
L,11 zL8 Jonathan lardley 
,tashingtotz Punt 
1150 15 lit., AM 
Jaahingtoh, D.C. 2W71 
Dear 1.r. Yardley, 

JIVOLI your review, DeLill° liar. when h says he deals with "half-fact." Ile 
d.:als oily with nonfaute. 

Onwi,la can be made into a three-diuossional char:toter from the records I've 
obtaini;'d under /Call, in .:hich Do.Lillo had no interest. he just made it up, geopt 
for part of his plot. That comes from a work of thy: 	SizitICE, originally I  
L'Amorique Brule, changed to Fa.rowell 	nonehii on that project Was a 
charauter who took the name ifeigii=:. Jameu lLepnurn. IL rk Lane and Don freed ripped. 
this off in a movie they wrote. 

It is corium belief, as you say, that thy: conspiracy theories are of the loft 
but in fact there were as many or more of the right, including by the I3irchers. 
with whom -.there could no.% have been any Csw:Id association. 

iund rather than o.suocia-ting with Cuban refugees, ho 14ted than and filed 
a coaplaint againat thou in Dew Urloans. 

The Ka fabrication that Oswald 4.'as "red," adopted by the Warren Commission. 
is refetod by his laritinga thnt the Commission ii,norest but published. u© called the 
iLuerican UoiLlawLists exploiters and betrayers of t wor'Ling olase and the &maims 
did "fat, stinlang politicians." 

If you over hear of anyone who is interef:ted. in Oswald as a person, as I went 
over the PL.LI's records on him I made and filed separatolsz copies of all his writings. 

Your description in correct, this is nothing but exploitation by a comoarcializing 
,thor who was so unconcerned about ripping of the public mind ho didn't oven try to 

see .what is available. 110 just uado it up a;: ho wont. 

Sincere 

Harold Voiubarg 
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D
O

N
 D

eL
IL

L
O

'S
 n

in
th

 b
o
o
k
 is 

presented as a w
ork of fiction, but 

it is m
ore accurately described as 

fanciful journalism
: a retelling of 

the story of L
ee H

arvey O
sw

ald in w
hich, 

am
ong other things, D

eL
illo has attem

pted 
to invent solutions to the m

any lacunae w
ith 

w
hich that story is riddled. It is a book to 

w
hich readers are likely to be draw

n both 
because D

eL
illo has now

 quite inexplicably 
acq

u
ired

 a su
b
stan

tial literary
 rep

u
tatio

n
 

and because O
sw

ald's story—
like those of 

M
arilyn M

onroe and Jam
es D

ean and other 
20th-century m

isfits—
continues to fasci-

nate us. B
ut there is in truth precious little 

in L
ibra that illum

inates and m
uch that of-

fends; it is, in the end, an act of ex  loitation. 
N

o doubt Libra w
ill be lavishly praise m

 
th

o
se q

u
arters w

h
ere D

eL
illo

's o
sten

ta-
tiously gloom

y view
 of A

m
erican life and 

culture is em
braced. L

ike R
obert S

tone and 
Joan D

idion and R
ussell B

anks and others 
less prom

inent, D
eL

illo looks out from
 the 

co
m

fo
rtab

le v
an

tag
e p

o
in

t o
f th

e literary
 

hothouse and sees a country teem
ing w

ith 
m

aniacal im
perialists, right-w

ing zealots and 
unhinged C

IA
 operatives, and he populates 

his novels accordingly. F
or this he is ap-

plauded by those of like view
s, w

ho m
anage 

to overlook his novels' m
any shortcom

ings 
as fiction so as to be able to celebrate the 
rectitude of their politics. 

T
h
is p

o
litics is n

o
t, as it h

ap
p
en

s, m
y
 

o
w

n
, b

u
t th

at is n
eith

er h
ere n

o
r th

ere; I 
w

o
u
ld

 o
b
ject ev

ery
 b

it as stren
u
o
u
sly

 to
 

ideological fiction of the right or the m
iddle 

as I do to that of the left. F
iction has a pri-

vate address, as E
udora W

elty once w
rote, 

and w
hen novelists attem

pt to m
ount soap-

boxes they invariably tw
ist fiction into m

ere 
polem

ic. 

T
hus it is w

ith D
eL

illo. H
e is a w

riter of 
sk

ill, w
it an

d
 in

g
en

u
ity

, b
u
t h

e em
p
lo

y
s 

these considerable gifts in the evanescent 
craft of pam

phleteering rather than the du-
rab

le art o
f fictio

n
. N

ev
er h

as th
is b

een
 

m
o
re so

 th
an

 in
 

L
ibra, w

hich by contrast 
w

ith D
eL

illo's previous novels is notable for 
its lack of interesting prose, its deficiency of 
w

