
9/29/31 
Dear Js, 

We're having what, if it had a name, would be called lams12 papoose summer, the hot 
spell not expected before the cole spell after ,which we have warmth again. It is hot, and it felt good to work up a real sweat. We have five acres. After the extensive area in 
trees is idnored, we still have much grass to maw. And all my mowers have been crancky, 
broken or both. I have a product of adept cannibalism that 1  use for the rougher areas 
because it is Rmell, old and tougher than the new stuff.-  It can take what would wreck a 
new one. Today, with the proper blend of words, jerking and luck I got it running, first time in six tlys, which means we had grass oYer a foot high in some of the rougher 
places,.and ran it until the gas was gone. By that time I was soaking wet and coated wth an itching layer of minced weed, chewed grase, fine seed , and an unseasonal dip into the too-cool water invigorated. But ten minutes after emerging I'm still sweating. It is a 
little annoying and a little refreseing and invigorating. A good feeling. 

Except for a minor annoyance, the damnedest allergy you over heard of. It will last less to 	 an hour. Came on me in WWII. When the air temperature gets at all cool, when my entire body is wet parts of it itch like fury. Long ago I had it checked nd was unwilling to believe the diagnosis. So, I just let it wear off. Ever hear of one like that? 

Not conducive to concentration, tho. No insult intended, but this and t e short time before supper and the short time after that before I have to monitor the frost show again (Bishop again, even after I4uked for equal time .and got no answer), I want to answer you long and enjoyable letter. 

First, J̀on's. It has been eany years since I tried to sleep with the heat you 
describe. In the mid-thirties I worked a wAng shift. That was beebre air conditioning and even fans were a luxury. mad in the imix 1939-42 period, when I wee free-lancing and living in a slum area, when I'd work through the night, I remember only to well how hot and noisy downtown D.C. could be. 

Lil read both letters. She smiled when I told her you suspected I was volunteering 
her, because I wasn't. But it is *lax not the first time such suspcions have been exprressed. Infrequently they are correct. We'll probably discuss it later. She is trying to finish 
the penultimate chapter of the end of PE tonight. (And I have to go over the last and 
see about making it into two.) The maamismidt knitting business should be good tomorrow. 
We go to D.C. for our annual checkups, two hours' knitting time. And she'll be tagging 
around with me with little else to do thereafter. 

Both of you sound like different people. You've snapped back fast. Will you (I hope) have reasonable hours for a while?* 

The clippings require no response. They are what Lil has clipped thinking it would interest me and of these, what I do not want that I think might, in various ways, interest or amuse you. As to the effectiveness of the letters, .if we measure that by tangible results ( rarely the intent if sometimes the hope), then they were not effective. But a phone 
call to the Times did do some good on Attica, and some black militants have mdde some 
public demands incorporating the publishing the fact and the content of tests not anywhere indicated as having been made. 

The now evidentiary material is covered in the notes I sent you that, rewitten where yeu sugeested and eslewhere, are part of the laot chapter. It is color pictures taken by the FBI and never acknowledged. I hope to get the color positives tomorrow. I have the 
4x5s and prints now. The quality is terrible, but they may be enough for my purposes and they are a fine leaning post. If the book gets any attention, I lean heavily, end they 

support the weight. Thanks for the offer of help, but there is no urgency, as 1 xplained in what j  nailed earlier when I had to go intotewn. 

BelLi: So . e t ,iag similar hap ,cued in Sit:, without Ehrlich, I think. I'd heard of 
the fiasco.Lane always got th, setups, including those I set UD. not intnndinr hin -gin llonpfift 
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Jon- Christian had some kind of connection with him, which doesn't doscourage the suspicion. 
I was in Calif when he had JG as a guest. I think Bailey was also there. Your taxi 

driver story is accurate. Hal did something on it. He was excited for a while. I never 

had any faith in it, but I don't remember why. I suppose his in-court record is ample 
proof that he is not as stupid as on the subject he has behaved. 

