspectors in New Orleans were interviewed by the FBI for the ostensible investigation mandated by the Warren Commission.

  Lee Harvey Oswald’s other demonstrable link to Customs was his close relationship with a Cuban customs house broker, as he defined himself, named Juan Valdes. Valdes was a short, plump, meticulous fellow with fair skin, but extremely hairy; hair covered his back, his chest and arms, although his hairline receded from his forehead, so that he seemed “horseshoe bald.” In conversation, he often used the term “BC,” meaning “before Castro.”

  Sometimes Juan called himself a “coffee broker,” but the pastime he pursued assiduously was growing orchids, particularly prize-winning phalaenopsis. Orchids of every color of the rainbow crowded the surfaces of his apartment. He also raised macaws. A nasty red chow was always by his side. A year before Oswald came to New Orleans, Juan lived at the Wohl Apartments on St. Charles.

  Juan was gay. Soon he had made sexual advances to the boyfriend of his neighbor, Gretchen Bomboy. So persistent was he that Bomboy and her boyfriend went to the police, and a restraining order was issued. Juan Valdes, now in his mid thirties, moved to the Patios Apartments at 3101 St. Charles, a redoubt of Uptown bohemians.

  Among the tenants at the Patios was a well-respected orthopedic surgeon and oncologist named Mary Sherman, an attractive woman in her early fifties with masses of dark braided hair. When she entered medicine in the 1940s, Sherman had been one of only three women orthopedists in the country. A widow, she came to New Orleans in 1952 from the University of Chicago where she joined the staff of the hospital created by Dr. Alton Ochsner, a longtime CIA asset.

  During the summer of 1963, Mr. and Mrs. Owen Hawes were Valdes’ next-door neighbors at the Patios. Hawes worked for NASA, so that at times his whereabouts were unknown even to his wife, Victoria. She came to know Juan, who looked “like a little Jewish accountant.” Juan told her he was born in Miami. He spoke almost without an accent.

  Soon Juan was asking Mrs. Hawes to accept packages for him when he wasn’t home, mostly orchids and plants that he imported from Latin American countries. Some, she speculates, might well have included drugs. One day Juan knocked at her door and asked if he might use her telephone. He had his own telephone, he explained, but to make his long distance calls, he wished to use hers. He promised to pay her back at the end of each month. Many of the calls, she noticed, were to Cuba. Others were to Miami.

  Shortly after Juan made his request, Mrs. Hawes opened her door to another caller. A man stood there. “Is this Juan’s apartment?” the young man asked. He was very polite, a nondescript young man. Yet Victoria Hawes recognized him at once. They had attended Beauregard Junior High School on Canal Street together, she and this wispy, sad young man, who in school had been so shy that he had gravitated toward anyone who would pay him some attention. He was a “sidelines” fellow, she had thought, and people tended to ignore him, while he seemed not to want to be seen. He was never invited to the King Cake parties the class enjoyed, nor did “Harvey” host any King Cake parties.

  At home with small children, Victoria now saw Lee Oswald frequently visiting Juan Valdes. She thought it odd because Juan was so much older. Together Lee and Juan came to her apartment to make the telephone calls to Miami and to Cuba. The walls were so thin that when they were in Juan’s apartment, she could hear them talking in the bathroom, then flushing the toilet over and over, maybe twenty times in a row, and she thought they must be destroying paper. She was curious about them both, not least Juan who often returned from mysterious walks at four o’clock in the morning.

  Victoria Hawes noticed as well that Oswald and Valdes were both friendly with Dr. Mary Sherman, to whom Juan spoke in Spanish, an odd association, she thought, between a respectable orthopedist and pathologist and a gay Latino orchid grower whose name even seemed dubious. It now seems apparent that Oswald the Customs agent and Valdes who worked at the Customs House, and at various import-export companies, obvious CIA proprietaries, had much in common. Oswald as a PSI, or Potential Security Informant, would report violations of the Neutrality Act, which forbade self-styled raids into Cuba. The information he conveyed might well have come, in part, from Valdes, now working for a company called “All Transport, Inc.,” located at Clay Shaw’s International Trade Mart.

  In 1964, relations between Mary Sherman and Juan Valdes deteriorated. They fought over the garbage. In anger, Valdes threw a bunch of flowers onto Sherman’s private patio area. She told her maid that Juan was obnoxious, a “pest,” and ordered that he no longer be admitted to her apartment. But Sherman’s maid was to remember Dr. Sherman having dinner with Juan at an earlier time.

