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Had anyone told Johnson that the frightful
decision to launch a nuclear counterattack
was now his? Had Major General Chester V.
Clifton, Kennedy’s military aide, told the
Vice President that it was now within his
power—with that Bag—to dial any one of
several types of attack? Did Johnson know?
Had anyone ever briefed him on these awe-
some and irrevocable decisions?

No. The United States of America stood,
for a little time, naked. The men around
Kennedy had kept the secrets of power from
Lyndon Johnson. He knew there was a Bag.
He knew there was a man several booths
away, with a Bag. But, if the assassination
was part of a larger threat to the security of

_the United States, Johnson had neither the
. combination tothe Bag nor the exact knowl-
~edge of what to do with it. And all day long
- on November 22, 1963, the Bag Man would
be lost and found and lost again.

The confusion had begun the moment the

- Presidential motorcade had reached Parkland.
i+ At the little emergency overhang, the cars
. skidded to a stop and men began to tumble
.+ out, all running toward the Kennedy auto-
e mobile. Secret Service agent Emory Roberts

- ran from the follow-up car to the Kennedys'.
He opened the door on Mrs. Kennedy’s side,
% - saw the President face down on her leg, and
© . said: “Letus get the President.”” Mrs. Ken-
= nedy, bending over her husband’s head, said
[ - “No.” It was firm and final, Roberts turned
to agent Kellerman, nominally his superior,
and said: “You stay with the President. I'm

; taking some of my men to Johnson.”
.~i . Three Secret Service agents hustled John-
; son through the emergency door. He wag
‘his arms, and trying to get back to

- flap;

the nedy car. One of the agents, Rufus -
Youngblood, said “No,” and kept pushing.

“We are going to another room, and I would

: like you to.remain there . . .” Other agents

7 surrounded Mrs. Johnson, who was looking

. -atthe Kennedy car and saw a blur of pink and
.~ the edges of some red roses.

- The moment was hectic, hysterical and his-
torical. The nation had a new President, but
he did not know it, although the men around

%77 him did, L
“o . Johnton was hustled to a remote part of
“ the hospital's emergency area. He followed
. the phalanx of Secret Service agents without
- hesitation,
Johnson kept rubbing his sore right shoul-
der. It had sustained the weight of Rufus

Youngblood’s body when the Secret Service

“man threw himself on top of Johnson in the

~ automobile a'few seconds after it became

~ apparent that someone was shooting at Pres-
ident Kennedy. Passing nurses saw Johnson
. Tubbing his shoulder and spread the rumor

- that he had sustained a heart attack.
" The stretchers were going by, almost at a
- run. First there was Texas Governor John B.
Connally, who had been wounded: behind

“with a coat over his face. On his chest were a
few bloody roses and a pink hat. Mrs. Ken-
edy, as forlorn as the bloody roses that had
‘been given to her that morning, trotted beside
‘the cart, her fingers trying to maintain con-
~tact with her husband, while visitors leaving
the emergency area bumped into her. Her
head was back, her dark hair swinging behind
from side to side, the mouth was open in
-anguish, and the eyes begged for the assist-
. #nece ne one could give.

- Anurse found an emergency room to satisfy

TiEn

him' was President Kennedy, on his back

Roberts and Youngblood. It had one patient.
He was taken out at once. The room had a
small window. The shades were drawn. It
would hardly be called a room. There were a
dozen or more cubicles in one blue-tiled room.
This was the one farthest from the door, and
it was screened by sheets on poles. Roberts
told Youngblood to remain with the Vice
President, and guards were posted at the door.
Revolvers were drawn there and outside.
Roberts convinced Youngblood and the Vice
President that, at the moment, no one knew
whether this was a widespread plot to assassi-
nate the leading men in the United States
Government. If it was, they would be after
Johnson as well as Kennedy. The Vice Pres-
ident was entreated to please do as he was
told, promptly, until the matter could be
cleared up, He said: “Okay, partner.” He
began to understand that this could be a
broad plot. Youngblood and Roberts agreed
that perhaps it would be best to get Johnson
out of the hospital at once and hurry him
off to Air Force One, the Presidential jet,
which was waiting at Dallas Love Field.
The smooth continuation of government
depended on Johnson. They had to keep him
alive. The Republic was in his hands, and, no
matter how, the Secret Service had to protect
him and get him back to Washington safely.
Johnson's guards told him little. He kept
asking for President Kennedy, asking if it was
all right to go see him, and he received sug-
gestions in reply. Emery Roberts said, “I do
not think the President can make it. I suggest
we get out of Dallas.”” Youngblood asked
Johnson to ““think it over. We may have to
swear you in.”” The Vice President held his
wife’s hand, trying to infuse her with courage.
Only she and Cliff Carter, his Executive
Assistant, knew that Johnson had never really

