N
™~
T

Bradley R. Smith
PO Box 3267
Visalia CA 93267
Tel: 209 627 8757
Fax: 209 733 2653
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Friend:

Sometimes you have to pause, or even take a step backward,
reassess the work you've been doing, then take another run
at 1l from a new angle. Thus letter, then, will inform vou how
it came about that I decided to kill Smith's Report (SR) and
what's on the burner for the immediate future.

The original purpose of Smith's Report was to keep
financial contributors and those who supported me in other
ways up to date on what [ was doing through Committee for
Open_Debate on the Holocaust (CODOH) and the Campus
Project to promote open debate on The Controversy. I wrote
about the successes | had, and about the failures. SR was
never intended as an outreach publication, never had a print
run of more than 700, and I never charged for it. SR was my
way of informing and saving thank you to those who helped
me one way or another.

Making a living with revisionist activism is almost
impossible. I was fortunate in that The Institute for
Historical Review (IHR) provided me with a financial safety
net. While it wasn't enough income to support us - my wife,
our two children and my mother -- it nevertheless added a
note of stability to an otherwise shaky financial picture.
earned additional income from IHR when I was able to
solicit radio and TV interviews for the Media Project.

IHR did not contribute to CODOH or to the
Campus Project. These were my projects and I was entirely
responsible for funding and directing them. Everything was
going swimmingly until the 1993/94 season. The Campus
Project was exploding on college campuses across the
nation. I became so busy simply managing the project,
which included an endless stream of time consuming but
absolutely-necessary-to-do interviews for the print press,
both on and off campus, that 1 couldn'l make time to report
on it fully and publication of SR became increasingly
irregular.

While I was able to raise money to buy ad space and
otherwise promote the Project, I was unable to transform the
success of The Project into enough operating funds to rent
an office, or hire one full-time emplovee. I relied entirely on
our daughter, Magaly, to help me a few hours a week in the
corner of our family room and then out here in the garage.
The more successful the Campus Project became, the more
work | had to do and the less time I had to get on top of it.
There were days when I was on the phone four, five, even
six hours with reporters, editors, students, media people. I
‘was a one-man band. As publication of SR became

increasingly irregular, my ties to my contributor list
weakened. At the same time, developments within
revisionism were beginning to take place which would
further complicale an increasingly difficult situation.

David Cole and I had formed a handshake
partnership to produce revisionist videos and I made it my
responsibility o introduce him into every revisionist circle
possible. My view was that we needed voung men and
women, and particularly young Jews, in revisionism. David
1s talented, knows video, 1s very well organized
mtellectually, and he's courageous. 1 was able to raise the
funds for him to travel to Europe and update all the video
work that had been done 1n the camps in Poland, Austria and
Germany. When he returned he wrote and directed what
remains the most widely viewed revisionist video vet
produced: David Cole Interviews Dr. Franciszek Piper.

Nevertheless, because he's a Jew, there were
misgivings on the part of some supporters about my
association with David. Each time I introduced David into a
new revisionisi circle I would stop hearing from a couple
contributors. | had rather expected that might happen but
had decided up front that I would go straight ahead with
what I thought right. Meanwhile, the profit we made from
selling the Cole/Piper video made up, for the time being,
losses from contributors who had grown uncertain of what
David and I were up to.

About this time The Troubles at [HR began to
affect my income. IHR Staff had rebelled against its
founder, Willis Carto, taken control of the Board of
Directors and thus the Institute. (I've discussed this in back
issues of SR.) I saw the struggle as one for editorial control
of the Journal of Historical Review. Because I understood
that Carto wanied to change the editonal direction of the
Journal, while ] wanted it to remain what it was, I sided
with Staff. For revisionists, the result of the split between
Staff and Carto was profound, as it divided IHR supporters,
perhaps a third of them leaving IHR to support Carto and
his new journal, 7he Barnes Review.

