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Chapter 6

Posner's Fiasco With Garrison's Fiasco
I do not take time to address Posner's writing about me and it is not from a sense of pique or resentment.  There is no reason to expect any better once one realizes that he is whoring with our history.  Unlike those who sell their bodies, he sells his mind.  Compared to him, those who sell their bodies are more decent people and their sins against society are much less significant.  By the time the reader sees all that this book says on that matter, which will be less than is possible by far, there should be little doubt that it is a legitimate means of addressing Posner as a person and as a writer and of addressing his thorough dishonesty that is without question knowing dishonesty.  In this he is consistent at each meaningful point in his book.

Silly, too.  And sometimes stupid, to say nothing of arrogant and less than rational in some of his criticisms.  Some are quite dishonest, some reflect an abandonment of judgement to make a false argument.  Those he made of me reflect his inability and that of those who helped him to find a single, legitimate complaint or a single significant factual error in all my work.  The first one in his book is petulant, too, because in 1965 book I did not agree with his sense of value for the book I then wrote, or with his concept of importance in his 1993 book.  That he believes that Oswald's record as a bad boy, and I do mean literally as a little boy, was important for my first book, which is not about Oswald but was about the Warren Report, explicitly stated in the title, Whitewash: The Report on the Warren Report, led him to this stupid criticism in his footnote on page 11:

. . .  Harold Weisberg, in the first of his six self-published books attacking the Warren Commission, does not even inform the reader that Marguerite and Lee lived with the Pics.  He covers the entire period by writing: 'In August 1952, Oswald and his mother moved to New York City, where an older, married son by her first marriage also lived' (Whitewash I, p. 9).

This also bears on another permeating Posner dishonesty we have already addressed and which later will get more attention.  Here he says that I published six books on the JFK assassination but in his bibliography, on page 583, he lists only five.  The one he omits from his bibliography is one that was published commercially, as he knows.  It also is one he uses in his book without referring to his source, and it is one to which he dares not refer the reader because it would prove, as we have seen, that he returned the CIA's favors to him by covering up what the spookeries kept from all the disclosed official records, that as a Marine the man later the only official candidate for assassin was trusted with a rather high security clearance.  An honest writer, which Posner is not and does not intend being, would at the least have noted this important information suppressed form all official records.

In chiding me for not reporting what was not relevant to my book, Posner's  fine-tooth comb yields only his own dandruff when he can lower himself to this kind of childish complaint.  Why in the world was even the little I said necessary in a book that analyzes the work of the Commission?  He does not say.

Can it be that after writing two books about German Nazis and having gotten the obvious major help he has in this one from the CIA if not also other such agencies he actually believes that he has the right and obligation to ordain what others should think and consider relevant in their writing and the right to criticize them if they do not?

He is bankrupt in his criticisms of me, as will be obvious.

Two pages later, still another criticism of my writing which was about the Commission, not about Oswald, he protests in his footnote on page 13, referring to the opinion of Oswald still as a child by the psychiatrist Renatus Hartogs, "Weisberg tells of the test  but does not quote any of Hartogs' conclusions."  They are needed in a book about the Commission?  Well, if that is his standard, ought he not be judged by it?

How can he justify not saying anything about Hartogs' own problems and the value of Hartogs' opinions?  As a New York Times headline on its March 29, 1975 story reports of him; Psychiatrist Guilty of Sex Inducement Must Pay $350,000.

Hartogs' defense was that due to a tumor he could not have sex.  But as the Times reports: "Two Other Women, One an Actress, the Other a Former Schoolteacher, Testified . . . That They Had Sexual Relations With Dr. Hartogs On His Advice."

The issue of Time magazine dated four days later gave Hartogs' practice of psychiatry the way Posner deems indispensable in a book about the Warren Commission almost a page, with his picture and that of the woman who sued him, Julie Ray.  His line with her was that "they have sex to erase her guilt feelings over an earlier sexual liaison with a woman."  (The headline is, Love Thy Analyst.)

Hartogs enjoyed his practice so much he "waived his fee, hired her as a typist and paid her (my emphasis) $3 a letter for typing "hundreds of letters."  He used her for quite some time, according to the trial evidence.

The New York judicial system was not impressed by Hartogs' "opinion."  Is there any reason to believe it was more trustworthy with a boy?

