Chapter 17

How Posner Tells Us Who Gerald Posner Is
With most who write nonfiction the pettiness that abounds in this Posner book would be a surprise but with Posner, especially after his mistitled Case Closed, it is not surprising.  It is surprising, however, that the major publishing house of Random House would publish these trivialities of contrived criticism that are not really part of the book and make it more obviously a work of propaganda, an exploitation and commercialization of the King assassination.  But in this Posner merely repeats what he did in Case Closed, which is a propaganda title, not by any means a fact and certainly not the result of that elaborate hoax of a book.

Posner was driven to the pettiness that he indulged in Case Closed and in which, from what he was quoted as saying when interviewed about it, he had the lusty support of his editor who is also the executive vice president of that publishing enormity, Robert Loomis.  Who was also his editor on this book.

(For neither of which did Random House have any competent peer review, what was once the tradition of responsible and honorable nonfiction publishing.)

Beginning with Posner's 1993 book, each year Random House has published at least one book in support of the official explanation of an assassination, of the President each year before this and this year of the one most regarded as "The Black Messiah."  (One year it was by a Random House subsidiary and that year, while the official explanation was supported without questions asked about it, the FBI had the responsibility placed on it - by a subject-matter ignoramus who began with the silly notion that he was Sherlock Holmes brought back to life for that task.)

What characterizes Posner's criticisms of others, mostly those who do not agree with him, is both the pettiness of it, widespread as it is throughout his book, and the ignorance of most of it.  He reflects on himself in it. 

In his criticism of me he reflects more than ignorance.  He impeaches himself as a writer and as a person because he is dishonest in them, dishonest personally and dishonest professionally.

When I caught him at this same weakness in his previous book and wrote Case Open, it was not to get even.  It was to make a record for history of the dis​honesty and the irremediable error of Case Closed.  Of it I then said Posner had trouble telling the truth by accident, that he was a plagiarist and that he was a shyster, using his own publisher's definition of that worst of insults to a lawyer who has any self‑respect, any professional pride.

From Posner that book exposing him got not a word.  He could not refute a word in it and he was not about to attract attention to what he could not refute.

But from inside Random House I heard that Posner’s editor and friend, Loomis, was seen stalking the halls clutching a copy of Case Open in his fist and mumbling, “Gotta find a way to sue that old son-of–a-bitch.”

However, the truth is that when they were sued, not by me, and when Case Open was condensed into a lengthy affidavit and filed in that suit, neither Random House nor Posner nor Loomis could refute a word of it when it was stated under oath, and they made no effort to.

What was truly surprising to me, with all the wonderful mail I’ve received over the past three decades, is that it was as voluminous as it was when, without any advertising or promotion of any kind, Case Open appeared.  In three months I got about five hundred letters, without a single word in support of or endorsing anything Posner wrote.  All were fine praises for what I had done and what I did in that book.

That number of letters almost certainly represents a larger number of people who felt as those who wrote those letters felt.  However, large as that number may be, it is miniscule compared to the sales that a publisher like Random House makes, especially when it energetically seeks to sell a book, as it did with Case Closed.  Yet relatively small as it is, when in the multi‑hundreds it is not normal for any publisher to close off that volume of sales without some motive to justify it.

It also is not normal for a writer who had as thorough a condemnation of his writing and of himself, and that made in a record of it that does and will exist in history, to do again what he can expect to have the same consequence.

As it does.

And again it is not in any get-even sense that I take the time at my age and with all else that remains to be done.

Explaining it is not easy because more than one explanation is reasonable.  What is obvious is that when a petty man acts like a petty man and when he writes, his pettiness is included in his writing.  Even when it is not necessary in that writing, even if a jarring note in it.

This has become the Posner record.  He did the same thing in his previous book as he had in his criticism of the truly heroic Simon Weisenthal, who survived the Nazi death camps and then exposed those responsible, risking his life again and again in that endeavor.  Perhaps it has become Posner’s sick self-concept that, by spending a few months looking into a controversial subject, he has the unique genius by which he becomes better informed about that subject, better informed and more of an expert than those who have done so much more in it, spent so much more time at it, with Weisenthal as a case in point, one of several.

