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               12.20pm Friday 22nd November: The motorcade on Main Street, Dallas. Agent Clint Hill is crouching on the rear step of the Lincoln.
               


            


         


      


    

  
    
      


         
         


         


            Introduction


         


         Half a century of conspiracy theories and endless reruns of the Zapruder footage showing President Kennedy being shot as his limousine drives through Dealey Plaza, has lessened the impact of that bizarre weekend in November 1963. You could argue that Kennedy’s murder has lost its power to shock – something inconceivable to those who lived through it.


         The story of what took place in Dallas is not just about President Kennedy and Lee Harvey Oswald; it’s also about the scores of people who were drawn into the developing drama. Some are famous, some obscure, but it affected them all, putting them in unexpected situations, and sometimes making them behave in unexpected ways. This book is full of stories that I hope will restore the impact of the assassination.


         Like Tony Zoppi, the Dallas showbiz reporter who found himself carrying the president of the United States’ casket; Robert Kennedy hiding in an Army truck in the dark waiting for his brother’s body to arrive on Air Force One; the pipers of the Scottish Black Watch playing at JFK’s funeral covered in cuts and bruises after a bar brawl defending his name; reporter Hugh Aynesworth having to take notes on a utility bill minutes after the assassination, using a novelty pencil he bought from a small boy; six-year-old Caroline Kennedy on the way to her father’s funeral, winding down the window of the limousine so she can hold Secret Service agent Bob Foster’s hand as he walked alongside.
         


         In this book I’m not interested in conspiracy theories (which all need a greater leap of faith than believing Lee Harvey Oswald and Jack Ruby were simply in the right place at the right time to do the wrong thing) and I’m not concerned much with the political background to Kennedy’s presidency. I’m interested in what people are doing and what they are thinking as events unfold. In the Minute by Minute format, if you had a role to play, however small, you’re in the book.
         


         I love details that not only bring history to life but reveal a great deal. Jack Ruby stole a TV crew’s fried chicken lunch the day before he shot Oswald (not exactly Day of the Jackal); a mother recognised the watch on the wrist of a reporter on TV, so she knew her son, whom she hadn’t heard from in months, was okay; Lee Harvey Oswald took his wedding ring off and placed it in a china cup before he set off to assassinate Kennedy; Marina Oswald had the famous photo of her husband holding a rifle hidden in her shoe when she visited him in the police cell.
         


         I had a treasure trove of stories and insights to plunder, thanks to contemporary accounts, numerous sworn testimonies given in the hours after the death of President Kennedy and to the 1964 Warren Commission. I owe a debt to William Manchester’s book Death of a President (1967), and Jim Bishop’s The Day Kennedy Was Shot (1968). Both authors interviewed many of the people involved, including Jackie and Robert Kennedy. Where I’ve used dialogue, it’s taken from autobiographies, police and FBI notes, or Warren Commission testimonies (remarkably, many people virtually acted out their evidence in front of the commission). The timings are based on police records, media coverage, witness statements, plus some guesswork. Events in Texas are recorded in Central Standard Time (CST), those in Washington and New York, Eastern Standard Time (EST).
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               12.25pm Friday 22nd November: The Presidential limousine on Main Street, Dallas.
               


            


         


      


    

  
    
      


         
         


         


            Thursday 21st November 1963


         


         ‘Welcome Mr President.’


         9.00pm


         At 2515 Fifth Street, Irving, Texas, 31-year-old Ruth Paine is walking into her garage. The light is already on, which is unusual. She reckons that Lee Harvey Oswald must have left it on when he was working in there earlier that evening.


         Ruth is mildly irritated at his carelessness. But it can’t dampen her excitement, as tomorrow the president is coming to Dallas.


         11.07pm


         Twenty-two minutes behind schedule, the wheels of Air Force One strike the tarmac at Carswell Air Force base on the outskirts of Fort Worth, Texas. On board is the 46-year-old President John F Kennedy and Jackie, his 34-year-old wife. He is the youngest elected leader in American history.


         JFK is in Texas because he needs to win friends in the South – his support for civil rights has dented his popularity and an election is just a year away. Texas in particular needs wooing; in 1960 he beat the Republican candidate Richard Nixon here by only 46,000 votes. But Kennedy likes a challenge, and he likes even more to be away from the political intrigue of Washington, to meet the people and win them over.
         


         Jackie has never campaigned before and hadn’t planned to be on this trip. In August, their baby son Patrick died, just a few days old; she had been expecting to be at the White House, nursing him. Many people have advised JFK not to make this trip. Dallas District Judge Sarah T Hughes told the president’s aides that the journey was ‘inadvisable’. Senator J William Fulbright told JFK in October, ‘Dallas is a dangerous place. I wouldn’t go there and don’t you go!’


         11.15pm


         The president and his wife are walking down the steps of Air Force One, and being met by the president of the Fort Worth Chamber of Commerce, Raymond Buck. He shouts a greeting over the noise of the engines.


         11.17pm


         Also travelling with JFK and now leaving Air Force Two are three Democratic Texan heavyweights – the vice president Lyndon B. Johnson, the state’s governor John Connally, and Senator Ralph Yarborough. Connally and Yarborough are also up for re-election in 1964 and each hopes the other will lose. They dislike each other’s politics and aim to make capital out of this trip. It’s got to the point where Yarborough refuses to travel in the same car as Johnson, as he’s an ally of Connally.


         Kennedy is sick of this damaging rift and has a plan to heal it, but the vice president is concerned that he’ll only make the situation worse. Johnson, a farmer’s son who left school at 15, has a very different background from the wealthy Boston upbringing of Kennedy, but they are both masterful political tacticians.


         Connally, Yarborough and Johnson smile and wave to the waiting press.
         


         11.20pm


         The Kennedys are bring driven to their Fort Worth hotel in a white convertible, borrowed by the Chamber of Commerce from the golf professional Ben Hogan. The president’s staff hadn’t expected crowds to be out on the streets at this time of night, especially as it’s raining, but the route to their hotel via the West Freeway is lined with thousands of well-wishers.


         11.30pm


         Thirty miles away, in Ruth Paine’s Irving home, Lee Harvey Oswald’s Russian wife Marina is getting into bed beside him. He’s lying on his stomach with his eyes closed. Earlier they’d argued – he’d tried desperately to persuade her to leave the Paines’ house where she’s lodging and move back with him to Dallas, but Marina had refused. Marina was irritated because he’d turned up unexpectedly, knowing full well the agreement is he should ask Ruth’s permission first.


         Marina appreciates Ruth’s friendship. When Marina was pregnant, Ruth had donated blood twice at Parkland Hospital to ensure that Marina qualified for free maternity care. Ruth speaks Russian, and they both have two children and both have troubled marriages. Michael Paine moved out of the house a few months ago; Lee Harvey Oswald sometimes beats Marina.


         


            He always seemed like a man deeply hurt by something and I always felt somewhat like a mother to him, felt I was helping him in some way. I’ve always thought what a shame that something or somebody had made him the way that he was. If I had met him in the United States, and understood him, I probably would not have married him.
            


            Marina Oswald interview with Hugh Aynesworth
            


            March 1964
            


         


         The Paines and the Oswalds met in March through a local Russian immigrant group. Lee doesn’t like Ruth; he told Marina that she’s a ‘tall and stupid woman’. However, last month, just before their second child was born she did help him find a job, as a stockboy at the Texas Book Depository.


         11.35pm


         Waiting outside the Hotel Texas are about 2,000 people, eager to see the president and Mrs Kennedy. They shout with excitement when the car arrives. Without a word to their Secret Service agents, the couple begin shaking hands with the crowd, some of whom are holding placards with welcome messages. There are so many people in the lobby that it’s chaos when the Kennedys finally walk into the hotel.


         11.40pm


         The Kennedys are surveying their three-room suite on the eighth floor of the Hotel Texas. The décor of Suite 850 is drab and the temperature cold, as the air conditioning has been left on full. A sign on a table says ‘Check out is at 12.30pm. If you plan to stay after this time please contact the assistant manager.’ The first lady’s bedroom has a view of a car park and a bus station. Kenny O’Donnell, JFK’s special assistant and close friend, is angry at the state of the hotel. In front of the dull brick 1920s façade is a large sign saying ‘Welcome Mr President’, but it doesn’t feel like much of a welcome inside.