The account of your father is veru entertaining. As a boy I knew such farmers in 
the east. Except for the interest in music and education. My own had xxlibra an at,:itude 
not uncommon among Eastern European Jews. lesaving the children to the wife and never 
sating a favorable word to any of the young, considered a form of discipline and proper 
uobringing. As a consequence, we were never close and often at odds. He'd brag about me 
to others, though, as I learned after his death. But if he ever praised me for anything, 
I have no recollection of it. I can remember only one time we did anything together, 
just the two of us, and that was before I was 11, for that is about the age at which we 
moved from hiladelphia to Wilmington. He took me out to Willow Grove, a suburb with an 
amusement park and a. band stand. Spuda was conducting. What I remember most clearly is 
what happpened to my left hand when I put it out the car window to play with the rush 
of air and another car passed in the opeosite direction. He may have taken me there 
other Sundays, but that is the only one I ever remembered. Good cause, too!...But'I knew 
a bit of farming before I became a farmer. I used to love to help one of hill s uncles who 
had a dairy farm and we raised hogs on share with another of her uncles. I was never 
trusted with any but the commonest labor: carrying the milk to the filter/cooler then 
used, while even children were trusted with the milking; scrapping the hogs, leaning 
on the cradle to take them out of the scalder, helping hand them, taking the entrails to 
the women to clean, tending the fires, and stirring the lard. That, as yOu might recall, 
can be a heavy shore, for it can't be stopped withouthlangor of scorching. 

Your account of the doctor who prescribed castor oil reminds me oe.  several things. 
Everybody did in those days. It was part of the eastern understand of good health practise. 
ou could go ento any city drug store and get a doze hidden (never woll)in something 

less unpleasant, like a drink of some kind. My" of mother used to does us with regular 
laxatives. Prom ey earliest recollection 1  never needed any, not to this day, but we got 
'em, all kinds, depending.on what was then held by some authority in highest esteem. I 
recall agar-agar very well. 

Your town was a metropolis compared to Bills, to which we later moved. jlt the 
time I bought out land and stared clearing the 50 years growth, there were, as best I 
remember the actual count, something like 100, including infantands and the infirm. 
There were probably more babies and kids in her childhood. They all left as soon as they 
could. By the time we came here, four years ago day after tomorrow, the town had develthped 
suburbs and counting. the rural areas, musy have had about 130-150 seuld. But it supported 
and still supports two churches, Christian and 1-iethodist (Southern and reactionary). In 
Bills girlhood they had a great Christian preacher who got his house and something like 
10 a week, when they had it. When we first moved there, another great character, a 

former tap dancer who was a good friend. I used to take him whenever I had to go some-
where in my truck, just to get hire out of teen. And I liked him. Bil can remember the 
trips into Frederick with her granddad, with whom she lived as the olderst of her mothers' 
five kids when the father was killed. He'd hitch a home to his broom (brougham), and 
in three hours or so they make the trip that now thhes a little over 10 minutes. If they 
dozen on the way horse, the horse did okay. 

When I was a tyke, we lived in almost deadcenter 	exactly four (:ery long) 
blocks south of the then A's ball park. Accross the cobbletoned street was my mother's 
best friend, an elderly Welsh women who my mother (and I) called iom, herhaaband, a 
thid her size Pop. He made my kites for me (they never flew because he sued dowels), 
and in his bank yard, when the population of the city was 2,000,000, my sister used 
to find an occasional snake to throw at me when I teased her past tolerance. eld taken 
she to thh ball game once in a while, too. Tiny, jolly fellow who never failed' to at drink 
on a Saturday night and was never, drunk or ober, ever unpleasant. He was a sleilled 
finished in a cabinet shop and did well until Grand Rapids got around. Ile always grew 
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morning gloties, and when the snakes were scarice and 1  intolerable, they always supplied 
my sister with caterpillars that found their way down my back. Their next-d)er noiehbor, 
ehose name, kloore, I still. remember, after almost 40 years, was a different kind of 
weekend boozer. The cops would come for him in their wagon. The ambulances were wagons, 
too, in those years. He'd go down the alleys turning over the garbage pails, and once in 
a while, when he was real exhuberant, he'd roll in the horse manure with which the 
streets were always supplied, save when the women were repotting flowers. 

Stopped for several things, including the enclosed letter to a black woman lawyer 
and setting up for Frost, who has Bishop again "because he was so great". You should have 
heard it! I did tape it. Somehow, the left channel on my Wollensak isn't recording, so 
I'm doing the opposite of what one does, I.  have the whole sickening mess going onto the 
right, from which I can later dub, and I've got the Sony ready. I'll paw, for each cm,- 
merical and will- get Bishop on that. 