Posner does write as though he does believe he is better informed, does know and understand more and can and does see what mere mortals cannot.

Coinciding with this is the fact that what Posner writes is exactly what the FBI wants written, exactly parallels what it has said and done and perhaps may even believe.

If the FBI had commissioned a book on the assassination of President Kennedy it would have been gratified, pleased if not overjoyed, to have that book emerge as Case Closed.

If the FBI commissioned a book on the King assassination, it could not be more pleased than this propaganda job for it by Posner makes it.

Not only is Posner entirely uncritical of the FBI when criticism is obvious and in honest writing is called for, he takes the FBI line in his critic​ism of others who have written books on the subject.  He had ample opportunity to become aware of this when he was here and spent three days with free and unsupervised access to all my work, including all the FBI records I got with difficulty and only by extensive and costly litigation.  The files in which he spent most of his time when he was here include, filed by name, copies of this FBI assault on all who did not agree with it In that file, under my name, he would have seen what the FBI’s internal records were contrived to say, without regard for truth or even reasonableness.  He would also have seen the same under the names of others who wrote books on or supposedly on the assassination and President’s assassination and that investigation.

In that same file he would also have seen that the FBI does, if quietly, sponsor books it expects to like and that it helps those who hack in its unpaid service, who are paid by the FBI’s favor and with the FBI’s work those writers can palm off as their own work.  We have seen several samples of this above and more are possible.

Whether or not the FBI did extend this kind of help to Posner, the book that he evolved is exactly the kind of book it would want in return.

It is also a fact that Posner could not possibly have mastered all the sources he uses in his end notes in the time he had for researching this propaganda job of his.

Posner gives the volume of the FBI’s records he represents that he used in the FBI’s public reading room as 50 thousand pages.  That is less than I forced out of secrecy in CA 75-1996, but how long would it take to master what is in that many pages?  If we use the space that the records I obtained in that lawsuit, which alone is what made them available to the Posners and others, as he does not mention in his book, in space that is five full file cabinets except for a single drawer.  It is thirty five full drawers each two fee deep or seventy linear feet of closely-packed pages.

And that is but one source.

He would have had the added expense for himself and his wife of living in Washington so he could use all those pages in the FBI’s public reading room.  And then be limited to working in it the hours it permits.  This increases housing, food and related costs.  He also has to give it advance notice of the files desired to be examined so they can be at hand, without the loss of time waiting for them to be produced.  How can he know which of those files he wants to go over and which he does not?

Only those who have spent the time required to read vast volumes of records, as I have, having obtained about a third of a million pages by a series of FOIA lawsuits, can appreciate the great amount of time and work it takes.

(That Posner found what seemed to be new to him and he treated as new to him in the district attorney general’s file cabinet in Memphis does indicate that he did not examine all the disclosed MURKIN records in the FBI’s public reading room. That also added four more file drawers of paper to what he represents having read in preparation for writing this book.)

If we limit what Posner claims to have used of the records of the House assassins committee to what is published of its King inquiry, then he had to have read, in printed form, which gets many more words on a page, a foot and a half of printed pages, a considerable volume.  Posner also cites some of that committee’s records that it did not publish, which means that however he knew about them and had access to them, reading and mastering them took more time, as did selecting them from the greater mass.

The typed transcripts of the two weeks of evidentiary hearings in Ray v Rose add about eight inches of typed pages to what, if Posner is to be believed, he also mastered before writing this book.

Then there are all the published books he represents having read.  Merely listing them, in small type, takes almost a page and a half (419-20).  His listing of “Selected articles and Periodicals,” in that same small type, is of more than two full pages.  He has almost two more pages of “Selected Television Transcripts,” of “Papers and Archival Collections,” of "Government Collections and Documents,” which list three in addition to those cited above, “Government Publications" most of which are also cited above, and "SeIected Trial Transcripts and Proceedings,” of which he lists six in addition to Ray v Rose.  It is without question that in the time he had Posner did not and could not possibly have mastered all of this that from his representation in this book he did master and was in a position to claim honestly that he had mastered.

It simply was not possible, aside from the time and cost of going around, if in fact he did go around, to be able to make this study or anything close to it.