  Although he lived at the other end of the semi-circular floor, when smoke issued from Mary Sherman’s apartment in the early morning hours of July 21st, it was Juan Valdes who telephoned, not the fire department, but, oddly, the police. Mary Sherman’s body was found with unspeakable wounds: on the right side of her body, flesh and bone had evaporated, so that her right rib cage and all of her right arm had disintegrated, leaving a stub, with the lung and other organs exposed to view. The massive conflagration necessary to cause her bones to evaporate would have converted the entire apartment complex to ashes had her injuries been inflicted at the Patios. Yet the curtains hadn’t even caught on fire. The immediate cause of death was a knife wound to the heart. After Mary Sherman’s death, her genitals had been mutilated carelessly through her clothes to make it seem that the crime was somehow sex related. There was no forced entry. Her wallet remained, untouched.

  Juan had been heard to come in at dawn by his downstairs neighbor, Helen Wattley.

  “If I had to say now who did it, it would be Juan,” homicide detective Frank Hayward said. No record remains of a search warrant of Valdes’ apartment or of his being interviewed at the scene, although Hayward later revealed he had seen orchids everywhere, proving he had been inside Juan’s apartment. Interviewed at police headquarters, Valdes was permitted to type his own statement. Then, although Hayward wanted to question him further, Lieutenant James Kruebbe ushered Valdes quickly out the door. Later, as a polygraph operator, Kruebbe would be instrumental in challenging the credibility of important Garrison witnesses.

  Hayward and his partner Robert Townsend continued to demand that Valdes submit to a polygraph, and Valdes agreed, making an appointment. He did not keep it. His lawyer had advised him to decline, Valdes explained.

  The police wondered if Mary Sherman might have found out something about Valdes, implicating him in her death. One secret that has been kept until now is, of course, Valdes’ acquaintance with Lee Harvey Oswald the previous summer. After a month, the police were ordered by higher authority to cease investigating the Mary Sherman murder entirely. Four months later, Townsend concluded: “they didn’t want this thing solved.”

  Mary Sherman was known to do nighttime work, perhaps with a linear particle accelerator, one of which was known to have been in use in New Orleans at the time, and that could account for her bone injuries, injuries even a crematorium would not approximate. Only that her work was top secret explains why, if she had been injured in an accident, an ambulance was not immediately summoned. The heavy wiring capability at the soon-vacated U.S. Public Health Hospital at the end of Magazine Street, nicknamed, “the Lab,” was close to where Oswald had resided with Marina. Circumstantial evidence suggests that this hospital was Sherman’s extracurricular destination and the scene of her bizarre injuries. At “the Lab,” secret research—black ops—proceeded in the dead of night. Sherman worked frequently until midnight, and Juan Valdes was given to those nighttime walks.

  “The Lab” was later quarantined and guarded by armed police, suggesting too that secret government research proceeded there. In 1999, Robert Buras discovered that the facility, now empty, was still guarded by armed police. The remains of heavy wiring suggest equipment of great force, like a nuclear particle accelerator through which cancer cells might be transferred from one animal to another, or toxic biological weapons developed, likely projects for secret research. Less likely was that Sherman was merely working on an anticancer vaccine. That CIA secret research was proceeding in New Orleans matches Dr. Alton Ochsner’s status as a CIA asset.

  A blank vaccination card signed by “Dr. A. J. Hideel” was found in the possession of Oswald when he was arrested in Dallas; the card had been issued by this same hospital. The fact that Oswald hung around the U. S. Public Health Service Hospital places his summertime companion Ferrie there as well, even as Oswald’s connection to Juan Valdes connects him to Mary Sherman.

  Reporter David Chandler confirmed to New Orleans author Don Lee Keith that Mary Sherman was doing “research with cancer cases.” A former FBI agent named Edgar Saux (Sachs), administrative director of the Ochsner Clinic, where Mary worked at her day job, said Sherman had special connections to obtain valuable drugs and was writing a book on bone cancer. Could she have had some relationship to David Ferrie? her colleague Gordon McFarland was asked. “Absolutely,” he said. Jim Garrison first thought that a fragmentary treatise on cancer research found at David Ferrie’s apartment might have been authored by Mary Sherman, and the white mice at Ferrie’s apartment might once have belonged to her. Mary Sherman was also a good friend of Ferrie’s doctor, Martin Palmer.