While I don't disagree with what you say of Kh and the Chinese, I think that 
doesn't exclude what I noted. I take a simpler view in reaching an analysis, the one I 
did contemporaneously and haven't found reason to change. Kh. needed no missies in Cuba 
for either his own de,ense or an attack on the U.S. Cho and Raul did go to him and ask 
• him to keep the -break. There is.no way to defend Cuba against a determined US attack. 

And there was no way Russian prestige or Kh's position could survive an attack not defended. 
Doing nothing meant the end of USSR credibility, the end of meaning to its promises. What 
else could he do? But when I've finished what will not have to be a much-Smaller TIGER, 
you'll see all of it. I. think the time came that this transcended his domestic problems. 
ChineSe. defiance of USSR Under Kh wasn't new. Mao did that when he had:but a handful-
and proved he was right. Carrying your religion analogy a bit further, the Russians have 
been more Catholic than the pope. ...Do you think the USSR concession to China were 
to buy it? How about Sakhalin, then, and parts of Finland? I think it had and served 
different purposes. 

The present Chinese situation is less clear. We may know more after a while, but 
I don't see how they can lose, whatever hap?ens, and that is enough explanation for. me. 
They waited until they had a defense capacity, a recriprocal terror weapon. I presume 
they are concerned about the USJR, but I don't t ink they really expect an attack or that 
One is likely. Dilpomatically, especially in their part of the world, this is an 
impertant move, with much potential for them. And look at the diffeeence in the UN. 

The Russians, by the way, never gave anyone missies. 

Mandel's is an interesting point on the Kh burial. But it can always be changed, 
and.it is a different reading, that the present power is more conservative and intends 
it to be known and understood. Mandel's point on t e typical Russian ateitude, assuming 
he is correct, is not in any way inconsistent with what 4-  postulate, for Kh told nobody 
and went outside his diplemacy to carry it off.We have all been prejudiced by the pro-
JFK/pro-US-Alawayn Rieht propaganda. He was never hysterical, always on the initiative. 
But because this was so daring and dangerous a move, in which he trusted nobody, he also 
didn t let the people in on it. 

I'd better go to the Bishop junk and skim the clips until the break he follows 
to be, sure to get it all on the cassette. -1Jest to both, 



25 Sep 71 

Your letter of 9/13/71. 

Mimes Denver piece on Kaplan: the clipping we sent was an extra. Don't need 
it back. 

Heat: In spite of earlier remarks about people who consider 85°  in the shade a 
heat wave, I know it's hot when we're trying to sleep and it's 103° in the bedroom, 
especiplly after two days when it was about 100°. Part of our trouble was the great 
variation in temperature. Quite often when we first went to bed in the morning it 
would be getting warm, then it would get hot and we'd turn on two fans, and eventually 
end up in the early evening under a light blanket. As for your suggestion about 
making shorts out of pants, no need: we both have shorts but when it's warm what we 
do is close the front door and go stitchiess and shoeless, keeping cotton kimonos 
handy in case the doorbell rings. Perhaps it really was a heat wave. On the 14th 
it was 101° in San Francisco, and going all the way back to 1004 there were only three 
times when it was as hot on that date. By the 16th it was foggy, and at least in our 
bedroom it was 20° cooler than the day before. 

Another thing which made it difficult to sleep was that within a day or so of our 
going on the graveyard shift a new house was started across the narrow valley from us. 
Doesn't sound very formidable but something about the terrain or the accoustics made 
it possible for me to hear the carpenters' conversation; across the valley is closer 
to the ear than to the eye. So we had a machine that digs holes for the foundation, 
cement mixer, bang bang, shout shout, wham wham. 

Blanket: We're delighted Lil likes the Chinese character and that it won't be 
too complicated to do. We trust her judgment if she thinks the colors she used for 
the first blanket would work out well for this too, but in case she'd like to try 
another combination we've been trying to work something out centering on red for the 
character. The ink for these name seals, when newly stamped, is like the red of 
ink pads, but fades to a soft rusty red. So, starting with red or rusty red for the 
seal and perhaps a cream for the background - well, that's as far as we got. Couldn't 
think what would fit in well for the name or nini (I) initials. Mossy green? Not 
baby colors, but need they be? Just an idea we were playing around with - Lil will 
know better than we how something like this might (or might not at all) work out. 
We're sure the parents will be delighted with whatever it turns out to be. Perhaps 
Lil would like to know that the mother's name is Lilly. 