The cost of travel and living away from home for all this represents would have been prohibitive and even if Posner had gotten a generous advance against royalties, that would still have been at his cost because it would have been taken from the royalties that became due with the sale of the book.

Posner could not have done this even with help and the only way he could have done an appreciable part of it would have been with the kind of help the FBI could have given him.  With or without other help of the kind that is usually given because the nature of the end product is known in advance.  But he is not about to announce the help  he had and the FBI is not about to, if it did help him with and on this book.

So, all that can be said with certainty is that the book that Posner produced, supposedly on the King assassination, is very much the kind of book the FBI was glad to see about it.  Particularly at that time it appeared, at the time of the thirtieth assassination anniversary and, as it happens, when James Earl Ray was in terminal illness and then dead.

The pettiness of the criticism that often simply is lies, overt, conscious lies, can be addressed.

In this pettiness, which will be seen, and in his deliberate lies some of which will be exposed, Posner describes Posner as no enemy could and again, in doing precisely what the FBI would like.  In this he is like the FBI in its criticisms that it expected would never be seen outside the agency.

Of the many parts of a study of Posner’s newest book that could be appropriate for an examination of his criticisms, of whether they are what most writers would consider including, perhaps where we consider whether he wrote what can be called an FBI book is most suitable.  This examination also tells us more about him and whether he can be trusted and whether his word or his interpretation can be trusted.  It tells us about him personally and professionally.

He has five pages of acknowledgements in Case Closed (pages 501-6).  In all the acknowledgements in it only two are longer than that to me, and they are only slightly longer, by a few words.  One of them is to the president of Random House.

In part of his thanks to me he says that “He allowed me the full run of his basement filled with file cabinets, and he and his wife, Lil, graciously received both me and my wife, Trisha, in their home for several days.  His attitude toward sharing of information is refreshing, and although I disagree with him about almost every aspect of the case, I thank him for the use of his papers and his time” (page 504).

Posner’s way of expressing his thanks in his book was to have twelve contrived slurs of me in it, all uncomplimentary, as slurs are, seven in notes and five in the text.

Not one of those contrived criticisms was necessary for his announced purpose in that book, “to reexamine the evidence on the JFK assassination” (page 501), which he did not begin to do, as it happens, because that book is also a work of rehash and propaganda, no matter how he sought to obscure the fact.

In the manuscript of Case Open, which is at least four times longer than what was published, which gives an idea of the degree to which that Posnerism was legitimately subject to documented criticism as not in accord with the established fact, I address these Posner expressions of appreciation in it for my time and the run of my place and the use of my documents (of which, as he did not say, he also made and took with him hundreds of pages of copies) in the form of contrived criticisms.  From the criticisms that were published that he could not and did not dispute, leave alone refute, he had every reason to anticipate that if it was possible for me I would do the same with this book.  That he does the same in this book means he really has no concern about his reputation, about truthfulness or honesty or what is said about him and his writing as long as it makes money for him.  Here I repeat one of them because of what it says about Posner and about those he regards as dependable sources and uses that way.  It also is a solid means of assessing his honesty, and by this I mean his intended dishonesty.

On page 150 he quoted what appeared in one of my books only.  That is the one of my books he was careful to omit from his bibliography.  He has a lengthy footnote that does not address the contents of that page or that chapter and he does it without identifying the book from which he quotes and then misrepresents.  In fact he does not even say he is referring to what was in a book.

Drawing on a book while hiding it and then not including that in his lengthy bibliography when it is the only one of my books that he does cite is not honest.

I had reported, accurately, on Oswald’s strange habit of writing addresses in his address book slightly incorrectly.  On page 79 of Oswald in New Orleans I reproduced some of this strange Oswald way of noting some addresses.  On that page Oswald had the addresses of the businesses of two Cuban refugees who were Warren Commission witnesses.  One, Carlos Bringuier, Oswald seems to have listed twice.  Of the other addresses that Oswald had written down and Posner says I had wrong he make a big point of my saying that the addresses 1032 Canal Street was the address of an empty lot.  He ignores my saying that I had been there and had taken pictures of that empty lot and what was near it.  He also misrepresented what I had written about Oswald having the address 107 Camp Street in his address book.  Depending on conjectures, as he does in both books, Posner wrote that I "juggled the numbers and determined that if Oswald had meant 107 Camp and Decatur that would lead to two anti-Castro militants . . ."  This is typical Posnerian nonsense and invention, typical of his flaunting of ignorance and dependence upon undependable sources.

