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For Bill and for Terry



To bear false witness is, of course, nothing new. But the number of instances found in this story—their variety, motivations, transformations, impact, and lingering presence—is extraordinary. It was done for money, notoriety, advancement, reward, revenge, loyalty; it was done intentionally, maliciously, nonmaliciously, accidentally; it was done in public, in private; it was done to subordinates, supporters, skeptics, audiences, and media representatives; and it was done at a lectern, in a magazine, in legal proceedings, in state court, in federal court, in a book, in a movie, and in silence by insiders who always knew the truth.
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PREFACE

Thirty-two years ago, when New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison was investigating President Kennedy’s murder, I was one of those excited by Garrison’s rhetoric, one of those convinced he had something. My thinking seemed logical enough. He was an elected official. Such men want to be reelected. If he weren’t telling the truth, he wouldn’t be. Therefore, he must be telling the truth. I was wrong on both points, but it was two full years before I realized that. I still doubted the official version of the assassination, but by then I knew Garrison had none of the answers.

So it was easy to turn away from him with little thought about my earlier misguided enthusiasm, though even then I experienced a twinge of discomfort about it. Over the years, on the rare occasion when his name came up or something occurred to remind me of that time, the memory was always accompanied by that twinge. Once or twice I even engaged in some minor soul-searching about it. The small personal insights this yielded were overshadowed by the larger mystery that remained. What on earth was Jim Garrison all about? If he didn’t have something, what then did he have?

In the aftermath of Oliver Stone’s film JFK, I witnessed history repeating itself. Garrison’s spirit, his thinking, and his certitude were loose in the land once more. I felt as though my past had overtaken me. To those other riddles, I now added another. How had Garrison managed to do it again?

In June 1993, I suddenly realized I had to have the answers. Moved by a surprising sense of urgency, I began studying the earliest available records and a few months later was on an airplane headed for that beguiling city where it all happened.

I would return to New Orleans four more times in the next two years and, in between, visit the National Archives. I would read thousands of pages of documents and interview many of the principals involved.

This book tells what I learned.


INTRODUCTION

UPROAR: FRAUD IN THE ARTS


Who owns our “history”? He who makes it up so that most everyone believes it.1

—Oliver Stone, 1992



One day in December 1988, Hollywood’s self-styled guerrilla filmmaker Oliver Stone was in Cuba, attending a Latin American film festival when he stepped onto an elevator in Havana’s old Nacional Hotel. There, an obscure New York publisher named Ellen Ray thrust a book into his hands.2 The unlikely convergence of Ellen Ray and Oliver Stone in that Havana elevator would beget, three years later, the most controversial film ever created about an American historical event and provoke a thunderous media uproar that is unresolved even now. The cause of it all was the book Ray pressed upon Stone that day. It was On the Trail of the Assassins, the story of President Kennedy’s assassination as told by former New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison.

Stone later told an interviewer that he had been doubtful about Ellen Ray at first, thinking she was just another “advocate of a cause.” But he took Garrison’s book with him to the Philippines where he was shooting Born on the Fourth of July. (Like Platoon, it excoriated the Vietnam War and it, too, would win an Academy Award.) Stone ended up reading the book three times.

The relaxed and intimate first person narrative, which is almost seductively easy to read, described Garrison’s 1960s investigation and how he discovered the plot that had taken the president’s life. According to him, it was a CIA operation, with a contingent in New Orleans run by a local businessman named Clay Shaw, a prominent figure in the community and a closet homosexual. Arrested by Garrison on March 1, 1967, and charged with conspiring to murder the president, Shaw was the only individual ever tried for the crime. He was quickly acquitted, but Garrison blamed the verdict on a prosecution witness he said gave lunatic testimony on cross-examination and his own failure to establish Shaw’s connection with the CIA.

Garrison told a plausible-sounding story that transported the crime from the narrow boundaries of Dealey Plaza to a larger, more appropriate stage; and he cast as villains an organization many Americans had come to believe was capable of anything. Assassination books tend to be grim and unreadable, but Garrison had written an interesting one. In the process, he transformed his prosecution of Clay Shaw, which the New York Times called “one of the most disgraceful chapters in the history of American jurisprudence,” into a righteous enterprise.

Stone later said he was “deeply moved and appalled” by Garrison’s story. Until then, he had thought little about the assassination and had accepted the conclusion of the Warren Report that Lee Harvey Oswald, acting alone, shot the president. Garrison, Stone said, opened his eyes. It was through Garrison’s book that Stone first learned the “facts” of the case. More important was its Vietnam theme, Garrison’s claim that President Kennedy’s plan to withdraw from there triggered the assassination. For Stone, a twice-wounded Vietnam veteran, that war was the watershed experience of his adult life. In Garrison’s story, Stone had found his own personal Rosetta stone, an explanation for why he had ended up in the jungles of southeast Asia. He embraced it all as gospel. Over the next twenty-four months, he traveled to New Orleans three or four times each year, slipping into the city quietly and meeting secretly with Garrison. Like others before him, Stone fell under Garrison’s spell.

“Anyone who has experienced the six-hour lecture from Garrison,” wrote columnist Max Lerner after a visit to Garrison’s home at the height of his assassination celebrity, “knows that, like a Merlin, he draws you into his never-never land world where everything is upside down, and you get the magical sense of a total reversal of reality.” Lerner was enthralled for awhile, he recalled, until his “sanity” was restored.

Oliver Stone’s reality reversal was permanent. He stepped into Garrison’s magic web and never stepped out. He saw in Garrison’s experience material for a film that would reveal what he described as “the untold story” of the assassination. Stone optioned the book himself. “I wanted to get this story out,” he said. And so he did. Stone proceeded to create a movie energized by the passion he felt about the Vietnam war that turned the history of the Garrison investigation upside down and pulled fifty million moviegoers into Garrison’s “never-never land world.”

The process was not easy. Along the way, Stone encountered a major bump in the road. During the summer of 1991, while he was still shooting the film, the media erupted with stories challenging his intentions.

The instigator was Harold Weisberg, an aging and ill first-generation assassination investigator, best known for his Whitewash series of books. Weisberg, part of that loose-knit community of writers and researchers originally known as the critics of the Warren Report, had acquired firsthand knowledge of Garrison’s shortcomings back in the sixties when he had traveled to New Orleans and for a time assisted him. Stone was in Vietnam most of that period and had missed the Garrison phenomenon. Appalled that a film glorifying Garrison was being planned, Weisberg tried to enlighten Stone in a letter. Stone’s response, which came from his assistant, was entirely unsatisfactory to Weisberg, who then took a dramatic step that struck at the heart of Stone’s operation.

