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FOREWORD


By RICHARD PRICE


The pleasures to be had in reading this book are legion.


There’s the consistent quality of the reportage, the rich yet precise presentations of backstory and the overall handsomeness of the prose. There’s the revisiting of historical events unfolding in real time, the ramifications of a singular act often unknown (except to the reader, who feels like a reverse-oracle predicting the past) for weeks, months and even years to come. The early days’ speculations on looming verdicts, the progress of manhunts, the (sometimes empty) vows of law enforcement to bring the perps to heel, the prosecutorial and defense team strategies that will succeed or fail. The unfolding of criminal deeds—the Enron and Madoff trials; the assassinations of Lincoln, of JFK, of Malcolm X; the massacres at Columbine, at Sandy Hook and in Charleston—that still sear the national psyche. The scramble to make immediate sense of fresh events, (“Heir to Austria’s Throne Is Slain … by Bosnian Youth”) that will end up reshaping the world map.


I’ve always assumed that the best crime reporting—sports reporting, too—was to be found in the tabloids, but after inhaling the contents of this anthology, which cover more than a century and a half of criminal mayhem as filed with The New York Times, the shingles have fallen from my eyes. Lurid writing can overwhelm lurid deeds. Excitable adjectives, judgmental prose and the egging on of public outrage can often obscure rather than illuminate the facts at the core.


In most of the articles contained herein, the thoroughness of the research combined with the implacableness of the tone, especially when flying in the face of a popular taboo or sentiment of the times, often reads like a fortress of probity.


A 1926 article debunks the era’s hysteria over marijuana by carefully extrapolating the results of an investigation into the physiological and psychological impact of smoking marijuana on a number of subjects, “soberly” concluding: “The influence of the drug when used for smoking is uncertain and appears to be have been greatly exaggerated…. There is no evidence that [marijuana] is a habit-forming drug in the sense of the term as applied to alcohol, opium, cocaine … or that it has any appreciable deleterious effect on the individuals using it.” I repeat: 1926.


An even earlier investigative piece written in 1852 regards the systematic use of capital punishment as meted out by the guards at Sing Sing prison. The report gathers physicians and physiologists to refute the prison staff’s claims that the punishments (including an hours’-long form of water torture) were carefully monitored, when in fact, due to either unchecked sadism or sheer ignorance regarding the limits of human endurance, they often ended in either death or madness.


Occasionally, the stoniness of the prose can feel chillingly blunt given the subject at hand. The unnamed writer covering the aftermath of Lincoln’s assassination in 1865, reports: “The pistol ball entered the back of the president’s head and penetrated nearly through the head. The wound is mortal. The president has been insensible ever since it was inflicted, and is now dying.”


At other times, the measured tone and objective formalism of the writing, when set against the grain of an outrage, can powerfully serve to isolate and heighten the darkness of the deed. At first glance, John N. Popham’s atmospheric description of the Sumner, Mississippi, courtroom during jury selection for the trial of Emmett Till’s murderers in 1955 reads like a rough draft of To Kill a Mockingbird; the judge in shirtsleeves, the defendants and rubberneckers free to smoke up a storm, bailiffs passing out cups of ice water to their friends in the sweltering pews, the jarring intimacy between the state-appointed prosecutor and the prospective jurors during voir dire: “He seemed to be familiar with everyone’s personal habits and family background, even to the nicknames they had for friends who might be interested in the outcome of the trial.” And last, but not least, the defendants’ children “played around the knees of their fathers and occasionally ran up and down the corridors” of the courtroom.


This effortless sketch of southern comfort has become a trope of countless Hollywood legal dramas, from Inherit the Wind to My Cousin Vinny, yet in this soon-to-be-infamous courtroom, the barely mentioned true crime that has brought this assembly together—the torturing and murder of a 14-year-old African American boy for allegedly whistling at a white woman—infuses every folksy detail with an aftertaste of revulsion. On the other hand, Popham’s description of the courthouse hangers-on as “several hundred white persons who strongly support a strict pattern of racial segregation” seems, pardon the oxymoron, a feat of excessive understatement.


At the other end of tone spectrum, and maybe the biggest revelation of all, is the discovery that certain crimes—especially those found in the heists and capers chapter—demand a punchier, almost sporty, narrative. Who didn’t root for Willie Sutton? How could you not like a jewel thief named Murph the Surf? The articles can read like a cross between a tense noir thriller and a riff on Jimmy Breslin’s The Gang That Couldn’t Shoot Straight.


In the report on the 1965 recovery (from a bus terminal locker in Miami) of the Star of India diamond (563.35 carats) and eight other eye-popping jewels stolen by the aforementioned Murph and two other part-time beach bums, the Florida paparazzi chasing three NYPD detectives, Assistant District Attorney Maurice Nadjari and a handcuffed perp, Allan Kuhn, seem more villainous than the bad guys, some of them “hiding in bushes … carrying walkie-talkies and … pulling ignition wires on cars the authorities had rented so they would not start.”


At one point in this Marxian (Groucho, not Karl) game of hide-and-seek, Nadjari, the cops and the arrestee, after having already switched hotels and motels ten or twelve times, “jumped 20 feet from a motel window to shake off” the press—a caper within a caper—after which the collared Kuhn said to his captors, “I’m glad you fellows aren’t burglars. You’d put me out of business.”


In a similar vein, Dan Bilefsky’s 2015 piece, “Graying Thieves and a Record Heist Undone in London,” which could have just as easily been entitled “One Last Score,” offers up a blow-by-blow recreation of another doomed heist, this one led by a 76-year-old lifetime criminal. As much a character study as a detailed accounting of star-crossed events, it begs to be rewritten as a vehicle for an ensemble of aging hard-guy actors.


But sometimes the melodrama can run as thick as in any news rag, including the account of the 1929 Saint Valentine’s Day Massacre that consolidated Al Capone’s gang rule in Chicago: after two of the killers entered the murder garage dressed as policemen, “their stars gleaming against the blue of the cloth.” The seven victims were lined up against a wall. The likely order to “give it to them” was followed by “the roar of the shotguns mingled with the rat-a-tat of the machine gun, a clatter like that of a gigantic type-writer.” (Love the hyphenated “type-writer.”)


However, the same reporter redeems himself when he describes one of the victims in a sleek three-sentence word burst worthy of James M. Cain: “The body of Mays, the overall-clad mechanic, had only a few dollars in the pockets. He was the father of seven children. A machine gun bullet had penetrated two medals of St. Christopher.”


In another gem of succinctness written 78 years later, Shaila Dewan describes the sound of another deadly barrage, this one slow and steady, resulting in the deaths of 33 Virginia Tech students (including the shooter, who killed himself) and the wounding of 17 more: “[the gunshots] went on and on, for what seemed like 10 or 15 or 20 minutes, an eternity with punctuation.”


Jumping back from 2007 to the Jean Harris murder trial in 1981, that same tight prose is on display in James Feron’s deft description of the defense table’s reaction to the guilty verdict: “Two lawyers at the … table burst into tears, but Mrs. Harris showed no emotion, watching as each juror was polled. ‘I can’t sit in jail,’ she said to one of her attorneys. She then walked forcefully from the courtroom, shrugging off a police matron.” Afterward, “She sat in the back of a sheriff’s car, appearing stunned and staring straight ahead. Photographers’ flashbulbs glinted on her headband.”


But my favorite example of how novelistically hardcore the writing in The Times can be is in one the most recent filings to be included, Azam Ahmed’s 2016 account of El Chapo’s escape and recapture in Mexico. Here’s the lede ’graph: “Stripped to his undershirt and covered in filth, the world’s most notorious drug lord dragged himself out of the sewers and into the middle of traffic. Disoriented from his long trudge underground, with gun-toting marines on his heels, he found himself standing across the street from a Walmart. Joaquín Guzmán Loera, the kingpin known … as El Chapo, would have to improvise. His cavalry was not coming.”


Over three centuries, the Gray Lady of journalism has time and again earned her moniker, but as often on display in this volume, when it comes to her crime reporting, she can just as easily come off as a bottle blonde.


Enjoy.



















INTRODUCTION


By KEVIN FLYNN


What constitutes a crime has often been a matter of time and place, as the histories of marijuana and gambling make clear. In 1901, The New York Times reported with alarm on the “long, deathlike sleep” that marijuana was thought to induce. In 1926, though, the newspaper suggested the still-illicit drug might actually be “safe,” a perspective now held by many voters in the seven states that recently legalized its recreational use. The article from 1926 is reprinted in this book, one of the many included here that demonstrate how The Times has worked since 1851 to track the shifting discussion about crime, to study the people who commit it and to analyze the ground from which those criminals grew.


This book is organized into chapters that focus on particular types of crime, and within each chapter the articles unroll chronologically. Some stretch back to depict criminals who went on to eternal fame, such as Jesse James, whose penchant for relieving trains of their valuables in the era after the Civil War made his a household name. Others recount little remembered “crimes of the century,” a phrase now weary from overuse. One such report comes from 1906, when the world was transfixed by the strange story of Henry Kendall Thaw, a rich man who murdered Stanford White, a leading American architect, by shooting White to death in public to avenge the honor of his wife, Evelyn Nesbit, America’s first supermodel.


For 166 years, The Times has been a rich resource for novelists, nonfiction writers and filmmakers. Erik Larson, in his brilliant best seller The Devil in the White City, credits many sources, including The Times, for helping him unveil the mysteries of Henry Howard Holmes, a serial killer from a time before the term had even been coined. Holmes, despite a medical degree from the University of Michigan, demonstrated little interest in the healing arts. He chose instead to open the World’s Fair Hotel in Chicago near the fairgrounds of the 1893 World’s Columbian Exposition, advertise for guests and then murder some in rooms he had specially constructed to conceal their screams.


A Times article about him, published on July 26, 1895, began almost jocularly: “It is regarded as a rather uneventful day in police circles when the name of H. H. Holmes is not connected with the mysterious disappearance of one or more persons who were last seen in his company.” Holmes, who was born Herman Mudgett and whose death is recounted in these pages, ultimately confessed to more than two dozen murders. In several cases, he had made an extra buck by selling the skeletons of his victims to medical schools.


A Times report from 2005 spurred the filmmakers Laura Ricciardi and Moira Demos to explore the story of Steven Avery, who would become the subject of their Netflix documentary, Making a Murderer. The precipitating article by Monica Davey, reprinted in this book, recounts how Avery, a Wisconsin man just freed from prison after serving 18 years for a rape he did not commit—a person who had become the poster child for wrongful prosecution—became implicated in the murder of another young woman. Avery would end up being convicted, but the documentary challenged the investigation, the prosecution and the verdict of his case. More than 500,000 people have signed a petition seeking a presidential pardon for Avery, though that is impossible since Avery was tried in a state, not a federal, court. He still remains in prison, though efforts to free him continue.


The Times has long shown admirable restraint in depicting the most squalid of criminal settings, but crime reporting has always appealed to the voyeur in all of us. Readers are stirred by their visceral response to the possibility that, but for fate, they too might have suffered. For all our genuine repulsion at violence, crime, it seems, makes rubberneckers of us all.


And reading about it is, unquestionably, a guilty pleasure.


“Simply put, we are compelled to understand why serial killers do such horrible things to (generally) complete strangers,” Scott Bonn, a professor of criminology at Drew University, wrote in a 2011 article on the blog Criminology on the Streets. Such understanding does not come easy, though. Spend some time in chapter 8 reading about John Wayne Gacy and see if you think you could have detected that this seemingly community-spirited man who served as a Democratic precinct captain, shook hands with a president’s wife and entertained children as Pogo the Clown was capable of murdering nearly three dozen young men and boys.