What I actually wrote is that "In. the building at 107 Camp Street, the Cigali building, advertising man Ronnie Caire . . . had an office.”

Caire was strongly anti‑Castro and Oswald actually applied for a job with him, as the Warren Commission disclosed.  I also wrote that this was not the actual address of that building but was the side entrance to it.

(What we did not know then, about what the FBI disclosed to me in my FOIA lawsuits CA 78-0420, is that Ronnie Caire was then the FBI symbol informer of the FBI.)

Because Posner is a man who could find a way of criticizing a fine soft rain after a long drought, he also found it necessary to contrive a complaint, with no less a flaunting of ignorance, to criticize my referring to 1032 Canal Street as an empty lot.  It made no difference to him that I also wrote that I had been there and photographed it and both sides of it, with their numbers in the pictures.  He made inappropriate remarks about what he knew nothing about and was absolutely correct, is what I had written about Ronnie Caire.  He also wrote that I was wrong because he said, “1032 Canal Street was at the corner of Canal and Ramparts,” and is “the New Orleans Discount Center” (page 150).

I had no interest in that discount center but I did have an interest in Oswald.  I did not believe that Posner had just made this up, with those checkable specifics in it, so I did assume that those he regarded as dependable sources gave him the bum steer when he, groping for some basis for criticism, asked them about that.  He had as sources and has faith in a couple of genuine nuts, which can also I be true about some of his other sources.  One of them, Bringuier, was known to his fellow anti‑Castro Cubans, as two of them told me, as “El Estupides.”  That does not mean stupid.  It means, as they explained, “The Stupidity.”

Another of Posner's, prime New Orleans sources was Hubert Badeau.  Hubie, as he was known and as he signed himself, was a former deputy sheriff in Jefferson Parish, which borders on Orleans Parish, which includes the city of New Orleans.  Hubie wrote and printed privately in 1959 a book titled “The Underworld of Sex."  In it he develops the notion that nudism is a Communist conspiracy.  He has pictures of nudity selected to be ugly.  The copy of his masterpiece that I have he endorsed to a conservative lady of advanced years who was shocked and gave it to me.  With it, and we are talking about the kinds of people who make the best and most dependable sources for Posner, was a small newspaper in which the late conservative Democratic representative from New Orleans, Wade Boggs, who had been a member of the Warren Commission, is referred to as a Communist.

With prime and the most dependable of sources like these two in particular Posner knew he did not have to consult the city directory, which was in the public library, or the telephone book for that year, which many people have and he could have consulted when he was here.  But if he had trusted the phone book rather than “The Stupidity” or the man who saw nudism as a Communist plot and conservative Democratic politicians as communists, he would have seen that, according to the phone book, the New Orleans Discount Center was at 1036 Canal Street.  That is on the other side of Rampart Street from the empty lot that was 1032.

Of the many examples of the dependability of Bringuier, aka El Estupides, his lying to the Warren Commission about when Oswald was in his store and how he could prove it by the presence to of two young men.  About his relationship with one he said not a word.  Because there came a time when Bringuier went out with a couple of cronies and broke up a peaceful Oswald literature distribution of his handbill, “Hands Off Cuba," and because Oswald used that to get local attention, then in Mexico, as pro-Castro credentials when he sought a visa to go back to the then Soviet Union by way of Cuba, Bringuier explained his attack on Oswald as inspired by the raid on a Cuban camp just before then, on July 31.  He dated Oswald’s visit to his store at August 2 and August 5 but in fact, as I learned from one of those youngsters who were there, it was much earlier.  From his mother I learned that she had a way of dating it because she drove her son and a high‑school friend, both looking for more of their Civil Air Patrol uniforms, downtown from their Metairie home when she had a dental appoint​ment that was just after school closed for the summer.  She dated it in May.