. aspired to be President.

Now Lyndon Johnson was President, but
he did not know it. To keep him safe in that
little hospital cubbyhole, Congressmen and
Secret Service agents kept reminding Johnson
that the assassination attempt could well be
part of a much bigger day of terror. Johnson
began to believe it. s

Agent Roberts suggested that Johnson
leave at once for Air Force One. Johnson said
he would not leave, he would not beard AF-1
“without a suggestion or permission of the
Kennedy staff.” * Roberts asked Kenneth
O'Donnell, and O'Donnell said: “Yes.” But
Johnson refused to move.

Roberts returned to O’Donnell and asked
again: “Is it all right for Mr. Johnson to
hoard Air Force One now?”

“Yes,” O'Donnell said, ‘yes.”

Mrs. Johnson asked if she could stop a
moment and see Mrs. Kennedy again. Lady
Bird Johnson had seen Mrs. Kennedy a few
minutes before, in the room outside the room
where doctors were working frantically on
Mr. Kennedy. Mrs. Johnson had found her-
self beyond tears as she clasped the younger

. woman’s hands in hers. Mrs. Kennedy had

looked up, the drawn, dead expression still
on her features, her dark eyes searching Mrs.
Johnson's face for something. The new First
Lady had begun to tremble violently.

Now agents formed an advance guard for
her. Mrs. Johnson was opposed to violence of
any kind, even in speech, She was in the
bottom of a well of marching men, marching
through corridors of silent men, and, when
the ranks broke, the young widow was stand-
ing before her, Mrs. Johnson's opinion of Mrs.

‘Kennedy had been summed up in a sentence

vears before: “She was a girl who was born
to wear white gloves.” Mrs. Kennedy’s opin-

+ion of Mrs. Johnson had also been summed
up long ago: “If Lyndon asked, I think Lady
Bird would walk down Pennsylvania Avenue

naked.” No one spoke. There was nothing
worth saying. No miracle could repair the
personal wound.

Mrs. Johnson began to weep. She grabbed =

Mrs. Kennedy and said: “Jackie, I wish to
God there was something I could do.” Then
Lady Bird Johnson walked away, looking
back and shaking her head and wiping her
eyes. . i i

With President Kennedy’s press secretary,

Pierre Salinger, away on a diplomatic mission

to the Far East, Salinger’s duties had been
taken on by his assistant, Malcolm (Mac)

Kilduff, who walked dazedly through the

hospital until he met  Kenneth O'Donnell.
“Kenny,” said uff, “this is a terrible
time to approach you on this, but the world
has got to know that President Kennedy is
dead.” O’Donnell looked stirprised. “Well,
don’'t they know it already?” To him, Pres-
ident Kennedy seemed to have died a long,
long time ago.

“Well, you are going to have to make the
announcement,” O’Donnell finally told Kil-
duff. O'Donnell became conscious of a new
order of things. “Go ahead, but you better
check it with Mr. Johnson,” he added.
Kilduff nodded.

Kilduff found the new President sitting on

an ambulance cart, his legs dangling, looking

moodily at the floor. Kilduff swallowed hard
and said: “Mr. President . . .” Mr, Johnson
brought his head up sharply; Mrs. Johnson
held a hand against her mouth. This was the
first time Lyndon Baines Johnson had been
so addressed; it was the first time he Enew
that he was the Thirty-Sixth President of the
United States.

