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The Shots Ring
In Their Hearts

By SID MOODY

DALLAS (AP)—The sorrow-
ful year has passed and the
motorcade has turned the

corner and vanished, into the
shades of history.

The shots ring only in the
heart. The yellow lights of the
clock sign atop the brick

building are winking another

time now.

But for some the hour it
signals is still 12:30 Novem-
ber 22, 1963—the moment their
separate lives collided at that
fated crossroads.

Their lives have gone on,
but they aren’t the same. Lee
Harvey Oswald saw to that.
* Not the same for the camera
hobbyist who must steel him-
self to look through the eye
of a zoom lens where once he
saw sudden blood. Not for the
widow misty with grief at the
sight of the family station
wagon in the driveway—
empty. Not for the graying
woman fiery and angry in
her struggle to clear the name
that marks her. Not for the
tall, thoughtful man of power
who admits his power is no
protection against the tremor
he feels at a sudden noise,
be it only the pop of a burst
balloon. Not for the young
mother who drives herself with
self-doubt as to why she did
not see more than she did in
the stranger welcomed into
her home.

WOUNDS UNHEALED

These are the people of the
assassination and a year has

not healed all their wounds.
Some still mourn. Some

hide their sorrow and shock |

in work. Some the {ragedy

has touehed lightly. Some it

has made wealthy—and one

of them would gladly trade |

the wealth for her loss. Others

look for riches. One crouches

on the floor and listens for :

voices none else can hear. An-
other fears a mysterious as-
.sassin none can explain.

They are as varied as they
ever were — Governor .and
schoolboy, housewife a n d
elegant beauty of the world.
But now, peculiarly, they can
trace a kinship through the
blood of a fallen President.
They tell their stories:
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Marina Oswald toda.y in Dallas with daughters June Lee and baby Rachel

. . . Abraham Zapruaer,
balding, emotional clothing
merchant, happy fo be out of
New York’s harried garment
district and working in a loft
next to the Texas school book
depository. He walked out into
the noonday sun to see the
President and, at his secre-
tary’s urging, had brought his
camera. Zapruder had heen
taking movies of his children
for 25 years and when the

Presidential limousine came
into the viewfinder of his zoom
lens he began taking pictures
reflexively, pictures that would
never die . . .

‘HEARD SHOT’

“] heard the shot and saw
the President grab his heart

and lean over towards Jac-

queline. I thought he was
making believe saying ‘oh, he
got me’ but then I thought

“no, a President wouldn’t be .
joking.’ Then another shot
broke his head open. I started
yelling ‘they killed him, they
killed him.” But I kept on
taking pictures until the lim-
ousine disappeared, still aim-
ing through the viewfinder.”
Zapruder went back to the -
office kicking at desks in a
mixture of grief and disbelief.
Months later when he saw the

" pictures he had sold to a maga-



zine (Life) he was too stricken
to talk.

Only now has he agreed fo

talk to a newsman. When he
was through, his eyes were
moist. But he prided himself
on getting through the ordeal
of remembrance
breaking down.

without

He has a new camera now.
The manufacturer took the

old one for its archives. He
was glad to see it go.

“I don’t shoot as many pic-
tures as I did. When I pick
up the camera and put it next
to my eye it’s fough. It’s
taken a little starch out of me.

And when he thinks about the
street outside, where it hap- |

ened, he feels a cramp,
‘like a cramp in my heart.””

DIFFERENT WORLDS
. Jacqueline Kennedy

and Marina Oswald are from |

different worlds, the regal pa-
trician who had everything,
the humble Russian girl who
had nothing. Their only bond
is the bloody mayhem that
made them both widows . . .
For Jacqueline Kennedy it
has been a year of mourning.
She refuses interviews. Her
thoughts are her own. The
brillance of her life as first

lady has been put away, like

a treasured memento.

For Marina, however, life :

is a Cinderella dream com-
pared to the cheap apart-
ments and beatings she knew
a. year ago. She lives in a

modern 3-bedroom brick house |

in a Dallas syburb. It is air

conditioned, has modern ap- |

pliances including the washing

machine Lee Harvey QOswald

had promised her the night

hefore he shot John Fitzgerald

Kennedy.
She is enjoying a life her
saturnine hushand denied her.

