Harold Weisberg

Mailer's Tales of the JFK Assassination

Chapter 11

The "Game" That Was "Seriously Skewed"
I came to Mailer's two chapters that focus on George de Mohrenschildt -- Mailer mentions him often, even at his conclusion -- two days after reading Joseph Finder's lead review in the Washington Post's weekly Book World section of Sunday, April 30, 1995.  Finder, the Post gave us to understand, is an expert on intelligence and foreign affairs.  Well, the Post did not put it precisely this way.  It said he "writes" about them "often," And there are those who write who think they are experts on what they write about in novels when they really are not experts at all.
Witness Mailer.

But then that they really are not expert does not mean that they do not believe they are if they write about, say, intelligence, as Mailer did in his Harlot's Ghost.  As we have seen he soon went to the CIA itself with his mea culpa, that he had been wrong about it in Harlot's Ghost because they were really the pillars of our democracy, only he thought they should have pulled a few more of those "wet jobs" that sound better than "assassinations" to some "experts."  In some kinds of writing.

So that any wanting to check me out can do so, I'd best give the page numbers and not just refer to chapters.  Mailer's table of contents does not mention a single chapter.  And there is no index.

The book, as we saw, is really two books, the second decided upon after Mailer finished the first, as we also saw.  For his own reasons Mailer does not call these two books Book 1 and Book 2.  He calls them Volume One and Volume Two.  He then divides each Volume into Parts.  He identifies the parts with roman numerals.  The first has nine "parts."  The second eight.  It is these parts that get divided into chapters.  But there is no mention of chapters in the table of contents.  The only listing of them is in the notes.  They are at the end of the book, with no page numbers mentioned in them.

The two chapters I found illuminating are in Part II, which Mailer titled "Charity in Fort Worth."  Chapter 4 is titled, "The Well-born Friend," Chapter 5, "Not in a Million Years."  The first begins on page 435, the second on page 440.

The first validation we find of Finder's observation in these chapters, "that the years have brought no slackening" in Mailer's "vaunted powers of observation" is the plethora of various ways which he says the name he gives as "De Mohrenschildt" is spelled.  Those "vaunted powers of observation" did not extend to how the man himself spelled his name.  With the man dead and with Mailer finding none of the disclosed hundreds of thousands of official pages worth even mention, leave alone use, he probably never saw the name's signature.  And, being properly spook oriented, if not immersed, he did not trust the phone book.  If he had weakened and given up his faith in what Finder refers to as his "good intellect," he would have found the listing the man himself approved to read, and I quote from page 237 of the 1963 Dallas phone book, "de Mohrenschildt Geo 3607 Charming 521-1309."

But it is, without question, the same guy.

Of him these are Mailer's first words in his chapter, "The Well-born Friend":

"If there is any place where a narrative of Oswald's life is bound to take on the seductive ambiguity of a spy novel, it is with the entrance into Lee's affairs of Baron George De Mohrenschildt, a tall, well-educated, powerful, handsome fifty-one-year-old with an incomparable biography."

The key word is "if" because none of the rest is true except for Mailer's description of the man.

There was no "entrance into Lee's affairs" by the "baron," who never used that title.  "Seductive," like beauty, is in the mind's eye, or imagination, as it is with Mailer.

There was no way, none of any kind, in which de Mohrenschildt "entered" into "Lee's affairs."  And those "affairs" are in Mailer's mind, not in any reality.  

The Mailer' "if" also applies to this part of Oswald's life.  It is a big "if."

"Not in a Million Years" is real for Chapter 5, but not as Mailer intends.  The "not in a million years" is apt as a description of Mailer's spy-novel imaginings.  

After selective citation of the Commission's testimony about de Mohrenschildt none indicating that most, if not all, of the trips he and his wife Jeanne made to the Oswalds' were to deliver help to Marina or the baby, who were in real need  (as without intending it Mailer proves throughout his next part, particularly on pages 461-3)  .Mailer gets to de Mohrenschildt's coming to the United States, at New York, "Just before the second World War began."

Mailer next says that "the following years he tried to join the OSS, and his name pops up in intelligence files of various countries over the next fifteen years, culminating finally with some serious connections with the CIA, most notably on geological surveys he did in Yugoslavia and West Africa to provide an overview of their oil resources."

Lest the reader, in an unguarded moment of blind faith in Mailer or in Finders who lavished such praise on him take this literally, de Mohrenschildt was not in Yugoslavia or West Africa for the CIA.  He was looking for black gold for himself.  He was a geologist.

But let us not hasten, as Mailer here hastens.  He has no source, not on de Mohrenschildt's "popping up" in the files of various countries.  He says nothing about the available files of our country.  Of which I have several on him that Mailer could have seen here.  As others have.  Maybe a thousand pages.  Without doubt many more pages have been disclosed since I forced the FBI to give me the first of its de Mohrenschildt files in C.A. 78-0322, in 1978 and 1979.  And, once disclosed to me, the FBI placed them in its public reading room where they are available to all.  All who wanted to see them, all who unlike Mailer wanted fact and truth.

