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NO clear picture of the first 
time I saw Lee Harvey Oswald 
remains in my memory. He did 
not make a lasting first impres-
sion on me, for in appearance he 
was practically nondescript. 

I had transferred into his out-
fit, Marine Air Control Squadron 
Nine, Santa Ana, California, in 
e i the r the late winter or early 
spring of 1959. It was here that I 
got to know Oswald. 

When I think of Oswald's name 
in connection with those days',.I 
hear it being shouted by an officer 
in a voice that seems worn ,thin 
by irritation. 

And in my mind's eye I see a 
jarhead private with a swab in 
hand, slopping soapy water over 
the wooden plank porch of the 
operations hut. 

The private has the bill of his 
18 

cap pulled down over his eyes,, 
apparently so he will have to see 
as line of the unpleasant military 
work around him aspossible. 

With this p icture, there is a 
vague feeling of sympathy that 

"might find expression  in the 
question: Why are they picking 
on that poor guy? , 

As, time went on I came to 
gather other, more vivid impres-
sions of Private Oswald'— but 
that image of him 'as a poor, per-
secuted soul never entirely van-
ished. Oswald kept it fresh. 

When he was ordered to do 
something, he wouldanswer: 
"Yes, sir," in a tone of voice that 
showed clearly that he had ex-
pected to be ordered to do the job, 
but that he sure didn't have to like 
doing it. 

And if, by chance, you didn't  

see that Oswald was obviously 
being picked on he would mention 
it to you. 

But as his words and tone made 
clear, Oswald was willing to be 
grimly amused by the whole thing. 

I don't want to give the impres-
sion that Oswald's persecution 
complex was a central aspect of 
his personality at that time. It 
was not. 

It was instead observed out of 
:the corner of an eye while con-
sidering the whole man. In my 
unprofessional opinion he was 
not paranoid. 

But as I told the Warren Com-
mission, I did think there was in 
him a tendency toward paranoia 
that, in certain circumstances, 
might become more pronounced. 

rm certain that in his own eyes 
Oswald was the most important 

MEN'S DIGEST 



9 

, 

Wq1.1ZZZAZIZZZII517MXITZ,MAAZZILLIMXXX5===Z-Magl=JAWi 
4 	 -4 ABOUT the AUTHOR 

Kerry Thornley is a young writer who was a 

Marine Corps buddy of Lee Harvey Oswald, 

President Kennedy's accused assassin. 

This is the first of a series of four articles 

by Mr. Thornley based on his remembrances of 

one of the 20th Century's strangest characters. 

Thornley; who appeared before the Warren Com-

mission as an expert witness, obviously knew 

Oswald better than anyone outside the slayer's 

family — and perhaps even better than they 

MEN'S DIGEST magazine is proud to present 

this important series of articles which throws 

light on the personality of 'Oswald and helps to 

explain why he killed P resident  Kennedy. 
ERIE■ 411M01"00,101D 

4) 

4) 
4) 4) 

f>glo fyco! 	4,.,eatts 9.,o)e,fwmer tomoeomenee * 
John F. Kennedy 

man in our Marine unit. To him 
the mark of destiny was clearly 
visible on his forehead. The fact 
that some people'were blind to it 
was to him an eternal source of 
aggravation. 

It was far more comforting for 
him to know that there were those 
who would gladly kill him than it 
would have been for him to think 
he was just another faceless 
Marine in the ranks at morning 
muster. 

For, deep within, he feared that 
he really was that faceless nobody 
— and the hostility of others, when 
directed at him alone, was his re-
assurance that he was, indeed 'a,  
very unique somebody.  

A somebody who couldprovoke 
anger, and perhaps a little fear, 
in those an unjust system had 
placed above him. This was the 
MEN'S DIGEST  

image of himself he required and 
which he strove to maintain:, 

In contrast to Oswald's image::"  
of himself was his appearance. 
He was not much taller‘or,much 
shorter than most other people. 
Nor was hemuch heaNqer Or 
much leaner.`: 

His hair was medium brown 
His eyes were blue-grey. If any-
thing he was a bit smaller than 
most men, a bit lighter in weight. 
That was all. But considering that 
he had such a poor foundation on 
'which to build a striking appear-
ance, OsWald did pretty Waal. 

