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Mailer's Tales of the JFK Assassination


Chapter 4

Mailer, The KGB's Dostoevsky
Oliver Stone's smash hit, the movie JFK, was an instant threat to Mailer's coming Oswald's Tales.  Mailer therefore was as critical of it as he dared be in his seven-page article in the Vanity Fair dated February, 1992.

Magazines are distributed prior to their date of  issue.  And JFK was not in the theaters until the end of 1991.  Mailer therefore wrote his piece no later than as soon as the movie appeared.  Because in his article Mailer wondered whether JFK would be the hit it became immediately there is reason to believe that Mailer rushed this article, unlike his books (which gestate longer than the elephants most are in size) to be able to influence reaction to it as much as he could with the written word.

From Mailer's article itself, from what it says and does not say, for the very, very little it contains about the movie itself, the case can be made that Mailer criticizes the movie without having seen it.  If this is so it puts him in the position that would be strange for most writers, if not for him, of writing about a movie  he had not seen.  If this is true he also mocks himself in it because as we shall see he is inaccurately critical of the Washington Post for criticizing the movie based in part -- and in part only -- on the movie's script.

This is not unusual for Mailer because as we have already seen what is wrong for others is right for him as he sees it and writes and speaks.

Whether or not it is true, Mailer uses this article to propagandize for his uninformed beliefs about the JFK assassination and as advance propaganda for his book the appearance of which was then three years in the future.

Vanity Fair's title for Mailer's story is of black capital letters an inch high:

FOOTFALLS

IN THE CRYPT
Under it is Mailer's name , just as black and not quite as large.

Beneath Mailer's name is a photograph of the Presidential limousine taken from the south side of Elm Street looking toward the Grassy Knoll.  The caption, in the same small type used  in the story, reads, "President Kennedy slumps forward, mortally wounded."

This sets the tone faithfully: it is in error, error well known to anyone who has made any study at all of either the assassination or the pictures taken during it.  At that point the President, who had been mortally wounded only an instant before the picture was snapped, was, as the picture itself makes clear, not slumping forward.  He was falling over onto his wife Jackie, who was to his left side.  He did not ever "slump" or fall "forward."

Consistent with this display of ignorance, contempt for fact or both is what next follows in smaller headline-size type:

"Oliver Stone's new movie, JFK, has something to alienate everyone, from Establishment theorists to the gamut of conspiracy buffs. . . ."

Many millions of Americans, most by far, were not in any way alienated.  And Mailer's "gamut of conspiracy buffs" rather than being alienated by the movie, were enthusiastic about it.

Only one person known as a critic of the official mythology was critical of the movie.  He was not "alienated" and is not a buff but a recognized expert.  He is so much the expert that the Department of Justice itself told Judge John Pratt in the federal district court of the District of Columbia that he knew more about the assassination than anyone working for the FBI.  It made this statement in writing and when it represented the FBI in one this many lawsuit in which he sued the FBI, (Civil Action, or CA, 75-226)).

The word buff was one resorted to early on as a putdown of all who criticized the official assassination mythology.  Random House published Oswald's Tale.  Its unabridged dictionary's definition of "buff" as Mailer and Vanity Fair use it qualifies as impartial: "a devotee or well-informed student of some activity or subject."

Perhaps as "devotees" most of those Mailer has in mind and Mailer himself can correctly be referred to as "buffs."  But most of them and Mailer above almost all do not even qualify for the other part of the definition, "well-informed."

Mailer never displayed any interest in or knowledge of the assassination itself.  In this he is doubly like most of those he sought to put down.  And like them he has no more than a theory about the assassination.  His allegation that Oswald was the assassin is not even a theory.  It is an unproven assumption that is disproved by the very official evidence that is ignored by, Vanity Fair's headline's words, "everyone, from the Establishmentarian theorists to the gamut of conspiracy buffs . . ."

Like most of them Mailer is ignorant of that evidence.  Unlike some of them who have come to understand some of that the official evidence of them crime itself, Mailer has doggedly preserved his pristine state of total ignorance of the crime itself.

In terms of this part of the definition, Mailer is very conspicuously less "well-informed" than those he tries to put down.  He is more ignorant of the fact of the crime itself than any of those I know or whose writings I have seen.

With his ignorance of the established and readily-available fact of the crime, Mailer's only credentials for writing anything at all about it, Mailer-like he pontificates from his imagined Olympus and with a sure instinct for the inappropriate that will be shocking in various degrees he begins to ease into his supposed subject, that movie.  This is only after he has held forth for almost a fifth of the length of his article on some of Stone's earlier movies:

Subjects heroic in scope as J.F.K. can be as uniquely suited as a good kill to a tribe of hunters, and if the prize was obtained at considerable peril to the chief hunter, then it barely matters how the meat was cooked.