Because | was open in my support of Staff against
Carto, a significant number of those who sided with Carto
stopped contributing to CODOH, and support for Smith's
Report demonstrably weakened. A second direct
consequence of The Troubles was that when Carto initiated
a series legal actions against IHR staff, [HR legal costs
began to drain IHR of its already diminished operating
funds. Consequently, beginning in late 1993, IHR was
unable to maintain the safety net it had provided me with
before. One month THR could send part of what it owed, the
next month none of it. The downward spiral of my financial
fortunes was now too clear to be mistaken. The irregularity
and diminished circulation of SR: loss of contributors
because of my association with David; and, most seriously,
the much diminished support from IHR




You might wonder how, if my financial fortunes
were falling so precipitously, [ managed to provide for my
family on the one hand, and manage the really (forgive me)
brilliant Campus Project of 1993/94 on the other, the fallout
from which is still being discussed on college campuses all
across the country. The answer is simple.

Smith's Report had caught the eye of an especially
important contributor. This one contributor, -- for the
purposes of this letter I'll call him "Mr. C." -- not only took
up a lot of the slack when IHR found itself unable to meet
all its obligations, but funded David Cole's trip to Europe
that made the Cole/Piper video possible, and was, alone,
responsible for funding the largest part of the 1993/94
Campus Project. We were a terrific team. We were going
head to head with mainline Jewish organizations which have
access to budgets of tens of millions of dollars and hundreds
if not thousands of legmen and we were carrying the day.

Nevertheless, Mr. C. was unable to take up all the
slack. I began to borrow money against credit cards to pay
household expenses. At the same time, I was aware of how
all my eggs were ending up in the basket of one contributor
and of the danger which that placed me in. But I was running
like crazy to keep up with The Project and it didn't occur to
me that I should slow down or back off or take the time to
think about security. It was one or the other -- staying on top
of The Project when it was at its most successful, or trying
to plan my financial security. | was riding the tiger and |
wasn't going to jump off in the middle of the run,

Then it happened. Mr. C. suffered a personal
catastrophe. He had to largely withdraw from the Campus
Project. He was finished for the short run, and possibly for
the long run. He did not leave the struggle entirely, he still
helps with part of my household expenses, but it was a new
ball game. There was no one left to pick up the slack. I was
suspect because of my association with David, and suspect
because I supported IHR staff in its struggie against Carto.
My contributor list was smaller than it had been in five
years. The single most significant contributor to The Project
wag financially disabled. Smith's Report was not producing
enough income to warrant its publication. I was three
thousand dollars in credit-card debt.

[ still had one trick up my sleeve. It was because of
this one trick that I was willing to risk walking farther and
farther out on the plank. David Cole was working on a
second video documentary addressing "the physical evidence
for the gas chambers." | was confident I could turn it into a
blockbuster, the first-ever "crossover" revisionist video. It
was the video we were to have had in the fall of 1993 but
couldn't get. Now I would make it the heart of the Campus
Project in the 1994/95 scason, where it would cause
apoplexy among the intellectuals.

But David had begun to run into one brick wall after
another. He couldn't get all the pieces of the video together

the way he wanted. One picce or another was always
missing. The 94/95 Campus Project was delayed, then
delayed again. The promotion and marketing of the video
was pushed back. then pushed back again. The time came
this past February when we acknowledged that we would not
get the second video. We just wouldn't get it. Period. Tt was
over.

I had no more tricks up my sleeve. I was staring at a
black financial catastrophe roaring down on me like a freight
train. There was nothing to complain about. You don't
complain about fate and coincidence. They have their way
with you in any event. By now, the first week in March, I
owed $7.000 on credit cards and another couple thou to my
printer, the telephone company and the rest of that gang. The
freight train was roaring in my ears. There was danger in
every direction | looked. Something was about to, had to,
change.

Then, with a wonderful sense of timing, Willis
Carto wrote an open letter addressed to me accusing me of
all sorts of bad behavior, including the charge that I have
milked THR of a small fortune. He's sending the letter all
over the place. The charges are not true, but many people
will believe them, and I will loose yet more contributors.

