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Chapter 3

Apprentice Keystone Kop Writing About Professional Keystone Kops

This peek at Riebling's scholarship and his thoroughness as hailed by the reviewers eliminates the need for the detailed examination of his text that, if his Book Three is typical of the entire book, could easily exceed the length of the book without exhausting what can be said of scholarship, his and that of his reviewers, experts as the two cited above are.  True to Orwell on the subject of our assassinations at least the words and the standards are redefined.

Along with reason and rationality.

And our history.

In his rewritings, and they are numerous, he ends his fourth chapter of his Book Two, "America's James Bond," the chapter he with straight forward untruthfulness titled, "Licensed to Kill."  In his first long paragraph of this chapter he says that the Kennedys licensed the CIA to kill Castro (page 161).  Making a novel of his writing, which his book is in many ways, he begins by saying of a White House reception, "Camelot glistened."  Rie​bling says who was there, not ignoring politically‑motivated slurs as he does, along with deprecating what he does not want to believe no matter how true it was, he says that while this was going on, "his brother Bobby was at the CIA station JM/WAVE in Miami assuring America's James Bond of White House support for the killing of a foreign head of state."  His James Bond, William Harvey, was not exactly the same kind of man as Ian Fleming wrote about.

For something like this, a rather serious charge against the Kennedys, Riebling has no source.  Why he has no source is obvious:   it is false.  As he could have learned in the CIA reading room where he got the CIA's royal treatment he thanks it for.  The truth was disclosed to me by the CIA and what it gave me is in its reading room or can be brought there for examina​tion.

To lead into his refrain that all wrong with the CIA came to it with the OSS, he has this:

For the Kennedys, ethics was aesthetics, and aesthetics was athletics.  The fighting Irish spirit of their touch‑football games was well adapted to an organization created by an Irish football hero, Wild Bill Donovan . . .

He begins that first sentence that starts "Camelot glistened," and he ends it by saying that "it was a reception for forty‑nine Nobel laureates."  This is what the Kennedy ethics was represented by "The fighting Irish spirit of their touch‑foot​ball games"?  No, it is one of the innumerable hoked‑up reflec​tions of Riebling's anti‑Kennedy prejudices.

Donovan did not "create" the CIA.  That was done by Harry Truman after he liquidated the OSS.  Truman put in charge not a Kennedyite, not any touch‑football player, not any "Fighting Irishman," not any Donovan protégé or alumnus of his OSS, but an admiral chum of his named Hillenkoeter.

Riebling gets around to that alleged Robert Kennedy "license for killing a foreign head of State," Castro, when he has his own special version of the CIA's plot to kill Castro by having the Mafia arrange for it.  In turn, this leads to his excited misuse of the baseless canard that it was the Kennedy plot to kill Castro that kicked back with JFK being assassinated.  That there never was any substance to this does not discourage the Rieblings of the exploit‑anything‑for‑fame‑or‑money generation of assassi​nation exploiters and commercializers.

More than five years before Riebling's book appeared, dated February 14, 1989, I got a short letter from the man Riebling refers to as its "FOIA director," John H. Wright.  He is the man Riebling thanks for his speed "in processing my many request for memoranda."  This seems to make it a fair comment that Riebling got from Wright what he asked for if it was already released as well as what had not been if not exempt from disclosure.

Wright was the coordinator rather than the director of FOIA for the CIA and he had the same role under the Privacy Act.  As I said earlier, he is among those at the CIA who rather than expe​diting my FOIA requests did not comply with them at all after decades.

What he sent me with that letter he had no choice about because it was the Department of Justice copies of CIA records that were disclosed to me when that department was processing one of my requests.  He could hardly claim an exemption for the CIA's dislike of me and my writing about the assassination.

The first of these memoranda is addressed to Robert Kennedy, The Attorney General, by Lawrence R. Houston, the CIA's general counsel:

In accordance with your request of 11 May 1962, I am for​warding herewith, in the attached sealed envelope, a Top Secret memorandum by Colonel Sheffield Edwards, Director of Security, setting forth the facts of which he briefed you on 7 May, 1962.

The Edwards briefing memo referred to was released to me earlier.  When it was stolen and I asked the CIA to replace it, the CIA did not even bother to respond.  Edwards makes it clear that Robert Kennedy knew nothing about this Mafia plot except what he had been told later and that he told the CIA it was never to engage in anything like that.

