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But they that will be rich fall into… a snare… which drown men in destruction and perdition.

I Timothy 6:9 KJV

It is easier to perceive error than to find truth, for the former lies on the surface and is easily seen, while the latter lies in the depth, where few are willing to search for it.

Johann Wolfgang Von Goethe (1749-1832)

German poet, novelist and dramatist.

When truth is our history, truth buried, even slain, can rise again.

Harold Weisberg

The Founding Fathers gave the free press the protection it must have to bare the secrets of government and inform the people.

Hugo Black

There is a power somewhere so organized, so subtle, so watchful, so interlocked, so complete, so pervasive, that they better not speak above their breath when they speak in condemnation of it.

President Woodrow Wilson
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PREFACE

Our country was founded upon conspiracies. Look at our history: The Boston Tea Party, The Continental Congress, even The Federalist Papers. These conspiracies were to make our country a better one in which to live “for the people.” The only ones who questioned those conspiracies at the time were those who were attempting to control our freedom. The JFK conspiracy is the opposite of those colonial conspiracies.

This book will not solve the question that was first asked on November 22, 1963, “Who killed John F. Kennedy?” What I hope this book will do is underscore the fact that there was and is a conspiracy to withhold the truth as to what happened that dreadful day, not just to my grandfather, but to the world.

For years we have been lured into believing that the obvious must be denied. We have been told by our government, the media and several taxpayer funded committees and commissions that Lee Harvey Oswald was a lone gunman. What we haven’t been told is the story of Orville Nix. We haven’t been told how many pieces of evidence are missing. We haven’t been told of the many stories of intimidation, misinformation and lies.

Our freedom is waning.

Why?

Are the risks too high? Are our choices limited? Have we become the people our government wants us to be rather than our government becoming the people we want them to be?

If we choose to allow the media to continue to lie and not ask questions, we risk history repeating itself. If we choose to allow our government to mismanage, mishandle and misinform, we risk being governed by the kind of government we detest. If we choose to not demand truthful answers to pertinent questions, we risk losing our collective intelligence and worse, our collective consciousness.

It is up to us to make a difference. We must demand the truth. There may or may not have been a conspiracy to kill John F. Kennedy. What we do know is that for over fifty years there is and definitely has been a conspiracy to withhold the truth from the people. We deserve the truth to be exposed, studied and dealt with, no matter how sinister or problematic. We fight corruption on foreign shores. We must also fight it on our own shores as well.

We must not lose our freedom to a few when freedom is meant for all.
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CHAPTER

ONE

FIFTY YEARS OF QUESTIONS

“A nation that is afraid to let its people judge the truth and falsehood in an open market is a nation that is afraid of its people.”

John F. Kennedy1



Anyone who has taken a history course since November 22, 1963 is well aware of the heinous primary events that took place on that picture-perfect day in Dallas. The 35th president of our sovereign nation was gunned down in front of thousands of people at half past noon on that Friday, in broad daylight. This horrible crime marked the first time television viewers were introduced to reality television. Those who were fortunate enough to own televisions watched the repercussions of the assassination unfold before their eyes for the next four days. Others listened by radio or read newspapers. His suspected murderer, Lee Harvey Oswald, was captured later that day at the Texas Theater after allegedly killing Dallas police officer J.D. Tippit. The crime wasn’t hidden by darkness—but much of the evidence has been hidden in its aftermath.

One of those pieces of evidence is the home movie my grandfather, Orville Nix, took on that fateful day. Though there are many extant copies of “the Nix Film”, the camera original has been lost since at least 1978.2 While researchers combed the files of the Warren Commission, the House Select Committee on Assassinations, the Rockefeller Committee, and the Assassination Records Review Board, obsessing over overlooked clues as to whether or not Oswald acted alone, the whereabouts of the camera-original Nix film remains a mystery.

