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. next morning at nine. [ showed up

Of John F. Kennedy, Abraham Zapruder and
T. S.Eliot: A Memoir of Grief Delayed

here were you and what were you doing when President
i K:nnedywualmt?uym‘rewerso.mybemzs.yuure—
member. When we began planning the 32 pages in this is-
sue on the President and his assassination, we asked our
staff for their memories of November 1863.

One reporter got into a fistfight at soccer practice with
the son of a Republican dichard and Kennedy-hater. “We
were both kicked off the team for a week.” A writer wasona
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“Iremembermﬂiﬂnghowaﬂnwdmaryltmmbeddmgmabmmwhichwuyune
waathjnklngthzsamethought;.”;&ndanedﬂorwhow:mwchumh Sunday morning came
mwmttmtRubyhadahotOswald“Wemougmﬁ:ewmidhadgmemmplddynuw."
Shock, disbelief, anger and tears—so many tears—for a slain young President, for our
mw,fwmnwmﬁmmemmcﬂwdmdmdwwmwtwmuﬂwmagajn
mﬂwmsmwmmmmmwmmxmmy.m
Smnhmalhs)andenyMoazr(thmgton].ﬁomﬂwhﬁvcmmthufwkhaammea
mmmunmgbmukmglyfnmmarpimwithoﬂmnmbefmpubmhedmd
mrcpmngmmedmemmdmmu@tupmmmm”amago.
inanunorway.Imammgthem.lﬂwedinwlasfuurhmafm'thumssmum
ftomhsAngde&whmlmsuﬂwmdasmmM.mmemLﬁm
spondent (and later famed author) Tommy Thompson. We went towork immediately. Tom-
myfmmdmwﬂd‘swfsmmandmm,umgumﬂmmdmmwprmmmduslw
mﬁmhﬁﬂm&nﬂwn@tmnﬂwhwm&ﬁ%mdwﬂﬂmmml
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Meanwhue,btcmdayllumedﬂmanallasgarmemmnufacuanamdAbnham

camera. I called his home, discov-
ered to my surprise that no other
reporter had contacted him and
pleaded to see his film that night.
He was tired and distraught and
told me to come to his office the

et eight, and Zapruder allowed me
to watch as the film was shown
for the first time to the Secret Ser-
vice. It was a grim experience. 1=
Minutes later, | was negotiating Zapruder and his famous mouvle camera
rights to the most famous home
moﬂcmhluory.ltypcdmtamkagrmLW:mgneditshookhmdsmdlsﬂppad
out.ahnckdmrwﬂhtheﬁlm.leavmgpoorAbt.agmthmwfauamomﬁmdimu
editors all anxious to buy it themselves.
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md@pﬂnﬂmﬂmlmmmmmwmhmgﬁm.ldon‘t feel that way now.
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wrote, to “know the place for the first time.”
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Hospital
in Turmoil

:@xnamlsmmuung
with gther nurses in the

Parkland Hodpital cafeteria. “We
were talking about what would
happen If the President was in a
car wreck or " she re-
members. “I sald they'd never
bring him here, they'd take him to
& hospital in town.” When Nelson
returned to the emergency room,
the phone was ringing. “It was the
switchboard operator. She satd,
‘Doris, the President’s been shot,
and he'll be here in five minutes.'
said, ‘Yes, Phyllis, so what else is
new? ™ At first, nobody believed
Nelson either. "By the time I got
two doctors and the head nurse
convineed, they were rolling him
down the hall." Nelson was emer-
gency room supervisor. “As 1
looked around, I didn't see anyone

pale. So I just ripped off his shirt
to see where the injuries were. [
put him in Trauma Two. Right be-
hind him came the President
Jackie was walking beside him. A
rose was lying across the stretch-
er. | put him in Trauma One”
While physicians hovered over
the President, Nelson stood at the
door, screening the flow of nurses,
doctors and Secret Service
agents. “At one point, Jackie de-
cided to go into the room when
they were doing a tracheotomy on
him. I thought it was not in her
bestinterest or in the best interest
of the patient or the physicians. I
suggested she walt outside. But
the agent in charge said that if she
‘wished to go in, that was her pre-
rogative.” Nelson was impressed
by the First Lady. “I was amazed
at how poised she was. ] asked her
if she would like to remove her
gloves and wash her hands, and
she said, ‘No, thank you. I'm fine.’
She seemed almost in a trance.”
Nelson herself was on automatic
pilot. “About an hour after it
'Was over, someone brought me a
cup of coffee. My hands started
shaking so, 1 couldn't hold it
That's when it hit me." (Doris
Nelson died last month of lver
cancer at 52, shortly after she
gavethis interview.)