First, lie set himself, off by 
maintaining a tight and a.ngry 

'little smile at all times. 
• Then,: he managed to look a 
little sloppier in his dress than 
'any other Marine. 	. 	- . 
' But beyond that there was noth- 

ing striking about his appearance. 
For the most part he had to rely 

hiS words to emphasize his 
individuality. 

An observer who saw Oswald in 
the'Marines'inight have con-
clu'ded that he was a real ob-
jedt of persecution. 

After all, he was most often 
involved in some menial job usu-
ally associated with disciplinary 
actions.  

But Os wald brought this on 
himself. He went out 'of his way 
time after time to do whatever he 
could to. displease those in 
nuthority. 

There Were other times, 
though,, when Oswald had good 
reason to believe that ,  "they" 

'were after him and that he was 
'being persecuted. 

The most dramatic example 
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came before I arrived in MACS-
9. A young lieutenant happened to 
notice in the mail room a news-
paper, addre s s e d to Oswald, 
which was in Russian and which 
had been mailed  from the So-
viet Union. 

According  to the story, the 
lieutenant grew very excited over 
his discovery and possibly made 
an open issue of Oswald's prob-
able sympathy to the Communist 
cause, making him out to be some 
kind of "subversive." 

Most of the troops, who by this 
time had learned to take Oswald 
with a grain of salt, were very 
much amused at the lieutenant's 
having pushed the panic button. 
Oswald, needless to say, wasn't 
so amused. 

But apparently the lieutenant's 
warning of a "subversive" in the 
camp was ignored by his super-
iors — who perhaps had learned 
to take enthusiastic young lieu-
tenants with a grain of salt. 

So this was Marine Private Lee 
H. Oswald. The outfit's eightball. 
A born loser. 

And what did Oswald — who was 
very bitter about his position -- 
believe to be the reason for his 
eightball status? 

Certainly not the real ones_ 
Rather, Oswald chose the explan-
ation which was most attractive 
to him. 

He was "persecuted" because 
of his superior intelligence and 
because he was regarded as a 
"subversive." 

It took a special kind of mind 
to evade the real facts for these 
fanciful ones.'  

As the W a r r e n Report later 
said concerning this period in 
Oswald's life: 

"He (Lee Harvey Oswald)used 
his Marxist and associated ac- 
tivities as excuses for his diffi-
culties in getting along in the 
world, (difficulties) which were 
caused by different factors.".  

But Oswald at this time in his 
life, was far from despairing. 

For one thing, his service in the 
Marine Corps was about to end. 

And, beyond his coming day of 
discharge, a whole new world 
awaited him — a world that would 
somehow be different from what 
he'd known in the past. 

Perhaps he would go to the 
Soviet Union and play an impor- 
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tant role in the building of a new 
humanity. 

Perhaps he would go to Cuba 
and join Castro in the fight to free 
the rest of the Caribbean from the 
clutch of the imperialists. 

A, thousand opportunities 
awaited the man who bore the 
mark of destiny. He had only to, 
choose among them. 

While he marked time in the`..,;  
service, and dreamed of his fu-
ture greatness, I had chances to 
observe him often. 

My first really vivid memory 
of Oswald was a brief conversa-
tion we had one afternoon, when 
we were sitting around the base 
recreation area in the afternoon. 

Lee was reading a note book, 
possibly studying Russian. Other 
troops were involved in a reli-
gious discussion. 

Gradually, I lost interest in the 
book .1 was, reading and joined the 
bull session on religion. When one  

of the men asked my views, I said 
I was an atheist. 

"So am I," said Oswald, 
glancing up from his note 
book. "I think the best religion 
is Communism." 

"yeah, Oswald's a Red," one 
of the other men said. 

"No, I'm not a Communist. 
I -  just think they have the best 
system." 

"Why?" I wanted to know. 
"Because they have a purpose. 

And the Communist way of life is 
more scientific than ours. You 
don't have to believe in a bunch 
of fairy tales to accept it." 