It’s not enough for crime reporters to just examine individual atrocities and predators. The best of them have always tried to take a deeper look for underlying explanations, but the answers they arrive at are not always uniformly embraced. What sent crime plummeting in the 1990s: effective policing, or the waning of what had been epidemic use of crack cocaine? But still, crime reporting does provide some basis upon which to shape public policy. Governments, after all, are often judged by their ability to control crime and the attending fear, social disorder and economic decline it fosters. However systemic the root causes, unabated crime is a trapdoor for any elected leader. Several of the articles included here, primarily in the chapter on prison, undertake that broader analysis, whether the review is about rising incarceration rates or the surprising attraction of capital punishment to some inmates facing a lifetime behind bars.


The constraints of space, though, prevented us from delving into perhaps the most complicated of crime topics: policing. I worked as the police bureau chief for The Times in New York City between 1998 and 2002, a time, if it’s possible to imagine, when the debate over how law enforcement conceived and performed its mission was even more contentious than it is today. New York enjoyed record-setting declines in crime in those years, which sparked the economy and created the calm of an earlier era on the streets. Some New York Police Department enforcement strategies, most notably Compstat—the use of data to map crime and distribute resources—were widely applauded and copied. Others, such as stop-and-frisk—the practice of confronting someone based on the suspicion they were carrying a concealed weapon—were criticized as excessive. And a series of police missteps and abuses—the torture of Abner Louima, the reckless shooting of Amadou Diallo, to name but two—tarnished the department’s success, sowed mistrust in minority neighborhoods and foreshadowed the sort of police-community tensions so prevalent today. In New York, the debate over these issues was muted by the events of 9/11, but it was not resolved. So today, not unlike the issue of gun control, the matter of proper policing—what works, what doesn’t and at what cost—remains a matter of robust disagreement. It is simply too complicated and important a topic to be dealt with in a single chapter of this book.


Similarly excluded are the topics of terrorism and political corruption, again for the reason that each is worthy of a more extended discussion. The rest of our selections could similarly be matters of debate. Susan Beachy, the researcher for this book, and I spent many hours reading through Times articles to pick material that was both consequential and well written, but one could fill five more books with the articles we passed on: Bernie Goetz, the subway vigilante. The kidnapping of Elizabeth Smart. The mob assassination of Paul Castellano outside a popular New York City steakhouse. The murders that inspired Truman Capote to author In Cold Blood. Even the articles we did pick sometimes had to be condensed for space.


In our reading we encountered articles by many of the great reporters who have covered crime for The Times like Gay Talese and David Halberstam, both of whom did time at New York City police headquarters in the press room known as the Shack. Tossed from headquarters in 1875, the cop reporters for several newspapers ended up occupying a tenement across the street, thus the nickname. The journalists were let back into headquarters years later, though the press room in the building continued to be called the Shack, a fitting name for the congested rabbit’s warren of offices I once occupied. (I’m told the offices have since moved across the floor without gaining any space or losing any of their grimy charm.)


Crime reporting at The Times has, in more recent days, been graced by the participation of fine successors to the Taleses and the Halberstams, such as Robert McFadden, Selwyn Raab, Al Baker, William Rashbaum and Michael Wilson, some of whose work you’ll find within these pages. The focus of these journalists was largely pointed toward crime that affected New York and its surroundings, but the breadth of Times resources is particularly evident in dispatches you will see filed from far afield:. From the city in Italy where a young student, Amanda Knox, was charged with murder. From a parade route in Egypt where Anwar Sadat was gunned down. From the killing fields in Norway where a mass murderer made clear that xenophobia was an international concern. Their work in these and other settings can never heal the injured or mitigate the grief. But it does help to address the questions that any society must confront if it wants to thrive: How can we stop the people who do bad things? And how can we be sure, when we punish them, that we have gotten it right?
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The funeral of President John F. Kennedy at Arlington National Cemetery, November 25, 1963. First Lady Jacqueline Kennedy and U.S. Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy are in the center foreground; President Lyndon B. Johnson is in the back row, left.


(Picture Credits 1)




















CHAPTER 1


ASSASSINATIONS




“From Dallas, Texas, the flash, apparently official, President Kennedy died at 1 p.m. central standard time, 2 o’clock eastern standard time, some 38 minutes ago.”


—CBS News anchor Walter Cronkite reporting the death of John F. Kennedy on November 22, 1963





They often stop time, or seem to. Where were you when …? Many people can remember where they were when they learned that John F. Kennedy or Martin Luther King Jr. had been shot. The killing of a leader is never just a murder, and the aftermath is never just about finding the assassin. It’s about the death of an idea or the damage to a movement or, in some cases, the stirrings of war. The Times measured all of that as it reported on some of the most stunning acts of violence that the world has seen.


 



AWFUL EVENT:
PRESIDENT LINCOLN SHOT BY AN ASSASSIN



This evening at about 9:30 p.m. at Ford’s Theatre, the president, while sitting in his private box with Mrs. Lincoln, Mr. Harris, and Major Rathburn, was shot by an assassin, who suddenly entered the box and appeared behind the president.


The assassin then leaped upon the stage, brandishing a large dagger or knife, and made his escape in the rear of the theatre.


The pistol ball entered the back of the president’s head and penetrated nearly through the head. The wound is mortal. The president has been insensible ever since it was inflicted, and is now dying.


About the same hour an assassin, whether the same or not, entered [Secretary of State] Mr. Seward’s apartments, and under the pretense of having a prescription, was shown to the secretary’s sick chamber. The assassin rushed to the bed, and inflicted stabs on the throat and the face. It is hoped the wounds may not be mortal.


The nurse alarmed Mr. Frederick Seward, who was in an adjoining room, and hastened to the door of his father’s room, when he met the assassin, who inflicted upon him one or more dangerous wounds. The recovery of Frederick Seward is doubtful.


It is not probable that the president will live throughout the night.


At a cabinet meeting at which Gen. Grant was present, the prospect of a speedy peace was discussed. The president was cheerful and hopeful, and spoke kindly of Gen. Lee and others of the Confederacy.


All the members of the cabinet except Mr. Seward are now in attendance upon the president.


I have seen Mr. Seward, but he and Frederick were both unconscious.




—Edwin M. Stanton,
Secretary of War





Detail of the Occurrence


Washington, Friday, April 14, 12:30 a.m.—The president was shot in a theatre tonight, and is perhaps mortally wounded. Secretary of State Seward was also assassinated.


President Lincoln and wife, with other friends, this evening visited Ford’s Theatre for the purpose of witnessing the performance of the American Cousin.


The theatre was densely crowded, and everybody seemed delighted with the scene before them. During the third act, a sharp report of a pistol was heard, which suggested nothing serious until a man rushed to the front of the president’s box, waving a long dagger, and exclaiming “Sic semper tyrannis,” and leaped from the box, which was in the second tier, to the opposite side, making his escape from the rear of the theatre, and mounting a horse, fled.


The screams of Mrs. Lincoln first disclosed to the audience that the president had been shot, when all present rose to their feet, rushing toward the stage, many exclaiming, “Hang him! Hang him!”


The excitement was of the wildest possible description, and of course there was an abrupt termination of the theatrical performance.
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President Lincoln’s box at Ford’s Theatre, April 1865.


(Picture Credits 2)


There was a rush toward the president’s box, when cries were heard: “Stand back and give him air.” “Has any one stimulants?” On a hasty examination, it was found that the president had been shot through the head, above and back of the temporal bone, and that some of the brain was oozing out. He was removed to a private house opposite the theatre, and the surgeon-general of the army and other surgeons were sent for.


On an examination of the private box blood was discovered on the back of the rocking chair on which the president had been sitting, also on the partition and on the floor. A single-barreled pocket pistol was found on the carpet.


A military guard was placed in front of the private residence to which the president had been conveyed. An immense crowd was in front, all deeply anxious to learn the condition of the president. It had been previously announced that the wound was mortal but all hoped otherwise.


The president was totally insensible, and breathing slowly. Blood oozed from the wound at the back of his head. The surgeons exhausted every effort, but all hope was gone. The parting of his family with the dying president is too sad for description.


At midnight, the cabinet, with Messrs. Sumner, Colfax and Farnsworth, Judge Curtis, Gov. Oglesby, Gen. Meigs, Col. Hay, and a few personal friends, with Surgeon-General Barnes and his immediate assistants, were around his bedside.


The president and Mrs. Lincoln had not started for the theatre until 15 minutes after 8 o’clock. Speaker Colfax was at the White House at the time, and the president stated to him that he was going, although Mrs. Lincoln had not been well, because the papers had announced that Gen. Grant and they were to be present, and, as Gen. Grant had gone north, he did not wish the audience to be disappointed.


He went with apparent reluctance and urged Mr. Colfax to go with him; but that gentleman had made other engagements, and with Mr. Ashman, of Massachusetts, bid him good-bye.


When the excitement at the theater was at its wildest height, reports circulated that Secretary Seward had also been assassinated.


On reaching this gentleman’s residence a crowd and a military guard were found at the door, and on entering it was ascertained that the reports were true.


Everybody there was so excited that scarcely an intelligible word could be gathered, but the facts are substantially as follows:


About 10 o’clock a man rang the bell, and the call having been answered by a colored servant, he said he had come from Dr. Verdi, Secretary Seward’s family physician, with a prescription, at the same time holding in his hand a small piece of paper, and saying in answer to a refusal that he must see the secretary. The man struck the servant on the head with a “billy,” severely injuring the skull and felling him almost senseless. The assassin then rushed into the chamber and attacked Major Seward, paymaster of the United States army, and Mr. Hansell, a messenger of the State Department and two male nurses. Disabling them all, he then rushed upon the secretary, who was lying in bed in the same room, and inflicted three stabs in the neck, but severing, it is hoped, no arteries, though he bled profusely.


The assassin then rushed downstairs, mounted his horse, and rode off before an alarm could be sounded, and in the same manner as the assassin of the president.


It is believed that the injuries of the secretary are not fatal, nor those of either of the others, although the secretary and the assistant secretary are seriously injured.


Secretaries Stanton and Welles, and other officers of the government, called at Secretary Seward’s home and there heard of the assassination of the president.


They then proceeded to the house where he was lying, exhibiting of course intense anxiety and solicitude. An immense crowd was gathered in front of the president’s house, and a guard was also stationed there, many persons evidently supposing he would be brought to his home.


The entire city tonight presents a scene of wild excitement, accompanied by violent expressions of indignation, and the profoundest sorrow; many shed tears. The military authorities have dispatched mounted patrols in every direction, to arrest the assassins. The whole metropolitan police are vigilant for the same purpose.
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War Department reward poster, April 20, 1865.


(Picture Credits 3)


The attacks both at the theatre and at Secretary Seward’s house, took place at about the same hour—10 o’clock—showing a preconcerted plan to assassinate those gentlemen. Some evidences of the guilt of the party who attacked the president are in the possession of the police.


—April 15, 1865




NOTE: The assassin, John Wilkes Booth, an actor and Confederate sympathizer, fled to Maryland where he was found 12 days later hiding in a barn. He was shot and killed by Boston Corbett, a Union soldier. Eight other suspected accomplices to the assassination were rounded up and put on trial before a military tribunal. All were convicted and four were hanged, including Mary Surratt, the first woman to be executed by the U.S. government.





 


HEIR TO AUSTRIA’S THRONE IS SLAIN WITH HIS WIFE BY A BOSNIAN YOUTH TO AVENGE SEIZURE OF HIS COUNTRY


A rchduke Francis Ferdinand, heir to the throne of Austria-Hungary, and his wife, the Duchess of Hohenberg, were shot and killed by a Bosnian student here in Sarajevo. The fatal shooting was the second attempt upon the lives of the couple during the day, and is believed to have been the result of a political conspiracy.