She wears lipstick, frets over
her hairdo like any 22-year- .

old, buys stylish clothes from |

the famous Nieman - Mar-
cus store, likes beer and cig-
arettes. Her husband once

slapped her for smoking. She |

has periodic dates at the Mu- |

sic Box, a dimly lit private

club near downtown Dallas
that offers drinks and dance |
music and the gaiety of fun-

seeking young people.

She will chat, in passable
English; about how ' she likes

life "in Texas and about her |

two blonde little daughters on |

whom she dotes. She will not |
discuss Lee or the assassina- '
tion although she has said she
loved him, a man who some- |

how changed from the one she |

married.
LIVES IN COMFORT

She lives comfortably but
not lavishly on the $100,000
she received from donations |
and magazines. She stands to |

make another $50,000 or so on
a book being written by Pris-

cilla Johnson, one of two Amer-

ican newswomen who inter-

viewed Lee Harvey Oswald in

Russia. She is not unaware of
her monetary potential. She
became furious at a Dallas
newsman for releasing her
husband’s Russian diary. She
could have made $100,000 from

it if she had sold it instead of .

the fraction that she did re-
ceive.

“I have two children to look
out for,” she told one man.

“I must make a little money.”

She paid $12,500 to break an
exclusive 10-year contract she
had signed with her first -ad-
visers. She later broke with
a respected Dallas lawyer who

had been managing her af--
* fairs and has now entrusted

the job to Declan Ford, a geo-

logist, and his Russian - born

wife.

She is suspicious of being

had and at times she has been,
said a man who had once ad-
vised her.

If Marina Oswald is wary

of those who would treat her !

as a property and not a per-
son she is enjoying the com-
pany of those who are show-
ing her a life she could only
have dreamed of a year ago.
“Black,” said a man who

has been close to her, “is not

Marina’s cglor ..
. . xAmos
school who went

friends to

thought they could get a bet-
ter view than in the crowds

downtown. He saw the Presi- '

dent fine. And also saw a
rifle being withdrawn from the
sixth floor of the depository. . .

Every since the phone has
been ringing at the Euins

. home. Often it is a man with

a heavy voice saying ‘“‘Amos
better be careful with what
he says. I have a complete
copy of what he told police.”

“I got a phone call just last
week,” said Amos’s mother,
Eva, 40. “Twenty minutes la-
ter he called back. It sounded
like the same heavy voice. I
don’t think it’s a prank ‘cuz
no grown man is going to play
that much. If makes me un-
easy, it really. does.”

CRANK CALLS

* The Euins told police but
didn’t ask for protection and

none was offered. There have
been a lot of crank calls to
figures in the assassination.
Meanwhile at the Euins home
a light burns on the front and
back porches all night.
Amos doesr’t usually take
the bus to school. Members of
the family take him by car.
He isn’t allowed to roam too
far alone. Amos does not ap-

pear concerned over the calls.'

“But you know children,”
said his mother. “They can’t
see as far down the line as

Lee Euins,) 16, |
W with |
e end of the mo- |
torcade route because he -

He wanted his name known—and it is

grownups. When you get wor-
ried about something, the first
thing you think about is crawl-
ing in a hole and staying out
of sight. But you can’t do this
and stay on this earth.”

So the lights still burn all
night at the Euins’.

. . .Roy Truly, manager of
the depository, slight, kindly,
the man who hired Oswald. . .

“Business has heen very
good this year. Whether it is
due to the publicity, we just
don't know. Every one was

sort of feeling his way around

the first few months but we've
been so busy, people have put
it out of their minds. There
have been a lot of books moved
around up there since that
day.

“Sometimes if I happen to
pass a certain spot I remem-
ber Oswald, or if I look out
the window to the underpass I
get a little grim. But I go on
about my business because
that’s what I have-to do.”

.. A C. Johnson>lanky,
shuffling Texan who was Os-
wald’s landlord. . .

Threatening phone calls
warning him “not to talk” got
so bad he lost his housekeeper,
Mrs. Earlene Roberts, who
was afraid someone might
bomb the house. He got an un-
listed number and nothing has
happened since.

DRAWS VISITORS

People from all over the
country drop by occasionally
to see Oswald’s room, vacant

' since the assassination. It’s

really only a tiny alcove off
the dining room. Barely big

- enough for the bed, neatly

made, a few cheap wall deco-
rations above the head. Just
a bed. Why doesn’t he move
it out, get rid of it?

“Well, you just got to get.
used to these things.