Edwards spent three single‑spaced typed pages in summarizing that Keystone Kops fiasco.  At the very beginning Edwards states that it we before JFK took office, under the Eisenhower/Nixon administration, "In August 1960, the undersigned (Edwards) was approached by Mr. Richard Bissell then Deputy Director of Plans (a.k.a. dirty tricks) to explore the possibility of mounting this (emphasis added) sensitive operation against Fidel Castro."

In the Riebling version with all that Camelot jazz and his account of the "sea‑foam green evening gown by Oleg Cassini the first lady was wearing," that being Riebling's novelist's concept of non‑fiction and his touch, it was not until April, 1967 with all that esthetics/ethics nonsense added, that Robert Kennedy got that "sensitive operation" information.  Even more than two years after it neither Robert nor any other Kennedy had even heard about what Riebling says they started, what could have gotten John Kennedy assassinated in Riebling's mythology:

Knowledge of this project during its life was kept to a total of six persons and never became a part of the project current at the time for an invasion of Cuba and there were no memoranda on the project nor were there written documents or agreements.

Not only were the Kennedys ignorant of this Eisenhower/Nixon/CIA/Bissel project, nobody outside the CIA was in on it.

Even in writing the Attorney General about it after the plot was exposed, the CIA was so secretive within the agency only two copies of this memo were made.

The CIA eliminates its file number.  The Department of Justice copy is in its File 82‑86, where it was placed June 27, 1962.

Breezing along with his usual disinterest in truth and reality when he has his formula and preconception for success in today's literary market to consider, Riebling actually says, on his very next page (162), that none of this got started, until after JFK was President:

During JFK's first four days in power, the CIA's Richard Bissell was urged twice by `the White House', as he later said, to develop an `executive Action Capability to eliminate the effectiveness' of troublesome foreign leaders.  The CIA was to have assets like Fleming's `00' agents, who were licensed to kill.

Riebling's source, "Bissell testimony, 6/11/75, p. 51, IR p. 184" (page 495).

If we thumb back to his page 465 we find that he is not citing the testimony at all.  He cites with "IR" the Church committee interim report, for all the world as though that was the only Congressional interim report.

With the CIA not about to talk and the Kennedys who knew safely dead, Bissell had no problem laying what he began two years earlier on them.  They, in his sworn testimony, began his plot to kill Castro.

Is there any wonder the CIA was so anxious to speed things up for Riebling?

There is after this no need to go into all the mystery Riebling builds.  Spotting a few of his endless errors is enough to further delineate both his thoroughness and his scholarship.

The whole farce was exposed, if not exactly as Riebling says, by the comic opera episode of the mobster, Sam Momo Giancana, putting the arm on Robert Maheu, then the Howard Hughes chief of security who the CIA got to honcho the deal.  I'm helping you, Momo said, how's about you helping me?  He then explained that he, who was the most industrious of two‑timers, believed he was being two‑timed by one of his lady friends, Phyllis of the then famous singing McGuire sister.  So, the CIA, as Riebling says, "agreed to pay up to $1,000" not for what Riebling says, a phone tap, but for Dan Rowan's room to be bugged.  Riebling says it was "one of Maheu's employees, Ed DuBois" who broke into Rowan's room "to get the sound effects.”  Makes little difference that Shef Edwards gives the name as "Du Boise" and it is not important enough for me to check the several thick files the FBI enjoyed accumulating on this to learn.  Edwards also refers to him not as Maheu, employee, but as "another private investigator."  The FBI's records state that it was DuBois's Miami detective outfit that Maheu hired.

In what is apparently Riebling's first adventure into spook​ing he says that DuBois, who was really James Balletti, BuBois's employee, not DuBois himself, took a break in the middle of the job, leaving the equipment unattended.  “A maid discovered it and called the local sheriff” (page 196).

Balletti would not have gotten the sound effects wanted it if he had stayed there, not left "his equipment unattended," would he?  Even a Keystones Kop detective should understand that there is little of this kind of showing to be expected of a show girl.

On cleaning the room and making the bed the maid discovered not Balletti's "equipment" but the tiny microphone, that bug.  She did not "call the sheriff."  She did the usual, reported it to management.  It was management that informed the sheriff.

What brought this to the FBI's attention is not so much Balletti's arrest as what he told the sheriff, paraphrased, "If I go down I will not go down alone."

So, he didn't "go down" at all.

"National security."

"DuBois," according to Riebling, "admitted that he had been hired by Maheu."  Quite a feat that would have been with DuBois in Miami, not Las Vegas.

