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" Oswald saw to that.

) lookﬂn'oughtheeyeofamomlens
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. By SID MOODY (. '5
Associated Press Staft Writer '

. DALLAS—The sorrowful year
has passed and the motorcade has

turned the cormer and vanished,
into the shades of history. ’

The shots ring only in the heart,
Thoyellowlightsoftheclocl;sign .

are winking

another time now,
" But for some the hour it signals
is still 12:30 November 22, 1963—
the moment their separate lives -
collided at that fated crossroads. -

Their lives bave gone om, but
they aren’t the same, Les Harvey

Not the same for the camera
hobbyist who must steel himself to .

Kﬁ o&co hgo saw sudden blood.
or the widow misty with grief
at the sight of the family station
wagon in the driveway—empty.
Not for the graying woman firey

. &nd sngry in her struggle to clear .

the pame that marks her, Not for

the tall, thoughtful man of power

who admits his power is mo ;
protection against the tremor he ,
fee]satasuddenuoise,beittoxﬂy :
the pop of a burst balloon. Not for .
the mother who drives '
as &0 why |
she did sot see more than she did
in the stranger welcomed into her '
home, '
These are the people of' the !
assassination and & year has not |
healed all their wounds.

Kinship of Tragedy :

Some still mourn. Some hide
their gorrow and shock in work.
the tragedy bas touched ;
lightly. Some it has made wealthy
—and one of them would gladly ,
trade -the wealth for ber loss. .
Others look for riches. One
crouches on the floor and listens .-
for voices none else can hear’

Another fears a mysterior .

p Ro. . -
N . 1

_ﬂ, -va;pasvm'ie&;s.ﬂ:eyever
ere — governor, schiuuiboy —and
housewife. But nwm

can érace a kinshi
g:yblood of a fallen president.
They tell their stories:

ABRAHAM ZAPRUDER -

Abraham Zapruder, balding,
emotional clothing merchant,
happy to be out of New York's
harried garment district and
working in a Joft next to the Texas .
School Book Depository. He walked
out into the noonday sun to see the
president and, at his secretary’s
urging, had brought his camera.
Zapruder had been taking movies
of his children for 25 years and .
when the presideptial limousine
came into the viewlinder of his
zoom lens he began taking pictures
reflexively, pictures that would
neverdie.. .. -

“] heard the shot and saw the
president grab his heart and lean
over towards Jacqueline. I thought
he was making believe saying ‘Oh,
he got me’ but then I'thought ‘no, a
president wouldn’t be joking.' Then
another shot broke his head open. I
started yelling ‘they killed him,
they killed him’. But I kept on
taking pictures with the limousine
disappeared, still eiming through
the viewfinder.”

Zapruder went back to the office .
kicking at desks in a mixture of
grief and disbelief. Months later
when he saw the pictures he had
sold o Life Magazine he- was too
stricken to talk. . .

Only now has he agreed to talk
to a newsman. Whem he was
through, his eyes were moist. But
he prided himself on getting
through the ordeal of remem-
brance without breaking down.

He has a new .camera now. The
manufacturer took the old ome for

He was glad-ts:gca it ‘
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~ T don’t shoot as many pictures '

a8 ifd. When 1 pick “Mup<her
camera and put it next to my eye
it's tough. It’s taken a little starch i
out of me.” And when he thinks <
about the street outside, where it -
happened, he feels'a cramp, “like °
a cramp in my heart.” - :

MARINA OSWALD

For Marina Oswald, life is a
Cinderella dream compared to the -
cheap apartments and beatings she
knew, a year ago. She lives in a
modern 3-bedroom brick house in a
Dallgs suburb. It is air conditioned,
has pmodern appliances imcluding -
the washing machine Lee Harvey
Oswald bad promised her the night
before he shot John Fitzgerald
Kennedy. )

She is enjoying a life her @
saturnine husband denied her. She
wears lipstick, frets over her-:
hairdo like any 22-year-old, buys
stylish clothes from the ‘Neiman-

Marcus store, likes beer and the :

cigarettes ber husband once °

.slapped her for smoking. She has :

periodic dates at the Music Box, a °
dimly lit private club near
downtown Dallas that offers drinks
and dance music and the gaiety of °
fun-seeking young people. :
She ‘will chat, in passable '
English, abouf how she likes life in -
Texas and about her two little ®
daughters on whom she dotes.

