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“I was glued to this book from cover to cover. Now, of course, I trust no one. Thanks, Belzer.”

—PAULA POUNDSTONE




“Richard’s deep thinking just makes the rest of us look like we’re sleeping facedown in the sandbox.”

—LYNNE RUSSELL, CNN




THE TRUTH IS IN HERE

“If the President of the United States can die of a frontal wound inflicted by a sniper shooting from behind, if UFOs can exist in the opinion of American astronauts, the testimony of the world’s pilots, and the writings of virtually every culture since the beginning of time, but not in any official capacity, Elvis might be coming soon to a location near you.”

—from UFOs, JFK, and Elvis




“A rousingly funny wake-up call for readers to question authority.”

—African Sun Times




“A witty rant … Belzer throws a lot of stuff against the wall. The scary part is that some of it sticks.”

—Booklist
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In loving memory of my father, Charles.
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PREFACE

Good Evening Mr. and Mrs. America and All the Gaskets at Sea

So what if Castro, the Mafia, or some disgruntled arm of the United States Government might have plugged the president back in 1963? As I’ve plugged the hardcover edition of this fine book over the past year, it has elicited more comment, reaction, and excitement than did strangely dressed men carrying shotguns down the streets of Dallas, Texas, in broad daylight the day JFK took his ill-fated ride. But then again, what doesn’t?

Since the publication of this book, I’ve been hailed as a whistle-blower and pilloried as a paranoid. But however people react to me as a truth-seeker and assassination theorist, the evidence that President John Fitzgerald Kennedy was the victim of a conspiracy just keeps on floating to the surface.

A case in point: on June 1, 1989, the former administrator of the General Services Administration, Lawson Knott, revealed that—in February 1966—the polished bronze casket used to transport John Kennedy’s body from Dallas to Washington was loaded with three eighty-pound bags of sand, drilled full of holes, and sunk nine thousand feet beneath the surface of the Atlantic Ocean. As Knott tells it, Robert Kennedy—then a U.S. Senator from New York—requested the action to offset any possibility that the casket might become an object of public curiosity. In so doing, he destroyed government property, deep-sixed an invaluable piece of evidence, and ensured that the casket would always be an object of public curiosity—particularly since this costly and controversial burial-at-sea could not have taken place without the approval of U.S. attorney general Nicholas Katzenbach. As usual, the U.S. government seemed only too happy to do anything it could to sweep messy assassination evidence away from the public view and into the shipping lanes.

And that isn’t all. In June 1999, Russian president Boris Yeltsin hand-delivered to Bill Clinton a package of eighty documents compiled by the KGB throughout the Cold War years and recently declassified. These documents clearly refute several of the government’s favorite assassination-related explanations and open the door to years of continuing speculation. Among the highlights contained within these high-level papers is indisputable proof that Lee Harvey Oswald was welcomed in Moscow like a long-lost comrade in 1959 when Americans weren’t exactly on the Kremlin’s A-list.

This visit took place when Oswald was just an unknown, nineteen-year-old, former Marine with a six-day visa. Despite the fact that it would be more than four years before Oswald reached the height of his importance as a government patsy, memos announcing his arrival circulated through the office of the deputy premier, the Soviet foreign minister, and the head of the KGB. They also reveal that these officials had approved plans to provide Oswald with a job, an apartment, a five thousand dollar furniture allowance, and seven hundred rubles a month in spending money. To put it in perspective, that’s a deal Rula Lenska has never been offered.

American intelligence sources are still unwilling to speculate on what might have elicited such a warm reception for such a nondescript nobody. But former Secret Service director in charge of protective operations Lem Jones remarked, “People of that rank have a lot to worry about besides some kid tourist. They might have felt threatened in some way… What kind of threat did he pose? Or was it something else?” Was it? Gee, I don’t know. Why don’t you go ask Jack Ruby? Oh yeah. I forgot.