But here, here Gerald Posner!  Where do you get off criticizing others for the sources they use and me for what I do not say (when it was not relevant in my writing) when you write this book you knew would be heavily promoted, would reach many people, and you do not tell them what you could easily have learned about Hartogs?  In that same Time article on that "analytic guru" you find so dependable (you criticize not only me, but a dozen of other authors for not writing what you say we should have written), you would have read as you would have seen in my Hartogs file in which you had no interest:  "In 1953, as a psychiatrist at Youth House, he diagnosed a disturbed 13-year old boy as 'potentially dangerous.'  The boy was Lee Harvey Oswald, and Hartogs later parlayed the brief experience into a quick book on Oswald and Jack Ruby (The Two Assassins,  written with freelancer Lucy Freeman)."

But if you had no interest in Hartogs' commercialization of the JFK assassination based on his "brief experience" with Oswald and none at all with Ruby, then you would not have been interested in or wanted to let your readers know that the literary agent on that deal was Maxwell Wilkinson, who was simultaneously the agent of the CIA's E. Howard Hunt.  Wilkinson told me he represented the Hartogs book you do not mention so you certainly would not have been interested in the fact you could have learned from Who's Who that Hunt used as his cover address in New York that of Littauer and Wilkinson, 500 Fifth Avenue.  (There is a Littauer Foundation the CIA used to hide it as the source of money it wanted handled in secret, but I have not checked that one out to see what Littauer was of that CIA foundation.)

Your criticism of me is that in my book that was not on Oswald, remember, I did tell "Of the tests" but "not any of Hartogs conclusions."  Care to stack the legitimacy of your criticism against your own record in which you make Hartogs relevant and suppress all of this about him?

In a footnote on page 18 Posner criticizes me when he talks about "Oswald's early fascination with Communism."  He says:  "Harold Weisberg writes that his attraction to Communism only makes sense when the possibility of Oswald's being somebody's agent is considered'."  This, I believe, is a bit of Posner's Tricky Dickery.  He has me saying that of the youthful Oswald, when he was a boy.  I am confident I did not say that of the boy.  He does not say where I said it.  But then, did Posner find it useful for his book and his readers to tell them that Oswald's favorite book was Orwell's The Animal Farm?

Tsk, tsk, Gerald Posner; how did you miss that in your exhaustive study of the Warren Commission testimony if you missed it there or in my Oswald in New Orleans!  That came out when one of those undereducated marines so happy to help the government (and get a little attention from it) was trying to help Commission counsel Wesley Liebeler make a case for Oswald as a red.  It begins, if anyone wants to check, on page 254 of Volume VII.  The witness is Nelson Delgado.  He was trying, with some difficulty, to explain the message of The Animal Farm as he got it from Orwell.  He did not recall the title but from his belabored account of what Oswald explained to him about his favorite book, Liebeler identified it for Delgado.  This continued for about a printed page, Liebeler told Delgado; "It is actually supposed to be (sic) quite an anti-Communist classic."  If by chance Posner missed this when he read all that testimony he said he read and even indexed, he would have had trouble missing it in Oswald in New Orleans (pages 97-8).

Well, given Posner's record, he could have "missed" it, too.  After all, did he not miss in the book he persists as representing that I wrote about Oswald when even its title says it is on the Commission, my quotation of Oswald's writings in which he referred to the Russian leaders as "fat, stinking politicians" and lambasted those in the United States for "betraying" themselves and the working class?

Orwell as a favorite book is a new kind of Communist.  Posner's kind.

Before Posner exhausted, temporarily, that is, the supply of gnats at which he could strain on page 20, into a little more substance, he gets into it in his own special way, crookedly.  Referring to Oswald as reincarnated Buffalo Bill with a rifle he begins making his case that Oswald's real mother must have been Annie Oakley.  His footnote begins, "Harold Weisberg stated that 'Oswald's marksmanship was poor'."  (Posner sure is cute in omitting citations.)  It makes it easier to deceive and it takes and wastes research time.  He does not cite the page or the book.  That makes checking this out impossible for most others.

But I do remember writing about that in my book first published on the Commission in 1965 so I knew where to look for it.

Posner prefers not accepting the official Marine Corps evaluation of Oswald's marksmanship that it gave the Commission.  Neither the Commission nor Posner liked that official evaluation.  Well, maybe they are entitled to their own tastes.  But forcing them on someone else is a different matter.  So, the Commission dug up a good 'ol boy of a non-commissioned officer who was quite willing to say that the assassination was not at all difficult and well within Oswald's capabilities -- a piece of cake.