As for the sweater for Jimmy II - you're full of ideas, aren't you? Nice ones, 
too. But why don't we let Lil catch her breath? Suppose we first surprise and 
overwhelm Gilbert and Lilly with the blanket? That way we could find out what size a 
sweater should be, instead of guessing and maybe missing. Assuming, of course, Lil 
is not only willing, but interested. And assuming you've kept her informed of all 
these orders you're taking, right and left. 

Everything else for you, this time, is in the envelope and ready for mailing 
tomorrow, and I can't think of anything I may have forgotten to say. (Probably will 
as soon as the envelope is sealed.) Besides, it's 2 a.m. and we'll be in bed by 3, 
for the first time in almost two months our normal bedtime!!! We're going to SLEEP 
another ten hours!!! 

P.S. - We seem to sleep the way you do. Normally, turn out the light, in three 
minutes, certainly within five, and that's it. The very few times when we've known 
we wouldn't sleep, half a Nembutal or even half a Miltown (we had to have the 
prescriptions cut down) will do it, but not during the past two months - no effect 
whatever. 



25 September 1971 
Dear Harold: 

This replies partly to yours of Sept. 19, partly 
to earlier letters, the last of which was dated Supt. 16. 

I just called Mark, the technician at Accurate T7, 
and asked him your question about using two mikes wired parallel 
with your little tape recorder. He of course asked what kind of 
mikes, and I said I could not be sure, but suggested he consider 
in theory two Sony mikes such as those furnished with earlier 
small Sony recorders which didn't have built-in mikes. He said 
he was very dubious, that even with identical mikes it might be 
necessary to used a mixer, and that he personally wouldn't even 
try wit* without some experimentation beforehand. He explained that 
the signal generated by a hand mike is so small that its behavior 
is unpredictable in any circumstances other than those for which 
it's designed to be used. 	Bo it looks like your idea of t taking 
two recorders along is probably the best belt. Another possibility 
might be to use the hand mike we sent you (which automatically 
disconnects the built-in mike when it's plugged in) and -- unless 
you're taking notes at the same time -- be generous in the way you 
swing it back and forth from your question to the subject's reply. 
At close range that should be a very sensitive and faithful mike, 
and if you can swing it close to the subject in time for his reply 
you should miss nothing that isn't overridden by background noises. 

I hope in this and in other notes which may be included 
herein to bring ourselves up .to date with you. Yesterday morning 
I got back at 8:30 a.m. from the last morning on the graveyard 
shift. We never had been able to sleep much more than four hours 
at a time up to the hot weather, and during that spell the periods 
of sleep sank to about two hours, failmattez frequently followed by 
long periods of wakefulness, after which when we did get to sleep, 
time was running out and we had to get up half-dead and prepare dinner 
and try to eat it before I went to work. 	It got to the point where 
we could scarcely stand the sight of food, yet both were gaining 

weight. 	Well, when I got home yesterday morning, we had the 
little portion of food we could stand the thought of -- some cereeal 
and a cpp of tea -- and then went out to do the shopping for the 
coming week. Also some other errands, including one which tbok us 
clear to San Rafael where we had a small triumph -- Jenifer found 
a kind of temporary file which just suited one of her more 
exasperating filing needs. By this time, to our utter astonishment, 
we found ourselves feeling hungry for the first time we could 
remember in eight weeks. We went to a good roadside restaurant 
where breakfast is always passable, anyway, and found ourselves 
actually eating with pleasure. We finthed the shopping and got 
home, put the groceries and everything away and fell into bed, 
Jenifer having had three hours sleep during the previous 24 and 
I kperhaps five -- at 2 p.m. 	We slept 10 hours straight without 
a break, awoke famished, had some poached eggs and toast and 
tea, then fell into bed for another four hours before we sake 
awoke, bright and shipper, shortly before dawn this morning. 
Appetite good all day, eating everything in sight and enjoying it; 
looks like the worst is over. 