To those who believe Mailer is wonderful no matter how awful he is, having and giving no sources is "solidly researched" writing to the Finders of "reviews".

Mailer skips from the man's application to the OSS to the much more recent past, but the files on him do not.  There was more interest in him then than there was until the assassination.

And he did not make the OSS.  The FBI suspected he might have some kind of Nazi connection.

Now if Mailer had really wanted to pin a spook tag on de Mohrenschildt, from those files on which he did not waste any time he would have seen the suspicion was that he served the "Free French," those who fought Hitler.

Here, if indolence or ignorance of their existence does not account for it, whether or not Mailer was aware of it, had he used those readily available files, mostly of the FBI, he might have had much more trouble writing the book than he did.  There is but cold comfort to his "brilliant" work in them.

Next Mailer says within parentheses what he does not mean, "(Needless to say [of that geological work] it also involved much mapping of sensitive areas.)" It is not "needless" for Mailer, no indeed!  And that alleged mapping?  Aside from how much he could have covered by foot and by boat, with little possibility what he saw by boat had not been mapped for eons, Mailer, lacking it, gives us no reason to believe that any mapping he would like it believed de Mohrenschildt did produce what was not known other than inside Yugoslavia, where it was, of course, well known.

If there is any reason to believe what Mailer says he does not tell us.  Or even suggest what it might have been.  As just above we saw the importance of understanding his "if" when he uses it, here we see the basic importance of his hints -- which are never based on fact, reason or even common sense.

That Mailer has aged, Finder tells us, "has not meant a slacking in his vaunted powers of observation."

Finder also says of the book, it is "The result is something only Mailer could have pulled off, a brilliant blend of scholarly obsession, journalistic shoe leather and good intellect.

"One of his major sources is even the Warren Commission's investigation."

Even?

The Post tells us that Finder is an expert on intelligence and international affairs.  At least he "writes" about them "often."

The tragedy is that Finder has not the slightest glimmer of what "only Mailer could have pulled off" and that he did "pull off."  Not only here but in the concept of the book and throughout it.  But Mailer does it all over again in his next words, nothing omitted between them and the previous quotation:

On his return from Yugoslavia in 1957, he was debriefed by J. Walton Moore of the Domestic Contact Division [not its title] of the CIA in Dallas (Page. 441)

In all 828 pages Mailer tells the reader nothing about the CIA domestic-contact work and to compound this literary and historical fraud (which could have come from ignorance rather than intent) Mailer adds this lie two pages later as part of his making up a case that did not exist: ". . .Technically speaking the CIA was not supposed to go near him," meaning Oswald.

The CIA's domestic-contact service was overt, un-secret -- its offices were even listed under its name in the phone books, as other CIA offices were not.

Its function is to question travelers when they return.  This is a normal and in all ways entirely proper function of intelligence agencies.  It's no more devious or secret than that of the reading of papers published abroad.  And it does not make any kind of "agent" of those it questions.

For his own purposes here and elsewhere Mailer gives a spooky and sinister role referring to its "debriefing" here and elsewhere but it is merely asking people what they saw and heard, ordinary interviewing.

If Mailer were not as ignorant of all fact about the assassination and its investigations as he has persisted in being -- and without that "scholarly" ignorance he would have had the greatest difficulty writing this dishonest work -- he could have made his dishonest case with the reality: that the CIA claims it did not speak to Oswald on his return.  The probability is that it did, whatever its reason for denying it.  But that it did not can make the case Mailer phonies up and "pulls off" with such "intelligence" experts as Finder.  That the Domestic Contact Service (DCS) did not speak to Oswald or anyone else who had spent years living in Minsk during the cold war does not mean it got that information from him clandestinely rather than overtly.

Which, according to Mailer, was the "need" the CIA had, as we see.

For J. Walton Moore, who was well-known through the area as the CIA's domestic-contact chief for that area, to "debrief" de Mohrenschildt on Yugoslavia was not in the sense Mailer implies any kind of spooking.  And it was far from the dangerous role for the CIA that Mailer implies, as we come to.  It was entirely normal and entirely proper.

I illustrate with a story the late Felix Greene, the well-known British author, told me.  He had just returned from Viet Nam in those early days of that conflict.  He was a well-known and articulate opponent of United States policy there.  With Greene there was an instance of what might give the CIA trouble if what Mailer refers to as "a direct debriefing" then "turned out badly."

In fact it did "turn out badly," from what Greene told me, because it was incompetent.  "They didn't know what to ask me," he told me, "so I had to tell them what they were too dumb to ask me."  Greene believed, as most people do, that governments should be accurately informed because they make decisions, at least in theory, on what they know.

Rather than resenting being questioned, there being no taint of any kind to it, despite the childish nonsense Mailer hokes up here, most people cooperate quite willingly.