The full line I wrote that Posner prefers to condense is the first of the Whitewash series on page 25: "Oswald's marksmanship in the Marine Corps, several years earlier, was poor, despite the efforts of the Report to establish otherwise."

Firing a rifle is a mechanical skill.  To preserve the skill -- meaning with Oswald the one he never had --one has to practice regularly.  There is no record of his ever having done that.  The point I was making is that after several years his skills, if any, would be even less.

Five pages later I published that Marine Corp official evaluation and official opinion in facsimile.  Does one suppose that Posner was so bleary-eyed from his unending study of records and those twenty-six volumes that although his eye was sharp enough to spot four words from a longer sentence in a page of several hundred words he could not see that Marines official report that takes up more than half a page?

Colonel A. G. Folsom, Head, Records Branch, Personnel Department, by Direction of the Commandant of the Marines Corp (certainly not in the opinions class with a good 'ol boy noncom, is he?), wrote the Commission:  "The Marine Corps considers that any reasonable application of the instructions given to Marines should permit them to become qualified at least as a marksman. . . .  Consequently, a low marksman qualification indicates a fairly poor 'shot' . . ."  Oswald's was so low it was only a single point above the absolute minimum required by the military.

Or, could this be the reason Posner did not give readers the book and page number?  But, if the Commandant of the whole United States Marine Corps is not a good enough authority for the Posner who has a preference for Jim Moores and Carlos Bringuiers, well, maybe he is right to criticize me.

He is criticizing me for being accurate and truthful and because I was faithful to the highest opinion that can come from the Marines.  A less charitable person might be unwilling to attribute this Posner omission to make the ridiculous case that Oswald was old Buffalo Bill himself to the presumed strain of his close and long-lasting study of all those Commission ten million published words.  Such an uncharitable person could note that of the six notes Posner has on this, Folsom's testimony is cited in four of this six and the exhibit he gave the Commission is cited in the fifth (page 510).

But he did not see my more than a half page facsimile reproduction of this official Marine Corps evaluation of Oswald as a lousy shot?  When he read that chapter of my book with such care he could pick out just the four words of that short sentence he wanted to quote?  Or my disappointing him in not reporting that Lee and his mother lived with Robert Pic briefly in New York.  And that I did not have the high opinion of Hartogs he did and in what he used in his book on Oswald that was not relevant in my book on the Commission.

With this an illustration of what to Posner is a fair comment, his criticism of me for using what I regarded as the highest authority, what can be said about Posner himself -- if anyone had the chance?  He spent all that time in those Commission volumes, where the report of firing tests he is less than accurate referring to elsewhere in his book are published in the form of sworn testimony.  And guess what he excludes from his book?  That the very best shots in the country failed to duplicate the shooting attributed to Oswald and that under greatly improved conditions, when they tried for the Commission.  (I go into this in considerable detail in my book NEVER AGAIN!  that is being prepared for publication as I write this.)

Is it not getting to the point where nothing Posner says can be taken to be all there is to say and that often his word cannot be taken at all?

I sure am sorry, though, that he has so low an opinion of the Commandant of the entire Marine Corps of the United States of America.  Disappointed, really.

Aside from what I quoted earlier from Posner's acknowledgement he has mentioned me five times in notes before he refers to me in his text on page 414.  There the kind of fine gentleman, the careful and honest writer, the appreciative guest that Posner is rises and is resplendent;  "in 1966, Harold Weisberg published Whitewash  (he omitted the identifying subtitle and there are four books to the Whitewash series, but then, as his own note reflects, that first book was published in 1965), the first in-depth attack on the Warren Report."  In fact, it was the first book on it.)  This sentence then follows:  "Weisberg, who later published another five books on the case, was a former Senate investigator who had been dismissed for possibly leaking information to the press."  As is not at all uncommon for Posner, here again there is no source note.  Certainly this is not something a responsible writer would say without some substantial reason for saying it, something other than hearsay, and that without any source at all. Especially because he also does not give the date.  What he writes about was in 1939, long before he was born, and could have had personal knowledge.

The one accurate -- well, almost accurate statement is that I was "dismissed."  I still was on and could have remained on the payroll.  It was my decision not to.