“Mr. President,” Kilduff said, “I have to
announce the death of President Kennedy to
the press. Is it all right with you?” Johnson
hopped off the cart and jiggled a hand in his
trouser pocket. “No, Mac,” he said. ‘I think
we had better get out of here and get back to
the plane before you announce it. We don't
know whether this is a world-wide conspir-
acy,” Johnson said, quoting Emory Roberts
and Rufus Youngblood, “whether they are
after me as they were after President Ken-
nedy, or whether they are after Speaker
McCormack or Senator Hayden.” (Repre-
sentative John W. McCormack of Massachi-
setts and Senator Carl Hayden of Arizona




were next in line for the Presidency should
anything. happen to Johnson.) Johnson saw
the fresh shock in Kilduff's eyes. “We just
don’t know,” the President said.

ohnson looked at the Secret Ser-
vice agents, “I think we had better wait a
minufe. Are they prepared to get me out of
here?" he asked.

Kilduff went to discuss the matter with
Roy Kellerman. If this was a plot, a con-
spiracy of some dimensions, Kellerman said
he would feel better if they got Johnson back
onthe plane. Robertsand Youngblood wanted
him to get aboard Air Force One and fly at
once to the White House. The.plane had
brand-new, highly sophisticated equipment,
some of which was directly related to the Bag

. Man. The Vice President’s plane did not have

this equiprent.

Kilduff left. In his subsequent announce-
ment, he gave the time of Kennedy's death as
1 p.M. Actially, Kennedy died at least 14 min-

utes earlier. When Roy Kellerman of the

Secret Service entered the room at 12:46,
Kennedy was already dead. This is corrobo-
rated by Father Huber, the Roman Catholic
priest who admmlstered the last rites. When

Father Huber reached Kennedy’s side, it was

12:49—and the President’s face was covered
by a sheet. The priest saw Mrs, Kennedy and
said, “Mrs. Kennedy, my sincerest sympathy
goes to you.” Then he peeled the sheet back
from Kennedy's head. The President’s eyes
were closed.

The Catholic Church maintains that the
sacrament of Extreme Unction is not valid
if the soul has departed, but Father Huber
gave the last rites anyway. As he left, Mrs.
Kennedy took his arm.

“Father,” she said, obviously frightened,
“do you think the sacraments had effect?”

“Oh, yes,” the priest said reassuringly.
“Yes, indeed.” -

Outside the room, two Secret Service men
took Father Huber by the arm. ““Father,” one
said, “you don't kmow anything.” Huber
understood. Kennedy was dead, but nobody
was. to know. The priest promisad not to tell.
As he emerged, reporters engulfed him with
questions about the President’s condition.
Begging God’s forgiveness for what he was
about to say, the priest replied, “He was
unconscious.”

Why, then, did the official announcement
say Kennety died at 1 p.m.?

The inaccuracy can probably be attributed

to Mrs. Kennedy's desire to make it clear

that the President had received the last rites
of his church before he died.

With Kennedy dead, Lyndon Johnson's

~cubicle became the center of power. Ken
'O’'Donnell came to see Johnson. The new

President was still unsure of himself. He had
become the only President who ever witnessed
the assassination of a President, and it was
too much for one set of shoulders to bear. At

" times, his ideas had been treated with con-

tempt by Kennedy's palace guard; now the

palace guard attended him and called Ium_

“Mr, President.”

The President asked O’Donne]l if it miight
not be better to get to Carswell Air Force *
Base. It was military; security would be easy. = -
No, it would not be better. Carswell was 31 -

miles  away. No, Mr. President, the safest
course would be to traverse those two miles
from this hospital to Love Field. O’Donnell
also pointed out that the short trip should be
all the safer because it was not scheduled. No

.one knew about it.

Part of Johnson’s political philosophy was
to seek intelligent help with the utmost
candor. He knew O'Donnell was a ‘“take-
charge" man, and the new President looked
him in the eye. “I am in your hands now,”
he said.