There were two things I was certain of: 1 had to meet our
household expenses, and | had to continue to forward the
argument in support of intellectual freedom with regard to
the Holocaust story. I had only two projects to work with, A
newsletter written for a small and diminishing contributor
base, and an unfinished book manuscript.

My heart was with the book manuscript -- that's
where my heart has always been -- but I felt I couldn't take a
chance with the book. No publisher will touch a book on
revisionism writien from the point of view of a revisionist,
particularly the way I write. SR already existed, and it still
had a loyal core of supporters. In the past I had put the
immediacy of the Campus Project or other work first and SR
second. If I wanted to develop a successful newsletter I
would have to put the newsletter first and the rest of it
second.

I would have to get SR on schedule, sell it by
subscription rather than give it away, find a way to market it
to a broad, crossover market because my name has become
mud with too many revisionists, and still use it as a fund-
raising tool. If T couldn't earn an income and fund CODOH
and the Campus Project through the newsletter, I would have
to find some other way to do it. And then, when I had time,
if T ever did have time, I would be able to work on the book
manuscript.

I set to work in December to get Smith's Report on
schedule. Issue 19 went to the printers the first week in
January, issue 20 the first week in February and issue 21 the
first week in March. They were good 1ssues and they were



on time. But by March, my back was to the wall financially.
Plus, at the last moment, I got caught in the middle of the
Faurisson/Cole flap over Struthof. SR21 was completed
when I decided [ had to kill the original lead story (about
David Irving at Berkeley) and some other stuff so that 1
could run the Faurisson letter on Struthof, which between
the lines was critical of Cole, together with Cole's
disrespectful reply to Faurisson.

During the previous three months I had been
racking my brain to develop a solid promotional concept for
Smith's Report but hadn't yet found one. How could I market
SR to a crossover readership? Producing any kind of
periodical is one thing. Doing it at a profit is another. I was
drifting in the direction of increasing the page count and the
number of writers published in it. Sixteen, 20, 24 pages or
more. There ! would have room to do interesting stuff. That
would transform an essentially msider's newsletter into a
package that, possibly, would be marketable to a crossover
readership as well. I felt confident I could get plenty of
material. Of course, a 24-page newsletter would entail much
more work than one with 8 pages. [ would have to put more
work in the newsletter itself, and | would have to put the rest
of my time -- al of it -- into marketing. Marketing is a full
time job in itself. How was I going to set aside time to work
on the book manuscripts? (Yes, there's more than one.)

It was Monday morning, March 6th. I was in the garage at
the computer, and it had finally gotten through my thick
skull that if I wanted to earn a living publishing a newsletter
and fund CODOH's Campus Project with it at the same
time, I would have to devote all my working life -- al/ of i --
to writing, editing and marketing the newsletter. I would
have to really put the newsletter first. I would have to put
the book manuscript last -- permanently. I didn't want to do
that. I really didn't want to put it aside again. I'd spent the
last ten vears setting aside one manuscript after another.

In 1987 1 managed to get one book into print,
Confessions of a Holocaust Revisionist, Part I. Because of
the already increasing work load, I laid Part IT aside so many
times it went stale and I never did fimsh it. In 1992 1
published four excerpts from Part II with the idea of putting
the rest of it out quarterly and using it as a promotional tool
but by then the Campus Project was taking over everything
and I couldn't follow up. The long and short of it 1s I have
three book manuscripts in various stages of completion,
including the one I'm working on now which I call,
tentatively, Break His Bones.

For some reason I was up on my feel now walking
in circles in the little open space in the center of the garage. I
realized I was one small circle away from committing myself

1o a project that would require me to forget the book

manuscripts once and for all. I had reached a turning point. |
was sixty-five vears old. That made a difference. It was as if
I had one last chance to turn to the work I really wanted to
do. T was either going to follow my heart and turn to the
book, or I was going to put the book aside vet one more time
and commit myself to developing a market for Smith's
Report. It couldn't be both. I had to choose one or the other.
Before, it had always been difficult to make that decision.
This time 1t wasn't even close.