At the time of the incident I was not a committee investigator and had not been for some time.  I was its editor even for the four months I was borrowed from it by the Department of Justice to help it in a sensational prosecution of the era, its 1938 prosecution of more than sixty defendants in a conspiracy case against coal operators and their deputized gun thugs in "Bloody Harlan" County, Kentucky case.  Today few know how bloody the operator resistance to union organization of those mines in deep southeastern Kentucky was.  My work there was this satisfactory to Justice although I am not a lawyer I was recommended for employment by it -- by the man in charge of its criminal division.  I decided against it, preferring what I was then doing; preparing the record of one of the most significant Senate investigations of that era for publication and to make it as accurate a record as was possible of the history of the country it records.

That committee had no classified information of any kind.  Not ever.  If it had, however, I would not even have known about it. My job was to prepare the public record for publication.  This involved getting the stenographic record of the hearings and the attendant exhibits and the reports set in type and then printed.  First there were galley proofs; then page proofs so that corrections could be made.

Those hearings were public.  Not one was in "executive session."  To each the press and any person who wanted to be there was admitted.  Nothing secret there, either.  There were no Xerox machines in those days and the cost of extra copies of the stenographic transcripts was prohibitive.  So, for the press and for scholars and students, I always had extra copies of those proofs "pulled" by the printing office.  I mailed them to out-of-town reporters, of whom I remember Izzy Stone, later one of the most respected reporters and commentators in the country, then at the New York Post.  Others came to my office and examined them or, when there were enough copies remaining and printing was close, reporters could borrow copies.  Of the many citizens who came to my office to study the proofs instead of stenographic transcripts I remember several priests and the sister-in-law of Supreme Court Justice Hugo Black.

These proofs, which were of the stenographic transcripts of the public hearings, did not and could not hold any secrets and every word was already public.  They were of already-held public hearings.  Not a word was unknown, publicly.

So there was nothing in them that could be "leaked" because there was not a word in them that was not already public.

When a reporter was speaking to one of my superiors on the committee staff and asked about a hearing, I was told to give him a set of proofs of that hearing, which I did.

Now it happened, as is not usual in the Congress, the chairman of that committee had decided that he had already reaped all the political benefit possible for his next election campaign from those hearings.  He feared if he continued it would cost him contributions.

But if the committee was not continued the already-planned next set of hearings then would not have been held.  I was among those wanting the committee to continue for those next already-planned hearings.  Others on the staff agreed with the chairman.  They also wanted that committee to die so they could move upward.  This was possible because of the prestige of having served on that committee.  (It was known as "the Senate Civil Liberties Committee".)  In order to do that they had to control the staff, and one means of doing that was to assert power and intimidate those who wanted the committee continued.  Of them I was the junior, the youngest and the most vulnerable.  And I was openly lobbying along with others in private life for the committee's continuation.  So, on the trumped-up impossible charge of "leaking" the public record, I was fired.  And I continued, rather than seeking other employment, to continue to help in that lobbying.

It was successful, the committee's life was continued with a new Senate resolution, and those hearings on the abuses of agricultural workers by corporate farms in California were held.  Those agricultural workers were not illegal immigrants from Mexico.  They had been farmers in Oklahoma and Arkansas and other states near them whose farms were ruined by the severe dust storms of that era.  When they migrated to California seeking jobs so that in those Great Depression days they, their wives and children would not starve; they were known as "Okies" and "Arkies."

That was long ago and most of those who may read this have no way of knowing about the terrible conditions those hearings exposed so they could be corrected.

But there are some who may have read John Steinbeck's book The Grapes Of Wrath -- or seen the Henry Fonda movie on TV reruns.  That will enable people to decide whether what I was part of, bringing those terrible conditions to light, was a worthwhile thing or not.  It was for being part of what made that possible that I was dismissed.

This is not at all what Posner intended to be taken from his slanted writing.

At the time he wrote this and those other slurs intended to disparage me and my work, we were in a friendly relationship.  He phoned me, we exchanged letters, he said by phone and in letters that he and his wife hoped to visit us again, and when his book was being published, in our last conversation, he said he thought I would like what he said about me in his coming book.  This is also to say what is obvious in any event, if he had intended other than he said in his regularly repeated nasty comments about me he could have learned the truth from me.  He knew I would be as he praised me for being, open with him.  He did write in his Acknowledgements (page 504) that of all the people with whom he had any contact in preparing his book, I am the only one he singled out to say that "His attitude toward sharing information is refreshing."