Witness what all those who had traveled to the USSR, and particularly to Minsk who gave the CIA even the pictures they took of Oswald when they met him.

In fact, so much was learned of Oswald when he was in the USSR, there is nothing of any significance at all that Mailer adds in his account of it.  He adds detail, nothing else, as we see.  But he also supposes much.  And lies.

Having cast de Mohrenschildt in the role of a spook without a single fact to support it and when plain common sense refutes it Mailer actually says that he had an intelligence or CIA "game" to play with Oswald (page 443).

Before going into that, in fairness to Mailer -- if reporting that he took somebody else's idea as his own is fairness only-- this particular irrationality was not Mailer's.  It was old and thoroughly discredited almost 20 years earlier.

The notion that de Mohrenschildt was a CIA spook seems to have originated with assassination theorists in Dallas.  Jim Garrison adopted it as his own and as was his practice with what he took from others and presented as his own, he added his own touch to it.  He referred to de Mohrenschildt as Oswald's CIA "babysitter."  Without his using those words that is Mailer's sick notion.  It is cheap novelizing of fact, of history and of truth.  And, again as we soon see, it led to de Mohrenschildt's death.  About which Mailer has another investigation he presents as his own when it isn't.  Except to intelligence "experts" like Finder it degenerates into the ridiculous:

The FBI by its charter did not deal with foreign affairs and the CIA most certainly did!  Of course, by 1964, De Mohrenschildt's game had been seriously skewed because of the assassination, and the CIA could wreck his project in Haiti if he now connected the Agency in any small way with Oswald.

Back in 1962, however, the CIA had had need of someone with real skills to debrief Oswald.  Lee was an unknown quantity.  Even as the KGB had contemplated the possibility that their Marine defector was some new kind of CIA agent, now the CIA could return the compliment.  Was the KGB engaging in a novel ploy?  Oswald could have been sent back from Russia for purposes of Soviet propaganda.  A direct debriefing, if it turned out badly and Oswald found a newspaper that would not hush it up, could prove internationally embarrassing and, worse, would injure relations once more with J. Edgar Hoover: Oswald was now ostensibly under FBI jurisdiction.  Technically speaking, the CIA was not supposed to go near him.  Yet, the CIA needed to know what Oswald, after living in the Soviet Union for two and a half years, could tell them about life there.  A debriefing in depth could fine-tune their knowledge.  The need was real, but the operation, while small, had to be delicate.  They would go in for an unwitting debriefing -- even as Oswald had been debriefed in Moscow without formal declaration (page 443).

(Oswald was never debriefed in Moscow.  That he was not led to paranoid CIA suspicions.  But as Yuri Nosenko told first the FBI and then the CIA, the KGB's Intourist people told it that Oswald was "undependable" and they thereafter wanted only to get him out of their country.)

Even the first words of this direct quotation are false.  Whether from Mailer's permeating ignorance of such matters, despite his novel about them, Harlot's Ghost, which he soon invokes as a legitimate source, or from his dishonesty in making up a case out of nothing at all, he lies, and builds the case he wants that is false on this and on other just plain lies.

To hide this Mailer uses words that apply to neither the FBI nor the CIA, "foreign affairs."  That is not what "the CIA most certainly did" deal with.  Foreign affairs is the exclusive turf of the State Department.

What the FBI did "most certainly" deal with, and the CIA was precluded from, is what Mailer is talking about, counterintelligence within the United States.

In referring to what he calls de Mohrenschildt's "game" that was "seriously skewed" Mailer is careful not to say what that "game" is.  That was wise of him, it not existing at all.

Likewise Mailer does not undertake to explain the impossible, good as it sounds to the novelist pretending to be writing history and unable to escape thinking and writing as a novelist, how the assassination could have "skewed" it.  If it had existed.

At the time of the assassination and for many months prior to it de Mohrenschildt was in Haiti, working on a deal that came to nothing.  How could he have influenced Oswald in any way from there can be imagined only, and it cannot be even imagined with rationality.

Moreover, neither the government nor Mailer nor any of those who had the same childish idea before him, came up with even a suspicion that there had been any contact between Oswald and his "baby sitter" for all those months.

This is dishonest writing, nothing better, and when it deceived the Finders it could deceive most readers who tend to trust what they read, particularly from those with big reputations, whether or not those reputations are deserved.

Wrapped up in himself, then in the imaginings of his grossly uninformed mind that works as he wants it to work, much better, when it is ignorant, and phonying up more of his non-existing case, Mailer refers to the KGB's "contemplation" whether Oswald was "some kind of CIA agent."

Here we have, from Mailer himself, the evidence that he is ignorant of both intelligence matters and of the disclosed fact of the assassination.

Whatever Mailer may have gotten from the Minsk KGB, the official United States records were readily available to him of and he does not use a single page in all his 828 pages.  So also were my books which brought them to light and reported on them.  They also would have told Mailer the truth.  But the one thing he could not abide if he was to have this book is truth.