So much for our first conver-
sation. As I think back, he made 
it even more clear in our next few 

-talks that he was a Marxist. 
Next month 

in MEN'S DIGEST: 
Part Two 

Oswald and Communism 
MEN'S DIGEST 
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Lev kiar-vey Oswald once told 
me 	found Marxism the only 
modern philosophy with a 'vital, 
relevant connection to life on this 
planet. T hough some Marxists - 
lose all f,1ing  for people as in- 
d i v i d a l s and worry only about 
the state, this did not happen 
to Oswald, 

I have never known .a person 
more motivated by vinat appeared 
to c 	genuine ccncern for the 
human race than Lee Harvey Os-
wald. He was moved by what• 
people usually call the pu r'o,s t 
humanitarian sentiments:Oswald 
was a philanthropist. 

As I told -yo-u in my firSt'ar-: 
ticle, I first got to know Lee Hai.= 
voy Oswald in the late winter  

:1959. I had been 'transferred into 
tf ,t.t;;:Marine'.:Air;:Control „: 

toltnoweach.other 
better, we: had luise a :few long 

l"..S.ometimes we b oth: took the 
side.   of the Atheists (which we bOth 
Were) and argued with the"more 
excitable Christians in the'OUtfit. 

practieedsetir 
'arguments on each other".•:116.re”- 

*, 'sult,WaSillatWe developed acloSe 
inah 'tetnpe.44'. with sharp 

differences:7 	• 
never:Clese:Iriends, 

p6wawliraiin'f.the.:.typ&;t0;•forin. 

krico:?fitia:ijkottt.well:peCatiSeicif 
aaur: disagreements. 
• 1.7 Or ;;_exarnple;.;:..1•:  sea U..learne d 
at his concern for otiier people 

— as a mass, not as individuals 
, was so real that he couldn't 

,concentrate on his own affairs. 
Instead, he was busy solving 

mankind's Problems. 
Famines, .plagues, revolutions 

and'-'wars were more challenging 
to lin' than, say, whether his 

:!•shoe,s were shined before to-. 
:̀::morrow's: inspection. So he 
salWays stood inspection with 
unshined shoes. 

When 'he was punished for. it, 
0 said he was being picked on 

!,.but that it didn't matter. 
He would be remembered and 

his tormentor s would be for-
:If:gotten,' he said. 

As'I told the Warren Commis-
sion, "lie looked upon the eyes of 

..people as some kind of 
'tribunal; ...and he wanted to be on 
the-.Winning 'side so that 10,000 
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years from now people would 
look in history books and say, 
'Well, this man was a head of 
his time,' " 	 • You see how his mind worked.- 
What could. this '  'man of the fu-. 
ture" care if his shoes Were' 
smudged? 

Marxism and his own place in 
the future world were not all that 
Oswald thought about. 

He nad some, definite ideas 
about the U.S. andoaPitalism. 

lie thought that the capitalistic, 
nations, and especially the. U.S.,' 
were moving toward dictatorship. 

And he definitely thought his 
country was playing the Imperial" 
gist role in the Far East  
more to say about this later be-:,  
cause it had a lot to do with Lee's', 
defecting to the Soviet Union after 
he got out of the Marines). 

XAWS biGIST.  

tit :if:fieedOn„wasibeing 
choked: off, in his:own!, country, 
Oswald' believed it must 'exist 
somewhere:' ,  

And the only possible place for 
such ,.freedom 'had to be on the 
other side of 'the Iron Curtain If 
freedom wasn't there; it was 
nowhere. • 

So despite some hesitation, Lee 
meant it when he said his religion 
was Communism:,  , „'', •' 

And, tragically, his religion 
was. Communism notbecause it 
was ,superior, ;hut becaune, he 
couldn't 'find a better alternative 
in the 'United States.- 

AsI said, Lee had great 
ideas But to execute  them' he 
needed power. 

And as a private in the Marine 
Corps, he didn't have too much 
of that. 

Inatead, as far back as he could 
remember Oswald Was an object 
of ridicule. For instance, in 1952, 
when" he moved with his mother to 

ilsiew. York other children teased 
'him 'about his Texas accent. 