The Posners spent three days with us.  He asked me nothing about what he would use to slur me.  Then and later he did not check this or anything else with me.  What he wrote and published is therefore what he wanted to and it is designed to reflect on me, my character and my work.  It has no other purpose.  It was not in any sense necessary to what he was saying, that I had published five more books on the JFK assassination.

But suppose he had believed that was necessary and he wanted to be an honest writer and to tell his readers what there was about those who wrote books before he did.  What else could he have said about me that could have told his readers about my earlier life and what he was supposedly addressing in his book, the qualifications of those who wrote books on the subject long before he did?

Would it have helped his readers, and the historical record he was making, if he had reported that in about 1932 or 1933 I had helped another reporter win that years Pulitzer Prize for local reporting? -- or that my writing was syndicated nationally before I was twenty years old? --  or that when I was an intelligence analyst in World War II, General "Wild Bill" Donovan honored and decorated me for my work, which included trouble-shooting and delicate jobs for the White House?-- or that, when General Donovan did not believe that justice had been done to a team of four OSS men who had volunteered for a very dangerous parachute drop behind Nazi lines in France, got involved in a fight with the military police and after their convictions were upheld and were serving their sentences the job of investigating it was given to me.  The OSS did not lack for fine lawyers.  One later became a Supreme Court Justice; another, no relative to the general but also named Donovan, negotiated spy swaps with the USSR, got the U-2 pilot Gary Powers and the Bay of Pigs prisoners back.  Six weeks after I was given that job, those men were free.

Or that, in the words of the late respected judge of the Federal District Court, Gerhard Gessell, as reported in The Washington Post of January 17, 1978, referring to the disclosure of some ninety-thousand pages of FBI assassination related records then in process said, "those records would not now be coming to light were it not for earlier Freedom of Information Act litigation by Weisberg.  This led to a congressional change in the law, opening the door to FBI investigatory records."

In Posner's book all other than he are "buffs."  If he could be at all honest he would recognize that he fits his own term of deprecation better than many others working in the field in terms of relevant prior professional experience, length of time working in the field, and information developed, not a single fact of value being attributable to Posner, not even after that Nosenko interview.  So, in his kinder references to me, I am a "buff" to Posner.  There is -- to this self-described "Wall Street lawyer" who never took a case to court -- nothing professional about this partial account biased reference to a misrepresented incident of a long life and of the work I've done.

In Posner's injection of this irrelevancy to which he gave his biased twist, his prejudiced selection of one incident in a long life the professional experiences of which as well as the accomplishments of which are relevant to my qualifications for the work I have done he characterizes himself.  He also does that in not doing any checking, in not speaking to me when he was with me for three days or later.

His character as he here reveals it in his casting of doubt on my character for a non-existing offense raises additional questions about his own lack of trustworthiness.  This is one of Posner's many indulgences of his nastiness streak enables readers to form their own evaluations of him as it does of me.

He does acknowledge that I published six books on the JFK assassination.  He says he and his secret source are, for all his dishonesty, able to make only the most insignificant jibes.  He says not a word about me being responsible for the amending of FOIA so that the secret and embarrassing records would be available to all, including the Posners who were the beneficiaries without having done a single thing to earn that benefit.  Nothing about those many documents I brought to light and published in facsimile so that people could see them as they actually existed when they were held secret.

But then if Posner had done that he could not have deceived his readers and the record for history into believing that the many records he got from me and used in his book were the result of his own work.  To carry this intent forward he was careful in his Acknowledgements not to mention that he also obtained copies of those records when he and his wife had unlimited access to them and to our copier.  Her accounting is that she made seven hundred and twenty four copies for the book.  In more than six hundred pages Posner found neither the interest of an honest man in saying it nor the space for it.  But he did find space for misrepresentations and insults.

Not content with the contrivance addressed above, in his very next sentence Posner writes: "Robert Blakey said his (my) 'rhetoric was so obscure, his arguments so dependent on accusations rather than logic, the effect of (his) work was to make complex issues confusing."  Posner does not say why Blakey felt he had to criticize my work under conditions that precluded my responding.