The better-known Abraham Zapruder film has been analyzed, written about, called a ‘time clock’ of the assassination, and purchased by the United States taxpayers due to its designation as an official assassination record by the Assassination Records Review Board.3 But why, thirty-seven years after the assassination, was it finally treated as evidence? Why wasn’t it seized by the Secret Service, Federal Bureau of Investigation, or the Dallas Police Department on November 22, 1963? Orville Nix’s film was seized by the FBI as soon as it was developed. The first time Orville saw it was in the middle of the night with his son Orville Jr., projected onto a textured white wall at its place of development, Dynacolor Film Processing. Orville, unlike Zapruder, was not allowed to keep a copy for himself and give the first generation copies to law enforcement officials. When is evidence ever handled in such a manner? Were the law enforcement authorities in Dallas so ahead of their time that they could adjudicate between ‘evidence’ and ‘conjecture’ during the 1960s?

Furthermore, have other pieces of evidence; like the missing autopsy photos or missing audio files of transmissions between the motorcade cars and Secret Service, garnered the same designation as the Nix Film? Or are they already hidden in some dark, government vault labeled Top Secret. Does the American government’s sixteen million dollar purchase of the Zapruder film render it the only important piece of evidence, and put an end to the ongoing conspiracy theories? I suggest it does not. How can it, when the film that shows the area behind Abraham Zapruder is missing, thereby leaving open-ended questions as to the location of a second or third gunman.

That our government should be questioned as to why, in a check and balance system such as ours, we have no checks on this evidence (save a sixteen million dollar one) is abhorrent and reprehensible.4 The original Nix film could be examined, enhanced, and may even prove that the Zapruder film is worthy of every taxpayer’s dime. It could also prove that Lee Harvey Oswald did not act alone, and that shots came from the grassy knoll or picket fence area, as my grandfather always adamantly insisted. Should not a film taken from the opposite side of the infamous Zapruder film receive at least equal consideration?

Have we as Americans become so complacent that we do not demand the truth of our government unless it’s wrapped in Hollywood trappings? When did we stop wanting to know the truth?

The Zapruder film isn’t the only film record of that horrific day in Dallas; there are still photos as well. Including the Nix film, there were at least five hundred films and photos taken of that day with new ones being dropped off at the Sixth Floor Museum in Dealey Plaza as recently as 2009.5 The Sixth Floor Museum, located in the building that was once the Texas School Book Depository, is the City of Dallas’s attempt to explain what happened in November, 1963. It houses films, exhibits and artifacts of a time many in Dallas would like to forget, but more in the world want to understand.

Very few of the films and photographs from that day show the fatal headshot, much less the entire assassination sequence, and for many, that seems to be of the most importance. There are some researchers and authors though, who believe the Nix Film is the Holy Grail in writing the final chapter of the fifty-year book of the JFK assassination. Their viewpoints and research are included in this book.



*****

HAVE WE AS AMERICANS

BECOME SO COMPLACENT

THAT WE DO NOT DEMAND

THE TRUTH OF OUR

GOVERNMENT UNLESS IT’S

WRAPPED IN HOLLYWOOD

TRAPPINGS?

WHEN DID WE STOP

WANTING TO KNOW THE

TRUTH?





Orville Nix was not an educated man. He wasn’t a perfect man either. He did his best to provide for his only son, Orville Nix, Jr. and his wife Ella. He believed in America and loved his government; but he did not trust it. He worked for the government as an air conditioning repairman for the General Services Administration but he never spoke badly of anything he witnessed, heard or saw, for fear of losing his job. He was proud to be friends with Forrest Sorrels of the Dallas Secret Service, but he did not take advantage of that friendship by asking too many questions. He was insecure about his education, his financial standing and his social stature, but he was proud of his family, his golf prowess, his love of snooker, and his luck at cards.

Then there were the women. His kind eyes and tall stature seemed to attract them and though he had ample opportunity, he remained faithful to his wife. He was a man of juxtapositions. In retrospect, he was the ‘everyman’ of the 1960s. He was the American the government desperately wanted all its citizens to be: hard-working, unquestioning, and happy with their lot in life.

His film brought him his fifteen minutes of fame, a trip to New York and five thousand dollars. To him, it might just as well have been five million dollars.