         


             


         


         The eighth floor has been cleared of guests, except for Mrs Helen Ganss, an elderly widow for whom the Hotel Texas is home. The Secret Service is happy to let her stay. Mrs Ganss is listening to the to-ing and fro-ing in the corridor outside, and wondering if the president will ever be able to get any sleep.
         


         11.45pm/12.45am EST


         Jackie Kennedy is unpacking her clothes for the morning. They’d been chosen when the forecast for Friday had been for cold weather. The forecast now is for hot sun. Her husband calls from the next room, ‘Don’t get up with me. I’ve got to speak in that square downstairs before breakfast, so stay in bed.’


         


             


         


         Eleven hundred miles away in the White House, their children, five-year-old Caroline and two-year-old John Jr are fast asleep. Earlier Caroline had been to a friend’s party, and John to a toyshop with Secret Service agent Tom Wells. Their 61-year-old English nanny, Maud Shaw, is asleep in her quarters between the children’s rooms, after an evening spent knitting. Downstairs, West Wing staff are making their way home after a preview of From Russia With Love in the White House cinema.
         


         


             


         


         Peter Saccu, the catering manager for the Hotel Texas, has arrived to sort out the air conditioning in the president’s suite. Kennedy asks if a window in his bedroom could be opened slightly. Saccu warns him that the noise of the freight trains in the nearby sidings might keep him awake, but the president smiles and says that won’t bother him.


         
         


         11.55pm


         Kennedy bodyguard and general dogsbody John ‘Muggsy’ O’Leary is standing at the entrance to the hotel. He spots a man lying on the roof of a building across the road, level with the presidential suite. He sends up a policeman to catch him.


         


             


         


         The midnight to 8am shift of Secret Service agents is taking over the watch outside Suite 850.
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               11.55am Friday 22nd November: The Presidential limousine leaves Love Field Airport, Dallas.
               


            


         


      


    

  
    
      


         
         


         


            Friday 22nd November 1963


         


         ‘We’re heading into nut country today…’


         00.10am


         Reporter Roy Stamps is in the hotel lobby looking for a cup of coffee. He’s in the middle of setting up his radio equipment in the car park across from the hotel, ready for the president’s early morning speech to the public. He bumps into a group of Secret Service agents who’ve just finished their shift, and are looking for a place to eat. Stamps suggests they all head to the Fort Worth Press Club.


         1.30am


         Richard Nixon, whom Kennedy narrowly defeated in the 1960 presidential election, is asleep in the Baker Hotel in Dallas. He has a successful law practice and one of his clients is Pepsi Cola, so he’s in town for a bottlers’ convention across the street from the Trade Mart, where JFK is due to give a speech later that day. The 35th, and the future 36th and 37th presidents of the United States are all asleep, a few miles from each other.


         
         


         1.45am


         Nine Secret Service agents, unwinding after their shift, are drinking in the Fort Worth Press Club with Malcolm ‘Mac’ Kilduff, the president’s acting press secretary. It normally closes at midnight, but the club is making an exception for the White House party.


         


             


         


         Lee Harvey Oswald isn’t asleep. Marina is resting her foot on her husband’s leg. He roughly shakes her off.


         ‘My, he’s in a mean mood,’ Marina thinks.


         3.00am


         Seven of the Secret Service agents, despite the fact most of them have to ride in the presidential motorcade in Dallas later that morning, have moved on from the Press Club and are now in the Cellar Coffee House five minutes away. As they arrive, they introduce themselves to the manager Dick Mackie and order ‘Salty Dicks’ – a nonalcoholic speciality of the club.


         5.05am


         The Secret Service agents leave the Cellar Coffee House and head for their cars.


         6.00am


         Outside the Hotel Texas, a crowd is already beginning to gather in the rain, eager to get a good place for the president’s speech. They watch the presidential seal being fixed to the flatbed truck he’ll be speaking from. Policemen in raincoats watch the crowd from the top of nearby buildings.


         
         


         6.30am


         The Oswalds’ alarm is going off, but Lee doesn’t stir. Marina is already awake.


         


             


         


         In the pressroom set up in the Hotel Texas, the White House reporters are sitting by their typewriters eating breakfast and reading advance copies of the president’s Trade Mart speech.


         ‘There will always be dissident voices raised… but today other voices are heard in the land… voices preaching doctrines wholly unrelated to reality, wholly unrelated to the Sixties, doctrines which apparently assure that words will suffice without weapons… and that peace is a sign of weakness…’


         NBC correspondent Robert MacNeil has always been sceptical about Kennedy, but he’s impressed by the speech and looks forward to hearing the president deliver it. It’s MacNeil’s first presidential trip.


         6.40am


         Having waited ten minutes for her husband to stir, Marina says, ‘Time to get up.’


         Oswald gets up, washes and gets into his work shirt and grey trousers.


         ‘Have you bought those shoes you were going to get?’ he asks.


         ‘No, I haven’t had time.’


         ‘You must get those shoes, Mama. And don’t get up, I’ll get breakfast myself.’


         7.18am


         Oswald kisses their children, one-month-old Rachel and two-year-old June, who are both still asleep, but he doesn’t kiss Marina. He’s just about to leave the bedroom when he turns and says, ‘I’ve left some money on the bureau. Take it and buy everything you and Junie and Rachel need. Bye-bye.’
         


         Once out of the bedroom Oswald takes off his wedding ring and puts it in a little china cup that belonged to Marina’s grandmother. He’s never taken the ring off before. He then leaves $187 in bills on the dresser, almost all the money he has, and quietly walks out of the house towards the garage.


         


             


         


         By the age of ten, Lee Harvey Oswald had lived in 13 different homes and attended six different schools. He was violent and aggressive and social workers described him as ‘an emotionally-starved, affectionless youngster’. His father died before he was born and his mother Marguerite was so controlling that his two half-brothers joined the Marines to escape her. In 1956, a week after turning 17, Lee did the same.


         But the Marines didn’t take to the recruit whom they saw as an eccentric troublemaker, with a growing interest in communism, and so happily gave him an early discharge. In 1959 Oswald defected to the Soviet Union where he met and married 19-year-old Marina Nikolaevna Prusakova. The Soviet dream, like the Marines, didn’t work out and within two years he was back in the United States. For the past two years he’s been more interested in supporting Fidel Castro’s Cuba than holding down a steady job.


         


             


         


         Oswald is leaving the Paines’ garage and heading down the street carrying a rifle wrapped up in brown paper.


         
         


         7.20am


         When Oswald stays with Marina, a neighbour of the Paines’ 18-year-old Wesley Frazier, who also works at the Book Depository, gives him a lift. Oswald’s heading to Frazier’s house, something he’s never done before. Frazier’s sister Linnie Mae is in her kitchen watching him.


         


            I saw him as he crossed the street and come across my driveway to where Wesley had his car parked by the carport… He was carrying a package in a sort of a heavy brown bag, heavier than a grocery bag it looked to me… He carried it in his right hand, had the top sort of folded down and it almost touched the ground as he carried it… He opened the right back door and I just saw that he was laying the package down so I closed the door. I didn’t recognise him as he walked across my carport and at that moment I wondered who was fixing to come to my back door…
            


            Linnie Mae Randle testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            11th March 1964
            


         


         7.22am


         It’s raining as Wesley Frazier and Oswald pull out of the carport.


         ‘What’s the package, Lee?’


         ‘Curtain rods.’


         Frazier asks if he had fun playing with his children last night, and Oswald laughs and said he did. His children are one of the few things Frazier can get him to talk about. Even though they’ve been working together for a month, Frazier doesn’t even know his surname. He puts his foot on the accelerator as they’re running late – they need to be at work by 8am.


         
         


         7.30am


         George Thomas, the president’s valet, is knocking on the door of the master bedroom of Suite 850.


         ‘Mr President, it’s raining out.’ He hears his boss stir and reply, ‘That’s too bad’ and then groan.


         


             


         


         The rain is posing a problem that it’s Kenny O’Donnell’s job to fix. O’Donnell is an old college friend of Jack’s brother Robert; his official role is appointments secretary, but like JFK’s other close aides he works on anything and everything. O’Donnell is known as ‘The Cobra’ because of his piercing stare; Jackie calls him ‘The Wolfhound’ because of his relentless dedication to her husband. No one gets to see JFK without getting O’Donnell’s approval first.