  Don Lee Keith, attempting to track down Juan Valdes in the late 1970s, interviewed a Mr. Gilley at Emery Ocean Freight, one place where Juan had worked. “You don’t want anything to do with him!” Gilley said. Then, abruptly, he hung up. At All Transport, Inc., a Mr. Quartler remembered Valdes well. “I’ll never forget him!” Quartler said. “Anything I could tell you about him, I wouldn’t tell you over the phone.” Quartler was told the reporter had something belonging to Valdes and wanted to give it to him in person. “Throw it away!” Quartler advised.

  All references to Dr. Ochsner or his clinic were expunged from the police report of Mary Sherman’s death, although he was her employer. Mr. and Mrs. Hawes were left with a sixty dollar unpaid telephone bill. Then an anonymous telephone call came, the voice sounding like Juan’s: “You better move,” the man said. They did.

  When Owen Hawes brought the telephone bill to the FBI during Jim Garrison’s investigation, another call came: “Stop sticking your nose in business that doesn’t concern you!” So they moved again.

  On May 24, 1967, Jim Garrison subpoenaed Juan Valdes before the Orleans Parish grand jury. The Times-Picayune described him as a “Latin playwright.” Valdes was interviewed not by the grand jury, but by a once-and-future CIA operative who had joined Garrison’s staff, William Martin. Two months later, on July 28th, Martin finally produced a memo of this interview.

  Of photographs he was shown, Valdes identified Clay Shaw, whom he had “seen in and around the International Trade Mart for many years.” He had “never associated with or been a member of any of the Cuban Revolutionary anti-Castro groups,” he said. The subject of Oswald and the subject of Mary Sherman did not arise, according to this report. Martin writes that Valdes was “fat,” a “soft and mild-mannered person and would not appear to be the stocky powerful Cuban we are looking for.” Garrison had instructed all his investigators to search for a thick-necked, pockmarked Cuban who had appeared on a WDSU television film of Oswald.

  Later, appalled by Martin’s disloyalty, Garrison would tell his staff when he received questionable information, “sign the memo ‘Jones Harris’ [another of his less-than-reliable volunteers] or William Martin’ because if the files are ever grabbed by the U.S. government, this one will not be appreciated.” Martin was certainly an FBI informant as well. The day after Martin interviewed Valdes, the FBI’s Division Five (Intelligence) did a name check on Valdes for “All References (Subversive & Nonsubversive).” A laundry list of documents involving Valdes emerged from the Bureau files. One, a 105 file, belonging to “Lee Harvey Oswald,” and dated November 1963, was marked “destroyed.”

  By 1969, Juan Valdes had disappeared from the New Orleans City Directory.

  Years later, Edward Butler, head of INCA, the Information Council of the Americas, a right-wing anti-Communist propaganda group, met with Dr. Ochsner, who financed INCA. Butler revealed he knew Juan Valdes, even as Mary Sherman had been a financial contributor to INCA. And long after his official investigation had come to a halt, Garrison learned Mary Sherman had donated money to one of the anti-Castro training camps, a fact known to Life magazine. She had taken care of the trainees there.

  CIA reporter Hoke May told Don Lee Keith that Mary Sherman had indeed been a close friend of David Ferrie, a fact Jim Garrison was never able to prove. May thought that Ferrie worked with Mary Sherman on a cure for cancer. Ferrie, an expert at medical documentation, worked on medical briefs for G. Wray Gill. Ferrie’s brother Parmely had said that Ferrie had once flirted with the idea of becoming a doctor.

  David Ferrie’s association with Mary Sherman is not as farfetched as it first appears. There had been thousands of mice in the U.S. Public Health Service building. Ferrie had possessed cages of white mice that some speculate had come to him from Mary Sherman. These mice he at one time stored at the apartment of one of his young boy-acolytes, Michael Otty Clyde Wakeling, at 209 Vinet Street, where a “sickening odor” pervaded. Wakeling testified for Jim Garrison that Ferrie was using these mice “to develop a cure for cancer.” But, rather than searching for a cure, Ferrie was more likely to be injecting mice with viruses to learn how to transfer cancer from one organism to another, in keeping with his history of schemes to assassinate Fidel Castro. His experiments with mice seemed to match his fantasy of sending a bomb-laden mini-submarine into Havana harbor.