The wonder is that Mailer did not say if "the meat was cooked."

Mailer stretching for sensation and shock without regard to appropriateness.

So a hunt for primitive peoples is like a movie.

How there was "considerable peril" to Stone, which Mailer infers but falls short of saying, he did not say because he could not say it.

It was well-known that there was no "peril" to Stone -- that was not even his own money he was spending lavishly.  He was using Warner Brothers' millions.

Making a bad guess and perhaps reflecting that he wrote this drivel before he could see the movie he next says what was abundantly proven false before that issue of Vanity Fair was printed:

JFK is bound to receive some atrocious reviews, perhaps even preponderance of unfavorable ones, and as has been the case already, more than a small outrage has been aroused in the Washington Club (that is, The Washington Post, Newsweek, Time, the FBI, the CIA, the Pentagon, the White House and the TV nets . . .

How he dragged in the FBI, the CIA, the Pentagon and the White House only Mailer knows because publicly what he says is not true.  In fact, what he is talking about began with me before Stone started to shoot his movie, two months before then.

It is safe to assume that with the controversy started Newsweek gave it some attention.  Time's later story was independent of the one for which I was responsible in the Post.  A Time reporter had been given copy of the Stone script, as I was.  He phoned me and spoke to me about why I had decided to go public with Stone's misrepresentation of his movie as nonfiction, the basis of my criticism.  I did not give him the script he had either.

He told me he had been given the script by a New York City literary agent.

If there were any stolen copies of that script, I have not heard of a single one.

Perhaps this is as good a point as any to note that Mailer never once in all this long article reports the explicit basis for all those early criticisms of Stone's script.

All the publications he names recalled only too clearly Garrison's endless excesses.  They reported them contemporaneously.  They knew also that after two years of a constant barrage of criticisms of the government in general and of various agencies, mostly the CIA (whose defender Mailer later became) after all Garrison's claims to have his case for a conspiracy in the JFK assassination, and to have solved it, the jury in his case, which believed that there had been a conspiracy, took less than an our to decide unanimously that Garrison had not proven it.  He had no case at all.

Yet Stone's script, as did his movie, made a hero of the failed Garrison, the Garrison who had for those two years said anything at all that popped into his mind without regard for truth, fact or even reasonableness.

The fact is that the Post reporter was the first to spot Garrison's dishonesty.

Garrison had stated publicly and often that his interest was triggered by a conversation with Louisiana Senator Russell Long, who according to Garrison, told Garrison of his doubts about the Warren Report.  That reporter, George Lardner, spoke to Long.  Long denied to him that he had ever had any such conversation with Garrison.

What Lardner then wrote I used on the back cover of my third book on the assassination, Photographic Whitewash:

The scenario guiding New Orleans District Attorney Jim Garrison in his investigation of President Kennedy's assassination can be glimpsed in any bookstore. 

The investigation is Garrison's but the script apparently started with Harold Weisberg, former Senate Investigator and author of "Whitewash" . . .

Lardner and the Post were not alone in this observation.  The prestigious Times of London, England, said the same thing even more explicitly.

So all the media has ample reason to be critical of Stone for believing a single word Garrison said and for basing his movie on it, and to be even more critical of Stone's making a hero out of the phony Garrison who deceived and misled so many Americans.

Long as Mailer's article is, much space as devotes to the totally irrelevant, like these imagined hunts and their game and how they prepared it -- if they did -- he has not a word about the actual basis of the actual criticisms of Stone's script.

So, Mailer being Mailer and so publishable without peer review when he pretends that he is writing nonfiction, he was wrong about the predicted unfavorable reviews.  Most of the reviews expressed respect for what Stone did and how he did it .

Mailer also was wrong about his "Washington Club" and what got it started.

As we slip and slide through Mailer's goo we'll return to that script and to me as part of Mailer's "Washington Club" -- which has yet to review any of my nine published books on the JFK assassination -- I am that much part of it or that dear to it.

"The Establishment," Mailer continues, "has found that Oswald as the lone assassin serves a multitude of useful purposes in much the same way that a public figure wraps himself in propriety, no matter how greasy his private life may be, had a dependable political seat."

Aside from whether Mailer's life is "greasy" after going through six wives and being charged with knifing one of them, he no less than his Establishment "found that Oswald-as-the-lone-assassin serves a multitude of useful purposes."

Free with his indictments right and left as he is Mailer here indicts himself.  Whether or not he was aware of it he here compares himself with those politicians who "wrap themselves in propriety" because, he, like his Establishment and his Washington Club about which he was and he knew was not quite accurate, assumes that Oswald was the assassin.