From the outset, Stone had engaged in extraordinary security precautions. Even the name of the film, known only as “Project X,” was a secret. Crew members were required to sign nondisclosure statements. Stone had his office swept for bugs, and drafts of the screenplay were numbered and locked away. Nevertheless, Weisberg obtained a copy of the script and leaked it to columnist George Lardner, Jr., at the Washington Post.3 This ignited what would eventually become a firestorm of criticism from journalists who had covered Garrison’s investigation and retained strong opinions about him.*

The Dallas Morning News led off with an article that labeled Stone’s plan “morally repugnant.” Lardner followed that with a scathing attack on the “errors and absurdities” in the screenplay and on Stone himself. Stone, Lardner wrote, was “chasing fiction.” Lardner also called Garrison’s investigation “a fraud.” Stone fired off a response defending his film, and, in a disquieting echo of Garrison’s reaction to criticism a quarter century earlier, implied that Lardner was working for the government’s intelligence community. Lardner threatened to sue, but reportedly accepted instead a complete retraction from Stone. Before long, others were expressing their opinions both pro and con, sometimes passionately, occasionally with a good deal of wit, mostly in letters to the editor and newspaper editorials around the country. Stone seemed genuinely wounded by this unprecedented barrage of media criticism before his film was even finished. But he benefited from all that free press coverage. As one observer noted once the film was released, Stone was riding a wave of negative publicity.

JFK, a three-hour-and-seven-minute marathon, premiered in Los Angeles on December 17, 1991, at Mann’s Village Theater in Westwood and opened nationwide on Friday, five days before Christmas.* Audience reaction was intense. A writer for the Los Angeles Times reported “gasps” and “tears” during the Abraham Zapruder film sequence showing the moment the president died. “Nobody left to get popcorn,” he wrote. What made the movie such a powerful experience was its apparent authenticity.

Actual film footage, some of it quite moving (Walter Cronkite fighting for composure after announcing President Kennedy’s death and the wrenching images captured on Zapruder’s home movie), was woven together so seamlessly with recreations that it is difficult at times to separate the two. Stone’s blurring of that line intensified the movie’s documentary-like quality, the sense that this is the real thing. But the chief reason for that impression is its real-life protagonist. Stone tried to deflect criticism about his choice there by claiming the man on the screen was “a fictional Jim Garrison who is dealing with facts. And, sometimes, speculation.”4 But audiences experienced the screen version as an accurate portrayal, or a close facsimile. The movie wouldn’t have worked otherwise. The American people didn’t want some screenwriter’s fantasy about the assassination. They wanted the truth. Stone understood that, for it was what he, too, wanted. He couldn’t deliver it but whether or not he realized that initially, or if he ever did, is unclear. What is clear is that he knew how to make a film that appeared to deliver it.

Those who had not spoken up beforehand weighed in now.

“Stone went too far,” said former Texas Governor John Connally, who was wounded in the Dallas shooting. “This was a national tragedy. [Stone] mixed fact and fiction in such a way that he’s going to convince practically every young person that the federal government, their own government, conspired to kill an American president. And I think that’s evil, frankly.” Connally ridiculed the sheer size of Stone’s conspiracy, which he called “ludicrous.” President George Bush, on tour in Australia, responded to a question by saying he had seen “no evidence” that the Warren Report was wrong but didn’t think Stone should be censured for putting his own spin on the assassination. Newsweek published an eight-page cover story that labeled the film “propaganda.” Two former aides to President Lyndon Johnson joined the fray. Joseph A. Califano, Jr., writing in the Wall Street Journal, said that JFK was “a disgraceful concoction of lies and distortions.” Jack Valenti, now president and chief executive of the Motion Picture Association of America, waited until after the Academy Awards balloting* to denounce the film as a “smear” and “a hoax” on the order of Leni Riefenstahl’s Nazi propaganda film Triumph of the Will.

The most serious objection was voiced by Brent Staples in the New York Times who pointed out that “historical lies are nearly impossible to correct once movies and television have given them credibility.” Echoing Governor Connally, Staples predicted that “the children of the video age will swallow JFK whole.” He noted that policing art “for inaccuracies” was an impossible task and the best that society could do was to “denounce” such history as “bogus.”5 The harshest words came from Washington columnist George Will. Stone, he said, was “an intellectual sociopath, indifferent to truth” who combined “moral arrogance with historical ignorance.” The film he called “execrable history and contemptible citizenship.”6

As debate on the subject inundated the country, talk radio and television commentators jumped into the fray; university symposiums and town hall meetings were held to discuss the controversy, and it quickly escalated into the most extraordinary war of words ever exchanged over a movie. What was missing in that great debate was Clay Shaw. Except for a few muffled voices in New Orleans, virtually no one spoke in his defense. No national figure uttered his name. Everyone was focused on the grand conspiracy. No one seemed to care about Shaw’s reputation, his fate, or how it came to pass. No one was more indifferent than Oliver Stone. He felt “[no] responsibility to Clay Shaw because he was [acquitted],” Stone told one interviewer.

Forty-four at the time, Stone is a brawny man with a round boyish face, a gap between his front teeth, thinning black hair and an energy level said to verge on the demonic. He admitted he had “made Garrison better” than he was and proudly referred to himself and others like him as “sons of Jim Garrison.” At the National Press Club, Stone staunchly defended his mentor. He had heard “all the horror stories” about Garrison, he said, but none of them held up on investigation, and he challenged Garrison’s detractors to show him their evidence.

This book does that.

Its focus is not Dallas and Washington but New Orleans and Hollywood, not the death of the president but the destruction of an ordinary citizen, who could have been anyone. That is what makes what happened in New Orleans more threatening in one sense than what happened in Dallas. The man who went gunning for Shaw didn’t do it from a hidden position. Garrison struck Shaw down publicly with assistance from many, using bureaucratic procedures. Writer Nicholas Lemann noted that Stone often referred to Kafka and Orwell but that the essence of their vision was that no government could do anything worse than “turn its powers against an innocent individual in order to advance a larger cause.” Garrison did exactly that. His was a wholly societal act that involved some of our most important institutions: the district attorney’s office, the local judiciary, the grand jury, the business community, one of the largest news organizations of its time and, later, the publishing world and entertainment industry all played a role in it. Stone and the others who dismiss “the Shaw business” as inconsequential necessarily ignore its implications and monstrousness.

The labyrinthine story that follows is not about the president’s assassination. It is about what really happened in New Orleans. What Jim Garrison was really like. How he got away with it in the first place, and how he managed on four separate occasions to rise phoenixlike from his own ashes.7

* It also, understandably, infuriated Oliver Stone, who reportedly considered filing a lawsuit.