Posner's use of what Blakey said without indication of Blakey's animus and the reasons for it illustrates another element of his permeating dishonesty throughout his entire book.  Once again it is Posner who characterizes himself and his book.  Here is what is relevant that he says at the top of the same page:

In its own reexamination of the case in the late 1970's, the House Select Committee investigated the first generation of critics and found their work wanting in terms of fairness and accuracy.  Robert Blakey, the Select Committee's chief counsel, said that many early critics "had special axes to grind.  As a result of our investigation, the Committee found that 'criticism leveled at the Commission . . . (was) often biased, unfair and inaccurate . . . (and) . . . the prevailing opinion of the Commission's performance was undeserved.'"
As Posner also knows, I was the first of that "first generation of critics."  And as he should know from his claimed, if not feigned, familiarity with that committee's work Blakey began each hearing with what he styled as a "narration."  He cited the work of critics he intended to examine, meaning disprove, at that days hearing.  This was his unhidden intent as he ran that committee.

But there was one exception; Blakey never once mentioned my name and never once cited a single word from any of my books that he could criticize or even pretend to refute.  This, too, is typical of Posner, as by now should be more than apparent.  He lumps together those who do not belong together and thus condemns all.  As in his reference to the single assassination nut Jim Moore alone as "some."

Blakey had to have some explanation for never once addressing anything I said or wrote so he made up what hundreds of letters and phone calls from school children say they could understand what Blakey says he could not understand.

I am the one critic Blakey dared not say a word about in those hearings or reports or to my face or to in any way entice any response from me, as Posner should have known.  Blakey had additional reasons for wanted to say something bad about me because I was the credited source -- I never sought anonymity -- of many stories exposing the transgressions of his committee during its life, prominently played stories from coast to coast, Blakey was never able to make response, not to any one of them.

These papers included the New York Times and the Washington Post in particular.  Aside from a number of other stories the St. Louis Post-Dispatch ran and syndicated a series of four page-one articles based on records Blakey should have gotten from the FBI and did not that I did get and gave that paper.

The closest thing to a response Blakey was able to make when he was questioned about my public criticisms of how he ran that committee is when he sputtered to the Post's George Lardner, who had written many of those store stories, "Weisberg?  He can kiss my ass!"  (After asking me if I minded, and I did not, Lardner published that quotation from Posner's pretendly impartial source.)

I also made a matter of public knowledge that the FBI was so contemptuous of Blakey that in its internal records, copies of which I obtained in one of my FOIA lawsuits, it planned to give him and his committee as little as it could of the records  it had already disclosed to me!

And it got away with it, too!

There was not a peep from Blakey when I put those memos in the case record in C.A. 75-1996, to make them part of the record for history.

In his fall of 1993 testimony to the Conyers government operations oversight committee of the House of Representatives Jim Lesar, who had represented me in those FOIA lawsuits, made the statistics a matter of unquestioned public record.

With all the rights and authorities of the House of Representatives behind him, in his supposed investigation of the assassination of President Kennedy Blakey got a total of roughly 340,000 pages from the FBI.  Of these, about 265,000 were on what Blakey denies is the preconception, that the Mafia killed the President; he got that many pages of FBI records on the mob, not the assassination.  If all the other records did relate to the assassination, that approximately 75,000 pages is only about a third of the pages I got from the FBI.  (Lesar's testimony is in my file on that committee.)

There is nothing in this for Blakey to brag about.  Or to love me for.

Using Blakey, as Posner does, would shame an honest writer.  It does deceive his readers.  Still again, it is Posner who portrays himself and his book as dishonest as himself and it is as prejudiced and undependable.

So, what is Posner really up to in this part of his book, other than running all others down, mixing legitimate critics in with the illegitimate to pretend that all are illegitimate.   This was easy with a Mark Lane to tar all others with, what Posner does next (page 415).  It is hardly possible not to find more than justified criticism of Lane, but that relates to Lane and to him alone, not to all others, the sense in which Posner writes his criticism.  In a footnote on page 415, for once understated, Posner says of what I said, "Harold Weisberg believes Lane is interested only in self-promotion and money, and says that Lane "largely" cribbed from his book Whitewash."   Not from Whitewash alone, and not "largely".

This criticism of Lane as a literary thief coming from Posner, an expert practitioner of that craft, is like the kettle describing the frying pan as "black," as we have seen as we shall see even more.

Posner did, remember, "crib" the basis of his book from that fifteen-year-old Lui boy and palm it off as his own "enhancement" work.  That is not all by any means but it should serve to remind the reader that the unclosed case against Posner has already been made.

