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I think this chapter might well be sub-sectioned off into its several topics, with an introduction and conclusion separate of course.  You have a couple fierce triple negative sentences and one with four that is hard to decipher when reading that you might want to consider softening or breaking up into several sentences. (D. Wrone)

Chapter 6

The Assassination—Posnerized

Despite all the hype, there is nothing new in Posner’s Killing the Dream.  Including the title, which is as close as Posner could get to stealing Huie’s title of about thirty years earlier, He Slew the Dreamer.  And part of that, the biography of Ray part, is what most of Posner’s book is.  It is not a book about the King assassination, again, despite all the hype, the false claim made to sell it and to promote Posner. 

That it all comes from public sources does not mean there is anything wrong with using public sources.  But Posner adds nothing to them in what his book really is, no more than rehash.  If one examines his source notes this becomes obvious.  Take those notes on pages 384, 385, 386, and 387 for the last two notes for Chapter 19, those for Chapter 20 and the first dozen and a half for Chapter 21.  They consist almost entirely of Ray’s televised House assassins committee testimony, which it published; of Huie’s book and what Ray wrote for Hanes to give to Huie for it, which was also a record of the House assassins committee and public; what Ray wrote in his book; a bit of Gerold Frank’s earlier An American Death; and a few FBI records all of which I made public in my lawsuit, CA 75-1996.  Which, of course, Posner being Posner and his own special kind of “Wall Street lawyer” he never once mentions even though without that lawsuit he would not have much of this book.

Even where Posner seems to give a different source it is little Posner being the little man he is.  For example in his Chapter 20, with the unoriginal title “Gray Rocks,” where Ray went and met a Canadian woman, the story that Huie told in great detail, Posner’s fourth note reads “Jay Walz, “Three Whose Names Ray used Resemble him, ‘The New York Times,’ June 12, 1968, p.1.”

No question, that is where it will be found.  The question is, is that where Posner found it?  Did Posner, then no more than a boy, start clipping the Times and then when he lived on the opposite side of the country from where it was printed? Or did he review the entire year of that paper for the year of the crime as part of his work for the book?

Not likely.

Especially not when it was right before him in one of his sources he just will not credit, not admit using, the one that alone among the books brought it to light, my Frame-Up.  There it is on page 330, with the real Galt’s signature that Ray misread, in facsimile on page 361.

To pretend Killing the Dream is a book on the King assassination is fraud, whether or not it is within the legal meaning of that word.  This is Posner’s rehash of the story of James Earl Ray’s life, the life in which there is no interest except with him as the King assassin.  In his entire book, as we have seen, Posner does not really even pretend to include proof of that.  Not that the actual official evidence was not freely available to him, and not that he did not use the publicly available records in which that is included—again as he cannot and will not say, as the result of my work, largely that of one particular lawsuit, CA 75-1996. 

So there will be no doubt about what we are talking about, let us again use as our authority the unabridged dictionary of Posner’s own publisher, Random House.  Here is what it says about “fraud” and about what is “fraudulent”:

Fraud (frôd). N. 1. Deceit, trickery, sharp practices, breach of confidence, used to gain some unfair or dishonest advantage.   2. A particular instance of such deceit or trickery; mail fraud; election frauds.  3. Any deception, trickery, or humbug: That book is a fraud and a waste of time.  4. A person who makes deceitful pretenses: imposter. 

What fits nicely is what it gives as synonyms, “1. See deceit.  3, wile, hoax.” 

If we consult Roget’s Thesaurus under “fraud”, we find in the edition I have, on page 903, listed under “fraud,” synonyms, “duplicity”, “deception”,  “trickery”, “imposter”, “slyboots”, and “peculation.”

The words that are in common use fit nicely with the dictionary’s definition.

There should be no doubt about what we are talking about in saying that in presenting his book as a book on the King assassination, in promoting it as that, which with every focused TV lens and microphone Posner did as well as to reporters and in the book itself, he is perpetrating a fraud.  He practiced “deceit.”  He pulled a “hoax” and it was all “sharp practice,” or Posner the shyster still again.

We have seen from his index that Posner omits all that is essential in any report on the crime from this supposed book on the King assassination.  The book itself discloses this even in its table of contents and chapter titles.

Of the roughly four hundred and fifty pages, Part 1, deceitfully titled “The Assassination,” is of less than seventy-five pages.  Of its eleven chapters, the one supposedly on it also is titled, “The Assassination.”  It begins on page 29 and ends on page 34.  We have already seen from Posner’s index, what is not in it, and what is not in it is the nitty-gritty of fact, the corpus delicti, the body of the crime, for all the world as though even a real “Wall Street lawyer” can write a book about a murder with those omissions in his book. 

The titles of the other chapters of that first part make it obvious that Posner does not write about that assassination, that killing, in them.  Those chapter titles are, “’I Am a Man’,“ “The Riot,” “’Nobody’s Going to Kill You, Martin’”, “I’ve Been to the Mountaintop””, “Mrs. Brewer’s Rooming House,”  “The Hunt,” “’I Feel So Trapped,’” “Story for Sale,” “Enter Raoul” and “Hiding the Truth.”