And lest the subject of JFK’s brain and the botched autopsy reports has slipped your mind, you could always check the final report of the Assassination Records Review Board released in September 1998. There you will learn that, although there isn’t much evidence to support a single-bullet theory, there is scads of information that suggest a cover-up, including:


	the testimony of Saundra Spencer. Spencer, who worked at the Naval Photographic Center, testified that she had developed postmortem photographs of President Kennedy. She also testified that the photos she developed were not those photos contained in the National Archives since 1966. This suggests the existence of two sets of photos.


	confirming evidence of an entry wound in the president’s right temple and of a gaping, grapefruit-size hole in the back of his head. How many times do we have to hear these reports before we believe them?


	many personal accounts pointing to the existence of bogus autopsy photographs. Gloria Knudsen, wife of White House photographer Robert Knudsen, reported that her husband had told her and their children that four autopsy photos were missing, another had been “badly altered,” and that four of five of the photographs did not represent what he had witnessed in the autopsy room. Several other witnesses told of seeing photographs in which up to three probes had been inserted into the president’s wounds. Curiously, since three wounds of entrance would indicate a conspiracy, these photos have gone missing.


	the account of X-ray technician Jerrol Custer, who testified to the AARB that he took films of numerous fragments imbedded in the president’s neck. He also reported that he saw a large bullet fragment fall from the back when the body was lifted. Oh, and did I mention that Custer was in the process of marking his films so that he could later identify them when he was ordered to stop by a senior military officer? Well, he mentioned it. But don’t take my word for it. Go to the Internet and read it for yourself.




And speaking of the Internet, the Web is also the most up-to-date source for uncensored information on current UFO sightings, alien encounters, crashes, abductions, and, of course, the latest research on all of those incredibly well-documented incidents that the government will tell you never happened, like Roswell. Are these sites legit? Judge for yourself. Visit alienzoo.com, where you’ll find bulletins on the latest sightings, a great archive, coverage of recent UFO-science events, and even a message board where you can share information with other openminded people. Or go to earthfiles.com and check out the space-related headline news, dispatches on the latest animal attacks, crop circles, and mysterious floating spheres. While you’re there, be sure to browse through the fascinating collection of “Real Life X-Files.” With evidence like that, no wonder even a conservative Republican like Barry Goldwater became a believer!

Every time information on the JFK assassination or a new piece of UFO-related evidence is revealed, the governmentos are quick to add that they are only making these details public to put to rest the profound doubts stirred up by wacko conspiracy theorists like me. Judge for yourself: have they put your doubts to rest?

That’s what I thought.

Read on.





INTRODUCTION

Get a Glue, Babe …
JFK Was a Plot, There Are Aliens Among Us (No, I Don’t Just Mean in New Jersey), and Elvis Lives!


There are some people who still think Elvis is alive.

—PRESIDENT GEORGE BUSH, WHEN ASKED IF THERE MIGHT HAVE BEEN A CONSPIRACY IN THE JOHN F. KENNEDY ASSASSINATION



For thirty-five years, talking about John Kennedy’s assassination has been something other than a casual endeavor for me. One reason is that on March 10, 1985, I was dropped on my head on national television by Hulk Hogan. The other has to do with quotes like the one above.

You remember George Bush, don’t you? Sure you do, but probably less vividly than you recall John Kennedy, who has been dead for more than thirty-five years. But George Bush left his mark on history. He’s the only American president to ever puke on another world leader. Of course, Bush was a Halcion-head at the time. In case you don’t know, Halcion is a sleep medication that is banned in Great Britain but was popular in America at the time. Apparently it was decreed to be safe by our medical guardians in the FDA and AMA and was the pill of choice for an American president on an international mission. Anyway, Halcion has side effects, including the tendency to produce odd syntax problems, short-term memory loss, and erratic judgment in the user, which are all symptoms not only of the Bush presidency but of George Bush himself.