As he continues his determined effort to put me and my work down, having not once in his six-hundred pages found time to give even the remotest hint of what that work is or of what those six books say, he reflects either his ignorance which he does display more often than I will take time for, and his dishonesty, both of which help him create a false record in his determined effort to pretend that nobody else did any real work in the field, he has this footnote on page 420:

Researchers did not discover the existence of the card index until Weisberg sued for the Dallas field office files in 1978, and the index was disclosed in 1980.

This refers to a secret index that is part of the FBI's standard operating procedures in what to it are politically-sensitive cases.  "Researchers," as Posner well knew, did not just "discover" it.  I "discovered" it -- if that is how Wall Street lawyers refer to years of hard work.  Its existence was carefully hidden in all the disclosed JFK assassination records.  In a different case entirely and in records produced in that King assassination case by the Chicago FBI office, it was not merely "disclosed," as Posner puts it, voluntarily by the FBI; it was litigated.  As he avoids telling his readers, avoiding getting the FBI to dislike him in every possible way, the FBI had lied about its existence.

He knew the truth because I showed him those two full file cabinets plus two full drawers, ten linear feet of Xeroxes of what was originally forty-two feet of 3 by 5 index cards, as I do with all others who come to use those records.  It is the only index to those records available.

So, first Posner pretends that it was not the most difficult kind of litigating that resulted in the disclosure of all the quarter of a million pages of JFK assassination records to which he had free access here, and then, such being his genuine interest in the book upon which he has engaged, an entirely different book than he described to me, he, personally, made no use of it at all.

This makes obvious that when he was here he did not give a damn about all the FBI's information pertinent to the shooting and to the witnesses and the Zapruder film.

Relevant to the evidence relating to the shooting, I filed two FOIA lawsuits, the first leading to the amending of the Act to open FBI and similar files to FOIA access.  In Posner's definitive book he finds none of this worth reporting and when he had access to all the results of all the scientific testing, including what he comes close to ignoring entirely in his book, the results of the neutron activation testing of the ballistics and ballistic-related evidence, he did not even peek at those results.  Had he, he might, (and I say "might" because his morals, ethics, professional and personal dishonesty cannot be entirely ignored), have found it difficult to report those phony conclusions of his.

He knew the results from Post Mortem and even after that he asked me not a single question, nor did he ask for copies to be sent him.  (See Post Mortem pp. 408, 437-40, 445-7, 451, 470-1, 606-7, 624-5).

The neutron-activation testing of the paraffin casts made of Oswald's cheek the day of the assassination prove that Oswald did not fire a rifle that day.

Posner's handling of his reference to that index and what it leads to, as reported above, are once again his unintended self-description.  They too provide a basis for evaluating his work and his book.

He continues this, not intending it at all, on the next page where once again he goes out of his way to give little or no value to this litigation or the information it yielded.  He refers to one small part of that lawsuit, for the results of all the scientific testing, what relates to the spectrographic testing of a Dealey Plaza curbstone.  He has to misrepresent that elsewhere in the book and, as usual, he is up to that dishonesty.  We address the substance later.  Here he says, ". . . although the Warren Commission discussed and relied on the results of the Bureau's spectrographic test in its final report, the FBI steadfastly refused to give Weisberg the underlying data.  To many, that obstinacy added to the growing public perception that the government had something to hide in the Kennedy case.  But to Lesar it does not necessarily indicate cover-up as much as the bureaucratic mind-set of the agencies."  Posner attributes his cover-the-FBI's-ass lie to Jim Lesar by adding a direct quotation from him that was not in reference to this particular matter at all but was a general statement of our experience when Lesar represented me in all those lawsuits.

Whether from his subject-matter ignorance, obvious to someone with real subject-matter knowledge in reading his book, from his determined effort to protect the official assassination mythology all he can, or from what one cannot ignore in this small-minded man who has such an exalted opinion of himself, his mendacity, what I quote directly has errors in it.

One is that the FBI never formulated any real results of its supposed curbstone testing.  Another is that not having them they could not have given them to the Commission!  We return to this later, in detail!

If as he never intended being, Posner was an honest man writing an honest book, he could not have made any such reference to the FBI's and the Commission's actual record because the FBI did not make any formal report on its JFK assassination laboratory testing and because the Commission accepted that and pretended the opposite, that the FBI had done what it did not do.