After more irrelevancy about the Senate and the confirmation hearings for reactionary Justice Clarence Thomas, Mailer compares those hearings with the JFK assassination, not troubling either his readers or his editors at Vanity Fair with any connection between them other than lies:

Ditto for the lone assassin.  The F.B.I. was the first to endorse the idea, and this but two weeks after the death of J.F.K.  In 1964 the Warren Commission came down four square behind that finding.

And ever since then Norman Mailer has, too.

But again he flaunts his ignorance of reality, of the well-established official fact.  This is also to say of all those FBI reports to which I offered him free access.

The F.B.I. was not the first to endorse the idea "of Oswald as the lone assassin," which happens to be the 1995 basis of Mailer's Oswald's Tales.  Without it he has not even an excuse for a book.  Without it who gives a damn about Oswald and his life in the USSR?

The FBI was not the first to "endorse" the idea because it invented that "idea."

The FBI's sainted founding director, Hoover, made it up all by himself and then he saw to it that this was recorded for posterity.  One such place in the FBI's disclosed files is Hoover's note-taker's memo on the interview he granted William Manchester while he was preparing to write his Camelotization of the assassination, The Death of a President (Harper & Row, 1967).  The original of Cartha DeLoach's June 4, 1964 memo is in one of those mysterious FBI "94" classification files.  That classification is for "Crime Records," which most of those known files are not.  As best as I can make its 94 number out from the copy I have from the FBI's JFK assassination file, 62-109060, it appears to be 94-48768-522.

(The FBI uses this classification for hiding its records on its lobbying, polite and not so polite blackmail, its records on the media and people in it, copies of Hoover's correspondence and other records it claims not to keep.  It never searches for any records in these 94 files claiming that they are only research matters and thus are not relevant.  In the field offices the 80 file classification is used in this way.  The 80 file classification is for "Laboratory Research Matters." In the field offices al l such records are filed in the main files of the case in which they are relevant.)

While Hoover was worrying himself into a hysteria that lasted for several weeks because he feared that the FBI's and his reputation would be ruined forever over the assassination, within two hours of the assassination the Army's since-disbanded 112th domestic intelligence unit in Texas put out the story that Oswald was a red who had defected to the USSR.

That was all Hoover needed to solve his problem that he had created with all the publicity about he and his FBI always being on top of every crime.  He ordained Oswald the lone Red assassin and the FBI has not since in any way abandoned that fiction of Hoover's instant creation.

Knowing as they did that Oswald was both anti-United States Communist and anti-USSR, Hoover and his FBI began the campaign to label Oswald as a communist. (I brought Oswald's politics to light in my 1965 book, Whitewash, the Report on the Warren Report, particularly on page 122, from the Commission records obtained by and gone over it by the FBI. In NEVER AGAIN! there is more on how this Hoover fiction got started.)  It simultaneously labeled him the lone assassin.

So in all particulars Mailer is his usual inaccurate self.

What Mailer is perhaps referring to if he had anything other than what he had been told in mind is that on December 9, 1963, which was 17 days after the assassination, the five volumes of the report Lyndon Johnson ordered of the FBI reached the Commission.  For a week before that the FBI had been leaking its contents when only the FBI was in a position to do that leaking.

In his next paragraph Mailer has another blooper.  He says of the House assassins committee that its life was not extended by the Congress and "Instead, the Department of Justice was handed its files."

That did not happen.  It could not have happened without it being voted by the full House membership.  The House standing rules require that all unpublished records of all committee's be kept secret for 50 years.  There are legitimate reasons for this.

All the House assassins gave the Department of Justice was the scientific work done for it on analyzing sounds on recordings of the police radio broadcasts of the time of the assassination.  The committee had already made that work public.  When the Department of Justice asked the FBI to do new scientific work on those recordings, it refused.  So, recorded in a gleeful memo by the guy who got the bright idea, it was referred to the National Academy of Science which, the cause of the glee, is outside the Freedom of Information Act and thus no assassination devil seeking scripture could get it from the NAS.

When after more rambling and vacuities about Castro, the Mafia, "rogue elephants" and "ballet dancers" and more conjectures about Mailer's invention of "The Washington Club," he gets back a little on, more or less anyway, to Stone's movie.  Mailer said:

When Oliver Stone charged in full panoply with all his film-making teams and equipment into the valley of assassination enlightenment, there were heavy guns emplaced on the right, and on his left were all the inflamed ragtag assassination buffs.  They had been working in relative solitude for decades, laboring on in the private, inspired and isolated hope that one day they would uncover the mystery and be renowned forever.

This is fiction.  It is also typical for Mailer.  He neither knows nor wants to know what is true because he prefers what is not true.  In order to say what is not true he had kept himself in a state of determined ignorance.  Not knowing a thing about what he is writing about he makes it up.  When he makes it up it is consistent with what he wants to be rather than with what is.  Once he makes up what he wants to be regardless of how untrue it is it becomes the reality to him no matter how obviously incorrect it is.  This is but one of innumerable illustrations.