SR21 had been at the printers four days, waiting for
a press that was down to come back on line. It was to be
printed that morning. I called the shop and told them to
hold the presses!1'd be right over. I turned to the computer
and wrote out the Notice Notice Notice announcing that
issue 21 of Smith's Report would be the last issue. | beat it
over 1o the printers and pasted the notice up on page seven
of SR21 and I said, Now 1t's ready, go ahead and run it. I
was out of the newsletter business. I was going to turn {o
what the really practical thing is to turn to, in the sense that
no matter how many times vou forget or how many times
you turn to everything else under the sun but what you know
vou should turn to, nothing is ever more practical or
productive than following your heart's desire.

I can hear voices muttering in the background --
What in Aell does that mean? And will it matter?

It means I'm going to put the book before
everything else and complete Break His Bones in the next
four to six months. I've worked on 1t in my spare time for
three vears. Now I'm going to work on it full time until I
have closure. It's not Part Il of Confessions, though it
addresses similar issues. You'll recognize the voice. 1 write
the way I write and my voice 1sn't going to change much
now. | know up front no mamline publisher will touch the
manuscript, I know I'll have to publish it myself, but I know
too that it's a marketable book. I know up front I will be able
to use media, radio, TV, cable, the print press both on and
off campus to promote and market the book myself, and I
know the book will matter.

My relationship with media, which 1s where vou sell
books, is very different now than it was when I published
Confessions. I've learned a lot about promotion since then.
know what media 1s and how it works. Media doesn't care
about newsletter publishers one way or the other, but it loves
book authors. Going to media with a book which, on the one
hand, is about revisionism but on the other is a story told in
the context of one individual struggling against great odds,
together with others, to champion intellectual freedom for an
idea both hated and dreaded by influential social and cultural
forces -- is a powerful media gambit. There is no project I
could possibly represent to media and the public with more
confidence than Break His Bones.




What is oftentimes not understood with respect to
the Campus Project is that in spite of its extraordmary
success in drawing attention to revisionism, it produces no
direct income. | have a family to take care of. Directing The
Project is not a paid position. All the planning, fund raising,
the daily management of The Project, all the follow-up with
reporters, students and other media people, the extravagant
costs in terms of time and advertising money, it's all part and
parcel of The Project, but it produces no regular income and
no guaranteed income. My mug shot in the New York Times
and 7Time magazine are worth the work it took me to get it in
therc but it paid nothing,. I didn't get paid to fly to New York
to appear on Donahue, or to be reviled in a hundred campus
newspapers or in the mainline press. I did it for free. There
was no other way for me lo do it.

Now I'm going to make another way to do it. I'm
going to use the book as the primary (not the only)
instrument of the Campus Project and for opening up media
again. Break His Bones may be the wrong book for many
other purposes but it's a very good book for our purposes. It
will open one door after another. If I can get media for Break
His Bones similar to that which I got for the educational/
political advertisements we ran in the campus press -- and |
have no doubt whatever that I can (I'll discuss all this in
upcoming letters) -- it will change the nature of public
discourse on The Controversy as it stands now. It will draw
supporters in a way the first ads did not, and becausc a book
1s a product, not merely a statement, it will produce new
sources of income. Is that good news or what?

If you are one of those who has been with me for
vears, or who has come on board more recently but has kept
in touch with information or contributions, you will receive a
monthly letter, much like this one but briefer (I hope),
keeping vou up to date on how I am progressing with Break
His Bones, and The Project in general (a couple things are
cooking on that front even while I write this.)

On the surface my situation looks bleak. My credit-
card debt is over $9,000 now. Under the surface | feel
inexplicably hopeful, confident even. I don't know why.
There are some situations in which optimism must be
described as a character weakness. I've told you all this
behind the scenes stufl, maybe more than you wanted to
know. because | think it right that you understand how
significant your support is to me, no matter how modest.

