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Text Continued on Page 8 

Shooting of Oswald on Page 4 

Kennedy Funeral on Pages 6-7 
Seconds before the shots rang oat, Dallas citizens warmly cheered the presidential party. 
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TRALG-JEJIZAIr ON ELM ST. 

The Jay 	 C fly-  Way S12 4cP t 

By Robert W. Wells, of The Journal Staff 

("The foulest deed of our time"—that is what Presi-

dent Lyndon B. Johnson called the assassination of 

John Fitzgerald Kennedy, 35th president of the 

United States. In this year end Picture Journal, the 

tragic events in Dallas are retraced by reporter 

Wells who was on the scene a few hours after the 

president died The cover photo of the capitol bier 

and the funeral pictures are by George Koshollek.) 

Nov. 22 began like many other days for President 

IA John F. Kennedy. When he awoke that morn-

ing in Texas, there was the familiar prospect of 

speeches to make, hands to grasp, cheering crowds 

of partisans to greet. 
A speech in Fort Worth rust, a motorcade, a 

speech at the Dallas Trade Mart, that night a speech 

at Austin. That was the plan. 
In Dallas that morning, a patrolman named J. D. 

Tippit made ready for his equally familiar duties. In 

the same city, a proprietor of a sleazy strip joint fed 

his pet dachshunds and prepared for a drive down-

town. 
In a Dallas suburb, an intense young man bummed 

a ride to his job with an acquaintance, who asked 

what was in a package he carried. Curtain rods, Lee 

Harvey Oswald told him. Just curtain rods. There 

was no reason to doubt his word. 

To the ancients, the fates were weavers. Each man's 

life was a strand, crossing and recrossing the threads 

of other lives in the endless tapestry of history. Most 

of the threads wear the dull gray of obscurity, bear-

ing names which might be Oswald or Tippit or Jack 

Ruby. But sometimes such a strand touches one col-

ored in the bright hues reserved to men of fame and 

power. 
At 11:37 a.m., President Kennedy's plane landed 

at Love field in Dallas. Tippit was on patrol then. 

Ruby was nursing a cup of coffee in the cafeteria of 

a newspaper where he had gone to advertise the girls 

who undressed for pay in his Carousel club. 

Oswald was at the Texas School Book Depository 

building, where there was a festive air of anticipa-

tion. The motorcade would soon pass. It is not every 

day that a president can be seen simply by looking 

out of the window. 
It had rained that morning but now the rain had 

stopped. The bubble top was removed from the navy 

blue Continental in which the president and his wife 

were to ride with Gov. and Mrs. John Connally. 

The plastic bubble was not bulletproof but it gave 

some protection and the men guarding the president 

would have preferred that it be kept in place. They 

also would have preferred that the president keep 

his distance from the 2,000 greeters at the airport. 
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Otha Phew 17 the Asociare1 Prew 

An amateur caught the moment of assassina-
tion on S millimeter movie film. UPPER: The 
president, hit first in the hack and then in the 
back of the head, slumped toward his wife. 
Gov. Connally. also hit, turned toward them. 

CENTER: Mrs. Kennedy, cradling the presi-
dent's head in her arms, cried, "Oh, no! Oh, 
no!" LOWER: She climbed on thereat deck of 
the car seeking help. Secret service agent Clint 
Hill sprinted to her aid from a car behind. 

The assassin fired from a sixth floor win-
dow. Kennedy's open top car was at ap-
proximately the spot marked by the cross. 

Hill mounted the rear bumper and Mrs. Kennedy returned to her, smearing her skirt and legs with blood. The car then 
the back seat of the car. The preeidenes head had fallen against speeded up, carrying the wounded men to Parkland hospital. 
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An enthusiastic crowd greeted the Kennedys on their arrival at Love field in Dallas. 
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Text From Page 2 

But as had happened so often before, Ken-
nedy hurried over to shake the outstretched 

hands and when the motorcade left it was 10 
minutes behind schedule. 

Tippit was still on patrol. Ruby, not inter-
ested enough in politics to bother to watch the 
parade, was still hanging around the newspa-
per. Oswald was on the quiet sixth floor of 
the warehouse, where days sometimes went 
by without anyone disturbing the dust on the 
cartons of stored books. 