* In that holiday “sweeps” weekend the big winner was Hook, followed by Father of the Bride. Early reports placed JFK third, but (though the numbers were close) it trailed The Last Boy Scout and Star Trek VI.

* The film, nominated in eight categories, including Best Picture and Best Director, won for editing and cinematography.


PART ONE

FRAUD IN NEW ORLEANS


CHAPTER ONE

MARCH 1, 1967: THE ARREST


I went out to the D.A.’s office with a perfectly clear conscience. I didn’t take a lawyer with me. To my mind, I was in the position of a good citizen making himself available to give information to these people, which might or might not be useful.1

—Clay Shaw (regarding his arrest), 1969



It happened on a Wednesday. A television announcer broadcast the first news of it. The New Orleans district attorney’s office had issued a subpoena for Clay Shaw to appear for questioning. Shaw, the fifty-three-year-old retired director of the International Trade Mart, was visiting the office of a friend that morning. He learned of the subpoena from someone who had heard about it on television. Shaw wondered what it was all about. Why didn’t District Attorney Jim Garrison just telephone and say he wanted to speak to him? Shaw had given Garrison all the information he had when he was interviewed back in December and had thought no more about the matter. Now this. Shaw recalled hearing on television last night that Garrison’s office had asked a former neighbor of his, James Lewallen, to come in for questioning. Perhaps they wanted to ask him something about Lewallen.

Shaw immediately called the district attorney’s office. He asked to speak to Garrison, but he wasn’t there. So he spoke to one of Garrison’s investigators, Louis Ivon. Yes, Ivon said, a subpoena had been issued. That was “entirely unnecessary,” Shaw said. He “would be glad” to come in and talk to them—when did they want him? Since he hadn’t had lunch, they agreed on one o’clock. But when Shaw, on his way to a restaurant with a friend, stopped by his house to pick up his mail, he found three deputy sheriffs and a detective waiting on his patio, subpoena in hand. Because it was almost noon, Shaw accepted the detective’s offer to drive him to the D.A.’s office. They arrived around 12:15. Garrison wasn’t there and didn’t show up until 4:00 that afternoon.2

They kept him waiting about two hours, Shaw later said, while they moved him from one room to another and he listened to the detective’s life story. “What is the holdup?” he asked. No one seemed to know. At one point they shifted him to Garrison’s office, which Shaw noted was “quite large and impressive” with a “beautiful desk, comfortable chairs,” a “handsome chess board” in one corner, and the complete works of Shakespeare “in small red leather-bound volumes” on the desk. By now Shaw was irritated and hungry, having missed lunch, and he let the detective know it. Soon afterwards, they took him into a different type of room, plain and utilitarian, where Asst. D.A. Andrew Sciambra and Ivon were waiting. They gave him a sandwich and a Coke and waited until he finished eating. Then, with Sciambra sitting directly across from Shaw, and Ivon sitting on the edge of the desk, they began to question him. To Shaw’s surprise, his neighbor wasn’t the topic. They showed him several pictures of boys, none of whom Shaw knew, and they reeled off a list of names, none of which he recognized. Sciambra soon turned to the real subject at hand. What did Shaw know about a man named David Ferrie? Had he ever been to Ferrie’s apartment on Louisiana Parkway? Had he visited a service station Ferrie owned on Veterans Highway? Did he know Lee Harvey Oswald? Shaw told them he had never in his life seen Ferrie, had never been to his apartment, or his service station, and he didn’t know Oswald. “What would you say,” Sciambra said, “if we told you we have three witnesses who could positively identify you as having been in Ferrie’s apartment and in Ferrie’s gas station?” Their witnesses, Shaw replied, “were either mistaken or they were lying.”3

Sciambra asked him to take a truth-serum test to prove he didn’t know Ferrie. “Why on earth should I take a truth-serum test?” Shaw said. “If you don’t,” Sciambra replied, “we’re going to charge you with conspiring to murder the president of the United States.” Describing that moment later, Shaw conveyed his astonishment by flinging his arms outward. “You’ve got to be kidding,” he said, “you’ve got to be kidding!” Sciambra assured him they weren’t. “In that case I want a lawyer and I want one now,” Shaw said. They agreed, and he began trying to reach his attorney. Shaw quickly discovered that Edward F. Wegmann, the civil attorney who had represented him since 1949, was out of town. Shaw tried his brother, William J. Wegmann, but he, too, was unavailable. He finally reached thirty-three-year-old Salvatore Panzeca, an associate working in William Wegmann’s law office, who said he would be there in about thirty minutes. Sciambra and Ivon then left the room, locking the door behind them. Shaw sat alone, a “storm [raging] inside” him, awaiting the arrival of Salvatore Panzeca.4

He had never seen “a more welcome sight” than Panzeca’s “stocky little form coming through the door.”

“I am Sal Panzeca,” he said, “you are now my client, I must advise you this room is probably ‘bugged,’ that the mirror on the wall is a two-way mirror, and therefore, from this moment on you communicate with no one, absolutely no one, except me.” This “aggressive, bantamcock attitude” Shaw found “strengthening.” Panzeca, whose size and manner call to mind actor Danny DeVito, recently recalled that tense situation. Since he was certain the room was bugged, the two at first communicated by writing notes. Finally, Panzeca asked Sciambra for an office to use, but Sciambra claimed they were all occupied. So Panzeca told Sciambra that he was going to talk to his client in the men’s room.5

Panzeca led Shaw into a tiny bathroom off the hallway leading into the district attorney’s office. Even there, Panzeca didn’t feel safe. It, too, might be bugged. As a precaution, they would forgo English. He asked Shaw if he spoke Spanish. Shaw said he did and made some additional comment in Spanish. Something about his inflection or the use of his hands triggered an intuitive insight on Panzeca’s part. “Esta maricón?” (“Are you queer?”) he asked. “Si,” Shaw replied. Until that moment, Panzeca had been unaware of Shaw’s sexual orientation. For the defense, this was the first note sounded of that sexual theme that would run throughout the prosecution of this case.6

