Mama Oswald
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jrialioy :"sa’um, Sﬁﬁh‘i’ &

sookaihis voce s Bexible
e ad she uses like &
s ibble abter svilable thud-
beoidess ypon the hstener’s ear.
poriiny face s folded into fron wrin-
o and by tubudar Brame s neatly
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© UBhe oy opot o4 ow omarn we have oot
inwguntersd  betore She's the  woman
whes treads on your toot in the bus and
s ko berate vou lor i, sighs Jean

Staftord. who tan now be o little calmer -
sabiither encouner with the mother of

the man whe  aeveodnated President .

K(‘mn"\']} But ve ononths ag‘o when
Mins Stafford went 1o Fogpt Worth, Texas,
fo dntervew her aapelled by van
FROUmOHS Cnostty e osee what had pro-
duced Lee Hamgey Oswald,” the -experi-
£D0E was nery e-shatterng .

The result of those nterviewsi'a thin
liatle book with big type, stands as a
masterpiece o character stady and a
gem of personal jourmalism.

T Mrs Oswald emerges as
+ woman almost too terribing to believe,
 woman whuse first a0 upon hearing
of ber son's mvoh ement with the assasss
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saved Mrs. Oswald. What happened on
Nov. 22, 1963. inspired a deep personal
grief and horror in almost every Ameri-
can, but in a few people it tonched off
a kind of fascination that fed on perpet-
uating the event. Mrs, Oswald herself
was one of these. Her drab, automaton’s
life stﬁpped dead, and when she took it

up again it had a direction and a pur- -

pose. She didnt think her son bad shot
the President, ergo, he hadnt shot the
President; or if he had, #t was because

—and here Mrs. Oswald has évolved a
theory so, outrageons that the .reader.

can only’ gasp—Kennedy was dying any:
way and Lee had been hired as a merey
iﬂﬁer T

“térs: “Marina, as I have saxd, seems
French to me ... When she went to
New Orleans; she dlﬂ not want'to live in
an apartment with high ceilings. Now
where does she know about high ceil-
ings? There may be a simple answer for
this and all the other things, but 1 don't
have it and T want it. And she com-
plained about the cockroaches ...” “I
was fired {from a job held during the
war] right on the spot! When 1 think
about all these things that have hap-
pered, and there must be a simple ex-
planation for them. Tt is my job to find
that explanation ™ “He was in the Ph]hp-
pines, he was in € orregidor, he was in
Formosa, he was in Japan, %o he’s been

all over besides Russia. That boy was
being trained [as an agent].”
Strangely, “A Mother in History” is a
very funny book. One might expect com-
petent comedy from a New Yorker
writer who is the widow of A.]. Lieb-
ling, but hardly on such a subject. Yet,
as Mrs.Oswald talks on and on, her
house, hzx habits and the furniture of
i ecome incredible, then gro-
Iy, as Texas erupts into a

s Stafford erupts into
shrts the edge of tears,
s the anI i.altemaahve t{)

Newsweek .




