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Preface

When President John F. Kennedy was killed in Dallas, Texas, on November 22, 1963, I was liquidating a promising poultry farm that had been ruined by low-flying helicopters.  I had filed one suit for the damages we suffered and in winning a small award established a new legal principle, that the property owner owns the air space above his property to the height required to enjoy his Constitutional right to own property.  When even the secretary of defense could not end the harassment by helicopter he directed his general counsel to look out for our interests and to negotiate a settlement with us for subsequent damage.  It was pursuant to this agreement that I was engaged in an orderly liquidation of what I, along with many other soldiers in World War II had dreamed of; being free and independent by becoming a farmer.

What does one do when in middle age he has to make a new start?  I decided to return to writing.  I got an agent and was researching a book in which I hoped to do with noise what Rachel Carson did with chemicals; alert the country to the great suffering and damage from noise.  Then the President was assassinated on the streets of a modern American city, and I -- like most Americans -- spent every minute possible before the tube and when doing my chores, had a transistor radio on my belt and an earphone in an ear to keep up with the news.  I read the papers with care, too.  With each new report I became more concerned about all that was happening that should not happen.

From my background -- and I am not a lawyer -- I could not see how an impartial jury could be picked.  I also could not see how any of the alleged evidence was not already tainted.  Within two days I did not see how the lone accused Lee Harvey Oswald could be tried.    At about 7 o'clock in the morning he was killed by Jack Ruby, after the second round of tending our flocks and gathering eggs, sitting before the TV with my after-breakfast coffee, I told my wife he was going to be killed.  My thinking was simple: all that was being done was making it impossible to try him; someone wanted to close his mouth, and the only way to really do that was to close it permanently; to kill him.

Because I never expected it to happen where it happened, and as it happened, when I saw it happen live on TV, I may have been more shocked than anyone else because I had  expected it . . . but not on camera, and not in police headquarters.

When I proposed a magazine article to my agent, I lost my agent!  She was quite explicit in telling me that nobody in New York was considering or would consider anything other than what the government said.

I then abandoned the book in which I had hoped to alert the country to the great dangers from noise.  I decided to do what I had done professionally; analyze the official report on the assassination when it was issued.  I had been a reporter; an investigative reporter -- a United States Senate investigator and editor; first as a soldier and then as a civilian, I had been an intelligence analyst, beginning in the OSS, the Office of Strategic Services.

General William ("Wild Bill") Donovan, the conservative New York lawyer who headed the OSS, enabled me to get off to a good start there.  Awaiting me, based on my prior investigative experience, was a lawyer's job in which the lawyers had failed.  Donovan was an old fashioned military leader.  He believed he owed responsibility to those under him.

Four brave young men who had volunteered for a parachute drop in France behind Nazi lines, an assignment from which survival was not very promising, had gotten into a fight with the military police in a Washington suburb.  They had been convicted and all appeals having failed, were serving their time at Fort Tilden, New York.  Donovan did not believe they were guilty.  Unusually able, as so many lawyers in the OSS were and as he was, he decided to have a non-lawyer take a shot at it.

Without any investigating at all; without even going to the scene of the crime, by analyzing the records in the case made by the lawyers, I found what they had missed and six weeks after I began, turned in the report that freed those four men.  It gave me quite a reputation among those who knew about what I had done and thereafter, although my work remained analysis, I was used as a trouble-shooter.  Other components bounced to me what they could not handle.  Not a single one of those assignments turned out to be difficult, when approached differently.

One that I recall was even from the White House, with a 48-hour deadline.  By not missing the obvious that counter-intelligence had missed, I finished that one in a morning.

When I learned that political Neanderthals in the government were about to cause unpleasantness for the radio station on which I was the news and special events editor over my non-existing past, matters of which I was innocent and in all instances exonerated, I decided the time for implementing that soldier's dream of freedom and independence had come.

Farming promised to be a radical change from the kind of life I'd led, with none of that kind of challenge.  No Nazi cartels and their interference with the war effort to investigate.  No secret history of OSS operations to write and have stolen, despite its classification, and appear as a Jimmy Cagney movie, "O.S.S."  No articles based on my own research, like one for a minor magazine that became another movie, one that put a new phrase in our language,. "Gung Ho!"  No labor spies and strikebreaking murders like those of the 1930's that were part of my work for the Senate to look into.

The peaceful clucking of contented chickens is what I looked forward to.

I bought a tract of abandoned farm land at the north-western end of the Montgomery County, Maryland village in which my wife was raised.  It had not been farmed since the end of the previous century.  With only hand tools, I cleared the land and began to build.  That heavy physical labor is one of the reasons I am still alive at eighty.