" She will not discuss Lee or the

V

assassination although she has said
she loved him, a man who,
somehow changed from the one she ‘
married. ’ . i
She lives comfortably but aot i
Javishly on the $100,000 she
received from donations and |
magazines. She stands $o make :
another - $50,000 or so on a book !
being writlen by Priscilla Johnson, |
one of two American newswomen |
who interviewed Lee Harvey,
Oswald in Russia. She is not-
unaware of her monetary potential,
She became furious,at a Dallas.
.aewsman for releasing her,
+ husband’s Russian diary. She could :
- have made $100,000 from it if she ;
had sold it instead of the fraction

i of what she did receive._ . :
q"_'rmar two children (o 100 ok out

make a little money.”
She _paid $12,500 to break an
1 eg(cluswe. 10-year contract she had
-signed with ber first advisers. She
later broke with & Dallas lawyer -
who had been managing her affairs
andhasnowmmmedthejobto
Declan Ford, a geologist, end his
Russan-She n-bora wife, T
is suspicious of being had
and at times she has been, said a.
mlafmﬁho had uonce :igvzsed 3
arina  Osw. is w. of
those who would treat herargs a

167%868" told one man, o :must

. jbeen close to her, “is not Marina’s

color.”

AMOS LEE EUINS

Amos Lee Euins, 16, schoolboy
who went with friends to the end of .
the motorcade route because he
thought they could get a better.
view than in the crowds downtown. .
He saw the President fine. And - -
also saw a rifle being withdrawn
from the sixth floor of the :

Ever since the phone_has

rigging at the Euins home. ULan it
E%w‘m a heavy veice saying
;Amos btlaﬂh? be ca,refull with what -
e 5ays. ve a complete of
what he told police.” P . ooy
. “I| got a phone call just last
weely” said Amos’s mother, Eva,
0. “Twenty mimutes later e
called back. It sounded Lke the .
same heavy voice. I don't think it’s ',
a prank ‘cuz nmo grown manm is
going to play that much. It makes .
me uneasy, & really does.” - e
" The Euins told police but didn’t
ask for protection and none was

offered. There bave been a lot of < |
< crank calls ¢o figures in the

~
*

“But {’ou know dren.”_said
His mOwer. “They can't see as far

crawling in a hole and ing out
of sight. But you can't mend
e the Tights w1l burn all &

: ill burn ight
at the Euins’. : ‘mgh .

ROY TRULY

dRoy_mely_, :nax_xager ﬂ‘:,ef the -
lepository, slight, kindl Iaan
Who hired. Oswald. . . "

“‘Business has been very good
this year. Whether it is due to the
publicity, we just don’t knmow. .
Every one was sort of feeling his
way around the first few moaths -
but we've been so busy, people -
have put it out of their minds. :
There have been a Jot of books

f moved around up there since that -
v :

“Sometimi ésiflhappexziopassa -

‘certain spot I remember Oswald, *

or if I look out the window to the
underpass I get a little grim” But I
go on about my business because
that’s what I‘have o do.” :

A. C. JOHNSON

A C Johmson, lanky,

, shuffling
Texan who was Oswald’s land-
lord

MRS, MABII:!A OSW#-.’.‘- :




Fpatefing phone calls warning
him $fnot to talk” got so bad he
lost housekeeper, Mrs. Earlene

Roberts, who was afraid someone :
might bomb the house. He got an
unlisted pumber and nothing has |
People from all over the country
drop by occasionally. to see"
* Oswild’s room, vacant einos the !
assassination. It's really only a
tiny sdlcove woff the dining room,
* barely big enough for the bed,
neafly made, a few cheap wall
- decorations above the head. Just a
bed.- Why doesn’t he move # out,
get rid of it?
“Well, you just got to get used to
these tln'nyés.j & et

“If I'd been smart, I'd have
made some money out of this but
you don't think about it at the
time.” He grinned. “The police
have all Oswald’s bedding still. I
wish I could get # back. I might -
rip it up and sell the pieces. I .
heard they were selling strips of
the Beatle’s sheets for $25 each.