"Thorough" as this is, this "scholarship" that is so distinctive in Wedge, it is a fact that a bug was planted and detected and that the CIA had agreed to stand for the bill for Momo with taxpayer's money.  For Riebling this is quite an achievement:  he had that much right even if he was wrong on all details.

Source?  Riebling's version of published accounts.  Not the FBI's and CIA's records he could have used in their reading rooms where he spent so much pleasant, productive time ‑ what had already been rescued from official oblivion for the Johnny-Come-Latelies like him.

As we slip along, skipping not really being fast enough for Riebling's guck, we are told, in another of his distant contacts with fact and truth, that after all of this was exposed, it was Houston who "briefed" Robert Kennedy "about it on May 7." (page 196)  As we have seen, it was not Houston who did that "briefing" on May 7.  It was Sheffield Edwards.  Houston sent Kennedy Edward's memo a week later.  That is Houston's connection.

In his efforts to add substance to his thin smoke of the hoary and thoroughly discredited "kickback" theory of the assas​sination, Riebling tells one version of the stories by Jose Aleman, an anti-Castro exile.  In the version Riebling prefers the Florida Mafia kingpin, Santo Trafficante, was behind the assassination. (pages 170‑3)  That Aleman also said the exact opposite Riebling does not report, not Aleman's retractions.  His initial story is not easy to credit.  Sounds like what he could have read in one of the supermarket tabloids.  This Riebling omission of Aleman's retractions makes it easier for him to criticize the FBI for not telling the CIA about the suspicion of one of its agents Riebling quotes second‑hand as saying that "Trafficante and Cubela were agents of Castro."  Rolanda Cubela was a Cuban official the CIA was trying go get to kill Castro.  He was given as assassination device he did not like, a ballpoint pen loaded not with ink but with poison, in Paris almost the very moment JFK was shot.

Treating Aleman's unsupported and retracted story as real, Riebling concludes that the "CIA assets, originally recruited to kill Castro, might really have been `turned around' by Castro to go after Kennedy."

Riebling gives no source for saying of what with his novel​ist's approach he refers to as fact when in even the fictions about them there was no connection.  It "was the theory of President Johnson, after he read a 1967 study of the Cubela‑Trafficante plots."

A better source than Riebling's non‑source (page 497) is President Johnson's close assistant Walter Jenkins.  Speaking of that CIA/Maheu/Mafia super spectacular bust he told the FBI's assistant to the director, Cartha DeLoach, the late night of April 3, 1967, that it is what "convinced" Johnson "that there was a plot in connection with the assassination" and "that the CIA had something to do with it," what Riebling does not say. (FBIHQ 62-109060-5075)

And from this, facile as he is in reaching conclusions, Riebling does conclude that "the events of November 22 might have been prevented if the CIA had been told everything it (the FBI) knew about contacts between the KGB and Lee Harvey Oswald" (page 173).  Aside from his mishmash of nothingness above what Riebling is referring to is what he gets into with more of his revising of reality, Oswald's trip to Mexico City in October, 1963.  He begins heating this up with the another of the innumerable CIA lies to defend the CIA, no source given (on pages 496‑7), "A CIA station officer in Mexico later affirmed (this is Riebling's word) that Oswald `became a person of great interest to us' as a result of that visit" of Oswald to the Soviet embassy when he was seeking a visa to return to the USSR.  He continues quoting this former CIA spook, here attributing his words to an AP story of August 23, 1993, "We thought at first that Oswald might be a dangerous potential defector from the USA to the Soviet Union... (in Riebling's quotation) so we kept a special watch on him and his activities.!"

Yet at the same place Riebling says that the FBI did not tell the CIA so the CIA did nothing at all!

If any former CIA Mexico City officer said what Riebling attributes to him he lied and he knew he lied and, if Riebling had not been looking for what could make into his invention he turned into a book, made real when it was not real, if he had displayed any real scholarship in disclosed CIA records, as we see below, he would have known that CIA spook lied in all particulars and details.