He had never had so much money in his lifetime. He was able to take his grandchildren on trips, buy new suits and fedoras, play golf and poker at the country club, and buy all the Kodak film he could use. Through the years though, he often said how he wished he had never been on the corner of Main and Houston on November 22, 1963. After the death threats, strange occurrences, destruction of his Keystone K-810 camera, and humiliation in front of America by the national news media, his life and world view changed drastically. He was no longer the happy man who answered the telephone on the first ring. He no longer spent hours outside his home taking home movies of jet airplanes without worry that he would be accosted. He spent more and more time watching television and midget wrestling late at night because of the recurring nightmares he had of watching the president murdered. One of the last reporters he allowed into his home was the future mayor of Dallas, Wes Wise. He no longer trusted the media or government. He and Ella moved from their rental home on Denley to the Wynnewood Apartments in Oak Cliff and paid extra for an unlisted phone number. He died there, in his favorite Naugahyde armchair in 1972.

His film went missing six years later. I don’t think he would have been surprised. He was convinced that his film had been tampered with. He believed that the shots that killed the president came from the stockade fence. He felt that the government kept far too many secrets, but was too afraid to ask if his beliefs were true. He feared our government. Should our government expect us to never question what they do in order to have happy lives? When did the government stop working for us? Is ignorance truly bliss?

Knowing these things about my grandfather bothered me for years. I adored him. I was with him that day in Dallas. I have read letters from government officials and researchers and authors that were sent to him. I watched my mother type letters to the FBI, the Keystone Company, Walter Cronkite, and United Press International. I was with him during his last national televised appearance with CBS. When I think back about my adolescent years and how I laughed at his fear of people wanting to kill him, I chastise myself. He wasn’t being paranoid. He had valid reasons to be afraid, but I was too young and immature to understand them. People who weren’t from Dallas still don’t understand the fear that gripped many witnesses then and now.

Why weren’t his viewpoints given the same respect by the government and media as others were? Why wasn’t he asked to testify before the Warren Commission? Why did the FBI keep his camera for over five months and finally send it back to him in pieces? Why was his film taken by the FBI, kept for several days, and then sent back to him? Why is his camera original still missing?

Why?

It is my hope that this story of his life and experience with John F. Kennedy’s assassination will shed some light onto these questions and the human condition. Through research, interviews, and my own experience in trying to locate the film, I have a much better understanding of our society and human nature. So many people all over the world are still trying to find the same missing puzzle pieces. Some fabricate unsubstantiated scenarios, hoping no one realizes that their theories are no more than fantastical hoaxes created for immediate fame, fortune, and Hollywood. More often than not, these are the theories that garner the most media attention and hurt the JFK research truth-seekers. The educated JFK researcher realizes the photographic evidence never quite fits their scenarios.

The mainstream media is still trying to convince us that Lee Harvey Oswald acted alone and refuses to investigate conspiracy evidence for fear of losing their biggest financial backers: the government. Others still believe that the government doesn’t withhold information from its citizens. These are the people who do not realize the media spoon feeds us a pablum of propaganda we can digest, like the Warren Commission. Still others wish these questions of guilt or conspiracy would all go away because the memory and knowledge they have of key information assuages the guilt they have kept for over fifty years.

Even after Orville Nix‘s death, the inadequacies that haunted him in his life still do the same to his memory, yet the loss of his original film isn’t noted. As the Sixth Floor Museum states on their website when describing the “Nix Collection”


“Nix unfortunately used Type A film, specifically designed for indoor use, but without the needed filter. As a result, his film appears darker and grainier than others made in Dealey Plaza that day.” 6



Time will tell. As the great writer Francis Bacon said, “Truth is the daughter of time…”7 In Orville Nix‘s case, I hope truth is the granddaughter of time. He deserved so much better than the life he led after taking this historic film. This book is for my grandfather, who we lovingly called “Paw-Paw” and for every American who gets caught up in anything the government deems unfit for public consumption. It is time for United States citizens to ask questions of our government. It is time to stop allowing double standards in our justice system. It is time to recognize that more often than not, the media allows its readers and viewers to know only what the powers that be want them to know. It is time to demand the truth.

