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‘I HAD NOT HEARD A SHOT!

THAT NOVEMBE

Someone has taken a
shot at the President.
You're Dan Rather of
CBS and, on the strength
of what you've learned,
you repert that the Pres-
ident is dead—and that's
what the network tells o
waiting world. But what
if you were wrung?

SR
By DAN RAJHEP
With Mickey Herskowitz

UNTIL NEARLY THE last
momant I had nor planned
to ba in Dallas 3t the beeak of
fnoon on Nov. 23, 1963, 1 had heen
asked only to set up the coverage
—a2s chief ef the new CBS bureau
In New Orleans —for President
Kennedy’s pre-o camealgn
through Tax
was one of irritation, 1 was still
strugzling to gat the bureau or-
ganized. The civil rights move-
ment was sxploding all around us.
Now thls

Suddeniy T was aware that a
police car had passad me, taking
the wrong turnoff, going llks hell.
Then I thought I saw the presiden-
tinl limousine pass, a 1981 Lineoln,
a blur. But I did ot see the Presi-
dant, 1 thought T picked out Mrs.
Kennedy, And Goavernar Connally,
Or had I? The motoreade, or what
was left of It, sontinued toward
the Trade Mart.

I had not heatd a shot, 1 was
only vaguely awara of the hustie
and bustle and nolse and confu-
sion taking place somswhors be-
hind me, None af the scene came
with any preecision. All [ had was
this sense, an Impression. of what
I had gbserved—a police car, a
limousine, then another I'mousine.
One of them, [ though!, was ths
President's. Tha rest of the motar-
cade was already In diszreay.
Somsathing nad happened. Eut
what?

i@

The long run

I had to hotfoot it back to tha
statlon. Whatever had happensd,
it anything, | was doing 1o ane
any good standing there 'f'hs fiya
blocks hack to  KRLD
ionger now, but 1 u.,ne'ni af

I helded stralght for the open
line to the Trade Mart, As I did,
T yelisd out, “Turn up the vol-
ume on every cadlo you got, all
of them, state police, local police,
sheriff's department, Get ‘em up
high." Nclh"'ig had fashed yat
but all of the police bands were
becoming busy. T could hear news
director Fddie Barier from the
Trade Mart, asking, "Whaere's the
“niotoccade? They're running lats.
What's happensd ™

“Eddie, this |s Dan” T 3ald. “T
think something happeded out
there. And I think It's bad"

He said, “So do I We're pick-
ing up a lot of funny talk on the
radio. The cops are all asking each
other what the hall 13 polng on™

By now it was total confusion
on every madio. T kept hearing
numbers and codes, I knew enough
of them from my days as a police
reporter to pick out pleces of
what they were sayving, One offi-
cer told another to “cool It” and
switeh t0 a3 nonpublic channel
Then I caught a reference to Park-
land Hospital, Instanily, I looked
up the numbar and dialed it. Ths

-
Jackis watching the caskst
being loaded on the plane.

switchboard Jammad almost

mediately. I sensed at the t.lmu
that T was lucky to get through.
The operator wasn't hystarical. or
panioky, but she was clearly husy,

1 found myseif blurting out that
I was a reporter and don't hamg
up on me. 1 got that out right
away. She eut me off and said,
“The President has been shot I
don't know anything elss. I ra-
peated myself, “Please, don't hang
up. You say the President has
been shot, Are you certaln of
that ™

She said, “That's what T've been
told. I don't know anything else.’

I said, “Ts there anyona around,
anyone else who can talk to me?
In a doctor around?”

She sald, yes, hold on, and the
next thing I knew a mala volce
wus on the line.

“8ir, are you a phyaloian?” T
asked.

“Yos, T am.”

“The lady on the switchboard
says that the President has heen

shot and Td to verify that
with wou™
"Yra, he replied, “the President

has been brought in and It {a my
undergtanding that he's dead. But
I'm not the person to talk to
abaut It."

