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CHAPTER 1

February 1967

 I really don’t know what it was that made me want to find her.
 Perhaps I thought she was somehow important in this mess. Perhaps 
it was because the government tried so hard to convince me otherwise. 
Maybe I was just bored.
 That afternoon began like any other at Kent State University. It was 
three years before innocent kids would be gunned down there; three 
short years before America would suffer still another debilitating blow to 
its sense of stability. I had just turned nineteen and found myself stuffed 
into an overcrowded Moulton Hall on an overpopulated campus.
 On this cold day, a guy I recognized from one of my classes hurriedly 
approached. I was minding my own business, content in waiting for the 
cafeteria doors to open.
 “Hi. I’m Terry. Why is it you believe the Warren Report?”
 I blinked. “Huh?”
 “In class one day when we were asked if anyone had read the Warren 
Report, you said you had and you felt it was true. I’m wondering what 
makes you think so.”
 I recalled a debate on the Kennedy assassination in a U.S. history 
seminar some weeks earlier. Terry was accurate with his recap. “I guess 
it’s because all the evidence points to Oswald being the lone assassin. The 
rifle was his; he was the only one who ran from where the shots were 
fired; he killed a Dallas police officer—J. D. Tippit, I think his name 
was.”
 Terry nodded.
 “And I’ve read enough testimony that supports those conclusions.”
 “Have you read all of the testimony?” he prodded. Before I could 
answer, he continued. “Have you ever heard of the grassy knoll? What 
about the violent backward motion of Kennedy’s head in the Zapruder 
film? How about all the witnesses ignored and never called before the 
Warren Commission?”
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 “What are you talking about?” I asked.
 “Ah! never heard of those things, huh?” Terry was pleased at making 
his point, a point that, quite frankly, eluded me. “The government is not 
telling us the truth about the assassination.”
 “Why would the government lie about something like this?” I asked.
 Terry persisted. “Our library has a set of the twenty-six volumes of 
testimony. Take a look at them. In the meantime, read this.” He pushed 
a magazine into my arms. “I’ll be in touch.” Then he was gone.
 His comments hit a nerve. I settled down with my tray of food. like 
others, I had read the Warren Report, every word of its 888 pages—twice, 
as a matter of fact. The accompanying twenty-six volumes of supporting 
evidence weren’t readily available, so I had done the next best thing and 
read highlights of that evidence in a paperback put out by the New York 
Times.
 I had admired John F. Kennedy, his style, his goals. He was a breath of 
fresh air. His wife, I had to admit, was my first infatuation. lee Harvey 
Oswald ended all that.
 Oswald worked in the Texas School Book Depository. The shots came 
from there. Bullet fragments matched the rifle that had his fingerprints 
on it. People saw him do it. He was picked from a police lineup. He had 
no alibi and he tried to escape. He even shot a policeman.
 Why all the fuss? But I still glanced at the magazine Terry had left 
behind: Playboy. It was already opened to what he apparently wanted me 
to read, that month’s interview. Staring back at me was a bespectacled 
attorney-turned-author from new York named Mark lane. lane had 
written a book about his private investigation into the assassination. His 
remarks revealed a heavy bias against the Warren Report.
 By the time I lifted my nose from the lengthy article, my food was 
cold and I was alone. Everyone else had finished lunch and had left for 
afternoon lectures. My “How to Think Straight” logic class was now 
nearly over.
 I decided to salvage the day by visiting a local bookshop to pick up a 
copy of lane’s work, titled Rush to Judgment. Along the way I stopped at 
the university’s library. As Terry said, the Warren Report and its twenty-
six volumes were there, occupying forty inches of shelf space, impressive 
in their dark-blue covers and gold lettering.
 That night I settled in to read, accompanied by a sack of heart-stoppers 
from McDonald’s. It was good to be young.
 lane was brutal as he sliced his way through the Warren Report’s 
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conclusions. He quoted witnesses who saw smoke rising from the grassy 
knoll, a raised plot of ground to the right front of Kennedy’s motorcade; 
witnesses who saw someone running from there; or saw two gunmen 
instead of only one in the sixth-floor window; or saw Oswald in places 
he wasn’t, shouldn’t have been, or couldn’t have been. He discussed the 
backward snap to Kennedy’s head when the final bullet struck home. He 
named names and brought up contradictions between what witnesses 
said they saw and what the government ultimately said happened.
 I had never read anything like it. I was mesmerized. And he introduced 
me, inadvertently as it may have been, to Victoria Adams.
 Miss Adams worked on the fourth floor of the Texas School Book 
Depository. She witnessed the assassination from there, the shots coming 
from only two floors above. lane, quoting from her official Warren 
Commission testimony, wrote that following the last shot, “she and a 
co-worker ‘ran out of the building via the stairs and went in the direction 
of the railroad where we had observed other people running.’”1