         He has to decide soon if the presidential limousine in Dallas should have its bubbletop on or off. If it’s on, then the crowds won’t get a good look at JFK and Jackie, but if he leaves it off and it rains, the president and his wife won’t be best pleased. He ponders this as looks out at the rain from his hotel room window.


         


             


         


         Admiral Dr George Burkley, the president’s physician, is putting his head round his hotel room door and looking towards Suite 850. The Secret Service detail nod their heads, letting him know that all is well.


         7.40am


         Kennedy has showered and is beginning a routine essential for what will be a punishing day. After making two speeches this morning in Fort Worth, he’ll fly to Dallas, and after a motorcade through the city make a speech at the Trade Mart. Then he’ll fly to Austin for more official functions, before heading to the vice president’s ranch for a rest.
         


         JFK sits down, attaches a large back brace round his middle and ties its laces tightly. He then slips large stretchable bandages up over his hips to support the bottom of his torso. Since he was a teenager he has suffered from a chronic bad back, which means for much of the time he’s in pain. Sometimes it’s so bad he uses crutches or a walking stick – but never in public.


         It’s a condition that was made worse in August 1943 when motor torpedo boat PT-109, under his command, was rammed by a Japanese destroyer, and he was flung onto the deck. Kennedy’s dramatic rescue of his crew turned him into a war hero.


         


             


         


         Thirty-two-year-old Clint Hill, the first lady’s ex-Army Secret Service bodyguard, has arrived outside Suite 850 and is being told that he’s not needed for a while, as Mrs Kennedy won’t be leaving her room for another hour. Hill gets himself a coffee and a roll.


         7.45am


         The president, now dressed in a blue pinstripe suit with a blue silk tie, is looking down from his wife’s window at the people in the car park.


         ‘Look at that crowd! Just look – isn’t that terrific?’


         He then heads to his room to get some breakfast.


         7.56am


         Wesley Frazier and Lee Harvey Oswald have arrived at a car park close to the Book Depository. Frazier is getting out of his car but Oswald is already striding on ahead, with his package held vertically against his body. Frazier thinks it’s strange, as they normally always walk into work together. By the time he gets to the back door Oswald has disappeared. The Hertz Rent-a-Car clock on the top of the building says 7.56.
         


         


             


         


         Waiter George Jackson, who has just brought breakfast to Suite 850, is asking valet George Thomas a favour – would he be happy to ask the president for a souvenir? Thomas agrees and steps into the room and whispers in Kennedy’s ear. JFK immediately gets up, goes out to Jackson, shakes him by the hand and gives him a PT-109 tie clip – a small silver torpedo boat with ‘Kennedy’ on the full length of the hull.


         8.30am


         Kennedy is shouting down the phone to Kenny O’Donnell. He’s just seen the morning’s newspapers and they are yet again featuring the rivalry between Yarborough, Connally and Johnson. The Dallas Morning News has on its front page: ‘Yarborough Snubs LBJ’, referring to arguments about who rides in what car in the motorcades. Kennedy wants O’Donnell to tell Yarborough in no uncertain terms that he has a choice: ride with Johnson today or walk.
         


         8.43am


         Without a hat or a raincoat, the president, his hair still wet from the hotel shower, is making his way across Eighth Street. Walking behind him are Congressman Jim Wright, Senator Yarborough, Governor Connally and a sour-looking Vice President Johnson. NBC reporter Robert MacNeil, watching in the crowd, thinks that they look like naughty schoolboys.


         Johnson is nervous about how Texans view him. He knows many Southerners had expected him to curb what they saw as Kennedy’s dangerous liberal views. In fact, LBJ has been sidelined by Kennedy and surprised the South by speaking out in favour of civil rights.
         


         In 1960, Johnson, campaigning in his ‘LBJ Special’ train, had won the South for Kennedy. He directly confronted Southern Baptist suspicions about Kennedy’s Catholicism: their doubts about whether his ultimate allegiance was to the USA or the Vatican. Johnson told them how JFK had loved his older brother Joe, a pilot killed in the Second World War.


         ‘When he took off that morning on his dangerous mission,’ Johnson would tell the crowds, his voice almost breaking, ‘nobody asked him what church he went to. After he went down in a burning plane over the English Channel so that we could have free speech and live as free men, not a soul got up in a pulpit and asked what church he went to.’ At each stop, Johnson’s audience listened in absolute silence.


         8.45am


         Jim Wright is telling the crowd that this is the ‘proudest day in the history of Fort Worth’. To great applause, the president walks up to the microphone.


         ‘There are no faint hearts in Fort Worth and I appreciate your being here this morning. Mrs Kennedy is organising herself. It takes longer.’ This is greeted by a wolf whistle.


         ‘But of course she looks better than we do when she does so.’


         The crowd laughs and cheers.


         


             


         


         Jackie can hear him over the PA as she sits at her dressing table. She’s happy that it’s raining as that means the bubbletop will be on the limousine and it’ll keep her hair from blowing about. She’s never found being the president’s wife easy. Three years earlier, when asked by Angier Duke, the White House chief of protocol, what she might like to do as first lady she replied, ‘As little as possible. I’m a mother. I’m a wife. I’m not a public official.’
         


         Down below, Kennedy is praising Fort Worth’s aviation industry for its contribution to the defence of America and to the space race, which, he says, America is now winning.


         8.55am


         The radio audience listening on local station WBAP can hear women squeal as the president steps off the podium and starts to shake hands with the crowd.


         ‘We have a long microphone about 14 inches long which is like a long pistol. A Secret Service agent just approached us and said, “Just don’t put that in front of the president”,’ WBAP reporter David Daniel says.


         The crowd is shouting to the president, ‘Come over here! Come over here!’


         Kennedy is passing Robert MacNeil and they look at each other. MacNeil thinks that his eyes look cold.


         As he passes Henry Brandon of The Sunday Times, whom he knows well, and the only foreign correspondent on the trip, JFK mutters, ‘We’re doing better than we thought.’
         


         8.57am


         The president is walking into the hotel lobby wiping his right hand with a handkerchief, making it dirty. A woman calls out that he hasn’t shaken her hand so Congressman Jim Wright takes it in his and stretches out with his other hand to touch the president. She’s delighted with that.


         
         


         9.05am


         Local station KRLD-TV is about to take live coverage of the president’s Breakfast Speech in the hotel’s Grand Ballroom. At the moment they’re showing viewers shots of 2,000 excited guests, invited by the Fort Worth Chamber of Commerce. KRLD-TV commentator Mike Wallace has a good position in the ballroom, looking into the kitchen from where the president will enter.


         Wallace is filling for time and he’s reaching for some prepared notes. JFK’s handshakes with the people outside prompt him to talk about how difficult crowds can be for the Secret Service. He describes the last assassination of a president – the shooting of William McKinley by anarchist Leon Czolgosz in 1901.


         ‘As in many important occasions in the history of the world no one seemed to sense that anything different was going to happen. The assassin shattered that picture quickly.’


         His sombre commentary is at odds with the pictures of the happy, expectant crowd.


         


             


         


         Secret Service agent Clint Hill, who has been responsible for the first lady’s protection for the last three years, is patiently waiting as she buttons her white gloves. She’s wearing a two-piece rose-pink Chanel suit with a navy blouse and he thinks that she looks lovely, but Hill’s anxious as she’s needed at the breakfast. Jackie reckons Hill is the sharpest of the White House detail, a perfectionist like her husband, and ‘one of us’.
         


         ‘I hope you slept well,’ she says to him.


         ‘We’ve got another long day ahead, Mrs Kennedy.’


         ‘I never realised how tiring campaigning could be.’


         ‘Did you know that the president is waiting for you at breakfast?’


         ‘I wasn’t planning on going to the breakfast.’


         ‘I know, Mrs Kennedy, but the president wants you down there – right now.’
         


         Jackie looks in the mirror.


         ‘Okay, I just need to put on my hat.’


         She reaches for a pink pillbox hat on the dressing table.


         9.10am


         Outside the ballroom, the president runs into Yarborough and tells him he must ride in the car with Johnson.


         ‘For Christ’s sake cut it out, Ralph!’