(That flophouse was not Mrs. Brewer’s.  Ray had nothing to do with selling that story and never got a cent from it and he never spelled the name “Raoul” in innumerable mentions of it in countless letters to me.)

There is no account of the known and established fact of the assassination in either Part Two, which is titled “The Assassin,” nor in Part Three, which is a fictitious title in the Posner version, “The Search for Truth.”

From their titles the established and known fact of the assassination itself does not belong in either of the two later parts.

Chapter 30 in Part Three is a falsely titled “The Confession.”  It is a deliberate deception on Posner’s part because Ray did not confess—indeed, he refused to—and Posner knew that.  Ray risked his life to refuse to.  When his then lawyer, Percy Foreman, coerced Ray’s pleas of guilty, during the voir dire, when Foreman sought to expand what Ray had agreed to into the confession he had refused to agree to, this is what the transcript, which I had and have and Posner could and should have had, reads as I used it in Frame-Up:

When the country-boy [Foreman’s} pseudo-friendliness was taken seriously by Juror St. Pierre and he started to make response, Foreman cut him off immediately—so fast St. Pierre had time for but three very short words.  When [juror] Counsellor was so anxious to agree before Foreman got the whole formula out, Foreman persisted in getting Counsellor’s specific agreement to each clause.  No shortcuts, no doubts.  Every juror nailed and nailed firmly.

It is at this point (T.23-25) that, timidly, Ray found voice.  He not only made clear that he was not admitting he was the actual murderer, he disputed what his own lawyer had added gratuitously, claiming there was a conspiracy.  He likely was frightened, but then so probably was everyone else.  In the context of the courtroom, the whole deal was about to fall apart.  Note that it is Foreman, not the judge or Canale, who saved the situation.  Canale in fact remained silent throughout.

Ray feared being burned if he said too much.  He was careful to begin with the assurance he did not want to run the risk of electrocution.

MR. RAY: Your Honor, I would like to say something too, if I may.

THE COURT: All right.

MR. RAY: I don’t want to change anything that I have said.  I don’t want to add anything onto it either.  The only thing I have to say is, I don’t exactly accept the theories of Mr. Clark.  In other words. I am not bound to accept these theories of Mr. Clark.

MR. FORMAN: Who is Mr. Clark?

MR. RAY:  Ramsey Clark.

MR. FOREMAN: Oh.

MR. RAY: And Mr. Hoover.

MR. FOREMAN: Mr. who?

MR. RAY: Mr. J. Edgar Hoover.  The only thing, I say I am not—I agree to all these stipulations.  I am not try to change anything.  I just [don’t] want to add something on to it.

THE COURT: You don’t agree with whose theories?

MR. RAY: I meant Mr. Canale, Mr. Foreman, Mr. Ramsey Clark.  I mean on the conspiracy thing.  I don’t want to add something onto it which I haven’t agreed to in the past.

MR. FOREMAN: I think that what he is saying is that he doesn’t think that Ramsey Clark’s right or J. Edgar Hoover is right.  I didn’t argue them as evidence in this case.  I simply stated that underwriting and backing up the opinions of General Canale, that they had made the same statement.  [Speaking apparently to Ray] You are not required to agree or withdraw or anything else.

THE COURT: You still—your answers to these questions that I asked you would still be the same?

MR. RAY: Yes, sir.  The only thing is I just didn’t want to add anything onto them.  That was all.

There are minor differences between the official and Blair transcripts.  Blair’s, for example, has the judge asking at the very beginning,  “Mr. Who?” when Ray mentioned Clark.  In all important respects, the transcripts are in accord, although they sometimes have different words expressing the same thoughts.  On Ray’s insistence there had been a conspiracy, they are in verbatim agreement.  What Ray said here is that he had not agreed to say there was no conspiracy and he was not saying it, that “I don’t want to add something onto it which I haven’t agreed to in the past”—meaning to his lawyers and as part of the deal (what Jerry Ray told me James said he meant).

Everyone, naturally, was stunned.  But that Chautauqua glibness saved Foreman and his repackaging of history.  First, he took over for the speechless judge.  Then he twisted what Ray was saying just enough not to antagonize Ray further, not enough to cause him to blow entirely, but enough to save the judge’s face and the deal.  Then he “persuaded” Ray, at the end, that he was not “required to agree or withdraw or anything else” (in Blair’s transcript, the working is even stronger: “you are not required to agree with it at all”).

Quite a performance.  Foreman is a brilliant trial lawyer.  Here he was spectacular.

James Earl Ray is no fool.  It required a sharp mind to pick up what the clever Foreman tried to pull on him.  None of the many newsmen present did, nor has any analyst who has since commented on it.  He had to be courageous to risk execution to record that he had not admitted and was not admitting committing the murder and to insist there had been a conspiracy.

Foreman grabbed the ball from Ray, who had said all he dared in any event.  It seems what Foreman wanted to do was to get away from this subject as quickly as possible, to put it away, out of the judge’s mind (pages 106-8).

The judge who then and there should have called a halt to that voir dire and questioned Ray closely, as he did not, was all for the deal that precluded the trial.