Kennedy sat on the right hand side of the 
limousine's rear seat, raised 10 inches no the 
150,000 lining the streets could see him better. 
His wife, Jacqueline, was beside him, dutifully 
smiling and waving. In the jump seats just 
ahead were the governor and Mrs. Connally. 

There had been some anxiety about the re-
caption the president would receive in the city 
that calls itself Big D. A month before. Adlai 
Stevenson had been spat upon and hit with a 
picket sign by right wing extremists there. 

In the crowd lining the downtown streets, a 
few Confederate flags were waved, a Goldwa-
ter for president sign was held aloft. But even 
the opposition seemed friendly. There were 
cheers and waving hands and applause as the 
45 year old president and his pretty wife rolled 
along the streets of Dallas at a steady 12 miles 
an hour. 

Dallas has about the same population as 
Milwaukee but its downtown has more tall 
buildings, including half a dozen big ones that 
were still under construction. The night be-
fore it had been cool, but as is usual in that 
climate the temperature was in the sixties that 
November afternoon. 

Except for the bright sun in their eyes, it 
-wwv,easpleasant day for riding in a convertible 
with the top down. The crowd's enthusiasm 
was especially welcome in this stronghold of  

conservative voters. It seemed a good omen. 
As the motorcade reached the_ outskirts of 

the business district and prepared to pick up 
speed, Mrs. Connally turned to the president. 

"You can't say Dallas isn't friendly today," 
she said. 

Kennedy started to reply. A shot rang out. 
unnoticed by all but a few. The president 
slumped. The governor turned toward him 
and was struck by the second bullet. A third 
shot hit Kennedy, who fell face forward. 

On the grassy hillside near by, some specta• 
tors realized what was happening and fled for 
cover. Parents shielded children. Jacqueline 
Kennedy, who had clambered part way out of 
the car, possibly to seek help, cradled her hus-
band's head on her knees as the driver jammed 
down the accelerator and headed for Parkland 
hospital. A bouquet of red roses was crushed  

between her pink dress and the mortally 
wounded man. 

And so, in the next few minutes, the bright 
strand representing power and fame was 
snipped off short by the weaver. Now it was 
Patrolman Tippit's turn. He had stopped for 
lunch but was soon back on duty, alone in his 
patrol car. On his radio, he heard the descrip-
tion of a man sought for questioning in the 
assassination. 

Oswald had been questioned along with 
other occupants of the book depository. When 
he was identified as an employe, police It him 
go. Then, when he was missing from his job 
later that afternoon, they sent out an alarm. 

Oswald was wanted only for questioning—a 
lot of people were being questioned—and when 
Tippit saw a man answering the description 
he took no special precautions. He stopped his 

.1Rretra.c.i_ria Ele-exatal 	'Mat _tiny lark Java./ ' 
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—By a Journal Artist 
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HAVE YOU RECEIVED 
YOUR 1964 RECIPE CALENDAR 

On the new calendar, you'll find this picture of the farm entrance of John 
and Margaret Jones. Like all of our members, they are proud of their farm 
and cattle. 
At one time, they bottled the milk from their Guernsey herd and sold it to 
Waukesha. But, with changes in marketing methods, they decided to join 
with their neighbors and market their milk through this Co-operative. 
They, along with all of the other farmer and employe members say: "Thank 
you for your patronage. Your loyalty helps solve the farm price problem!" 

Milwaukee • Wauk•sha golden 
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car. He walked around the back of it, his gun 
still in its holster. 

The man on the sidewalk pulled a revolver 
and fired. Patrolman Tippit fell dead while a 
woman witness hurried to his aid and the slay-
er fled. 

At the newspaper office, Jack Ruby heard 
of Kennedy's death. Soon he had decided 
what he would do. He would close his strip 
joint in respect to the president. lie told the 
newspaper of his decision but in the story list-
ing places to be closed in Dallas the name of 
the Carousel club was cut out.. There was too 
much important news to bother with details 
about a fourth rate night spot and a man 
named Ruby. 

Oswald was in the Texas theater, a neigh-
borhood house running a double feature. Po-
lice arrived. They said he placed his revolver 
against a policeman's head end pulled the trig-
ger but the gun misfired. He was hurried off 
to the municipal building, which houses the 
city jail. 

Bythen it was known that the shots had 
come from a window of the book warehouse. 
A 319 mail order rifle with a telescopic sight 
was found on the sixth floor. Cartons of books 
had been piled up at the window to form a 
rest for the gun. 