WARREN REYNOLDS

Warren Reynb]ds, young used
b

car salesman, gave chasa %
Ofwdld —diter the shooting o

Patrolman J. D. Tippit. . .
Friendly, leaning against one of
his cars in the warm Texas sun,
Reynolds looks unmarked until he .
-shows you the scars on his right
temple and left jaw, the marks of
@ .22 bullet that passed through his
head, It happened last Jan, 23 in
the basement of the little office
building on his lot. A an who
bad been lying in wait fired once
as Reynolds was about to flick the
lights. Reynolds staggered
upstairs, the gunman following,
The gunman stared at him,
fled. Two witnesses said he seemed

to bave a dark complexion, and
carried a rifle, The only evidence |
is the bullet. Reynolds is lucky to °

be alive. Lucky?

‘
'

then .

He doesn’t know if the man will |

come back. Or even why he came
in the first place. “Nothing was
stolen. And you don’t bold wp
someone with a rifle.

““I don’t live like I used to.”

His house is ringed by floodlights
“he can tum on in an instant. He
bought a dog. He doesn’t take
walks at night. There is always

someone at the lot with him after -

dark..He aorries; Aboyt_himseJf.
-About his family. .

-Reymnolds’ shooting had

“I'ye er had hts  with
people.*'lg believe you%eii'ﬁ'a\u
customers good they'll treat you
.good.” He had just given a set of
\tires free to a customer who said
"¢the opes on the car Reynolds had
sold him were no good.

TheWarrenCommissionsaidin;

. its report it could find mo evidence
any
connection with the assassination
or Tippit's murder. But there isn’t
any concrete evidence at all one
way or another except ¢he bullet.

Tl;;Any thc;nme(:l:ia:u? Ith don.’tl'lr::il‘;)wE

t’s worrying thing. I’

know. Nobody knows. It’s weird.”

MRS. TIPPIT

Mrs, Tippit, mother of three,
widowed by Lee Oswald in his dash
to somewhere . . .

She is rich mow. She would
rather have her hushand.

Just last month the money she
has received from people the world
over was distributed by the court.
Prior to that she had been getting

. by on her police widow’s pension of

$225 a month. The court gave Mrs.
Tippit a check for $312,916. Another
$330,946 was placed in trust for her
two boys, 14 and 5, and daughter,
11. Zaprudefr—répurtédly gave $25,-
000 to the fund from meoney paid
for*his movies.

In the dining room of her three-
bedroom bungalow is a picture of
the Kennedy family with' an
inscription from Mrs. Kennedy:

“There is another bond we share.
We must remind our children all
the time what brave men their
fathers were.”

“It’s hard to go on when the one
you loved and lived for is gone,”
says Mrs. Tippit.” There’s often no
point to anything. But I have three
of his children whom I love very
much and that’s a big responsibil-
ity. When so many people write
trmatiffey” are thinking asg-pragin=g

SN

' for You—w u kno s
to &9 your bs’fs"? w__you ve got

' Bank Paid "Mortgage
- An acquaintance said: “It's nice
she got the money and all but she - -
* had that inner stuff that made ita
foregone conclusion ehe would
raise her family well no matter .
what.” . )
The future? The mortgage has
been paid off by a Philadelphia
bank as a gift. The hoys have been
offered  scholarshi to Texas -
A&M. She still has not bought the
rug her husband planned to buy
last Christmas, “We didn’t have
one when J.D. was with us. So
what’s the hurry now?” Maybe the -
- house will be painted and she will
buy a new car. ’
“Everytime I see the old one in
;I:e driveway I think J.D. ought to

inside.”,

MRS. OSWALD ~

And in another city, Fort Worth,
apother mother grieves. And
seethes . . ... :

In the sitting room. of her small
two-family house Mrs. Marguerite
Oswald spoke of ber battle to -
redeem her son, adjudges.ag
assEssr TBove the sofa where she
sat was a reproduction of -
Whistler’s painting of his mother.

Mrs. Oswald sat, then stalked the
room, then doodled vigorously on a
scrap of paper while she talked on
about how her son was a “Patsy”,
how the Warren Commission had
failed history, how she would never
give up uniil she wvindicated her-
son. She plans a book—*‘with
beautiful pictures”—on his burial,
then a later full scale book-on the
whole case. v .

“I'm doing this fo honor my son, .
Even if he was guilty he should not
be forgotten. I know the television
and the press ‘will be full of
President Kemnedy Nov. 22 and not
Lee Harvey Oswald. But I'm not
going to let him just be buried,
He's history just as President
Kenmnedy is. . :

“Why shouldn’t there be-as much

pathy for me as tha Presi-

sym
dent’s family? After all, my son

was murder

—

-




Takas:Unpopular Positim=—=—r

he slaps ber down. I admire that,
It shows character, good upbring-
- ing. What man wouldn’t do that?

didn’t want to take things from
those Russian frineds of Marina’s.
'He wanted to support his wife
himself. That shows principle. And
where did he get that principle?
From his mother!