Reference to “execution” is what Foreman told Ray would be his end if the case went to trial, that Ray would be electrocuted.  Ray knew there had been no electrocution for years and there were not for more years.  He also believed that if he did not agree to what Foreman was pressing on him Foreman would throw the case in court and that would eliminate Ray’s automatic right to that “new” trial under Tennessee law.

In all the years since I wrote and published that, there has been not a single complaint about that interpretation.  In this I include specifically Ray’s earlier lawyers, who to my knowledge did read it when they read that book, Arthur Hanes and his son and Percy Foreman himself.

Hanes and Foreman, in those days when lawyers could not advertise, both agreed to appear on New York’s Channel 5 and discuss that book, the precondition being that they first read it, as both did.  When the makeup was being put on Foreman and he learned for the first time that he and Hanes would be confronting me, Foreman, the country’s then most successful criminal lawyer, fled without having any of that makeup removed.  He fled shouting threats of a new kind of libel, of the unspoken libel.

The station was not afraid of that.  What it did fear and told me it feared was the cost of successfully defending a spurious libel suit if Foreman did file one.  I agreed to go ahead with that show with the condition that there be an empty chair on the set that the moderator would say was to have been Foreman’s.  The station agreed and Hanes and I did the show without Foreman.

And without a word of protest over this by Hanes.

The prosecutors also read that book and made no complaint about that language.  In fact, on that same station, one of those prosecutors, then a judge, Robert K. Dwyer, later did appear opposite me.  He also was silent about this language quoted from that transcript and the correct interpretation I put on it.

That whole thing with Foreman happened so late and so fast the highlight that show had in the New York Times TV listing could not be changed.  The paper published the highlight featuring Foreman and me.  The Foreman who had fled rather than face an author who had him dead to rights.

Having seen that Posner lied and knew he was lying in saying that Ray confessed, we know a bit more about Posner and we examine what he has about the crime in those less then six pages supposedly on ”The Assassination.”  

His first page, which is only half a page, has not a word about the assassination on it.  A little of the chatter between King, Rev. Ralph Abernathy of the SCLC and Rev. Billy Kyles, of Memphis, at whose home they were to dine.  This continues on to most of the next page.  That there was a shot comes five lines up from the bottom of this second page.

With less than a half-page of text on page 31 (the rest is footnotes) Posner says that “King had been struck in the lower right jaw,” with a little more that attributes the deadliness of that one shot to “the angle at which King was standing.”  This angle at which King was bent, not “standing”, is essential in the official theory of the crime, which Posner adopts as his own.  His source note is “Autopsy finding, MURKIN 2322, section 20, pp. 183-94” (page 352).

As reported earlier, this is not a proper citation to the files.  “MURKIN” is the acronym for all FBI King assassination files, of all its offices.  If Posner is citing the main file of headquarters, the proper citation to that is to 44-38861 as the file, to be followed by serial numbers.  But the reader has no way of knowing.  Or, despite posing as an expert, Posner is actually ignorant of the files and how to cite them in any meaningful way so others can consult them.

It is not because I care about his using my work without saying that it is my work that I here again make a point of the fact that what Posner cites and has pretended is available because the FBI was so good of heart and spirit is what he knew it fought me tooth and nail on and stonewalled in the federal courts for a decade in its resistance to disclosure.

But nowhere in his book does Posner reflect anything of this, of the fierce FBI official refusal and then resistance to any disclosure of any of these files.  The FBI’s resistance was such that in 1974, citing one of my earliest FOIA lawsuits as establishing the need, the Congress amended the investigatory files exemption of the Act to make FBI, CIA and similar records accessible under it.  The FBI had shopped around with cases and judges until it had itself held by one judge to be immune under the act.  It was the sole surviving Kennedy brother, Edward, then chairman of the Senate Judiciary Committee, who saw to it that the legislative history would be clear on this.  Knowing the answer but so that the legislative history would be clear, he asked the sponsor of the amendment, “Does the Senator’s amendment in effect override the [Supreme] court’s decisions in the court of appeals on the Weisberg against United States,” and three other cases.  The amendment addressed the need to restore the intent of FOIA to the FBI (Congressional Record, page S 9336, May 30, 1974).

In effect the Congress amended the law so I could continue my efforts to bring to light what the FBI suppressed with all the determination it could.

But not according to Posner.

The point here is not to claim credit for the disclosures, although the full credit for this and other disclosures Posner uses and misuses, as he knows, is mine.  Rather is the point to address Posner’s scholarship, his honesty or lack of it and the degree to which his prejudices are reflected in his work.  Here they even result in essentially meaningless citations that appear to be detailed and dependable which they are not.

With further regard to the autopsy, details of which I published in Frame-Up, which Posner himself dates to three decades before his book, he knows that on pages 443 and 444 I used the official autopsy body charts.  

Autopsy Chart #17, which I have on page 443, shows that the upper edge of that wound was on the line of King’s mouth, straight over his lips.  That full-body chart is clear on this.  So also is Autopsy Chart 14, which is of the head and neck only.  It shows this and more.  It shows what Posner does not mention, that part of the bullet left the jaw and then entered the neck or exploded out of the neck on King’s right side.  These are separate wounds, although caused by one bullet only.