         The senator protests that he rode with Johnson from the airport the night before. Kennedy points out it was in the dark, and it’s not enough. He heads for the ballroom.


         9.25am


         Jackie Kennedy is standing with Clint Hill in the kitchen of the Hotel Texas, waiting for toastmaster Raymond Buck to finish his lengthy welcome speech. The kitchen staff stare at her. JFK took his place on the top table 15 minutes earlier.


         Finally Buck announces, ‘And now is an event I know you have all been waiting for!’


         As the first lady walks through the tables, the cheers are louder than for the president. Some people are standing on their chairs to see her. On the top table, John Connally’s wife Nellie is mortified – she’s also wearing a pink wool suit.


         At the back of the room, Kennedy’s Air Force aide Godfrey McHugh is saying to NBC’s Robert MacNeil with a big grin, ‘What kind of an entrance do you call that?’


         ‘Tactical,’ MacNeil replies.


         Jackie takes her seat, and Clint Hill follows, scanning the faces in the room.


         


             


         


         The president starts to speak.
         


         ‘Two years ago, 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 audience roars with laughter.


         


            Sometimes he was a little bit sick… and sometimes I didn’t know – he want to be popular, so everyone know who is Lee Harvey Oswald.
            


            Marina Oswald testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            24th July 1964
            


         


         9.35am


         In the Texas Book Depository, Lee Harvey Oswald is standing by one of the windows on the first floor. It’s an old building, stranded in a new development called Dealey Plaza. Its floorboards have sunken paths, worn down by hundreds of feet over the decades.


         Oswald’s job is to pick up orders for schoolbooks, find the books and then take them to the first-floor shipping desk. He asks colleague James ‘Junior’ Jarman why there are people gathering outside on the front steps. Jarman tells him it’s because the presidential motorcade will pass by. ‘Do you know which way he’s coming?’ Oswald asks. Jarman explains that the route will take the president right past their building.


         ‘Oh, I see,’ says Oswald and goes back to filling orders.


         


             


         


         Mac Kilduff, the president’s acting press secretary, is looking through the Dallas Morning News. He sees something that makes him go pale. He takes the paper to Kenny O’Donnell.
         


         
         


         9.45am


         In downtown Dallas, WFAA radio reporter Travis Linn is asking his colleague AJ L’Hoste to set up a portable tape recorder in Dealey Plaza, to capture the sound of the president’s motorcade going by, for a piece for broadcast later in the day. Linn has to be at the Trade Mart so can’t do it himself. He asks L’Hoste to place it on the corner of Houston and Elm, opposite the depository building.


         9.55am


         Kenny O’Donnell comes into Suite 850 as the president says to Jackie, ‘How about California in two weeks?’


         She smiles.


         ‘Sure, I’ll be there.’


         O’Donnell, who knows that Jackie is a vote winner, grins so broadly that she bursts out laughing. Rarely does the Cobra smile.


         10.14am


         Kennedy is on the phone wishing former vice president John Nance Garner a happy 95th birthday. Serving under the dynamic Franklin D Roosevelt in the 1930s, he’d not had much to do, and consequently called the vice presidential post ‘not worth a bucket of warm piss’.


         


             


         


         Jackie is walking through the suite and noticing for the first time that the walls are covered with original paintings by Monet, Van Gogh and Picasso, put there just for them. When her husband has finished talking to John Nance Garner, she suggests they call whomever is responsible for the kind gesture. Roy Kellerman, the Secret Service agent in charge of this trip, needs a decision about the bubbletop. He calls Kenny O’Donnell who says, ‘If the weather is clear and it’s not raining, have that bubbletop off.’
         


         10.18am


         The phone rings in the home of Ruth Carter Johnson, the wife of a Fort Worth newspaper executive. She’s just been watching the president’s speech on the television and is stunned to hear his voice on the end of the line. He apologises for not calling earlier and thanks her for the paintings.


         It will be the president’s last telephone call.


         10.20am


         O’Donnell is breaking the relaxed mood, by showing the president and first lady what Mac Kilduff found in the Dallas Morning News. It’s a full-page advertisement headlined ‘WELCOME MR KENNEDY TO DALLAS’ and it accuses him of being soft on communism, while allowing his brother Robert to ‘prosecute loyal Americans’. It’s signed ‘The American Fact-Finding Committee, Bernard Weissman, Chairman’. It has a black border as if it were a death announcement.
         


         JFK looks at Jackie.


         ‘We’re heading into nut country today. You know, last night would have been a hell of a night to assassinate a president. There was the rain, and the night, and we were all getting jostled. Suppose a man had a pistol in a briefcase…’


         The president points his index finger at the wall and jerks his thumb twice imitating a gun, ‘… and then melted away in the crowd.’


         In October, JFK had invited the writer Jim Bishop to the White House, and they’d talked about his book The Day Lincoln Was Shot.
         


         ‘My feelings about assassinations are identical with Mr Lincoln’s. Anyone who wants to exchange his life for mine can take it. They just can’t protect that much.’


         10.30am


         For the trip to Dallas, Kennedy is changing into a lightweight grey and blue suit with a blue striped shirt and blue silk tie.


         10.40am


         Hugh Aynesworth is the science reporter for the Dallas Morning News and is sitting in the paper’s cafeteria. He’s looking at the black-bordered advertisement and thinking it’s the most outrageous thing he’s seen in a Dallas paper. Aynesworth looks up and sees strip club owner Jack Ruby queuing up for breakfast, probably hoping to collar nightclub columnist Tony Zoppi to persuade him to use a photo of one of his girls in the paper.
         


         Aynesworth thinks Ruby is an obnoxious hustler, always promoting some useless product, and ingratiating himself with the police. Ruby has a hair-trigger temper – he’s seen him chuck a drunk down the stairs of one of his clubs and then proceed to kick him as he tried to stumble away. Aynesworth watches as Ruby first takes a seat and then cuts a hole in his newspaper so that he can spy on the cashier who’s wearing a short skirt.


         
         


         10.50am


         Fifty-eight-year-old Dallas dressmaker Abraham Zapruder is driving home to collect his 8mm Bell & Howell movie camera. He’d meant to bring it into work that morning and his secretary persuaded him to go back and get it.


         ‘How many times will you have a crack at colour movies of the president?’


         11.00am


         The motorcade is pulling away from the Hotel Texas, heading for Main Street, and then Carswell Air Force base. Yarborough is reluctantly travelling in the same car as the vice president.


         


             


         


         Richard Nixon is on American Airlines Flight 82 out of Dallas, heading home to New York.


         A man sitting next to him on the plane says, ‘But for want of a few thousand votes here and there, that might have been you heading into Dallas today.’


         ‘I try not to think about things like that,’ Nixon replies.


         11.23am


         President and Mrs Kennedy are climbing the steps of Air Force One and waving to the crowd. Its pilot, Colonel Jim Swindal, is looking at his watch. They’re behind schedule. On board, Mac Kilduff is thinking of the day ahead.


         ‘I’ll be glad when this next stop is over. It’s the only one that worries me,’ he says to no one in particular.


         
         


         11.30am


         On the chartered Pan Am 707 carrying 40 members of the press from Fort Worth to Dallas, is Harry Brandon of The Sunday Times. He’s here because he’s been told that there might be trouble in Dallas. Brandon is putting a blank sheet of paper in his portable typewriter and hammering out his piece.
         


         ‘I crossed the American border by jet yesterday into hostile Texas with a small guerilla band of White House officials, led by President Kennedy. As his secret weapon and perhaps also with his security in mind he had brought Mrs Kennedy along…’


         11.38am


         After a 13-minute flight from Fort Worth, the president’s Boeing 707 is landing at Love Field. They could have driven to Dallas, but as O’Donnell had said to the team who planned the trip, ‘It’s good logistics but poor politics’ – the president would miss out on a striking airport arrival photo opportunity and an impressive motorcade through the city.


         


             


         


         Behind the airport’s wire fence, there’s a large crowd to see President and Mrs Kennedy. JFK sees them through the window and says to Kenny O’Donnell, ‘The trip is turning out to be terrific. Here we are in Dallas, and it looks like everything in Texas is going to be fine for us.’


