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T
h

e A
ssassin

ation
. 

R
ep

orters 

H
ugh A

ynesw
orth and B

ob D
udney w

ork in a little office just 
off the city room

 of the D
allas T

im
es H

erald, and things w
ere 

running fairly norm
ally there the day I dropped in to see them

. 
A

 w
om

an had just telephoned to say that she knew
 for a fact 

that Jack R
uby's brain had been controlled by a television sta-

tion near the D
allas airport. T

he day before, a little m
an in 

high-topped sneakers had com
e by, w

hispered about som
e in-

side inform
ation he claim

ed to have, and finally confided that 
the Jew

s had killed P
resident K

ennedy. 
D

udney, tw
enty-five, w

as in the eighth grade w
hen John F

. 
K

ennedy w
as shot. H

e is new
 to the assassination beat, and he is 

still a little am
azed by the people he m

eets on it. B
ut A

ynes-
w

orth, forty-four, has been covering the story on and off since 
N

ovem
ber 22, 1963, and nothing fazes him

 anym
ore. "In 1963 

only the m
ost brazen kooks cam

e out," he says, "but by the tim
e 

Jim
 G

arrison started in in 1966 and 1967, even the tim
id ones 

w
ere getting into it. P

eople w
ant to be involved in this. I've 

heard five or six people confess that they w
ere part of a conspir-

acy to kill K
ennedy—

only it turns out they w
ere in jail, or in a 

loony bin in A
tlanta, at die tim

e. T
here w

ere about five hun-
dred people in D

ealey P
laza that day. In tw

enty years, there'll 
be ten thousand." 

T
he day of the assassination, A

ynesw
orth w

as w
orking as sci-

ence and aviation editor of the D
allas M

orning N
ew

s, and he 
decided to w

alk over and have a look at the P
resident's m

otor-
cade. H

e w
as standing catty-corner to the S

chool B
ook D

eposi- 
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tory w
hen he heard three shots. "I thought the first one w

as a 
m

otorcycle backfiring," he says, but by the tim
e I heard the sec-

ond, I knew
 w

hat it w
as. P

eople started reacting in a very vio-
lent w

ay. T
hey threw

 their children dow
n and started scream

-
ing. T

here w
as one big black w

optan w
ho had been thrilled to 

death because she w
as w

earing a pins lt dress the sam
e color as 

Jackie K
ennedy's. S

he threw
 up w

ithin five seconds of the 
Shots." 

A
fter a w

hile, A
ynesw

orth saw
 a group of people running to-

w
ard the D

epository building. "O
n the fifth floor w

e saw
 three 

black guys pointing up to the sixth-floor w
indow

. T
here w

ere 
F

B
I cars and a radio car. A

nd then a funny thing happened. 
T

his show
s w

hat had luck can do for you. T
here w

as a long-tim
e 

police reporter for the D
allas N

ew
s there nam

ed Jim
 E

w
ell. T

he 
F

B
I w

as w
orking up floor by floor in the D

epository building, 
and here com

es a call over the radio: 'T
his is a

 citizen
, an 

officer's been shot.' It w
as on T

enth S
treet, three or four m

iles 
aw

ay. I said to E
w

ell, 'Y
ou stay here, I'll go after that one.' H

e 
stayed, and of course he saw

 no one. I ran off w
ith tw

o T
V

 guys 
and a C

hannel E
ight new

s car, and w
e go to the T

ippit killing. 
T

hen a call cam
e in that there w

as som
ething going on at the 

T
exas T

heater. I got there, and there w
as Jim

 E
w

ell, and I said, 
'Jim

, you take the upstairs and I'll take the dow
nstairs.' T

urned 
out O

sw
ald w

as dow
nstairs. I just got there in tim

e. O
sw

ald 
cam

e u
p

 w
ith

 h
is fist, w

h
ich

 h
ad

 a g
u

n
 

in
 it, and slugged 

M
cD

onald, and the other cop jum
ped him

 from
 the back. 

'W
ithin a few

 m
inutes of that, I got a tip from

 som
eone at the 

police station about the tw
o addresses in O

sw
ald's w

allet. W
e 

w
ent tearing over to the E

lsbeth address, w
here he w

asn't living 
—

I burst in on som
e w

ino and his girl shacked up together. 
T

hen w
e w

ent to 1026 B
eckley, w

here he actually lived. W
e 

w
ere tw

enty m
inutes behind the F

B
I. T

here w
as that little old 

room
, it couldn't have been m

ore than eight by ten. T
he only 

thing they left in it w
as a banana peel. 