“If I'd been smart, I'd have

-made some money out of this

but you don’t think about it
at the time.”” He grinned.
The police have all Oswald’s

' bedding still. T wish I could

get it back. T might rip it up
and sell the pieces. I heard
they were selling strips of the

Beatle! %25 each.”
. { Warren Reynolds, young
used car salesman, gave

chase to Oswald after the
shooting of patrolman J. D.
Tippit. . .

Friendly, leaning against
one of his cars in the warm
Texas sun, Reynolds looks
unmarked until he shows you
the scars on his right temple
and left jaw, the marks of a
.22 bullet that passed through
his haad. It happened last Jan.

. 23 in.the basement of the little

office building on his lot. A

| gunman who had been lying
. in wait fired once as Reyn-

olds was about to flick the
lights. Reynolds staggered
upstairs, the gunman follow-
ing. The gunman stared at

. him, then fled. Two witnesses

said he seemed to have a dark
complexion, and carried a ri-
fle. The only evidence is the



bullet. Reynolds is lucky to

be alive. Lucky?
He doesn’t know if the man

will come back. Or even why

he came in the first place.
“Nothinng was stolen. And you
don’t hold up someone with a
rifle.

“Idon’t live like T used to.”

LIVES IN FEAR

His house is ringed by flood-
lights he can turn on in an
instant. He bought a dog. He
doesn’t take walks at night.
There is always someone at
the lot with him after dark.
He worries. About himself.
About his family.

“I've never had fights with
people.I believe you treat your
customers good they’ll treat

you good.” He had just given
a set of tires free to a cus- !

tomer who said the ones on
the car Reynolds had sold
him were no good.

The Warren Commission

said in its report it could find

no evidence Reynolds’ shooting |

had any connection with the
assassination or Tippit’s mur-
der. But there isn’'t any con-
crete evidence at all one way
or another except the bullet.

“Any connection? 1 don’t
know. That's the worrying
thing. I don’t know. Nobody
knows. It’s weird.”

. .« Mrs. Tippit, mother of
three, widowed by Lee Oswald
in his dash to somewhere . . .

She is rich now. She would
rather have her husband.

Just last month the .noney
she has received from people

the world over was distributed

by the court. Prior to that she
had been getting by on her
police widow’s pension of $225
a month. The court gave Mrs.
Tippit a check for $312,916. An-
other $330,946 was placed in
trust for her two boys, 14 and
5, and daughter, 11. Zapruder
reportedly gave $25,000 to the
fund from money paid for his
movies.

In the dining room of her
three-bedroom bungalow is a
picture of the Kennedy family
wvith an inscription from Mrs.
Kennedy:

“There is another bond we
share. We must remind our
children all the time what
brave men their fathers were.”

“It's hard to go on when
the one you loved and lived
for is gone,” says Mrs. Tip-
-pit. “There’s often no point
to anything. But I have three
of his children whom I love
very much and that’s a big
responsibility. When so many
people write that they are
thinking and praying for you
—well, you know you've got
to do your best.”

INNER STRENGTH

An acquaintance said: “If's
nice she got the money and

all but she had that inner
stuff that made it a foregone
conclusion she would raise her
family well no matter what.”

The future? The mortgage
has been paid off by a Phila-
delphia bank as a gift. The
boys have been offered
scholarships to Texas A&M.
She still has not bought the
rug her husband planned to
buy last Christmas. “We didn’t
have one when J.D. was with
us. So what’s the hurry now?”
Maybe the house will be paint-

ed and she will buy a new car.

“Everytime I see the old one
in the drifeway I think J.D.
ought to be inside.”

- . . And in another city,
Fort Worth, annother mother
grieves. And seethes . . .

In the sitting room of her
small two-family house Mr s.
Marguerite Oswald spoke of
her battle to redeem her son,
adjudged an assassin. Above

the sofa where she sat was .

a reproduction of Whistler’s se-
rene paint of his mother.

Mrs. Oswald sat, then stalk-
ed the room, then doodled vig-
orously on a scrap of paper
while she talked on about how
her son was a “Patsy”, how
the Warren Commission had
failed history, how she would

never give up until she vindi- '

cated her son. She plans a
book — “with beautiful pic-
tures” — on his burial, then
a later full scale book on the
whole case.