This morning, as Archduke Francis Ferdinand and the duchess were driving to a reception at the town hall, a bomb was thrown at their motorcar. The archduke pushed it off with his arm.


The bomb did not explode until after the archduke’s car had passed on, and the occupants of the next car, Count von Boos-Waldeck and Col. Morizzi, the archduke’s aide de camp, were slightly injured. Among the spectators, six persons were hurt.


The author of the attempt at assassination was a compositor named Gabrinovics, who comes from Trebinje.


After the attempt upon his life the archduke ordered his car to halt, and after he found out what had happened he drove to the town hall, where the town councilors, with the mayor at their head, awaited him. The mayor was about to begin his address of welcome when the archduke interrupted him angrily, saying:


“Herr burgermeister, it is perfectly outrageous! We have come to Sarajevo on a visit and have had a bomb thrown at us.”


The archduke paused and then said: “Now you may go on.”


Thereupon the mayor delivered his address and the archduke made a suitable reply.


The public by this time had heard of the bomb attempt, and burst into the hall with loud cries of “Zivio!” the Slav word for “hurrah.”


After going around the town hall, the archduke started for the garrison hospital to visit Col. Morizzi, who had been taken there after the outrage.


As the archduke reached the corner of Rudolf Street two pistol shots were fired by an individual who called himself Gavrilo Princip. The first shot struck the duchess in the abdomen, while the second hit the archduke in the neck and pierced the jugular vein. The duchess became unconscious immediately and fell across the knees of her husband. The archduke also lost consciousness.
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New York Times front page, June 29, 1914.


(Picture Credits 4)


The motorcar in which they were seated drove straight to the Konak, where an army surgeon rendered first aid, but in vain. Neither the archduke nor the duchess gave any sign of life, and the head of the hospital could only certify they were dead.


The authors of both attacks upon the archduke are Bosnians. Gabrinovics is a compositor, and worked briefly in the government printing works at Belgrade. He returned to Sarajevo a Servian chauvinist, and made no concealment of his sympathies with the king of Servia. Both he and the actual murderer of the archduke and the duchess expressed themselves to the police in the most cynical fashion about their crimes.


—June 29, 1914




NOTE: The assassination helped trigger World War I. The assassin, 19-year-old Gavrilo Princip, a Yugoslav nationalist who opposed Austro-Hungarian rule, died in prison in 1918.





 



GANDHI IS KILLED BY A HINDU; INDIA SHAKEN, WORLD MOURNS; 15 DIE IN RIOTING IN BOMBAY



By ROBERT TRUMBULL


Mohandas K. Gandhi was killed by an assassin’s bullet today. The assassin was a Hindu who fired three shots from a pistol at a range of three feet.


The 78-year-old Gandhi, the one person who held discordant elements together and kept some sort of unity in this turbulent land, was shot down at 5:15 p.m. as he was proceeding through the Biria House gardens to the pergola from which he was to deliver his daily prayer meeting message.


The assassin was immediately seized. He later identified himself as Nathuram Vinayak Godse, 36, a Hindu of the Mahratta tribes in Poona. This has been a center of resistance to Gandhi’s ideology.


Mr. Gandhi died 25 minutes later. His death left all India stunned and bewildered as to the direction that this newly independent nation would take without its “Mahatma” (Great Teacher).


The loss of Mr. Gandhi brings this country of 300,000,000 abruptly to a crossroads. Mingled with the sadness in New Delhi tonight was an undercurrent of fear and uncertainty, for now the strongest influence for peace in India that this generation has known is gone.


Riots quickly swept Bombay when news of Mr. Gandhi’s death was received. The Associated Press reported that 15 persons were killed and more than 50 injured.


Appeal Made by Nehru


Prime Minister Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, in a voice choked with emotion, appealed in a radio address tonight for a sane approach to the future. He asked that India’s path be turned away from violence in memory of the great peacemaker who had departed.


Mr. Gandhi’s body will be cremated in the orthodox Hindu fashion, according to his expressed wishes. His body will be carried from his New Delhi residence on a simple wooden cot covered with a sheet at 11:30 tomorrow morning. The funeral procession will wind through every principal street of the two cities of New and Old Delhi and reach the burning ghats on the bank of the sacred Jumna River at 4 p.m. There the remains of the greatest Indian since Gautama Buddha will be wrapped in a sheet, laid on a pyre of wood and burned. His ashes will be scattered on the Jumna’s waters, eventually to mingle with the Ganges where the two holy rivers meet at the temple city of Allahabad.


These simple ceremonies were announced tonight by Pandit Nehru in respect to Mr. Gandhi’s wishes. India will see the last of Mr. Gandhi as it saw him when he lived—as a humble and unassuming Hindu.


News Spreads Quickly


News of the assassination of Mr. Gandhi—only a few days after he had finished a five-day fast to bring about communal friendship—spread quickly through New Delhi. Immediately there was spontaneous movement of thousands to Biria House, home of G. D. Biria, the millionaire industrialist, where Mr. Gandhi and his six secretaries had been guests since he came to New Delhi in the midst of the disturbances in India’s capital.


While walking through the gardens to this evening’s prayer meeting Mr. Gandhi had just reached the top of a short flight of brick steps, his slender brown arms around the shoulders of his granddaughters, Manu, 17, and Ava, 20.


Someone spoke to him and he turned and gave the appealing Hindu salute—palms together and the points of the fingers brought to the chin as in a Christian attitude of prayer.


At once a youngish Indian stepped from the crowd, which had opened to form a pathway for Mr. Gandhi’s walk to the pergola, and fired the fatal shots from a pistol. One bullet struck Mr. Gandhi in the chest and two in the abdomen. He seemed to lean forward and then crumpled to the ground. His two granddaughters fell beside him in tears.


Crowd Is Stunned


A crowd of about 500, according to witnesses, was stunned. There was no outcry or excitement for a second or two. Then the onlookers began to push the assassin more as if in bewilderment than in anger.


The assassin was seized by Tom Reiner of Lancaster, Mass., a vice consul attached to the American embassy and a recent arrival in India.


Mr. Reiner grasped the assailant by the shoulders and shoved him toward several police guards. Only then did the crowd begin to grasp what had happened, and a forest of fists belabored the assassin as he was dragged toward the pergola where Mr. Gandhi was to have prayed, leaving a trail of blood.


Mr. Gandhi was picked up by attendants and carried back to the unpretentious bedroom where he had passed most of his working and sleeping hours. Hindu onlookers who could see him began to wail and beat their breasts.


Less than half an hour later a member of Mr. Gandhi’s entourage came out of the room and said to those about the door:


“Bapu [father] is finished.”


But not until Mr. Gandhi’s death was announced by All India Radio, at 6 p.m. did the words spread widely.


Assassin Taken Away


Meanwhile the assassin was taken to a police station. He identified himself as coming from Poona.


It was remarked that the first of three attempts on Mr. Gandhi’s life was made in Poona on June 25, 1934, when a bomb was thrown at a car believed to be Mr. Gandhi’s. Poona is a center of the extremist anti-Gandhi orthodox Hindu Mahasabha (Great Society).


The second possible attempt to assassinate Mr. Gandhi was by means of a crude bomb planted on his garden wall on Jan. 20 of this year.


The only statement known to have been made by the assassin was his remark to a foreign correspondent: “I am not at all sorry.”


He is large for a Hindu and was dressed in gray slacks, blue pullover and khaki bush jacket. His pistol, which was snatched from him immediately after the shooting by Royal Indian Air Force Flight Sergeant D. R. Singh, contained four undischarged cartridges.


Lying on a wooden cot in his bedroom, Mr. Gandhi said no word before his death except to ask for water. Most of the time he was unconscious. When he was pronounced dead by his physician, weeping members of his staff covered the lower half of his face with a sheet in the Hindu fashion and the women present sat on the floor and chanted verses from the sacred scriptures of the Hindus.


Pandit Nehru arrived at 6 o’clock. Silently he inspected the spot where Mr. Gandhi was shot and then entered the house. Later he stood at the front gate of Biria House and related the tentative funeral arrangements to several thousand persons gathered in the street. His voice shook with grief, and hundreds in the crowd were weeping uncontrollably.


Several thousand mourners formed queues at all doors leading into Biria House and for a time they were permitted to file past the body. Later, when it became evident that only a small fraction of the gathering would be able to view Mr. Gandhi’s remains tonight, the body was taken to a second-floor balcony and placed on a cot fitted under a flood lamp so all in the grounds would see their departed leader.


His head was illuminated by a lamp with five wicks representing the five elements—air, light, water, earth, and fire—and also to light his soul to eternity according to Hindu belief.


Pandit Nehru delivered Mr. Gandhi’s valedictory in his radio address late this evening. In a quivering voice, he said:


“Gandhi has gone out of our lives and there is darkness everywhere. The father of our nation is no more—no longer will we run to him for advice and solace. This is a terrible blow to millions and millions in this country.


“Our light has gone out, but the light that shone in this country was no ordinary light. For a thousand years that light will be seen in this country and the world will see it…. Oh, that this has happened to us! There was so much more to do.”


Referring to the assassin, Pandit Nehru said: “I can only call him a madman.”


He pleaded for a renewed spirit of peace, which had been Mr. Gandhi’s last project, saying:


“His spirit looks upon us—nothing would displease him more than to see us indulge in violence. All our petty conflicts and difficulties must be ended in the face of this great disaster…. In his death he has reminded us of the big things in life.”


—January 31, 1948




NOTE: The assassin, Nathuram Godse, a Hindu nationalist, said at his trial that he was angry because he believed Gandhi, a Hindu, had “pandered” to Muslims. Godse was sentenced to death and hanged on November 15, 1949.





 



KENNEDY IS KILLED BY SNIPER AS HE RIDES IN CAR IN DALLAS; JOHNSON SWORN IN ON PLANE



By TOM WICKER


President John Fitzgerald Kennedy was shot and killed by an assassin today.


He died of a wound in the brain caused by a rifle bullet that was fired at him as he was riding through downtown Dallas in a motorcade.


Vice President Lyndon Baines Johnson, who was riding in the third car behind Mr. Kennedy’s, was sworn in as the 36th president of the United States 99 minutes after Mr. Kennedy’s death.


Mr. Johnson is 55 years old; Mr. Kennedy was 46.


Shortly after the assassination, Lee H. Oswald, who once defected to the Soviet Union and has been active in the Fair Play for Cuba Committee, was arrested by the Dallas police. Tonight he was accused of the killing.


Suspect Captured after Scuffle


Oswald, 24, was also accused of slaying a policeman who had approached him in the street. Oswald was subdued after a scuffle with a second policeman in a nearby theater.


President Kennedy was shot at 12:30 p.m., central standard time. He was pronounced dead at 1 p.m. and Mr. Johnson was sworn in at 2:39 p.m.


Mr. Johnson, who was uninjured in the shooting, took his oath in the presidential jet plane as it stood on the runway at Love Field. The body of Mr. Kennedy was aboard. Immediately after the oath-taking, the plane took off for Washington.


Standing beside the new president as Mr. Johnson took the oath of office was Mrs. John F. Kennedy. Her stockings were spattered with her husband’s blood.


Gov. John B. Connally Jr. of Texas, who was riding in the same car with Mr. Kennedy, was severely wounded in the chest, ribs and arm.


The killer fired the rifle from a building just off the motorcade route. Mr. Kennedy, Governor Connally and Mr. Johnson had just received an enthusiastic welcome from a large crowd in downtown Dallas.