Panzeca spoke to Shaw at length and was “totally convinced” he was innocent. The question was, what to do about the truth-serum test. Shaw had no objection to the test per se, but he was afraid that personal questions might be asked that would expose his private life. Panzeca eventually worked out a counterproposal. Then he asked to speak to Jim Garrison. Ushered into Garrison’s office, Panzeca found himself in the midst of an ongoing meeting. Confronting him was a phalanx of assistants and investigators (among them Warren Report critic Mark Lane). Panzeca recounted his conversation with Garrison: “ ‘Well, Sal,’ Garrison said, and he starts giving me [a] litany about how important all this was. Then he said, ‘Will Clay Shaw take a truth-serum test?’ And I thought about it and I said, ‘No, I don’t think that is something I could recommend to my client.’ ” Then Panzeca made his counteroffer. “ ‘Maybe I could talk to Ed Wegmann tomorrow and have Clay Shaw take a polygraph,’ I said. But there were certain conditions. One would be that Shaw have a night’s rest to get over all this trauma. Two, that we wanted to see the questions before they were asked, even though we wouldn’t review them with our client. And I said it was all predicated upon the approval of Mr. Ed Wegmann, Shaw’s lawyer.” Garrison exploded. “ ‘That’s bull shit,’ he said, ‘We’re not going to do that. I’ll charge him.’ I said, ‘With what?’ And he said, ‘Conspiracy to kill Kennedy.’ Well, I almost fell off the chair. I asked Garrison what the bond would be and he said, ‘Oh, it’ll be hundreds of thousands of dollars.’ I said, ‘Is that it?’ He said, ‘Yes, we’re going to charge him.’ ”7

Feeling as though he had been “hit by a two-by-four,” Panzeca left to inform his client. Jim Garrison was known to be impulsive but neither Panzeca nor Shaw had expected such an outcome. Shaw, especially, felt “that surely this was all some mistake which could still be cleared up.” Panzeca went into the anteroom and told Shaw he was going to be arrested. “I don’t think he responded except to listen to me,” Panzeca said. “The man was totally obedient.” Shaw and Panzeca now assumed the arrest was inevitable. But two key members of Garrison’s staff made an effort to prevent it. Asst. D.A. James Alcock and private investigator William Gurvich had been out of town and returned in the midst of this. Surprised to find Shaw there, they were dismayed to learn his arrest was “imminent.” They decided to object “vehemently” and requested a meeting with Garrison. The three convened in the office of First Assistant District Attorney Charles Ward. Garrison told them about a new witness who incriminated Shaw. Garrison was persuasive. Gurvich and Alcock backed down. The arrest would proceed.8

Panzeca called Criminal District Judge Thomas Brahney, who knew Shaw, to arrange for bail. Judge Brahney was aware of what was happening—he was watching it on television. Garrison requested [image: Image]25,000 but Brahney later reduced it to [image: Image]10,000.9* William Wegmann arrived with a bail bondsman around 5:00 P.M. Some thirty minutes later, Louis Ivon entered the room where Shaw was waiting and formally placed him under arrest “for conspiracy to murder the president, John F. Kennedy.” Shaw listened in “a state bordering on shock,” and later referred to those words as “unbelievable and outrageous.” A short time later, one of Garrison’s investigators announced Shaw’s arrest to the 200 or so media representatives waiting outside Garrison’s office. Garrison himself soon emerged and told reporters he had “no doubts about the case.”10

Unaware of the momentous events taking place at the Criminal District Court building, Edward Wegmann had returned home from his business trip to Atlanta. His daughter, herself an attorney today, described how her father learned about his client’s dilemma. The telephone rang just as he entered the front door. “He was still wearing his hat and coat when he answered it,” Cynthia Wegmann said. The caller was a friend of Shaw who told Wegmann that Shaw was being charged with conspiracy to murder the president. “I’m in no mood for jokes,” Wegmann said, and hung up the phone. It rang again immediately. This time Shaw’s friend convinced Wegmann he wasn’t joking. Wegmann left at once for the district attorney’s office.11

Shaw later wrote “how happy” he was to see Wegmann “and the flame of indignation surrounding him as he came into the office.” “What the hell is this all about?” Wegmann asked. “Your guess is as good as mine,” Shaw replied. It was now about 7:00 P.M. A long conference followed. Their immediate concern was the search warrant on Shaw’s home, which they had learned about only a short time before.† Edward Wegmann decided to stay with Shaw. Panzeca and William Wegmann (who had left and was summoned from a social event) headed for Shaw’s house to handle the search. When they arrived on the scene, the process was already underway. About a dozen of Garrison’s men had descended on Shaw’s red-door carriage house at 1313 Dauphine and were photographing and boxing up material. An irate William Wegmann, doing what he could to protect Shaw’s rights, demanded that Shaw’s private papers be inventoried before they were removed. One of Garrison’s assistants threatened to arrest him. Garrison’s men would leave that night with five cardboard boxes filled with Shaw’s possessions.12

Meanwhile, Garrison’s aides prepared to transfer Shaw to the police department’s Central Lockup for booking. Louis Ivon insisted on handcuffing Shaw. Edward Wegmann objected, angrily and loudly. “He isn’t going anywhere,” Wegmann said. Ivon clamped on the handcuffs. Shaw was then transferred. That scene was captured on television. Shaw later recalled being “led forward into the dazzling glare of the TV cameras and the stacatto flash of flashbulbs.” He was guided down a corridor full of jostling reporters and camera crews. Wegmann, trying to shield the handcuffs from view, told Shaw to stay behind him, but Shaw found it impossible to do so. Dressed in a conservative brown suit with a green and light-orange striped tie, Shaw remained silent and stoic as he walked “what seemed an interminable distance” to the elevator. It deposited him and his contingent of “guards” on the ground floor at approximately 8:30. From there, sitting between Edward Wegmann and investigator Lynn Loisel in the back seat of a car, he rode the short distance to the recently opened Central Lockup. To Shaw “it looked very clean and efficient, all gleaming white and yellow tile.” He emptied his pockets, removed his tie and belt, and was booked for conspiring to murder John F. Kennedy.* Then he was fingerprinted and photographed. Released on bail, he left with Wegmann at 9:20 that night.13 †

Clay Shaw was a commanding figure. His curly white hair was clipped short, his face was square, features strong, and his eyes a remarkable shade of blue. Like Garrison, he was huge, six feet four inches, 225 pounds, with broad shoulders and a deep chest. That morning his physical stature was more than matched by his stature in the community, which he had served for almost two decades. He entered Garrison’s office at noon a respected civic leader. He left some nine hours later accused of the American equivalent of regicide.

In the high emotion of that time, many people were convinced of his guilt by the charge alone. After all, no district attorney would bring such a charge unless he had substantial evidence to back it up. Only a few of those closest to Garrison knew the truth, that Shaw was arrested on the basis of statements made by a single witness while he was in a drugged and semi-conscious condition.

That witness and his statements were the end point of certain unlikely events set in motion at the time of President Kennedy’s death. But Shaw’s arrest was primarily the consequence of the strange and complex character of the man who ordered it, New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison.

* A reporter on the scene that day recently remarked that a mere [image: Image]10,000 bail for plotting to assassinate the president caused considerable comment among his colleagues in the media and injected a note of unreality into the proceedings.