This afternoon we spent most of the time going over your 
accumulated unasnwered letters -- unanswered in one particular 
or another (the most urgent has been taken care of earlier) --
and_ read ALL of them, except for the clippings. These will be 
taken care of next, and if there are any which need to be returned 
to you that will be done. 

All your enclosures are interesting, and we are grateful to have 
them, but most of them need no comment from us, which is no indication 
of our interest. 	Your letters to Wicker, the people on the Washington 
Post, to the NBC wheel, all are remarkable in their targeting and 
effectiveness. We are much interested in your correspondence 
with Ray, and Jenifer had what I ,thought was a most apt comment 
on the latest when she said, "That's a good letter for a man in 
prison to get." 

Now let me take up a few specific points. At various times 
you have referred in a not very specific way to some important 
evidentiary material you have uncovered which needs some financing 
to obtain in usable form. 	I'm not sure whether you have obtained 
none of this financing, part, or all of it, your references 
being none too specific and, at times apparently somewhat 
contradictory. 	In any case, we have the impression that what 
is involved may be some color pictures, which will be expensive. 
Considering whom you are trying to pry these out of, we have 
a certain partisan interest in this,,project and would like to be 
of some help if we could. Could you say how much is needed ? 
We have no idea, but would like to help. Would you give us this 
pleasure ? You can be sure we would not offer more than we could 
reasonably afford, and bear in mind that we would not bring up this 
question if we were not seriously interested in doing something to 
help. 

Re Mel Belli: I believe he is used at times, but only as a 
hired man. Mostly, he's a bag of wind, as you must know. But 
there have been two or three occasions apart from his defense 
of Jack Ruby which suggest he is available for odd jobs and is 
used at times. One was his defense of the Warren Report in a 
so-called deblate with Lane here, "moderated" by Jake Ehrlich, 
Belli's aging predecessor here as the community's most flambouyant 
criminal defense lawyer. EhErlich was rather pitiful, senile and 
ignorant of his subject, and—was almost laughed off the stage when 
he asked what he considered a dynamite-laden question: What about 
the chicken bones ? A roar of laughter greeted that. Belli was 
almost as bad, winding up with only one argument: If you can't trust 
the FBI whom CAN you trust ? That too, got a laugh. Lane had 
an easy time of it. 

On another occasion when Garrison was building his "case" 
Belli had him as a house guest here, it was reported, and soon 
after that came up with a taxi driver whom he claimed had told 
him about driving Jack Ruby in from the airport here at some time 
when Ruby was suppposed to have said somethirig ostensibly interesting 
about what was going to happen in Dallas. 	I talked to Bill myself 
on that story, got absolutely nothing usable, and never even bothered 
to look up the cabbie, whose address and phone number Belli gave 
me, simply because the whole story stank of fabrication and red 
herring. 



Belli backed off very quickly and became astonishingly vague 
when I asked him a few perfectly reasonable questions which 
unavoidably showed I took a detached view of the official story. 
Basically, he's a dreadful ham, a show-off, rather juvenile in 
many ways, but he does understand semantics and is not as stupid 
as he often pretends. 

Your remarks about Lil's mother and her attitude toward doctors 
amused us very much, partly because it's an exact akttExdosatz 
duplicate of my' own father's attitude. You described it very well 
-- the* attitude that it was up to the doctor to find out what was 
wrong. My father was an otherwise intelligent and reasonable 
guy in most ways -- a Missouri farmer with 120 acres on which he 
grew diversified crops such as wheat, oats, corn, timothy hay, 
clover, alfalfa, Imp popcorn, sorghum, beef cattle, pigs and 
chickens. He was the first generation that wasn't frontier-bred, 
the first to drive a motorcar, but never got around to owning a 
kr/taster tractor, which was beyond him in termd of the capital 
needed. 	He was keenly interested in education, being largely 
self-educated himself, and for many years was the pillar of the 
local school board, overseeing the design and contruction of two 
high scholls, interviewing teachers personally, and so on. my 
younger brother died of diabetes at 16 in 1930, and that may have 
prejudiced himself against the pretentions of the medical profession 
somewhat, but I think his attitude toward doctors was a folk attitude 
that he picked up from his family during his own childhood -- and 
his family were all frontier people, or had been, in Missouri and 
before that in Kentucky, Tennessee and Virginia going back in time. 
In any case, he sold out and retired in 1936 and came out here with 
my mother to live near my x 	sister, the only other surviving 
child, near Napa. 	He worked for my brother-in-law, who runs a 
cattle feeding ranch near Napa, for several years, until he retired 
again at around 75, by which time he had developed some mysterious 
ailment resembling dropsy and which finally did him in in 1954. 