O'Donnell misunderstood. He thought that
Johnson was asking for a pre-endorsement:

of his actions by the Kennedy group. To the

contrary, Johnson was as dazed as any of the .

others, and in urgent need of good counsel.
“Well,” Johnson said,
Kennedy?”

*She will not leave the hospital,” O'Donnell . *

said, “without the President.” There was no
doubt about which President he meant.

Mrs. Johnson nodded approvingly when
her husband said that he would not go back
without Mrs. Kennedy and the body of her.
husband. O'Donnell said that he still thought
the best move would be for President Johnson
and his “people” to get aboard that plane.
now. “I don't want to leave Mrs. Kennedy
like this,” Johnson said. Perhaps, he con-
ceded, it would be just as well to wait for her
on the plane.

Had O'Donnell been clear-headed, he would
have recognized that, even though Johnson
automatically assumed the burden of the
Presidency the moment Kennedy was inca-
pacitated by a rifle shot, he had none of the
executive powers until he was sworn in. He
was President, but could not act as one until
that oath had been taken. It was printed in

almost all almanacs and could be adminis- .

tered by a notary public. This lapse cost the
nation the services of a chief executive for
two hours and five rmnutes All Johnson had
was-the title,

The silence thickened. Johnson asked if he
could see Mrs. Kennedy for a moment.

Agent Clint Hill shook his head negatively.
‘:onu should not leave this room, Mr. Pres-
ident.”

The Secret Service advised Johnson to get
aboard Air Force One at once, and to take
off for Washington. Johnson was shocked. He
asked where Mrs. Kennedy and the casket
would go. “Air Force Two,” they said, refer-
ring to the Vice Presidential plane. Morally,
Mr. and Mrs. Johnson could not consider the

-proposal. They would not fly back to the

capital alone, with a dead President and a
grieving widow on a following plane.- Johnson
said that he would agree t¢ get aboard Air
Force One, but he would wait “for President
and Mrs. Kennedy.”

That settled it. Agent Youngblood filled a

“how about Mrs.

‘said:

gap of conversational vacuum by announcing.
that the Secret Service had located ome °
Johnson daughter, Lynda, and that she was -
now protected. The youngef daughter, Luci,
had: been found in a Washington, D,C.;
schiool; an agent-was.at her side. !
The Johnsons réalized that the country was
certain to interpret a quick return:to Wash-
ington as “fleeing” and-leaving theé widow
alone with the body of .her husband. The
President solicited advice  from everyone

around hiri, butnbonet.houghtoftheoath, R

of office. -
If it occurred to. the Premdent, he d1d not . .,

mention it, for the sare reason that he would: -

not depart alone on Air Force One—it would
look like a. precipitous power grab. No one

recited the substance of Article 2, Section 1 - -

«(7) of the Constitution of the United Stats,
which ‘is explicit: “Before:he enter ‘6fi the
execulion of his office, he shall take t.he fol-
lowing oath or affirmation .

Legally, Johnson was no longer Vice Pres-
ident, and had none of the powers of that
office; he was now' President of the United
States, but, technically, had none of the pow-
ers of that office. - :

Johnson ordered the Secret’ Servwe 1o get
him “and my people” to the plane. He-still
wanted ‘endorsement for his actions,” and
he ordered Rufus. Youngblood to ask' Ken
O'Donnell once again if the Johnsons should
use Air Force One: The agent returned and
reported that “O'Donnell says ¥és,” although
O'Donnell later deniedthat he had been
asked specifically about ‘Air Foree One. The
President suggested that the:party léave in
unmarked cars, He did not want to have his
wife risk her life with him, so he ordered her
to ride in another: vehicle. Agent Youngblood .