What I reported 20 years earlier, in Post Mortem, is what the KGB headquarters actually suspected and turned over to its people in Minsk.  That is, as I wrote it:

. . . the Russians actually believed that Oswald was a "sleeper" or "dormant" American agent and had him and his mail under surveillance all the time he was in the USSR (page 627)

(These are also referred to as "agents in place" because they can be "dormant" for years and then  used.)

My cited sources are FBI reports on its interviews with the defected KGB Moscow executive Yuri Nosenko.

Not only did Mailer, Schiller et al get no more significant information from the Minsk KGB than Nosenko gave the FBI then the CIA, but as its obvious to all other than self-styled intelligence experts and desperate novelists facing a fiasco, a real disaster, planting anyone to be able to use him in the future is as old as the bible in intelligence.  A "dormant" or "sleeper" agent is not by any strength of even a Mailer-like imagination "some new kind of CIA agent."

But to the unquestioning, it reads well and is exciting.

As most lies can be made to seem.

What follows in what I quote above from Mailer was the concern not of the CIA but of the FBI and in pursuance of that responsibility it opened cases on both Oswalds.  If they had been of any interest to Mailer, I got those files through several FOIA lawsuits and he could have had them as others, including his prized source Gerald Posner, did have access to them.

What Mailer next says is not even good fiction:

A direct briefing, if it turned out badly and Oswald found a newspaper that would not hush it up, could prove internationally embarrassing and worse, would injure relations once more with J. Edgar Hoover.

In none of this does Mailer say how, except in his ignorance quoted earlier, that "foreign affairs" was the CIA's responsibility under its "charter," which it is not.  The questioning of returned travelers was exclusively the CIA's, not the FBI's responsibility.  The FBI jurisdiction, and this is what was prohibited the CIA, was counterintelligence within the United States.

But how this normal, everyday questioning could have turned out "badly" Mailer does not say.  The reason is that it is not true.

There was no news in questioning returned travelers and there was no news in it if any one declined to be interviewed.  So, there was nothing to "hush up" and nothing that could possibly "prove internationally embarrassing."  If the CIA's DCS questioned Oswald.

Thus Mailer does not explain how any of his penny-dreadful imaginings was or even could have been possible.  They were not, not a single one of his inventions that are so indispensable to his having any book at all.

The rest of the direct quotation above is also not even good fiction.

The CIA had no urgent need to know what Oswald learned "after living in the Soviet Union for two and a half years" and what he knew could not really "fine tune," whatever, if anything at all, Mailer may mean by that the CIA's "knowledge."  It's "need" for a "debriefing in depth" is another invention.  What Oswald could have said could have been of a little use, the part that Mailer infers, as we came to, but there was no reason even to suspect that the CIA wanted and "would go for an unwitting debriefing."

Whatever the ghost -- or is it the harlot? -- of Harlot's Ghost could have had in mind again -- if anything at all -- in inventing an "unwitting debriefing."

Never heard of it in my day in intelligence.  Unless it is some new kind of computer enhancement of ESP.  No computers in my day in that work.  And we had little use for ESP in it, either.

Although this kind of tradecraft jargon is also basic to the fiction Mailer "pulls off" as nonfiction, it is not real, not a single word of it.

Mailer had to make it up so he could continue to invent a nonexistent intelligence role for the safely-dead de Mohrenschildt, "safely" so he could not sue or refute.

Barreling along to the delight of other experts who, like Finder, become "experts" through their own fictions, Mailer resumes, nothing omitted in quotation, with an excerpt from de Mohrenschildt's deposition when he was questioned by Commission counsel Elmer Jenner.  Jenner wanted to know how many times de Mohrenschildt saw Oswald.  For all the world as though he should have kept a book on how many times he drove his wife to the Oswalds when she delivered clothing or food; when all the Dallas area White Russian community were concerned about what they considered the needs Oswald could not meet of his infant daughter June.  Mailer not only makes this appear to be sinister, he takes a Jenner question and the answer to compel him to invoke his own eminent authority, his novel that, as we have seen, he confessed to the CIA was a bunch of crap.

Jenner asked if de Mohrenschildt meant it was both of them, man and wife -- in fact it was also the entire White Russian community -- if he "had approached [people] to invite them [the Oswalds] because there were so lonesome" (page 444).  De Mohrenschildt, again saying "because they were so lonesome," said that he did.

That this is a standard intelligence device and nothing else Mailer "proves" with his novel in which he makes a name up for it:

In the novel Harlot's Ghost, Hugh Montague, also known as Harlot, gives a lecture on the procedures employed to gain the confidence of a person who has been selected as a target for espionage.  "Disinterested seduction," Harlot assures his CIA class, is the underlying mechanism.  He then asks:

"Would any of you be familiar with the cardinal law of salesmanship?"

Rosen's hand shot up.  "The customer doesn't buy the product until he accepts the salesman." . . .