And .in 1954, upon returning to 
the South, he found the children 

his ninth grade class laughed 
:at him because of his acquired 
!:riorthern accent. 
.',-'After he joined the Marines in 

he got nicknamed "Ozzie 
ftribbit,'!- after a cartoon 
character. 	: 

Like many men who are laughed 
it Lee took refuge in being a corn-

He made jokes at his own 
xpense, perhaps in hope s he 

would beat others to the punch. 
He joked a lot about Common-

Pism. Once when our section chief 
:told 'its. to gather around him and 
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listen, Lee exclaimed in a mock 
Russian accent, "Ah, a collective 
•fr, rm lecw 

Some 	he referred to him- • 
self and others as "comrade." 
Even when his jokes had no direct 
relation to Comrnunism,,he still 
cracked them in his Russian 
accent. 

In a group, Lee was loud and 
boisterous, joking or arguing the 
case for Communism, or both. 

As you might expect, his loud-
m outhed wit often got him in 
trouble when he tried in on a 
humorless officer. 

By observing Oswald alone and 
in a group, I was able to draw 
some more conclusions about this 
unhappy Marine. 

I learned that in Oswald's own 
eyes he was two conflicting 
things. On one hand he was Os-
wald the Oppressed. On the other 
he was' Oswald the Great, the 
future liberator of the hu-
man race. 

Oswald the Great lived 
within the shell of Oswald the 
Oppressed. 

All that Oswald the Oppresied 
had to do was throw off his chains, 
at which time Oswald the Great 
would step out of the shell and 
Oswald the Oppressed would be  

turbed about what he called U.S. 
imperialism. 

This imperialism, Oswald 
said, was the conduct of U.S. 
servicemen in their dealing with 
the Japanese and other Far East-
ern peoples. 

Just before I shipped out, Lee 
and I had a heated dise.,•, zio. on 
the subject. 

I challenged him to back up 
Soviet propaganda about U.S. 
imperialism. 

At this time he became very 
excited. "If you ever go over-
sees, Thornley, you'll see what I 
mean," adding that our fellow 
Marines equalled any Nazi storm 
trooper for brutality, given the 
opportunity to get away with it. 

His face became chalky as he 
discussed this and he appeared to 
be genuinely sickened, so I did 
not press him for details. 

In the course of my tour I saw 
' perhaps a half-dozen incidents of 

brutality on the part of Americans 

A 

And when he ended up swabbing, 
raking or picking up cigarette 
butts he would complain he was 
being picked on. 

But he didn't mind it when the 
other troops returned his smart-
alec quips. And he did not seem 
to mind such nicknames as 
"Comrade Oswaldovitch" as long • 
as he was the center of attention 
in a large group. 

However, he didn't gofor teas-
ing on a person-to-person basis. 

I remember one time Ian-
swered one of his complaints 
about the Corps by saying: 

"W e l, Lee, when the r e v °- 
I u t ion comes you can change 
all that." 

He gave me a look of pained•  
surprise and shouted, "Not you 
too, Thornleyl" And he walked 
away without another word. 

When he wasn't in a crowd, he 
wasn't so bad, especially in a 
serious discussion. 

Then he didn't have a front to 
keep up and, without an audience, 
he would more often admit he was 
wrong on a point. 
14 

destroyed forever. 
I saw Oswald for the last time 

when .I transferred to Japan, 
where Lee had already served. 

But instead of forgetting about 
Lee, I became more aware of his 
thinking be cause of conditions 
that he and . I both observed 
in Japan. - 

Oswald, the Warren Commis-
sion reported, once said, "The 
thing that turned me to Mapcism.  
was my service in Japan."  

He said conditions over there 
convinced -him something was 
wrong with the American system, 
and that Marxism was the prob-
able answer. 

It was in Japan, he said, that he 
made up his mind to go to Russia:.  
and see for himself how a revolu-
tionary society operates. 

I did not find conditions in japan 
that bad. But Lee was very dis- 

4 Ra  

toward natives of the Far East. 
These ranged from the beating 

of taxi drivers to the dropping of 
a garbage-filled crate from a ship 
onto an old man's back. 