† The application for that warrant contained information that Garrison’s statement to the press did not contain. It identified the other alleged conspirators: David Ferrie and Lee Harvey Oswald.

* Louis Ivon, Lynn Loisel, Al Oser, John Volz, and James Alcock were listed on the Register as the arresting officers.

† They went to Wegmann’s office, where Shaw revealed to Wegmann (a deeply religious, conservative man) the facts about his personal life. “None of these problems,” Shaw later wrote, “made any difference in Eddie’s attitude” (Shaw Journal, p. 19).


CHAPTER TWO

THE JOLLY GREEN GIANT


My office may not be a popular office in the next four years. But it will be honest and efficient. No favors will be granted. A little old lady with a problem will receive as much attention as the mayor of the city.

—Jim Garrison (after being elected district attorney of New Orleans in 1962)



Jim Garrison gave no sign in his early years that he would later emerge the central figure in an international controversy of historical importance involving the political crime of the century. Born Earling Carothers Garrison on November 20, 1921, in Denison City, Iowa, he was the first child and only son of Jane Ann Robinson and Earling R. Garrison. His parents divorced when Garrison was two and he and his younger sister, Judith, were raised by their mother, a former school teacher, and a woman of large physique, a Robinson-family trait (her father and two uncles were seven feet tall), and reportedly of a domineering nature. His maternal grandfather, Garrison wrote in his memoir, was successful in coal and real estate and one of the leading citizens of Knoxville, Iowa, where his mother was born.

The great mystery about Garrison’s life has been his father.* When Garrison was thirty, according to his military medical records, he had seen his father only once. Even his name was unknown until the release recently of Garrison’s FBI file. Prior to that the only public reference to him was a single sentence Garrison wrote in his memoir that described him as “an attorney.”1 He was also a convicted felon.

Earling R. Garrison, alias Waldo Morrison, born June 2, 1898, in Denison City, Iowa, was arrested seven times. He was first picked up on May 16, 1928, in Des Moines for mail fraud,* and served two years in the federal penitentiary at Leavenworth, Kansas. On April 26, 1930, he was convicted of larceny† and received a five-year sentence in the penitentiary at Anamosa. How much time he actually served is unclear, but only three years later he was arrested again in Des Moines for “uttering [a] forged instrument,” disposition unknown. After that he was arrested at various times for drunkenness, and for selling liquor to Indians in the southwest. On April 8, 1943, he applied for a “storekeeper” job in Fort Huachuca, Arizona. What became of him afterwards is not known.2 How all this affected his son is unclear.

The year after his father was sent away for larceny, Garrison’s mother moved her family to New Orleans. Garrison was ten. He attended several different elementary schools and graduated from Fortier High. He joined the U.S. Army on January 12, 1941, almost a full year before Pearl Harbor thrust the country into World War II. Garrison first served in an artillery company, along with another young man from New Orleans named Pershing Gervais, and the two formed a close relationship that would endure for more than two decades.

They were separated on June 23, 1942, when Garrison was appointed a First Lieutenant and began to pilot observation aircraft, but Garrison stayed in touch by writing Gervais long letters, some of which have survived.3 Garrison liked the military. “It became a surrogate family for me,” he later wrote, and he recalled his wartime experiences with nostalgia. In addition to flying thirty-five combat missions and receiving the European Theater Campaign Medal with two battle stars, he attended American University in England for eight weeks where he studied the history of philosophy, business law and play writing prior to his discharge on March 1, 1946. Less than four months later he tried to reenlist but his “efficiency index” was too low and the Army declined his request. Garrison apparently was trying to rejoin the military about the time of his mother’s marriage to Lyon Gardiner, later described in an FBI report as being “from probably the wealthiest family” in Laurel, Mississippi.4 Rebuffed by the Army, Garrison returned to school, studying law at Tulane University. In 1949, because of his veteran status, he was automatically admitted to the Bar without taking the examination. The following year at the age of thirty, Garrison, who had been a student and a soldier but had never held a job, applied to the FBI.

In filling out the employment application, Garrison omitted his father’s criminal history and took the added precaution of listing him as “deceased.” Believing he was dead, the FBI failed to run the usual background checks on the name and didn’t learn the truth about him for many years.5 Garrison also kept the FBI in the dark about his psychiatrically troubled sibling, Judith, who had been placed in a Mississippi state mental hospital suffering from schizophrenia.6 On his FBI application he indicated that no family member had been treated for mental illness or confined to a mental institution. After brothers and sisters, Garrison wrote “none.” He had now erased two family members.

In his interviews he made a strong impression. He was “of large, athletic physique,” one interviewer wrote. He dressed well and spoke well, they noted, possessed the right credentials, and could write a proper report. He inspired high hopes. They recommended him. The following year he was accepted by the FBI.

After eight weeks of training, Garrison traveled west to a field office assignment in Seattle, Washington. But after less than four months, he abruptly resigned, supposedly because his Army reserve unit had been called to active duty in Korea.* Over the next few months, Garrison behaved in a strangely erratic manner. On July 24, 1951, after completing his first day’s routine back in the Army, he realized he “just couldn’t make it.” He reported to sick call. Twenty-four days later he wrote Hoover, asking to be reinstated with the FBI. Hoover said no. Garrison was transferred to Brooke Army hospital in September and treated for exhaustion. No organic cause was found for his complaints. He was diagnosed as suffering from chronic anxiety with hypochondriasis, functional bowel symptoms and psychogenic allergic manifestations, in addition to exhaustion syndrome. A “marked mother dependency” was diagnosed as well and under “past history” it was noted that “there has always been a close relationship between the patient and his mother. She was oversolicitous and made every effort to monopolize his affections.” The report further stated that Garrison had “a severe and disabling psychoneurosis of long duration” that had “interfered with his social and professional adjustment.” Garrison’s “illness,” the report concluded, “existed long before his call to active duty” and was “of the type that will require long-term psychotherapeutic approach.”7 On the basis of those findings, Garrison was discharged October 31, 1951, for “physical disability.”

Back in New Orleans, Garrison joined the district attorney’s office.* In 1957 he was a losing sacrificial candidate for the office of Assessor. In 1958, when the incumbent D.A. was defeated, Garrison lost his job and was forced to turn to private practice. He was not a success on his own and the years that followed were difficult. Yet, by one account, he maintained his sense of humor, joked about his financial troubles and kept up appearances. In 1959, as a reward for past political assistance, Garrison was appointed assistant city attorney, a part-time job with a minimal salary. In 1960 he mounted a campaign for criminal district judge and suffered his second defeat at the polls. Along the way, he married a lovely blonde from New Orleans, Leah Elizabeth Ziegler, and eventually would father five handsome children.