In the age of increasing mechanization and mass marketing, we turned the clock back.  I delivered what we raised to the consumer.  We sought and achieved greater quality and in a small way became famous in our field.  My wife became the national chicken cooking champion; I became the national barbecue king and we won first and third prizes in the whole country for raising chickens.

Our customers ranged from receptionists and janitors in Washington offices to the top in Washington political and diplomatic life.  Two were then cabinet members; one a former cabinet member, and we served embassies and ambassadors.  Those who relished our birds ranged politically from the former Dominican dictator, Raphael Trujillo, to Winston Churchill.  When Mrs. John Foster Dulles, wife of the Secretary of State, entertained Mamie Eisenhower, she selected our birds to serve.  Bertha, the Dulles' cook, told me the next week that Mamie had gone down to the kitchen to learn where she had gotten such fine birds.  When Lady Knox-Monroe, wife of the New Zealand ambassador, entertained during the organization of the Southeast Asia Treaty Organization, she also served them and the next week Rosie, her Austrian refugee cook, told me – as Bertha had -- of the reception they got.

That so promising a business could be ruined simply because helicopter pilots violated regulations and disobeyed orders -- and a special order had been issued to avoid our farm by a six-mile circle -- was a learning experience.  It was painful and costly, but it certainly told me that what is not supposed to happen can and does happen, despite the efforts of the Secretary of Defense himself to end it.

Having saved all the locally available newspaper accounts of the assassination and its investigation and recognizing most of those stories as leaks,  when the Presidential Commission's Report was issued on September 27, 1964, I went to the Government Printing Office where I had spent so much time beginning when I was in my early twenties as a Senate editor, arranging for the publication of our hearings and reports, I bought three copies of that Report;  two in paperback and one hardback to keep, not to use in working.  I began reading and analyzing it as soon as I had driven home.  Two months later, when the Commission's 26-volume appendix was issued, I was there again and brought two sets; one to work with and the other to preserve.

In 1992 I gave that mint set -- still in the sealed cartons -- to Hood College, a fine, small college in Frederick, Maryland, where my wife and I have lived since the liquidation of our farm and where all my records will be a permanent and free public archive.

I began with a book contract under which I was to deliver the manuscript by February 15, 1965.  I mailed each chapter as I finished it.  And I did finish it on time, although that was only five months after that Report was issued and only three months after the 26-volume appendix was published.  When I went to New York City a week or so later to see the publisher, he was drooling into the till from the advance sale of about 39,000 without a word of advertising or promotion, merely from the salesman mentioning the book to book sellers.  Then the vice president of that publishing house who soon, deservedly so, went belly-up, told me one night about this promising advance sale, and the next morning went to Washington.  He returned after that one day trip, the contract was broken, and I did not even get the manuscript back!  No explanation, just the rejection and nothing else.  That was the first of more than a hundred international rejections, without a single adverse editorial comment.

What a shock it was, particularly because of my background, that the first book on so important an event -- the assassination of a President -- could not find a publisher!

After all those rejections, although broke and in debt, I was able to publish Whitewash: The Report on the Warren Report  myself.  I had to become a publisher to open that subject up for national discussion based on the fact in the book, the first on that Report.  Without a cent for advertising or promotion I made a success of it.  In all it went through thirteen printings.  Dell, which rejected it three times, decided to reprint it after I made a success of the original edition.

Dell's first print was of 250,000 copies.  It reprinted three more times.  Although I became probably the country's smallest publisher, (I probably remain the country's smallest publisher), after 29 years there is still a demand for that book.  Because of my age, 80, ill health and a medical prohibition against lifting more than 15 pounds, I can keep it available only with a special Xerox edition of it.  It remains the basic book on the subject and is used as a text in several colleges and universities.  And, 29 years later, I have not had a single factual criticism of it or a single complaint from anyone mentioned in it, or in any of my six subsequent books alleging unfair treatment.

To me, what I report above represents one aspect of the failure of our basic institutions, beginning with the government and including book publishers and the major media.  It still seems incredible that with as significant an event as the assassination of a President, the first book on it could not be published commercially.