"Perfect," said Harlot.  "I, as the principal, am there to inspire the putative agent -- my client --with one idea.  It is that I am good for his needs.  If my client is a lonely person with a pent-up desire to talk, what should be my calculated response, therefore?"

"Be there to listen," said several of us at once . . .

"Disinterested seduction."  My how little we knew about it in my day, which was not all that long after Mailer no longer needed diapers.  How the art and the science of it matured and grew since then.

"Seduction"?  "Disinterested", too?  Disinterested seduction.  Hmmm,

Ordinary, everyday seduction is old in intelligence.  The Mata Hari kind.

Not only the fabled Mata Hari practiced it, men did too.  Only the performance of some of the male practitioners sometimes was not quite as good as some of the "customers" anticipated when the men knew it was being surveilled.

No, electronic surveillance as well as visual was not invented by KGB Minsk for Oswald.

While we as well as the Finders may be as impressed by the mind that conceived-invented this rare concept of effective intelligence we must be careful not to let his disinterested seduction divert us from the realities that do not come from his Harlot's Ghost, unprecedented as a source as that is for nonfiction writing.  Which in itself is rare for Mailer.

It is, however, a real "first," the kind that Schiller loved and regarded as real accomplishments, with female pubic hair, anyway.  It is a real first in "nonfiction" writing, using a novel as proof, as fact, as an acceptable source, when that novel itself was years earlier trashed by its author himself who is the one who now cites it as acceptable authority for his fabrication of a non-existing case against a dead man who cannot defend himself.

Despite this fictionalizing to make his case Mailer then plays it down by concluding this passage saying, "Oswald, of course, was not being developed as an agent."

The only possible explanation for all this poppycock to victimize de Mohrenschildt and to titillate his readers and adoring, unquestioning reviewers like Finder is absolutely false.  Mailer says it was because the CIA had to do what was exclusively the FBI's jurisdiction from which the CIA was by law excluded, "to determine whether the KGB had turned him [Oswald] into their agent . . ." (page 445).

Turned, mind you, means that Oswald was a CIA agent, something Mailer can only imply with his novelization of all reality.  If Oswald had not been an American agent he could not have been "turned."

This is the real intelligence.  It does not come from Harlot's Ghost.  Or is it by now a ghost's harlot?

Whatever it is, from it Mailer springs ahead to "the morning of March 27, 1977," saying that "Edward Epstein had just finished his first session with George De Mohrenschildt in Palm Beach."  What Mailer does not say, does not even indicate, is what de Mohrenschildt was doing in Palm Beach when he lived in Dallas.  If Mailer had, what he made up that follows would have been impossible.

Well, it was not really his personal invention.  He presents it as his but it had delighted the nuts of the Kennedy assassination mythologies for more than a decade.

In Garrison's day among those who were able to make misuse of de Mohrenschildt was the Dutch TV reporter Willem Oltmans.  He interviewed de Mohrenschildt in depth in this country and then, when de Mohrenschildt had failed considerably from the constant pressures of those wild and uninhibited imaginations, in effect kidnapped him and took him to Europe.  In de Mohrenschildt's account he was kidnapped and escaped and made his way back to the United Stares.  Just before he went to Palm Beach he had been institutionalized in the psychiatric section of Dallas' Parkland Hospital.  Where he was released and went to Palm Beach to the home of a friend for a little peace and to recuperate the entire community of assassination nuts was warned to leave him alone, that his condition was precarious, by the Dallas Morning News' then top investigative reporter and assassination expert, Earl Golz.  Earl is my source on this.  He also warned the House assassins committee of de Mohrenschildt's vulnerability.

These are the realities, the well-known realities, that Mailer misrepresents to make up his phony and defamatory case against the dead de Mohrenschildt.  And if by some chance Mailer was unaware of the realities, does that not in itself disqualify him and his writing -- excerpt as the fiction it is and he palms off as nonfiction?

Mailer follows this saying that Epstein was to have returned to resume his interview after lunch but before then de Mohrenschildt "learned that an investigator from the House Select Committee on Assassinations wished to meet him and to talk to him.  That, presumably, was the preface to subpoenaing for new testimony."

"Presumably," huh?

Mailer resorts to qualifications, suppositions, conjectures, inventions, outright fabrications and the other devious devices a talented writer with a gift for words can employ while telling himself and his editors and publisher that he has made a conjectural statement, not an unequivocal one, when his writing is designed to be taken as unequivocal.  Here his unconscionable dishonesty has the purpose of attributing motive to de Mohrenschildt other than the motive he had had for killing himself.  Mailer contrived this to tell the reader that the real reason de Mohrenschildt killed himself was fear of exposure from the testimony he knew he had to face.

Whatever may have been in Mailer's mind, however confident he may have been about what he wrote, it is unconscionable by any rational standard or standard of common decency.

One who writes what he says is nonfiction has the minimum responsibility of knowing the fact, the truth, about what he is writing.