So anyway… somebody asks George Bush the conspiracy question. And make no mistake: the conspiracy question is the question of the millennium, because the very fact that it is being asked means that people have learned they cannot trust what the government has told them. So in response to this question, which is central to the way people perceive the world in which they live, Bush says smugly: “Hey—there are some people who think Elvis is still alive.” In other words, he—a former president and head of the CIA—equates any serious questioning of a proven fiction, the Warren Commission Report on the JFK assassination, with Elvis worship. Not that there is anything wrong with Elvis worship. When Satan is busy, Elvis will do in a pinch. But all Bush and his conspiracy-suppressing cabal have offered in answer to the conspiracy question is a web of suppositions and fantastical explanations that have raised more questions about the assassination than they have answered. And with their arrogant, pat answers they have succeeded in marginalizing even the most sober critics and meticulous researchers. And that pisses me off.

At this point you might be wondering, “Hey … what do you care, Belz? You’re living in France, sucking down secondhand Gauloise smoke. You’re in bliss.” But I’m not in bliss. How could I be? Three and a half decades, a twenty-six-volume report, and two useless committees after the murder of the century and this is the sum total of what we know for sure about the Kennedy assassination: (1) that the president of the United States was killed by gunfire in Dallas, Texas, and (2) two days later, his accused assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald, was shot and killed in the basement of Dallas Police Department headquarters. Everything else is a question mark. And we’re not likely to get the real deal from any committee, governmental agency, or what we call the “liberal media,” either. Because among the most heinous atrocities that occurred on November 22, 1963, was the twisted mandate that the government, police, and press must circle the wagons against any and all who dared doubt the official version—no matter how absurd and fantastical that version might be. The brain-damaged offspring of that defensive strategy is the ongoing quest to make anyone who questions authority look like a babbling imbecile.

As the great writer, this country’s most insightful political commentator, Gore Vidal, recently put it, “Americans have been trained by media to go into Pavlovian giggles at the mention of ‘conspiracy’ because for an American to believe in a conspiracy he must also believe in flying saucers or, craziest of all, that more than one person was involved in the JFK murder.” I’ve seen it a hundred times: conspiracy research comes up in conversation and everyone within fifty paces is either reacting with jaw-dropping incredulity or giving me the elbow and asking, “You’re kidding, right?”

The fact is that some of the smartest people I know, some of the men and women whose intellects and astuteness I have come to respect most, simply refuse to entertain the possibility that President Kennedy might have been murdered as the result of some kind of conspiracy or that life on other planets exists. They find it easier—and certainly more comforting—to believe that America is the only country on earth with no conspiracies at all. And maybe you do, too. That’s okay. You’ll do so until the day you find reason to doubt just one of the establishment’s fairy tales. Then, like me, you’ll begin to doubt them all. And it won’t matter whether your friends are giggling or not.

Now, I’m not asking you to believe every conspiracy theory you’ll find in this book. Some—like the idea that NASA never put a man on the Moon but filmed the historic “lunar landing” in the Arizona desert to scare the Soviets—may even be a little over the top. But you don’t have to be crazy to believe that our government would create such a massive attempt at building up patriotic fervor. Look at Grenada. And the Gulf War. Wag the dog is what we do best.

Anyway, I didn’t write this book to give you all the answers. The Warren Commission did that, and the answers were all wrong. I wrote this book to inspire you to do what the powers that be wish you wouldn’t: seek out suppressed evidence … interpret independently everything you hear, read, and even what you see … question authority … and keep an eye out for Elvis. Because if the president of the United States can die of a frontal wound inflicted by a sniper shooting from behind, if UFOs can exist in the opinion of American astronauts, the testimony of the world’s pilots, and the writings of virtually every culture since the beginning of time, but not in any official capacity, Elvis just might be showing up soon at a location near you.




PROLOGUE

The Origins of My Nightmare


President Kennedy’s assassination was the work of magicians. It was a stage trick, complete with accessories and fake mirrors, and when the curtain fell, the actors, and even the scenery, disappeared…. The plotters were correct when they guessed that their crime would be concealed by shadows and silences, that it would be blamed on a madman and negligence.