When the Freedom of Information Act (FOIA) was enacted in 1966 to become the law of the land the next year, I began using it to bring to light suppressed assassination records.  Although as the result of 13 FOIA lawsuits I obtained about a quarter of a million previously withheld pages of government records, mostly those of the FBI, and, including those relating to the assassination of Martin Luther King, Jr., a total of about a third of a million pages, the courts also failed.  They did not require the government to abide by FOIA.  The Congress recognized this when in 1974 it amended FOIA to restore the Congressional intent when that law was enacted, the intent changed by the government in judge-shopping to produce decisions it wanted contrary to the intent of that law.  One of my first suits, for the results of the scientific testing in the JFK assassination, was misused that way.  In the debates it 1974 amending it was the surviving Kennedy brother, Senator Edward Kennedy, who saw to it that the legislative history would be explicit in reflecting that my suit was the basis for the amending of the investigatory files exemption of the Act that opened FBI, CIA and similar files to access under it.  (Congressional Record, May 30, 1974, page S9336).

Perforce my work on the assassination and its investigation also became a study of how our basic institution work, or failed to work, in that time of great stress and ever since then.  In my NEVER AGAIN! which is being prepared for publication as I write this, and in this book my examination of the failure of publishers is more explicit.  That is because in NEVER AGAIN! I examine the intrusion into these political matters by the Journal of the American Medical Association (JAMA)  and the major media's treatment of those articles that got such widespread attention, and in this book I do that with Gerald Posner's mistitled Case Closed and his publisher, Random House, and the help with that commercialization and exploitation by the major media and the CIA.

Because I believe that FOIA bespeaks basic American belief, that the people have the right to know what their government does, I believe also that the information I obtained by those lawsuits is not mine in the sense that personal property is mine.  I therefore make all that information available to all writing in the field even though I know that almost all will write contrary to what I believe.  As it turned out, unexpectedly, Posner was not an exception to this.

When the first of a series of complications following major surgery in 1980, more following other complications after other major surgeries the last of which was open heart surgery in 1989, and I was as a practical matter virtually denied access to these records, many file cabinets of which are in our basement, I decided that with the knowledge I have acquired in this work that the best use I could make of the time that remains to me, happily more years than I had hoped for after my 1975 hospitalization for circulatory obstructions, is to perfect the record for our history to the degree possible for me.  I have been without public comment on almost all the books with which I disagree, books I regard as commercializations and exploitations of the great tragedy, but I have annotated the most successful of them for history's record.

Analyzing JAMA's incompetent and factually grossly incorrect exploitation in defense of what I regard as the official mythology of the JFK assassination, did not require my use of those basement records.   But using them was possible because the searching and refiling were done for me by a fine young woman who was a pre-law student at local Hood College, Helen Wilson.  Her part-time work was invaluable.  It was made possible by my friend Richard Gallen.  That enabled NEVER AGAIN! to include what she retrieved from my files that otherwise would not have been accessible for me.

But in writing this book I am not able to make much use of those records because Helen graduated.  It is ironic that from the three days he and his wife spent here, Gerald Posner had more access to my records that I have had.

In neither NEVER AGAIN! nor in this book is anything I say intended personally.

(Following is original Preface):

Before it becomes obvious I want it understood that this book is a direct, frontal assault on the personal and professional integrity of Gerald Posner of Random House, the publisher of his mistitled Case Closed, and on their collaborator, the Central Intelligence Agency,  for the most thoroughly and intentionally dishonest of all books on all sides of the assassination of President John F. Kennedy and its official investigations.

That is a subject on which I can claim expertise.  My first book on the subject was the first on the Warren Commission and its Report.  Since then I have published five additional books on that assassination.  One more is in the process of being published now.  I published a book on the King assassination.  I filed a dozen lawsuits against the government, mostly against the FBI, under the Freedom of Information Act (FOIA) and as a result obtained about a third of a million pages of once-withheld records.  Some of these lawsuits were precedential and one was cited in the legislative history of the 1974 amending of that Act as requiring the amending of the investigatory files exemption to open FBI, CIA and files similar to FOIA access.  I believe that from all of this and from other work I have a unique subject-matter knowledge that enables me to claim expertise.

My criticism of Posner is not related to his deceiving me about the book he planned when for three days he had free and entirely unsupervised access to all the information I obtained at such great cost and effort.  In fact, he lied in describing his book.  But one cannot reach his eightieth year and still have deception and lying outside his experience.  Nor is my criticism because he wrote what I do not agree with.  Almost all of the many writing in the field who have had similar free and unsupervised access here are those I know will write what I do not agree with.

Because I believe American writers must be free to write whatever they want to write and because I believe that the records I obtained under FOIA are not mine as a property right, I have always made them available to all writing in the field.

My criticism of Posner is not related to his wretchedly bad behavior or to disagreement with his views.
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