Even Mailer's determined refusal to learn what the established facts are, and no writer could have been any more determined to keep himself ignorant of them, could not possibly have left him unaware of the many times de Mohrenschildt had been questioned, had given testimony under oath and subject to the penalties of perjury, with not even a trace emerging of the wretchedly evil thing Mailer is up to and is essential to his corruption of our history for money.

Besides, dead men can't sue.

Mailer himself in this book quotes de Mohrenschildt's Commission testimony in which he was questioned by a prestigious lawyer who then was a candidate for the presidency of the American Bar Association.  The Commission, all of whom were eminent prestigious lawyers chaired by the Chief Justice himself.  Mailer also cites the FBI's questioning of de Mohrenschildt.  It was much more extensive than Mailer indicates and as he also does not indicate, the best FBI agents were sent to Haiti to question him there, too.

These questioners alone are inferior to those jerks, often kids just out of law school, who would question him for the House assassins committee?  Can Mailer possibly believe that?

It is not possible to condemn this kind of deliberately dishonest writing more than it deserves.  Although world-class assassination ignoramus that he is Mailer does not have remotest understanding of the FBI's COINTELPRO operations of which he writes extensively in this pathetic Mailer's Tales of his, that is what Mailer here does to poor dead de Mohrenschildt.  It duplicates one of the most outrageous FBI COINTELPRO operations of which I have full accounts from FBI files, its effort to get Martin Luther King, Jr., kill himself.  There were many, many FBI COINTELPRO's, some with awful consequences, all with awful consequences intended.

The Mailers in that infamous case were those higher-ups in the FBI who bucked that proposal up to Hoover; those in its vaunted lab who created a fake tape and composed an infamous anonymous letter, all without leaving a fingerprint on anything; the retired special agent who died only recently, Lish Whitson, who flew to Tampa and with extreme care not to leave a fingerprint on the package, mailed the phony tape and evil letter to King's wife.

All of this execrable Mailer writing, all of it based on lies, ignorance, conjectures and to build a nonexistent case, had one purpose only: to make it appear to trusting readers and phony "experts" like Finder who are so anxious to justify their own preconceptions and prejudices while expressing their admiration of this fraud overloaded with Pulitzers that de Mohrenschildt was guilty as Mailer charged and for that reason only killed himself.

Although we resume quotation of Mailer with nothing omitted, here it is also necessary to point out that the House assassins committee interview did not mean that a subpoena would be issued later.  It could, in actuality rather than in Mailer's fabrication, have meant the opposite, that after the committee would have had no interest in de Mohrenschildt.

If Mailer were not the world-class, subject-matter ignoramus that along with his ego and the promise of a large sum of money from it are his sole qualifications to even dreaming of writing on this subject, he would have known that most by far of those who were interviewed by the House assassins committee and its investigators were not called to testify.

Here the importance of this Mailer's corruption of reality, like all of them throughout the book, is that it is designed to build up phony cases, ignores de Mohrenschildt's severely distressed emotional state from hospitalization and treatment of which he had just emerged.  He was as Earl Golz and the Dallas Morning News had warned, very, very vulnerable.  Mailer's Tales continue:

. . . De Mohrenschildt could control his interview with Epstein to a considerable degree, but that would not be nearly as feasible with the House Select Committee on Assassinations.  De Mohrenschildt promptly killed himself with a shotgun.  For Epstein's literary purposes, the suicide was a catastrophe.  He had already learned quite a bit and was anticipating that he would hear a good deal more.  Back in Washington, among those Committee members who believed that elements in the CIA had been responsible for Kennedy's death, De Mohrenschildt's abrupt termination was assumed to be a murder.

For what Epstein "learned" and used in his book that after reformulation was titled Legend, for which Mailer had high regard, Mailer himself had a favorite word, "bullshit."  It was an earlier Mailerization of our history -- another Oswald fiction.

Here Mailer reflects the kind of person he reflects he is by a total absence of sorrow over the man's death.  As we have seen, there is not a word of truth in any of this Mailer writing that comes from the depths of his ignorance and his need.  It should also be noted that Mailer has no source indicated for any of this.  That is because there is no source for any of it, not a single word of it.  Moreover, to again use the word Mailer likes so much, what he says about "those Committee members who believed that elements of the CIA had been responsible for Kennedy's death" is bullshit.

Not a single Member of the Committee has made any such statement.

Mailer makes this up to advance his fabrication that de Mohrenschildt was CIA, was Oswald's "babysitter" as Garrison and others called him, and to give credibility to all of his own condemnable mendacity.

This is like the computer saying, "garbage in, garbage out," but it is worse than garbage.  It is manufactured.  It has no legitimate basis at all.  It is not even responsible conjecture.  It again is corruption of truth and of reality for Mailer's attempt to save his book.