A
- | iinE-Tee was a

“So he hit his wife? She came °
over here and started smoking, °
wearing lipstick, getting . Ameri-- | .
capized so fast, running around. So

“] am proud Lee Harvey Oswald

“They say Lee Harvey Oswald '
threw a toy gun at a sitter when he -
was little. Well, lah-de-dah, how -

many little boys don't throw ioys

around? The commission had to -
have this. environment business to :

strengthen their evidence.
“I am

an unpopular -

position but at least I sleep well. If _:

this is what I must do, I will. If
anybody today or tomorrow wanted
to do away with me, I would at
least know I had spoken and not
bhad my mouth closed as my son’s
was. ‘

“My evidence (she won’t disclose
it until she feels the time is right)
would support the fact that there
was more than one -assassin. I

s

—abiRS, J. D. TIPPETT

»

“. distance

- Patsy. I think
President Kennedy was a victim of
people in the State Department. I
think we have a good government

but there are, as in any business, a -

few corrupt le in government.
Thank Godpg Oswald. had a

" ..} mother, They didn't bank on her

when .they planned this, It's
frightening to think what would
have happened if I had kept quiet
like my sons and Marina.”

Will Press Inquiry

She-has mot seen Marina since

last winter, thinks her daughter-in-

- law may have been brainwashed

into accepting the Warren Report.
Why, she said striding across the
loor, didn’t the commission glve
the courtesy to cross-examine
itnesses? Why didn’t Marina and
r own son, Robert, consult her,

" “the head of the family,” before

testifying?

She sat down again. “I do feel I
have accomplished a bit in the last
11 months. I'm still in demand by
the press and TV which proves I
am telling the other aide of the
story.” o

She will press on with her own
investigation, which has cost her
over $1,000 as well as $300 in long

i calls to the Warren
. Commécsion, ey

“1 have had mo help from any
groups,” said Mrs. Oswald, gazing
out the open front door through a

RSy

racticing. . been
Iz:lone. T've done every bit alone.”

* MRS. RUTH PAYNE

And there was another woman

thought she did. . . .
Mrs. Ruth Paine is 32, fall,
bright and troubled. She is troubled

of the assassin in the sullen man
who was a guest in her home,

sheltered.
She sits in the very room.whel:e
Oswald once sat playing with his
children and hers, and wonders if
“Thiéré-was anything she might have
_dggg,anythi’ng. — e

- told Lee

drizzle to the football field where
some high school boys we:eﬁ/

who knew Lee Harvey Oswald. Or .

because she failed to see any trace’

whose wife she had befriended and .

S

" “Oswalds chances to murder i
one of which might have snapped.

Suppose I had not had a birthday -
party the weekend before the
assassination and Marina had pot
to stay away? I am left
with the speculation whether this
tiny matter might have made a
difference.”

The might have beens: A kinder

"word or a closer look into the

blanket where Oswald hid his rifle,
perhaps a little more perception of
the man who lounged almeost

- wordlessly around her home for six

weekends, perhaps a little more
adding of two and two of the little
-foreshadowings.

But it was not to be and Ruth
Paine now lives with the fact that
from her home went the man who
killed the President of the United

. States, the home where her small

children were now quietly coloring,

.where TV crews and reporters and

authors offering to write ber story

.have swarmed, a home with a

pleasant backyard in a middle
class suburb. - ] !
She lives with it well. ,“My
feelings -are very much involved

‘but I must live so, for imstance,

I'm also involved in a neighbor-
hood nursery.” She wonders what
demons drove Lee Oswald and
wonders what {o give the children
for lunch, She warms some coffee
and laughs at some of the rumors
that she was part of an assassina-
tion plot, about the meighbor who.

.thought his house wa$ being

bugged because his TV went fuzzy
every night only to discover it was
caused his ing on his
eleciric blanket, about the

. schoolboy who interviewed her as
‘ part of a class groject and said his

teacher wanted to know -if she

_believed in God” and was a

“T said I certaini'y"did believe in
God and was not a Communist and
would rather have people ask than

‘ wonder.”