Regards,

Unfinished Business

Re two unfinished items from Smith's Report: Robert Faurisson
has decided to not reply, for the time being in any event, to David
Cole's elaborate response o Faurisson's brief letter regarding the
necessity for further discussion of the Struthof "gas chamber," both
of which I ran m SR21.

Al the same time, I was to have published in SR22 an
open letter from Henri Roques questionng David Cole's account
of what happened in October 1994 at Struthof, where it is agreed
by all sides that David was robbed. Cole's party that day included
Roques, Mrs. Roques, Tristan Mordrel and Pierre Guillaume.
Roques remembers those events very differently than Cole does. |
thought to run Roques' open letter here, along with Cole's reply,
which Cole gave me to understand would be brief. _

Yesterday, however, when [ received Cole's reply to
Roques, rather than the brief reply I expected, I held in my hand
not merely a reply to the Roques open letter, but a 5,000-word
blitzkrieg attack largely on Faurissen's scholarship and Faurisson
himself. Cole says I can edit his letter any way [ wish. I don't think
[ want 1o edit it. It's the kind of letier that only a bomb expert
would feel secure in editing, or someone with a lot more time that [
have at this particular juncture.

I feel some obligation to mark out my own territory in
this Faurisson/Cole fire fight, but I'm going to avoid that
temptation. If I were to state that I believe both Faurisson and Cole
could have handled their disagreements in a more fruitful way, I
would be forced to observe that 1, too, could have handled many
things more productively these last few years, meluding this one.

We may have a Multicultural problem here. Maybe
things are done differently in France than in the United States,
Cole and [ are both Americans, however, and we tend to say up
front what we most want to say. Maybe academics handle these
squabbles differently than non-academics, but neither Cole or
myself are academics.

Meanwhile, I am giving Cole exactly the same space here
I am giving Roques -- one page. 1 am going lo reprint page one of
Cole's 8-page reply to Roques, which is largely an attack on
Faurisson. If you want the full 8-page Cole reply to Roques, send
me a couple bucks and I'll mail it to you. Cole's reply addresses
Faurisson's behind-the-scenes attacks on Cole, Faurisson's
writings on Auschwitz I, Faurisson's theory about why Cole
"fabricated" his Struthof report to me, and observations on the
Faurisson / Irving exchange over Goebbel's diary entry on 27
March 1942 about a "liquidation” of Jews.
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Henri ROQUES 12 February, 1995
90, rue Moslard
92700 COLOMBES

FAX to Bradley SMITH
Clo I.LH.R.

FOR PUBLICATION

Dear Mr Smith,

I read « Another David Cole Adventure in Europe» and also noticed your
advertisement : "NEW. David Cole tells it all to you about his eventful October
1994 trip to Europe in search of the physical evidence for the notorious gassing
chambers, including his entrapment and robbery by the bad guys"(Smith's
Report, Winter 1995, p. 6-8). My wife and I disagree with the version by D. Cole of
his "adventure” in Struthof-Natzweiler (Alsace, France). Being a revisionist, [
would like to put the records straight and tell how things actually happened. I
have contacted P. Guillaume and T. Mordrel in order to confront their recollec-
tions with our recollections. This is what I have to say :

1. On October 26, 1994, we visited the alleged execution gas chamber in that
camp together with D. Cole, an American camerwoman, Pierre Guillaume
and Trystan Mordrel.

2. The six of us we were never locked from outside in the gas chamber in order
to be entrapped in it ! Simply the guard locked the door from inside and he
had to open it once because tourists were knocking at the door, and he told
them that the visit was possible only for people with a special permission
(which was the case for our party) ;

3. The guard cannot in any way be implied in the theft inside Cole's car ;

4. My wife and I remember only one guard ; the same for T. Mordrel ; P. Guil-
laume thinks that two guards came to the "gas chamber" but that only one
stayed ;

5. According to the guard and, later on, to the gendarmes in Schirmeck (near
Struthof), this kind of theft is unfortunately common, especially in a car with
a foreign license plate ;

6. My wife left no purse in our car;

7. The fact that the camera equipment with a tripod was not stolen but only
bags is understandable since it is easier to get away with bags than wi h a
tripod (Cole had taken his camera with hlm)

8. Initially, I thought that it could have been a theft directed against revisionist
people but I do not see anything which could substantiate this and, further-
more, the conversations I had with P. Guillaume and T. Mordrel tend to eli-
minate that possibility ;

9. Cole's version could make the readers believe in an antirevisionist operation
carried out with the complicity of the guards but I don't think it is fair to
accuse the guards of having "entrapped"” us or even perhaps participated in
a theft.