—JAMES HEPBURN, FAREWELL AMERICA



It all began on November 22, 1963, when President Kennedy’s head exploded in broad daylight. That’s pretty nightmarish, don’t you think?

Within two hours, Lee Harvey Oswald was arrested and charged not only with shooting a police officer but with exploding the president’s head. He was tried and convicted by the press. Then, with dozens of policemen in back of him, on either side of him, but not in front of him (get it?), he is shot. And instead of being put in the vehicle waiting for him and sped to the hospital, he is “treated” by resuscitation (you know, compression of the chest is a medical no-no for stomach wounds, but hey, he only shot the president maybe, but anyway, who cares … he’s dead!).

The whole country is in shock. First because the president’s head has been exploded, and second because the guy who supposedly did it is assassinated on so-called “live” television. NO ONE IS SAFE! NO ONE! What a nightmare! It seems like a vast mind-control experiment…





Part 1
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JFK




1

Where Were You on November 22, 1963?

I can remember where I was. And I can prove it. I have witnesses. And unlike many of the men and women who inadvertently became witnesses in Dallas that day, my witnesses are still alive.

You see, at the very moment snipers were busy making Jack Kennedy’s wish come true (see quote below), I was taking aim on a grassy knoll … behind the gymnasium at Dean Junior College. I was in archery class and I was shooting a bow and arrow. Valerie Palucci was watching me. And I was trying to impress Valerie Palucci’s breasts. The rest of Valerie didn’t exist for me at that age. Nothing else existed. I always directed all of my communication skills directly to her breasts.



You never know what’s hit you. A gunshot is the perfect way.

—John Kennedy, asked how he would choose to die





Anyway, it was my turn to shoot, and just as I was pulling the bow back the president of the student body ran out to me and said, “Belz, the president’s been shot.” My body tensed and I instinctively released the arrow. I’m lucky I didn’t hit one of Valerie Palucci’s breasts. I guess she’s lucky too.

I also missed the target. Just the same way we all missed the target about who shot JFK. Most of the country worshiped Jack the way I worshiped Valerie Palucci’s breasts. They both symbolized our hopes for the future.

In case you have a clear memory of where you were on 11/22/63 but you’re a little murky on what else happened that day here’s a clue:


[image: ]FACTOID:
[image: ]

There were three known attempts on the life of JFK in the fall of 1963. In late October, right-wing extremist and Kennedy-hater Thomas Arthur Vallee was arrested by the Secret Service in Chicago days before a scheduled visit by Kennedy. He was discovered to have stockpiled an M-1 rifle, a handgun, and three thousand rounds of ammunition. Days later, the Secret Service received another threat: Kennedy would be ambushed in Chicago by a Cuban hit squad. The Chicago trip was hastily canceled without explanation.

On November 18, four days before the assassination In Dallas, Miami right-winger Joseph Milteer outlined the details of the upcoming Texas attempt to a police informant named William M. Somersett.

Curiously, none of these threats was ever forwarded to authorities in Dallas.



The president of the United States was killed by rifle fire while riding in an open car in broad daylight. It was an event that was witnessed by hundreds but investigated by a panel of seven men, none of whom was anywhere near Dallas that day and it was decided that Kennedy was assassinated by lone nut Lee Harvey Oswald, who was—among other things—“not an agent of the US Government.” (The commission felt compelled to throw that factoid in—not that there was any reason to suspect that Oswald had links to the federal government or anything, but… In fact, newly released information in Oswald’s “201 File” reveals that he was involved in espionage for the CIA and apparently the FBI.)

The FBI reported to the commission that Oswald fired three shots at his target. The first bullet hit the president below the shoulder and penetrated less than the distance of a finger length. The second bullet struck Governor Connally. The third bullet struck the president’s head and fragmentized. The commission, however, did not accept all the details of the FBI reports.

Oswald was later shot and killed by another lone nut, Dallas nightclub owner Jack Ruby. There was no conspiracy Case closed. Thank you and good night.