This is a call for action.
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CHAPTER

TWO

CURSED LUCK

“Do not pray for easy lives. Pray to be stronger men.”

John. F. Kennedy8



The cloudy drive from Riverlakes Country Club was a reflective yet happy one on November 21, 1963 for Orville Nix. Dallas looked cleaner than it normally did and Orville reveled at the transformation. The Fleming and Sons paper processing plant that usually permeated the air with an acrid smell of chemicals seemed to have filtered the normally pungent aroma that engulfed the neighborhoods of Cedar Crest to Trinity Heights in Oak Cliff. The president would be in town the next day and the whole city was gussied up to welcome John F. Kennedy and his beautiful wife Jackie. Even the rain had helped clean the city and air as if God were an invited guest, or maybe just the hired help.

Yessiree, Orville thought, this was going to be the beginning of a lucky weekend.

Orville had taken a rare two days off from his regular night shift, and since there was no reason to sleep, he had spent the day at the Country Club. Not only had he won his round of golf in the intermittent rain, he had also won the poker games he played with his friend Forrest Sorrels, who worked for the Secret Service, and a couple of guys who lived in Kessler Park, the place everyone called ‘Pill Hill’ because the homeowners were mainly physicians. It was always satisfying to win, especially knowing he wouldn’t have to ask his wife for lunch money for the next week. But triumphing over these guys made him feel even better.

[image: image]

Beating accomplished men made him feel smart. It also meant luck was with him and like his daddy always said, “Men with luck don’t have to have brains.”

“Brains,” he said out loud as he walked to the parking lot and got into his car. It was time to pick up his wife Ella.

The smoke from his Lucky Strike cigarette seemed to make the shape of a brain and then dissipate into a million little pieces—just like his dream. He wondered what his daddy would have said about the dreams he kept having. As he turned onto Lancaster Avenue, the scent of magnolias fragranced the air as he dismissed the thought. He didn’t want to think of anything bad that might spoil this lucky streak. Like many athletes, Orville firmly believed in keeping the “streak” intact by not changing anything that was right.



*****

… AND LIKE HIS DADDY

ALWAYS SAID,

“MEN WITH LUCK DON’T

HAVE TO HAVE BRAINS.”





Funny thing was, at the Country Club he frequented, he never knew if the men he played with were doctors or businessmen. All he knew was that he, an air conditioning repairman for the General Services Administration, was beating these men at golf and poker. Men who had university degrees, fancy cars, and big houses. As he raised the bet on his two pair, aces over fours, he wondered if they could tell that he had only a fourth grade education. He and Forrest were only there for an hour.

“So Forrest,” the heavy man with the blue tie said, “Gonna be a busy day for you tomorrow, isn’t it? What with that liberal president being in town. Think it will be another Adlai Stevenson type event?”9 He chortled as he spoke.

“Naaah, not at all,” Forrest replied as he looked down at his cards again. “This parade should run smooth as that tie you’re wearing.”

Orville knew his friend Forrest well, and knew he hardly ever talked about work. He liked that about Forrest. He also knew that Dallas was embarrassed by the Adlai Stevenson “incident” where some silly woman named Cora Lacy Frederickson, an insurance executive’s wife, had hit U.N. Ambassador Stevenson with a placard she was carrying and then later blamed it on a Negro hitting her hand.10 The Dallas Morning News would later concur with her by reporting it was an accident, but Forrest had told him she was ‘touched.’ It was odd to Orville how so many people could walk the earth without using the brains the good Lord gave them.

Orville had a feeling that on his next raise, the business man wearing the blue silk tie would fold. When the bids went around the table and stopped at him, he raised the bet by a dollar. It was a quarter ante game. Not only did ‘Smooth Blue Tie’ fold, so did the man wearing the shirt with the alligator on it. Orville won! As he opened his wallet to deposit the ten and twenty dollar bills he won from them, he watched their faces. He carried a brown hand-tooled leather billfold with his name branded on it. This was as close to being a “Texas Cowboy” Orville ever became. He didn’t like Stetson hats. He didn’t have a penchant for cows except to eat, and he didn’t own a pair of cowboy boots. All he had was his western billfold. Some would say it looked like something a little kid would own. Orville didn’t care. He loved it. His daddy had given it to him.