  Hoke May’s source was Jack Martin, who knew that Ferrie and Mary Sherman had a close personal connection. Sherman had been initiated into involvement in clandestine Cuban activities by David Ferrie, Martin told May. Having heard rumors that David Ferrie either had killed Mary Sherman, or at least been partially responsible for her death, Garrison told Playboy he wondered whether Sherman’s death was connected to her association with David Ferrie. Without more evidence, he could go no further.

  Forty years later, detective Frank Hayward remained too uneasy to discuss what he knew about the unsolved Mary Sherman case, even with a fellow retired police officer. Sherman’s connections to Valdes, Valdes’ connections to Oswald, Oswald’s connections to Ferrie, Ferrie’s connections to Clay Shaw, and Shaw’s close connection to his fellow CIA operative, Dr. Alton Ochsner—all link the mystery of Mary Sherman’s tragic death to the Kennedy assassination. It is true that there is no direct line of evidence between the murder of Mary Sherman—or Mary Sherman’s nighttime research—and the assassination of John F. Kennedy. Yet a close colleague of Lee Harvey Oswald, the man blamed for Kennedy’s death, a man as Oswald’s cohort hitherto unknown to students of the assassination, was the chief suspect in Sherman’s murder.

  Historians have remained unable to connect Mary Sherman to Oswald’s mentor, David Ferrie, despite Jim Garrison’s speculation that there was a connection. Yet Garrison’s source, Jack Martin, whose bona fides have over and over been established, whose CIA background emerges in this history for the first time, told Hoke May that Ferrie and Sherman were connected and well-known to each other. It was, of course, Jack Martin who opened the Louisiana case by revealing on November 22, 1963, the connection between Ferrie and Oswald, which, despite Ferrie’s disclaimers, turns out to have been more true than historians have even realized. Moreover, the government cover-up of Mary Sherman’s death rivals that of the Kennedy assassination itself.

  Although he never quite connected Oswald with Juan Valdes, Garrison worked hard to develop leads placing Oswald with anti-Castro Cubans. “The Cuban threat runs so clearly through this that the theory on which we started no longer is a theory to us,” Garrison said. Cubans were “in the picture continually.” Jack Martin had told him that Oswald knew Sergio Arcacha Smith, who was close to Bobby Kennedy and his special group training to assassinate Fidel Castro, a group that was watching Oswald, so that he seemed almost to have been admitted into its ranks.

  In New Orleans, Oswald had visited the clothing store Casa Roca, managed by the New Orleans representative of a CIA-funded militant anti-Castro group called Directorio Revolucionario Estudiantil(DRE). The Miami DRE in the summer of 1963 was handled by a seasoned CIA operative, George Joannides, who specialized in psychological warfare and propaganda.

  In New Orleans, Oswald enacted a well-orchestrated scenario designed to establish his public identity as a pro-Castro Marxist. Having approached the DRE representative, Carlos Bringuier, with an offer to join his group, Oswald then engaged in a street scuffle on Canal Street with Bringuier and two followers.

  In a letter dated August 1st and postmarked August 4th, five days before he jostled with Bringuier, Oswald wrote to V. T. Lee of the Fair Play for Cuba Committee, describing a confrontation with anti-Castro Cubans while he was demonstrating that had not yet taken place. “Through the efforts of some cuban-exile ‘gusanos,’” Oswald writes, “a street demonstration was attacked and we were officialy [sic] cautioned by police.”

  In this public display of Oswald as a Marxist, the DRE played a major role, even as those many telephone calls to Miami from the apartment of Victoria Hawes, recorded on her telephone bills, and having vanished into the maws of the FBI, allowed Oswald to have been directed in his confrontations with the DRE by Joannides, their CIA handler and a skilled propagandist. Joannides’ chief DRE contact in Miami, Luis Fernandez-Rocha, quickly discerned that Joannides was the handler not only of the DRE, but of others as well.

  The DRE also helped Oswald make his nonexistent Marxism public in New Orleans through the assistance of CIA media asset Bill Stuckey, who moderated a radio debate between Oswald and Bringuier that summer. It would appear that Joannides’ intelligence clearances became more profound from December 1962 on, when he was approved for access to “Special Intelligence.” Nearly fifteen years after Jim Garrison’s death, the CIA, which had released the personnel files of many dead agents, concealed Joannides’ records, refusing to release them, and willing to subject themselves to a bitter FOIA (Freedom of Information Act) lawsuit.