There is no way in which de Mohrenschildt "could control his interview with Epstein" that, if he intended to or even tried to, both of which Mailer from the depths of his personal corruption suggests, he could not have used with anyone else, including the Committee -- if the committee wanted to ask him what Mailer invented, that impossibility.  De Mohrenschildt could have refused to talk to Epstein at all.  He could have refused if that committee investigator, Gaeton Fonzi tried to talk to him.  If Fonzi then returned with a subpoena, even if all that had been falsely alleged against him had been true, de Mohrenschildt could have refused to say a word under his constitutional protection of the Fifth Amendment.

But to make something of his failed book Mailer makes it up that de Mohrenschildt had something to hide.  After all his Commission testimony, all those interviews, all the in-depth FBI interviews.  Not only did what Mailer attributes to de Mohrenschildt not exist, not only did he have no reason for even an informed suspicion that it or anything like it could exist, there is no possibility that Epstein or Fonzi could have learned from him what was not already learned and amply recorded.

The plain and simple truth is not that he killed himself not to have to speak to Fonzi.  It is that these newest pressures after all those years of endless pressures, after his lengthy hospitalization and treatment for them, were just too much.  He could face no more of such craziness, no more abuses and terrorizing from those of evil mind, of evil intent, and of gross and intended ignorance.  He could no longer try to tell the truth to recapture his name, his reputation.

And that, not fear of facing Fonzi, is why he killed himself.

Only to have Finder and the Post kill what they and others of evil intent and deliberate ignorance did to kill what had been permitted to remain of de Mohrenschildt's reputation.

This is but one illustration of Mailer's many deliberate corruption of our history for his own selfish, commercial purposes.  It is but one of many illustrations of how the major media makes itself party to the corruption of our history by having such unqualified, prejudiced and ignorant sycophants as Finder write reviews that will attract more interest to the corruption of the Mailers and his ilk.

It was disgust over this particular plumbing of the lower depths of literary indecency that impelled me to write this chapter out of sequence when my reading of those two Mailer chapters of attempted literary assassination of the dead and innocent de Mohrenschildt coincided with reading the Finder atrocity disguised as a literary book review.

This is so much of an over-abundance of this in Mailer's Tales he pretends are Oswald's I will not even think of addressing all of them.  I here address more than enough to leave this without any question at all.  The truly great number of them comes from the combination of Mailer's subject-matter ignorance he has preserved with such determination over so many years in which he was running off at the mouth about it; by his recognition of the fact that his Oswald in Minsk was a dud he had to try to bring to life somehow; by his complete lack of scruple in trying that; by his belief that he had a clique of devoted followers who would praise it no matter how bad a book he did; and among other things, by that world-class ego of his that would not let him face the actuality that he remained ignorant about the assassination and about Oswald and that what been bought in Belarus, formerly part of the Soviet Union, where it had any worth at all, merely duplicated with trifling added detail, what had long been publicly available.

For the Norman Mailer who was capable of twice stabbing his wife, coming close to killing her, then trying to get her to lie to the police about it, what he confronted in his worthless Oswald in Minsk was no challenge he was unwilling to confront or was not able to.

It might be argued from the following week's Book World that Random House was not unappreciative and not reluctant to express its appreciation as the Washington Post's stockholders, editors and administrators would appreciate, with what is not all that common in Book World, a full page ad for the book over which Finder fairly drooled.  With the time spent in spread publishing sections like Book World that ad had to have been placed before the issue was printed.  That, of course, does not rule out the possibility that Random House knew in advance what Finder would say and the Post would publish.

Almost two-thirds of that full-page ad is a picture of Mailer in a warm jacket such as is needed in colder climes imposed on the book's dust-jacket picture.  It is the negative of a photograph of the second-floor of the house in which was the apartment the Oswalds had in Fort Worth.  The negative rather than a positive print, the norm, is used to give it a ghostly appearance.  Almost like an X-ray.

Again Mailer's name is in large capital letters with the title taking up about as much space.  The heading on the short text of the ad reads, "Beyond Myth, Beyond Murder, Beyond Anything You Have Ever Read."  The short text that follows says that nobody before Mailer asked, "Who was Oswald?" Mailer's "brilliant answer" Random House says, comes from "his exclusive access to KGB documents."

It is not new at all that fraudulent advertising includes books and their publishers.
Besides, who could possibly expect Random House to spend this kind of money, amounts few books ever get spent on them, to simplify it all with a concise truthful statement.  "Beyond Belief."  It is, if not in the sense Random House intends, "beyond anything you ever read."

Finder and the Post are, or of course, far from alone.  The ecstasy was almost universal as was the inability of reviewers, if they had impartial , scholarly intent, to know what of what Mailer wrote is fact, what is fiction, what is anything is new and what did or could have any meaning.

Of the other prepublication reviews Random House used in this ad The Atlantic Monthly's review is quoted as saying, "Constantly fascinating and clearly important.  Journalism at its best."
The Kirkus Reviews, which seem to exist to evolve what can be used in praising any kind of literary junk at all, has this excerpted from its glorification of this monstrous rewriting of our tragic history, "Impressively textured . . .  Judicious, painstaking, and imaginative . . ."

