Chapter 1

Career of Kissing Official Ass

As has hundreds before him, when the stranger, who identified himself as Gerald Poser phoned to ask to be able to go over my JFK assassination records I invited him to come at any time convenient for both of us.  He said he would like to be able to spend three days going over those records.  I told him that, as with all others, he could spend whatever time he wanted.  When he and his wife Trisha came they made a good impression on my wife and me.  My wife in particular was taken by their politeness and their thoughtfulness.  They were close in age to what would have been our grandchildren rather than to our children if we had any, as we do not.  My wife, then 80, still enjoyed making Thanksgiving dinner.  Not having invited anyone for that year, but being certain of her capabilities, she invited the Posners.  They accepted immediately, with seeming pleasure and expressed gratitude.

After three days of working in my files, which are mostly in our basement, the Posners left.  He had selected the files of which he wanted copies and his wife carried them upstairs and made copies for him on our copier.

I was one of the first to use the Freedom of Information Act (FOIA) and because I believe it intends for each person who uses it to be surrogate for all the people I give all writing in the field of political assassinations unsupervised access to those files and to our copier.  We have worn out three copiers with the copies others make.  I begin having the copies.  I get them by suing the reluctant government in more than a dozen FOIA lawsuits several of which the government was able to and did stonewall for a decade.

However, as the result of all that litigation I did obtain about a third of a million pages of government records which had been withheld.  So many people have come to use them I can’t begin to estimate how many but it is well over a hundred.  Those who have come have ranged from some of the best-known reporters, domestic and foreign, of some of the major newspapers and TV networks to high-school students.

As a matter of principle I have preserved all those records as I received them.  Those using them here see what they would have seen if they had had access to those records in the government’s files.  However, as I read them, I also made copies of some I believed might be of special interest to me when I wrote about them or might be of particular interest to others who came to use them.  While keeping the records I obtained from the government exactly as I received them, I made this additional file of duplicates that I refer to as my “subject file.”  

Most of those who use these files find the subject file of greater value.  It can save them a great amount of time and they sometimes find all they need in it, filed by name or by subject.

As filed by the government, particularly by the FBI, the records are not and cannot be in chronological order and they are necessarily scattered in the sections of the files.  In making these copies, by name and by subject, which led to my calling them my “subject” files, I was able to gather together those that belonged together and to file them together.  They were thus at a single point and could be read as one reads a book or a newspaper rather than having to go from file section to file section and then go through each section to find the relevant information, which might be of only a single page buried in several non-related pages.  This can save a great amount of time for those using the “subject” file.  I have letters in which those who have used it and who have worked at the National Archives wrote me that they saved great amounts of time working here over the time required for those files that I have than if examined at the Archives.

When the Posners were here was the last time it was possible for me to go down to our basement safely.  When they came it was possible for me to make that short trip once or twice day but then my failed legs, full of blood clots and obstructions in circulation, failed.  After I fell twice, neither time able to get up without help, I made no more trips to the basement.

Before then my doctors, following successful heart surgery, had also limited me.  I was limited to lifting or carrying no more than fifteen pounds at a time.

There were other medical problems that contributed to an overall weakness.  However, none of this denied access to anyone.  All who came to work in those files were able to do so.  As I had never supervised them before, not being able to see what they did was no problem for me.

Wasn’t for some time, not until the disappearance of some of the files was reported to me.

Even though there always has been unrestricted, unsupervised, free access to all those records it had taken so many years, so much effort and cost to obtain, some of those coming to use those records without any charge of any kind actually stole them rather than make copies on our copier.  That, or course, denied others the use of those records.

(For some who could have been embarrassed by the truth as compared with their favorite myths, myths that in some instances meant wealth for those who made those myths up, stealing only copies denied others access to what refuted them and their fantasies some of which did gain wide acceptability.)

Since making that discovery we ask those using the records not to take attaché cases or brief cases to the basement, to take nothing but notebooks, pens or pencil and paper.  In fact they have never needed to bring their own pens, pencil, papers or typewriters because we also established a special working area in the basement and kept it supplied for the uses of others.

Gerald Posner seemed to be spending most of his time in those “subject files” and as he decided which he wanted his wife Trisha carried it up and copied it.

When they left it was with hundreds of pages of copies and even with some photographs I loaned them.

Thanksgiving came and we heard nothing from them telling us they would not come.  They just did not come.  So, we had leftovers my wife made into our own TV dinners and froze them.

However, this was not at all like the impression we had formed of the Posners when they were here.

It was, however, like the real Posners about whom we learned more when his book appeared.

It took little time to learn that most of those who came to use our files would write what I did not agree with but that was no problem.  We live in that kind of society.  Our Founding Fathers were certain there would be disagreements and in their great wisdom they saw to it that those who disagreed with the government would be safe in their disagreement.

