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Med

By Bryce Miller
United Press

Dallas

Dr. Charles R. Baxter
stood before Jacgueline
Kennedy. He waited for
her to look up at him.

When her eyes met his, he
knew that she knew what
he would say:

“He's

Mrs. Kglmedy lowered her
eyves to her blood-spattered
. =shoes. She nodded. Her lips
moved silently.

Baxter turned to Dr.
Charles Crenshaw standing
beside him.

SEDATIVE

“Take her to a lounge
in the anteroom where she
can lie down,” he instruet-
ed. He wanted Mrs. Kennedy
- to take a sedative.

. 'Crenshaw took her arm and
. turned her toward a small
lounge, but she turned back.

“Please, 1 would like to
stay here,” she said.

She sat down in a straight-
backed chair just to the left
side of Trauma {emergency)
Room No. 1 of Parkland
Memorial Hospital. In the
room, less than six feet from
the chair, her husband, the
President of the United States
lay dead.

A White House aide passed.
She glanced up at him.

“Please, may I have a cagl-
rette,” she asked.

3 “Thank you."

. It had been approximately

. 29 minntes since the instant
that shocked the world at
12:31 p. m. (CST), just a
week ago yesterday.

It is now possible to recon-
struet the step-by-step strug-
gle of a team of 15 physicians
during some of those brief
minutes to save the life of
the President—though they
knew almost from the start
it was hopeless, -

CALL

The first call came to
Parkland Hospital from the
Dallas Police Department.

“The President has heen
shot. He is on the way to

' Parkland.”

Surgieal teams sprang into
action. Dr. Charles James
Carrico, a resident in sur-
gery, was in the emergency
room when a Secret Service
man burst through the swing-
Ing doors. A second one, with
a submachine gun cradled
in his arms, was right on his
heels.

1 The first agent asked for
- -two portable hnapltal carts.

! He called them “stretch-
ers.”” One for Governor John
Commally, the other for the
President. _

iIn ‘moments the portable
carts were wh eele d into
Emergency Operating Room
No. 1. Connally was first.
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Mrs. - Jacqueline Kennedy
walking heside the eart, hold-
m,g‘ his head, her pmk suit
d _w‘tth her wsbhand'’s

' CONNALLY
' Comnally was wheeled into
Hoom No. 2, an identical 15-
by 10400t room du'ectly
| -&pross the hall,
¢ *Vice President Lyndcm B
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rhorough, who''had been «
ng in' the motorcade with

Then the President;-with,

Johmson walked in,, his hand
. on his chest. Senator Ralph™'

as in:tears) At first, . -

Mortally. wounded, the President slumped toward Mrs. Kennedy. Governor
Connally turned in seat (left of lamp post in foreground)

The President toppled over on Mrs. Kennedy, who had turned to support him.
Connally, now wounded, had spun around to face the front

Bnt'h the Prasldenl' arld ‘Governor ‘were down seconds. after the

Ilooﬁng Mrs,

Kennedy stood up in the car, apparanﬂy calling to Secret Service man.

in the corridor and aald
“Ca]rapriest”

CHURCH ]
f‘Themderelgyedﬂ:em-

.1sage to  Steve . Landregan,
- assistant to hospital adminis-
t‘rabnr C. J. Price. Landre-
- gan immediately called near-

_,onthel’m&ident‘a leftsrm

tninsertacatheter—a device
to ‘force more blood into a
vein ‘and ‘keep the passage

- open. ' Curtiz . completed the

same procedure on the left
leg.
- Lactated Ringer's solution

Mrs. Eennedy tried to look in.
“What is happening,” she
would ask. “How Is he?”
Clark, the neurosurgeon,
had run all the way from the
medical school. He was one
of the last of the team to

arrive Ha rosad thraneh $ha
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- What the Doctors Did

- A Time of Death

" ered by the sheet which had

been pulled over his face, -
Mrs, Kennedy reached out,
touched the right foot then
bent down and kissed it
Then she walked along the
cart and stood. by the Presi-
dent's right shoulder.
Father Huber had walked

“gn behind her,’ He .did dot '

notice her at first. He s d
beside her, glanced up,

stepped around her o the

President’s head.

