glory for ever.

ore the unvelling there
ere law suits and serialisa-
ns of gruelling Ilength.

DEATH O
1D y by Wiliam
%&rjchester (Michael Joseph,
8./.

Looking at .lt'ooolly for the
nisi;t t?ima. what are we to make
[+)

Its central moment is des-
cribed thus :

us —
“The First Lady, in her last
First Lady, leaned
olicitously towards the Presi-
dent. His face was quizzical
She had seen that ezpression
s0 often when he was puzzling
over a difficult Press conference
?uestion. Now, in a gesture of
nfinite grace, he raised his
right hand, as though to brush

REPULSIVE

From that second onward
chester's eye does not miss
single drop of blood or frag-
nt of bone. All the most
i'4

tles.

It is | but, of course,
it is l’m. One of the
marks of human life is that we
are intrigued, by human death.
Even though grief stricken our-
selves at gthe funeral, say, of a
well-loved friend, we find our
eyes straying to the rollers
which trundle away the coffin

WHEN THE Duke of Wellington died,
the Prince Consort with his own hand
designed a huge bronze carriage to bear
the old corpse to its grave.

When a king of anclent Ur died, the men
and women of the court were sacrificially killed
and buried in all their finery with the master.

When the Pharaohs of Egypt dle
Pyramids were built to preserve them an

vast
their

In November 1963 John F. Kennedy died and
since that moment a new breed of tombmakers has
been feverishly busy. In huge blocks the books of
memoirs have been raised to the skles.

But of all the memorials one was destined
rom the start to be more massive than the rest.
e whole world was kept informed of its progress.

by
ROBERT
PITMAN
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Kenn

EXAMINING A MACABRE MEMORIAL

Is this ‘Crawfie’ reall
worthy of

N G

edy?

through the cremation doors,

Even when we think we are
being bored or repelled by Man-
chester's enormous book, we find

urselves being

against our will. The process
is almost obscene. Manchester
has, in effect, produced a kind
f black crape pornography.

True, ‘recording every
second of President Kennedy's
last hours, he also provides the
fullest-ever &Lctu.re of the centre
of Unifed tes government,

For example, we read of a
macabre but constant member
of the President's entourage—a
man named Gearhart whose
code-name was Shadow :—

“No one called him by his
christian name, his surname, or
even by his code-name. He was
‘the man with the satchel,’ or,
more starkly, ' the baqman.' The
bag (also known as ‘' the black
ba.i’ and ‘the football’) was a
30lb. metal suitcase with an
infricate combination lock.™

CARTOONS

Inside were the intricate
codes which would launch a
nuclear attack together with
“pages of close text enlivened
by gaudfk colour cartoons. They
e g A T

cs, really, ey ha
been careﬂf]fy so that
any one of Kennedy's three
military aides could quickly tell
him how many million casual-
ties would result. . . ."

We are told : “ No one liked
to think about them, much less
to falk about them, and on
trips the man with the football
was treated as a pariah.”

Yet that odd remark about
the pariah with the sinister
football raises another question:
How will this book ect the
reputation of Eennedy and of
Eennedy's America ?

Wellington’s gandloae funeral
carriage, the Pharachs’ Pyra-
mids, even.the gold buried with
the sacrificed victims at Ur—
all were designed to glorify not
only the dead man but also his
nation. Though writing of

_I'--

. Eennedy with reverence and
though obviously regar all
e trappings of the presidency
with almost religious awe, Man-
chester conveys little gory
deed, without intending he

s written what many ers

y regard as a searing anti-



lAmerlca.n WrRCL,

Let us, for example, oonsidher
the now familiar details of why
Kennedy, complete with two Jet

liners, an enormous entour-

e, and the 30Ib. metal suitcase,

nt to Dallas In the first place.

sole purpose, as Manchester
ints out, was to try to heal
alridiculous party quarrel which
naced the vofing chances of

tHe Democrats in Texas. The
Rikht - wing Democratic
Governor, John Connally, was

feuding with the Left -
]%_embomgtggl Benator, R.a.lg
arborough.