“I'm doing this to honor my
son. Even if he was guilty he
should not be forgotten. I know

- the television and the press

will be full of President Ken-
nedy Nov. 22 and not Lee
Harvey Oswald. But I'm not
going to let him just be buried.
He’s history just as President
Kennedy is.

“Why shouldn’t there be as
much sympathy for me as the
President’s family? After all,
my son was murdered.

“So he hit his wife? She
came over here and started
smoking, wearing lipstick, get-
ting Americanized so fast, run-
ning around. So he slaps her
down. I admire that. It shows
character, good upbringing.
What man wouldn’t do that?

“I am proud Lee Harvey
Oswald didp’'t want to take
things from those Russian
friends of Marina’s. He want-
ed to.support his wife him-
self. That shows principle.
And where did he get that

principle? From his mother!
“They say Lee Harvey Os-
wald threw a toy gun at a sit-
ter when he was little. Well,
lah-de-dah, how many little
boys don’t throw toys around?
The commission had to have

this environment business to
strengthen their evidence.

A

“I am taking an unpopular
position but at least I sleep
well. If this is what I must do,
I will. If anybody today or
tomorrow wanted to do away
with me, I would at least know
I had spoken and not had my
mouth closed.as my son’s was.

“My evidence (she won’t dis-
close it until she feels the time
is right) would support the fact
that there was more than one
assassin. I think Lee was a
patsy. I think President Ken-

nedy was a victim of people
in the State Department. I
think we have a good govern-

‘ment but there are, as in any

business, a few corrupt people
in government. Thank God

Lee Oswald had a mother.

They didn’t hank on her when
they planned this. It's fright-
ening to think what would have
happened if T had kept quiet
like my sons and Marina.”

She has not seen Marina
since last winter, thinks her
daughter-in-law may have
been brainwashed into accept-
ing the Warren report. Why,
she said striding across the
floor, didn’t the commission

.give her the courtesy to cross-
‘examine witnesses? Why

didn’t Marina and her own
son, Robert, consult her, “the
head of the family,” before

testifying?

She sat dewn again. “I do
feel I have accomplished a
bit in the last 11 months. I'm
still in demand by the press
and TV which proves I am
telling the other side of the
story.”

She will press on with her

own investigation, which has

cost her over $1,000 as well as
$300 in.long distance calls to
the Warren Commission.

GOES IT ALCNE

“I have had no help from
any groups,” said Mrs. Os-
wald, gazing out the open front
door through a drizzle to the
football field where some high
school boys were practicing.

“No, I've been all alone. I've

done every hit alone.”

. .. And there was another
woman who knew Lee Harvey

‘Oswald. Or thought she did

Mrs. Ruth Paine is 32, tall,
bright and troubled. She is
troubled because she failed to
see any frace of the assassin
in the sullen man who was a
guest in her home, whose wife
she had befriended and shel-
tered. ‘

She sits in the wvery room

‘where Oswald once sat play-
-ing with his children and

hers, and wonders if there was

‘anything she might have done,

anything,

“Oswald’s chances fo mur-
der hung on so many thin
threads any one of which
might have snapped. Suppose

I had not had.a birthday par-
1y the weekend before the as-
sassination and Marina had
not told Lee to stay away? I
am left with the speculation
whether this tiny matter might
have made a difference.”

The might have beens: a
kinder word or a closer look
into the blanket where Oswald

hid his rifle, perhaps a little

more perception of the man
who lounged almost wordless-

- Iy around her home for six

weekends, perhaps a little

more adding of two and two of

the little foreshadowings.

But it was not-to be and
Ruth Paine now " lives with
the fact that from her home
went the man who killed the
President of the United States,
the home where her small chil-
dren were now quietly color-
ing, where TV crews and re-
porters and authors offering
to write her story have
swarmed, a home with 3 pleas-
ant backyard in a middle class
suburb and a home where a
great murder is upon it like
dust that can never be swept
away.

She lives with it well. “My
feelings are very much in-
volved but I must live, so

- for instance I'm also involved

in a neighborhood nursery.”
She wonders what demons
drove Lee Oswald and won-
ders what to give the children
for lunch. She warms some

| coffee and laughs at some of

the rumors that she was part
of an assassination plot, about
the neighbor who thought his
house was being bugged be-
cause his TV went fuzzy
every night only to discover
it was caused by his turning
on his electric blanket, about
the schoolboy who interviewed
her as part of a class project
and said his teacher wanted
to know if she believed in
God and was a Communist.