         But not all the crowd is there to cheer. Alongside placards saying, ‘WE LOVE JACK’ are others saying, ‘YOUR A TRAITER’ (sic) and less concisely, ‘MR PRESIDENT, BECAUSE OF YOUR SOCIALIST TENDENCIES AND BECAUSE OF YOUR SURRENDER TO COMMUNISM I HOLD YOU IN COMPLETE CONTEMPT.’


         


             


         


         WFAA–TV commentator Jay Watson sees that the 1961 Lincoln armour-plated presidential limousine that’ll take Kennedy through Dallas, has its top down.
         


         ‘Evidently for all of you who people who will see the parade downtown you will see a glimpse of the president and the first lady in the flesh rather than through a bubbletop glass,’ he says.


         11.42am


         From the rear door of the 707, Jackie is stepping into the Texas heat, her pink suit vivid in the sun. Her husband follows her. WFAA-TV’s Jay Watson, broadcasting live, says with a touch of sarcasm, ‘I can see his suntan all the way from here!’


         JFK turns slightly as he walks down the steps to ease his back pain.


         As the Secret Service men pour out of the front door of the aircraft, down the steps and towards the rear, Jackie is given a bouquet of red roses by Dearie Cabell, the wife of the mayor of Dallas.


         11.44am


         Shadowed by the experienced Roy Kellerman, who has served three other presidents, Kennedy is at the fence talking and shaking hands with the crowd. Ronnie Dugger, the editor of the Texas Observer, is scribbling in his notebook, ‘Kennedy is showing that he is not afraid.’
         


         Jackie is trying to stay as close to her husband as possible. Someone in the crowd snatches the head of one of her roses as a souvenir.


         


             


         


         Out in Irving, Marina Oswald is watching the television coverage as Rachel runs around in her pyjamas. Marina had woken up feeling down, but this is really cheering her up.
         


         11.47am


         Bill Greer, the president’s driver, has brought the midnight-blue Lincoln to within a few feet of the president. Standing up in the jump seats behind Greer is Governor Connally, wearing a ten-gallon hat and a big smile. Nellie Connally takes the jump seat next to her husband. Kennedy helps his wife, who’s shielding her eyes from the bright sun, into the back of the car. Roy Kellerman notices the president wince slightly as he gets in the car.
         


         11.54am


         Charlie Givens, one of the dozen stock boys in the Texas Book Depository, is walking across the sixth floor. He’s looking for his jacket with his cigarettes in its pocket. He thinks he’s alone, so jumps when Lee Harvey Oswald walks towards him carrying a clipboard. They only ever speak when Oswald makes a mistake filling out order forms.


         ‘Boy, are you going downstairs? It’s near lunchtime.’


         ‘No, sir, and when you get downstairs, close the elevator gate,’ Oswald replies.


         The elevator is automatic and works only if the gate is closed. Charlie Givens takes it downstairs. The next time he sees Oswald will be on the television news.


         


             


         


         Marina Oswald is still in her nightclothes, watching the motorcade on WFAA-TV, and enjoying every minute of the coverage, even though her English isn’t good enough to understand what the commentators are saying. Ruth Paine is in the kitchen of the little ranch house preparing lunch.
         


         ‘You certainly can’t say that the people of Dallas haven’t given you a nice welcome…’


         11.55am


         The motorcade is pulling away at the start of its ten-mile journey to the Trade Mart.


         ‘Lancer and Lace departing,’ Roy Kellerman is saying into his radio, using the codewords for the Kennedys.


         The lead car in front of the president is a white unmarked police sedan, driven by Dallas Police chief Jesse Curry, and containing Secret Service agents and County Sheriff Bill Decker. Curry has deployed 700 policemen, Texas Rangers and firefighters to keep order. In October, Adlai Stevenson, the US ambassador to the United Nations, had been spat on and struck with a placard by a right-wing crowd, as he walked in Dallas. The police had lost control and Curry was determined his force would not be embarrassed again.


         In a television broadcast on Wednesday night he’d declared, ‘Nothing must occur that is disrespectful or degrading to the president of the United States…We will take immediate action if any suspicious conduct is observed.’


         The son of a policeman, Jesse Curry has been in the force for 27 years, the last four as chief. He is hard-working and constantly aware that the city fathers look to him to protect Dallas’s image.


         


             


         


         Behind the president’s limousine, at a regulation distance of five feet, is a Secret Service car, so large it’s nicknamed the ‘Queen Mary’. It carries eight agents, including Clint Hill. They are all armed. Riding with them is Kenny O’Donnell and the president’s other advisor Dave Powers, part of the so-called Irish Mafia, who has known JFK since his first campaign for the Senate in 1946. Powers is famous for his lack of pretension and informality – he once said to the Shah of Iran, ‘I want you to know that you’re my kind of Shah…’ Powers has a cine camera with him, and every now and then he stands up and films a few seconds of the president’s limo in front.
         


         The rest of the motorcade consists of the vice president’s car, a press car with a radiophone, camera cars, press buses, a sedan carrying Admiral Burkley, the president’s doctor (who is unhappy about being so far away from the president), a car with a White House Signal Corps officer, police cars and motorcycle escorts. It stretches for half a mile.


         


             


         


         The Secret Service is concerned about the motorcade, as the Boss, as they call him, had half-jokingly asked one of their supervisors four days earlier to ‘keep the Ivy League charlatans off the back of the car’ (a reference to their youth and sharp suits). He doesn’t want the agents blocking his view of the crowd. Clint Hill is on the running board of the car behind, and feeling too far away.


         


             


         


         The Secret Service is very aware of the risk of assassination. Formed in the aftermath of the murder of President Lincoln, on the walls of their office in the White House are prints and engravings of the killings of presidents, as well as the weapons and bullets that killed them. To keep the president alive is their only function.


         


             


         


         At every intersection of the route are a reporter and photographer from the Dallas Times Herald. The paper’s news editor Charles F Dameron has planned the day with military precision because he fears that some ‘nut will do something stupid’. If something does happen, the Times Herald will have it covered.
         


         11.57am


         The president’s motorcade is making its way through the outskirts of Dallas. Jackie has her sunglasses on because of the blinding noonday sun; the temperature is now in the mid-70s. The president asks her to take them off, as they’ll make her look aloof. Over the past three years he has had plenty of sunglasses stolen from his jacket pocket as souvenirs; Admiral Burkley has some spares in his doctor’s bag. Jackie puts her glasses on her lap, but every now and then quickly puts them on when the road looks deserted. Between herself and her husband she’s put the bouquet of red roses.


         12.08am


         Robert MacNeil’s press car is passing a sign that says, ‘I HOLD YOU JFK AND YOUR BLIND SOCIALISM IN COMPLETE CONTEMPT’.


         12.09am


         Kennedy calls out to Bill Greer to stop. It takes Police chief Jesse Curry in the car in front a moment to notice – his car swiftly reverses. The president has seen a group of children with a large hand-written sign saying, ‘MR PRESIDENT, PLEASE STOP AND SHAKE OUR HANDS. OUR NEIGHBORS SAID YOU WOULDN’T’. His car is soon surrounded by screaming children, and Roy Kellerman and the other Secret Service agents struggle to keep order. They’ve been unhappy for a long time that the president resists their attempts to keep crowds away from him.
         


         A woman shouts, ‘It worked! Our sign worked!’


         12.12pm


         Two of Oswald’s colleagues – Harold Norman and Junior Jarman – are on the fifth floor of the Book Depository, which gives them a great view of Dealey Plaza. They’re joined by Bonnie Ray Williams who’s just finished his lunch. He was up on the sixth floor but it was so quiet he thought he’d watch the motorcade with his friends.


         12.16pm


         On Harwood Street a crowd is surging towards the president’s car. Bill Greer has to slow down to a crawl, forcing the police motorcyclist on Jackie’s side to drop back. Clint Hill runs forward to cover her; he knows that despite her outward calm, she hates crowds. People are hanging out of the windows cheering and waving – the sidewalks are four deep in places.


         12.17pm


         Dave Powers puts down his cine camera, as he’s run out of film.