The priest turned the sbeet
down. ..

Mrs. Kmady bent - ‘over
and kissed - her husband's
right cheek. Then she picked
up his right hand, held it in

- both of hers;:and pressed his

hand to her left cheek, rest-
ing it on her husband’s: cheat,
her head on it

Minutes later she was to
rel:mn remove her wedding

“If you are Hvlng,” ‘the'

priest said, “I absolve you
from your sins in the name
of the Father, the Som, and.‘
of the Holy Ghost, Amen.”

Father Huber- then dlppaﬂ :

his thumb in hely oll and and

traced the sign of the eross

on the President’s forehead.
“Through this holy anoint-

dne wamdr (Iad fawetiva asee
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to take a sedative.

'Crenshaw took her arm and
turned her toward a small
lounge, but she turned back.

“Please, I would like to
stay here,” she said.

She sat down in a straight-
backed chair just to the left
side of Trauma (emergency)
Room No. 1 of Parkland
Memorial Hospital. In the
room, less than six feet from
the chair, her hushand, the
President of the United States
lay dead.

3 A White House aide passed.
= She glanced up at him.

AR ‘Please, may I have a cagi-
" rette,” she aslf’ei

you.

: It had been approximately
29 minutes since the instant
that shocked the world at
12:31 p. m. (CST), just a
week ago yesterday.

Tt is now possible to recon-
struet the step-by-step strug-
gle of a team of 15 physicians
during some of those hrief
minutes to save the life of
the President—though they
knew almost from the start
it was hopeless.

CALL

The first call came to
Parkland Hospital from the
Dallas Police Department.

“The President has been
shot. He is on the way to
Parkland.”

Surgical teams sprang inte
action. Dr. Charles James
Carrico, a resident in sur-
gery, was in the emergency
room ‘when a Secret Service
man burst through the swing-
ing doors. A second one, with
a submachine gun eradled
in his arms, was right on his
heels.

The first agent asked for
two portable hospital ecarts.
He called them ‘“‘stretch-
ers,” One for Governor John
Connally, the other for the
President.

.In moments the portable
carts were wheeled into
Emergency Operating Room
No. 1. Commally was first,
Then the President, with
Mrs. Jacqueline Kennedy
walking beside the cart, hold-
ing his head, her pink suit

with her husband’s
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Blood.”
. CONNALLY
" Commally was wheeled into
Hoom No. 2, an identical 15-
by 10foot room directly
. -across the hall. -
¢ Vice President Lyndon B.
Johnson walked in, his hand
on his chest. Senator Ralph
: Yxrborw,gh, who had been
Jiding in the motorcade with
-.‘mm, was in tears. At first,
_“some feared Johnson might
have suffered a heart attack.
The operating table in
Room No, 1 had bees shoved
out of the way. The doctors
were moving so swiftly they
did not want to take time to
lift the President off the cart.
Dr. Carrico, the first man
in the room, forced an endo-
tracheal (breathing tuhe)
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pipe as Dr. Maleolm Perry,
an assistant professor of
surgery, dashed in,

breathing was needed.
The first bullet had opened
ihe windpipe. Dr. Perry
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et hole,
Then Dr. Charles Baxter,
assistant professor of
surgery and director of stu-
dent health science, arrvived.
Mrs. still was in the
. room. Baxter glanced at her
and said “I believe you had
better step outside.”
There were five staff mem-
bers hovering around Mr,
*, Kennedy at the time.
* Mrs, Kennedy went out and
turned to a White House aide
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down the President's wind- .

decided further help

inseried a tube through the
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Mortally wounded, the President slumped toward Mrs. Kennedy.

Governor

Connally turned in seat (left of lamp post in foreground)

The President toppled over on Mrs. Kennedy, who had turned to support him.
Connally, now wounded, had spun around to face the front
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Both the President and Governor were down seconds after the shooting. Mrs.

Kennedy stood up in the car, apparently calling to Secret Service man.

in the corrider and said:
“Call a priest.”