But the case is only closed if you ignore the evidence …


2

Abraham Zapruder’s Day Out

Consider the case of Abraham Zapruder, a New York garment center executive, out for a quiet, historic afternoon with his wife. He’s got nothing to do—what does a Jew do in Dallas? Get fitted for a ten-gallon yarmulke?—so he and his wife schlep to Dealey Plaza to see the prez and glom some footage of the youthful JFK and his lovely wife who wouldn’t be caught well, dead, in some tacky American schmatta.

So there’s Zapruder, trying to add a little pomp and circumstance to the home movie collection so he’ll finally have something to compete with cousin Myra’s cruise, and what does he get for his trouble? Trouble.

Imagine, poor Zapruder, with his Bell & Howell, standing in a place every one of us has been before: the wrong place at the wrong time …

ZAPRUDER (who sounds a lot like Jackie Mason): Such a beautiful day. I’m glad I’ve got my comfortable shoes on. Here comes the president. Jackie looks terrific. What a hat. Cut on the bias I don’t know whether to look at her or look at him. Maybe I should start filming. Boy. This is a good angle.

Sound of gunshots.

ZAPRUDER: What the hell was that? And what is it with the firecrackers? They see three cars and a flag and Goyim can’t help themselves. They’ve got to shoot off firecrackers.

Zapruder couldn’t have known that the footage he was shooting with his new 8mm would turn out to be more explosive than any official evidence gathered that day. That’s because Abraham Zapruder inadvertently captured twenty-six seconds of objective and incontrovertible proof that all the funny theories about lone gunmen and bizarre ballistics we’ve been asked to swallow are so much drek.


[image: ]

If the American public had been allowed to see the Zapruder film in the hours following the assassination, the sequence of events in Dealey Plaza would have been perfectly obvious to them. They would have seen the president’s head snap violently backward. They would have watched the Secret Service leap into inactivity at the first sign of the president’s distress. In other words, if the Zapruder film had been aired at the time of the assassination, a mourning nation would have had the opportunity to judge the evidence—and, several months later, the stunning and unambiguous failure of the Warren Commission to explain the murder.

Consequently, the film was kept from public scrutiny for twelve years. On March 6, 1975, the Zapruder footage was passed to Geraldo Rivera by political activist Dick Gregory and conspiracy theorist Robert Grodin, who was also photographic consultant to the House Select Committee on Assassinations and technical adviser on Oliver Stone’s movie JFK. It was aired by Rivera that night on his show, Good Night, America. It drew gasps from the audience and inspired reams of research.



So what can even the dullest tools in the human shed—though not necessarily the Warren Commission—learn from this film? Among other things:

[image: ]The first bullet strikes Kennedy as the motorcade is passing a stand of large trees—trees that totally obliterate any line of fire between Kennedy and Oswald’s so-called “sniper’s nest” in the Book Depository.

[image: ]The third shot snaps the president’s head backward, explodes the back right side of his skull, and pushes him back into his seat—all obvious indications of a frontal assault and rear exit wound. Oswald, believed to have been in a building to the president’s rear, would have been incapable of causing such a wound.

[image: ]Even the man who became the Warren Commission’s star witness, pipe fitter Howard Leslie Brennan, did not immediately act on the belief that shots were fired from the Book Depository. Although he later claimed to have actually seen a man firing from the sixth-floor window, he was not looking in that direction immediately after the shooting occurred.

A lot of other evidence stemmed from Zapruder’s film. For instance, there was a question—based on the timing of the firing sequences taken from Zapruder’s film—as to whether a lone gunman could fire so quickly with accuracy. Marine sharpshooters tried—and failed. Other evidence indicated that policemen on the scene instinctively turned—not toward the Book Depository, but toward Zapruder’s position near the grassy knoll. In fact, Zapruder reiterated four times during his testimony that he believed shots came from behind him: on the knoll. But hey, what are we supposed to go by here … eyewitness testimony? That would be too obvious.