         


            I noticed on the sixth floor of the building that there was a man back from the window… he was standing and holding a rifle. This appeared to me to be a fairly high-powered rifle because of the scope and the relative proportion of the scope to the rifle… and we thought momentarily that maybe we should tell someone…
            


            Arnold Rowland testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            10th March 1964
            


         


         
         


         12.20pm


         The motorcade has turned onto Main Street, and Bill Greer is forced to drive on the left-hand side of the road to keep the president (who is on the right of the car) away from the crowds spilling off the sidewalks. Once again, the motorcycle escort on the left has to drop back as there is no longer room between the president’s limousine and the crowd. Clint Hill ignores the Boss’s order and gets on the rear step of the car, holds onto the handrail and crouches as low as he can. He’s concerned that someone might try and grab Jackie or throw something into the car.


         


             


         


         In the car behind the president, his special assistant Kenny O’Donnell is on his feet, delighted with the crowd’s reaction.


         ‘There’s certainly nothing wrong with this crowd,’ he says to Dave Powers.


         O’Donnell’s particularly pleased to see that Jackie has followed his advice and is staying turned to her side of the street, so that everyone gets a glimpse of at least one of the couple. Mac Kilduff, who had worried about this part of the trip most of all, is also feeling that he’s misjudged the people of Dallas.


         


             


         


         Lady Bird Johnson looks up and sees Mary Griffith, an old friend who does dress alterations for her, waving from a department store window. She smiles and waves back.


         12.21pm


         Alone on the sixth floor of the depository, directly above Harold Norman and Bonnie Ray Williams, Oswald is moving some boxes to the south-east corner close to a window with an unobstructed view of the route. He arranges some behind him so he’s hidden from view in case anyone else comes in. Oswald then places a box by the window on which to rest his Italian Second World War Mannlicher-Carcano rifle. In the Marine Corps all his best shooting scores were with a braced rifle. He only has four bullets – all left over from his last practice session.
         


         


             


         


         Arnold Rowland and his wife Barbara are standing opposite the Book Depository. Something catches Arnold’s eye on the sixth floor. He can see a man at the window holding a gun, what looks like a fairly high-powered rifle because it has a scope. One of the man’s hands is at the gunstock, just above the trigger, the other on the barrel. Arnold and Barbara discuss whether they should tell the policeman standing 12 feet away from them, but they reckon the man at the window must be a Secret Service agent. They’d seen them positioned like that in the movies.


         


             


         


         Howard Brennan, a 44-year-old steamfitter who has just finished his lunch at a nearby café, is looking at the man too, and thinking that he looks in his own little world.


         12.22pm


         A teenage boy is running alongside the president’s motorcade shouting, ‘Slow down! Slow down!’ He starts to take a picture but is bundled into the crowd by agent Jack Ready, knocking a number of people over.


         12.23pm


         Lyndon Johnson is sullen. He’s so far back from the president, the cheers have died down by the time he passes. Most people aren’t looking at him, but up the street towards the disappearing president and first lady.
         


         


             


         


         Senator Yarborough, riding with Johnson, is looking uneasily at the people watching from the windows on Main Street. Although the sidewalks are full of Kennedy fans, above them, the faces are hard and unimpressed.


         12.25pm


         Halfway down Main Street, Dallas FBI special agent James Hosty, who monitors right-wing groups in the city, is watching the motorcade pass by. A keen Kennedy supporter (rare in the Dallas FBI), he’s shocked at how unprotected the president is – all the Secret Service agents are in the car behind. He then crosses the street and goes into the Oriental Café to get himself some lunch.


         


             


         


         Sitting in front of Jackie Kennedy, Nellie Connally is listening to the president saying, ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you.’ She wonders why he bothers, when no one can hear him. Whenever Jackie waves her white-gloved hand, the crowd goes wild. Nellie, a proud Texan, is thinking she feels just like a mother whose children are performing in front of the relatives exactly as she’d hoped.


         


             


         


         Senator Yarborough is finding this part of town increasingly oppressive. He can’t wait to get President Kennedy out of here.


         


             


         


         As the crowds are thinner as they near the end of Main Street, Clint Hill jumps off the back of the president’s Lincoln and heads to the follow-up car.


         
         


         12.26pm


         Abraham Zapruder is clutching his 8mm Bell & Howell home movie camera. He’s standing on a concrete block about four feet off the ground and he’s got a good view of the street. He just hopes he doesn’t get dizzy and fall over looking down the telescopic lens.


         


             


         


         John Stemmons and Trammell Crow, co-owners of the Trade Mart, are asking a Secret Service agent the correct way to greet the president of the United States and the first lady.


         12.28pm


         Bob Edwards and Ronald Fischer are on their lunch break, and standing on the edge of the kerb. Bob punches Ronald on the shoulder.


         ‘Look at that guy there in that window. He looks like he’s hiding from someone amongst those boxes!’


         They watch the man, who’s standing transfixed, gaze down towards the end of Elm Street.


         


             


         


         On top of a concrete column close to Ronald Fischer, the dial of a portable tape recorder flickers, showing it’s picking up the sound of the excited crowd.


         12.29pm


         Fifteen-year-old Amos Euins got permission from his school to come and see the president. He’s on a street corner with no one else around him. He’s waving to the president and the president is waving back.


         


             


         


         Oswald gets in position behind a partially open window.
         


         12.30pm


         Jackie Kennedy is now really feeling the heat of the midday sun. She can see an underpass up ahead and thinks that it’ll be cool when they drive beneath it.


         Nellie Connally is turning to President Kennedy. ‘You certainly can’t say that the people of Dallas haven’t given you a nice welcome.’


         ‘No, you certainly can’t,’ he replies.


         


             


         


         Chief Curry in the lead car is easily making the turn into Elm Street, but for Bill Greer in the 21-foot Lincoln it’s harder. The car almost stops.


         


             


         


         Bonnie Ray Williams sees JFK brush his hair back from his face. Abraham Zapruder starts filming.


         


             


         


         Agent Rufus Youngblood in Johnson’s car is looking at the time on the Hertz clock on top of the depository building – it says 12.30. They are only five minutes late for the Trade Mart luncheon.


         


             


         


         Clint Hill notices some open windows in the depository, but then there have been plenty of open windows during the drive through Dallas.


         


             


         


         A large woman in a pink dress is shouting delightedly, ‘She’s got my dress on! She’s got my dress on!’


         


             


         


         Charles Brendt holds his son up to see the president.


         


             


         


         Reporter Mary Woodward can’t believe that she’s actually going to see Jackie Kennedy.
         


         ‘Please look this way!’


         


             


         


         The car starts to move downhill, away from the Book Depository.


         


             


         


         Looking through his telescopic sight 190 feet away, Lee Harvey Oswald sees the president’s limousine emerge from behind a tree. He squeezes the trigger of his mail order rifle. The president is waving. The bullet leaves the barrel at 1700 feet per second.


         


             


         


         The dial on reporter Travis Linn’s tape machine is flickering as it picks up the sound of a gunshot echoing round the plaza. Many in the crowd think it’s a firecracker; Jackie thinks it’s a car that’s backfired.


         


             


         


         Virgie Rachley, watching on the street, is surprised to see sparks fly off the pavement behind the president’s limousine. A splinter of concrete hits car salesman James Tague in the cheek. Oswald has missed his target.


         


             


         


         Policeman Marrion Baker is riding his motorbike about 20 yards behind the president’s car and recognises the noise of a high-powered rifle. He looks up and sees pigeons flying off the roof of the Book Depository. He’s now accelerating towards the building…


         


             


         


         Twenty-year-old James Worrell Jr has his back to the depository and is looking straight up. He can see a gun barrel sticking out of a window.


         


             


         


         Oswald fires again.


         


             


         


         The second bullet hits the president in the back, passing through his throat and hitting Governor Connally, going through his chest and shattering a rib. Now travelling backwards, the bullet hits his wrist and ends up embedded in his left thigh. Connally looks down at the blood pouring from his chest.
         


         ‘My God! They are going to kill us all!’


         He thinks he’s been fatally hit and slumps towards Nellie. Kennedy doesn’t fall – his back brace keeps him upright and an easy target.


         


             


         


         Jackie looks at Connally and then turns to her husband who has a quizzical look on his face.


         


             


         


         On Air Force One the pilot Colonel James Swindal is on the Secret Service radio frequency. He can hear Ray Kellerman in the front of the president’s car shout, ‘Dagger cover Volunteer!’ the codewords for the agent Rufus Youngblood and the vice president. Youngblood has already shoved Johnson down into his seat and is lying on top of him to shield him, his knees in his back. Yarborough doesn’t duck too far down, as he doesn’t want to look a coward in front of all these Texans. He can smell gunpowder.
         