Mr. Kennedy apparently was hit by the first of what witnesses believed were three shots. He was driven at high speed to Dallas’s Parkland Hospital. There, in an emergency operating room, he died without regaining consciousness.


Mrs. Kennedy, Mrs. Connally and a Secret Service agent were in the car with Mrs. Kennedy and Governor Connally. Two Secret Service agents flanked the car. Other than Mr. Connally, none of this group was injured in the shooting. Mrs. Kennedy cried, “Oh, no!” immediately after her husband was struck.


Mrs. Kennedy was in the hospital near her husband when he died, but not in the operating room. When the body was taken from the hospital in a bronze coffin about 2 p.m., Mrs. Kennedy walked beside it.


Her face was sorrowful. She looked steadily at the floor. She still wore the raspberry-colored suit in which she had greeted welcoming crowds in Fort Worth and Dallas. But she had taken off the matching pillbox hat she wore earlier in the day, and her dark hair was windblown and tangled. Her hand rested lightly on her husband’s coffin as it was taken to a waiting hearse.


Mrs. Kennedy climbed in beside the coffin. Then the ambulance drove to Love Field, and Mr. Kennedy’s body was placed aboard the presidential jet. Mrs. Kennedy then attended the swearing-in ceremony for Mr. Johnson.


Priests Administer Last Rites


Two priests administered last rites to Mr. Kennedy, a Roman Catholic. They were the Very Rev. Oscar Huber, the pastor of Holy Trinity Church in Dallas, and the Rev. James Thompson.


Mr. Johnson was sworn in as president by Federal Judge Sarah T. Hughes of the Northern District of Texas. The ceremony, delayed about five minutes for Mrs. Kennedy’s arrival, took place in the private presidential cabin in the rear of the plane.


About 25 to 30 persons—members of the late president’s staff, members of Congress who had been accompanying the president on a two-day tour of Texas cities and a few reporters—crowded into the little room.


Mrs. Kennedy stood at the left of Mr. Johnson, her eyes and face showing the signs of weeping that had apparently shaken her since she left the hospital not long before. Mrs. Johnson stood at her husband’s right. As Judge Hughes read the brief oath of office, her eyes, too, were red from weeping. Mr. Johnson’s hands rested on a black, leather-bound Bible as Judge Hughes read and he repeated: “I do solemnly swear that I will perform the duties of the president of the United States to the best of my ability and defend, protect and preserve the Constitution of the United States.”


Those 34 words made Lyndon Baines Johnson, one-time farm boy and schoolteacher of Johnson City, Texas, the president.
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President Kennedy, Jacqueline Kennedy, and Gov. and Mrs. John Connally of Texas riding in a motorcade, approximately one minute before the president was shot in Dallas on November 22, 1963.


(Picture Credits 5)


Johnson Embraces Mrs. Kennedy


Mr. Johnson made no statement. He embraced Mrs. Kennedy and she held his hand for a long moment. He also embraced Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Evelyn Lincoln, Mr. Kennedy’s private secretary.


“O.K.,” Mr. Johnson said. “Let’s get this plane back to Washington.”


At 2:46 p.m., 7 minutes after he had become president and 106 minutes after Mr. Kennedy had become the fourth American president to succumb to an assassin’s wounds, the jet took off for Washington.


Mr. Kennedy’s staff members appeared stunned and bewildered. Lawrence F. O’Brien, the Congressional liaison officer, and Kenneth P. O’Donnell, the appointment secretary, both long associates of Mr. Kennedy, showed evidence of weeping. None had anything to say.


Other staff members believed to be in the cabin for the swearing-in included David F. Powers, the White House receptionist; Miss Pamela Turnure, Mrs. Kennedy’s press secretary, and Malcolm Kilduff, the assistant White House press secretary.


Mr. Kilduff announced the president’s death, with choked voice and red-rimmed eyes, at about 1:36 p.m.


“President John F. Kennedy died at approximately 1 o’clock central standard time today here in Dallas,” Mr. Kilduff said at the hospital. “He died of a gunshot wound in the brain. I have no other details regarding the assassination of the president.”


Mr. Kilduff also announced that Governor Connally had been hit by a bullet or bullets and that Mr. Johnson, who had not yet been sworn in, was in the protective custody of the Secret Service at an unannounced place.


Mr. Kilduff indicated that the president had been shot once. Later medical reports raised the possibility that there had been two wounds. But the death was apparently caused by a massive wound in the brain.


Later in the afternoon, Dr. Malcolm Perry, an attending surgeon, and Dr. Kemp Clark, chief of neurosurgery at Parkland Hospital, gave more details. Mr. Kennedy was hit by a bullet in the throat, just below the Adam’s apple, they said. This wound had the appearance of a bullet’s entry.


Mr. Kennedy also had a massive wound in the back and one on the right side of the head. However, the doctors said it was impossible to determine immediately whether the wounds had been caused by one bullet or two.


Resuscitation Attempted


Dr. Perry, the first physician to treat the president, said a number of resuscitative measures had been attempted, including oxygen, anesthesia, an indotracheal tube, a tracheotomy, blood and fluids. An electrocardiogram monitor was attached to measure Mr. Kennedy’s heartbeats.


Dr. Clark was summoned and arrived in a minute or two. By then, Dr. Perry said, Mr. Kennedy was near death.


Dr. Clark said that on his first sight of the president, he had concluded immediately that Mr. Kennedy could not live.


“It was apparent that the president had sustained a lethal wound,” he said. “A missile had gone in and out of the back of his head causing external lacerations and loss of brain tissue.”


Shortly after he arrived, Dr. Clark said, “the president lost his heart action by the electrocardiogram.”


In Operating Room 40 Minutes


The president was on the emergency table at the hospital for about 40 minutes, the doctors said. At the end, perhaps 8 physicians were in Operating Room No. 1, where Mr. Kennedy remained until his death. The doctors said officially that it occurred at 1 p.m.


Later, there were unofficial reports that Mr. Kennedy had been killed instantly. The source of these reports, Dr. Tom Shires, chief surgeon at the hospital and professor of surgery at the University of Texas Southwest Medical School, issued this statement tonight:


“Medically, it was apparent the president was not alive when he was brought in,” he said, adding, “It was obvious he had a lethal head wound.


“Technically, however, by using vigorous resuscitation, intravenous tubes and all the usual supportive measures, we were able to raise a semblance of a heartbeat.”


Dr. Shires said he was “positive it was impossible” that President Kennedy could have spoken after being shot. “I am absolutely sure he never knew what hit him,” Dr. Shires said.


Dr. Shires was not present when Mr. Kennedy was being treated at Parkland Hospital. He issued his statement after conferences with the doctors who had attended the president.


The details of what happened when shots first rang out, as the president’s car moved along at about 25 miles an hour, were sketchy.


Kennedys Hailed at Breakfast


Mr. Kennedy had opened his day in Fort Worth, with a speech in a parking lot and then at a chamber of commerce breakfast. The breakfast appearance was a particular triumph for Mrs. Kennedy, who was given an ovation.


Then the presidential party, including Governor and Mrs. Connally, flew on to Dallas, an eight-minute flight. Mr. Johnson, as is customary, flew in a separate plane. The president and the vice president do not travel together, out of fear of a double tragedy.


At Love Field, Mr. and Mrs. Kennedy shook hands with an enthusiastic group lining the fence.


Mr. Kennedy then entered his open Lincoln convertible at the head of the motorcade. He sat in the rear seat on the right-hand side. Mrs. Kennedy, who appeared to be enjoying one of the first political outings she had ever made with her husband, sat at his left.


In the jump seat, directly ahead of Mr. Kennedy, sat Governor Connally, with Mrs. Connally at his left in another jump seat. A Secret Service agent was driving and the two others ran alongside.


Behind the president’s limousine was an open sedan carrying Secret Service agents. Behind them, in an open convertible, rode Mr. and Mrs. Johnson and Texas’s senior senator, Ralph W. Yarborough, a Democrat.


The motorcade proceeded along a 10-mile route through downtown Dallas, aiming for the Merchandise Mart. Mr. Kennedy was to address a group of the city’s leading citizens at a luncheon.


In downtown Dallas, crowds were enthusiastic and cheering. The turnout was unusual for this center of conservatism, where only a month ago Adlai E. Stevenson was attacked by a rightist crowd. As the motorcade neared its end and the president’s car moved out of the thick crowds onto Stemmons Freeway near the Merchandise Mart, Mrs. Connally recalled later, “we were all very pleased with the reception in downtown Dallas.”


Approaching 3-Street Underpass


Behind the three leading cars were a string of others carrying Texas and Dallas dignitaries, two buses of reporters, several open cars carrying photographers and other reporters, and a bus for White House staff members.


As Mrs. Connally recalled later, the president’s car was almost ready to go underneath a triple underpass beneath three streets—Elm, Commerce and Main—when the first shot was fired. That shot apparently struck Mr. Kennedy. Governor Connally turned in his seat and appeared immediately to be hit in the chest.


Mrs. Mary Norman of Dallas was standing at the curb and aiming her camera at the president. She saw him slump forward, then slide down in the seat.


“My God!” Mrs. Norman screamed, as she recalled later. “He’s shot!”


Mrs. Connally said that Mrs. Kennedy had reached and “grabbed” her husband. Mrs. Connally put her arms around the governor. She said that she and Mrs. Kennedy then ducked in the car as it sped off.


Most reporters in the press buses were too far back to see the shootings, but they observed scurrying by motor policemen accompanying the motorcade. It was noted that the president’s car had picked up speed and raced away, but reporters were only aware that anything serious had occurred when they reached the Merchandise Mart a few minutes later.


Rumors Spread at Trade Mart


Rumors of the shooting already were spreading through the luncheon crowd of hundreds. No White House officials or Secret Service agents were present, but the reporters were taken quickly to Parkland Hospital on the strength of the rumors.


There they encountered Senator Yarborough, white, shaken and horrified.


The shots, he said, seemed to have come from the right and the rear of the car in which he was riding, the third in the motorcade. Another eyewitness, Mel Crouch, a Dallas television reporter, reported that as the shots rang out he saw a rifle extended and then withdrawn from a window on the “fifth or sixth floor” of the Texas Public School Book Depository, a state building on Elm Street, to the right of the motorcade route.


Senator Yarborough said there had been a slight pause between the first two shots and a longer pause between the second and third. A Secret Service man riding in the senator’s car ordered Mr. and Mrs. Johnson to get down below the level of the doors. The leading cars of the motorcade then pulled away at high speed toward nearby Parkland Hospital by the fast highway.


“We knew by the speed that something was terribly wrong,” Senator Yarborough reported. When he put his head up, he said, he saw a Secret Serve man in the car ahead beating his fists against the trunk deck of the car in which he was riding, apparently in frustration and anguish.


Mrs. Kennedy’s Reaction


Only White House staff members spoke with Mrs. Kennedy. A Dallas medical student, David Edwards, saw her in Parkland Hospital while she was waiting for news of her husband. He gave this description:


“The look in her eyes was like an animal that had been trapped, like a little rabbit—brave, but fear was in the eyes.”


Dr. Clark was reported to have informed Mrs. Kennedy of her husband’s death.


Mr. Kennedy’s limousine pulled up at the emergency entrance of Parkland Hospital. By the time reporters arrived at the hospital, the police were guarding the presidential car closely. They would allow no one to approach it. A bucket of water stood by the car, suggesting that the back seat had been scrubbed out.


Robert Clark of the American Broadcasting Company, who had been riding near the front of the motorcade, said Mr. Kennedy was motionless when he was carried inside. There was a great amount of blood on Mr. Kennedy’s suit and shirtfront and the front of his body, Mr. Clark said.