  Oswald had located Bringuier through his fellow FBI informant, Arnesto Rodriguez (1213-S). Rodriguez’s father was a CIA asset (AMJUTE-1), the cryptonym standing for the CIA’s on-island surveillance network. But Arnesto’s brother, Emilio, was an even more significant Agency employee, receiving posthumously the CIA Medal of Merit, its second highest award.

  Emilio’s address book was a veritable Who’s Who of CIA notables. It included the telephone number of David Atlee Phillips and the means of contacting CIA officials from Desmond Fitzgerald to Richard Helms himself. In pursuing the Rodriguez family, Jim Garrison would be cutting across CIA sources, methods and operations, past and present. Emilio, who had remained behind in Cuba after the Bay of Pigs, continued to work for the CIA under Desmond Fitzgerald and was with the CIA during the Garrison investigation.

  Oswald surprised Rodriguez by already knowing that there was a training camp north of Lake Pontchartrain; he wanted to help the Cubans kill Castro, Oswald said.

  “I can infiltrate your organization and find out what you’re doing here any time,” Warren de Brueys had told Bringuier, only for Oswald suddenly to materialize. Meanwhile Bringuier himself was an FBI and CIA informant; de Brueys remembers him as a “source.” While Bringuier called himself the DRE’s public relations officer in New Orleans, his file resided in the DRE files in its military section.

  Bringuier treated Oswald on Canal Street, distributing his leaflets as if he were actually a Marxist. But young leftists in New Orleans saw through Oswald at once. What leftist would ignore all leftwing organizations, from the Southern Conference Education Fund (SCEF) to CORE (Congress of Racial Equality) to the pale Council on Peaceful Alternatives? None in history, young Bob Heller and Tulane student Hugh Murray both thought. Heller’s roommate, Oliver St. Pe, took a look at the Fair Play for Cuba leaflet, considered replying to the post office box of “Hidell,” stamped on it, then changed his mind. It must be a trap, he decided.

  Guy Banister had hired a young man named Daniel Campbell to spy on leftist groups, but he was never asked to consider Oswald, whose leaflet bore the address 544 Camp Street, the side entrance of Banister’s own building. The day before Oswald scuffled with Bringuier, August 8th, the FBI already had in its possession a copy of the pamphlet he distributed that day, “The Crime Against Cuba,” written by Corliss Lamont. The FBI’s regular informants, who had been watching for the establishment of a branch of Fair Play for Cuba, did not report on Oswald’s activity.

  That the CIA itself had infiltrated Fair Play for Cuba is well documented. CIA strategy was for its “appropriate cut-outs” to infiltrate Fair Play, then plant “deceptive information which might embarrass the Fair Play for Cuba Committee in areas where it does have some support abroad.” The FBI was enlisted to help by stealing Fair Play stationery and mailing lists so that it could forge “large quantities of propaganda in the name of the Committee.” As CIA’s Joseph Burkholder Smith admitted, “The Counter Intelligence staff was very interested in the Fair Play for Cuba Committee and getting a penetration into it would have been a high priority effort.”

  In charge of all these manipulations was CIA disinformation specialist David Atlee Phillips, George Joannides’ immediate superior. “The DRE. Dave Phillips ran that for us,” CIA operative E. Howard Hunt told the HSCA; this was the same Hunt who, as part of the CIA’s vendetta against the president, had invented State Department cables, forgeries that implicated John F. Kennedy in the November 2nd CIA-sponsored assassination of South Vietnamese president Ngo Dinh Diem. Later, Alpha 66 activist Antonio Veciana said that he had spotted his own handler, “Maurice Bishop,” certainly Phillips, with Lee Harvey Oswald in Dallas.

  The Canal Street incident bears the stamp of a chain of command that went from Joannides in Miami to David Phillips and upward to Richard Helms, DDP (Deputy Director, Plans), in charge of the CIA’s clandestine services. According to documents released by the CIA through his attorney Jim Lesar to author Jefferson Morley, Joannides traveled from Miami to New Orleans around April 1st, 1964, prior to Carlos Bringuier’s interview with the Warren Commission. Concluding his tour at the Miami CIA station, JMWAVE, on May 15, Joannides returned to Washington. Five days later, on May 20th, he traveled from CIA headquarters back to New Orleans, purpose unexplained.