To wonder, Ruth -Paine. is

. wondering why she did. not see
. more deeply into Oswald, and has

been talking to a psychiatrist.
“There is no usefulness in Dallas
gaving after the Warren report ‘oh
Aedving-si-at

_boy we're clean’ and-ledviz;

. Sl
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'Gm-i-i\’is the same as—my-2qgt
critidizing myself for not seeing

Oswald coming. I'm not going to ;
let it worry me inordinately but I |
be Josmg [

; rtuz{xtyvlvfo‘;madn k wh tha"l
opportunity i idn't ask whether
I was blind to Lee Harvey Oswald
due to some defect, because I have °

opportunities to be blind every day, - .

with my children, anybody.” :
To wonder. Did Marina Oswald
nag and belittle her husband into a
homicidal ‘rage by mocking his
dreams of power? :
“You could look at #t another
way. She might have been saying
‘Live in your emnvironment, honey,
that's where I like you.’ Nagging?
She’s just over here from Russia
and sees all the new bouses and
washing machines and wants her
husband to get her some too, Well,

.- why zot?”

. after * his

To wonder, Ruth Paine, a young .
moth_ermixedupin:l;fdbusiness of .
running a oursery 2 woman
mixed up in a national tragedy, °

wonders as_the nation does as to |-

why Oswald did it. And her

answers are not better—and no "

worse—than any one else’s, She .
doesn’t know.

“TTJACK RUBY
hmA:'x'd the other killer. What of

Jack Ruby stares at the walls of
his cell, plays dominoes with the !
guards who constantly watch him, -
tugs the remaining hairs from his
head. He has tried to commit
suicide three times by banging his

head against a wall, hanging ;
d

himself with his frousers en
jamming his finger into an electric
light socket. He asked a psychi-
atrist to get down on'the floor of
his cell with him to listen to the
screams of the Jews who were
being castrated and boiled in oil.
“All of the Jews are being killed -
because I killed a Communist,” :
says Ruby. He begged one of his -
lawyers, Joe Tonahill, to kidnap his
sister and brothers before they are
slaughtered and take them some
Pplace where they will be safe. '
A psychiatrist who examined him
trial said ‘he was -
technically- insane and rec- ;
ommended Ruby be committed to .
a bospital immediately and put '
under close supervision. In any -
event his lawyers hope to have his

—JE

-trial appealed by the end of the

¥ Ruby cares he doesn’t seem to
%-if'vv&'—igy}le would ;:Q?l?mx' to

P

. - management, his beloved dogs he

Henry Wade, the prosecutor who

‘ronvicted him ¢o die, than o his

own lawyers, ;
He sits in his cell. His' mind
possibly gone, his night club closed
reopened under new

- called his children given away. He

keeps but two things in his cell—a
Bible and a picture of John F.

Kem;ujz . td*_-s_'
“THE DOCTORS

There were other players in

those November days—the profes- -

sionals, men to whom death is no
stranger. A priest. A doctor. A po-
liceman. . . . : .

. The doctors at Parkland Hospital
are still there. Dr. Malcolm Perry,
who worked over both the
President and Lee Oswald, is an

" assistant professor of surgery and
ti answerscalls’ooﬂ:eemgrgex_n—
cySroom. Dr. Charles Carrico is

now in his- second year as a
resident in surgery. They have
made their reports, given their
testimony. They don’t want to-talk

' any more of the assassination.

But one of them said “it is
something you're not likely to
forget. When you lose someone,
whoever it is, it gives you a jolt.
When it is the President, it jolts

- you particularly, What we did we
" have done many times in the past.

Andwewilldoitmgm.r.nmesm

{

| 1 FATHER HUBER

!

Ehas a photographic memory. He
memorizes his sermons. He

remembers the first person he
gave last rites to years ago. He

the President—*I noticed the
whiteness of his feet and thought

and he remembers just as vividly
a woman lying in the street after

\

an accident in front of his church.

“The assassination doesn’t haunt '

me. Maybe it is because I am a
priest. I have seen a lot of people
ie inistering to the Breside

ather Oscar Huber, C. M., 71, .

vividly recalls giving last rites to -

‘there is no blood in this man’ ”— |

was my duty and I did it.”

v

T SGT.DEANTTY

Sgt. Patrick Dean bhas "a !
memory, too. It is of the smoke !
from Ruby’s pisto] curling upwards
info a ray of sunlight after Ruby
shot Oswald. Dean was in charge
of security in the basement.