, I heard of a dozen more, usually 
`in the form of boasts. 
,• I call this sort of thing juvenile 
delinquency. Oswald called it U.S. 

, Imperialism 

NEXT MONTH 

in MEN'S DIGEST 

,PART THREE 

OSWALD INSANE?? 
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Lee Harvey Oswald 

74, 
Lvlarine Private Lee Harvey 

Oswald and I parted company for 
the last time when I was trans 
ferred to Japan in 1959. 

Lee had told me to be on the 
lookout in Japan for what he called 
"U.S. imperialism" — the be-
havior of American servicemen 
toward the natives of. the 
Far East. 

He was much more bitter about 
this problem than I was at first. 
I thought the serviceman's bad 
behavior, a result of boredom in 
the peacetime occupation forces, 
was more private delinquency 
than diabolic imperialism. 

However, I became increas-' 
ingly perturbed over G.I. behav-
ior and the long-range effect it  

was having on Japanese good will. 
More and more I came to feel 

that the book I was planning should 
deal with this problem. And at 
last, stimulated by a chance com-
ment, I hit upon the perfect title: 
"The Idle Warriors." 

Yet I still lacked an essential 
ingredient for a good novel. I 
needed a central theme to tie in 
with all the minor themes I wanted 
to handle. 

Then, one afternoon in the bar-
r a ck s,' a friend who had also' 
known Oswald handed me a copy 
of "Stars and Stripes" and said, 
"Look!" 

There was an article about a  
Marine who after getting out of 
the service had gone to Russia  

and requested Soviet citizenship. 
Of course it was Oswald. 

It was not until then that I really 
believed his commitment to Com-
munism was serious. I was sur-
prised, and I wondered how he 
had come to his decision. 

And then I sat down and began 
work on "The Idle Warriors." I 
had my theme. 

The book was about the gradual 
moral breakdown of a Marine who 
finally defects to Russia. In ear-
lier drafts, certain sections were 
based almost entirely on Oswald. 

As a matter of fact, my main 
character's name originally-  was 
Lee — Lee Shellburn, Later I 
changed the first name to Johnny. 

But the book was not intended 

18 
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as a carbon copy of Oswald's life 
and philosophy, although it cer-
tainly reflects Lee's character in 
many places. 

Working on the book took most` 
of my off-duty hours for the rest,,. 
Of my duty tour, during which' ,? 
`time I heard nothing more .  
about Oswald. 	 ...4• 

After getting out of the Corps, 
I went to live in the New Orleans 
French Quarter and, working 
part-time, I finished  a type 
written 'draft of my novel. 

. . After two publishers rejected it , 
I decided the manuscript needed .: 
more work.' Sp, I put it away to 

andturned to  
other things.. 	. • 
•.•In June of 1962:' I received 

MEWS DiGEST 

newspaper clipping from my par-
ents, who knew of my interest in 

'Oswald. It was headed, "Ex-
Marine Loses Love for Russia," 
and it told of Lee's 1  decision to 
return to Texas with his Russian 

• wife and baby. 
Once again I was surprised. It 

seemed unlike Oswald to ever 
admit to the world that he was 
wrong. 

At that time I thought seriously 
about going to see him before 
starting the rewrite. He could 
provide valuable information. 

But after considering the time 
and expense involved, and that 
my outline for the new draft of the 
book had strayed away from the 
character of. Oswald, I decided 
against it. 
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Then came the assassination. 
I was working as a bartender in 
New Orleans when  the terrible 
news was flashed of JFK's death 
and Oswald's quick arrest. 

From the moment I heard that 
it was Oswald who was In custody 
until after he was gunned down by 
Jack Ruby, I did not believe he 
could be guilty. 

But as the facts came in I 
changed my mind. ldecidedthere 
must have been more violence in 
him than I thought. 

I didn't see Lee be ing killed 
on television and I'm glad I 
missed it. 

It was enough of a shock to see 
a picture on every newspaper 
front page of a person I once knew 
being shot in the belly. 