Oswald, who had been known to few in Dal-
las, suddenly was fixed in the spotlight. lie 
was a Marxist with a Russian wife. He had 
tried to defect to Russia. He had passed out 
pro-Castro leaflets in New Orleans. He had 
taken a room in the Oak Cliff section of Dal-
las under an assumed name and obtained a 
job at the warehouse about the time Kenne-
dy's visit was announced. 

Reporters and television personnel, who had 
poured into Dallas to cover the story, ques-
tioned him. He claimed he had no knowledge 
of the shootings. 

Among those who heard but did not believe 
his denial was Ruby, a man who spent a lot of 
time just hanging around. At the police sta-
tion he made himself useful to out of town 
newsmen, supplying them with names of po-
licemen, passing out cards entitling them to 
drinks at his club when it reopened. 

No one took Ruby seriously. To the stress-
gem jamming the third floor corridors of the 
municipal building, he was part of the fur-
nishings. like the homicide detectives in their 
rancher hats. On Sunday, Nov. 24, when the 
armored truck hacked into the basement of 
the municipal building to carry Oswald the 
mile to the county jail, no one was surprised 
to see Ruby mingling with the watching news-
men. 

When he left his dachshunds and his bache-
lor apartment that morning he had slipped a 
revolver in his pocket. Now, as Oswald ap-
peared, he moved forward while the television 
cameras watched, shoved the gun against the 
accused man's abdomen and fired. (Seepage 4.) 

In Greek mythology. Clotho was the spinner 
of the thread of life, Lachesis decided its length 
and Atropos, the inflexible sister, cut it off. 

Dallas does not resemble Athens. Neither 
paunchy Jack Ruby nor lean and hungry Os-
wald is cast in the classic mold of tragedy. 
Unimportant men they seemed, leading grub-
by, unimportant lives. 

But saw they are part of the tapestry. When 
historians now unborn study its pattern Os-
wald will rate a paragraph and Ruby. the bit 
player. the hanger-on. at least a footnote. 
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WT E OES!RVE today not a victory of party but a celebration of freedom 
W -symbolizing an end as well as a begins 	renewal as 

well as change. For I have sworn before you and Almighty God the same 
solerrin oath our forebears prescribed nearly a century and three-quarters 
ago. 

The world is very different now. For man holds in his mortal bands the 
power to abolish all forms of human poverty and all forms of human life. 
And yet the same revolutionary beliefs for which our forebears fought are 
still at issue around the globt-the belief that the rights of man come not 
from the generosity of the state but from the hand of God. 

We dare not forget today that we are the heirs of that first revolution. 
Let the word go forth from this time and place, to friend and foe alike, 
that the torch has been passed to a new generation of Americans-born in 
this century, tempered by war, disciplined by a hard and bitter peace, 
proud of an ancient heritage-and unwilling to witness or permit the slow 
undoing of those human rights tb which 
this nation has always been committed, 
and to which we are committed today at 
home and around the weft& 

Let every nation know, whether it 
wishes us .wen or ill, that we shall pay 
any price, bear any burden, meet any 
hardship, support any friend, oppose any 
foe to assure the survival and the sue-
cess of liberty. 

This much we pledge-and more. 
To those old allies whose cultural and 

spiritual origins we share, we pledge the 
loyalty of faithful friends. United, there 
In little we cannot do in a host of co-
operative ventures. Divided, there is lit-
tle we can do-for ova dare not meet a 
powerful challenge at odds and split 
asunder. 

To those new states whom we wel-
come to the ranks of the free, we pledge 
our word that one form of colonial con-
trol shall not have passed away merely 
to be replaced by a far more iron tyran-
ny. We shall not always expect to find 
them supporting our view. asswe shell 
always hope to End them strongly sup-
porting their owe f raerlons-and to re-
member that, In the past, those who fool-
ishly sought power by riding the back of 
the tiger ended up Inside. 