When her son was in Viet Nam she and her husband showed me a series of handwritten, dated receipts to their son from Bringuier for their son's sale of Cuban Student Directorate “bonds” for a half‑dollar each.  When the father was killed in an accident and the Army sent the son home, I interviewed him with the mother present and in the presence of the family lawyer for the son's protection.  The son then gave me a copy, a Xerox of a receipt, he told me Bringuier gave him when he turned bond money in.  That means Oswald was at Bringuier's Store before Bringuier said.  In the handwriting of El Estupides, the date is given as July 5 or a month before his attack on Oswald and, because it was more than three weeks before the raid he said inspired him, that cannot explain the stupidity of the attack by El Estupides an Oswald, who had spent quite a bit of time trying to provoke just such an attack by El Estupides, so he could use it as he did.

From this and more like it we learn that it is not how authoritatively the way Posner writes that can be trusted, nor his sources when he gives them (as on what is quoted above about that Canal Street address he did not), nor his opinions.  It is always the fact, and on that Posner is but what he derogates (in others) as a ''buff.''

We are addressing Posner's dependability and whether he is fair and impartial in what he writes, about others, particularly about me after my exposure of him, his untruthfulness and his error in Case Closed. His first criticism of me in his text rather than in a footnote in his new book is intended as a putdown and is partly correct.  This distinguishes it from most of Posner's cracks:

Harold Weisberg, a former chicken farmer who eventually self‑published half dozen convoluted books on the JFK case also brought out one on the King case, Frame-up in 1969.

His source note here is limited to the name of the publisher (407).

He has no source note on my having been a chicken farmer but it is correct.

That, of all I have done, Posner singles this out to use in intended derogation, tells us much about him as a person and as a writer.  And his city‑boy notion that farmers, ipso facto, are not very smart, are dopes.

He apparently believes that this description of me and this sole reference to my prior professional experience fortifies his referring to me as a ''buff” as a "conspiracist" and as a "conspiracy theorist.''  (''Conspiracist'' is a word that, according to the unabridged dictionary of his own publisher and the Oxford desk dictionary, does not exist.)  Perhaps Posner liked the sound of it when he made it up, or believed that it conveyed more of what he sought to convey.  But in any formulation, if he were really familiar with the published literature ‑- and if he wanted not to lie for the purpose of his lie, to prejudice his reader, if not also his editor and publisher ‑- he would know that of all writing in the field I am alone in publishing ten books without a conspiracy theory in any of them.  Ten books that, unlike those like Posner, who seek a way around the official evidence, are restricted to the official evidence.

He also refers to me and to all with whom he does not agree as a ''buff,'' a word to which be gives his own special meaning in the manner in which he uses it, something like an amateur or the slang word, a “ham.”

I was one of the many soldiers of World War II who believed he could be free and independent by becoming a farmer.  Most of us who had the notion did not become farmers, however, I did.

When I got disgusted with having to write as Posner writes to be acceptable I became a chicken farmer, seeking that freedom and independence of which some soldiers dreamed.  I did it the old‑fashioned way, delivering what we produced to the consumer.  As our business developed we served some of Washington’s more prominent people and the better hotels and restaurants.

Before long we had won every first‑prize in the field and I was even a cover boy on a poultry magazine.  My wife became the National Chicken Cooking Champion and two years later I became The National Barbecue King.  I represented Maryland in the national chicken‑cooking contest about a half‑dozen years.  When there was a national chicken‑raising competition, I won first and third prizes, we had that kind of quality in what we produced.

I was a consultant on quality to the federal agriculture department's Beltsville experimental station, the agriculture school of the University of Maryland and to many others, including foreign governments.

We had cabinet members as customers as well as the clerks who worked for them and a number of heads of other states had what we produced served to them when they were here, some asking their people to have them in advance.

We had quite a few customers in foreign embassies.  When Winston Churchill visited Washington the ambassador served him our product.  Aside from several ambassadors their attaches were our customers and some came to visit us, brought children to see eggs hatch and to gather eggs, things that had been attractive to children in the past and were no longer available to them.