"O
n S

unday m
orning, Jim

 E
w

ell had the assignm
ent at the 

jail, but he got a flat tire on the w
ay. I w

ent over just to see w
hat 
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w
as going on and saw

 R
uby kill O

sw
ald. It w

as pure luck that I 
saw

 it and he m
issed it all. H

e feels snakebit, I'm
 sure." 

T
oday Jim

 E
w

ell is still a police reporter in D
allas, and H

ugh 
A

ynesw
orth—

w
ell, A

ynesw
orth is still a reporter too, but he is 

also an odd sort of footnote to the assassination, the journalist 
w

ho has spent m
ore tim

e on the story than any other. H
e is a 

w
alking com

pendium
 of nam

es of F
B

I agents, N
ew

 O
rleans in-

form
ers, assistant district attorneys, bus drivers and cabbies. H

e 
w

as the first reporter to print O
sw

ald's diary and he sat shivah 
w

ith Jack R
uby's fam

ily. 
A

ynesw
orth becam

e so em
otionally involved in the C

lay 
S

haw
 trial that one of his dream

s influenced the outcom
e of the 

case. "S
uddenly one night I aw

akened out of a nightm
are," he 

told Jam
es K

irkw
ood, author of 

A
m

erican G
rotesque. H

e h
ad

 
dream

ed that D
istrict A

ttorney Jam
es G

arrison produced a sur-
prise w

itness w
ho cam

e in "and sat dow
n and captivated the 

jury, w
inning the case hands dow

n." H
e w

as so shaken by the 
dream

 that he w
rote a letter to S

haw
's law

yer, urging him
 to 

hire a private detective to investigate one of G
arrison's w

itnesses, 
a dapper m

an nam
ed C

harles S
piesel w

ho claim
ed he had heard 

S
haw

 discuss the possibility of assassinating K
ennedy. T

he de-
tective discovered that S

piesel had filed a sixteen-m
illion-dollar 

law
suit charging the N

ew
 Y

ork police and a psychiatrist w
ith 

hypnotizing him
 and preventing him

 from
 having norm

al sexual 
relations; the inform

ation w
as crucial in discrediting S

piesel's 
testim

ony. 
In som

e w
ay, of course, A

ynesw
orth is probably as addled 

about the assassination as som
e of the genuinely crazy people 

w
ho com

e to see him
. U

nlike them
, though—

and unlike m
ost of 

the buffs—
he continues to believe that John F

. K
ennedy w

as 
killed by L

ee H
arvey O

sw
ald, acting alone. "I sort of feel like a 

dam
n fool," he says. "T

here's nobody on earth w
ho'd rather 

prove a conspiracy than m
e. I'd love to w

rite it—
if there w

as any 
dam

n thing that m
ade m

e believe it." It's an odd position: inves-
tigative reporters try to bring conspiracies to light; A

ynesw
orth 

has spent m
uch of his tim

e knocking them
 dow

n.  
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"L
et m

e tell you how
 the story about O

sw
ald's being an F

B
I 

inform
er got started," he said. "T

here w
as a note in O

sw
ald's 

papers w
ith the nam

e Jam
es H

osty on it. H
osty w

as an F
B

I 
agent, and in the beginning w

e thought O
sw

ald w
as som

e kind 
of a spy or paid inform

er. I w
orked the F

B
I stuff, and w

e'd run 
dow

n everything you could im
agine. I even got H

osty's phone 
records. I called the phone com

pany and I just asked, 'H
ow

 do 
you get phone records if you've m

oved?' I never actually said I 
w

as H
osty—

she just assum
ed I w

as, and she sent them
. A

nyw
ay, 

w
e couldn't put it together except for these interview

s w
here 

H
osty had com

e to see M
arina. A

nd that's w
here L

onnie H
ud-

kins cam
e along. 

'L
onnie H

udkins w
as on the 

H
ouston P

ost, and he'd been 
sent to D

allas to w
ork on the story. H

e called m
e up all the tim

e, 
he w

ould bug m
e and give m

e all these tips that w
ere nothing. I 

just didn't w
ant him

 bugging m
e anym

ore. So one day he called 
up and said, 'Y

ou hear anything about this F
B

I link w
ith O

s-
w

ald?' I'd just about had it. I said to him
, 'Y

ou got his payroll 
num

ber, don't you?' 'Y
eah, yeah,' said L

onnie. I reached over on 
m

y desk, and there w
as a T

elex num
ber on a telegram

, S
. x72. I 

think it w
as, and I told it to L

onnie. 'Y
eah, yeah,' he said, 'that's 

it. T
hat's the sam

e one I've got.' L
onnie could see the m

oon 
com

ing out at high noon." T
he num

ber eventually becam
e part 

of the lore of the assassination. 
A

ynesw
orth stayed on the N

ew
s until 1966, did som

e w
ork 

for L
ife, and w

as on the staff of N
ew

sw
eek from

 1967 to 1974. 
T

he story w
ould die dow

n for a w
hile and then crop up again. 