But the puzzle ls how the
trip could have ended the feud
even if Kennedy had not been
shot. During the visit, Connally
was pl a banquet at
which he and his friends would
sit with the President at a high
table while Yarborough was
humiliatingly tucked away at a
loghtable. s it

e senator was quite as
petty. He refused to share a car
with  Viece-President Lyndon
ggl;n.sonﬁe mtmg tuhﬁ nexg

¥'s hea es WOl Teal
v Ymarboéough snubs Johnson.”

e a1y TR 2
“ women "] & unch, -
} diamond

b lets. o Baénd impl
racelets, . . . § g —_
show these Texans what good
taste really is."

CooL

h’I‘hehPresldent'n wlfbe d&!
chose her wardrobe—but on the
ion that the weather in
‘Texas, according to predictions
assembled by the esident’s
aide, Brigadier-General Godfrey
McHugh, would be cool. Buﬁ
Manchester tells us, “ God hal
blundered badly.” His reference
Wigaiics B Ry -G
er. pun en
a g?vee.-t.her rediction which
would foéce s Flrag.] Lady to
sweat under sun a4 warm,
simple, good taste suit, Brigadier
God was exiled from the
President's plane and forced to
sit with the journalists in the
plane which followed.
ell, as we know, it turned
out that it did not matter what
poor Jackie wore. Oswald fired
and, as Manchester reveals, the
most astonishing chdos ensued.
assassina

enn was hardly temgomry.
In the ital to which he wrg.lf
WAS an orgy
hysteria among male and female
e. One of few men who,
though dazed seems o
have behaved with dignity was
yndon' Johnson. One of the
officials who, sensibly
tried to preserve

IRONY

The federal secret servicemen
charged with the coffin right
throu%h the Medical Examiner
and the localgrol.lce in order to
ﬁ;’ the dead President back on
plane. On that same plane
the new President was trying to
find out what was happening by

n n @ 3
ob of intelligence, and it would
ve been ggmble i/ the assas-
nation occurred in the
White House, with its nifi-

tly equipped Situation Room
Dallas, mmer, there was
-~ no

the

urder had occurred
te White House ! Vet tugé
k underlines the irony of

e whole tragic episode. Here -

the mobile power house of
erica, arranged with fan-
American efficiency so
every soul in- the
ame "(Sonmaly Hstego iy
cpde n sole:
anchester). v
Yet all these high-powered
akles were sent half-dotty by

PR,

the kind of emergency which
lhey should have been antici-
mtlng any hour, One wonders

low they would have managed
1 Bhadow's terrible football had
had to be unlocked.

What seems most strange of
alllsbhatnaneofthemfully
realised, untll hours had
eiam that Lyndon Johnson
ha ually taken the place of
the pathetic corpse, hen he
ordered the

ane _.Brigadl‘ar decided
show that his loyalty was
to the occupant of the co: —

“*I want the record to show,”
he said, pounding ithe table,
‘that Ken O'Donmell, Larry
O’Brien, Dave Powers, and me
spent this flight in the tail
compariment with the President
—~President Kennedy.'”

The curious thing is that
William  Manchester, though
half-see the nonsense of all
this, suffers from the same
deI%ct. In a published interview

“I doubt if Il ever bhe a
| at the White House again,
i last time I was there, visit-
ing S. Johnson, she offered
me a drink. The 'waiter came up
that ‘was  Presiqens Bz

‘Was esiden ennedy’s
drink. But they didn’t serve it
more. So I sald I must be

had mi%ben to o ey

WT er: "I love you

Marina, and I want to live with
. ..  Manchester

{D‘LL sows
Kl.‘:]é.».ﬂ‘t > “gs]las tri beéjorg

nnedy's a a
Oswald

OUTDATED

Even  his key-hole detalls
Jackie K

recently at a funeral when a
mze young wife did exactly

Yet there is something grisly
about it all. We read endiessly
not only about poor Kennedy's
good taste but also about his
ph}rs:qu'e on the mortuary slab
(“ like a Greek de "), We read
about one of his Cabinet
Ministers whe, on a plane ahove
the Pacific, wrote: “I just
completed s little cry, hanky
under glnsaes.‘ e

All right then. There were
milllons in Britaln who must
have felt like weeping for
Kennedy., No shame in it. The
onl shame is that this
par%!ctﬂar pyramid should have
suffered from the kind of royal

even in British
women's magazines. It is g
shame that Kennedy's memorial
should have been left to a
Presidential Crawfie.

ting. . .
is almost
He is the first writer to make it
S;dwhe clear that
left him in order to nmewiim
{m« —R
T




