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The ZRRifle Trifle

Foreword

When I finished reading this disgusting and disgraceful travesty of a book, having found it more disgusting and more disgraceful the farther I got into it, I stopped to think about it a bit.

When I was quite young, born in the busy heart of a major city, Philadelphia, it was a different world.  When I was eight years old, it was safe for me to walk a mile to the closest library.  The only hazards for children were the noisy trolley cars and the infrequent runaway horse dragging wagons.  I did not run in front of the trolleys or wagons, did not try to climb onto the backs of the trolleys, from which there then was danger of falling, so my mother considered it safe for me to walk that distance through that busy part of the city, and it was uneventful.  Except for the excitement of the books I brought home to read.

I've been a regular and from time to time heavy reader for more than seventy-five years.

I can't and I don't say that in this looking back I can see all I read because, obviously, I cannot.  But; I can and I do say that I have, particularly in the past couple of decades, read some terribly awful trash supposed to be about the assassination of President Kennedy.

In their disinformational pre-eminence most of them rival each other.

Most of those with whose books I am familiar consider themselves brighter than mere mortals and thus able to see and understand what mere mortals cannot and do not.

Many consider themselves Sherlock Holmes reborn.

Most of those authors share the ability to see what is not there to be seen or to imagine what cannot be imagined with rationality.

They share a lack of knowledge of the fact that was established by the official evidence.  It is true that despite all that was wrong with it the official evidence did produce what is dependable.

Much of this established fact was not used in reaching the conclusions of the Warren Report.  Much was represented by that "commission as meaning other than it actually does mean.  Much, quite a bit, was ignored entirely by the Commission, the apparent reason being that it could not be acknowledged in a Report that assumed there had been no conspiracy.

To illustrate this last point for those not familiar with the official evidence and the official conclusions supposedly based on it, there is what is central to whether or not there had been a conspiracy. In simplest form, if the officially acknowledged shooting was not possible for a single person, on that basis stone there was a conspiracy.

Of the official evidence that bears an this, I cite selections from it that are included in the first book on the assassination, the first of my Whitewash series.  It dates to 1965. I cite it because it drew this official evidence to public attention that long ago.  The Furiarti did not have to ransack the ten million words in these twenty-six large volumes or examine the several hundred cubic feet of the Commission's records in the National Archives for the earliest of those writing supposedly on the subject to know about this evidence and where to find it in its official source.

On page 26 of Whitewash, that early in that book, I cited the official testing for that Commission, at the Army's Edgewood Proving Grounds.  Those firing that rifle, under vastly improved conditions and after it was overhauled and the site adjusted with shims, were all rated as "master" shots, the best in the country, by the National Rifle Association.  Yet not one of them, with all these added benefits aimed at making it possible, was able to duplicate the shooting attributed to Oswald.

Four pages later in that same chapter is a facsimile reproduction of the official Marines evaluation of Oswald as a shooter.  It was provided to the Commission by the Commandant of the Marine Corps, certainly a legitimate authority.  It was the official opinion of the Marine Corps that Oswald was a "rather poor 'shot.'"

With the official evidence without question that Oswald was far from a good shooter and that the best shots in the country were not able to duplicate the shooting officially attributed to him in the Warren Report, it is obvious that in holding that there had been no conspiracy the Commission decided contrary to its own best evidence.

Without the unquestionable evidence that under much, much better conditions the best shots in the country could not do what was attributed to Oswald, the official belief of the Marine Corps, That Oswald was a lousy shot, would in most instances be regarded as enough to establish the impossibility of the shooting attributed to him.  With the best shots not able to duplicate that shooting, it is without question that the Commission's best evidence is that Oswald could not have been a lone assassin which is separate from whether he had, in fact, been an assassin at all.  On that also there is much official evidence which makes the case that he was not.  For the point now being made, that there is what the Commission and most writing assassination books ignored, solid, evidence that should not have been ignored, it is not necessary to carry this farther.

With this is without question and without anything existing to contradict it, three decades later Furiati is ignorant of this evidence, as she is about all of it, and she merely assumes, without even addressing the matter or the evidence, that Oswald was an assassin of the President.

This irremedial flaw characterizes her book.

This also illustrates, as thousands of matters in the details of the crime illustrate, the impossibility of honest responsible writing about the assassination without a firm grasp of all the relevant official evidence.  Furiati only very infrequently claims to be using any of it and then it is clearly, at the least, second-hand to her.

Most of those who have written about the assassination began with strong beliefs about it.  Not infrequently they regarded what they believed as fact and as a solution to the unsolved crime, regardless of or in ignorance of the evidence.

However, most also had some acquaintance with this official evidence.  Some may not have understood it when they sought to use it.  Some misused it.  Some mixed it up with their own notions that have no basis in fact and some add the notions of others that also had no factual basis.

Most of the people who have a sincere interest in the assassination and its investigations are confused by all the contradictions they find in what they read.  These writers leave them even more confused than the Warren Report did.

Increasingly in recent years letters to me thank me for not engaging in theorizing in what I published and for sticking to the official evidence.  These people also express their dislike for and regret all the theorizing presented as fact, most often as fact that is beyond question, and is not that at all.