Most of those who have used our files begin with a presumption that is generally at least one theory about the assassination of the President.  They do not agree with the Warren Report, most of them, and they have their own ideas about who they think conspired to kill the President.

I began not believing the Warren Report, once I had read it and made extensive notes on it. However, I had no theorized conclusion.   Instead, I examined the records to see what I could learn from them and if that learning could indicate who may have been the assassins.

What this has meant is that I have been gathering evidence as an investigator does or collecting research materials as a student does.  I used it in my own writing and I filed it in that “subject” file for the use of others.

The official information as it actually is, as distinguished from what the government said it means, leaves it without question that there had been a conspiracy, because, in its simplest form, the crime was beyond the capability of any one person.

I had in my long life been a reporter, an investigative reporter, an investigator for the United States Senate and an editor for it, a magazine correspondent and, among other things, a radio station news and special events editor.  This is a different background than most using those files had.

So, I was not surprised when those who used these files believed other than as I did about what they saw in those records they examined and, for the most part, that made no difference in our relationships.  Not with most, anyway.  There were a few, a very few, who considered themselves able to see and understand what others did not, a very few who considered themselves superior humans, able to see and understand what others did not and could not, but this was not true of most.

It was not uncommon for most visitors to begin with a conversation in which they told me what their main interests were.  We then discussed that and sometimes other things.  I, of course, outlined the way the files were arranged and identified and told them of what I remembered of interest to them.

It was not uncommon for people to tell me what they planned to write.  When they did I was better able to direct them to the files that could be of most interest to them.  When Posner did that, it pleased me because he said he was going to write a book similar to a new direction my own work had taken.

When I could no longer use the stairs to the basement safely and could no longer carry files up those stairs to use in my writing I had decided to write a critical analysis of work done in the field, to make a selection of those I believed to be most typical of the hundreds of books on the assassination and to write a critical analysis of them as a record for our history.  The book Posner told me he was going to write planned that in a single volume.  I had already completed a volume before he came here.  I planned to examine others at book length, and I welcomed a more abbreviated and independent form of the same thing that Posner said he would be writing.

He had also told me that when his book appeared he would send me one of the first copies.  So, when it appeared in condensation in U. S. News and World Report I did not get a copy.  Nor did I when the book appeared in the stores.  Although the Posners had accepted our invitation to Thanksgiving dinner with seeming pleasure and then had not come or let us know they could not be coming, I did not believe that Gerald was such a cheapskate that he would stay here for three days, take that much of my time, had free use of all that work, all those records, make hundreds of copies of them and even borrow a little and then be so cheap he would not even send me a copy of his book.

But he is that kind of man, was that cheap.

And it was that kind of book, not at all the book he had described to me.

I might have delayed even longer in the expectation the book Posner promised had been delayed in the mail if my friend, History Professor Dave Wrone had not been visiting from Wisconsin.  When Dave was in a book store and saw the egocentrically mistitled Case Closed and he bought two copies, giving me one.

If Posner is not that cheap by nature it remains the fact that he had lied to me about the book he would write and never did send me a copy.  If it was not his cheapness that led him not to send me a copy it could have been because it was not only was nothing at all like what he said he would write, it was full of nasty little cracks about me and about my work, all characterized by dishonesty, inaccuracy or both.

Cheap cracks, little ones, nothing of any substance.  I had spent most of my writing on the major elements of the evidence of the crime.  None of his petty criticisms of what I wrote was about anything important in the crime or to the evidence of the crime.  It was all little things that meant very little if he had been right, as he was not.

Other than that, he was critical of me and of my writing, without regard to what was and was not true.  Not infrequently he was dishonest to be able to do that.

So, writing a critical analysis of his book as a record for our history was a natural because I had already begun doing that with other books.

In writing it I did not have publication in mind.  I had in mind making a record for the use of others.  This was because of my experience when I wrote the first book on the Warren Report and the assassination, Whitewash: the Report on the Warren Report.  I began that work with a contract and when I completed the book and the publisher was drooling into the till—he told me that without any advertising there was an advance sale of what he called “a gold plated best seller”, 39,000 copies.  In 1965 that meant a best seller.  He then broke the contract, without any explanation and without even returning the manuscript.

In all I accumulated more than a hundred rejections internationally, without a single adverse editorial comment, before I decided that the only was the subject could be opened up was if I became a publisher myself.  Broke and in debt, I did that and, with luck, made a best seller of the book.

But the publisher curse persisted.  Books that were less or not critical of the official account of the assassination or that favored the FBI could be published but any book critical of the Warren Commission faced what I had faced.  I did break the ground for a couple but no publisher was interested in anything else I wrote.

By the time these illnesses caught up with me I had published seven books and they remain the basic books on the subject.