Mrs. Kennedy was leaning over her husband when the car stopped, Mr. Clark said, and he walked beside the wheeled stretcher into the hospital. Mr. Connally was also moved into the hospital in a stretcher.


Eyewitness Describes Shooting


An unidentified Dallas man, interviewed on television here, said he had been waving at the president when the shots were fired. His belief was that Mr. Kennedy had been struck twice—once, as Mrs. Norman recalled, when he slumped in his seat, and again when he slid down in it.


“It seemed to just knock him down,” the man said.


Governor Connally’s condition was reported as “satisfactory” tonight after four hours in surgery at Parkland Hospital.


Dr. Robert R. Shaw, a thoracic surgeon, operated on the governor to repair damage to his left chest. Later, Dr. Shaw said Governor Connally had been hit in the back just below the shoulder blade, and that the bullet had gone through the governor’s chest. After leaving the body, he said, the bullet struck the governor’s right wrist and then lodged in the left thigh.


Tour by Mrs. Kennedy Unusual


Mrs. Kennedy’s presence near her husband’s bedside at his death resulted from somewhat unusual circumstances. She had rarely accompanied him on his trips about the country and almost never made political trips with him.


The tour on which Mr. Kennedy was engaged was only quasi-political; the only open political activity was to have been a speech tonight to a fund-raising dinner at the state capitol in Austin.


In visiting Texas, Mr. Kennedy was seeking to improve his political fortunes in a pivotal state that he barely won in 1960. He was also hoping to patch an internal dispute among Texas’s Democrats.


At 8:45 a.m., when Mr. Kennedy left the Texas Hotel in Fort Worth, where he spent his last night, to address the parking lot crowd across the street, Mrs. Kennedy was not with him. There appeared to be some disappointment.


“Mrs. Kennedy is organizing herself,” the president said good-naturedly. “It takes longer, but, of course, she looks better than we do when she does it.”


Later, Mrs. Kennedy appeared late at the chamber of commerce breakfast in Fort Worth.


Again, Mr. Kennedy took note of her presence. “Two years ago,” he said, “I introduced myself in Paris by saying that I was the man who had accompanied Mrs. Kennedy to Paris. I am getting somewhat that same sensation as I travel around Texas. Nobody wonders what Lyndon and I wear.”


The speech Mr. Kennedy never delivered at the Merchandise Mart luncheon contained a passage commenting on a recent preoccupation of his, and a subject of much interest in this city, where right-wing conservatism is the rule rather than the exception.


Voices are being heard in the land, he said, “voices preaching doctrines wholly unrelated to reality, wholly unsuited to the sixties, doctrines which apparently assume that words will suffice without weapons, that vituperation is as good as victory and that peace is a sign of weakness.”


The speech went on: “At a time when the national debt is steadily being reduced in terms of its burden on our economy, they see that debt as the greatest threat to our security. At a time when we are steadily reducing the number of federal employees serving every thousand citizens, they fear those supposed hordes of civil servants far more than the actual hordes of opposing armies.


“We cannot expect that everyone, to use the phrase of a decade ago, will ‘talk sense to the American people.’ But we can hope that fewer people will listen to nonsense. And the notion that this nation is headed for defeat through deficit, or that strength is but a matter of slogans, is nothing but just plain nonsense.”


—November 23, 1963




NOTE: Lee Harvey Oswald, the man who shot Kennedy, was himself shot to death two days later by Dallas nightclub owner Jack Ruby while being transported to a county jail. The question of whether Oswald acted alone has been debated by conspiracy theorists for decades.





 


MALCOLM X SHOT TO DEATH AT RALLY HERE


By PETER KIHSS


Malcolm X, the 39-year-old leader of a militant black nationalist movement, was shot to death yesterday afternoon at a rally of his followers in a ballroom in Washington Heights.
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Malcolm X at a news conference in New York, March 12, 1964.


(Picture Credits 6)


Shortly before midnight, a 22-year-old Negro, Thomas Hagan, was charged with the killing. The police rescued him from the ballroom crowd after he had been shot and beaten.


Malcolm, a bearded extremist, had said only a few words of greeting when a fusillade rang out. The bullets knocked him over backward.


Pandemonium broke out among the 400 Negroes in the Audubon Ballroom at 166th Street and Broadway. As men, women and children ducked under tables and flattened themselves on the floor, more shots were fired. Some witnesses said 30 shots had been fired.


Three Weapons Fired


The police said seven bullets had struck Malcolm. Three other Negroes were shot.


About two hours later the police said the shooting was apparently a result of a feud between followers of Malcolm and members of the extremist group he broke with last year, the Black Muslims. The police declined to say whether Hagan is a Muslim.


The medical examiner’s office said early this morning that a preliminary autopsy showed Malcolm had died of “multiple gunshot wounds.” The office said that bullets of two different calibers as well as shotgun pellets had been removed from his body.


One police theory was that up to five conspirators might have been involved, two creating a diversionary disturbance.


Hagan was shot in the left thigh and his left leg was broken, apparently by kicks. He was under treatment in the Bellevue Hospital prison ward last night; perhaps a dozen policemen were guarding him, according to a hospital superintendent. The police said they had found a cartridge case with four unused .45-caliber shells in his pocket.


Two other Negroes, described as “apparent spectators” by Assistant Chief Inspector Harry Taylor, in command of Manhattan North uniformed police, also were shot. They were identified as William Harris, wounded seriously in the abdomen, and William Parker, shot in a foot. Both were taken to Columbia Presbyterian Medical Center, which is near the ballroom.


Capt. Paul Glaser of the police department’s Community Relations Bureau said early today that Hagan, using a double-barreled shotgun with shortened barrels and stock, had killed Malcolm X.


Malcolm, a slim, reddish-haired six-footer with a gift for bitter eloquence against what he considered white exploitation of Negroes, broke in March 1964 with the Black Muslim movement called the Nation of Islam, headed by Elijah Muhammad.


A weapon described as a 12-gauge shotgun was found behind the ballroom stage wrapped in a man’s gray jacket.


As Hagan fired at Malcolm, Captain Glaser said, Reuben Francis, a follower of Malcolm, drew a .45-caliber automatic pistol and shot Hagan in the leg. Francis, 33, of East 179th Street, the Bronx, was charged with felonious assault and violation of the Sullivan Law.


Records of the FBI showed that Hagan’s real name is Talmadge Hayer, the police said this morning. The FBI records showed that the suspect’s address was on Marshall Street in Paterson, N.J., and he was arrested Nov. 7, 1963, in Passaic for possession of stolen property.


Sanford Garelick, assistant chief inspector in charge of the police Central Office Bureau and Squads, said at 5 p.m. that “this is the result, it would seem, of a long-standing feud between the followers of Elijah Muhammad and the people who broke away from him, headed by Malcolm X.”


At 7:30 p.m., Chief of Detectives Philip J. Walsh predicted “a long drawn-out investigation.”



Muslim Denies Involvement


James X, New York spokesman for the Black Muslims, denied his organization had anything to do with the killing.


Just a week before the slaying, Malcolm was bombed out of the small brick home in East Elmhurst, Queens, where he had been living. James X suggested that Malcolm had set off firebombs himself “to get publicity.”


Assemblyman Percy Sutton, Malcolm’s lawyer, said the murdered leader had planned to disclose at yesterday’s rally “the names of those who were trying to kill him.”


Mr. Sutton added that Malcolm had taken to carrying a pistol “because he feared for his life” and had notified the police that he was doing so even though he did not have a permit. Assistant Chief Inspector Taylor, however, said Malcolm was unarmed when he was shot.


Chief Walsh said he believed “proper action was taken on all considerations of protection” for Malcolm, and “many of our requests in this connection were turned down.”


Captain Glaser said that since Jan. 27, Malcolm had been offered police protection on seven different occasions, but had refused each time.


Remarks Criticized


One factor in Malcolm’s break with the Black Muslims was his comment on the assassination of President Kennedy. He called it a case of “chickens coming home to roost” and an outgrowth of violence that whites had used against Negroes. He was suspended by Elijah Muhammad and then started his own movement.


While the Nation of Islam searches for weapons anyone attending its meetings, Malcolm’s new movement emphasized self-defense even with weapons. And so there was no search of anyone at yesterday’s rally, a regular Sunday affair of Malcolm’s Organization of Afro-American Unity. White persons were barred.


The Audubon Ballroom is in a two-story building on West 166th Street between Broadway and St. Nicholas Avenue. The meeting had been called for 2:30 p.m. in the second-floor hall, where 400 chairs had been set up with two aisles going down the sides.


“Would Give His Life”


Witnesses said one of the speakers who preceded Malcolm had asserted: “Malcolm is a man who would give his life for you.”


Gene Simpson, a WMCA newsman, said he was sitting in the front row when Malcolm was introduced. He said Malcolm gave the traditional Arabic greeting, “Salaam aleikum”—“peace be unto you.”


“The crowd responded, ‘Aleikum salaam,’” Mr. Simpson said, “and then there was some disturbance about eight rows back. Everybody turned, and so did I, and then I heard Malcolm saying, ‘Be cool now, don’t get excited.’


“And then I heard this muffled sound, and I saw Malcolm hit with his hands still raised, and then he fell back over the chairs behind him. And everybody was shouting, and I saw one man firing a gun from under his coat behind me.


“And he was firing like he was in some Western, running backward toward the door and firing at the same time.”


Sharon Six X Shabazz, 19, who said she was a member of Malcolm’s organization, told this story:


“I think he only said ‘Brothers and Sisters’ when there was a commotion in the back of the room. I thought it was some rowdy drunks.”


Someone ran toward the stage, she said, there were loud noises, and she saw blood on Malcolm’s face.


“Then everybody started screaming and running and he fell down,” she said. “There was blood on his chest, too.”


Stanley Scott, a United Press International reporter, said he had been admitted with this admonition by a Malcolm lieutenant: “As a Negro, you will be allowed to enter as a citizen if you like, but you must remove your press badge.”


After Malcolm stepped to the rostrum and said a few words, Mr. Scott reported, “there was a scuffle at the back of the auditorium, possibly to distract attention from the assassins.”


“Shots rang out,” Mr. Scott went on. “Men, women and children ran for cover. They stretched out on the floor and ducked under tables. His wife, Betty, who was in the audience, ran about screaming hysterically, ‘They’re killing my husband!’”


A woman wearing a black felt hat and who would identify herself only as a registered nurse, said she had seen “two men rushing toward the stage and firing from underneath their coats.”


Rushed to the Stage


“I rushed to the stage even while the firing was going on,” she said. “I don’t know how I got on the stage, but I threw myself down on who I thought was Malcolm, but it wasn’t. I was willing to die for the man. I would have taken the bullets myself. Then I saw Malcolm, and the firing had stopped, and I tried to give him artificial respiration.


“I think he was dead then.”


Witnesses differed on the number of shots fired; some said as many as 30. Assistant Chief Inspector Taylor estimated the number at nearer eight. Six shots hit Malcolm in the chest and one hit him on the chin; some of the shots struck Malcolm after piercing the plywood rostrum in front of him.


Sgt. Alvin Aronoff and Patrolman Louis Angelos, who were in a radio car, heard the shooting. Sergeant Aronoff said he and his partner got to the ballroom just in time to see several persons run out, followed by a mob of perhaps 150, many of them pummeling Hagan.


“I’ve been shot, help me!” he quoted Hagan as shouting. The sergeant said he fired a warning shot into the air to halt the crowd, then pushed Hagan into the police car and drove him to the Wadsworth Avenue station house. From there the wounded man was taken to Jewish Memorial Hospital and later to the Bellevue prison ward.