The CIA not only paid no attention at all to Oswald when he was in Mexico City, not even after its taps on the phones of the Cuban and Soviet embassies picked his voice and his name up ‑ it even destroyed, if it is to believe, all those tapes not knowing they had any value.  In fact, they lied about at least one tape because as the FBI's records of it, disclosed to me in my C.A. 78‑0322 prove, the CIA gave it and a picture to one of the FBI agents in its Mexico City office, known as the office of the Legal Attaché ("Legat"), Eldon Rudd, and Rudd flew them to the Dallas FBI office the night of the assassination.  Rudd used the Naval Attaché's plane.  When it landed at Love Field he was met by one of the Dallas office's "red" experts, SA Wallace Heitman.  They and several other FBI agents then listened to the tape, sent FBIHQ a three‑page teletype paraphrase of it and then, in re​sponse to the HQ request, sent it a transcript.

Oswald did not become a "person of great interest to the CIA" until after the assassination.  And in Mexico City, from the available records, including those of the CIA, it never kept a special watch on him and his activities."

With these lies, to be followed by more of them, is how Riebling leads into his Mexico City fantasy of the FBI being responsible for the assassination by not telling the CIA "all it knew" about Oswald.  Pivotal in this is the story that Valeriy Kostikov was a KGB assassin and that Oswald got together with him.  Riebling advances this particular fiction with some cunning writing that has the effect of attributing Riebling's words to a CIA cable from Mexico City.  Referring to what the CIA heard on and taped from the Soviet embassy phones, Riebling writes, at​tributing it all to that CIA cable, "According to the cable, an American male speaking broken Russian, who said his name was Lee Oswald, visited the Soviet Embassy on September 28th and spoke with consul Valeriy V. Kostikov.  The Agency had obtained that information by tapping the embassy's phones in Mexico City, and also had some highly‑placed informants within the embassy who confirmed the Oswald‑Kostikov meeting."

Of all of this all that is actually attributed to that CIA cable, which I have had for years and is brief and cursory and without any CIA follow-up, is that the man on the phone "said his name was Lee Oswald."  The rest, all the rest, is Riebling, typical Riebling, which means is based on lies.  And, also typi​cal of Riebling, for this he gives himself and his game away and he lies.

The lie is disclosed in the CIA's records I have summarizing all of this.   There is no reference to "highly‑placed informants," in Riebling's plural or in the singular, in the Soviet embassy in them.  And insofar as the basic CIA/Riebling claim that it was ignorant of Kostikov and his allegedly being a KGB "wet jobs" or assassinations specialist because the FBI kept that secret from it, it knew.  As it would have known from those informants, a detail lost on the fictioneer Riebling pretending to write our history.  But it did not depend on those non‑existing informers inside the USSR's embassy.

Riebling cites as one of his sources on Kostikov (on page 497) the "WP (Washington Post 8/22/93 quoting an 11/23/63 CIA memo identifying Kostikov as `responsible for sabotage and assassination.'"  Riebling limps away from this reality, that the CIA in fact did not have to be told by the FBI ‑ in fact, foreign intelligence is the CIA's, not the FBI's responsibility ‑ later in this same note, "Documents at CIA/YIN make it clear that the Bureau did not have independent corroboration of Kostikov's Department 13 status in the days immediately after the assassination ..."

This alleged information, that Kostikov was the trained KGB assassinations expert, was the CIA's, not the FBI's; it was the CIA's job, not the FBI's, to keep track of such things; and while we see more of this later, there is not in any of the disclosed records any indication that in Mexico Kostikov had any such function, ever engaged in it, and it makes no sense at all that if the KGB needed and had such specialists it would have had one of them vegetating in Mexico as long as Kostikov was there ‑ not assassinating anyone.

In this, as we see, we have from Riebling what he titles his next chapter, "The Poetry of Deception."

Before he ends his "Licensed to Kill" chapter Riebling provides another illustration of his poetic license.  He says of the FBI's Dallas agent "James Hosty," oblivious of the fact that there were three James Patrick Hosty's, father, son, and the son's son, "had held the `Oswald ticket' in Texas for almost a year and a half.'"  That "ticket" lingo is new to me, for all the hundreds of thousands of pages of FBI pages I've read, but it to the uninformed can make Riebling appear to be an insider, using the FBI's slang.  Non‑existing slang, that is.  But the real point here is that Hosty himself swore that he did not receive the Oswald file from the FBI's New Orleans Office, where it had been for months, until the very day of the assassination.

So, he not only could not, he did not have that "ticket" for "almost a year and a half."

For which Riebling gives no source in any event.

Moreover, before Oswald left for New Orleans the FBI Dallas case agent was John W. Fain.  As, subject matter ignoramus that he is, Riebling should have known from the Warren Report (pages 326, 434).  But then Riebling writes about the assassination without even this Report in his bibliography that is, so informative about James Bond and his writing techniques.