To those peoples in the huts and vil-
lages of half the globe struggling to 
break the bonds of mass misery, we 
Pledge our heat efforts to help them help 
themselves. for whatever period is re-
quired-not because the Communists 
may be doing it. sot because we seek 
their votes, but because it is right If a 
free seemly cannot help the many who 
are poor, it cannot save the few who are 
rich_ 

To our sister republics south of our 
border. we offer a special pledge-to con-
vert oar good words into gOod deeds-in 
a new alliance for progress-to assist 
free men and free governments In casting 
Off the Chains of poverty. But this peace-
ful revolution of hope cannot become the 
prey of hostile powers. Let all our neigh-
bors know that we shall join with theni 
to oppose aggression or subversion any-
where in the Americas. And let every 
other power know that this hemisphere 
intends to remain the master of its own 
house. To that world assembly of sov- 
ereign states, the United Nations, our last best hope in an age where in-
struments of war have far outpaced the instruments of peace, we renew 
our pledge of support-to prevent it from becoming merely a forum for 
invective-to strengthen its shield of the new and the weak-and to en-
large the area In which Its will may run, 

Finally, to those nations who would make themselves our adversary, we 
offer not a. pledge but a request That both sides begirt anew the quest far 
peace, before the dark powers of destruction unleashed by science engulf 
all humanity in planned or accidental self-destruction, 

We dare not tempt them with weakness. For only when our arms are  

sufficient beyond doubt can we be certain beyond doubt that they will 
never be employed. 

But neither can two great and powerful groups of nations take comfort 
from our present course-both sides overburdened by the cost of modem 
weapons, both rightly alarmed by the steady spread of the deadly atom, 
yet both racing to alter that uncertain balance of terror that Stays the 
hand of mankind's final war. 

- So let us begin anew-remembering on both skies that civility is not a 
sign of weakness, and sincerity is always subject to proof. Let as never 
negotiate out of fear. Bet let as never fear to negotiate. 

Let both sides explore what problems unite os instead of belaboring 
those problems which divide us. 

Let both sides, for the first time, formulate striOnt and precise propos• 
als for the inspection end control of arms-and bring the absolute power 
to destroy other nations under the absolute control of all nations. 

Let both sides seek to invoke the won-
ders a science instead of its terrors. To- 
gether let as explore the stars, colorer 
the deserts, eradicate disease. tap the 
ocean depths and encourage the arts and 
commerce. Let both sides unite to heed 
in all corners of the earth the command 
of Isaiah-to "undo the heavy burdens 
... [and] let the oppressed go free." 

And if a beachhead of co-operation 
may push back the jungles of suspicion, 
let both sides join In creating a new en-
deavor, not a RIM balance of power, but 
a new world of law, where the strong are 
just and the weak secure and the peace 
preserved. 

All this will not be finished in the first 
100 days. Nor will it he finished in the 
first 1,000 days, not In the Life of this 
administration, nor even perhaps in our 
lifetime on this planet But let U.! begin, 

In your hands, my fellow citizens, 
more than mine, will rest the float suc- 
cess or failure of our course. Singe this 
country was founded, each generation of 
Americans has been summoned us give 
testimony to Its national loyalty. The 
graves of young Americans who an-
swered the call to service surround the 
globe. 

Now the trumpet summons us again_ 
notas a call to bear arms. though arms 
we need-not as a can to battle, though 
embattled we are-but a call to bear the 
burden of a long twilight struggle year 
in and year out, "rejoicing in hope, pa-
tient in tribulation"- a struggle against 
the common enemies of Man: Tyranny, 
poverty. disease and war itaeff. 

Can we forge against these enemies a 
grand arid global. alliance, north and , 
south, east and west, that can assure a 
more fruitful life for all mankind? Will 
you join in that historic effort? 

In the long history of the worm, only 
• a few generations have been granted the 

role of defending freedom in Its hour of 
maximum danger. I do not shrink from 
this responsibility-I welcome it. I do not 

"believe that any of us would exchange 
places with any other people or any oth-
er generation The energy, the faith, the 
devotion which we bring to this endeav-
or will light our country and all who -
serve it-and the glow from that fire can 
truly light the world. 

And so, my fellow Americans: Ask not what your country can Is for 
you-ask what you can do for your canary. 

My fellow citizens of the world: Ask not what America will do for you, 
but what together we can do for the freedom of man. 

Finally, whether you are citizens of America or citizens of the world, 
ask of us here the same high standards of strength and sacrifice which we 
ask of you. With a good conscience our only sure reward, with history 
the final judge of our deeds, let us go forth to lead the lend we love, ask-
ing His blessing and His help. but knowing that here on earth God's work -
meat truly he our own. 

And on the sidelines, a littl e boy railed John-John by 
his fetter, saluted the sae ket of the fallen president. 
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