CHURCH
The aide relayed the mes-
sage to Steve Landregan,
istant to hospital admind

trator C. J. Price. Landre-
gan immediately called near-
by Holy Trinity Catholic
Chureh.

More doctors rushed to Mr,
Kemnedy’s side. There were
15 in all. Besides Perry,
Carrico, and Baxter, there
were Drs. Wiliam Kemp
Clark, chairman of neuro-
surgery; Robert MecClelland,
assistant professor of sur-
gery; M.T. Jenkins, chair-
man of anesthesiology; Fouad
A Bashour, associate-profes-
sor of internal medieine;
Adolph Giesecke, cllnical

te in anestl

Paul C. Peters, assistant pro-'

fessor of urology; Dr. Ronald
C. Jonees, senior resident in
surgery; Charles Crenshaw,
surgery resident; Gene Akin,
anesthesiology resident;
Jackie H. Hunt, anesthesi-
ology fellewr; Don Curtis, oral
surgery resident, and Ken-
neth Salyer, surgery resident.
remembered read-
ing that Mr. Kennedy suf-
fered from adrenal defi-
ciency and immediately
administered hydro - corti-
s0ne.
Jones began a “‘cut-down”

on the President's left arm
to insert a catheter—a device
to force more blood into a
vein and keep the passage
open. Curtis completed the
isama procedure on the left
eg.

Lactated Ringer's solution
{a crystaloid solution some-
times called white blood and
used until whole blood can be
obtained) was pumped in. In
seconds. a techmician from
the blood bank arrived with
“0" pegative blood (univer-
sal donor) and it was
started.

Hand pumps were used to
feed the blood faster.

By now, the cart had been
elevated at the foot to help
ﬂ:e blood get back to the

a frothlng of the
d in the neck wound.
"He's bubbling air,” the doc- /|
tor said. This means a ho]e/

Peters and Baxtér imme-
Tserted a-fube into-
the right upper part of the
chest, just below the shoul-
der, to re-expand the lungs
and keep them from collaps-
ing. Perry and Jones at the
same time inserted a sim-
ilar tube on the left.
Doctors and nurses raced
in and out. Each time the
operating room door opened.

Mrs, Kennedy tried to look in.
“What is happening,” she
would ask, “How is he?”
Clark, the neurosurgeon,
had run all the way from the
medical school. He was one
of the last of the team to
arrive. He raced through the

emergency room door not -

more than five minutes after

the President was brought in. -

Clark locked down at the
President.

“His eyes are fixed and
dilated,” Clark said.

Any first year medical stu-
dent knows this means that
there iz no hope for the

patient.
MACHINE

Clark had a “torpedo”
hooked up immediately to
Mr. Kennedy. This is a small
machine with a scope that
shows a heartbeat in waves
as a little green light travels

from one side to another, The *

green light moved straight
across with a hopelessly
steady lire.

Clark looked up at Perry,

“It's too late, Mae,® he
said.

But Perry grabbed a stool,
placed his kmee on it to give
him leverage and began giv-
ing Mr. Kennedy closed chest
massage—using his fist in a
rocking, pressing motion over
the breasthone to provide, if
possible, a 60-70 per minute

3

ailing back.

Baxter got a fresh sheet.
He and Jenkins pulled it
across the body and up over
the face. Mr. Kennedy's coat,

of the steel shelves lining
the wall.

The floor was littered with
empty bottles, bloody band-
ages, boxes that had con-
teined sterile dressings, bits

House aides stood on either
side of her. She walked in-
side, toward the cart where
her husband lay. The aides

outside.
At the foot of the cart, Mrs.

.- the end of the cert, uncov-
ered by the sheet which had

been pulled over his face.

KISS
Mrs, Kennedy reached out,
touched the right foot then
bent down and kissed it

Minutes later she was tﬂ
return, remove her wedding

ring and place it on the late .

President’s finger.
The priest intoned the last
rites in Latin.

i
%

arbitrarily decided
the time of death should be
1 p.m., immediately after
the priest had finished the
last rites.
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