The wife of a cabinet member served our birds at a dinner in honor of Mamie Eisenhower.  She was so pleased she went to the kitchen after eating and asked the cook where she got such birds, as the cook told me the next week when I delivered there again.

Birds that before long her husband enjoyed.  Along with some of my wife's recipes that he wrote her about, amateur chef that he was.

He had a farm about an hour away.  He wanted for it some of the French ducks that look like but are not mallards, are larger than mallards and cannot fly much.  I had bred a sport that one of them developed into many of them.  It was a colorful cluster of feathers on their heads.  Ike then raised them on his Gettysburg farm, along with cattle.

But nobody refers to him as a cow farmer or duck raiser and he was both. Geese, too.

We were invited to go to the White House to be photographed with him but that would have been part of the re‑election campaign and while we as Democrats could have voted for Ike we could not have voted for Nixon, about whom, from our work in the Congress, my wife and I knew more than enough.

We also raised geese and among the geese were several families of Canadian honkers who lived with us.  They grew so tame that Richard Whalen, who wrote the anti‑Joe Kennedy book, The Founding Father, has pictures of a Canadian gander taking tidbits of bread from my mouth, being careful not to bite me.

Those "wild" geese grew so tame they came at my call and brought their young for me to feed.

What Posner has not yet learned is that in life there are many worthwhile endeavors and occupations and that only dopes or smart alecks regard reference to any of them as a putdown.  He also has yet to learn what from his books he has not learned, that doing what ever one does well is what is really important, doing well and where there can be a question about it, doing it honestly.

Posner knew more about what I had done more than farming.  That he read is some other would‑be wise guy's writing.  But on the back of my first book, which he had and about which he makes slighting comments, he learned that I had been a "newspaper and magazine writer, a Senate investigator, an intelligence and political analyst."  I forgot to include that I had also been a Senate editor.

(The picture of me next to this brief note ''About the Author'' was cropped from a larger photograph taken by the mammoth Pfizer drug company.  In those days, at the time I was a chicken farmer, it had the world’s largest privately‑owned experimental farm.  But when they decided to convert a Waldorf Astoria ballroom into a showplace for agricultural products,  including even a live steer, it asked me to provide the chickens it would show the food editors, and our birds were on display there, to the exclamations of surprise and appreciation of the nations food editors, some of whom became our friends.)

I began writing professionally about the time Posner’s parents were born.  Before then, the high school paper I edited won the Columbia University School of Journalism All‑America Honor rating.  As a reporter I made it possible for a colleague to win a Pulitzer prize by using amateur radio to receive his a story from an area devastated by a hurricane and filling in the gaps that, with all that electrical interference, were numerous, in what could be received though all the interference.

As an investigative reporter I specialized in Nazi cartels and in Nazi interference with preparations for what was soon inevitable.  The stories I wrote were entered into the Congressional Record with speeches on the floor of the Congress praising them.  I took all the information developed to the Department of Justice and, because before we were not yet in the war, there were limits to what it could do with that kind of information, at its suggestion I became what then was known as an "unregistered" British agent, in economic warfare.

In a story that appeared less than three months before it happened I pre​dicted Pearl Harbor and much else that Japan did.  My research was used, beginning the morning after that day that would live in infamy, by the Office of War Infor​mation, which asked for it.

This is part of the background that, during World War II, had the Army assign me to the Office of Strategic Services.  There my main function was as an analyst but because of the background indicated above, General Wild Bill Donovan had a special job awaiting my security clearance.  Its success led to my being used as a trouble​shooter on jobs, on which others had not succeeded.

A detail of French‑speaking soldiers who were in what was known as a “holding area” awaiting transportation to England, from where they were to have been parachuted behind Nazi lines in France, had gotten into a fight with the military police and had done a bit of damage to them.  Donovan believed they had been framed but his lawyers, some of whom were later famous, did not defend them successfully and they were serving time when what Donovan wanted done became my first job at the OSS.  It did have fine lawyers.  One was later a justice of the Supreme Court.  Another negotiated the release of the Bay of Pigs prisoners and of Francis Gary Powers after his U‑2 plane had been shot down deep inside Russia.  But those men had been convicted and their appeals had not succeeded although they had been defended by fine lawyers and fine lawyers had prepared their appeals.  (Donovan was a famous lawyer before he headed the OSS)

Six weeks after I got that assignment those men had been freed by my work.