There was only one who is a critic and who said a word critical of the movie.  All the others who could beat a path to Stone's door, and those who could not inundated him with their notions.  He put not a few of them on his payroll and depended on them when most knew no more about the actualities of the assassination than he did.

After more cracks at his "buffs" and further displays of his ignorance in seriously understating the published Stone budget for the movie, Mailer says what is meaningless, that Stone had "no great willingness to become enmeshed with the majority of assassination buffs" so he "naturally encountered trouble with both flanks."

Mailer is forever the novelist, making it up as he goes to satisfy himself at least that he has met the need he created.  But not a word -- not a single word of this is true.

It was a physical impossibility for Stone to "become enmeshed with the majority of assassination buffs" because they are so many and so widely scattered.  The fact is that in preparing his movie he depended on his selection of them.  He had, in fact a woman styled his "research coordinator" to be his contact and liaison with those on his payroll and those many not on it with whom he and she had extensive contact.

Still novelizing, Mailer added that "some of them," his imagined disenchanted buffs who did not exist, "were ready to collaborate with the big guns of the right."

And here, at almost the middle of his article, he finally gets to the phony basis he made up for all of his jabber-jabber about his "Washington Club" and how it got after Stone and his movie:

The attack began before movie shooting even commenced.  George Lardner, the resident writer on intelligence matters for The Washington Post (which is to say the friend and confidant of many an F.B.I. and C.I.A. man), obtained a stolen copy of the JFK script and did a long piece about Stone for the Club on May 19, 1991.

Not one of those Mailer put down as "buffs" ready to "collaborate" with his "big guns of the right did so.  They do not exist.

The attack did not begin "before movie shooting even commenced."  Before he wrote a word Lardner went to Dallas where Stone was shooting.  He was promptly chased from and banned from the grassy knoll, public property, by Stone's private guards, hardly the way to get along with a reporter.

Lardner is not and then was not "the resident writer on intelligence matters" for the Post.  He was its expert on the assassination.  He was one of a number who write about intelligence matters and he rarely wrote about the FBI.  The Post had other reporters assigned to cover the CIA as it and other papers do with all government agencies.  And far from being palsy walsy and the confidant of the FBI and the CIA employees involved in intelligence matters, Lardner and the Post were not liked by the FBI.  It regards the Post as "liberal" and Hoover instilled hatred of all things he regarded as liberal.  Which was anything to the left of Genghis Khan.

Rather than being "the confidant" of the FBI, although he is of conservative belief and not a liberal, the FBI did not trust him.  Or any other Post reporters whose names I have seen in its records I have.  Or any editor, either.  Its records hold nasty, dirty cracks about them.

Still again, Mailer is ignorant, makes no effort to learn the truth, has no interest in learning it, as with this he could have by a phone call, and instead makes it all up to suit what he wants to be rather than what is, to conform with what he thinks would be nice and useful and therefore makes up.

If Mailer had read Lardner's story with any attention to the fact at all he would not have said-indeed, he had no basis for saying -- either that Lardner "obtained" a copy of the script or that it was "a stolen copy" of the script.

Lardner's story does in fact credit me as his source.  It does not say the story idea originated with Lardner or with Mailer's "The Washington Club."  

And it didn't.

As Mailer would have learned for himself if he cared about putting anything on paper other than what he wants to be regardless of how untrue it is.

As long as Mailer likes it, no matter how false or incorrect it may be, what he makes up it is instant fact to him.  As it is for his publisher who for the most part seems to care only about money, and support of the official assassination mythology.

Like Mailer, Stone knows the value of publicity and he knows how to get it, as Mailer does.  So before he started shooting his film he announced that it would be on the assassination, that in it he would "record their history for the people" and tell them in it "who killed their President, why and how."

Stone also announced that his movie would be based on former New Orleans district attorney Jim Garrison's book, On the Trail of the Assassins (which is the one trail tragic Jim never took) and on Jim Marrs' Crossfire.  Marrs' book is not even on the assassination, of which he had never tried to learn anything in any event.  It is on the so-called "theories" and on what he took from Penn Jones, who called them "the mysterious deaths."  Marrs retitled that "the convenient deaths."  He not only treated them as mysterious, when not one really was, and by the imagined conspiracy, he even put an asterisk on those he says were most mysterious.  Poor Marrs could not even get that silliness straight.  It is overloaded with factual errors even about the trash that is its subject matter.

On February 8, 1991 and that was two months before Stone started shooting, I wrote him at considerable length.  In at least 4,000 words I explained to him, assuming he really wanted to film their history for the people and wanted to put the truth on film, how he could not do that with Garrison's book.  Shortly after the 1968 election, just before I was to leave for the airport, I learned from two of Garrison's staff closest to him that he was about to pull another insanity.  It would have reacted much more against him and anyone who did not agree with the official assassination mythology, much more than happened when in less than an hour the jury that believed there had been a conspiracy to assassinate JFK acquitted Garrison's sole living alleged conspirator, Clay Shaw.