“I said I certainly did be-
lieve in God and was not a
Communist and would rather
have people ask than wonder.”

To wonder. Ruth Paine is
wondering why she did not
see more deeply into Os-
wald, and has been talking to
a psychiatrist-

“There is no usefulness in
Dallas saying after the War-
ren report ‘Oh, boy, we're
clean’ and leaving it at that.
It is the same as my not
criticizing myself for not see-
ing Oswald coming. I'm not
going to let it worry me in-
ordinately but I think I would
be losing an opportunity if I
didn’t ask whether I was blind
to Lee Harvey Oswald due to
some defect, because I have
opportunities to be blind every
day, with my children, any-
body.”

To wonder. Did Marina Os-
wald nag and belittle her hus-
band into a homicidal rage



by mocking his dreams of
power?
WONDERS WHY

“You could look at it anoth-
_er way. She might have been
saying ‘Live in your environ-
ment, honey, that’s where I
like you' Nagging? She’s
just over here from Russia
and sees all the new houses
and washing machines and

wants her husband to get her -

some too. Well, why not?”

To wonder. Ruth Paine, a
young mother mixed up in the
business of running a nursery
and a woman mixed up in a
national tragedy, wonders as
the nation does as to why Os-
wald did it. Her answers are
no better — and no worse —
than any one else’s. She
doesn’t know. )

. . . And the other killer. |
What of him? . .. :
Jack Ruby stares at the
walls of his cell, plays domi-
noes with the guards who con-
stantly watch him, tugs the
remaining hairs from his
head. He has tried to commit
suicide three times by bang-
ing his head against a wall,

hanging himself with his trou-

sers and jamming his finger
into an electic light socket.
He asked a psychiatrist to get
down on the floor of his cell
with him tfo listen fo the
- sereams of the Jews who were

being castrated and boiled in -

oil.

“All of the Jews are being
killed Wecause I killed a Com-
munist,” says Ruby. He
begged one of his lawyers,
Joe Tonahill, to kidnap his
sister and brothers before

they are slaughtered and take

them some place where they
will be safe.

A psychiatrist who exam-

ined him after his trial said

he was technically insane and

recommended Ruby be com-

mitted to a hospital immedi-
ately and put under close |
supervision. In any event his .
lawyers hope to have his trial |

appealed by the end of the
year.

If Ruby cares he doesn't
seem to show it. He would
rather talk to Henry Wade,
the prosecutor who convicted
him to die, than fo his own
lawyers. »

He sits in his cell. His mind
possibly gone, his nightelub
closed, then reopened under
new management, his beloved

dogs he called his- children
given away. He keeps but two |
things in his cell: A Bible and
a picture of John F. Kennedy.

OTHER PLAYERS

. . . There were other play- '
ers in those November days:
The professionals, men to

whom death is no stranger.
A priest. A doctor. A police-
man . ..

The doctors at Parkland
Hospital are still. there. Dr.
Malcolm Perry, who worked
over hoth the President and
Lee Oswald, is an assistant
professor of surgery and still
answers calls to the emergen-
cy room. Dr. Charles Carrico

is now in his second year as -

a resident in surgery. They
have made their reports, giv-
en their testimony. They don’t
want to talk any more of the
assassination,

But one of them said, “It
is something you’re not likely
to forget. When you lose
someone, whoever it is, it
gives you a jolt. When it is

the President, it jolts you par-

ticularly. What we did we
have done many times in the
past. And we will do it many
times in the future. It’s our
work.”

Father Oscar Huber, C.M., .

71, has a photographic mem-
ory. He memorizes his ser-
mons. He remembers the first

' Nperson he gave last rites to

years ago. He vividly recalls
giving last rites to the Presi-
dent——T noticed the white-
ness of his feet and thought
‘There is no bloed in this

man’ "—and he remembers
just as vividly a woman lying
in the street after an accident
in front of his church.

“The assassination doesn’t
haunt me. Maybe it is because
I am a priest. I have seen a
lot of people die. Administer-
ing to the President was my
duty and I did it.”

PREYS ON MIND

Sgt. Patrick Dean has a .

memory, too. It is of the
smoke from Ruby’s pistol
curling upwards into a ray of
sunlight after Ruby shot Os-
wald. Dean was in charge of
security in the basement.