He could not give any source for what he wrote.  There is none. It is false.

Perhaps to cover himself, perhaps more of his poetry, Rie​bling concludes this chapter saying

To allege that CIA‑FBI fumbling contributed to President Kennedy's assassination was not necessarily to say that Kostikov, or the KGB, ordered Kennedy killed.

Which is pretty much what Riebling does say over and over again and his reviewers noted as some of his more exciting writ​ing.  But he does not say why he is not saying it.  He edges in with what is not so.

Nor did the FBI, believing CIA's anti‑Castro plots to have been terminated with Harvey's transfer, have any reason to sus​pect that Kennedy had been killed to avenge attempts on Castro's life (page 176).

What a display of subject‑matter ignorance this is!

Aside from citing no source on any part of this, none of it being true, and aside from the fact that it is a non sequitur, what the FBI "believed," even a well-practiced mind-reader like Riebling has no way of knowing.  The fact is that the FBI never stopped slugging its assassination records as part of a conspiracy involving Cuba, the USSR or both.

The fact also is that Harvey's transfer had nothing to do with what the FBI reported or what it "believed," of anti-Castro Cuban allegations that JFK was killed to avenge attempts on Castro.  Dozens and dozens of them beginning the very day of the assassination .  But sublime in his intended ignorance of the established fact of the assassination, Riebling actually says here that there was no other reason for the FBI to suspect there had been a conspiracy because Harvey was transferred.  Whatever in itself that can mean or not mean about those plots.

The FBI did not just "refuse" to "believe that Oswald had acted as part of a conspiracy," despite its document slugging.  That was ordained for it by its dictatorial director whose word was never questioned.  And he stated that before any investigation was made or could have been made.

But what is so utterly foreign to Riebling, exploiter and commercializer of the assassination that he is, is the fact of the assassination.  Of this he has not a word in his Mack Sennett scripting of the assassination.

The fact of the crime, the details, say whether or not the crime was beyond the capability of any one man.  If it was, then the crime was the end product of a conspiracy.  The official mythology is that there was no conspiracy.  The official evidence is that without any question at all, there was a conspiracy and the crime was beyond the capability of any one man.  This is undisputed in all my earlier books.  Not a peep of pretended refutations from any official or any unofficial commercializer of the subject like Riebling.

Smart-alecking all the way, Riebling pontificates more nonsense and flaunting of ignorance of both reality and the established fact of the crime.  For all the world as though he is not writing that they had he says "If (emphasis added) liaison problems contributed to the Dallas tragedy, they would even more thoroughly impede its investigation, and devolve into a projected fight that precluded the truth from being inarguably known.  The fight would be bound up with the search for Soviet moles," which his flight of fancy next flutters around, sparked by a 1961 defector, and would ultimately lead to a formal break in rela​tions between the FBI and the CIA" (page 176).

This is not even good fiction, over the level of immature high‑school authors.

It is predicated on the assumption that the body of the crime, the evidence, is not relevant and that all else is.  Most of all of the "all else" is the assumption of his book, that there was a USSR conspiracy to kill the President that could be addressed only with complete disregard of ‑ and contempt for ‑ the evidence of the crime itself.

For other than college‑educated ignoramuses who believe that fiction is non‑fiction, who believe that solutions are reached by theories and political concepts coming from political preconcep​tions and prejudices, the "truth" about crimes is established by the evidence.  And that was not the cause of or even a factor in the never existing "formal break in relations between the FBI and CIA."

Their relations were strained.  But they were not broken entirely and there was no "formal break" in them.

For all the many who provided the editorial assistance at Knopf that Riebling thanks so effusively, that this and so much else like it got their approval, indicates that they all began with and clung to the political idiocy with which Riebling began and wound up or they all regarded his book as what it largely is, a work of fiction.  They could not all be as stupid as this reflects.

And what does it say of his academic excellence, Beschloss, loaded with degrees and honors and experienced as he is in his own writings says it represents?  He calls this meld of nonsense and ignorance "scholarship" and "thorough scholarship" at that!

And so we get to Riebling's Book Three, with its title of "The Poetry of Deception."  That poetry is not the word for it will become apparent rapidly.  The first of its four chapters ‑ and with his own kind of balanced rhythm Riebling has four chap​ters, no more, no less, in each of the five books of Wedge ‑ is titled as though it is poetry, "The Mind of Winter."
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