Louis Ivon was a regular New Orleans police detective assigned to the DA's office as its chief investigator.  Louis was then going to college earning a degree in criminalistics.  Andrew Sciambra, whose nickname was "Moo," was the assistant DA who Garrison had spend more time with him than any of the others.  From them I learns that Garrison had cooked up an "identification" of the actual grassy knoll assassins and that he was going to charge them with the shooting to mark that fifth assassination anniversary.  Garrison had more in mind but the staff had talked him out of all except his determination to charge Edgar Eugene Bradley and Robert Lee Perrin with being the actual JFK assassins.

For that adventure Garrison had pretty much frozen his regular staff of city employees out.  Instead his right-hand man was the late William Wood who used the name Bill Boxley.  Boxley was Garrison's only investigator for his coming charging of those he said were the actual JFK assassins.

Telling me they and the others on Garrison's regular staff could do no more than they had, Ivon and Sciambra asked me to try to talk Garrison out of it.

I had then been on a long trip that had me away from home for a full month.  I told them after I went home and did a few things I had to do I would return and try.

I knew, and I knew that Garrison had to know, that Perrin had killed himself in New Orleans about 14 months before Garrison said he was one of those who killed Kennedy.  I figured that might be a tough one.  I expected less trouble with Garrison's Bradley mythology.  He, lustily assisted first by Mark Lane and then by many of those scattered "buffs" of Mailer's, had been "identified" Bradley in those total irrelevancies of what were known as "the Dealey Plaza tramp pictures."

Every time I debunked a new "identification" and a new interpretation of those pictures that had nothing at all to do with the assassination, still new "identifications" were made up, more childishly unreal assassination explanations came to existence and were widely distributed more or less underground, and even special names were given to those men who were photographed about an hour and a half after the assassination.  The police then walked them past the Texas Schoolbook Depository Building in which Oswald worked and from which the FBI and the Commission said all the three admitted shots fired during the assassination.  I expected less trouble with that one.

One of those three winos, which is what they were, was even called "Frenchy" because his rumpled clothes were said to have a French cut.  He was also "identified" as Lyndon Johnson's farm manager.

As I wrote this another of those "tramp" fictions was about to appear as a book.  My debunking of the essence of that concoction long ago had no effect unless the man and wife team of writers. They merely changed what they had written to work around my criticisms.  The general idea is that Oswald was a police snitch who "talked" and exposed a gunrunning conspiracy.  That the alleged only source, had denied it the year before their coast-to-coast TV did not discourage the authors or their publisher.  (See my manuscript, Arrogance and Ignorance Make Another Assassination Book By Ray and Mary LaFontaine, Pelican Press)

There is always a fertile imagination to invent meanings that do not exist if there is fame or money in it.

These makeup artists would find their art easier if they do as Mailer did, see to it that they have no knowledge of the crime itself, especially none of the established evidence in it, the official evidence.

That the Dallas police had disclosed the actual identities of those men several years earlier made no difference.  One of the few critical comments about my Case Open was by a self-important Michigander who believes theories for all the world as though they are reality.  His criticism was that I had not dealt with those tramps the way he believed they should be dealt with, as having some ephemeral connection with the crime.  In his phony concept I should even have identified them.  For not doing that he did criticize me.  That they had no relevance made no difference to him and to the other assassination nuts who want unreality accepted as reality and irrelevance to be treated and accepted as relevant.

The fantasies woven around those men probably will never end.

I asked Ivon to give me two sets of those pictures when in a few minutes I would return on my way to Moissant Airport.  It was a Saturday afternoon.  Ivon had one full set and one incomplete set.  He also had for me the two plain envelopes I'd asked him for that would hold those 8x10 prints without bending them.  At the airport I addressed the envelopes to two former FBI agents with whom I had a friendly relationship.  With each was a hasty note written on a pages from the notebook I carried.  I asked each to investigate those pictures and tell me what he learned about them as soon as he could.

Although I did not know the results of it then, when six months or so earlier a sketch of one of those men figured in what was said to be the FBI hunt for the killer of Martin Luther King, Jr., I had put the FBI in a position that left it little choice but to investigate those pictures.

Neither of the men I asked to make the investigation for me knew I'd asked the other.  Each phoned me with the results within a few days.  Their reports coincided in all details.  When ten years later I got the FBI's result, they differed only in placing those innocent winos a little farther from the scene of the crime.