Of all the Witnesses to the tragedy, the only unimpeachable one is the 8-mm movie Camera of Abraham Zapruder.

—Life magazine






3

The Best Evidence Never Developed

There were a lot of amateur photographers and filmmakers in Dealey Plaza that day. In fact, there were almost as many photographers as there were weirdos with CIA connections. And they shot a lot of film that, oddly enough, never became part of the Warren Commission’s arsenal of evidence. These Kodak moments include:

[image: ]Mary Muchmore’s home movie of the final—and frontal—shot to Kennedy’s head

[image: ]Orville Nix’s footage, which features suspicious flashes from the grassy knoll and an image many researchers believe to be a gunman (the Warren Commission believed this figure to be a shadow of the tree branch, even though the “shadow” flees the scene in later frames)

[image: ]Robert Hughes, whose 8mm film captured movement in not only the infamous sixth-floor corner window of the Texas School Book Depository but also the window next to it. The idea that there were two shooters at the ready at the Depository—perhaps neither of them Oswald—was confirmed in a photograph taken by Norman Similas, a Canadian journalist. His print shows a rifle barrel extending over a windowsill and two figures poised above it.


Timing Is Everything

Independent researchers have discovered compelling evidence that the Zapruder film has undergone significant doctoring. Frames have been removed, altered, and made into composites. The film speed has been tampered with in some places. And all of this took place before George Lucas!

If you’re having trouble believing that the Zapruder film has been doctored by those who wish to discourage further inquiry into the JFK assassination, I suggest that you compare it to another piece of film shot by an amateur filmmaker that day.

Orville Nix, whose footage is detailed on the previous page, had set up his camera across the street from Abraham Zapruder. Since the two men filmed the exact same sequence of events in real time, the frame-by-frame succession of the two films should evolve in synch with each other. But they do not. In the Nix version, Secret Service Agent Clint Hill’s movements are clearly different from the same movements depicted in the Zapruder version.

Common sense tells us that Zapruder and Nix’s films should parallel each other, yet they contain two different assassination sequences. This kind of frame-by-frame comparison shows how significantly Zapruder’s film has actually been doctored. It also shows you why I’d prefer to keep my home movies out of the CIA’s editing room. If it were up to them, I’d be getting dropped on my head by Hulk Hogan again right about now.

But don’t go by me. Two brilliant books, Bloody Treason by Noel Twyman and Assassination Science, edited by James H. Fetzer, Ph.D., totally refute any pretense that the film has not been doctored. Going Twyman and Fetzer one better, in his tour de force book, Killing Kennedy and the Hoax of the Century, Harrison Edward Livingstone proves that the Zapruder film is fake and discloses how various experts and scientists have corroborated the cinematic skullduggery. Better yet, see the film for yourself. Most film footage relevant to JFK has been assembled in a video titled The Assassination Films, from New Frontier Productions. Copies of these films are now available through numerous Internet sources. They can also be ordered through many of the catalogues listed in the back of this book.




Everyone’s a Critic

Perhaps the strangest case involving disappearing film concerns a young woman known for many years only as the “Babushka Lady.”

Although the Babushka Lady was among the witnesses who were closest to the assassination scene, she was known to researchers only by the trademark triangular kerchief she wore in photographs taken that day. But her identity did not escape the authorities.

Beverly Oliver, a nineteen-year-old strip club employee, no doubt felt anonymous as she headed for Dealey Plaza on November 22 with her new Yashica movie camera. We know from photographs that she filmed continuously throughout the assassination sequence. Moreover, what she filmed was no doubt of some significance. From her vantage point, any footage Oliver would have shot would certainly have included the School Book Depository windows and the grassy knoll. Unfortunately, we can only guess at photographic evidence she captured. Her film was appropriated on the Monday following the murder by two men she believed to be Secret Service or FBI.

The men, she said, told her that they knew she had films of the Dealey Plaza ambush. They told her that her
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