“In the car, I found four unused .45 cartridges in Hagan’s pocket,” Sergeant Aronoff said.


Malcolm was placed on a stretcher and wheeled one block up Broadway to the Vanderbilt Clinic emergency entrance at 167th Street. It was about 3:15 p.m., a Columbia Presbyterian Medical Center spokesman said, when he reached a third-floor emergency operating room.


A team of doctors cut through his chest to massage his heart. But Malcolm was “either dead or in a death-appearing state,” the spokesman said. The effort was given up at 3:30 p.m.


“The person you know as Malcolm X is dead,” the spokesman reported.


Malcolm’s birth name was Malcolm Little. He considered it a “slave name” and abandoned it when he joined the Black Muslims. The other wounded men, in addition to Hagan, were believed to have been hit by random shots. Parker was described as being 36 years old and living in Astoria, Queens. Harris’s age was given as 51, and he was living in Brooklyn.


The police declined to discuss any suspects.


Patrolman Thomas Hoy said he had been stationed outside the 166th Street entrance when “I heard the shooting, and the place exploded.” He rushed in, saw Malcolm lying on the stage and “grabbed a suspect” who, he said, some people were chasing.


“As I brought him to the front of the ballroom, the crowd began beating me and the suspect,” Patrolman Hoy said. He said he put this man, not otherwise identified later for newsmen, into a police car to be taken to the Wadsworth Avenue station.


At the station house later, one man said he had told investigators he believed the killers were “two short fellows, about 5 foot 6,” who had been in the audience and had walked toward the stage with their hands in their pockets. This witness said he believed the men fired several shots from pistols when they were only about eight feet from Malcolm.


An alarm was issued for a 1963 blue Oldsmobile. The police said the car was registered in the name of a Muslim Mosque in East Elmhurst, Queens, which was the address of the home Malcolm had occupied until it was burned. The Nation of Islam had him evicted last week.


According to the police, Malcolm, his wife, Betty, and their four children moved last week into the Theresa Hotel, 125th Street and Seventh Avenue, and then into the New York Hilton Hotel, Avenue of the Americas and 53rd Street. They checked out at noon yesterday.


The couple was married in 1958. The children are Attilah, 6; Quiblah, 4, and Lamumbah, 5 months, all daughters, and Llyasha, a son, 2.


The widow held a brief press conference last night at George’s Supper Club, on Astoria Boulevard in East Elmhurst. She said her husband had received telephone calls at the Hilton Saturday night and yesterday morning saying he had “better wake up before it’s too late.”


Assemblyman Sutton, the family lawyer, said: “Malcolm X died broke, without even an insurance policy. Every penny that he received from books, magazine articles and so on was assigned to the Black Muslims before he broke with them, and after that to the Muslim Mosque, Inc.,” the sect Malcolm set up at the Theresa Hotel.


At 7:15 p.m. the police left the ballroom. Three cleaning women scrubbed blood off the stage. Musical instruments were placed on the stage, and a dance sponsored by the Metro Associates of Brooklyn went on as scheduled at 11 p.m.


—February 22, 1965




NOTE: Thomas Hagan, who said he was upset because Malcolm X had split from the Nation of Islam, confessed to the killing. He was imprisoned until 2010, when he was released on parole. Two other men were convicted with him but maintained they were innocent. They were released on parole in the 1980s.





 


MARTIN LUTHER KING IS SLAIN IN MEMPHIS; A WHITE IS SUSPECTED; JOHNSON URGES CALM


By EARL CALDWELL


The Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., who preached nonviolence and racial brotherhood, was fatally shot here in Memphis last night by a distant gunman who raced away and escaped.


Four thousand National Guard troops were ordered into Memphis by Gov. Buford Ellington after the 39-year-old Nobel Prize–winning civil rights leader died.


A curfew was imposed on the shocked city of 550,000 inhabitants, 40 percent of whom are Negro. But the police said the tragedy had been followed by incidents that included sporadic shooting, fires, bricks and bottles thrown at policemen, and looting that started in Negro districts and then spread over the city.


Police Director Frank Holloman said the assassin might have been a white man who was “50 to 100 yards away in a flophouse.”


Chief of Detectives W. P. Huston said a late model white Mustang was believed to have been the getaway car. Its occupant was described as a white man in his 30s, wearing a black suit and black tie.


Rifle Found Nearby


A high-powered .30-06-caliber rifle was found a block from the scene of the shooting, on South Main Street.


“We think it’s the gun,” Chief Huston said, reporting it would be turned over to the Federal Bureau of Investigation.


Dr. King was shot while he leaned over a second-floor railing outside his room at the Lorraine Motel. He was chatting with two friends just before starting for dinner.


One of the friends was a musician, and Dr. King had just asked him to play a Negro spiritual, “Precious Lord, Take My Hand,” at a rally that was to have been held two hours later in support of striking Memphis sanitation men.


Paul Hess, assistant administrator at St. Joseph’s Hospital, where Dr. King died despite emergency surgery, said the minister had “received a gunshot wound on the right side of the neck, at the root of the neck, a gaping wound.”


“He was pronounced dead at 7:05 p.m. central standard time by staff doctors,” Mr. Hess said. “They did everything humanly possible.”


There was concern by law enforcement officers here and elsewhere over potential reactions. In a television broadcast after the curfew was ordered here, Mr. Holloman said, “rioting has broken out in parts of the city” and “looting is rampant.”


Dr. King had come back to Memphis Wednesday morning to organize support once again for 1,300 sanitation workers who have been striking since Lincoln’s birthday. Just a week ago yesterday he led a march in the strikers’ cause that ended in violence. A 16-year-old Negro was killed, and 62 persons were injured.


Yesterday Dr. King had been in his second-floor room—number 306—throughout the day. About 6 p.m. he emerged, wearing a black suit and white shirt.


Solomon Jones Jr., his driver, had been waiting to drive him to the home of the Rev. Samuel Kyles of Memphis for dinner. Mr. Jones said later he had observed, “It’s cold outside, put your topcoat on,” and Dr. King had replied, “O.K., I will.”


Two Men in Courtyard


Dr. King, an open-faced, genial man, leaned over a green iron railing to chat with an associate, Jesse Jackson, standing just below him in a courtyard parking lot:


“Do you know Ben?” Mr. Jackson asked, introducing Ben Branch of Chicago, a musician who was to play at the night’s rally.


“Yes, that’s my man!” Dr. King glowed.


The two men recalled Dr. King’s asking for the playing of the spiritual. “I really want you to play that tonight,” Dr. King said.


The Rev. Ralph W. Abernathy, perhaps Dr. King’s closest friend, was just about to come out of the motel room when the sudden loud noise burst out.


Dr. King toppled to the concrete second-floor walkway. Blood gushed from the jaw and neck area. His necktie had been ripped off by the blast.


“He had just bent over,” Mr. Jackson recalled later. “If he had been standing up, he wouldn’t have been hit in the face.


Policemen “All Over”


“When I turned around,” Mr. Jackson went on, “I saw police coming from everywhere. They said, ‘Where did it come from?’ And I said, ‘Behind you.’ The police were coming from where the shot came.”


“We didn’t need to call the police,” Mr. Jackson said. “They were here all over the place.”


Mr. Jones, the driver, said that a squad car with four policemen in it drove down the street only moments before the gunshot. The police had been circulating throughout the motel area on precautionary patrols.


After the shot, Mr. Jones said, he saw a man “with something white on his face” creep away from a thicket across the street.


Someone rushed up with a towel to stem the flow of Dr. King’s blood. Mr. Kyles said he put a blanket over Dr. King, but “I knew he was gone.” He ran down the stairs and tried to telephone from the motel office for an ambulance.


Police with Helmets


Policemen were pouring into the motel area, carrying rifles and shotguns and wearing helmets. But the King aides said it seemed to be 10 or 15 minutes before a fire department ambulance arrived.


Dr. King was apparently still living when he reached the St. Joseph’s Hospital operating room for emergency surgery.


It was the same emergency room to which James H. Meredith, first Negro enrolled at the University of Mississippi, was taken after he was shot in June 1965, at Hernando, Miss., south of Memphis; Mr. Meredith was not seriously hurt.


Outside the emergency room some of Dr. King’s aides waited. One was Chauncey Eskridge, his legal adviser. He broke into sobs when Dr. King’s death was announced.


“A man full of life, full of love, and he was shot,” Mr. Eskridge said. “He had always lived with that expectation—but nobody ever expected it to happen.”


But the Rev. Andrew Young, executive director of Dr. King’s Southern Christian Leadership Conference, recalled there had been talk Wednesday night about possible harm to Dr. King in Memphis.


Mr. Young recalled: “He said he had reached the pinnacle of fulfillment with his nonviolent movement, and these reports did not bother him.”


There were perhaps 15 persons in the motel courtyard area when Dr. King was shot, all believed to be Negroes and Dr. King’s associates.


Past the courtyard is a small swimming pool. Then comes Mulberry Street, a short street only three blocks away from storied Beale Street on the fringe of downtown Memphis.


Fire Station Nearby


On the other side of the street is a six-foot brick restraining wall, with bushes and grass atop it and a hillside leading to a patch of trees. Behind the trees is a wire fence enclosing backyards of brick and frame houses. At the corner at Butler Street is a white brick fire station.


Police were reported to have chased a late-model blue or white car through Memphis and north to Millington. A civilian in another car that had a citizens band radio was also reported to have pursued the fleeing car and to have opened fire on it.


The police first cordoned off an area of five blocks around the Lorraine Motel, chosen by Dr. King for his stay here because it is Negro-owned. The two-story motel is an addition to a small two-story hotel in a largely Negro area.


Mayor Henry Loeb had ordered a curfew here after last week’s disorder, and National Guard units had been on duty for five days until they were deactivated Wednesday.


Last night the mayor reinstated the curfew at 6:35 and declared: “After the tragedy which has happened in Memphis tonight, for the protection of all our citizens, we are putting the curfew back in effect. All movement is restricted except for health or emergency reasons.”


Governor Ellington, calling out the National Guard and pledging all necessary action by the state to prevent disorder, announced: “For the second time in recent days, I most earnestly ask the people of Memphis and Shelby County to remain calm. I do so again tonight in the face of this most regrettable incident.”


“Every possible action is being taken to apprehend the person or persons responsible for committing this act.”


National Guard planes flew over the state to bring in contingents of riot-trained highway patrolmen.


Assistant Chief Bartholomew early this morning said that unidentified persons had shot from rooftops and windows at policemen 8 or 10 times. He said bullets had shattered one police car’s windshield, wounding two policemen with flying glass.


Numerous minor injuries were reported in four hours of clashes between civilians and law enforcement officers. But any serious disorders were under control by 11:15 p.m., Chief Bartholomew said. Early this morning streets were virtually empty except for patrol cars.


Once Stabbed in Harlem


In his career Dr. King had suffered beatings and blows. On Sept. 20, 1958, he was stabbed in a Harlem department store in New York by a Negro woman later adjudged insane.


That time he underwent a four-hour operation to remove a steel letter opener that had been plunged into his chest. For a time he was on the critical list, but he told his wife while in the hospital, “I don’t hold any bitterness toward this woman.”


In Memphis, Dr. King’s chief associates met in his room after he died. They included Mr. Young, Mr. Abernathy, Mr. Jackson, the Rev. James Bevel and Hosea Williams. They had to step across a drying pool of Dr. King’s blood to enter.


After 15 minutes they emerged. Mr. Jackson looked at the blood. He embraced Mr. Abernathy.


“Stand tall!” somebody exhorted.


“Murder! Murder!” Mr. Bevel groaned. “Doc said that’s not the way.”