One evidentiary importance of this that Posner does not mention is that it indicates the bullet was soft, frangible, had come apart.  That required evaluation with all the evidence, but not by Posner, who ignored it and all that is relevant to it.

In his text Posner then says that, without defining what he means by “most,” “most thought the shot had come from across the street [Mulberry], in the vicinity of the rooming house” which, if true, was really two houses wide and was not a means of pinpointing the origin of that shot.

About a third of the footnotes that take up more than half a page is also to what I brought to light, not strictly accurate in the Posner version: “Among the first to reach King’s body was Marrell McCullough, a Memphis police undercover officer . . . “  If Posner had really made an effort to understand what happened so he could write about it with dependability, he would have known that McCullough was the very first to reach the fallen King and that he was photographed with the body, he and he alone with it.

McCullough was a young police spy planted in the group of young blacks who called themselves The Invaders, McCullough was regarded as their “Minister of Transportation” because he had a car that he used in his spying work, which is what he was doing.

This note is again Posner seeking to hide the actual source.  This is and will be again emphasized because it addresses Posner’s personal and professional integrity, meaning lack of both.  He says,

The House Select Committee extensively investigated his role and found that while the had supplied surveillance information to the police, who in turn provided it to the FBI and other intelligence agencies, he performed only that role . . .

The House committee did not bring that to light and whatever it did that can be passed off as its investigation was entirely duplicative and is enormously understated by Posner.

I broke those McCullough reports free in CA 75-1996, along with other information about him, as well as what his superiors reported—and all that before the House committee existed.  Or, the House added nothing to it and in the Posner version, he did not begin to tell the whole story.

There is little question about it, while McCullough was not a provocateur with King personally he was that with the young people in the Invaders. 

As Posner does not say and the records disclosed to me establish, what the FBI got from the police it included in what it gave other federal agencies engaged in domestic intelligence, including the military

McCullough had spent much of the day King was killed driving those closest to King around.  That put him in the best of positions to report what they did and where they went and who they saw.  He had just returned with one King assistant, the Rev. James Orange, when King was assassinated.  With his car almost at the bottom of the stairs leading to where King’s room was, it was easy for McCullough to be the first to reach the fallen King one flight up.

The rest of the footnote, which continues onto the next page, includes what several people thought of that shot and where they believed it came from.

Posner limits himself to his version of what Solomon Jones, who was to have been King’s chauffeur that evening, is said to have said he saw so that wise-guy Posner can make some of his wise cracks about it.  He quotes Jones as saying “he saw something or someone moving quickly through the bushes across the street which” was “the Memphis version of Dealey Plaza’s infamous Grassy Knoll.”

What makes that Grassy Knoll “infamous,” if anything inanimate can be “infamous,” is what partisans like Posner write about it, as he did with intended and consummate dishonesty in Case Closed, as without a peep of complaint from him I reported in Case Open.  It is not an exaggeration to describe his writing about it as deliberate lies.

What makes this writing about that area of bushes particularly corrupt on Posner’s part is that he had full access to those MURKIN records I forced the FBI to disgorge.  Just as they include the FBI Memphis and Headquarters McCullough files they also include what we come to from those records, what put his “infamous” label on Posner himself.

Of all that is in those records to which Posner had access and are suppressed by him from his book, he continues with more of his diversionary Jones footnote into page 32.  He adds another diversion to take the reader away from the actual evidence, for all the world as though there is nothing else relating to someone in those bushes.  He continues that diversion by reference to one Harold Carter, better known as “Cornbread,” is reported to have said. 

What Posner has done here, and it is the omnipresent shyster in him that causes him to do it, is to deceive the reader into believing that there was no basis for believing that the shot came from that relatively large area of  “bushes" which actually covered much of what was across Mulberry Street from the Lorraine Motel.

Posner has a picture section following page 180.  On the fourth page of them is Posner being Posner, dishonest, with the picture taken from the general area of the King room, looking toward the flophouse bathroom window from which the governments claims that shot came.  But, the one picture Posner selected of the many that were available to him is one that shows all the dense underbrush and small trees which had been there cleared off!

There isn’t a bush standing in that picture and only a few sprigs were left laying there.

On page 32 perhaps half or more is of the skimpy Posner text.  It includes nothing of or about the available details of the shooting.  It has a little on what was going on, like the futile Reverend Kyles effort to use the phone to get an ambulance, and then Posner goes into more of his practice of covering up for officialdom.  Posner says, “W. B. Richmond was the policeman on duty responsible for watching King” from the firehouse that was on the corner on the opposite side of Mulberry Street.

Willie Richmond was part of the police “red” squad and what he and before then, he and Sergeant Ed Redditt, were actually there for was to spy on those who went to see King.  With King staying and having stayed inside the motel they were not “watching” him.  If he left he would have been followed.  But he did not leave.  What the locals and federals wanted was to know who went to see King.

The FBI records disclosed to me in the lawsuit include what Posner, of course, would not mention, FBI efforts to get even relatives of those who supported King in Memphis fired.  Even to hurt the business of the family of a young white woman who sought to help the blacks.