"S
om

ething w
as alw

ays com
ing up," he said. "L

ook 
m

agazine 
bought the M

anchester book, so L
ife felt it had to have som

e-
thing to counteract it. T

hey put an investigative team
 on it, and 

in 1966 they w
ere digging around. T

hey m
oved to N

ew
 O

rleans 
and w

orked w
ith G

arrison, did a lot of investigation for him
. 

Jack F
incher, the S

an F
rancisco bureau chief, com

es up w
ith a 

little fag from
 N

ew
 O

rleans, a short-order cook w
ho told him

 a 
story about O

sw
ald and R

uby being seen in N
ew

 O
rleans as 

lovers, and then at the Y
M

C
A

 in D
allas. H

e w
ove a great tale. 
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F
incher didn't know

 enough to know
 w

hether it w
as good, so 

they told him
 in N

ew
 Y

ork to run it by D
allas and see w

hat 
H

ugh thinks. 
'W

e got a m
otel room

 at the E
xecutive Inn out by the air-

port, and w
e taped this story, and he really had it dow

n. T
here 

w
as no w

ay I could break him
. I w

as beginning to w
onder m

y-

self. H
e w

as going on and on, he'd seen them
 sw

im
m

ing, hug-
ging and kissing, and he said they'd even tried to entice him

. F
i-

nally, I looked at him
 and said, W

asn't that a terrible scar on 
R

uby's Ieg, that shark bite? W
hich leg w

as it on, anyw
ay?' H

e 
said, 'It w

as the right leg.' H
e took a pause. 'N

o,' he said, 'it w
as 

the left leg. I rem
em

ber now
.' I said, 'Y

ou little son of a bitch, 

he didn't have a scar on his leg.' H
e started crying. I felt sorry 

for him
—

he'd been prom
ised a good bit of m

oney for his story." 

L
ast year, after w

orking a spell as a private investigator, 

A
ynesw

orth joined the T
u
n
es H

era
ld

 and began w
orking w

ith 

D
udney. T

hey m
ake an interesting pair: A

ynesw
orth is stocky 

and square, D
udney is lean and long-haired; A

ynesw
orth is dis-

organized, D
udney is a com

pulsive file keeper; A
ynesw

orth 

w
orks the phone, D

udney w
rites. T

he T
im

es H
erald, under the 

by-line of its publisher T
om

 Johnson, broke the story last fall of 

the threatening letter O
sw

ald w
rote to the F

B
I prior to the assas-

sination; A
ynesw

orth and D
udney did m

uch of the legw
ork and 

w
rote the backup stories. T

heir biggest story, both agree, w
as a 

nonstory that took them
 w

eeks to put together. A
n F

B
I clerk 

nam
ed W

illiam
 W

alter, w
ho w

as w
orking in the N

ew
 O

rleans 

office in 1963, told them
 that five days before the assassination 

he saw
 a T

eletype saying there w
ould be an assassination at-

tem
pt in D

allas and that no one had done anything about it. 
"W

hen w
e first talked to him

 on the phone," D
udney said, 

"w
e w

ere b
o
th

 ex
trem

ely
 ex

cited
. T

h
e g

u
y
 w

as v
ery

 co
n
-

vincing." 
"W

e interview
ed him

 tw
enty-som

e tim
es," said A

ynesw
orth, 

"and w
e talked to everybody w

ho ever knew
 hint." 

"W
e got red flags everyw

here," said D
udney. 
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"W
e gave him

 a polygraph," said A
ynesw

orth, "and he didn't 
pass it." 