Perhaps the glibbest example of this dishonesty of presenting fiction as fact is Claudia Furiati's mistitled ZR Rifle.  After reading it I do not recall a single statement in it worth remembering, not a word that adds to the fact that is known and does not mislead and misinform the trusting reader, the reader who does care about the country and what happened to it.

This is to say that her book has no value, none at all, for those interested in the truth about that terrible crime.  But more than that, there is virtually nothing in the book that is not proven to be false or can be trusted or depended on.  Where it is a rehash, it remains worthless as a rehash because there is so much in it that it totally wrong, absolutely impossible, and is just made up.  In addition, in plain English, Furiati lies her head off throughout her book.
She rarely cites a source and when she does, that usually makes more trouble for her because in almost all instances her source is not good and it makes her terribly bad book even worse.  Like her citing Paul Kangas as a responsible, dependable source when, on the assassination, he- is just plain nuts.  No responsible writer would cite Kangas even on the rain if standing in the rain and getting soaked through.  If Kangas says it is rain, it is better to be certain that water hoses are not being played on them.  Enough examples follow in the text.  (The indexer had better judgement.  Kangas is not mentioned in Furiati's index.)
Furiati says her major source was General Fabian Escalante.  He had headed Cuban Intelligence.  If she is faithful to what she got from him, and intelligence files, then it is a wonder that Fidel Castro is still alive, that he survived so many efforts to assassinate him.

What Furiati attributes to Escalante is not even good fiction.  Most of it is a fairy tale.· She, claiming she is using information he gave her, writes about what did not exist, like an imagined "Mafia corridor" allegedly uniting Miami, New Orleans, and Dallas for producing arms for anti-Castro deeds in Cuba.

She writes about what did not exist, major "training" camps on Lake Pontchartrain, with as many as two hundred anti-Castros at a time allegedly training for the day of their revenge.

This also was entirely imaginary, entirely made up out of nothing at all.  It did not exist.

It is not possible to be certain from the book what she made up and presents as real when it is unreal and  was given to her allegedly by Escalente.  She knows so little; she accepted all that trash and with her over-writing made much of it.

But the truth is that she was a subject-matter ignoramus when she began her book, as she says, turned on by Oliver Stone's movie, JFK, and with all her scraping of the intellectual and factual sewers she uses, she became even more of a subject-matter ignoramus by having been deceived and mislead by all that garbage she loves so and used.

Her ignorance of what is well known is startling.  It does not seem possible that anyone can do any work on this subject without knowing, for example, that the handbills Oswald distributed in New Orleans were printed there by the Jones Printing Company.· Yet according to Furiati, they were printed where there was no printing press, in the office of Guy Banister.  She makes a big thing of the Banister the FBI had to let go when he was on his way up because of damage to his brain.  The Banister who then became an official of the New Orleans police department had to be fired because of his violence and his excesses.  He then had a two-bit, jerk-water detective agency that amounted to nothing.· Furiati makes up that he plotted the President's assassination in that dinky office of his with help from people in the CIA and high up in the Mafia – none of whom could have done what it was necessary to do to pull that off and get away with it, no mean accomplishment that.

Furiati plumbed the garbage piles and seasoned that slop with what she got with what she imagined, and what she just made up.  She gives no source for most of it, having none and none being possible.

All of it with no contact with reality, no contact with the fact known to be fact and readily available to her.

There are larger books supposedly on the subject.  Uglier books in some ways.  But as a piece of deliberately created trash by a writer who, seeking to exploit, to commercialize the tragedy, knew she was turning out trash and didn't care who knew she could not avoid turning out trash and was not concerned about that.

So, she produced an outrageous indecency that would shame forever one capable of feeling shame.

She knew she was ignorant of the subject but hoped to make a killing by making up the awful thing she turned out and having it seem exciting enough, dependable enough, to those who knew nothing about the subject.

She planned a documentary with it.
That, fortunately, we were spared!
And of all those to Boechat sensational, important, "unpublished documents that daily passed through her hands," when she had a book in which to include them they are not in it, not one of them, as we saw in examining her significant appendix of but nine pages.

With regard to "Those anti-Castro groups" that "were responsible for carrying out Operation ZR Rifle," it is beyond question that if the CIA as an institution had been behind that assassination it would never have trusted them to keep their mouths closed.  If they had had any involvement they would have been a real problem for the CIA.

If there is any "valuable information" in this book about the assassination of the President I do not remember reading it.

My mail is heavy and I receive many phone calls but I do not remember anyone ever asking anything about this book or about its dependability or its content.

Boechat refers to the troubles Furiati had in getting her book published. (This is what Furiati referred to in her "Author's note as a "blockade."  She is not the first to face the publisher boycott of any books not in accord with the official version of the assassination.)
Any book not in accord with the official "solution" faces real problems getting published in the United States but this one faced additional problems if evaluated by anyone familiar with what had been published: it is largely a rehash of the assassination nonsense already published, to which what cannot be proven was added.

Defamatory as this book is of so many, that it is available in the United States is remarkable.
It caused little stir when it did appear.
There was no reason for it to get any serious attention from serious researchers.
The impression left by Boechat's brief Introduction is that if is a wonder he did not demand sainthood for Furiati.
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