After the assassination the police shook the entire area down.  When they got south of the triple underpass that is to the west of the TSBD, three bridges that carried a vast expanse of railroad tracks across the confluence of Elm, Main and Commerce streets, they found these three unfortunates guzzling wine inside a railroad boxcar that was not attached to anything at either end.  It was parked out on the tracks behind the Central Annex Post Office.  Its address is 217 South Houston Street.  That meant that those men were a block to the west of the scene of the crime and more than two blocks south of it.

The only way for the police to walk them out was to walk them back north more than two blocks on those tracks, across the triple underpass and then to the east, past the front of the TSBD.  The plaza was full of people and news photographers.  The photographers were shooting picture of anything that moved.  Thus there were these "tramp pictures."

I do not take the time for a full account here.  It is in the long, unpublished manuscript referred to above.

When I returned to New Orleans Ivon was as good as his word.  He had copies of each of the few reports Boxley had written for Garrison.  They both preferred for those reports to be verbal whenever that was possible.  As Ivon said he would, he sent "the boys", his regular police criminal investigators, out to get whatever I asked for.  None of what addressed any reality was in the papers Boxley prepared for Garrison as the results of his "investigation."

With Perrin a suicide, for example, there had to be hospital records and an entry in the morgue book along with police records.  His "boys" Louis put on this were experienced, veteran investigators. Some were my age or older.  I remember that it was Frank Meloche who brought me the records of Perrin's admission, identification and death from Charity Hospital.  I think but I am not certain that it was he who brought me the morgue book.  There as in most places the morgue book was ledger-like.  It was lined, had a sewed binding and was handwritten with the names of the posted in order of the receipt of the corpses.  It is not easy to fake the morgue book without detection.  That one had not been altered.  I still have Xeroxes of that page and of the Charity Hospital records.

The "boys" brought me this evidence and more, all I'd asked for.

There was no question at all abut it, Perrin had taken poison and a full set of official records existed, records Garrison had not asked Boxley to get and that Boxley had not gotten on his own.

It took a little more than a very hard and disagreeable week for me to complete the long report I gave Sciambra on a Saturday evening.  I attached to the ribbon copy those records the "boys" had gotten for me.

The cute part, if the word can be used for something as grim as faking a "solution" to the assassination of a President and charging two innocent men with the actual shooting, is how Garrison skirted around the certain fact that Perrin had killed himself more than a year before Garrison said he had done his part of the JFK assassination shooting.

Garrison, who had a feeling for little touches, as does Mailer, made up the story that the conspiracy, working more than a year in advance of the President's assassination, had killed an unknown Venezuelan seaman who had no friends in the country and would not be missed or whose disappearance would cause any official investigation, and then they had buried this seaman under Perrin's name.  Perrin in the Garrison mythology dully affirmed by Boxley, allegedly had thereafter thrived as a pulp fiction writer using the name Starr.  Boxley had added details to this career that Garrison had just made up.

When Sciambra gave Garrison my report and its attached documentation Garrison was boxed in.  He was not about to fire himself.  Nor was he about to admit that he had put Boxley up to validating what he had made up as the faithful Boxley did.  So he fired Boxley instead, with a fictitious account of it all in the press release he issued.  He actually said that what he had made up himself was a CIA plot to  wreck his "investigation." This fiction is in Garrison's supposed nonfiction book and Stone used it in his script.

I provided Stone with a full account of Garrison's irrationality with some documentation.  I offered to answer any questions he had, provide more documentation, and I even offered him free access to all the FBI records I had, by then about a quarter of a million pages of them.

There was, of course, much more than this in what I sent Stone but for our present purposes it suffices.

Stone did not respond.  I knew he had gotten my letter because his so-called "Research Coordinator" Jane Rusconi, phoned to tell me how glad they were to have it before she read it.  It was addressed to Stone so she had not opened it.

When two months passed without any response from Stone I phoned Lardner and offered him the story.  He came up.  He went through my file on that atrocity Garrison had planned and my report that had done the job.  I then handed him the script that had been given to me.

Mailer cribbed the line that it was a "stolen" script from Stone, who had just made it up.  But it suited Mailer's purposes as it did Stone's so he used it as his own information.  In fact it was one of the innumerable copies Stone had himself given out to get all the help he needed ranging from funding to technical assistance, to actors and actresses.

I think that although he enjoyed doing that story, Lardner enjoyed most what following the appearance of his story Stone yanked from the script and the film.

Stone's coauthor on the script was Zachary Sklar of New York.  Sklar had been the editor on Garrison's book on that trail he never took, of the assassinations.  So Sklar, like Garrison, was an expert on the so-called Garrison "case."

David Ferrie was Garrison's third conspirator. Ferrie was well known as a strange and very eccentric homosexual.  When he lost all his hair, as I published in Oswald in New Orleans, he had gone to my late brother-in-law Dr. Jack Kety.  Jack practiced in Covington, a small town across Lake Pontachartrain from New Orleans.  Ferrie had alopecia.  When he decided to treat himself it turned into alopecia totalis.  It was well and internationally known that not only did Ferrie not have hair on his body, he also wore outlandish wigs of his own making.