         


             


         


         In the depository building, Bonnie Ray Williams heard the second shot rattle the windows and he’s now being showered in dust from the wooden ceiling. Next to him, Harold Norman says, ‘I can even hear the shell being ejected from the gun hitting the floor.’


         


             


         


         In the car behind the president, Secret Service agent Glen Bennett sees him shot in the right shoulder.


         ‘He’s hit!’


         Bennett reaches for the assault rifle hidden on the floor of the car but colleague George Hickey, in his first presidential motorcade, has already grabbed it, so he pulls out his revolver looking desperately for the gunman.
         


         


             


         


         Schoolboy Amos Euins is staring at what looks like a pipe sticking out of the sixth-floor window. He can see a man holding it…


         


             


         


         The plaza echoes with the sound of people screaming.


         


             


         


         Clint Hill is sprinting towards the Kennedys’ car to shield them, the only agent to so do. He grabs the handrail but loses his footing.


         


             


         


         Eight point four seconds after his first shot, Oswald fires for a third time. Jackie is leaning towards her husband’s face.


         


            And just as I turned and looked at him, I could see a piece of his skull and I remember it was flesh coloured. I remember thinking he just looked as if he had a slight headache. And I just remember seeing that. No blood or anything. And then he sort of put his hand to his forehead and fell in my lap. And then I just remember falling on him and saying, “Oh, no, no, no, Oh, my God, they have shot my husband.’ I remember I was shouting. And just being down in the car with his head in my lap. And it just seemed an eternity.
            


            Jackie Kennedy testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            5th June 1964
            


         


         Associated Press photographer Ike Altgens is 15 feet away, his lens pointing at the car. Fragments of Kennedy’s head are falling at his feet.


         


             


         


         Six-year-old Jeff Franzen, standing with his parents, thinks confetti is coming out of the president’s limo.
         


         


             


         


         Clint Hill is making a final attempt to jump onto the back of the car and he gets a grip, just as Bill Greer hits the accelerator. Mrs Kennedy is crawling towards him, he thinks to catch something that’s falling from the back of the car. He grabs her arm and pushes her back into the seat.
         


         


             


         


         A few feet away, Charles Brehm throws himself over his young son – he knows gunfire having been shot in the chest on D-Day. As the car heads under the railway underpass Abraham Zapruder stops filming.


         ‘They killed him! They killed him!’ he yells. Kenny O’Donnell crosses himself as Dave Powers next to him mutters, ‘Jesus, Mary and Joseph.’


         


             


         


         On Elm Street Howard Brennan is watching the man at the sixth-floor window drawing his gun back and then pausing as if to check that he’s hit his mark. Then he disappears. Brennan wants to scream but can’t utter a sound.


         


            I used to think if I only had been looking to the right I would have seen the first shot hit him, then I could have pulled him down, and then the second shot would not have hit him…
            


            Jackie Kennedy testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            5th June 1964
            


         


         Oswald is now running towards the staircase at the rear of the depository. He drops his rifle, scope up, between some large packing cases, puts another box on top to conceal it, and heads down the stairs.


         


             


         


         Clint Hill is hanging onto the back of the speeding car, and he’s watching a pitiful sight. Jackie Kennedy is cradling her husband’s head in her lap saying, ‘Jack, Jack, Jack. Can you hear me? I love you, Jack.’ Through a windshield splattered with blood, the agents in the car behind are looking at Hill beating his hands on the trunk of the car in despair. He feels he should have taken the bullet.
         


         


             


         


         In a radio car a short distance ahead of the president’s limousine, Gary Delaune of KLIF Radio is shouting to his producer down the phone.


         ‘Put me on, Phil! Put me on! Phil, am I on? We’re here at the Trade Mart… The presidential car’s coming up now. We can see Mrs Kennedy’s pink suit, there’s a Secret Service man spreadeagled over the top of the car, we can’t see who’s been hit, but apparently something is wrong here, something is terribly wrong…’


         


             


         


         The large woman in the pink dress, so happy moments before, is vomiting against a street lamp.


         


             


         


         Hugh Aynesworth of the Dallas Morning News has his hand in his pocket and is discovering that the only paper he has to take notes on are a couple of utility bills, and a letter from the Empire State Bank thanking him for opening an account. And he has no pen. Aynesworth spots a small boy with a giant pencil with a Stars and Stripes flag on the end, and gives him a couple of quarters for it. For the rest of the day this unlikely combination helps Aynesworth report on the biggest story of his career.
         


         


             


         


         Some people are pointing to the railway yards nearby, and motorcycle policeman Clyde Haygood is running, gun in hand, up a grassy knoll towards the tracks. NBC’s Robert MacNeil has jumped off the press bus and is running up the knoll too, thinking someone must have fired a gun as some sort of anti-Kennedy gesture.
         


         


             


         


         Driving at 80 miles an hour, Bill Greer brings the limousine parallel with Chief Curry’s lead car and yells, ‘Take me to the hospital! Quick!’ Curry heads for Parkland Hospital four miles away.


         12.31pm


         Robert MacNeil is beginning to realise that the policemen hunting in the railway tracks behind the knoll are looking in the wrong place. He heads for the nearest telephone.


         


             


         


         Howard Brennan, clutching his hard hat, is running towards the depository. He spots a policeman and tells him that he saw a man in a window shoot the president. Reporter Hugh Aynesworth overhears the conversation.


         ‘I saw him up there in that window. No doubt he was the one. He wasn’t even in much of a hurry. I saw him real good.’


         He starts giving a description, then notices Aynesworth, and asks the policeman to keep reporters away.


         


             


         


         Oswald has got down as far as the second floor when he hears someone coming up the other way, and he darts into the second-floor lunchroom.
         


         


             


         


         Face down on the floor of the car, Lyndon Johnson can see only Lady Bird’s shoes. Agent Rufus Youngblood is still lying on top of him, his shortwave radio inches from Johnson’s ear.


         ‘He’s hit! Hurry, he’s hit! Let’s get out of here!’ a voice on the radio shouts.


         Johnson can’t make out the rest, but hears the word ‘hospital’.
         


         


             


         


         Policeman Marrion Baker had ridden his police motorbike straight to the front steps of the depository, and sprinted into the building past the manager Ron Truly. Now on the second floor, Baker sees Oswald walking away from him and draws his gun, shouting, ‘Come here!’ Truly has caught up with Baker, who asks him if he knows Oswald. Truly says he does, so Baker, convinced the gunman must be someone who doesn’t belong in the building, turns and runs up the stairs.


         Truly had taken Oswald on after Ruth Paine had called him and said that a ‘fine young man’ with a wife and young family urgently needed work. Truly likes Oswald, who’s polite, well mannered, and always calls him ‘sir’.


         


             


         


         In Dealey Plaza, car salesman James Tague is talking to Deputy Sheriff Buddy Walters about what happened.


         ‘You’ve got blood on your face. Where were you standing?’ Walters says.


         They walk towards the spot and are about to cross the street, when, through three lanes of traffic, Walters notices the kerb opposite has had a chip taken out of it. Standing over it, Tague and Walters look up and see that it lines up with the Book Depository.


         12.32pm


         Oswald is walking through the depository’s second-floor office with a full bottle of Coke. Mrs Robert Reid, the clerical supervisor, tells him that the president has been shot ‘but maybe they didn’t hit him’. Oswald mumbles something and heads for the front entrance. She thinks it’s strange for him to be in the second-floor office.
         


         


             


         


         Robert MacNeil is running into the depository. He sees Oswald leaving and asks him where the nearest telephones are. Oswald points into the building where a man is on the phone and says, ‘Better ask him’, and walks off, heading for a bus that will take him to his rooming house in Marsalis. MacNeil misses a major scoop.


         12.33pm


         On switchboard position Number 2 at Parkland Hospital, Anne Ferguson is answering a call. A dispatcher shouts, ‘601 coming in on Code 3, stand by!’


         601 is the call number of the president’s motorcycle escort, Code 3 means extreme emergency.


         


             


         


         Nellie Connally thinks her husband is dying and is whispering in his ear, ‘It’s going to be all right, be still.’