That gave me a reputation, albeit in secret, and it led to all sorts of jobs being bounced to me.  Some came from intelligence, some from counterintelligence and at least one was from the White House.

As a Senate investigator I also prepared hearings and then was made the committee's editor, after investigations in the field.

In 1938, which was long before Posner and his natural nastiness were inflicted on us, the Department of Justice borrowed me from the Senate to assist it in what was one of the more sensational trials of that era, of the coal operators and their deputized gun thugs in "Bloody Harlan" County, Kentucky.  I was then accredited to give testimony for the Senate if the Department decided it wanted that, it also used me in various jobs that ranged up to and included participating in plead bargaining (although I am not a lawyer).

Which of these experiences qualifies me as whatever Posner had in mind in referring to me as a ''buff'' and a “conspiracy theorist'' and even a "conspiracist'' he does not indicate.

He does say that my books are "convoluted."  That no doubt accounts for their being used as texts and required reading at a number of colleges and universities.  But I do not believe he had in mind what the FBI and its Department counsel did when in my FOIA lawsuit, CA 75-226, I charged the FBI with perjury and rather than hide behind lawyers' pleadings, which are immune, I put myself under oath so that if I lied I would be subject to a perjury indictment when those who opposed me in that litigation were those who did the indicting.  But rather than laying any charges on me their "defense,'' certainly a rare defense against the charge of swearing falsely to what is material, was that I ''could make such claims [sic] ad infinitum since he is perhaps more familiar with the events surrounding the investigation of President Kennedy’s assassination than anyone now employed by the F.B.I.''

This reflects what Posner refers to as "convoluted” and means “buff.”

That word “convoluted” suits Posner’s writing that “When Foreman took the stand'' at the evidentiary hearing that he did not even intend and was never “on the stand " in it.  Twisting is hardly an adequate description of just plain lying, which is what this, and not this alone, is in Posner's writing.

In the foregoing there is also a means of evaluating Posner’s judgement as well as his truthfulness and his intentions.

Those of us who write nonfiction reveal much about ourselves to those who have a real understanding of the subject matter.  We may not intend to but we do, and the Posners in particular do.

He begins with a preconception he knows will be acceptable to publishers and he knows the government will like and on controversial issues, that is the formula for acceptability if not necessarily for writing the truth.

Having cast himself in this role, which is not the role of writers who are dedicated to traditional American belief, Posner knows he is vulnerable in it and may well be criticized for it.  So, anticipating that this can happen and from whom, he undertakes in advance to have a basis for the unilateral putdown that is possible when a major publisher can and does get major attention for the writer in whom that publisher has made a considerable in​vestment.  Asked about a criticism, the Posners, can quote themselves on the critic quoted, without regard to truth, or they can attribute the criticism of them to what they have written about the one or ones making the criticism.

In addition to which these essentially small people make themselves feel bigger than they are, think they look bigger than they are.

it is not because of Posner's nastiness about me that I take this time, nor is it that he lies about me and misrepresents not only my work but me and my approach to my work.  No, it is because in what we address of his unnecessary criticisms of others who have written about the same subject‑matter before he did, criticisms that Posner shoehorned into his book for his own purposes that are not the purposes of the honest writer, provide a means of evaluating him and his writing.  He says much about himself and about his writing in his criticisms of others for which there was no real need in his book.

Except, of course, if he set out to write the book the FBI would like in return for the FBI's help.  Then these petty criticisms could be regarded as another of the payments he made for what he got, even an advance payment for the future.

When I was young there was an often‑used phrase that is appropriate in any evaluation of Posner's writing.  That phrase was ''Consider the source.”

That is what we do in considering what Posner wrote about those who preceded him on the subjects in which he has sought to establish ownership.

Posner also tells us a bit more about who Gerald Posner is in his malice in his comments on me and on my work, about which he really knows nothing at all, but with Posner, when he sees a buck to be made, factual knowledge is not a necessity and the lack of it is no obstacle when he can substitute for it.

And he does.
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