HNurse Doris Nelson shows the
location of the President's
fatal head wound.
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Deep in the labyrinthine stacks of
the National Archives, not far
from the Constitution and the
Declaration of Independence, ar-
chivist Marion Johnson broods
over 630 file boxes and nine
crates. They contain most of what
is known about one of America’s
darkest days: the 3,154 docu-
ments, photographs and objects
of the Warren Commission’s 10
month investigation into the as-
sassination of John F. Kennedy.
{Some of the evidence,

for the photographer, is at left)
Ever since the commission pub-
lished its 888-page report 19
years ago, based on 26 volumes of
interviews, testimony and docu-

" ments, Johnson hassaid yesorno

to requests to see the evidence—
many of them from researchers
who cannot accept the verdict
that one man, acting alone, killed
the President. Conspiracy theo-
ries (agents of China, Russia or
Cuba) waned in the late "60s and
then drew fresh life from 1973
Watergate revelations of CIA and
FBI misconduct When Congress
reopened the case in 1976 (a Jus-
tice Department report is expect-
ed at year's end), its committee
members relied on evidence from
Marion Johnson's windowless
and ultrasecure stack room.
While the 67-year-old archivist
has no retirement plans, he has
been helping young staffers learn
the assassination section. “It
wouldn't really be any trouble for
someone else to continue it,” says
Johnson. “Yes," responds a co-
worker, “In twenty-five or thirty
years they'd catch up.”
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As the drama of death played out
at Parkland Hospital, police offi-
cer J. D. Tippit challenged a man]
on a Dallas street six miles away.
The man, Lee Harvey Oswald, fita
description of the gunman in the
Book Depository window. Oswald
shot and killed Tippit. and then
ran into the Texas Theatre, which
was showing a double bill, War Is
Hell and Cry of Battle, Within 10
minutes some 15 Dallas police-
men converged on the theater.
The movie projector stopped: the
house lights were turned up. Pa-
trolman Nick McDonald (right}
was about to experience the most
important moments of his life.
The man who now signs his name
“Officer Maurice N. McDonald,
Captor of Oswald” remembers:
“We were inches apart. [ said, "Get
on your feet.' He stood up immedi-
ately, saying. ‘Well, it's all over
now.' and raised his hands. Sud-
denly, he made a fist with his left
hand and hit me between the
eyes, knocking my cap off. At the
same time, he pulled a pistol from
his waist with his right hand.”
McDonald lunged for the pistol
and threw a right cross to Os-
wald's head. “As he was falling
back into the seat, he pulled the
trigger,” says McDonald, 55, now
retired from the police force. “The
hammer made an audible snap as
it hit the webbing between my
thumb and forefinger.” McDonald
yanked the gun away, stuck it into
Oswald's stomach and almost
pulled the trigger himself, but
feared the bullet would pass
through Oswald and wound an of-
ficer directly behind him. Qswald,
yelling about “police brutality,”
was rushed to headquarters while
McDonald went back to the the-
ater to retrieve his hat. At head-
quarters, Capt. J. Will Fritz told a
policeman to go to suburban Ir-
ving to pick up a suspect in the
Kennedy assassination named
Lee Harvey Oswald. “Captain,”
said an officer, “we will save youa
trip. There he sits.” Aboutan hour
after the arrest, Kennedy's widow
and White House aides huddled in
the office of Atr Force One to wit-
ness the swearing-in of the na-
tion's 36th President.
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Outside the trauma room the First
Lady sat on a wooden chair. “She
was very, very calm.” recalls re-
tired Dallas Police Sgt. Robert
Dugger, 62, who stood near her in
the corridor. “She asked me if I
had a cigarette and 1 said, 'I'm sor-
ry. but I don't smoke.’ She said, ‘I
have some cigarettes in my purse,
will you get them for me?’ One of
the Secret Service guys came over
and sald, ‘Get your hand out of
Mrs. Kennedy's bag,’ and she put
him down pretty quick.” Mean-
while, curious hospital personnel
gathered at the corridor door for a
peek at the First Lady. “The whole
staff was coming to stare at her,”
says Dugger, “solasked the nurse
to put paper over the window.”
Dugger himself glanced into the
trauma room. “The wound was
real bad. They had some type of
lifesaving equipment hooked up
to him. It was very quiet” At
two pan. the President was pro-
nounced dead, and his bedy
placed in a casket. Wanting to
leave something with her hus-
band, Mrs. Kennedy slipped off
her wedding band. “She tried to
put it on his ring finger, but it
couldn’t go past the knuckle,” re-

members Dugger. “She asked me

totry, but I couldn't get the ring on

either. We left it there, on the first

knuckle.” Dugger began to break.

“1 was having trouble with my vi-

sion,” he says, “tears coming

down. She cried just a little. Then

she regained her composure.”

Outside Parkland, agents
clean the bloody limousine.
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