This was well-known internationally but not to Sklar or to Stone or to Garrison!

In their script Garrison and Sklar had some baddies putting pressure on Ferrie by holding his head in a toilet bowl -- by his hair!

If Mailer read Lardner's story, and he does quote it, he knows this story.  He also knows much that Lardner spoofed.  He certainly knew that it did not require his "Washington Club" to see a story and a very funny one in what I gave Lardner.

Stone also knew, because I told him, that it was the unsafe for me to drive out of Frederick and I had not since 1977.

It was an obvious impossibility for me to have gone to Hollywood and stolen that script.

It likewise was impossible for me to have been what Mailer says I was, an adjunct of his Washington Club of the right in his attack on Stone and his movie.

But without phoning me to ask me a single question about any of this, when Lardner, with my agreement, fully identified me in his story as his source, Mailer, in his long campaign to prove that history is the same as fiction and that they both lie, said of the foregoing, "The manuscript was smuggled to Lardner."

With his own coming mythology of Oswald as the assassin to justify Mailer also wrote of Stone:

He has not made cinematic history, and indeed to hell with that!  He had dared something more dangerous: he has entered the echoing halls of the largest paranoid myth of our time - the undeclared national belief that John Fitzgerald Kennedy was killed by the concentrated forces of malign power in the land.  It is not only the unspoken myth, but our national obsession. . . . Do we descend into paranoia or suffer the tedium of an apathy that tells us we will never know and so may as well accept the theory of Oswald as the lone killer?

There is more of this ucky ugh stuff but there is no need for it.  Mailer carries on as I quote him above in condemnation of all those who disagree with the official mythology.

Although Mailer and his book ignore them there are two basic questions: was Oswald an assassin and was there a conspiracy.  With the crime never investigated officially there is no probability of ever solving it.  But there is the official evidence and it proves beyond question that the crime was beyond the capability of any one shooter.  On this basis alone, there was a conspiracy.  So all that cheap prejudicial  nonsense is designed to prejudice and to be a substitute for evidence reflects the bankruptcy to which Mailer reduced himself in assuming what makes a real difference so he has that as the basis for his book.  Nobody would care at all about Oswald, would never have heard of him, if he had not been accused of being the assassin.

Instead Mailer resorts to this prejudicial nonsense as he fights his way to the end of this self-denunciation and self-exposure.  This is how he writes of what is to be the basic assumption of his coming Oswald's Tale that "tale," allegedly was the lone assassin:

Several generations have already grown up with the mind-stultifying myth of the lone assassin.

Without this "mind-stultifying myth of the lone assassin" Mailer would have had no book at all.

So, at least as he spoke of himself, Mailer was on the mark when he told those history majors at Penn that history is the same as novels because both are fiction; and that novels and history both lie.

No man ever tried harder to prove it -- of himself -- than Norman Mailer.

Mailer the be-Pulitzered novelist turned historian, having said that novelists and historians both lie and that history, too, is lies, he need have done no more to prove this point.  But he did.  He gilded the lily he invented.

Earlier we quoted Will Stewart's interview of Mailer when he was in Moscow working on Oswald's Tale.  Stewart's story is full of details of what those who knew Oswald when he was in the USSR told Mailer about him.  He named three of them to Stewart.  Stewart's story was published in the International Express for the week of January 21-27, 1993.

Mailer and his publisher wanted all the free publicity they could get and they had no special concern about how they got it.  So, The Chicago Tribune dispatched its James P. Gallagher to Minsk.  Gallagher has a record that Mailer's publisher must love because of the way he ooohed and aaahed in ecstasy over Gerald Posner's most deliberately dishonest of all supposedly serious assassination books later that year.

Gallagher's puff job for Mailer and Random House appeared in the Chicago Tribune's January 27, 1993 issue.

In short, Gallagher and Stewart were writing about the same Mailer to whom each had only recently spoken.  The Trib's story of more than a column in length is headed, "Literati probing Oswald's days in Minsk."  That puts Mailer in the plural and between what Gallagher and Stewart wrote, that is what Mailer is, more than one person.

Gallagher quotes Mailer as telling him "he was working on a book on Oswald but declined to be more specific.  'I never discuss a book I'm working on, because I might jinx myself'" he quotes Mailer as telling him.

This is the same Mailer who at that very time had given the British reporter all he used about those people he named who had known Oswald told him.

It remains to be seen whether Mailer jinxed himself.  I think he did.  But not as he told Gallagher.  By commercializing and exploiting the JFK assassination when he was not up to the work responsible writing required and instead adopted the official mythology without question as his personal "given information" of which he spoke as we quoted him earlier.