‘said: “Mr. President, if we're leaving now, 1

wish you'd stick close to me.” Johnson was
pressed between Youngblood and Kilduff. He
kept glancing over their heads to-Mrs. John-
son, to reassure her that it was going to be all
nght. Youngblood also asked Johnson to keep
his head below wmdcw ]eve] when he- got
into the car. ]

“Let’s go,” the President sald and the -
party whirled out of the area at top walking
speed. To keep up, Mrs, Johnson had to run
between Secret Service agents.-

Out front, Agent Johns had three unmarked
cars. There is something profoundly humili-
ating to see a President of the United States
emerge from a building in an American city -
running in fear. Some people, lounging at the
bottom of the huge hospital building, be-
came -alert and shouted: “Tell us some-
thing” . , . “What the hell is going on?” . . ,
What happened?“ :

The party kept walking at'top speed, the

' Secret Service agents fanning out ahead

and some walking backward. The President.
jumped into the back seat of the lead car,
driven by Dallas Police Chief Jesse Curry,
and slouched as low as a''big man can.
Youngblood sat beside him. Mrs. Johnson
was shoved into the second car. e
' The ride amounted to flight. When the
police escort started the sirens, the President
“Tell them to shut those sirens off.”
Still, the wailing could be héard for a mile.
It required two or three requests before they
shut down.
’I‘helastpartofthenmwasmadeat
dangerous speed, and at the airport the
Presidential jet had never looked so big, so
friendly and so impregnable. There was no
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time for farewells. The party hurried to the
ramps and ran up into the plane without
looking back.

The forward door on Air Force One was
closed. A Secret Service man turned the handle
inside and locked it. Another agent was sta-
tioned there, and still another at the rear
ramp.

When J'ohnson got aboard, he ordered all
the shades drawn. The interior was hot and
stuffy. The air conditioning had been shut
down when the engines stopped. Johnson and
his party threaded the aisle through the
communications shack, where sergeants with
headsets crouched, looked up in woriderment
as their new President passed. In the middle

of the silvery wing was the door to the Pres- -

- ident’s private stateroom. An attendant held
the door open, and the seal of the President
shone in white.

The first sound inside was from the tele-

vision set. Johnson looked up to see Walter

Cronkite, in New York, discussing a dark
- deed in D_allas. The President shith'd every-
one, hoping to hear something new ahout the
extent of the assassination plot.

Mrs. Johnson walked aft to the bedroom

with tears in her eyes. She alone had noticed _
the hospital flag at half staff, and it had -

crushed her with its finality.

The President left the television and walked
toward the back of the plane. He instructed
the stewards to hold the private bedroom

for Mrs. Kennedy’s use. However, Johnson -

quickly discovered that there was no other
place from which he could make a private
phone call, so he removed his jacket, tossed
it on a clothes tree, and signaled the com-

munications crew that he would be using thls_- S

_phone for a while.
One of the first calls was to Attorney Gen-

eral Robert F. Kennedy. This one required

some thought. Johnson wanted to convey the

depth of his personal loss as well as offering

his hand to the Kennedy family; he also .
wanted to ask the Attorney General for a
legal opinion on when to take the oath of

office as President..

Robert Kennedy, on the phone, was less
emotional than -the President. He had no
report from the FBI or any other government .
agency that there was-a broad plot against
the leading officers of government; he knew
that Governor Connally had been hit, ‘but it
could be an accident, because he had heen in
the same car with John F. Kennedy.

So far as the oath of office was concerned,
the Attorney General wasn't sure when it
should be administered, or by whom. He
promised to have Assistant Attorney Gen-
eral Nicholas Katzenbach call back with the

COrrect answers.

" Officials at the Pentagon were calling the
White House switchboard at the Dallas-
Sheraton Hotel asking who was now in com-
mand. An officer grabbed the phone and
assured the Pentagon that Secretary of De-
fense Robert McNamara and the Joint Chiefs
of Staff “are now the President.” Somehow,
in the flight from the.hospital, the new Pres-

_ident had overlooked the Bag Man and Major
General Clifton, the Kennedy military aide
who understood the coded types of retalia-
tion. Both were left behind at Parkland.
When Gearhart and Clifton learned that

+ Kennedy was dead, they hastened to John-

son’s side aboard Air Force One. But it took
~ a half hour for them to get there. If, at this