I'm not sure how much of his attitude was due simply to having 
another man with specialized knowledge, like a doctor, tell him what 
he must and must not do. I think something of the old frontier 
independence could have been at work, as it might be in the case of 
Lil's mother. In any case, I didn't envy his doctor, who wasn't very 
impressive, as it happened. I think we have to remember that these 
people grew up in a time when it was a major disaster if anyone had 
to go th the hospital, that more often than not they went there to 
die, much as old people now go to a rest home to die. Doctors and 
hospitals were considerably less effective in those days, and there 
was the time factor which meant they often didn't get a patient until 
it was too late anyway.., Until I was grown, our family physician was 
an old bumbler who presscribed castor oil for everything. Even when 
my brother broke an arm; he presxcribed castor oil* after setting 
the bone. After all, what harm could it do ? Might even do some 
good if shock is constipating. 

There were two other doctors in that small town of 1,000 where 
I grew up. One was killing himself and his grown son with morphine 
addiction (even in the 1920s) and the other was the doc my parents 
called in after the castor-oil specialist had retired and I came down 
with ttipMoid fever at 18. He saved my life (with the unflagging help 
of my mother) and pulled me through after three weeks of fever. He 
also took the time to sit and talk to a curious youngster to whom 
he gave a glimpse of what a real doctor does and why he does it. 



But my father never got in on these conversations, being 
always out in the field or otherwise at work, so he probably never 
knew a doctor as a person, only as an authority figure in whom he 
had no great reason to repose much confidence. 

I think he, and Lilts mother represent a society now mostly 
vanished which is very alien to your urban and European background. 
These people took the fiercest pride in doing everything for themselves. 
It was something of a disgrace to have to buy vegetables at a grodery 
store, assuming any worth buying were available. We always had an 
enormous vegetable garden, a grape arbor, an orchard with apples, 
peahhes, pears, and cherries, and my God the canning that went on. 
We always butchered one or two pigs every fall and salted down 
everything that could be salted and smoked. I can still smell the 
me smokehouse, and still recall the instant recognition the one 
time I've smelled one since -- at Mt. Vernon. My father fixed 
his own machinery and nearly always his car, and he once built a 
truck out of an old Huppmobile. He was an ardent country fiddler 
and taught himself enough music that he led the town band for 
years and even essayed a string ensemble that ventured into Mozart 
-- this was partly at the prodding of a furriner, a Polish immigrant 
farmer. 	Poppy also was pretty good on the five-stringed banjo'and 
the guitar, and regarded with great pity my efforts on the ukelele 
after flunking on piano, violin, trumpet and saxophone -- all of 
which he insisted I take lessons on but which I never got anywhere 
with because of some peculiar block between symbol recognition 
and execution. I could memorize and play, but that was it. 
One other thing about my father -- He was an Ozark fox hunter, the 
kind that takes his dogs out at night with a lot of friends and 
their dogs and they all sit on a hill somewhere, build a fire and 
smoke and probably drink and gossip while their hounds pick up a 
fox or coyote scent and burst into the glorious music of the chase. 
This is really an indredible hillbilly sport, where the dog owners 
can recognize the yap of their individual dog miles away, tell 
who is leading the pack, which one has got his leg caught in a 
woven wire fence, and otherwise divine the most remarkable 
conclusions. No /one ever catches a fox or coyote, of course. 
These animals know what they're doing and apparently ennyenjoy 
leading the hounds up creeks and otherwise humiliating them. 
The greatest disaster is if something should happxen to the 
fox. 	That would ruin everything. 	I went on a few of these 
nocturnal expeditions, heard my share of that glorious music, and 
realized that I was indeed of a different generation. My talents 
ran more to the Charleston at the time, I fear. 