“This was the biggest thing that
has ever happened to me. One of ,
the greatest men of the century is
assassinated by one of the sorriest

MBS, MARGUERITE CS¥¢Aiha

S e



GOV. CONNALLY

and we goofed and let him be
ed. Sure, we all still have it or

Do? Keep working, try to be &~
good cop. Dean does, and it is no!
often that he thinks backwards and
sees the smoke, hazing a sunbeam.

-~ GOV. CONNALLY

There was another man shot
November 22. :

Although Gov. John B. Connally
still has trouble extending his right
arm, his clasp is firm when he
greets you. He appears tan, re-
laxed, composed. He campaigned
for re-election, only this time it
was different.

The crowds make him uneasy.
ghey recall the crowd on another

ay.

“I am extremely sensitive to louc
noises. A car backfiring or a bal-
loon popping. I have a very marked

" reaction.”

He has driven in several motor-
cades since Nov. 22 and does nof
like the feeling. He has driven
down Elm St. past the book depbs-
‘itory a number of times.

“I never go by without reliving
the tragedy. But it is nothing you_
can run from. You develop a men-
tal condition_that permits you to’
think about it without being over-
whelmed.” Nonetheless he and his -

Family Dfawn Closer “—
\ The assassination and his-own
near-death have left other marks
on the governor. -
“I have a greater realization

- that you never can be sure when

- your time may come and so-you .

- have little time to be shallow or

selfish. I try to devote more con-
scientiously whatever emergy and
talents I may have that will have
a lasting effect both on my family
and the problems of this state.
“It’s also drawn our family clos-
er together.” And it has created a
desire to go off alone and think.

“That’s why I like to go down to

the ranch and just ride around or
. a horse or in a jeep and look a!
the grass,-look at the cattle, ac-
mije the wildflowers.” ‘
' ecently the governor and his-
wife visited several other neigh-
boging States and presented thei
ﬁovemors with paintings of wild-
owers on his ranch.

“It was a choice determined by
an appreciation of beautiful things
By the magnificence of nature, a
desire to give something personal.

. I don’t know if I would have done

something like that a year ago.”
Cz i
. &74t50 THE PLACES

Those are some of the people.
There are also the places.

The little colonnade on Dealey
Plaza, a small triangle of grass,
was draped with bunting for the
Texas State Fair, On the other
side of the columns are the plastic
floral decorations, some dusty and
weathered, some new. Someone
has pinned a blank check from

- the Brownfield Bank & Trust Co.

to a wreath and written on the
back: “To a very great man who .
was very brave and a good leader.”

“A great man we should not forget.

God bless his wife and children”

—a note from someone in Shoals, *

. Va. People have come from
exico City; Iquitos, Peru; Lau-
anne, Switzerland; Garfield, N. J.,

d written their little tributes,
Turning to the right and looking
over a small pool you can see the
" sixth-floor window of the book de-

pository, stacked high with cartons.

Cars rush by in a steady blur and
there are always a few people,
pointing, snapping pictures or jus
%d%looking at a gpat ip the

road. .- iee. |

d_the “elty? Whowcsir—sny.
espite th.e._.m.any who have tried. .
what a city is thinking? But: un- |
like six months ago there are
Kennedy souvenirs now in shop
windows. A camera store has an
illuminated display of colored slides

of the depository, 50 cents
- slide. B4 per

Oswald’s Grave N

The last visit was to Rose Hill
Memorial Park on the outskirts of -
Fort Worth, The only marker is a
metal plaque in ground and the
words strike the eyes with almost
physical force. “Lee Harvey Os-
wald, -Oct. 18, 1939-Nov. 24, 1963.”
. The grass in the hilly graveyard
is brown from the summer's dry-
ness but this plot is bright green
and a young tree and two small
bushes are growing. The mother,

‘s

they say, comes and cuts the -

grass that is so carefully watered.
There are a plastic cross and a
plastic floral wreath without in-

-seription.

The gaze tries to penetraté the

sod. What expression lies beneath?
The proud affection of the newly-
wed in Minsk? The swagger of the

" backyard photo with pistol in~the

belt and rifle in hand? The defiant
smirk of the first night in the
Dallas jail? The shock, gasp when
the fatal bullet struck home?

. The emotions _suddenly rise. It
is time to go, quickly without look-
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