Posner reports that after having been told about King having been shot by a fireman who was looking through the police peephole Richmond phoned the police “to inform them of the shooting.”

Without a single fact to support it Posner argues that the shooter was in the flophouse.  He seeks to add to this by saying what is not completely true, again, as he knew and again from my work that he had access to.  He says, correctly, that most of the police and sheriff men who were taking a rest break in that firehouse “dropped over an eight-foot retaining wall at the rear of the fire station in their rush to the crime scene.  However, that meant the ran away from South Main Street, the road on which the rooming house fronted, and from which any shooter would emerge” (page 33).

(In this Posner assumes what he not yet made the slightest effort to prove, that the shot was from that flophouse and from its bathroom window.  This is the assumption of all officialdom but officialdom, like Posner, is without proof of it, although it and he, as we soon see, make futile efforts to do that.)

For this Posner has another of his “See generally” citations of an unidentifiable MURKIN record as he cites it and them (page 350).  It reads, “See, generally ‘No. 2. Engine House Memphis Fire Department, 474 South Main Street, Memphis, Tennessee’, MURKIN 2322, section 20, pp. 88-114.”  He can have in mind the FBI reports which do report what did happen, that most of the police and sheriffs taking their rest break in that firehouse did drop off that retaining wall and rush across the street to the Lorraine.  In this Posner omits much that the FBI also has about what those policemen and firemen told it.  Those records holds no proof of what Posner says at this point, that proof not existing in any form, in any record or in any way, that the “assassin . . . picked his perch at the roominghouse.”  With Posner, what his reader has to accept as proof is what he does not prove, cannot prove, and has never been proven but is essential to his argument that he substitutes for reporting. 

We return later to the actual evidentiary content of these interviews in that FBI records.

While it is true that “most” of the police and sheriffs who were taking their break did jump down from that wall and rush across the street, Posner says this as though all of them did, and that is false.  As the MURKIN records he supposedly examined make clear and as the transcripts of the evidentiary hearing for which I obtained and prepared the witnesses also make clear.  Those transcripts that Posner knew were the result of my work and he credits to the House committee, which I had to pressure them even to borrow and copy.

Aside from the policeman who did not jump down from that wall one sheriff in particular did not because he had a bad leg.  He was not unknown to Posner who does not report the fact, the truth.  Posner writes in his one reference to “Ghormley, J. E.” on page 34, which is still another half page rather than a full page, that Guy Warren Canipe, who had a second-hand phonograph record business in the store on the first floor of that flophouse, in the building toward the fire house, saw Ghormley “walking rapidly” toward him, on the South Main Street side of those buildings.  

Before returning to Ghormley, about whom Posner is neither truthful nor honest, I note that his dybbuk slipped up on his back again at this point.   He writes that the alleged escape, which he treats as a real escape when it was not, “preceded the arrival of South Main Street of two officers from TACT 10 by a matter of seconds.”  As we develop the actual evidence the truth about this invention will be without question.  But Posner has a point in this dishonesty. 

In this he also seeks to distract the reader from Ghormley and the Ghormley actualities, what really happened, which Posner does not mention, how and why it happened, and the truth it proves that destroys the entire official mythology of the King assassination, what alone would have proven Ray innocent if he had gotten a trial.  This is one of the reasons there was such determined refusal to give Ray a trial.

The fact and the truth are in the evidentiary hearing transcript of Ghormley’s testimony, those transcripts that Posner used extensively and exclusively to argue and to twist to convey the opposite of the truth. 

I had learned about Ghormley from a Memphis reporter.   I looked Ghormley up, then working for the office of the public defender, and spoke to him.  I then introduced him to Lesar, who would question him at the hearing, to Ghormley.  We knew in advance what Ghormley, who had spent most of his working life in uniform, would say.

Ghormley did not jump down from that height because he had a bad leg.  So, instead, he rushed to South Main Street—and he was alone, with no other TACT officer with him—and then turned north, still going as fast as he could.  It was only a short distance to the front of Canipe’s but Posner managed not only not to say this but also to corrupt it in the readers’ mind with a chart he has of it, his own rather than the official chart he could have gotten from the FBI for a dime! 

Ghormley’s estimate was that it might have taken him two minutes to get from the firehouse back door to Canipe’s.  Jim Lesar and I timed it at a fast walk, allowing for Ghormley’s bad leg, and we made it in forty-five seconds. 

In the official invention, which Posner adopts without credit to officialdom, with Ray all the way in the back of that long old flophouse and on its second floor, after firing the shot Ray had to make that famous package.  In Posner’s version he did this while in that bathroom.  In the official version he did it after returning to his room, where he had, at least, the bed to make it on.  After the relatively long time this took him, he then fled.  For that package he allegedly gathered up all the junk he could find to include in it, what was inside a box that had been made to hold a shotgun.  Aside from the rifle the considerable amount of other stuff he had to have taken the time to gather up and put in that box, the inventory and pictures of which is in those MURKIN records and is not in Posner’s book, ranged from a woman’s bobby pin to a bag of cans of beer.