“Doc” was what they often called Dr. King.
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Coretta Scott King, center, wife of the Rev. Martin Luther King Jr., and their daughter, Bernice, right, at the slain civil rights leader’s funeral services in Atlanta, April 9, 1968.


(Picture Credits 7)


Then the murdered leader’s aides said they would go on to the hall where tonight’s rally was to have been held. They wanted to urge calm upon the mourners.


At the Federal Bureau of Investigation office here, Robert Jensen, special agent in charge, said the FBI had entered the murder investigation at the request of Attorney General Ramsey Clark.


—April 5, 1968




NOTE: James Earl Ray, whose family said he harbored a hatred for black people, initially confessed to the killing. After recanting his confession, in 1997 Ray was able to persuade members of the King family that he was innocent and that others had killed Rev. King as part of a broader conspiracy. He died in prison in 1998.





 



KENNEDY IS DEAD, VICTIM OF ASSASSIN; SUSPECT, ARAB IMMIGRANT, ARRAIGNED; JOHNSON APPOINTS PANEL ON VIOLENCE



By GLADWIN HILL


Senator Robert F. Kennedy, the brother of a murdered president, died at 1:44 a.m. today of an assassin’s shots.


The New York senator was wounded more than 20 hours earlier, moments after he had made his victory statement in the California primary.


At his side when he died today in Good Samaritan Hospital were his wife, Ethel; his sisters, Mrs. Stephen Smith and Mrs. Patricia Lawford; his bother-in-law, Stephen Smith, and his sister-in-law, Mrs. John F. Kennedy, whose husband was assassinated four and a half years ago in Dallas.


In Washington, President Johnson issued a statement calling the death a tragedy. He proclaimed next Sunday a national day of mourning.


The Final Report


Hopes had risen slightly when more than eight hours went by without a new medical bulletin on the stricken senator, but the grimness of the final announcement was signaled when Frank Mankiewicz, Mr. Kennedy’s press secretary, walked slowly down the street in front of the hospital toward the gymnasium that served as press headquarters.


Mr. Mankiewicz bit his lip. His shoulders slumped. He stepped to a lectern in front of a chalkboard and bowed his head for a moment while the television lights snapped on. Then, at one minute before 2 a.m., he told of the death of Mr. Kennedy.


Following is the text of his statement:


“I have a short announcement to read which I will read at this time. Senator Robert Francis Kennedy died at 1:44 a.m. today, June 6, 1968. With Senator Kennedy at the time of his death was his wife, Ethel; his sisters, Mrs. Patricia Lawford and Mrs. Stephen Smith, his brother-in-law, Stephen Smith and his sister-in-law, Mrs. John F. Kennedy.


“He was 42 years old.”


Senator Kennedy’s body will be taken to New York this morning and then to Washington.


The man accused of shooting Mr. Kennedy early yesterday in a pantry of the Ambassador Hotel was identified as Sirhan Bishara Sirhan, 24, who was born in Palestinian Jerusalem of Arab parentage and had lived in the Los Angeles area since 1957. Sirhan had been a clerk.


$250,000 Bail


Yesterday, he was hurried through an early-morning court arraignment and held in lieu of $250,000 bail.


Sirhan was charged with six counts of assault with intent to murder, an offense involving a prison term of 1 to 14 years.


Five other persons in addition to the 42-year-old senator were wounded by the eight bullets from a .22-caliber revolver fired at almost point-blank range into a throng of Democratic rally celebrants surging between ballrooms in the hotel. The shots came moments after Senator Kennedy had made a speech celebrating his victory in yesterday’s Democratic presidential primary in California.


The defendant, seized moments after the shooting, refused to give the police any information about himself.


Three hours later, Mayor Samuel W. Yorty announced that the defendant had been identified as Sirhan. He said the identity had been confirmed by Sirhan’s brother and a second individual.


Senator Kennedy, accompanied by his wife, was wheeled into the Good Samaritan Hospital shortly after 1 a.m. yesterday after a brief stop at the Central Receiving Hospital. A score of the senator’s campaign aides swarmed around the scene.


Grim Reminder


Less than five years back many of them had experienced the similar tragedy that ended the life of President John F. Kennedy.


At 2:22 a.m., the press secretary, Mr. Mankiewicz, came out of the hospital into a throng of hundreds of news people to announce that the senator would be taken into surgery “in 5 or 10 minutes” for an operation of “45 minutes or an hour.”


One bullet had gone into the senator’s brain past the mastoid bone back of the right ear, with some fragments going near the brain stem. Another bullet lodged in the back of the neck.


It was after 7 a.m. when Mr. Mankiewicz reported that more than three hours of surgery had been completed, and all but one fragment of the upper bullet had been removed. The neck bullet was not removed but “is not regarded as a major problem,” Mr. Mankiewicz said.


He also reported that the senator’s vital signs remained about as they had been, except that he was now breathing on his own, which he had not been doing before the surgery. Then Mr. Mankiewicz said:


“There may have been an impairment of the blood supply to the midbrain, which the doctors explained as governing certain of the vital signs—heart, eye track, level of consciousness—although not directly the thinking process.”


Senator Kennedy was taken from surgery to an intensive-care unit.


At 2:15 p.m. Mr. Mankiewicz announced that Senator Kennedy had not regained consciousness and that a series of medical tests had been “inconclusive and don’t show measurable improvement in Senator Kennedy’s condition.”


“His condition as of 1:30 p.m. remains extremely critical,” the spokesman continued. “His life forces—pulse, temperature, blood pressure and heart—remain good, and he continues to show the ability to breathe on his own, although he is being assisted by a resuscitator.”


Mrs. Kennedy remained at the hospital.


Mrs. John F. Kennedy arrived at the hospital at 7:30 p.m. yesterday, after a chartered flight from New York.


A team of surgeons treating Senator Kennedy included Dr. James Poppen, head of neurosurgery at the Lahey Clinic in Boston. He was rushed to Los Angeles in an air force plane on instructions from Vice President Humphrey.


Mr. Humphrey and Senator Eugene J. McCarthy of Minnesota have been Senator Kennedy’s rivals in the Democratic presidential competition.


Mayor Yorty said the defendant’s identification had come through a brother, Adel Sirhan, after the police had traced the ownership of the .22-caliber revolver involved in the shooting to a third brother, Munir Bishari Salameh Sirhan, also known as Joe Sirhan.


The weapon was traced through three owners, one in suburban Alabama, the next in Marin County, adjacent to San Francisco, and back to an 18-year-old in suburban Pasadena. The youth said he had sold it to “a bushy-haired guy named Joe” whom he knew only as an employee of a Pasadena department store.


Detectives identified the bushy-haired man as Munir Sirhan. From him, the trail led to the two other brothers, who have been living in Pasadena.


The snub-nosed .22-caliber Iver Johnson Cadet model revolver seized after the shooting was described as having been picked out of a list of 2.5 million weapons registered in California in “just seconds” after the disclosure of its serial number. The defendant was arraigned at 7 a.m. before Municipal Judge Joan Dempsey Klein.


The other victims of the shooting were Paul Schrade, 43, a regional director of the United Automobile and Aerospace Workers Union, a prominent Kennedy campaigner; William Weisel, 30, a unit manager for the American Broadcasting Company; Ira Goldstein, 19, an employee of Continental News Service at nearby Sherman Oaks; Mrs. Elizabeth Evans, 43, of Saugus, in Los Angeles County, and Irwin Stroll, 17.


Sirhan was represented at the arraignment by the chief public defender, Richard S. Buckley. He asked Mr. Buckley to get in touch with the American Civil Liberties Union about getting private counsel for him.


—June 6, 1968




NOTE: Sirhan was convicted in 1969 and is now serving a life sentence. He said in a 1989 interview that he shot Kennedy because of the senator’s support for Israel.





 



SADAT ASSASSINATED AT ARMY PARADE AS MEN AMID RANKS FIRE INTO STANDS; VICE PRESIDENT AFFIRMS “ALL TREATIES”



By WILLIAM E. FARRELL


President Anwar el-Sadat of Egypt was shot and killed today by a group of men in military uniforms who hurled hand grenades and fired rifles at him as he watched a military parade in Cairo commemorating the 1973 war against Israel.


Vice President Hosni Mubarak said Egypt’s treaties and international commitments would be respected. He said the speaker of parliament, Sufi Abu Taleb, would serve as interim president pending an election in 60 days.


The assassins’ bullets ended the life of a man who earned a reputation for making bold decisions in foreign affairs, a reputation based in large part on his decision in 1977 to journey to the camp of Egypt’s foe, Israel, to make peace.


Regarded as an interim ruler when he came to power in 1970 on the death of Gamal Abdel Nasser, Mr. Sadat forged his own regime and ran Egypt single-handedly. He was bent on moving this impoverished country into the late 20th century, a drive that led him to abandon an alliance with the Soviet Union and embrace the West.


That rule ended abruptly and violently today. As jet fighters roared overhead, the killers sprayed the reviewing stand with bullets while thousands of horrified people—officials, diplomats and journalists, including this correspondent—looked on.


Killers’ Identity Not Disclosed


Information gathered from a number of sources indicated that 8 persons had been killed and 27 wounded. Later reports, all unconfirmed, put the toll at 11 dead and 38 wounded. The authorities did not disclose the identity of the assassins. They were being interrogated, and there were no clear indications whether the attack was part of a coup attempt.


In Washington, American officials said an army major, a lieutenant and four enlisted men had been involved in the attack. The major and two of the soldiers were killed and the others captured, the officials said. The assassination followed a recent crackdown by Mr. Sadat against religious extremists and other political opponents.


Those standing nearby at the parade today said six to eight soldiers riding in a truck towing an artillery piece had broken away from the line of march and walked toward the reviewing stand. Onlookers thought the procession was part of the pageant. Suddenly, a hand grenade exploded and bursts of rifle fire erupted while French-made Mirage jets screeched overhead. The 62-year-old leader was rushed to Maadi Military Hospital by helicopter and died several hours later.
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Assassins attack the presidential viewing stand during a military parade in Cairo, killing President Sadat and ten others, October 7, 1981.


(Picture Credits 8)


A medical bulletin said he had no heartbeat when he arrived at the hospital. It attributed his death, at 2:40 p.m., to “violent nervous shock and internal bleeding in the chest cavity, where the left lung and major blood vessels below it were torn.”


The death of Mr. Sadat raised serious questions about the direction the nation would now take. At least for the time being, affairs of state are expected to be run largely by Vice President Mubarak, a longtime associate who promptly took over direction of the armed forces after the president died. Egypt’s ruling National Democratic Party announced that Vice President Mubarak would be its candidate in the presidential election.


Mr. Mubarak, in his broadcast announcing Mr. Sadat’s death seven hours after the assassination, indicated that Egypt would continue to respect the peace treaty with Israel.


“I hereby declare,” he said, “in the name of the great soul passing away and in the name of the people, its constitutional institutions and its armed forces, that we are committed to all charters, treaties, and international obligations that Egypt has concluded.”


Security police patrolled Cairo’s streets, nearly empty because of the holiday marking the 1973 war, and government buildings were being closely guarded.


Regular television programming was canceled after the announcement of Mr. Sadat’s death and was replaced by readings from the Koran and film clips of his achievements—the 1973 war against Israel, which Mr. Sadat said restored Egyptian dignity after its defeat in 1967, the peace treaty with Israel and other milestones. No film of the attack at today’s parade was shown on Egyptian television.


Reviewing Stand Awash in Blood


Within seconds of the attack, the reviewing stand was awash in blood. Bemedaled officials dived for cover. Screams and panic followed as guests tried to flee. Some were crushed under foot.