  Those who believed that the CIA orchestrated the Canal Street incident range from former DRE leader Isidro Borja, who knew that “the CIA had Oswald under surveillance for a long time,” to CIA assets in New Orleans, such as William Gaudet. “Why would someone come to tell Bringuier that Oswald was in the street handing out pro-Castro leaflets?” Borja speculates. “And who was that person?” Gaudet, editor of Latin American Reports, a CIA proprietary journal funded by Dr. Alton Ochsner, and issuing from Gaudet’s office at the International Trade Mart, also concluded that the incident had been staged: “a sort of PR operation . . . put on, I think, mostly by Junior Butler [head of INCA]. I think Carlos went there on purpose,” Gaudet said.

  Jim Garrison later received an eye-witness account of the brouhaha. A tourist named Matt O. Wilson told him he had seen Bringuier and two colleagues emerge out of nowhere, as if “they must have been standing right there in front of one of the buildings.” Then, suddenly, they grabbed Oswald’s literature, tore it up, and shoved him to the ground. A “funny look” came onto Oswald’s face, a “sneery look,” as if “he didn’t care what happened.” Harry Dean, infiltrating Fair Play on behalf of the CIA in Chicago, told both Jim Garrison and Marguerite Oswald that Oswald was “doing the same job as I was.”

  Orestes Peña, whose Habana Bar at 117 Decatur Street placed him next door to Bringuier’s store, swore under oath that during Bringuier’s tussle with Oswald, he saw the FBI taking photographs, which meant that they had advance notice of the event. Peña knew as well that Gaudet was a “CIA-FBI agent.” The incident, in its clever use of propaganda, closely resembles Phillips’ masterminding of the overthrow of President Arbenz in Guatemala. In Oswald’s case, the ultimate goal of making public future “assassin” Oswald’s pro-Castro sympathies was to blame Castro for the assassination, precipitating a ground war in Cuba.

  Oswald and Bringuier were both arrested, even as the police officers at the scene had to wonder: Oswald seemed as if he were “being used by these people.” The police report states that Oswald was “very uninformed and knows very little about this organization that he belongs to and its ultimate purpose or goal.” Oswald and Bringuier wound up at the First District police station. Soon Bringuier was seeking legal advice from Kent Courtney, a rightwing professional anti-Communist and segregationist supporter of Senator Joseph McCarthy. Courtney edited a sheet called the Independent American, a publication at which no Marxist would have applied for a job. Yet Oswald did.

  Oswald, the supposed Marxist, was seen that summer in Kent Courtney’s company at political gatherings in Baton Rouge. Courtney introduced Oswald as “Leon,” a man who did construction work for him. “Leon” agreed with Courtney. American foreign policy was “soft on Communism,” he said. On one such trip they were accompanied by two silent Latinos. Marguerite Oswald knew of her son’s association with Kent Courtney because she telephoned him on October 27, 1964, demanding to know if he “had ever had any personal contact with my son, Lee.” Writing to J. Edgar Hoover the next day, Courtney denied ever having known Oswald.

  Bringuier would be so hostile to Jim Garrison’s investigation that he was admonished by DRE leader Juan Manuel Salvat. “The entire matter of the assassination is very serious,” Salvat says he told Bringuier. “You should refrain from making any statements or expressing personal speculations.” Salvat himself had “no quarrel with Jim Garrison or his investigation.”

  Following his arrest, Oswald was questioned by Lieutenant Francis Martello, formerly of New Orleans police intelligence. Just as at the American Embassy in the Soviet Union in 1959, Oswald had handed the senior consular official a handwritten note, requesting that his citizenship be revoked, so now he handed Martello a note on a piece of paper torn from his notebook. Its reverse side included the Moscow telephone numbers of United Press International and the Associated Press.

  Oswald pointed to a number scribbled at the top of the note. “Just call the FBI,” Oswald told Martello. “Tell them you have Lee Oswald in custody. When they arrive, hand them this note.” Oswald added that he wished to be visited by a particular agent: Warren de Brueys.