Poppy also was something of a crack shot with a shotgun, and 
his skill kept us in meat during lean years when our smoked ham and 
shoulder would give out during *the winter and he would fare forth 

for quail and duck and always come back with something. He was also 
the kind of a guy who would drive 100 miles to Kansas City to hear 
a symphony when he could afford it, over dirt roads with several 
flat tires figured into the trip, and during the early 20s even had 
a brief fling with the Ku Klux Klan during a wave of anti-jewish 
propaganda which he soon became disillusioned with and never mentioned 
again,p.s long as he lived. In short, he was not the type to shell 
out heard-earned money to pay a doctor to tell him what to do, and 
I suspect Lilts mother had exactly the same approach to life, 
including an infinite capacity for boiled poke greens with vinegar. 



Well, back jo the Cold War. I agree with you that someone 
made a very important decision when FDR dumped Wallace and chose 
Truman, and for the same reasons you suggest. I'm not sure it 
was FDR, except in the pragmatic sense that he realized that 
Wallace was not going to help him get re-elected. Rather I 
would look more toward people like Baruch who represented the 
eastern financial establishment who I think actually made the 
decision that, as you say, turned the world in another direction 
for decades. 	I've always been suspicious about FDR's stroke, 
and particularly so since the series of mysterious and fortuitous 
heart attacks and strokes which blossomed after JFK. 	During 
that later period I had to postulate that maybe there is some sort 
of heart attack or embolism-producing drug that can be administered 
in one way or another. I include such cases as Kefauver, Sen. 
Clair Engle, and Adlai Stevenson. 	If this is paranoia, make the 
most of it. 

But as for that important decision, and as to who arranged 
forChurchill's speech, I know of no record of any of it. I dare say 
we're not intended to know. 

In your letber of 9/12/71, a sort of memorandum to yourself 
on Khrushchev, you raise interesting points with which I certainly 
don't disagree, but which I view from a slightly different perspective 
because of the Chinese factor. 

It may be true, as you say, that Khrushchev's declantion of 
true communism in 20 years may have been an important contributing 
factor in his decision to place missiles in Cuba, but I believe 
other things were probbbl3r more weighty. 

As I see it, Khrushchev's most immediate problem was to 
liquidate the ruins of Stalinism. 	Let's start by defining 
Si-alinism, the end product of Lenin's converting Marxism into 
a dynamic for international subversion based on party discipline 
and backed up by funds from the three Internationals. Stalin 
in turn changed all this into a drive to use communism in other 
countries to support development of "socialism in one country -- 
Russia" and to shore up that process internally by grafting the 
techniques of the church to the Communist Party in Russia. I mean 
by that the confessional -- self-criticism, and the tool of 
denunciation, criticism. Remember that Stalin was educated for 
the priesthood. In fact, never forget it. Because he also 
borrowed another device from the church -- the legend of infallibility, 
and by the time he died it had, of course, ruined hitimc him. 

, Tito defied him first in public, but of course the Chinese had 
defied him long before that. It just hadn't been made public. 
As a matter of fact, it was the Chinese who in 1948 first denounced 
Tito as a heretic to the glorious leader Stalin and thereby put 
Stalin at such a disadvantage that he not only had to sign a 
mutual defense treaty with the Chinese in 1950 and lend them some 
doughi, he also had to agree to give back all- the stuff he had 
looteA in Manchuria. 	It was humiliating enough to have the 
Tito heresy made public, estecially by the Chinese, because it 
shattered the illusion of the world solidarity of Communism and 
the infallible authority of Moscow. It was even more so to 
have to PAY these Chinese upstarts in the bargain, 



Khrushchev's problem, then, was to move on to something 
else that would look more attractive to the Russian people and 
have some plausiblity abroad. It was manifestly impossible to 
continue pretending that no matter what k 	Moscow said, the 
rest of the Communist World would do it without question. 

I was beginning to try to sort all this out in my head 
in 1949 when I was in China again briefly. -. It was the 
imftax Indian ambassador, Sardar K.M. Pannikar, who supplied the 
key: "If you want to understand the international nature of 
Communism," he said, "study the early history of the church. 
Peking is the new Byzantium." 

Since Stalin had come to terms, however unwillingly, with 
his new Chinese allies, Khrushchev was able to turn away from that 
problem for a while, anyway, and try to get other things going. 
(He may have made a mistake, because it was in 1960 that the 
Russians Withdrew their entire technical staff from Riiiiig China 
because of widening differences arising with the Chinese). 

