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o John F itrgern_!d Kennedy |

Warren Commission

N Assassination report
~ stands test of time

The Warren Commisgion Report gen-
ersdly has “held up” under {he seruti-
ny of the worid in the 0 years sihce

1 ] the Kennedy assussinabioh.

That is the shared opinios of many
who were cloasly jnvolved with 1he in-
vestigation that finally was w rapped \Ip
g 15 velumes of svidene and testimo-

mll'

was in the printing of the one-yolume
condensation of the 26-volume Teport.
Se many of the Cynanswered'’ ques-
fiong were answered “'if anyone 1ok the
lime 1o see the entire i volumes and
to ghudy them..."”

Alexander, the proseculor who 15 in
nrivale law practice wday &t 506 Fidel-
ity LIon Bulding Dhae s, adiid.

By LARRY GROVE
wiaff Writer

T WAS TO BE a day, like the day

of Pear] Harbor, that anyooe oid
enough to comprebend amd tev]
would never forget.

They would remember, precisely,
even where they stood, what they felt,
when the news came that the Presi-
dent had been shot.

It was Nov. 22, 1963, the day a
youryy; President died, the day we said
goodby to Camelot.

In Dallas, where it happened, the
morning began with a dreary rain that
stopped by mid-morning. The exuber-
ance of a swelling crowd at Love Field
grew as sun broke through and bathed
the scene. Air Force One was landing,
now rolling to B stOp.

A Secret Service man Zoaxed some
of the crowd back from the open black
limousine where the President ard the
First Lady would ride. "We want it to
look nice when they firat see it,'' the
agen’ was siying. He wiped a finger-
print away with a handkerchiel.

President John F. Kemnedy, his hair
appearing redder than usual over a
Flotda tanned face, stepped outside.
And the cheering swelled when 1he
First Lady, dressed In Jovely pink, ap-
peared.

“Jackiet Jackie!" the crowd was
BAying.

Cov. John Comally, wife Nellie . ..
the smiling Vice President Lyndon
Baines Johnson and his Lady . . . they
were all here, and nothing could be
really wrong with the Democratic par-
1y or 1he country Whett it was unfuid-
Ing.

The tour of Texas ciiies had been
announced Sept. 17. It came as a move
to meal wounds in the ziate’s Demo-
oratic party. Liberals led hy BSen.
Ralph Yarborough publ.cly had ex-
presased anger {hai they weren't getting
the favors they deserved for their work
iti 1960. They had helped the JFK-LBJ
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= " JFK. TEN YEARS IATER

HE DALIAS TIMES HERALD

Fren the conversations of compan-
bons thil day, idle 1alk beiween repart.
ers in one car of the motorcude, come
ba i

The molorcade pasges m Texas In-
slruments plunt. There are coowds out.
And ooe reporter quips, Soinewhere,
Erik Jonsson is joting down the name
of amyme who isn't out waving . . S

lameon, of oourse, had greeted the

mit at his arrival. For this visit,
ag hesd of the aponsoring business-
mpun’l commitiee, he had taken a lead
in swig @ it that Dallas oould be &
gracom bost city.

guidenly, the mmorcade slopped.
Trodie?t Not at all. Exubecant Demo-
°Ta 4 Fﬂj‘ [liﬂ'l.fl-lll had detained the
mozﬂ- Sopn it was SMing up
again. Crowds three and Jour deep
lined every inch ol the way: apd once
the gpetoreade eplered into the canyons
of (i downdown butldings, there was
gcanely room for the molgreade 1o get

A RAPHER with an unior-

pistol-grip on his formidaide
tum‘:._ i stopped by & Secrel Service
canmt wge can't be tow careful,” he

agen% 0 r mOvES Ol
says;: pewa phol gTraphe

T#

crowd 12 cheerful; it is noon in

Dallas snd everyone, just evETyune, is
out. The Presigent is wWAvInE. Adl is
right with the world.

The motorcade turns right off Main,
and the Records Buuding is on its
yight mow, the orange-pink  Texas
School Book Depositary is just ahead,
and the cars just ahead have made
their turn ftoward (he Triple Under-
PAES.
“You can't say now that Dallas
doesn’t love you,”" Nellie Connally says
1o the President.

And then the shots. Three. No more.
No jess. And after 10 years, those who
heard shots belore could drum them oul
in their exact and awful cadence. They
spunded like mortar shells, echoing
there where the ctowds mulfle sounds,
and, to no one in particular, you say
that amd add, “And ! know he's dead.”

To those who were there, the knowl-
edge that the world would never guite
be the same again came in a sickening
seooind,

Men and women would act cut their
parts, methodically as robois, because,
well berause.

GOVERNOR CONNALLY, who had
been bhdly wounded himsell, would say,

I:-!t 'E._

vizel doan . . . get down . ., they're
wrying 1o kil us all .. S

Connatiy would recall later that it
was his belief the first of three shots
siruck Kennedy, that he was hit by the
second bullet, and the third was the fa-
tal shot' that hit the President’'s head.
(ov. Unnnally would recover; the Pres
ident would nol.

Iy the Vice President's car, A
trained agent nained Rufus Youngblood
would throw his body over Johnson's.

A clolhing menufacwuring executive,
wht had broughl a little home movie
camerz, wolld hold his sights on the
scene as blood ran crimson {rom the
President’s head.

The-a were helpless cries in the
crowd. Cries of anguish, that came
ol sirnply CAwwwwww, and
“{hhhhhh Ged!! God!"

And, just us mechanically, all four
doors of this news car have swiung
open:  suddenly everyore is outside,
with tke stunned molorcade watchers.

Jacqueline Kennedy, an Arnerican
princess, is a rose blur on the back of
the Presidential limousine. s she leap-
ing oul — a lirst impressiaon — por was
she trying to reach lor agent Clint Hill,
who wis jumping onto the car to pro-
fect the ocogpants?

In the next =plit secund, the notor-
cade has disappeared. Sirens are waila
ihg 4s toe presidentia]l car rates 1o
Parkland Hospital in a futile try st
Ife-sav ing.

Polvxe are surging towanrd, and into,
the Schoul Book Depository.

A young woman, sprawled on the
pavempeni  and  walling, is  sobbing
“They 've shal wur Presidentt” There
are tears the ke of which remirs
vor of 4 stained 2lass window in an
old church somewhere, of 8 Mary at
the [ox ol a ¢ross.

“Was the President hit?” vyou ask,
dumbly. knowing |he answer.

“(Ohbhhhihhh!'', the lady waiis in

aniuii,  ‘The baliet hit bis head and
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