Random House used one word only from Booklist: "Magnificent."

While the New York Times, while not schizoid, had two different reviewers read a single book by Norman Mailer entitled Oswald's Tale and like those fabled blind wise men of Hindustan in the John Godfrey Saxe fable, The Blind Men and the Elephant find that elephant to be anything but an elephant, to be a rope, a spear, a snake, a fan, a tree and a wall.

In a review of almost half a standard-size newspaper page published April 25 Michiko Kakutani condemned Mailer's Tales for what it was, using such words as "cumbersome" a cut-and-paste job, "speculation," "cookie-cutter" writing , "boring, pompous, derivative, solipsistic," "difficult . . . to believe," "a tiresome rehashing of familiar details and arguments," "eccentric, pared-down English" for the Russian spoken to him, "a scissors-and-glue job", "heavily embroidered", "portentous", a "long-winded and ultimately superfluous book," that at its best is "harmlessly looney."

But in the lead, cover review of that same Times' Sunday Book Review section of five days later Thomas Powers" review, headed "The Mind of The Assassin," with the subhead reading, "Norman Mailer pursues the secrets of Lee Harvey Oswald," while saying of the same book, "There is nothing new in it," is much milder.  Powers praises Mailer for his use of "the mountains of evidence collected by the Warren Commission" and of Epstein's Legend, Posner's Case Closed and Pricilla Johnson McMillan's Marina and Lee.

He is less flattering in saying that "Mailer the author comes to roaring life only with his 'speculations' some of which set a new record even for Mailer for defying the law of gravity."

Powers concludes:

For success Mailer must draw on a reader's reserves of human empathy here, and I am afraid mine are not quite up to the job. . . . I admire Mailer for his effort. . . .

Not exactly praise but not at all the thorough-going trashing of the daily Times.  Yet can either of these reviewers have read the book read by The Atlantic Monthly's reviewer or all three monkeys who read it for The Kirkus Reviews and Booklist?  Or Finder's and those of many others?

The earliest review of Mailer's Tales I have is from Publishers Weekly dated March 20.  As with all magazines, it appeared before that date.  Random House informed that major publication of the book trade, which depends entirely on publisher advertising, that publication was to be in May.  Other dates in the media indicated the middle of May.  Random House seems to have rushed appearance after this ad.  It is not usual for Publishers Weekly to speak only harshly of books from publishers from whom it wants ads.  And Random House is at the top of a major book publishing empire.  Yet along with ridicule this review refers to the various kind of conjectures on which Mailer depends and then uses words like "unconvincing," "pretentious" and "plodding" to describe his book.

I had this written before that full-page ad appeared in the Post and that review certainly was written well after the Publishers Weekly review was read at the Post whether or not by Finder.  I therefore see no reason for shifting the focus from Finder and the Post, especially not because the uncritical and uninformed praise that Finder does not at any point dilute is typical of all the other reviews of which I know.

They, too, piss on de Mohrenschildt's grave along with our history and they, too are responsible for wider distribution of this commercialized corruption of our history and for the harm done innocents like Marina, who was involved in nothing, was privy to nothing, had no knowledge of any kind about the assassination, and was the victim of monstrous abuse by our government, the government that under so many different administrations condemned the government of the land from which she came and where for all their abuses nothing like it was visited upon her.

Without the Finders and all the other reviewers who vied with each other in describing this fetid literary dung as manna and with the publications that chose and used them; without the Random Houses which paid for it all and brought it all to pass and then arranged for maximum attention to it, this corrupting and influential part of the JFK assassination industry would not exist.

That there are few legitimate subject-matter experts who could be asked to write the review, which is true, does not excuse this massive shouting of hosannas for Mailer's deviltry as it did not for Posner's book, which, also came from Random House.  But they all, without any indication of a single exception, wrote what they did without consulting those who have authentic subject-matter knowledge and yet in such blissful ignorance praised such unconscionable outrages to the heavens was not inevitable and more is no justification of it.

Not one seems to have asked if there were what was once the norm in nonfiction publishing, peer reviews.  This book could not have been recommended by any legitimate peer review.  That also is not now unusual for Ransom House.

When Publishers Weekly's reviewer so long in advance of any other review wrote of the as he did all the others were on informed notice and mostly, like Finder and the Book World editor, they ignored it.

Yet these same elements of the major media lament nationwide disenchantment with the government while not only contributing to it, by causing it when they try to stuff this awful stuff down the national throat.

If any single reviewer or any single TV or radio show host, having read the book and seeing what it says about Oswald in Minsk and what it says about her phoned Marina to ask her if it is true or if any of it is not true, I spoke to her after the barrage of propaganda to promote Mailer's book and to sell it were well begun and she did not indicate a single call.

It is to be hoped that if and when they learn they will not be proud, no matter how much they were paid or what other benefit they got from their support of this newest version of the official assassination mythology.
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