Garrison first emerged from obscurity on Sunday night, January 14, 1962, during the Democratic primary for district attorney when he and the other candidates took part in a round-table discussion carried live on all four of the city’s local television stations. The main topic was the “part-time” incumbent district attorney, Richard Dowling, the entrenched Democratic machine politician who had declined to appear on the show. Like many D.A.’s back then, Dowling maintained a civil practice on the side to supplement his modest salary. Most of the guests on the program criticized that custom in general and Dowling in particular, and pledged to work full time in their public post if elected. The lone exception was F. Irvin Dymond, who five years later would help defend Clay Shaw. Once a merchant seaman, Dymond had attended college on a boxing scholarship and fought in World War II, receiving five medals, including the Purple Heart.* One of the most respected criminal lawyers in the state, he was considered Dowling’s major opponent. Of the five, only Dymond had a flourishing practice and would have been relinquishing something of value, but the viewers didn’t know that. He made it clear he wouldn’t consider living on the salary the office paid. “If the voters are looking for a sixteen-thousand-five-hundred-dollar-a-year district attorney,” he said, “I’m not their boy.” Watching the program from his living room was William Wegmann, a friend of Dymond and another attorney who would later assist in Shaw’s defense. “There goes the election,” said Wegmann.8

Candidate Garrison, with nothing to lose, took the politically wiser position. The people, he said, “expect a full-time district attorney, and I believe they deserve one.” He was relaxed and articulate, exhibiting what one local writer called a “beautifully modulated self-assured voice.”9 That television appearance transformed Garrison’s life and rearranged the political landscape of New Orleans for years to come. It was the first step on the road to political power that would culminate in Garrison’s eccentric investigation of the president’s assassination five years later. Garrison’s darkly handsome presence and easy way with words were perfectly suited for television. A mysterious bonding occurred that evening and a political star was born. “New Orleans fell in love with him,” one reporter later wrote. “He looked like Perry Mason and sounded like Eliot Ness.”10

Garrison, an enthusiast of Ayn Rand, the novelist who glorified individual initiative unhampered by government authority, had entered the race running as an independent. He had practically no money and no political backing. But he was supported by the city’s two newspapers, the New Orleans States-Item and the Times-Picayune,11 both owned by the same organization, and his television appearance had made him the talk of the town. He launched his campaign with preemptive strikes at the opposition, what is today called negative campaigning, and he made ample use of the most powerful tool of modern communication. Television was his medium and he understood what it could do for him. He bypassed the old-fashioned rallies, still the mainstay of politics in those days, and carried his message directly to the voters. In the primary held on January 27, Garrison garnered enough votes to force a runoff with Dowling.

Before the second primary, the two debated on television. Garrison did poorly, unable to handle “hard facts” well or the one-on-one exchange. When it was over, he reportedly “looked as though he had been hit with a wet mop.”12 This single setback had no impact on the campaign but Garrison had learned a lesson—he never again engaged in such a confrontation.

Garrison’s oversize stature—six feet seven inches, 240 pounds—and glad hand soon earned him the nickname the Jolly Green Giant. He took the primary in April and went on to defeat the Republican candidate by almost 73,000 votes.13 With no obligation to anyone, he had won a mandate from the citizens of New Orleans. Unencumbered by political ties, he had a free hand to pick his people and run his office as he saw fit. As his chief investigator, Garrison named his old army buddy and former policeman Pershing Gervais, described by one fan as an “investigative genius” with “a scarifying face, enormous physical strength” and unsettling candor. Gervais had been fired from the police department in the late fifties for alleged “infractions” and before joining Garrison’s staff had managed a bar “that had the reputation of being a gathering place for homosexuals.”14 His appointment angered some, particularly in the police department, and would lead to future difficulties.

As district attorney, Garrison’s new headquarters was a sprawling suite of interconnected rooms on the second floor of the massive, gray stone Criminal District Court building. This grim fortresslike structure stretches from one block to the next and everyone in New Orleans calls it by the two streets that intersect at its location: Tulane and Broad. Garrison’s private office, with wood-paneled walls and deep blue carpet, was handsomely appointed, unusually large and remotely situated. Its most unique feature was an elevator concealed inside a closet, enabling the D.A. to come and go in secret. Garrison, who was in the habit of arriving late for work and leaving early, had developed the reputation of being lazy, and many now feared that he would be a do-nothing D.A.

Early in his first term though, Garrison grabbed the city’s attention and its headlines and never let go of either, as he publicly attacked virtually everyone in sight: the police department, the mayor, the state legislature and bail bondsmen. Described by one close friend as “exhilarated by conflict,”15 he also developed a slash-and-burn, take-no-prisoners approach to his opponents that continued throughout his tenure as D.A. His counterattacking technique was brute-force simple. He crushed anyone who resisted him. Nor was he shy about using the power of his office. When Pershing Gervais came under investigation during a police probe of gambling payoffs, Garrison ordered nine policemen arrested and charged with brutality.16 The charges were quickly dropped and, eventually, so was the police investigation of Gervais.*

Soon after taking office, Garrison targeted French Quarter homosexuals, arresting “gay kids on the streets” and raiding “gay bars.” After one such sweep, a curious reporter discovered that the formal charge lodged against them was “being a homosexual in an establishment with a liquor license.” In time Garrison’s drive against the gay community died down.

Another of Garrison’s early targets was Bourbon Street, the French Quarter’s “sin strip,” which has been described as “one peel parlor after another.” Garrison instigated a series of padlocking raids against establishments where prostitution, gambling and B-drinking (hiring women on a commission to solicit drinks from customers) were rampant. Garrison kicked up a ruckus with this assault on Bourbon Street, a major tourist attraction. New Orleans relies heavily on the tourist trade, and many felt Garrison was hurting business and giving the entire Quarter a bad name.

In a region with a high tolerance for outlandish, even felonious behavior by public officials, an attitude best described by the resident who said “somehow our outrage gland got stunted,” what happened next was extraordinary even by New Orleans standards. In an effort to curtail Garrison’s attack on Bourbon Street, the city’s eight criminal court judges eliminated the source of the funds he was using to finance his undercover activities. Garrison retaliated by claiming that justice was being impeded by the number of holidays the judges were taking. He also suggested they might have been affected by “racketeer influences.” The judges charged Garrison with criminal defamation of character. Garrison, exercising his power as district attorney, dismissed the charges against himself. State Attorney General Jack Gremillion reinstituted them. Then he traveled to New Orleans and personally tried the case and won a conviction. Garrison (fined [image: Image]1,000 or four months in jail) appealed, and his conviction was overturned in a landmark decision by the U.S. Supreme Court that upheld the right to criticize “public figures.”