But on looking at a sequence of 
photos that included a snap of Lee 
just before Ruby rushed up with 
his pistol, I noticed that same de-
fiant little grin, perhaps a 
sinister smile, that hid such a 
complexity of pain and confusion. 

When the news of Oswald first 
began to appear, I wondered how 
any man could have changed so 
thoroughly, in a few short years. 

For instance, a national news 
magazine called him a psycho-
path, neurotic, schizoid, para-
noid and a probable homosexual 

all in the same column of print! 
Suddenly I was reading that he 

had fought constantly with his fel-
low Marines and that in the serv-
ice he displayed a conspicuous 
zest for physical violence. 

I had observed no such traits 
when I knew him in the Marines. 

Oswald had his psychological 
problems all right, but I doubt 
that he would have been found 
legally insane had he lived to face 
a jury. 

I told the Warren Commission 
this, and the fact that a large part 
of its report was devoted to root-
ing out rumors is proof enough to 
me that a great deal of fabrication 
and exaggeration was put out and 
is still believed. 

It might be argued that anyone 
capable of 'committing the crime 
for which Oswald stands accused 
would have to be insane. 

If that's the case, then Oswald's 
type of insanity is soprevalentin 
the world today that it could be 
considered "normal." 

Next Month 
in MEN'S DIGEST . 

the conclusion 
OSWALD, 

THE ASSASSIN 
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A tangle of sharp pain gathered 
inside Lee Harvey Oswald as he 
hid his clipboard in a pile of book 
cartons. 

Moving swiftly and efficiently, 
Lee went to work on the boxes, at 
last positioning two heavy cartons 
near the window and bringing two 
smaller ones over to stack on top 
of one of them for a rifle rest. 

Concentrating on his work, he 
tried to forget his hurt. 

He didn't want to feel it. He • 
didn't care to identify it — for it 
was an ugly mixture of fear and 
hostility and self pity. 

And now, as he slid the brown 
paper bag from its hiding place,  

he no longer had reason to heed 
the pain, the disappointment with 

. the hell with it! 
No, face it, he told himself. He 

was disappointed 'with the 
Marines, with Russia, with Cuban 
red tape and with Marina — but 
mostly with. Lee Harvey Oswald 
1653230. 

His old. Marine serial number! 
It came out automatically! 

He sat down on one of the car-, 
tons he had placed by the window. 
Carefully, he removed the rifle 
parts froth the bag. 

Then, after putting the bag on 
the floor," he spread, the smaller 
pieces out on the brown paper and  

began assembling the weapon. 
He noticed now that the sky 

had cleared. Just so there 
were no strong  winds. That was 
important. 

Now each thing he did was mag-
nified a thousandfold. This was 
the real thing. This was history! 

His hands were putting together 
the instrument that would once 
and for all blast down the barrier 
between himself and the world in 
general, the barrier between him 
and happiness. 

At last he was throwing himself 
into the struggle! And this time 
he was resolved to succeed. 
...Yes, himself, he thought. 

i 0 MEN'S DIGEST 
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by r.;ThOrile'y:'based:on'his`remembrances of 
one of the;:20th:CenturY's: strangest characters. 

Lee Harvey Oswald 
and Marina 

That's the thing this :rifle ,Avt 
murder. 

Not the President, but Lee. 
Harvey Oswald — the wretched, 
the suffering and the oppressed. 

No room after this act for petty 
selfish wounds of the spirit. Thio, 
act will erase petty concerns. 
Curtain rodsf Ha! 

And washing machines. Martha 
had asked him to buy hers wash-
ing machine — last night, during: 
the argument. He said he would. ':  
Then, cruelly, she told him,  to 
save his money. Fine thing. 

Curtain rods, waShing ma 
chines and m oney. It was all a; 
trap. He should have known 
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Thornley, Whoappeared be,fore the Warren Com-
mission as ati .e.icpert, witness, obviously knew 
Oswald: better than arnione,:outside the slayer's 
family 	 even better than they 

MEN'SDIGE:St magazine is proud to present 
this irnportant series of articles which throws 
light on the-personality of sWald and helps to 
explain why he.'killed President Kennedy. 