It was only after firing his shot and taking his rifle down and then gathering up all this stuff and putting it in that box and then wrapping the box in an old bedspread that Ray could have walked the length of that building, made a sharp, right-angle turn to the left at the opposite, the street end of the building, then turn right again and go down the stairs, before he could get to the street.  

All Ghormley had to do was walk the short distance from the back of that firehouse to its front and he would have seen anyone on the street.

It would have been impossible for Ray to do this and get in his car and drive away without Ghormley seeing him. In addition, just to get to his car, if it had been when Posner and officialdom pretend, he would have had to walk toward where Ghormley would have had to have been.  Ghormley would have had to see him.  Ghormley did not see him because Ray was not there.  Neither Ray nor any one else who could have been or who was the assassin.

Bearing further on Posner’s intent to be deceitful about this is his not using the FBI’s charts, which were professionally made and showed almost everything, and his substitution of one of his own that both argues and eliminates much as he seeks to use his chart to argue rather than report.   As rendered by Posner, there was no heavy equipment parking lot next to Canipe’s and between it and the firehouse property--with nothing else between them--and nothing identifiable as that firehouse or those police and sheriff cars that were parked on its ramp just off the street. 

In any effort to understand and report on what happened, in writing about it and more, in a trial, this parking lot, which was open and accessible and to and from which that bushy area behind all those old houses could be reached and left, is important, as in time we see.  But not to Posner.  He not only does not mention it, he creates his own chart instead of using the FBI’s, which he could have gotten for the price of Xeroxing it.

Among the Posnerian accomplishments of his not using the professional FBI drawings of the area that included all of the scene of the crime is hiding the fact that Ghormley had a paved walkway that would not have taken him even forty-five seconds to get him to the street.  Our timing of his likely time included his getting to the street and then to Canipe’s.

What the shyster in Posner also has him suppress is again what I was responsible for bringing to light and under oath and is in records Posner used.  Although Posner says Ghormley had his “revolver” drawn, in fact, whether he had it drawn or not, it was Ghormley of all the police and sheriffs, who first saw that package that included the rifle and as he testified at the evidentiary hearings, he immediately radioed that information to the sheriff’s office.

Sheriff’s officers claimed not to be able to find that recording of those recorded broadcasts when Lesar and I were exercising discovery in the sheriff’s office just before the evidentiary hearings.

We are certain that the real reason the sheriff’s office claimed it could not find that part of the recordings it made of those broadcasts is that they are timed and that timing would have proven that Ghormley reported that package before it would have been possible for Ray to get there with it.

Which, of course, would have exculpated Ray.

And destroyed what officialdom claimed was the story of that assassination. 

Posner claims that Canipe went outside his store and saw a white Mustang driving away.  I questioned Canipe twice and both times he denied having ever said that no matter what records might include it.  I had a witness with me each time I questioned him.  The first witness was the journalist Les Payne, then the Newsday minority affairs reporter, later national correspondent and then its national editor.  The second time I questioned Canipe the witness was Jim Lesar, who was with me as Ray’s counsel.

Canipe also denied what else Posner attributes to him, that he saw the man who dropped that package and that the man was walking away from the entrance to that flophouse, south on Main Street.

Now those FBI records to which Posner had access and on which he drew both heavily and selectively do include a very considerable amount of information about the crime the existence of which is not indicated by Posner. Like its spectrographic examinations, the examinations of King’s clothing by its hair and fiber experts, and other such examinations and tests.  One file of that kind of scientific evidence in the headquarters MURKIN file, 44-38861, is of more than a thousand sheets.  

In this “Wall Street lawyer’s” account of the King assassination and of the well-known procedures of police agencies there is no mention of some of these most basic tests, like of neutron activation analysis (index, page 438) or of spectrographic analysis (index, page 444).  Under “FBI” there is a listing of “ballistic work” (page 429) but on the page that indexes this FBI ballistics work, to which Posner makes only a few references, is where the evidentiary hearing whose record Posner uses would be indexed if it had been indexed.  It is not.

He has nothing about all the rifles the FBI tested and with what results, even with the pertinence of some of that test firing.

He also has nothing on the scientific work the FBI should have done and did not do that we come to.

Can it be that as a lawyer Posner did not known what is required in such criminal investigations?

That he was not taught at the fine law school he attended?

That common sense did not tell him what the FBI had to have done?

And with his pretense that he examined the MURKIN records, he examined them and did not see the great amount of just that kind of information the FBI was forced to gather and prepare and did gather and prepare?

The FBI even gathered all the mud from the underneath of the Ray car to see if from that mud it could learn where he had been with it.

It checked the battery and tires and other clues on where he had been.  As it checked the clothing found in the car by the laundry marks, that alone was an enormous nationwide investigation.  The FBI did it fast and exceptionally well and thoroughly.

There is much that the investigation of any such crime required and the FBI did much, creating a considerable volume of records to which Posner had full and free access—thanks to my lawsuit which made them public—and there is no mention of most of this evidence in the Posner book.

We will come to enough of this evidence.

As we have seen, Posner has not yet placed Ray at the scene of the crime.  He merely assumed Ray was there and wrote his book as though there was and could be no question about that.  But in fact and in Posner, Ray was not placed at the scene of the crime—at the time of the crime or at any other time!