B Lirne, the Soviet Union had launched a missile
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attack—referred to in the Department of
Defense as a “Thirty-Minute War'*—that
half-hour lapse could have been disastrous,
The sun turned Air Force One into an
aluminum oven. It was unbearably hot inside,
yet peoplé were running toward the front or
‘back with imperative instructions. Both en-
trances were shut tight. President Johnson
received a return phone call from Assistant
Attorney Genéral Katzenbach with.the pre-
cise wording of the oath of office. Johnson
asked a secretary, Miss Marie Fehmer; to

please take il down and type it. Then he :

looked at the television set in time to hear a.
comimentator say that the Dallas police had -
just arrested a suspect in-the assassination: -

Then Johnson thought of Feﬁ&ml Judge i

. Sarah- Hughes, a Kennedy appointee. She

* scould administer the cath. FIe called Judge

Hughes, but she was out. He asked that she '
be found at once. .

Mrs. Johnson wés nervous and dtsb:”lllghL
she wrung her hands walking up and down
the aisle o 2 plane, “and didn't feei( 1b<,
“stifling he ‘Z‘m day was'so ho

beyond belief, that she had to'keep re
hers@fwtﬁaf’gi really happened; 4
the reality crushed her, she tried to
‘other things, Sometimes, shewas sesl
fixed half-smile on her face, as though‘neopla
were watching and she-had-to put up a front.
She wondered what her daughters were think-

Kennedys, and it was- a t'hnght 1mpoas;1ble
{0 SUSEART

Judge | )
‘the. ragedy and askedM

agens to escort’ her No the’
i , she knew quicker ways of getting
to the airport than the White House detail:

she would be there in 10 minufes. The Pres-
ident said to please hurry, they wanted to
take off for Washington. He hung 'up and
 told Agent Youngblood: “Check on the loca-
tion of Mrs. Kennedy. Let me know when
she will arrive.™ - 4

An ambulance; its red blinker flashing, was -

coming.into the airport, It was followed by
two cars;-all traveling at 7
.ambulance pitlled up.at t Tamp
AF-1, which opened briefly, A host@f Sem‘
Service men carried aboartd the brenze«caaket
of John F. Kennedy.
The door slammed shut. The wxiﬁ&t was

dragged across the fidor. Kennedy aide Larry

O'Brien noticed that a space had been made
for the casket. He told the agents to secure
it on the left side of the plane, barely inside
the rear door. Mirs. Kennedy simed into i
seat at the breakfast m)cékaopp@stte .
The passengers were growing in number.
There was no passenger manifest. Some, hkp
Liz Carpenter, secretary to Mrs. Johnso
reported to| AF-2 and were told that. Lhc
Johnsons were now on AF-1. The Kennedy
people wére aboard because this was the
aircraft they had arrived on, Malcolm Kilduff,”
standing at the foot of the front ramp, was
astonished to hear that President Johnson
wanted to speak to him at once. The Assistant.
Press Secretary did not R‘now ihat Johmon
was on Air Force One. :
Few others knew about it. Larry Q'Brien,

still crouching over the casket, looked up to
see the President and Mrs. Johnson coming
down the aisle from the private stateroom.
He was flabbergasted. He saw the Johnsons
move silently over to the breakfast nook.
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Then he heard that more and more dignitaries
were already waiting there.

Senator Hubert Humphrey of Minnesota
phoned the White House and asked if he
could pay his respects by waiting at the air

" base for the body of the President. He was
told, “No.”

“The hell with you,”” Humphrey said. “I'm

going,
Two stenographers were in President Ken-
nedy’s office removing some of his keepsakes.

The memento book of photos of his trip to -

Ireland, which reposed on a table behind the
desk, suddenly disappeared. A painting of a
sailing ship followed. A mounted fish in an
office across the hall came off the wall. The
rocker with the U,S.S. Kiliyhawk embroidered
on it was placed on a dolly and wheeled into
the hall, It was incredible that anyone could
have issued such a callous order, but the
mementos were being moved abruptly—re-
portedly on the instructions of Kennedy's
brother-in-law, Sargent Shriver.