 Since “the railroad” was located on the grassy knoll, lane used her 
remarks as further evidence that shots originated from there. What caught 
my eye, though, was her comment that she “ran out of the building via 
the stairs.” I remembered that Oswald had escaped the sixth floor by 
running down a back staircase. Could that staircase have been the same 
one Miss Adams was on?
 “So, do you still believe the Warren Report?” Terry inquired when I 
returned his magazine a few days later.
 “Yeah, I do,” I said. “But lane raises some interesting points in his 
book. Ever hear of Victoria Adams?”
 “Ah, so you were interested enough to buy his book, huh? I knew you 
would. And yes. I’ve heard of her. Why?”
 “lane mentioned her. I was curious, that’s all.”
 “Check what the Warren Report said,” Terry advised, “then go read 
her testimony in the twenty-six volumes. You should compare a lot of the 
witnesses that way. You might be surprised.”
 My professors weren’t doling out this much work.
 “We should get together on a regular basis and compare notes,” he 
added. “Might be good. For both of us.” The guy had an ego. But I liked 
him anyway.
 That night, after checking out the relevant books from the library, I 
focused on the story of Miss Adams. According to the Warren Report, 
Oswald fired three shots from a sixth-floor window. He then hurried 
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across that floor, hid his gun under some boxes at the top of the back 
staircase, and descended those stairs. For some reason, he exited the 
stairs on the second floor and ducked into a nearby lunchroom. Seconds 
later he was confronted there by Dallas policeman Marrion Baker and 
building superintendent Roy Truly, who had run up the stairs from the 
first floor.
 Baker, riding a motorcycle in the parade, wanted to get to the roof of 
the Depository. He thought shots might have come from there. Truly was 
showing him the way when the policeman spotted a man later identified 
as Oswald through the window of a door leading to the lunchroom.
 The timing was crucial. Could Oswald have fled the sixth floor and 
arrived in the second-floor lunchroom within the ninety seconds allotted 
by the Report? Shouldn’t Miss Adams, if she was descending the same 
stairs after the shots were fired, have been privy to this footrace?
 The Warren Report had little to say about her:

 Victoria Adams, who worked on the fourth floor of the Depository 
Building, claimed that within about 1 minute following the shots she ran 
from a window on the south side of the fourth floor, down the rear stairs 
to the first floor, where she encountered two Depository employees—
William Shelley and Billy lovelady. If her estimate of time is correct, she 
reached the bottom of the stairs before Truly and Baker started up, and 
she must have run down the stairs ahead of Oswald and would probably 
have seen or heard him. Actually she noticed no one on the back stairs. If 
she descended from the fourth to the first floor as fast as she claimed in 
her testimony, she would have seen Baker or Truly on the first floor or on 
the stairs, unless they were already in the second-floor lunchroom talking 
to Oswald. When she reached the first floor, she actually saw Shelley and 
lovelady slightly east of the east elevator. . . .
 Shelley and lovelady, however, have testified that they were watching 
the parade from the top step of the building entrance when Gloria Calvery, 
who works in the Depository Building, ran up and said that the President 
had been shot. lovelady and Shelley moved out into the street. About this 
time Shelley saw Truly and Patrolman Baker go into the building. Shelley 
and lovelady, at a fast walk or trot, turned west into the railroad yards 
and then to the west side of the Depository Building. They reentered the 
building by the rear door several minutes after Baker and Truly rushed 
through the front entrance. On entering, lovelady saw a girl on the first 
floor who he believes was Victoria Adams. If Miss Adams accurately 
recalled meeting Shelley and lovelady when she reached the bottom of 
the stairs, then her estimate of the time when she descended from the 
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fourth floor is incorrect, and she actually came down the stairs several 
minutes after Oswald and after Truly and Baker as well.2

 It seemed cut and dried. Miss Adams may have come down the stairs, 
just as she said. But the question was, when? If it was right after the shots, 
as she claimed, she should have heard or seen Oswald. Yet she didn’t.
 The most convincing detail proving that her timing was wrong was 
her statement that she saw Shelley and lovelady on the first floor. Both 
men, according to the Warren Report, had remained outside the building 
after the shooting for several minutes before entering. Therefore, if Miss 
Adams saw them on the first floor when she arrived there, she must have 
come down the stairs later than she thought. no wonder she saw and 
heard no one on the staircase. Oswald had already descended it.
 Something was gnawing at me, though. I was uncomfortable with all 
the ifs—if her estimate of time was correct; if she descended from the 
fourth to the first floor as fast as she claimed; if Miss Adams accurately 
recalled . . . 
 What if she was right? And how convincing was Billy lovelady’s 
statement that he saw a girl he only believed was Miss Adams?
 I decided to examine her official testimony.
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