This correspondent saw one assailant, a stocky, dark-haired man, standing in a half crouch, firing a rifle into the stand used by Mr. Sadat, who was wearing black leather boots and military attire crossed by a green sash. The reviewing stand was a blood-soaked horror.


Mr. Sadat was promptly carried away, but others felled by bullets remained writhing on the ground. A few did not move. One man, seriously wounded, was slumped over a railing separating Mr. Sadat and his party from the parade about 20 yards away.


Among those hit was reported to be Bishop Samuel, whom Mr. Sadat had named one of five clerics to run the Coptic Christians’ affairs after he deposed their pope, Shenouda III. The bishop was later reported to have died.


Others said to have died were two presidential aides—Mohammed Rashwan, the official photographer, and Sayed Marei, a confidant. The Belgian ambassador, Claude Ruelle, was seriously wounded, and three American military officers were hurt. Egypt’s Defense Minister, Gen. Abdel Halim Abu Ghazala, who had opened the parade with a speech, stood in the midst of the carnage. His face was bleeding, and his gold-braided uniform was blood-soaked. He waved away attempts to assist him and began issuing orders.


Soldiers wearing red berets and perfectly creased uniforms promptly joined hands to cordon off the scene of the attack, widening the circle as more soldiers arrived. Some of the soldiers were sobbing, a few screamed hysterically.


Overhead, the air show continued. Planes looped and dived and sent colorful sprays of vapor over the pandemonium below. The roar of engines drowned out the screams and the clatter of chairs.


Camel Corps on Parade


The parade ground, which had witnessed a joyful procession of Egypt’s most advanced arms as well as the colorful camel corps, with its turbaned soldiers, and the cavalry, with its elegant Arabian horses, was littered with little Egyptian souvenir flags dropped by panicked guests. As members of military bands scattered, the brilliant sun beamed off shiny brass instruments.


The Egyptian military establishment has long been regarded as the ingredient needed by any leader to remain in power. Diplomatic and military analysts said Mr. Sadat had the support of the military and that it assured the stability of his regime and permitted him to take daring steps, such as the peace overture to Israel and, finally, the peace treaty. In the absence of information, it was hard to tell whether the assassins represented a disenchantment with Mr. Sadat within the military.


Speculation abounded. Some thought the attackers might be Muslim fundamentalists opposed to the alliance with Israel and to Mr. Sadat’s recent crackdown.


About a month ago, he ordered the arrest of some 1,500 Coptic and Muslim extremists, along with some of his political opponents. He said they had fomented sectarian strife and endangered his efforts to bring democracy to Egypt.


A devout Muslim, Mr. Sadat was harsh toward fundamentalist groups, such as the Muslim Brotherhood and the Islamic Association. He banned both groups, calling them illegal. He said that he would not tolerate mixing religion and politics.


Arrest of Some Military Rumored


The published names of those arrested in the crackdown did not include those of military personnel. But there were reports that some of those detained were in the armed forces.


After Mr. Sadat’s helicopter had left the scene, diplomats rushed to their limousines. Soldiers cleared the grounds and drove away the stunned spectators. Ambulances wailed, and women clutching their children raced away. The air show above continued.


Early in the parade, a rocketlike object had been launched. It rained down Egyptian flags and portraits of Mr. Sadat hanging from tiny parachutes. Most of them floated over a nearby housing development called Nasser City. As the grounds were being cleared, one portrait was seen hanging from a flagpole on which it had become impaled in landing. The portrait had been torn by the sharp tip of the Egyptian flag that was fluttering from it.


—October 7, 1981




NOTE: The attack was carried out by Islamic militants angered that Egypt had entered into a peace treaty with Israel. The assailants included an Egyptian army officer, Khalid Islambouli, who was executed along with several other of the assailants in 1982.





 


BHUTTO IS KILLED AT RALLY, AND PAKISTAN FACES OUTRAGE AND NEW TURMOIL


By SALMAN MASOOD AND CARLOTTA GALL


Benazir Bhutto, the Pakistani opposition leader and twice-serving prime minister, was assassinated Thursday evening as she left a political rally in Rawalpindi, a scene of fiery carnage that plunged Pakistan deeper into political turmoil and ignited widespread violence by her enraged supporters.


Ms. Bhutto, 54, was shot in the neck or head, according to differing accounts, as she stood in the open sunroof of a car and waved to crowds. Seconds later a suicide attacker detonated his bomb, damaging one of the cars in her motorcade, killing more than 20 people and wounding 50, the Interior Ministry said.


News of her death sent angry protesters swarming the emergency ward of the nearby hospital, where doctors declared Ms. Bhutto dead at 6:16 p.m. Supporters later jostled to carry her bare wooden coffin as it began its journey to her hometown, Larkana, in southern Pakistan, for burial. In Karachi and other cities, frenzied crowds vented their rage, blocking the streets, burning tires and throwing stones.


The death of Ms. Bhutto, leader of Pakistan’s largest political party, threw politics into disarray less than two weeks before parliamentary elections and just weeks after a state of emergency was lifted. There was speculation that elections would be postponed and another state of emergency declared.


A deeply polarizing figure, Ms. Bhutto spent 30 years navigating the turbulent and often violent world of Pakistani politics, becoming in 1988 the first woman to lead a modern Muslim country.


She had narrowly escaped an assassination attempt upon her return to Pakistan two months ago. Her death now presents President Pervez Musharraf with one of the most potent crises of his turbulent eight years in power, and Bush administration officials with a new challenge in their efforts to stabilize a front-line state—home to both Al Qaeda and nuclear arms—in their fight against terrorism.


The attack bore hallmarks of the Qaeda-linked militants in Pakistan. But witnesses described a sniper firing from a nearby building, raising questions about how well the government had protected her in a usually well-guarded garrison town and fueling speculation that government sympathizers had played a part.


On Thursday, officials from the FBI and the Department of Homeland Security issued a bulletin to local law enforcement agencies informing them about posts on some Islamic Web sites saying that Al Qaeda was claiming responsibility for the attack, and that the plot was orchestrated by Ayman al-Zawahri, the group’s second-ranking official.


As world leaders lined up to express outrage at the killing of arguably Pakistan’s most pro-Western political figure, a grim-faced President Bush said that the best way to honor her would be “by continuing with the democratic process for which she so bravely gave her life.”
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Benazir Bhutto at a press conference in Islamabad, November 6, 2007.
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Speaking to reporters while vacationing at his ranch in Crawford, Tex., Mr. Bush attributed Ms. Bhutto’s death to “murderous extremists who are trying to undermine Pakistan’s democracy.”


Mr. Musharraf went on national television on Thursday evening, describing the killing as “a great national tragedy” and announcing a three-day period of national mourning. He called it a terrorist attack and vowed to continue to fight to root out the terrorists. “I appeal to the nation to remain peaceful and show restraint,” he said.


Despite the president’s appeal, politicians and government officials said they feared more violence from those protesting her death, but also from militants who would try to take advantage of the uncertain situation.


Before her return in October, Ms. Bhutto had spent nearly eight years in self-imposed exile to avoid corruption charges stemming from her time as prime minister in the 1990s. Her return had been promoted by Washington as part of an agreement to share power with Mr. Musharraf and give his increasingly unpopular government a more democratic face.


She was a leading contender to become prime minister after the Jan. 8 elections, campaigning as an advocate for Pakistan’s return to party politics after eight years of military rule under Mr. Musharraf. She also presented herself as the individual who could best combat growing militancy in Pakistan.


Her comments condemning militancy and suicide bombing had made her a target of Qaeda-linked militants in Pakistan. Her homecoming procession in Karachi was attacked by two bomb blasts that killed 150 supporters and narrowly missed killing her.


Much of the rage over her death is nonetheless likely to be directed at Mr. Musharraf, who kept her out of power for over eight years and had shown her only a grudging welcome at first, and later outright hostility.


The country’s other main opposition leader, another former prime minister, Nawaz Sharif, announced Thursday evening that he was pulling his party out of the elections. A longtime political rival of Ms. Bhutto’s, he had lately become an ally in pressing for a return to democracy in Pakistan.


“This is a tragedy for her party, and a tragedy for our party and the entire nation,” Mr. Sharif said.


Tauqir Zia, a retired general who recently joined Ms. Bhutto’s party, the Pakistan Peoples Party, said it seemed that elections were unlikely to go ahead now. “P.P.P. is now in turmoil for the time being,” he said. “It has to find a new leadership.”


Other officials and politicians said they, too, thought elections would be postponed. “This is going to lead to chaos and turmoil,” said the former interior minister, Aftab Ahmad Khan Sherpao, who was nearly killed last week in a suicide bombing at a mosque in his home village. “I was anticipating this, that suicide bombings would increase…. This was bound to happen.”


There were differing accounts of the attack. Zamrud Khan, a member of her party, said Ms. Bhutto was shot in the head from gunfire that originated from behind her car in a building nearby. Seconds later a suicide bomber detonated his bomb, damaging a car in her motorcade and killing some 15 people on the ground, Mr. Khan said.


The Interior Ministry spokesman, quoted by the state news agency, the Associated Press of Pakistan, said that the suicide bomber first fired on Ms. Bhutto and then blew himself up.


After the explosion, the site was littered with pools of blood. Shoes and caps of party workers were lying on the asphalt. More than a dozen ambulances pushed through crowds of dazed and wounded people.


Witnesses described hearing gunfire a minute before the explosion. Sajid Hussain, who had a shrapnel wound on his left hand, said he had heard at least three shots fired: “Then there was a big explosion, the earth seemed to tremble, I fell down. And everything was covered in black smoke.”


Mr. Zia, the retired general, said he was in a car ahead of Ms. Bhutto before the blast. “A leader has to come out and lead, and she did exactly that,” he said. “But I would ask, where was the security? How did they allow people to come so close to her? It is inconceivable.”


Dr. Abbas Hayat of Rawalpindi General Hospital said that doctors had tried for 35 minutes to resuscitate Ms. Bhutto, who he said had wounds to her head as well as shrapnel injuries.


Dr. Mohamed Mussadik, head of the medical college in Rawalpindi and a top surgeon who attended to Ms. Bhutto at the hospital, said she was clinically dead on arrival, according to Athar Minallah, a lawyer who had served in the Musharraf government but who has since helped lead the movement against him.


Mr. Minallah said an independent investigation into the assassination was critical. A precedent for this, he said, was the investigation into the murder of Ms. Bhutto’s brother 11 years ago. “The government has to allow it,” he said, “because the entire blame is on the government. Everyone I have spoken to believes it is the government that has done this.”


Apparently no autopsy was done because the police did not request one, Dawn TV reported. Lawyers calling for an international neutral investigation are raising questions about the speed with which Ms. Bhutto’s body was moved. The body arrived in her southern home province, Sindh, before dawn, party officials told Agence-France Presse.


The assassination is likely to deepen suspicion among Ms. Bhutto’s supporters of Pakistan’s security agencies. Ms. Bhutto has long accused parts of the government, namely the country’s premier military intelligence agency, the Inter-Services Intelligence, or I.S.I., of working against her and her party because they oppose her liberal, secular agenda.


A former senior Pakistani intelligence official said he did not believe that the country’s intelligence agency was involved. He blamed militants for the assassination, but said government-provided protection was far too lax and the area surrounding the rally should have been better secured.


“For sure, the government was complicit in the security aspects,” said the official. “I think the security arrangements of the police, they were not professionally handled.”


—December 28, 2007




NOTE: The gun and bomb attack was blamed on Pakistan’s Taliban, led by Baitullah Mehsud, who denied responsibility. The CIA killed Mehsud in a drone attack in 2009.
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