  In the predawn hours of that Saturday morning a young FBI clerk named William Walter took Martello’s call. There was only one agent present at the field office, John Quigley. With the number Martello relayed in hand, Quigley ordered Walter to search the office indices for records of a “Lee Oswald.” Walter found 105 files, which related to espionage and Cuba, not surprising given Oswald’s Customs affiliation, and 134 (Informant) files.

  There was also a security file in the locked filing cabinet of SAC Harry Maynor. Two names appeared on the file jacket: “Lee Oswald” and “Warren de Brueys.” Oswald’s file resided with those connected to ongoing surveillance and paid informants, and were locked up “for some security purpose.” Later Walter told Jim Garrison that, during the summer of 1963, the FBI had two distinct sets of files on Oswald and were communicating with him on a regular basis.

  Quigley telephoned Warren de Brueys, whose excuse for not visiting Oswald in jail was that he had to attend a barbecue. Quigley himself was to interview Oswald, an interview lasting more than an hour and a half. Later Quigley said he burned his notes. Martello kept Oswald’s original note, transcribed part of it for the FBI, and kept the original with its fuller detail. This he secreted among his personal possessions for the next thirty years. The original is a hodgepodge of English and Russian, filled with cryptic abbreviations: MAPURIS. HA PUS. None of the numbers correspond exactly to the numbers on files at the New Orleans FBI office.

  Jim Garrison perused Francis Martello’s testimony before the Warren Commission, and, without knowing anything of his conversation with Oswald, shook his head. “Martello is a man of no mentality at all,” he said impatiently. Martello had concocted a story of how the note had suddenly appeared with Oswald’s passport photograph. He had concealed how Oswald had handed him the note and told him to call the FBI.

  Martello lied, too, when he testified that he had turned the original of this note over to the Secret Service. He told neither the Warren Commission nor the Secret Service about how Oswald had ordered him to call the FBI. Nor then did Garrison know that Francis Martello had long been Guy Banister’s police department contact. Martello was among those who used the transposition “Harvey Lee Oswald.” So Martello joined U.S. Army Intelligence, the 112th Intelligence Group, and two Office of Naval Intelligence teletypes of November 27, 1963. By August 9th, Martello possessed more information about Lee Harvey Oswald than he would ever admit. Two others to use that same transposition were Clay Shaw and a CIA courier named Donald P. Norton, who was to be interviewed by Jim Garrison.

  When years later the HSCA requested Francis Martello’s file from the FBI, the Bureau sent instead the file of a “Frank Martello” from California. The error was never corrected.

  Leaving John Volz, David Ferrie rushed over to Carlos Bringuier’s store. Where is Sergio Arcacha Smith? he demanded, revealing that he knew of Arcacha’s connections—to Oswald, to Bobby Kennedy, and to the agency he hoped would protect him. Jim Garrison is trying to frame me, Ferrie said.

  “This is a free country,” Bringuier told Ferrie, whose sexual preferences were not to his liking. “Nobody can be framed without evidence.” That afternoon, Ferrie called Lou Ivon. The next day, he sought the protection of the FBI. He began to carry a loaded rifle in his 1954 Chevrolet.

  Jim Garrison now requested the FBI’s 1963 reports on David Ferrie. The Bureau refused, continuing to conceal information from him, including details of Ruby’s FBI file; the New York field office had reported a “mention or overhear” of Ruby on August 6, 1962, suggesting that Jack Ruby was of interest and concern to the Bureau more than a year before the assassination. Garrison was to receive none of these records.

  The FBI instead installed a wiretap in Garrison’s office through T. Chandler Josey, a Garrison acquaintance. The local police ceased to cooperate with his investigation. The FBI and CIA’s media assets agreed to help discredit the “allegations of various authors” who either denied that Oswald was the lone assassin or that Ruby and Oswald were connected and knew each other. Hugh Aynesworth of the Dallas Morning News requested only that the Bureau not disclose his identity “outside the Bureau.”

  When eager volunteers turned up at Tulane and Broad, trusting Jim Garrison did no background checks. An Englishman with “bright blue eyes” named Tom Bethell gained favor because he had graduated from Oxford University. “The real Oxford?” Jim Garrison asked, impressed. Bethell claimed to have arrived in New Orleans in 1966, although during the summer of 1963 he had befriended the roommate of Oswald’s Marine Corps antagonist Kerry Thornley, and had been seen in Thornley’s dubious company.
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