" By hurrying them outside to be carried
away to a private place, the press cameras
could make the Kennedy bric-a-brac appear
to be forlorn mementos; could make it seem
as though the new man was in a hurry to
take over the executive office. In time, the
Queen Victoria desk would disappear, too,
although it was U.S. property.

The commanding officer at the 1.S. Naval
Hospital at Bethesda, Maryland, Captain
R.0. Canada Jr., ordered an ambulance to be
dispatched to Andrews Air Force Base. So
far as the captain knew, no one had asked
for one. Aboard Air Force One, two requests
for an-ambulance had been relayed to Wash-
ington, but both had been refused on the
grounds that the District of Columbia had a
law prohibiting the transportation of a de-
ceased person in an ambulance,

Canada, who sat at his television set, re-
called that, eight years ago, Senator Lyndon
B. Johnson had sustained a moderately severe
myocardial infarction. Johnson had been his
patient. The crushing events of this day could
induce another heart attack. Captain Canada
sent the ambulance and told the personnel to

* wait for Air Force One.

Back in the ornate President's Stateroom
on Air Force One, Johnson telephoned Ken-
nedy's mother, Mrs. Rose Kennedy.,

Johnson was seldom more eloquent, or more
“elpless. "I wish to God there was something
"I could do,” he said. Rose Kennedy thanked
the President for his thoughtfulness in calling.
She never lost her composure. Mrs. Johnson
said: “Oh, Mrs. Kennedy, we must all realize
* how fortunate the country was to have your
son as long as it did.”

Rose Kennedy did not ask Mrs. Johnson
to switch her to Jacqueline Kennedy, who
was sitting 50 feet behind the Johnsons. Ner
did Mrs. John F. Kennedy phone her mother-
in-law. (Four months after the assassination,
I sat with Rose and Joe Kennedy at their
home in Palm Springs. Mrs. Rose Kennedy
said: “T have not heard from ‘Mrs. Kennedy’
since the funeral.”)

Johnson noticed Charles Roberts of News-
week and Merriman Smith of UP writing the
story of the plane trip on typewriters, one of
which was borrowed. He stooped over both
men and whispered that he wanted all of the
Kennedy White House staff and all of the
Kennedy cabinet to remain.

Johnson sat with Kilduff and made memo-
randums on a sheet of paper of personalities
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he should meet at once at Andrews, of others
who should be called to his office this evening
at the Executive Building office, of what time
to have a critical cabinet meeting in the
morning. The more ground he covered, the
more there was left to cover.

When President Johnson saw Larry O'Brien
walking by, he called Kennedy's legislative
agsistant to his side. “Larry,” he said, looking
up earnestly from the desk, “you have a blank
check on handling this program. Go ahead
just as you would have under President Ken-
nedy.” O'Brien nodded, and walked on.

The President was conscious that Mrs.
Kennedy might, at this time, have composed
herself and want to express her wishes. He
sent Kilduff aft several times, but there was
nothing Mrs. Kennedy wanted from the
President. Kilduff felt the stiff politeness of
the Clan Kennedy and recognized his role as
the emissary under flag of truce.

In the forward compartment, Liz Carpenter
worked on the short statement to be delivered
by the President on his arrival in Washington.
She was block-printing it. Mrs. Carpenter
would have liked to have used a typewriter,
but she reminded herself that “they are their

' typewriters. Besides, they make noise.” She

wished that the Kennedys would understand
that the Johnsons had also lost a President.
‘While she wrote, she remembered a ball in the

East Room a month earlier. Lyndon Johnson |

had danced with Jacqueline Kennedy. He
knew that Mrs. Kennedy seldom accom-
panied her husband on trips, The Vice Presi-
dent had put on his best smile, “Why not
come to Texas with the President?” he had
said. Mrs. Kennedy had wrinkled her nose.
“You have never seen a real ranch,” he said.

She began to brighten, “A real Texas ranch. .

We're going to bring in some good Terinessee
walking horses and have a ranch barbecue. . .”

“I think I'll go,”" Mrs. Kennedy had said.
“It could be fun.”