"W
e never could get the one bit of inform

ation that proved it 
or disproved it," said D

udney. 
"W

hen w
e w

ere three w
eeks into it,* A

ynesw
orth said, "C

B
S

 
got onto it. D

an R
ather called and asked m

e w
hat I thought. I 

said, 'I'm
 ninety percent sure he's lying, but I'm

 not sure.' T
hey 

did som
e film

 w
ith him

, chartered a plane to get it out, and once 
again D

an and I w
ere back and forth on the phone. I gave him

 
the results of the polygraph—

w
ith W

alter's perm
ission. F

inally, 
C

B
S

 w
ent w

ith it—
but in a very positive m

anner. S
o w

e cam
e 

back w
ith a detailed, m

assive study. K
nocking these stories dow

n 
is no good—

but you have to do it. T
here's a lack of w

illingness 
in this business to say that nothing is there. E

specially after a 
few

 bucks have been spent." 
T

here is a reason there are only a handful of reporters w
ork-

ing the K
ennedy assassination—

and that is that a lot of sm
art re-

porters have kept as far aw
ay from

 it as is possible. T
his is a 

story that begs for hundreds of investigators, subpoena pow
er, 

forensics experts, grants of im
m

unity; its i also a story that re-
quires slogging through tw

enty-seven volum
es of the W

arren 
C

om
m

ission report and dozens of books on the assassination_ A
 

lot of people are dead. S
om

e of the ones w
ho are alive have 

changed their stories. T
he w

hole thing is a m
ess. A

nd w
hile it's 

not likely that A
ynesw

orth and D
udneylw

ill get to the bottom
 of 

it—
that w

ould be a little like shooting a bear w
ith a B

B
 gun—

it's 
nice to know

 they are still dow
n there in D

allas plugging aw
ay. 

"T
he other night I w

as at a party," B
ob D

udney said, "andll 
w

e w
ere talking about certain great events that shaped the lies 

of people m
y age. T

he em
ergence of the B

eatles and the V
iet-!1 

m
in w

ar w
ere obvious influences. A

nd I said that I thought the 
assassination of K

ennedy w
as a big influence—

and as soon as I 
said it I corrected m

yself. O
sw

ald's death w
as m

ore an influence 
than K

ennedy's. H
ad he lived, so m

uch m
ore w

ould have com
e 

out. H
is death left us a legacy of suspicion and doubt that's 

turned in on everybody. Its unusual. S
uch a neurotic little m

an, 
w

i I I' 	
• if 



8o 	
S

C
R

IB
B

L
E

 S
C

R
IB

B
L

E
 

w
ho w

as really such a loser, you know
, and he's left a very pro-

found influence. T
he country w

ould have recovered from
 the 

death of John K
ennedy, but it hasn't recovered yet from

 the 

death of L
ee H

arvey O
sw

ald and probably never w
ill." 

T
h

e N
ew

 P
orn

 

February, 
1976 

E
very so often, I m

anage to get through a day w
ithout read-

ing the N
ew

 Y
ork T

im
es. T

his is an extrem
ely risky thing to do 

—
you never know

 w
hether the day you skip the T

im
es w

ill turn 

out to be the one day w
hen som

e fascinating article w
ill appear 

and leave you to spend the rest of your life explaining to friends 

w
ho bring it up that you m

issed it. F
ortunately, this rarely hap-

pens. B
ut on Friday, N

ovem
ber 14, 1975, I m

anaged to m
iss the 

N
ew

 Y
o
rk T

im
es, and I learned m

y lesson. 

T
hat, as it happens, w

as the day the T
im

es ran a page-one 

story by its food w
riter C

raig C
laiborne about a four-thousand-

dollar m
eal he and his friend P

ierre F
raney ate at a P

aris restau-

rant, and I think it is safe to say that no article the T
im

es has 

printed in the last year has generated as m
uch response. (T

he 

only recent exception that com
es to m

ind is one that C
harlotte 

C
urtis w

rote about cottage cheese.) In any case, a few
 days later, 

in desperation, I w
ent back and read it. A

s you undoubtedly 

know
, C

laiborne had bid three hundred dollars in an auction for 

dinner for tw
o at any restaurant in the w

orld; because A
m

erican 

E
xpress w

as footing the bill, there w
as a stipulation that the res-

taurant be on the A
m

erican E
xpress card. C

laiborne chose to 

dine at a chic spot on the R
ight B

ank called C
hez D

enis, and 

there he and F
raney m

anaged to get through thirty-one courses 

and nine w
ines. T

w
o things,  w

ere im
m

ediately clear to m
e 'w

hen 

I read the article: first, that the m
eal had been a real disap-

pointm
ent, though C

raig only hinted at that w
ith a few

 cutting 

rem
arks about the blandness of the sorrel soup and the nothing. 

ness of the sw
eetbread parfait; and second, that the T

im
es had 

m
anaged to give front-page play to a story that w

as essentially a 