[ said, “Would you repeat your
name for me, Doctor?”

He sald, “I'm not the person
_\'wnndhtau:vﬂm*udthm
was 4 click on tha line

I dialed right back, and as I
did I shoutad to the people in the
newsroom, “He's been shot” [
didn't add that 5 doclor at Park-
land Hospital hu! told me he was
dead. Tf you have covered enough
police beats and emergency roams,
you tread very gently with that
idnd of I::formal:lrm. At the mo-
ment the fact that the President
of tha United States had been
shol was compeiling enough. A
reporier lsarns not to jump too
fast.

Two dinls and 1 was able to get
through the switchboard a second
tima, and again I brurtl.'d out ths
words, “Please, don’t hang up on
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T'm a reporter ‘wlt.h CB3 and
ths is very | L I have been
told that the President has been
shot. T must verify that Is there
anyons thers who can?"

She sald, “All the doctors are
busy, There [s great confuslon
here. But what you hl:a:d. yes, I
believe that is correat”

I sald, “Is there anyone in-=u.
tharity who will talkk to me?"

Bhe was losing her patience.
“Don't you understand? All the

are busy!" Thare was a
pause, then she lowered her volce

T said, “Would you ask one of
the priests it T might speak to
him?" Thare was a mumbled con-

=

versation in the bacigground, then
a man's volte came on the phone.

I said, “Father, the operator
talls me you just happenad to be
there. I'm Dan Rather, with CBS
News, and I'm wying to oonfirm
wh);eﬂ:a- the Presideant has baen
shot.”

With a mattér-of-factness that
stunned me he said, “Yes, the
President has been shot and he
Is dead”

T said,
that?"

He sald, “Yes, unfortunateiy, T
am.” and he left the phone.

I cannot tell you what I
thought at that moment. Certain.
ly, this was no time to measure
the magnitude of what had hap-

Are you cerialn of

pened or to reflect on the insane
chance that had caused it to hap-
pen at that time, and in that
place, T only knew that a tumul-
tuous few minutes had passad
gince I bhegan my four-hlock run
from behind the grassy knoll, On
tha United Press International

s wire the first words of a
bu.lledn dictated by Merriman
Smith had clattered out to the
rest of the world:

DALLAS, NOV. 22 (UPD
THREE SHOTS WERE F"EB'-"D
AT PRESIDENT KENNEDY'
MOTORCADE TODAY IN I)CI‘.W
TOWN DALLAS,

I was on the phone to Eddie
Barker at the Trade Mart, com-
paring notes. Quickly, T told him
what T had.

It was now just past 12:18 pm.
by the clock. The First wire serv-
les detalls, suggesting strongly
that the President had not sur-
vived, wouldn't move for another
few minutes. At that point [ heard
what my mind then recognized
clearly as someone in New Yorl
announce around the radio desi,

“Rather says the President is
dead "
I began shouting Into  Lhe

phone to New York, shouting that
I had not authorized any bulletin
or any other lond of teparL

Confusion burst anew. T was
told that I had sald not once but
twice that Kennedy was dead
Now it came through to me: those
weren't Barker's questions I had
been answering.

A chilling thought

I felt a chill. It dawned on me
that 1t was poasible I had com-
mitted a blunder heyond compre-
hension, beyord forgiving. 1 raced
thtU\.li'h my awn menml check-

did I have? Well, I had

Iy doclor lt the huspltal wha said
the President was dead. A priest
who said definltaly he was dead.

If you were working the cop
shop in Houston, Texas, at Num-
ber &1 Riesner St, what you had
was a3 dead man. But this was the
Presidant of the United States. It
was a mry no one wanted to he
Heve, and couldn’t take 1
back, If I h.zd been given, sav,
twe ssconds Lo think wbout it, (f
someona had asked, “Do you
want us to amnounce that the
President |3 dead and play the
national anthem?®" I would have
said, whoa, better run that past
someons else,
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