Liz Carpenter, a woman thinking like a
woman, wondered if Mrs. Kennedy felt any
gratitude to Johnson for persuading her to go.

The road to safety, for Lyndon Johnson,
lay in immersing himself in work. He had
spent a time of terror in that hospital, but it
would not happen again. He made decisions.
The Kennedy people asked that the press be
barred from Andrews. Johnson said no. “It
will look like we're in a panic,” he said.

The confinement of the Johnsons and the
Kennedys in the plane for a period of 150
minutes was sufficient to cleave the families
in permanent schism. Johnson was not, and

.could not, aspire to be “Kennedy people.” He

could be tolerated as a Vice President because
his loyalty to John F. Kennedy was complete
and unquestioned. Within the family, only
Bobby and Kenny O’Donnell could not abide
him as Vice President. To them, he was a
rumpled wheeler-dealer—part Southerner,
part Westerner, with cowdung on his heels.
He lacked “class.”

Lyndon Johnson must be charged with a
lack of understanding of the Kennedy men-
tality. They required a villain. When their
chief fell among the dead roses, the heart of
their political cult stopped. They had no
standing anymore; no prestige. Many held
Johnson in such contempt that they could not
endure his offer of resurrection.

In the first moments of Johnson’s presi-
dency, he did not feeh strong enough to go
alone. He needed these people. He was willing
to bury his pride in his pocket and tell them

that he required their counsel, their guidance.
In spite of his own considerable ego, Lyndon
Johnson lacked the confidence of John F.
Kennedy. Most of all, Johnson needed a feel-
ing of continuance of administration. And
this is what the Kennedys would deny him.

s Air Force One began to
descend, the small group in the back of the
plane began to plot ways and means of keep-
ing the President of the United States out of
the casket photos. The world would be watch-
ing, and the Kennedys did not want the
Johnsons in their mourning pictures. At one
point, when Major General Ted Clifton went
aft to ask a question, O’ Donnell, sitting oppo-
site the grieving Mrs. Kennedy, said: “Why
don’t you hurry back and serve your new
boss?”’

The Secret Service suggested that the new
President spend the night at the White House.
This was declined at once. Johnson was irri-
tated by the proposal.

“We are going home to The Elms,” he
said. “That’s where we live. If you can pro-
tect us at the White House, by God you can
protect us at home, too.”

The plane came up the taxiway slowly, a
huge bug whining and rocking. Johnson had
his short statement in his jacket pocket. He
had issued an order for a ramp to be brought
to the plane. The order stated that the Secret
Service men aboard would carry the body of
President Kennedy down the ramp. The
casket would be followed by Mrs. Kennedy
on the arm of President Johnson.

The President looked around as the plane
waddled toward the big circle of light, and he
wondered where everyone had gone. The
cabin was empty, except for a few of his staff.
Mrs. Johnson sat gazing out the window at
the darkness. In the back of the plane, Ken-
neth O’Donnell issued his orders, They, too,
were explicit. As soon as the aircraft stopped,
he wanted the Kennedy group to crowd the
rear doorway. They and the Secret Service
men would take the coffin out of this exit and

down a fork lift. President Johnson was nota

party to this plan.

Johnson felt that, as the new President, he
should stand behind his fallen chieftain, and
he should offer his widow the protection of
his person. The Kennedy people felt that this
was boorish and overbearing. The plane was
still in motion when they formed an unbreak-
able clot at the rear exit. They Imew what was
expected of them. In the group were Powers,
O'Brien, O'Donnell, McHugh, Mrs. Lincoln,
Mrs. Kennedy and -her secretary, Pamela
Turnure, flanked by Secret Service men.

An engine was still idling, when the Presi-
dent came down the aisle. He found his prog-
ress blocked. A male voice from somewhere
said: “It's all right. We'll take care of this
end.” He recognized the humiliation. The
plane stopped, and Johnson slowly walked
back to the Presidential cabin to join his wife.

He was about to take the arm of Mrs, John-

son when he saw Attorney General Robert F.
Kennedy running at speed from the front of
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