  

  



car was behind them. No, it wasn't 
the President, yet.- -  

More motorcycles rounded the 
corner of Main and.  Houston, fol- 

better. 
Then, as he le aned the rifle 

against the pipes that ran up the 
wall to his left, he realized with 
a sweeping finality that all his 
actions of the past had been Iead-
big him to this. 

How had he been so stupid? Why 
had insignificant failures both-
ered him for one moment?. He • 
was above all that. , 

But wait! Someone was nearby 
Lee grabbed the rifle and put it 
on the floor, covering most of it 
with the bag. Then he crept forr:: 
ward to peer between the cartons: 
that hid his window and view. .He 
held his breath. 	, 

Lee relaxed. Just some poor 
guy eating lunch — chicken and a 
bottle of pop. Now if that guy just 
doesn't come over here to watch 
the parade. 

If he does, 	shoot him. just 
before I shoot Kennedy I'll pull 
out the rifle and shoot him. 

He returned to his seat by 
the window, 

People were gathered along the 
Elm Street ramp in front of the 
building and in the plaza across 
the way. He could hear them. 

'A thrill quivered through his 
body. He knelt by the window and 
looked out over the throng think-
ing: Step right up folks, to the 
greatest show of a lifetime! 

See Lee Harvey  Oswald gun: 
U.S. oppression! See the Yankee: 
tyrant die! 

T hen he hear d the nearby 
worker's footsteps. Good, the guy 
was leaving. One less problem. 

Oswald picked up his rifle 
again. Keeping it low beside him 
he sat near the window again, apr 
praising the curve in Elm Street-
where the motorcade would have 
to slow down. 

There was some foliage in the 
way, from an oak tree, but he 
would have time for one shot be-
low it and several more after the 
car moved on toward the Triple 
Underpass. 

He had practiced reloading for 
hours at a time and estimated he 
could get in four or five shots if 
necessary, 

Now he could hear noise over on :- 
Main Street. Cheering. Blocks 
away yet. 

He locked and loaded with one 
round. 

In his head he heard a voice. 
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"Ready on the right; ready on the 
left; ready on the firing line." 
The Marine rifle range chant. 

The cheering was growing 
louder. 

He eased the weight of body 
forward to the window, keeping 
the weapon just below the sill be-
hind the boxes. It was an uncom-
fortable position. 

Motorcycles were passing. A  

lowed by another. They turned 
onto Elm and roared past the 
Depository. 

The din grew deafening as the 
President's car ca me into view 
on Houston. 

As the Presidential car moved 
toward Elm, Lee looked out to-
ward the Triple Underpass and 
wondered if he would really go 
through with it. He would almost 
surely be caught. 

His eyes fell on the spot below 
the oak leaves. He brought the 
rifle to his shoulder. 

With his left eye he could see 
the President's car, followed by 
four motorcycles as it passed 
directly below the window. 

He pointed the rifle down and 
caught the waving figure in the 
right rear seat with the intersect-

. ing cross hairs, followed it for-
ward to the destined spot. 

His trigger finger tightened, 
squeezing. The cross hairs rode 
along the base of the target. 

His hand seemed to lose its 
strength. 

No. He wasn't going to do it. He 
knew he couldn't pull the trigger 
any farther. 

CRACK! 
Everything shook. The target 

vanished behind the leaves. 
Pigeons fluttered ar ound the 
Window. 

"Damn!" he 	reloading. 
He zeroed in above the 

branches and fired again as the 
President, clutching his throat 
and falling, to the side, came 
into view. 

A siren screamed. 
Reloading quickly,hefired 

', again. 
Looking over the sill, he saw 

he had hit his mark. He saw a 
splash of bright red. 

'Walking quickly along the aisle 
,toward the stairs, Lee fought to 
suppress the growing sense of 
panic that had now replaced his 
tangled hurt. 

He waited to feel the happiness 
he. longed for. 

As he thrust his rifle between 
the book cartons he wondered if 

':people might not be wrong — to 
seek happiness. 

Lee. Oswald observed that he 
was nor happy as he trotted down ,  
the stairs to the fifth floor. 

Instead, a sense of panic 
gripped his mind. 	 ei 
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