Respectiully,

S iaa

H. Roques
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This is the first page of an 8-page salvo that David Cole
unleashed against Henri Roques and Robert Faurisson. If you
want to read the rest of the letter drop a couple bucks in the post

and I'll mail it to you.
(BRS)

The charges made by monsieur Rogues don't interest me nearly as much as the
history behind this missive. I will digress for a moment before returning to
M. Rogues and his letter. This whole episode actually began with Professor
Robert Faurigson. Since I became known as part of the revisionist "movement,”
Faurisson has been relentless in his perscnal attacks against me. Since the
more I came to know Faurisson's work, the less I respected him as a serious
scholar, I never worried myself about these attacks any more than I concerned
myself over the myriad of cheap shots taken at me from both ends of the
Holocaust spectrum: Neo-Nazis and racists on the "right" have traditionally
claimed that I am a Jewish "agent" involved in a grand scheme to destroy
revigionism from within, Various Jewish and non-Jewish journalists and
activists on the "left" have claimed that I am in fact a NAZI agent, involved
in a grand scheme to "deny" history and, I suppose, help Nazis in some way
(these conspiracy theories are rarely fleshed out beyond the initial charge
of being an "agent" of some kind). I despise ideological dogma with a
passion, and I've long held that if you're hated by extremists of all stripes
and from all corners, than you must he doing something right, so I actually
came to take these attacks as being unwitting compl iments.

Faurisson first attacked my "Piper" video by stating that since he,
Faurisson, had already told the world that Krema 1 in its present state was
not genuine, no more dialogue on the subject was needed. Dr. Piper's
admissions were unnecessary, because the "word" of Faurisson should be enough
to convince anybody. Now, by that time I had come to believe, after a
thorough investigation of Faurisson's claimsg, that the "word" of Faurisson
should, instead, be immediately sugpect. Besides, the point of the "Piper"
tape was to show that a world renown Holocaust scholar - someone who ig NOT a
revisionist - admits that Krema 1 is not genuine. The opinions of
revisionists were irrelevant in this context. The fruit of the "Piper" tape
wag that after its release the Auschwitz State Museum changed its spiel and
now touriats are told that the interior of Krema 1 in its present state is a
post-war remodeling 7job.

There was something troubling about Faurisson's assertion that I need not
have investigated Krema 1 because he had already made his pronouncement on
the issue, and therefore it is now dead. In fact, many of the points
Faurisson and other revisionists have made about Krema 1 are dangerously
fraudulent. I'1l give you my opinion of a few of Faurisson's favorite points:
The fact that the "Zyklon B induction chimneys" are not gas tight is
irrelevant because we know they were added after the war. The fact that the
door on the southeast zide of the room is not gas tight (and has no glass in

.the peephole) is likewise irrelevant, as we know that this door was added

AFTER the supposed "gas chamber" phase of this room. Also irrelevant is the
wall in front of this door, that blocks the view from the peephole. This wall
was added after the "gas chamber" phase. The flimsy wooden door, also on the
southeast side, is irrelevant because it, too, was added after the "gas
chamber” phase. And the fact that the door on the northwest gide has panes of
glass in it is moot because there was once a dividing wall on that side of
the room, in which was located the door that would have been the door to the
. "gas chamber." This wall was knocked down erronecusly by the Soviets, who
were trying to restore the room to what they believed it looked like during
its "gas chamber" phase. That there is a doorway without a door, or evidence
of hinges, which leads to the crematorium ovens is irrelevant because a door