Garrison had won a major victory that greatly enhanced his political leverage. He also managed to replace two of the judges who had opposed him with two candidates he supported, and after that “the rest of the bench [fell] into line.”17 The importance of this triumph in future events cannot be overemphasized. Garrison had flexed his muscles against the judiciary and won in the most chilling way possible. The rest of the judges in New Orleans and the other officeholders beholden to the election process for their bread and butter understood the message: opposing Garrison meant risking their jobs. Adding to Garrison’s prestige was the record of his office. His assistants had not lost a single murder case. These successes and his popularity made Garrison seem invincible and he may have felt that he was. Even the governor would one day remark on the folly of challenging him. One of Garrison’s opponents ordered a survey seeking his political weak spot and discovered Garrison had none; he was strong across the board.18 No one seemed to mind that his initial charges against the judges were never proved. Or that the crackdown on Bourbon Street put a few B-girls out of work but was of no lasting value.

Garrison, who studied, admired, and emulated Huey P. Long, Louisiana’s late demagogic governor and U.S. senator, seemed made to order for the Mardi Gras spirit of New Orleans. Whether he was issuing his dictums from his second-floor suite at Tulane and Broad or enjoying nightlife at the Playboy Club, he kept most of the citizenry startled, entertained, and satisfied. In the next governor’s contest, he went against the local tide, campaigning for John J. McKeithen over Ambassador de Lesseps Morrison. McKeithen’s victory gave Garrison a powerful connection in Baton Rouge and made him a major state political force.

But Garrison didn’t rely solely on the free flow of news to convey his image as “an incorruptible crusader for justice.” He cultivated newsmen. A former assistant district attorney remarked recently that Garrison always had some reporter under his sway, that Garrison was good at that. A local journalist admitted that some of the reporters were much too close to Garrison and mentioned David Chandler, who was one of Garrison’s best friends for awhile.19 Recently described by a colleague as “lively and nice looking, about five-nine, with a full head of brown hair, a round face and a pleasant aspect about him that women liked,” Chandler would be the first to openly break with Garrison later. But at first this twenty-seven-year-old Pulitzer Prize–winning newsman was a strong Garrison advocate and Garrison was best man at his wedding. Chandler was so taken with the Garrison charisma and his slugfest with the judges that he suggested an article about the battling D.A. to The Saturday Evening Post. The editor liked the idea and sent one of his staff writers to New Orleans.

James Phelan spent ten days there, much of it in Garrison’s company, and concluded that Garrison was quite a guy. “The Vice Man Cometh” was published in June 1963, and Garrison couldn’t have asked for anything better.20 Phelan penned a valentine of sorts. He tagged Garrison “Sir Galahad” and depicted him as a reformer and a frustrated writer, with a knack for colorful speech and literary allusions. “Not since Hamlet tried to decide whether or not to stab the king of Denmark,” Garrison said about the mayor’s waffling on an issue, “has there been so agonizing a political decision.” Phelan was the first to quote Garrison referring to Lewis Carroll’s famous classic (a favorite later in his celebrity period). “When I was elected I fell down the rabbit hole and landed smack in the middle of Wonderland,” Garrison said. “Nothing I’ve seen since has surprised me.” As for the skepticism about his reform effort, Garrison insisted that he was “going to end the rackets here and the only way anyone can stop me is to kill me.” His motive was simple, Garrison claimed. “I just want to run the best D.A.’s office New Orleans ever had.”

Phelan captured Garrison’s appeal—his eloquence, his belief in the individual, his maverick streak, magnetism, and his political promise. But Phelan also sensed Garrison’s other side, his tendency toward excess and his enigmatic core. “Garrison himself remains something of a puzzle,” Phelan wrote. The existence of that puzzle would become more apparent in the years to come and Phelan would be one of those pondering it up close. The suggestion was barely noticeable though in this light-hearted tribute, which was Garrison’s first significant national publicity and started a trend. Soon readers of Pageant, Time, Newsweek, and the New York Times were seeing items about the battling New Orleans D.A.

Later on, a New Orleans writer, attorney Milton Brener, who had worked for Garrison in the D.A.’s office, observed that there was “a quality about Garrison incapable of definition that renders an abiding dislike of the man virtually impossible upon personal contact.” Brener said the quality was something close to “charm,” though that word didn’t quite convey it. Brener called Garrison’s sense of humor “delicious” and said it permeated all of Garrison’s conversations, both private and public; Garrison’s general attitude Brener described as “casual and unhurried.” But Brener also noted that Garrison tended “to make snap judgments on insufficient facts” and to “oversimplify.” His ego was “abundant” and “in his humor there could at times be detected traces of cruelty.” Yet overall, these flaws seemed relatively minor.21

Brener, Phelan, Chandler, and earlier the FBI interviewers found in Garrison the same attractive qualities that would soon draw to him an extraordinary array of supporters once he became involved in the Kennedy assassination.

That began on November 22, 1963.

About 12:30 that day, Garrison was sitting at his desk when First Asst. D.A. Frank Klein ran into the office. “The president has been shot!” Klein shouted. Stunned, like the rest of the world, the two men left the building and headed for Tortorich’s, a restaurant in the French Quarter with a television set in the dining room. On the way there they listened to the bulletins on the car radio.

The radio is how most Americans first learned about the shooting. We interrupt this program for a report from Dallas, Texas: Just minutes ago something happened in the presidential motorcade in downtown Dallas . . . shots were fired . . . it’s believed that President Kennedy was hit.

For the next hour, the country held its breath, hoping. Even when the news came that he was wounded in the head, the country continued to hope, while fearing the worst. That hour served as a sort of psychological buffer, blunting the shock when the announcement finally came. Ladies and Gentlemen, the president of the United States is dead.

The assassination occurred on a Friday and the funeral took place the following Monday, a time span of four days, an overlong long weekend. Ordinary activity ceased. Life didn’t merely revolve around the television set; life it seemed was the television set. In the days and nights that followed, millions of tearful Americans sat in their living rooms fixated on the screen even after they had seen it all over and over and over again.

But not everyone became permanently attached to their sofas that weekend, overwhelmed by it all, anguished and passive. A few reached out and thrust themselves into the flow of events. Jack S. Martin and Dean Adams Andrews, Jr., a couple of oddities in New Orleans, were two such volunteers. They could be called the First Fathers of Jim Garrison’s case. Martin and Andrews heard the news everyone else heard that Friday. They watched the television programs everyone else watched, but separately and independently of each other they saw something others did not. They saw opportunity.