Here is how the shyster handles that matter on page 33 as he gets to toward the end of his exceptionally short chapter that he says is on “The Assassination”: 

At the rooming house, the rifle shot startled most tenants.  Willie Anschutz was watching television when he heard a sound that he though was a gunshot.  He walked to his door and, as he opened it, saw a man moving quickly toward him.  As he passed Anschutz’s door, the man—who was carrying something long and wrapped in a blanket in one hand—held his free hand and arm over his face, preventing Anschutz from getting a good look at him.  Anschutz felt it might be the new tenant from Room 5B, but he was not certain.  “I thought I heard a shot,” Anschutz said.  “Yeah, it was a shot,” the man muttered as he rushed by.  Anschutz, who thought the shot came either from the bathroom or Room 5B, glanced quickly at the bundle in the man’s arm.  It looked like a gun.  Meanwhile, Charlie Stephens, who had heard a gunshot that sounded like it came from the bathroom that adjoined his room, opened his door and glanced down the hallway.  He saw a man leaving the vicinity of the bathroom, carrying a three-foot-long package wrapped in what appeared to be newspaper.  It was possibly the new tenant in 5B, but since he saw him only from the rear, he based that hunch on the man’s general build, dark hair, and dark suit.  Stephens watched as the stranger hurried down the hallway and turned left to leave the building.

Posner’s sole given source for this is “FBI MURKIN ME Sub D, Section 1” (pages 14 and 20).  The FBI and the Justice Department had much to do with Stephens the day after the assassination.  

At this point Posner also has this footnote:

There has been much controversy over the years as to whether Charlie Stephens had been drinking that day, especially since he later developed into the state’s key eyewitness against Ray.  Even if sober, his testimony was not that compelling, as the best he could say for the prosecution was that the man leaving the scene of the crime looked like this 5B tenant by build, hair, and clothes. However, the author spoke to ex-Memphis homicide detective Roy Davis.  “I took the written statement from Stephens at the police station within a couple of hours of the shooting.  He was not real drunk, but he was not sober even then.  I distinctly remember that he said he could not identify the man.  I would not like to rely on him as my only witness.”  (Interview June 16, 1997.)

This is Posner shystering away in what has become typical of his shady practices.  He begins his false note with two glaring lies.  One is in saying that Stephens was “the state’s key eyewitness against Ray.”  He was not the claimed “key” eyewitness, he was the only claimed eyewitness and Posner himself knew that was a lie and was told that, as we see.  It also is a knowing lie to say, “There has been much controversy as to whether Charles Stephens had been drinking that day.”  There has been no such controversy unless other Posners also made it up.  Stephens, who was an alcoholic and violence prone, was usually quite drunk and that day, just before the assassination, was drunk even for him.

Again, the truth is under oath and in those transcripts of the evidentiary hearing that Posner used.  Here is how the witness we used came to be used and what he testified, I had heard as I asked around among those who knew Stephens for the alcoholic he was for details.  I learned that when he went to a liquor store he used the cab on one James McCraw (right).

On a Saturday morning when I was in Memphis investigating and had left the Albert Pick motel, where Lesar and I always stayed, in a cab going to the office of the since-closed down evening paper, I asked the cab driver, “Do you know Jim McCraw?”.

“Yup,” he replied.

“Can you reach him, can you give him a message for me?” I asked.

“Sure.  Glad to,” that cabby then told me.

I asked him to tell McCraw my name, that I was Ray’s investigator and would like to speak to him.

Sunday morning the phone in my third floor motel room rang. A strange voice said, 

“I hear you are looking for me.”

“You have the advantage over me, friend,” I said, “You know who you are.”

“I’m McCraw.”

“Fine!  How soon can I see you?”

“Waal, you’re on the third floor, I’m at the desk. Say five minutes.”

It was less than five minutes.  I taped the interview with him.  He was quite willing to be interviewed.

Which, by the way, was true of just about all the people I sought to speak to in Memphis because very few of them believed the official story.

McCraw confirmed that he was usually Stephens’ driver.  He told me, and he later testified, that Stephens called for him late in the afternoon of the assassination.  What Stephens told me had additional importance bearing on whether Ray’s car was then there, and he was not alone in that testimony.  It was not there.

McCraw pulled up to the door of the flophouse from the south and he found there was no parking space available.  He recognized the car parked next to, too close to the fire hydrant, which was in front of Jim’s grill, owned by Floyd Jowers, as Jowers’ white Cadillac.  Although Jowers was parked too close to that hydrant and was thus parked illegally, McCraw double parked on Jowers because he knew he would not be there long enough to block Jowers in if Jowers wanted to leave for any reason.

(Jowers confirmed this when we used him as a witness after I had interviewed him.  Both testified there was no white Mustang there then.}

McCraw then went up to Stephens’s rooms to get him.  He saw that even for Stephens that poor man, a seriously wounded war veteran, was exceptionally drunk.  He was so drunk McCraw, who was used to driving him around when he was drunk, refused to take him.