“This was the biggest thing
that has ever happened to me.
One of the greatest men of
the century is assassinated by
one of the sorriest and we
goofed and let him be killed.
Sure, we all still have it on
our minds but what are you
going to do?”’

Do? Keep working, try to
be a good cop. Dean does,
and it is not often that he
thinks backwards and sees the
smoke, hazing a sunbeam.

. . . There was another man
shot November 22.

- whelmed.”
- and his wife never talk about

Although Gov. John B, Con-
nally still has trouble extend-
ing his right arm, his clasp is
firm when he greets you. He
appears tan, relaxed, com-
posed.

The crowds make him un-
easy. They recall the erowd
on another day.

“I am extremely sensitive
to loud noises. A car backfir-
ing or a balloon popping. I
have a very marked reac-
tion.” He has been in several
motorcades since Nov. 22.

He has driven down Elm
St. past the book depository a
number of times.

_“I never go by without re-
living the tragedy. But it is
nothing you can run from. You
develop a mental condition
that permits you tfo think
about it without being over-
Nonetheless he

that day.

The assassination and his
own near death have left oth-
er marks on the governor.

CLOSER TOGETHER

“I have a greater realiza-
tion that you never can be
sure when your time may

Marguerite Oswald insists her son was not alone in Kennedy death plot



come and so you have liftle .

time to be shallow or selfish.

I try to devote more consecien- L
tiously whatever energy and |

talents I may have that will
have a lasting effect both on
my family and the problems
of this state.

“It's also drawn our fam-
ily closer together.” And it
has created a desire o go off
alone and think.

“That's why 1 like to go
down to the ranch and just .

ride around on a horse or in a
jeep and look at the grass,
look at the cattle, admire the
wildflowers.”

Recently the governor and

his wife visited several other

neighboring states and pre- |

sented their governors with
paintings of wildflowers on
his ranch.

“It was a choice deter-
mined by an appreciation of
beautiful things. By the mag-

nificence of nature, a desire

to give something personal. I

don’t know if I would have
done something like that a

year ago.”

...Thosearesomeofthel

people. There are also th
places. ’

g Vs T e TA2T

The little colonnaue vn weal-
ey Plaza, a small triangle of
grass, has been draped with
bunting for the Texas state
fair. On the other side of the
columns are the plastic floral
decorations, some dusty and
weathered, somne new. Some-
one has pinned a blank check
from the Brownfield Bank &
Trust Co. to a wreath and
written on the back: “to a
very great man who was very
brave and a good leader.” “A
great man we should not for-
get. God bless his wife and
children’’—a note from some-
one in Shoals, W. Va. People
have come from Mexico City;
Iquiotos, Peru; Lausanne,
Switzerland; Garfield, N.J.,
written their little tributes.

Turning to he right and look-

~ ing over a small pool you can

see the sixth floor window of
the book depository, stacked
high with cartons. Cars rush
by in a steady blur and there
are always a few people,
pointing, snapping pictures or
just standing, looking at a
spot in the road.

MANY SOUVENIRS

And the city? Who can say,
despite the many who have
tried, what a city is think-

ing? But unlike six months ago
there are Kennedy souvenirs
now in shop windows. A cam-

. era store has an illuminated

display of colored slides of
the depository, 50 cents per
slide. The neighboring window
was filled with paper skele-
tons. Pumpkins and Jack Q-
Lanterns, decorations for Hal-
low’een.

The last visit was to Rose
Hill Memorial Park on the out-
skirts of Fort Worth. The only
marker is a metal plaque in
the ground and the words
strike the eyes with almost

physical force: ‘“Lee Harvey j
Oswald, Oct. 18 1939-Nov. 24,-

1963.”
The grass in the hilly grave-

yard is brown from the sum-

mer’s dryness but this plot is
bright green and a young tree
and two small bushes are
growing. The mother, they
say, comes and cuts the grass
that is so carefully watered.
There are a plastic cross and
a plastic floral wreath without
inscription. '

The gaze tries to penetrate
the sod. What expression lies
beneath? The proud affection
of the newly wed in Minsk?
The swagger of the backyard
photo with pistol in the belt

and rifle in hand? The defiant
smirk of the first night in the

. Dallas jail? The shocked gasp

when the fatal bullet struck
home?
The emotions suddenly rise.

: It is time to go, quickly with-
. out looking back.

He can face crowds again after a year—Texas Gov. John Connally (left) in Cotton Bowl motorcade