As the records in this lawsuit, C.A. 75-0226, are specific in revealing, when the FBI was compelled by the court to deliver the filmed spectrographic film of that curbstone test it pretended it could not be found.  It alone of all those many films made in spectrographic testing, the means by which the test is made.  When called upon to explain this in court, where normally hearsay is not acceptable, an unsworn and retired FBI agent is alleged to have said that he is not certain but he thinks that little piece of film was "destroyed to save space."  A single piece of film saved any space at all in those FBI files so massive they cannot be imagined?  And then there is the fact that this alleged destruction was strictly prohibited by law and by regulations.  But as the court accepted what is not acceptable to American courts, so also did this man who boasts he was a "Wall Street lawyer."

Those "many" to whom Posner refers in beginning this convoluted dishonesty, who were wrong in taking what the FBI did in that lawsuit as evidence of deliberate withholding, do not exist.  Few knew about it and none discussed it with me.  It is another one of Posner's straw men he invents to cover his permeating dishonesty throughout the entire book.  There is little as palpably, completely and intendedly false as Posner's contrived justification of the FBI's complete misrepresentation of this testing and then denying it to me and to the people through me.  He attributes it to no more than the FBI's "bureaucratic mind-set" in litigation.  "Cover-up" or suppression?  Horrors!  The FBI?  Perish the thought, Posner says (page 421).

But if the FBI had not suppressed the truth about its alleged testing of that curbstone, as without question Posner had to know when he contrived this baseless excuse for it, the entire official JFK assassination mythology would have been impossible.  That also means there would have been no possibility of the exploiters and commercializers of the Posner stench enriching themselves from their sycophancy.

But is it not worth noting that when he spent three days here, interviewed me and was in touch with me thereafter by phone and by letter, he continues to have only second-hand references to me and my work he never once gets into?  This is true throughout his book.  Throughout this chapter as well as most other parts of the book, Posner clearly depends on work other than his own that he pretends is his own work.  Often he cannot cite records correctly and more often he twists and distorts.

In Posner we have a little man who sees himself as big and who wants to be big when he isn't.  To do this he has to try to put others down, to ridicule, belittle and seek to insult them.  In this he can see himself as bigger than he is in his own wilderness of mirrors.  He lacks honesty in it, but that is true of his entire book.  He avoids the norm, the absolute need of the honest writer, of simple checking.  This departure from the norm of the honest is essential to him because without it he cannot do what he does, distort, misrepresent and lie to demean all others.

Thus while he slurs me, he uses my work as his work, using the records I got by such great cost and effort and made freely available to him as records he obtained by his own effort, his effort that does not exist.

This is the real Posner and this is the reality of his book.

He is a phony with a formula and he does what the formula requires to succeed.

Nothing else makes any difference to him.

If it requires besmirching others, that is what he does.  For him his end justifies his means.

It is a measure of the man and of his book that he does this while referring to himself repeatedly and in all his publisher's extensive promotions and sales of ancillary rights so extensively throughout the world as a "Wall Street lawyer" when in fact he never took a single case to court -- never even filed one, according to the Lexis index to cases filed in New York.

He calls himself a "Wall Street lawyer" when his only work there was essentially clerical; work that those without law degrees do.

This chapter is not my defense of myself from his dishonest representation of my past, nor is it an expression of resentment.  It is another means by which the reader and the record for history can evaluate Posner and his book.

So readers can understand my attitude toward what Posner wrote about me and my belief that all of those who are critical of the government's record in the investigation of the JFK assassination must also be willing to face critical examination, I have clearly accessible to all who use my records a separate file of typical selections of what the FBI prefers to refer to as my "nefarious" past.  That file folder has my name on it.  All the records on or about me that I obtained from the government are also readily available to all who work here.  I believe that there is nothing at all "nefarious" in my life but I am never present when those who use my records examine them.  This fat file of records generated by those who like neither me nor my work, which is critical of them, is clearly labeled and is in what I call my "subject" file that all use.  It consists of duplicate copies of some of the government's records.  I have preserved all that I obtained from the government exactly as they were disclosed to me and they will be in that pristine condition when they are all a permanent, public archive at Hood College, here in Frederick, Maryland.

For all I know, Posner may have copied some of those duplicates relating to me from my own file and on my own copier.  They are there for that purpose.  He never discussed any of that with me, but I make it all available to each and every person who uses my records.  They can question me or not as they see fit.

But I hide nothing and I believe I have nothing to hide.

That Posner wrote about me as he did without once speaking to me about it is, I also believe, his own self-description and his own characterization of his work, my reason for writing this chapter.
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