         Behind her Jackie is saying, ‘He’s dead – they’ve killed him. Oh Jack, I love you.’


         Her pink pillbox hat falls forward and she throws it on the floor of the car, the hatpin tearing out hair.


         12.34pm


         The United Press International (UPI) news printer spits out the first news of the assassination attempt, thanks to the quick reaction of their reporter Merriman Smith, who was in the motorcade press car and had grabbed the portable radiotelephone first.
         


         


             


         


         Over the noise of police sirens and the wind, agent Rufus Youngblood is shouting at the vice president lying beneath him.
         


         ‘I want you and Mrs Johnson to stick with me and the other agents as close as you can. We are going into the hospital and we aren’t gonna stop for anything or anybody. Do you understand?’


         ‘Okay, pardner, I understand,’ Johnson replies.


         12.35pm


         Admiral Burkley, the President’s doctor, is clambering into a police car at the Trade Mart. He’s the only person who knows about the medications Kennedy takes. Chuck Roberts of Newsweek asks if he can go with him. The Admiral slams the door in his face. As they speed to the hospital, Burkley’s hands are shaking.
         


         ‘I want the world to see what Dallas has done to my husband.’


         12.36pm


         The president’s limousine is screeching to a halt by the Emergency Room entrance at the rear of Parkland. Clint Hill slides off the trunk. Governor Connally is still being cradled by Nellie, President Kennedy by Jackie. The hospital isn’t ready – there’s no one outside ready to help. Secret Service agents surround the car, some with submachine guns.


         


             


         


         Merriman Smith arrives at Parkland just after the president’s car. Smith sees Clint Hill.


         ‘How is he?’
         


         ‘He’s dead, Smitty…’


         Smith heads inside the hospital to find a phone so he can call UPI.


         


             


         


         Dave Powers, JFK’s aide and friend for nearly 20 years, is rushing over to the car, ignoring an agent calling him to stop. When he sees the horror of the back seat, he falls on the president and bursts into tears. The seat is covered in blood and there’s a fragment of skull next to JFK. There are bits of tissue and brain matter everywhere. Jackie is holding her husband’s head and weeping. Kenny O’Donnell can’t bear to look.


         Clint Hill pleads with her to allow them to get the president to a doctor.


         ‘I’m not going to let him go, Mr Hill. You know he’s dead. Let me alone,’ she says quietly.


         Hill realises why the first lady won’t move – she wants to hide her husband’s bloody body from the gathering crowd. Hill takes off his suit jacket and places it over the president’s head and chest.


         ‘It’s okay now, Mrs Kennedy. Let us get him to the hospital.’


         Jackie looks at Hill and nods. He sees her face is spattered with blood.


         


             


         


         Governor Connally is being moved first, and begins to regain consciousness as he’s put on a stretcher.


         


             


         


         On ABC Radio, Doris Day is singing ‘Hooray for Hollywood’. Suddenly newsreader Don Gardiner cuts in with Merriman Smith’s UPI scoop.


         ‘We interrupt this programme to bring you a special bulletin from ABC Radio. Here is a special bulletin from Dallas, Texas. Three shots were fired at President Kennedy’s motorcade today in downtown Dallas, Texas. Stay tuned to your ABC station for further details. Now we return you to your regular programme…’
         


         


            You always think of her… as being insulated, protected; she was quite alone. I don’t think I ever saw anyone so much alone in my life. I went up to her, put my arms around her, and said to her something like, ‘God help us all.’
            


            Lady Bird Johnson statement for the Warren Commission
            


            July 1964
            


         


         12.37pm


         The Dallas Police are sealing all entrances to the Book Depository.


         


             


         


         The Secret Service are running into the Emergency Room – people, seeing the submachine guns, hit the floor. Then the president is wheeled in, with Jackie holding his hand. Her pink hat and red roses are on his chest. A nurse suggests that she wipe the blood off her clothing.


         ‘Absolutely not. I want the world to see what Dallas has done to my husband.’


         


             


         


         Dave Powers scribbles in his notebook: ‘I carried my President on stretcher. Ran to Emergency Room #1 (10x15ft.). Jackie ran beside stretcher holding on.’


         


             


         


         Ralph Yarborough is talking to some reporters.


         ‘Gentlemen there has been a deed of horror.’


         Then he adds quietly, ‘Excalibur has sunk beneath the waves…’


         


             


         


         In grey tiled Trauma Room One, 34-year-old surgeon Dr Malcolm Perry rushes in from the canteen, still chewing his lunch. Throwing his jacket on the bloody floor, his first thought is that the president looks taller than he thought he would be; his second is ‘here is the most important man in the world’.
         


         Diana Hamilton-Bowron, a 22-year-old nurse, newly arrived from England, is cutting away JFK’s clothes and back brace, and removing his bloody gold wristwatch. She puts the watch in her pocket for safekeeping. The president’s body is covered with petals. His face is blue-white and his breathing spasmodic. His eyes are open and staring. Anaesthetist Dr Marion Jenkins thinks that the president has ‘a death look’.


         A plastic endotracheal tube connected to an automatic respirator has been inserted into Kennedy’s mouth and down into his windpipe. It’s clear to Dr Perry that it isn’t working – air is leaking from a small wound in his throat. Perry then makes a large incision in the wound and inserts a tracheotomy tube.
         


         Dr Conrad Peters looks at the bandages that JFK had wrapped round his middle that morning at the Hotel Texas, and thinks how odd it is for the president of the United States to be wearing a $3 dressing.


         By now there are six doctors trying to keep the president alive, watched by Secret Service agents and Kennedy aides.


         


             


         


         Outside the Trauma Room, Jackie Kennedy is sitting on a chair. Opposite her is Nellie Connally, also sitting and waiting. Nurse Doris Nelson offers to get Jackie a towel and to help her remove her blood-saturated gloves.


         ‘No, thank you, I’m alright,’ she replies.


         


             


         


         Standing guard outside the Trauma Room is Sergeant Bob Dugger. He’s looking so impassive and stern that Jackie wonders if he might dislike her husband. In fact Dugger is a Kennedy Democrat, who served in the Navy on torpedo boats, and is thinking, ‘Why wasn’t I killed instead of the president?’ He doesn’t know what to say to Mrs Kennedy.
         


         


             


         


         In Trauma Room Two, the doctors are examining John Connally’s wounds. He appears to have bullet wounds in his right-rear shoulder, under his right nipple, right wrist and left thigh, but there is so much blood it’s hard to tell.


         ‘How many times was he shot?’ Dr Tom Shires asks.


         ‘Once!’ Connally says, and the medics all jump, as they thought he was unconscious. The governor finally gets some sedation.


         Shires examines Connally’s bloody head, looking for another wound, but then realises the blood and matter belong to President Kennedy.


         


            [Oswald] said, ‘And I want my room cleaned and clean sheets put on the bed.’ And I said, ‘Well, I will after you move because you are going to move.’ He said, ‘Why?’ I says, ‘Because I am not going to rent to you any more…’ I didn’t like his attitude. He was just kind of like this, you know, just big shot, you know, and I didn’t have anything to say to him, I didn’t like him… just didn’t want him around me.
            


            Mary Bledsoe testimony to the Warren Commission
            


            2nd April 1964
            


         


         12.39pm


         Mary Bledsoe is sitting on a bus heading towards the Dallas suburb of Marsalis, pleased at having seen the president ten minutes before. It’s stuck in traffic and suddenly there’s a loud banging on the door; the driver lets on a man who Mary recognises instantly as Lee Harvey Oswald, a tenant who’d rented a room from her the month before. He looks dirty, with a hole in the elbow of his shirt and with a face ‘like a maniac’. She deliberately doesn’t catch his eye as he walks down the aisle.
         


         Mary never liked Oswald and asked him to leave the room he’d rented, after only a week. His comings and goings disturbed her afternoon naps and he spoke on the phone in a foreign language. When he left, she wished him ‘good luck’ but muttered ‘good riddance’.


         The bus is now stuck in traffic and Oswald gets off.


         


             


         


         Kenny O’Donnell is standing next to Jackie outside the Trauma Room. They hear one of the medical team inside say ‘resuscitation’. Suddenly she’s hopeful.


         ‘Do you think…?’ she starts to say to O’Donnell. He says nothing.


         12.40pm/6.40pm GMT
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