it and—
this, perhaps, m

ost surprising of 
all—

its failure of the im
agination; in L

ibra, 
that is to say, D

eL
illo offers no pleasures or 

surprises to com
pensate for the tedious pre-

dictability of his politics. 
L

eaving aside for the m
om

ent the prob-
lem

s inherent in fictionalizing the actual, the 
greatest disappointm

ent of Libra is that D
e-

L
illo does not com

e w
ithin shouting distance 

of m
aking a plausible or interesting charac-

ter out of L
ee H

arvey O
sw

ald. T
his strange, 

unknow
n and perhaps unknow

able m
an w

as 
the instigator of w

hat D
eL

illo calls "the sev-
en seconds that broke the back of the A

m
er-

ican
 cen

tu
ry

," y
et h

ere h
e is p

o
rtray

ed
 as 

little m
ore than an anonym

ous A
m

erican of 
"m

ixed history" w
ho sees him

self as "a zero 
in the system

" and longs "to reach the point 
w

here he w
as no longer separated from

 the 
true struggles that w

ent on around hint" 
W

ho longs, that is, to be a part of history 
and to separate him

self from
 the crow

d. B
ut 

is that really the best, the m
ost inventive, 

that D
eL

illo can com
e up w

ith? T
he im

age 
of the assassin as loner and victim

 is by now
 

a com
m

onplace, in large m
easure because 

w
h
at w

e k
n
o
w

 o
f th

e actu
al O

sw
ald

 h
as 

m
ade it so. M

y hope had been that D
eL

illo 
som

ehow
 could get past the received w

is-
dom

 into aG
-eV

)  understanding of O
sw

ald, 
but this he fall to

 d
o
. In

stead
 h

e g
iv

es u
s 

little m
ore than a cliche—

a m
an for w

hom
 

w
e clearly are intended to feel sym

pathy, but 
w

ho does nothing to earn it because he never 
is shaped into a flesh-and-blood character. 

H
e is, rather, a cat's-paw

: not m
erely for 

the disgruntled C
IA

 operatives, C
 

_ex- 
iles and right-w

ing crazies w
hom

 -D
er-ill° 

JO
Y

C
E

 P
A

r0 

D
on D

eLillo 

im
ag

in
es—

d
o
es th

is co
m

e as an
y
 su

r-
prise?—

to have been the architects of the 
assassination, but also for D

eL
illo's ow

n 
politics. O

sw
ald killed John F. K

ennedy, this 
book argues, not by his ow

n volition but as 
the unw

itting agent of forces too large and 
m

align for him
 to identify or com

prehend: 
first a sm

all band of C
IA

 m
en w

ho hope that 
an unsuccessful attem

pt on K
ennedy's life 

w
ill be the "electrifying event" that stirs up 

ren
ew

ed
 an

ti-C
astro

 activ
ity

, an
d
 th

en
 a 

cabal of lunatics w
ho plan to involve O

sw
ald 

in an actual assassination. 

H
E

 IS
 A

 L
ibra, poised on the scales 

betw
een "the positive L

ibran w
ho 

has achieved self-m
astery" and 

"the negative L
ibran w

ho is, let's 
say, som

ew
hat unsteady and im

pulsive." 
T

he question is w
hich direction his "danger-

ous leap" w
ill take him

, but the answ
er, D

e-
L

illo
 w

o
u
ld

 h
av

e u
s b

eliev
e, is th

at h
is 

course is beyond his control: he w
ill go in 

w
hichever direction "they," w

ho "w
ere run-

ning m
essages into his skin." choose to take  

him
. "T

hey," of course, are the C
L

A
 and the 

F
B

I an
d
 th

e Jo
h
ri3

Irch
 S

o
ciety

 an
d
 th

e 
C

uban exiles an the M
afia and all the oth-

ers w
hose invisible hands, fiction such as 

this insists, control not m
erely L

ee H
arvey 

O
sw

ald and his ilk, but all of us. 
Y

es, w
hat w

e have here is a conspiracy 
theory, though D

eL
illo does back far enough 

off it to suggest that "the conspiracy against 
the P

resident w
as a ram

bling affair that suc-
ceed

ed
 in

 th
e sh

o
rt term

 d
u
e m

ain
ly

 to
 

chance." T
his conclusion is reached by N

ich-
olas B

ranch, w
ho is assem

bling a "secret 
history of the assassination" for the C

IA
 and 

w
ho senses that it is a history so perm

eated 
w

ith blood and death and m
ystery that its 

true ram
ifications can only be speculated 

upon. B
ut this, again, is neither surprising 

n
o
r in

terestin
g
, m

erely
 a slig

h
t v

ariatio
n
 

upon w
hat the paranoid left has feasted on 

for a quarter-century. 
In

 th
e en

d
 D

eL
illo

 say
s, "B

ecau
se th

is 
b
o
o
k
 m

ak
es n

o
 claim

 to
 literal tru

th
, b

e-
cause it is only itself, apart and com

plete, 
read

ers m
ay

 fin
d
 refu

g
e h

ere—
a w

ay
 o

f 
th

in
k
in

g
 ab

o
u
t th

e assassin
atio

n
 w

ith
o
u
t 

b
ein

g
 co

n
strain

ed
 b

y
 h

alf-facts o
r o

v
er-

w
helm

ed by possibilitiesT
hT

E
H

rtide of spec-
ulation that w

idens w
ith the years." In fact, 

though, 
L

ibra is m
erely

 an
o
th

er rip
p
le in

 
that tide, precisely because it so clearly is 
not "apart and com

plete" w
ithin the litera-

tu
re o

f th
e assassin

atio
n
. R

ath
er, in

 th
e 

guise of fiction it offers only still m
ore "half-

facts," presented through the eyes and ac-
tio

n
s o

f a cast o
f ch

aracters n
o
t a single 

m
em

ber of w
hich ever com

es to life—
pre 

cisely because each character is not a per-
son but a representation of one point or an-
other on D

eL
illo's political com

pass. 
B

ut one of these characters does deserve 
m

en
tio

n
. D

eL
illo

 h
as h

ad
 w

h
at can

 m
o
st 

charitably be described as the presum
ption 

to introduce M
arina O

sw
ald into his "fic-

tion." C
onversations betw

een her aid L
ee 

H
arvey O

sw
ald are fabricated therein, as 

are ep
iso

d
es—

alb
eit circu

m
sp

ectly
 d

e-
scribed—

in their m
arital life. U

pon w
hat 

au
th

o
rity

 D
eL

illo
 m

an
u
factu

red
 th

ese 
scenes, apart from

 sheer chutzpah, I cannot 
im

agine; the liberties he has taken w
ith the 

dead range from
 the plausible to the unw

it-
tingly com

ical, but those he has taken w
ith 

the living are beneath contem
pt. 	
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