So, in Minsk, Gallagher had no trouble finding those Stewart quoted by name, whether or not that is merely coincidence.  All one needed was the Warren Report.  It named enough Minskies for any reporter to find and not one of them was unwilling to talk. Gallagher quoted some of them at length.

Pavel Golovachev, who had worked at the radio and TV plant with Oswald, told Gallagher "Mailer paid him $50 for an interview."

It seems to have a been a minor industry in Minsk to get paid for talking about the Oswald they knew.  As Gallagher quotes Golovachev as telling him:

As the saying goes, 'Thank you' is fine but it doesn't put vodka in the glass or butter on the bread.

Ernst Titovets, quoted in Stewart's article, and a biology professor now, told Gallagher:

Norman Mailer was here to see me . . .  When he offered to pay for an interview I suggested a very high price.  We are now negotiating, trying to make a deal.

Checkbook journalism?  Hell no.  It is Mailer as the diligent investigative reporter perfecting our history.

Contrary to the official mythology about Oswald, Gallagher reports that "Those who knew Oswald best generally speak highly of him, except as a lazy worker."  This is no comfort to the official and unofficial mythologizers.  As Leonid Tsagoikov is quoted:

But regardless of their personal opinions of Oswald, almost all of those who knew him do not believe he killed Kennedy, as the Warren Commission concluded.

"Oswald shoot Kennedy? Come on!"  Tsagoikov exclaimed.  "Oswald could not shoot at all.  I went hunting with him once, and when he saw a rabbit, he got so flustered he shot up in the air. There's no way he was capable of the precise marksmanship it would have taken to hit a moving target from up in that building."

It surely does appear that what tough-man Mailer was paying for was given away free to others.
Despite his "decision" that Oswald was the assassin Mailer did agree to be keynote speaker at the annual assemblage of those who steadfastly refused to believe that.  He was The keynote speaker at their gathering in Dallas to mark the assassination anniversary in 1993.  Maybe he wasn't talking about his book and risk jinxing it when he did that.  Maybe it did not jinx him when as Michael Dorman wrote for the Newsday of November 20 of that year, he said, "Oswald could well have been a lone killer."  Dorman also wrote that Mailer said "Oswald was a congenital liar.  He lived for the sheer panache of not telling truths."

Mailer seems to know that feeling and to enjoy it.

Doug Smith, writing in the December 13 issue of The New Republic about what Mailer said "in his keynote address" seems to have Mailer discussing his book and saying of what it says "that Oswald might have been too crazy to have been employed by the CIA, FBI or the Russians -- but because those agencies were culpable of so many other crimes, . . . a full investigation of Oswald would have opened a can of worms, the lone nut theory had to be etched in stone."

Mailer on Mailer: his lone nut theory in official stone.

Mailer's publisher had no fear of jinxing the book.  This item appeared in Newsday of October 5, 1994, under the heading Mailer on Oswald:

Norman Mailer's next book has the working title of Oswald in Minsk, although Random House publisher Harold M. Evans says he wanted to call the book Oswald's Ghost.

Either way, it promises to expanded mightily on what we know of Lee Harvey Oswald, the presumed assassin of President John F. Kennedy in 1963.  Mailer's "portrait of deviation" (Evans' words) draws on the author's fruitful visit to Minsk, where the local office of the KGB obligingly laid out the files on Oswald that it amassed when the American defector was living in the city with his Russian wife, Marina.  The files included tapes of bugged conversations between the couple and helped swell Mailer's book by a third, to an expected 800 pages.

"The KGB's contribution to literature is to give us the way Oswald talked in Minsk and the way Marina talked in Minsk," Evans said.  The bugs tuned in on marital spats, for example.  "It's amazing stuff.  You don't hear Oswald saying, 'I'm going to kill the president.'  You hear a man , coming home, who's American, who's got his own hangups, talking to his Russian wife.  It's amazing.  It's Dostoevsky."

Long in his grave, Dostoevsky will not complain.  But when I read him and about him I do not recall him paying grown women to say that when they were young they kissed an Oswald but did not go to bed with him.  Or that the secret police of his day about whom he wrote as Mailer does not write in Oswald's Tale opened their files to him.

That, according to Evans, who does not mention that the KGB had done that earlier and several times, including to ABC-TV, News which telecast nationally what it found of interest in those files, is the "KGB's contribution to literature," what Lee and Marina Oswald, young newlyweds, said to each other in the privacy of their bedroom that was picked up by the KGB's bugs.

That is literature?

That is Dostoevsky?

If it really was "amazing" to Random House's top executive it remains to be seen whether he was prescient in preferring the title, Oswald's Ghost.

Which is the Oswald of Mailer's Tale.
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