Instead, McCraw returned to his illegally parked cab in a hurry and took off radioing in to his dispatcher telling him he had not picked Stephens up and could pick up any other fare.  The dispatcher gave him an address, McCraw started to drive there, and the dispatcher came on the radio to warn all those cabs to stay away from the 400 block of South Main Street because Martin Luther King had been shot there.

This was, in McCraw’s estimate, only a few minutes after he left that building with Stephens so far gone he refused to take him as a fare, accustomed as he was to taking the drunken at Stephens as a fare.

When I was down in Memphis investigating in preparation for the trial we had hoped to get by that investigation a man who had been a reporter on the local papers apparently had heard about me and who I was and what I was doing in Memphis.  He stopped me as I was leaving the office of what there is called the district attorney general.  He told me that he had been covering the assassination and that at about nine that night, when he went to that prosecutor’s office, he saw Stephens and his common-law wife Gracie sitting on a bench and waiting outside that office. He knew Stephens and asked him what he was doing there.  Stephens then was still so drunk he and Gracie, who had had here share, said he had no idea what he was doing there or why he had been taken there or what had happened.

It is an out-and-out lie to say that there was any kind of “controversy” over whether “Stephens had been drinking” at any time that day, as Posner should have known from the testimony in those evidentiary hearings he used in his book to argue or to prejudice the reader.  There was usually no question about it, and that day in particular there was absolutely no question at all.  Stephens was pretty far-gone, even for Stephens. 

This was so well known that Posner could not have done any real investigating in Memphis without learning it and more, much more, about Stephens.

Jay Fred Friedman was a successful Memphis lawyer then in criminal practice.  I met him in the course of my work there.  There came a time when I was under threat, literally under threat, from Henry Haile, the assistant state attorney general who was in charge of its crew of lawyers at the evidentiary hearing.  He made his threat in the presence of a witness.  His face was livid as he gritted to me, “You are the son-of-a-bitch I’m going to get, and I’m going to get you, too.”

I phoned Jay Fred.  It was a holiday weekend.  Soon my Pick motel room phone rang and Jay Fred phoned from the lobby.  He came up, looked around, and then asked me to go with him.  He introduced me to his attractive wife and young son in the lobby and when we got in the parking lot told me to assume that my room was bugged.  He agreed to be my lawyer if I needed one for Haile after we’d talked while walking in the large motel parking lot.  When we walked to the front of the motel and just as we turned to walk to the main entrance, Mrs. Friedman was there.  She came up to me on my right side, put her arm around my waist and her head on my shoulder and with a big smile, just as though that we were in Hollywood rather than Memphis, told me to put my arm around her.  Startled, I nonetheless did as she said and as I looked toward the main entrance, toward which we were walking, there was the state attorney general’s crew tossing a Frisbee around, their jaws wide open as they stared.

There were no more threats from Henry Haile.

Jay Fred and I had developed a friendly relationship.  He asked my that afternoon, “Do you like cold pheasant?”

“Of course!” I replied.

“Join us for supper then,” he said.  “That is what we are having.”

We had talked on other occasions and did later, but then we spent the rest of that afternoon, the evening and into the night together, and we talked much.

Jay Fred told me that when Stephens got drunk he was often quite violent and that he had become a problem for the prosecution, which was depending on him to place Ray at the flophouse.  After Stephens struck someone with an iron bar on one of his drunks he was taken into “protective custody.”  That was protective of the Memphis citizenry, too.  There are court records on this, on both Charlie and on Gracie, and those records do present a case of conflict of interest for which we now do not take time.

Jay Fred told me that as a favor to the prosecutor, he took Stephens to a farm he owned some distance from Memphis, in Arkansas, and kept him there as long as the prosecutor wanted that.  Kept him out of trouble, still to be used as a witness when, as was then expected, Ray would be tried.

In the statement Posner attributes to the former homicide detective, Roy Davis, he quotes Davis as telling him that “within a couple of hours of the shooting” he “took the written statement of Stephens.”  (Posner does not say who did the writing but it is without question that Stephens was not in condition to do it alone and unassisted, so to speak.  By inserting written, however, Posner does get away with suggesting that Stephens did the writing.}  Posner then also quotes Davis as saying “I would not like to rely on him as my only witness,” and this after Davis said of the supposed eyewitness in the Posner as well as the official accounts, “I distinctly remember that he said he could not identify the man.”

Despite this Stephens is Posner’s only claimed eyewitness, too.

There is no indication of how long after it “within a couple of hours after the shooting” was but it had to have been some time because when the Stephenses sat outside the prosecutor’s office they told the reporter they had no idea why they were there.  They were that drunk.  At the time of the shooting Stephens was so drunk McCraw would not let him in McCraw’s cab.

From the foregoing we have an idea of what is in Posner’s book on “The Assassination.”  We said he gave it six pages.  That is true by page numbers but in fact two, the first and the last pages, in the chapter, are of but a half page each.  That brings the chapter on “The Assassination” down to five pages.  Of those five pages the footnotes further reduce the skimpy, uninformative dishonest text by more than another page.

But, considering what the truth is about the little Posner had to say about “The Assassination,” it was not unwise of him not to say more!
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