What Khrushchev got going was, internally, a thaw from the 
rigidities of Soainism along with more consumer goods and a great 
new emphasis on increasing food production and the opening up of 
new lands, and, externally, the abandonment of Stalin's hard line 
in favor of co-existence. I agree that the nuclear capability 
situation played a part here, but am not sure that something of 
the sort would not have been necessary anyway both at home and 
abroad. The "ussians were damned fed up with Stalin, as we 
know, and in 1948 the Berlin airlift had proved that it was 
going to take more than Russia* was prepared to pay at that time 
to make Stalinism work abeadd. 

As to whether the L;hinese are moving toward a lessening of 
tensions with the west because of the same nuclear factor, I am not 
at all sure. It may play a part, but not necessarily a decisive 
one. My belief is that they do not now fear a nuclear attack from 
this country, assuming no accidents or other unforeseeable 
developments. They know the American posture has to be shrunk 
in the Western Pacific if only for d1fiestic American reasons, and 
are determined to have a voice in what develops from this situation. 
They also are obviously concerned about the btildup of Soviet troops 
on their border, and know better than we how paranoia works in 
Russia. And above all, they know recent American history and know 
that Richard Nixon is precisely the man, and probably the only man, 
with whom a detente with the United Sates can be reached. He 
helped create the estrangement, did as much as anyone to preserve 
it and prevent anyone wlde from doing anything about it, and therefore 
is the one man who might be used to lessen it wither a minimum 
danger of being assassinated for it. 

Now, back to Khrushchev. While he was doing all this pulling 
back from Stalin's hard line, he still had the problem of preserving 
Soviet prestige among other communist countries.' I think that even 
if his right wing military didn't pressure him -- and we don't know 
whether they did pr not -- he probably felt compelled to take the 
fateful step with Cuba, partly because it was a small island where 
the situation could be reasonably contained (missiles in China could 
not be contained: the Chinese are too independent and were too hot 
to get at Chiang on Taiwan, and the Russians refused to give them 
missiles in that situation) and where also there was also maximum 
propaganda potentiaa because of Cuba's proximity to the United States 
and its value as a stepping stone to the rest of Latin America. 
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In this connectional, when Khrushchev died, a local 

commentator, William Mandel (born in Russia and madehis living for 
years doing translations from the Russian after the House Unamerican 
Activities Committee ruined his career) did a whole bit on why 
the Russians shrugged it off and didn't even bury him in the Kremlin 
wall.. 	Mandel made the point that this was pretty shabby treatment 
for a man who had picked up the shambles left by Stalin, given the 
Russians more freedom than they ever had had before along with more 
consumer goods, all the while calming the international waters with 
his new policy of co-existence which at least gave them some hope of 
peace. 	He then made an extremely interesting and amusing comment 
as to why the "ussians acted in this particular way. He said that 
in the Cuban missile crisis, the majority of Russians actually were 
in sympathy with JFK, that they _4Baw JFK as the prince in Swan Lake 
while old-shoe Khrushchev tip reminded them only of themselves." 

I can believe this. It's an entirely new idea, but I find 
it quite acceptable on the basis of the Soviet Russians I've known, 
who are indistinguishable from the far more numerous non-communist 
Russians I've known. They're all the p epitome of the bourgeois, 
except for the most rare individuals. There is absolutely no 
difference between them in this respect. After all Khrushchev was 
a peasant, a shepherd boy, a miner, a party wheel, but still a man 
who started as a peasant. And I think the Swan Lake prince image 
gets right at the romantic Russian solar plexus. Several years ago 
we saw a Soviet movie about a Red Army gal who was a guerrilla 
sharpshooter (luting the Allied-supported Kolchak counter-rebellion. 
She was an apple-cheeked, husky peasant girl, and she got seduced 
by a slimy Czarist White Guardsman, and the moralizing that came 
out of all this was just what you'd expect, including the agony 
our heroine suffered as she drew a bead on her lover and mowed him 
down when he tried to escape. But you know, he was quite the 
handsomest, most polished man I've ever seen on the screen, the 
epitome of desirable manhood. It was just that he was on the wrong 
side. These people are incorrigibly bourgeois. 

Jenifer has been doing some digging on your behalf and will 
have other things to include here. Anyway, let's hope this cleans us 
up to date and that we can keep more abreast of things from now on. 

All the best, 

jdw 