I was in my sixties when I had an arterial bypass operation and when I was seventy-six I had the heart operation that resulted in more restrictions.  So, with these restrictions, the making of a record for history seemed to be the most practical thing I could do.  By the time I write this, when I am a few days less than eighty-five, the volume of this critical literature for scholars of the future has grown considerably.

Posner’s was not the first of those studies I made.  A publisher had asked for the first and was sitting on it and then asked for what I wrote about Posner.  He liked that but he butchered it.  He did not edit it.  He just cut it off at the size he figured he could print most cheaply and then, without even correcting the typographical errors, he published it.  Despite all these handicaps, despite no single effort to advertise or promote the book, despite my not having heard of even a single copy being sent to a reviewer, the book caused a good reaction.  In the first two months I received about five hundred letters all thanking me for writing the book and many praising what they regarded as my courage in doing it.

Butchered as it was, I heard not a word from Posner over all the many and sharp criticisms of him and of what he wrote that remained after the literary butchery.

Using his publisher’s definitions from The Random House Unabridged Dictionary I referred to Posner as a plagiarist, as a shyster, and as a man who had trouble telling the truth even by accident.  With this and more in the book and in the bookstores I got not a word from Posner.  Not directly, not even indirectly.

I really called him a thief and he was silent about it.  Plagiarism is stealing the words or ideas of another.  Shysterism is shady practice and that is a serious criticism of a lawyer.

But Posner was and he remains silent.

Other than in further indulgence of the same juvenile and factually incorrect minor criticisms he made of his representation of my work on the King assassination.

It turned out that small as he is in stature, in all ways Posner is a small man.

His publisher can and does puff him up and with the literary garbage he turns out Posner gets on TV, but he remains a runt, in size and in what he writes.

His is a clever formula, clever but not all that original and possible only because of the passing of time and the fixing of media attitude toward our political assassinations.

He begins with the official story and then pretends that he has conducted a personal investigation, which confirms the official conclusions.  There is nothing original in what he does or turns out but it is given the impression of being original, of being his own work, and with publisher puffery and media lack of questioning while giving him and it much time, all the agencies of opinion, those that fix the people’s opinion to the degree that happens, just fall in line and Posner and his pap and overt lies are accepted.

But he beings as a phony, he remains a phony, and his work is phony.

He makes on he is an authority and he criticizes enough of the work of others to make it seem to appear that he knows what he is talking about and that the others do not, but this, too, is phony—false.

The shocking fact is that he is the phony, for all his polish, who actually plagiarized the work of a child and palmed it off as his own, as he also plagiarized part only of the work of an established scientific organization and pretended that it was work done for him.  He was so successful with that particular shysterism that The Philadelphia Inquirer actually ran an editorial thanking and praising him for it.

For what amounted to plain, ordinary, old-fashioned stealing. 

But it was selective stealing.  He did not steal the part that refuted the part that he did steal, pretending that what he stole was complete.  That is more of that shady practice that for a lawyer is shysterism.

He even cribbed that which originally was from a coast-to-coast TV telecast and he got away with that, too.

How many literary thieves could have done that?

What he adopted as his own, as I exposed in Case Open, was actually on Court TV.  What he took was only one side of a presentation intended to inform lawyers of new techniques that were available to them.  The jury of lawyers held against the part that Posner plagiarized.  That he did not plagiarize.  He did not report that there had been a jury, that there had been another side, or that the side he had plagiarized did not prevail.

Not more of that shady practice known as shysterism?

So, when Posner’s newest mistitled book appeared I had in mind a means of giving it a quick check before I read it word for word.

Posner does go in for all the show stuff, what is generally expected in works of scholarship.  But he is also deficient on the fact except for his blowing hard about what he makes out is the fact and isn’t.

The questions of honesty that pervade all that Posner writes extend to his source notes.  Rather than selecting what is impartial he goes in for what amounts to propaganda but the average reader has no way of knowing that.  Besides which, as we see often enough, he just plain lies, including in those supposed source notes.

But not in them alone.

This time he had no high-powered prepublication endorsements from those of prestige.  While there is no way of knowing the reason (those being influential in selling a book) the probability is that they learned their lesson from having done it before and by them letting the publisher know what they thought of having their trust imposed upon.  I was in touch with two of the three who praised Case Closed and did that on trust, not knowing enough about the subject to make an independent judgment.  Any kickback to the publisher would tell him that doing it again could be counterproductive.  Besides which there are other and safer means of getting an effective sales-pitch on the dust jacket that first attracts reader attention.

So, when I got the book, I glanced at the table of contents, saw in it what I’d expected, then made a copy of it and of the page of the index that includes me.  I was sure there would be that standard Posner criticism and that it would be as childish, as ignorant and as wrong as it had been in his Case Closed.  I then copied each page on which he had any criticism of me.  But this hasty check confirmed my belief about his book: He makes his living kissing official ass.
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