Their individual efforts to make the most of that opportunity over the next few days would become permanently embedded in the record of the Kennedy case. Among the many would-be witnesses whose names appear in the Garrison files, none was more responsible for what ensued than Martin and Andrews. What they did that weekend laid the groundwork for Garrison’s later investigation and all that followed.

Yet, surprisingly, the complete story of what actually occurred with Martin and Andrews over that long November weekend in 1963 has never before been told.

* A father-son snapshot, recently discovered in one of Garrison’s old office files, shows a well-dressed and handsome young man supporting a sturdy-looking infant standing on a porch railing.

* He was sending fountain pens to dead people C.O.D.; relatives, believing they had been ordered, paid the charges.

† He stole a cashier’s check in the amount of [image: Image]1198, and bought a car, a typewriter, and clothes.

* A former FBI deputy director under J. Edgar Hoover recently told this writer that “there are other facts to be known” regarding Garrison’s sudden departure from the FBI.

* Sometime prior to this, he legally changed his name to “Jim Garrison.”

* A Division Gunnery Officer on the Bismarck Sea, the last carrier sunk in the war (off the coast of Iwo Jima), Dymond was knocked unconscious when the first of two Japanese Kamikazes crashed into the deck. Thrown over the side by a friend, he survived four hours in the water and was wounded by a strafer.

* But Gervais resigned his post prior to Garrison’s next election.


CHAPTER THREE

FIRST FATHERS:
THE TIPSTER AND THE LAWYER


I ruin everything I get my hands on.1

—Jack Martin, 1956

Once you make a fool out of yourself, that is it, you are stuck with it.2

—Dean Andrews, 1969



Two days after the president was shot, First Asst. D.A. Klein telephoned Jim Garrison at home concerning a tip the office had just received about a possible New Orleans link to the assassination. What Klein didn’t know was that the tipster, forty-eight-year-old Jack Martin, a thinnish, sometimes private investigator “with the red blotchy face of an alcoholic,” had been on a two-day binge. It had started the evening of the assassination.

That night Martin boozed it up in a neighborhood bar called Katz & Jammer. He was with Guy Banister, whom Martin had worked for “from time to time.” Banister, a twenty-year veteran of the FBI, former assistant superintendent of the New Orleans Police Department and dedicated anticommunist, anti-Castro activist, was the owner-operator of Guy Banister Associates, an extremely modest New Orleans investigative firm.3 He and Martin left Katz & Jammer together and went to Banister’s nearby office.

There they began discussing various “personal and political subjects,” which led to the topic of some “unauthorized” long-distance telephone calls that Banister accused Martin of making. Martin denied it. The conversation “became heated,” with Banister warning Martin not to call him “a liar” and Martin claiming he wasn’t. At that point Banister “became enraged” and struck Martin on the head “five or six times” with the barrel of a .357 Magnum. When he began to bleed, Banister stopped.* Martin washed up in the rest room and left.4

Twice that night he received treatment for his injuries, “three small lacerations on the forehead” and “one on the rear of his head,” first at Charity Hospital, where he took himself, and later at the Baptist hospital, where a police lieutenant drove him after he reported the attack. Twice Martin refused to file charges, both times saying that Banister was “like a father” to him (which may explain Martin’s troubled psyche) and remarking that the attack “was nothing to get irritated about.” But he claimed he couldn’t understand why Banister had walloped him with the gun. Banister explained it later to the owner of his office building. He “had warned Martin to stay out,” Banister said, “and he didn’t.”5

Martin had had a busy day—a presidential assassination, drinks at Katz & Jammer, a pistol-whipping, high-level police attention, and trips to two different hospitals. For most that would have been ample excitement for one weekend. But for Martin the events of that Friday were only the beginning.

The following day, he and a close friend, W. Hardy Davis, a New Orleans bail bondsman, like everyone else were discussing the president’s assassination. But their conversation was unique. It focused on a local man, a former Eastern Airlines pilot with a hairless body (due to the disease alopecia) and a checkered past. His name was David Ferrie, and Martin harbored a simmering hostility toward him. He and Davis both agreed that Ferrie was a “gun fancier.” Martin thought the rifle allegedly used to kill President Kennedy was “similar” to one Ferrie owned “several years ago.” And, Martin recalled, Ferrie once mentioned a short story plot about a presidential assassination. With nothing more than that, the two “speculated on the possibility” that Ferrie “might have had something to do with killing President Kennedy.”6 This flimsy gossip would propel David Ferrie into a principal figure in this case; he would become Jim Garrison’s favorite suspect and a stepping stone to Clay Shaw.

That evening, after Hardy Davis left, Martin watched a television program about the life of accused assassin Lee Harvey Oswald. One of Oswald’s classmates told an interviewer that while they attended Beauregard Junior High School he had persuaded Oswald to join the Civil Air Patrol (CAP).* When Martin heard that, he completely “flipped,” as he later put it. For he knew that David Ferrie had once been active in the CAP Here was a connection—as Martin saw it—between the man he and Davis had been speculating about and the accused assassin of the president.

Martin spent the rest of that long weekend drinking and making one telephone call after another, spreading the word about Ferrie’s involvement in the assassination. Many in New Orleans heard from Martin in the next two days; and many others heard his escalating accusations from the grapevine. Ferrie had taught Oswald “to fire foreign weapons.” He “had flown Oswald to Dallas.” He was “communicating with Oswald” and had been with Oswald in Dallas “within the last ten days.” Ferrie had said “Kennedy should be killed.” He had “outlined plans” to accomplish it, and he had given Oswald a posthypnotic suggestion to do the deed. Martin also claimed that when Oswald was arrested, he had in his possession Ferrie’s library card.† And he told virtually everyone he spoke to that Ferrie was homosexual. Except for the latter, all of Martin’s information was fabricated.7

Two of Martin’s first targets were the New Orleans Police Department and television station WWL-TV.8 As Martin’s stories about Ferrie ricocheted like a hockey puck around the New Orleans telephone system, several of those he spoke to reacted by calling the local office of the Secret Service.‡ One misdirected telephone call Martin made resulted in three separate individuals contacting that agency. Special Agent-in-Charge John Rice responded by driving to Ferrie’s home that same evening, hoping to interview him. He crossed paths there with a representative of television station WDSU, who had learned of Martin’s charges secondhand. Jack Martin’s humming telephone line turned David Ferrie’s doorstep at 3330 Louisiana Avenue Parkway into the busiest spot in New Orleans. But Martin wasn’t satisfied. His main objective, the police department, refused to take him seriously.

So he telephoned one of Jim Garrison’s assistant district attorneys. Martin didn’t go directly to the top because Garrison, like the police
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