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*Frozen in tiime: King slaying & the man in the husl

It is n time lo look back. 1t i the anniver-
sy of one of tho:e davs in our lives sel apart
from so many others beeanse something im-
portant happened that we can never forget.

It was 11 years ago lonight down in Memphis, al a
sprawling old motel there thal sits in the shadow of
Beale St., that the RNev. Martin Luther King Jr., Lhe
giant, was shot and killed.

It has been 11 years. bul the mind has ils own way.
It can blot things out. It can allow them lo grow fuzzy
and dim, and in lime Lhey disappear.

But some Images never seem to fade. They always
remain sharp. They stick there in the mind as though
wailing lo be undersiood. aware that the present. as
Robert Frast wrote, is too crowded, loo confused to
conlemplale.

So now 11 years have passed and we look back on
that night in Memphis when the Rev. King was killed,
recalling where we were and what we did, but still
not knowing what by now we should know about the
assassinalion.
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IT IS THAT WAY even though hooks have been
wrillen about the killing, even though many news.
paprerzs have made exhanstive investigations and a full-
hlown eongressional inquiry has been held.

On television Jast nicht, Andrew Youne, who is
now the American amhbassador (o the United Nations,
wes asked abnual the aszsacsination. On that night 11
yeors avo, Young was in Memphis, e was one of Lhe
Iiev. King's closest aides and he was there in that
ciister of people underneath the balcony at the motel,
and he wilnessed the killing,

Now, on televiston, he was asked if he believed
t James Earl oy was the lone jssassin.

“No, I don'l.” he said, He paused ever so slightly.
“I'll never believe he was."™ Yourfi said.

Being there. being there when somelhing really
Important happens, It is a want that often becomes an
ohsession with reporters, especially (hose who are
very young and lust for a chance al a big story. They
tell themselves that they do nol want {o see anything
terrible happen. that they wish no ane ill. Their rea-
ronirg Is only that if something is to happen, they
wint lo be Lhere.

THE DREAM O being there eames fram the frus.
of alwive arriving «

CARDE
GALDVIELL

ment after whatever it is already has happened. And
el heing told, “Geez, you should have heen here an
baur age.” Or last night or yesterday. Then the reporl-
cr must try to piece the sltory together. Seldom,
thounch, does it come out right.

"Stick to the facts," an editor admonishes. But the
reporter knows the facts can mislead. “We don't want

opininus,” the editor says. “Let Llhe columnisis express
the opinions.”

Bul what are the facts? Are they the accounis that
vizls provide? Or are they a consensus of opinions?

Ireing there, it is believed, would solve the prob-
lem. 10 just once vou were there, then you would
Enow and then you could say. As a reporter., it always
was that way for me until that spring evening 11
Aoars ago as Awilisht gathered over Memphis, hringing
with it the feel of an oncoming chill. Then it was my
turn to come as close as a reporter ever does to being
there. :

It was a Thursdav. It was near 6 pm. and the
evening licht was still good. 1 was in my room at the
Lorraine Motel. It was Hoom 215 and it was on the
ground foor of the molel, only a few doors from the
room that the Rev. King occupied. It was deadline
time and I had been trying lo get a lony dislance line
to tclephone to New York the story that I had been
working on, '
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TIHE SITOT SOUNDED like an explosion. T took it

1o be a bomb, [t was my fear warking. Bombing was

something 1 identified at that time with the South.
Hemes anil schonls and churches had been bombed,
ard on this night I was certain the motel was the

targel.
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It was one of the lerrorist (actics used roniret
blacks, this hombing was, and — as all this welled i
irside me-—my respanse was automatic, There was 19
hesitation. 1 was already on my feel. The doer i
open. There was the splil second needed to identifv
the sound and then, in one, two, three strides, I was in
the doorway,

There was ne smeke, no lire, no mass of dehris
There was, off to my right, a knot of peaple Thev
were jumping aboul, and it occurred lo me that pei-
haps someone had set off a firecracker.

“What a lousy joke,” I thought.

From the doorway, my view was of the thi wi-
across the street and my altention was
man who was slooping low in the bushes. il . .

oliing strange or suspicious. My altention foci=er o
him only hecause he was there, There was no ¢ne else,
and my eves staved glued on him. lle was off to n~
sht. 1fe appeared to e conving out of a cronchedl por:
tion. Ile was alone, partly hidden in the thicket i
did not Inok in my direction. His atlenlion was tri e
on something else—something that I could not see.
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HE WAS WHITE, this man was. and he <oeme o
rather chunky, It could have heen his clothine 0
was wearing something white. and 1 took il 10 1o .
1oir of everalls. As he straizhtened up, he ceemen o
twist his liody and yel his eyes staved riveted on
something else.

What? What was it he was watchina?

He began to move, slowly. in that twisling m=nne-,
eff toward kis rickl &5 thotieh he were aboul 1o
to he firekonse on the corver.

Now, from the vard, came the moane and ‘hep <

cries and 1 learned that altention was behind me, 1p

on the balcony. It was Llhe Rev. King. It had not 1 ren
a bambing. It had been rifle fire, and the Rev. Kirg
was the larget,

It was all years ago. and still 1 wonder aboual tie
man who climbed up frem the byshes that nizh:. Tk
police, in their reports, say the man did not exist P
I know betler. T was there. And today. I'm hie RS
Young. I do nol believe that James Earl Ray ulone
was responsible for the assassination.

Now, today, here in the Cily of New York, ever:.
one asks where the leaders are. And I think abent
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