Forrest winked at him. He noticed Mr. Alligator Shirt smirking. Was it because he lost or was it because of the wallet? A wave of insecurity rippled through him and then dissolved. What did they know anyway? It sure wasn’t cards. And it didn’t sound like it was politics.
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They also didn’t know that his wife Ella had to work on the serving line at the vegetable station of Wyatt’s Cafeteria11 to help pay the bills for the rental house they lived in on Denley Drive in Trinity Heights. She had worked there for over twenty years, the steam from the Brussels sprouts, green beans, and mushrooms absorbing into her face like a trendy organic spa treatment. These men didn’t know that he had saved for almost a year to buy the custom-made suit he was wearing from Turner Brothers, the fancy mens clothier in downtown Dallas. He loved that suit almost as much as his billfold; it was a modern Frank Sinatra-like suit that changed colors in the light. These men didn’t know how badly he wished he could live the lives they were living. What they did know was that he had a son, Orville Nix Jr., a pretty young daughter-in-law named Elaine, and three beautiful grandkids, all with blonde hair. They knew this because he bragged about his family anytime he got the chance.

Forrest commented one time, “I’ve seen those kids so much, I feel like they could be mine.”

His oldest granddaughter, Gayle, was too smart for her age, as he had said many times. He told his son Orville Jr. to keep a close watch on her; too much knowledge would lead to trouble in her life. People who knew too much were destined to lead lives of fear and loneliness. Gayle could read business letters when she was four. She could write letters for him when she was five. She wasn’t scared of anything or anyone, and he couldn’t be prouder. He loved to show the men at Riverlakes Country Club pictures of his grandkids between card games. There was Gayle, three years older than her little sister Cindy, and then there was his grandson David, who he had lovingly nicknamed ‘Bubba’, born eleven months after Cindy. People often asked if they were twins because Cindy was so petite and David was so active, and they were similar in size. The children in the pictures he showed the wealthy men were of three blonde children with bright smiling faces and fancy clothes. He prayed they would have lives like these men and their families from Kessler Park. Why shouldn’t they? He asked himself as he walked to the parking lot.

“Orville!” Forrest yelled, “Orville, don’t forget where I told you to stand if you want a really good view tomorrow.”

“I remember Forrest… the corner of Main and Houston at Dealey Park. I’ll be there!”

He and Forrest hadn’t been at the Country Club long; just for a few games of poker, and back to work Forrest went. He had told Orville that an associate had come in from Washington, D.C. and he had to meet him. Forrest never stayed in one place too long. In fact he was known to show up in all kinds of places in downtown Dallas.

Orville smiled and shouted to his friend, “Thanks for reminding me, Forrest, I’ll wave at you in the parade.”

He smiled thinking of the great tip his friend Forrest Sorrels gave him. He had bought a new camera just for this parade and couldn’t wait to see how it worked. It was a brand new 8mm Keystone Auto-Zoom Movie Camera12 he had bought less than a week ago: the newest model, a K-810. It cost him $159.99 on sale at Sage’s Department Store. He had wound the spring too tightly on his last camera, and not only had he lost a new roll of film trying to fix it, he had broken it.

[image: image]

Ella had been furious.

“Orville, another new camera?” she shouted. “Do you know that is almost two week’s pay for me? You go through cameras like I go through nylons, but nylons are cheaper,” she ranted.

Orville winced at Ella’s reprimands. She was right. But what did it matter? It was just the two of them now, and they had suffered enough financially while Orville Jr. was growing up. Why not indulge in something expensive now and again that was just for their pleasure? When Forrest had told him the President and First Lady would be in town, that made the decision even easier. Orville had bought the fancy camera, where the auto-zoom even had a grip-power mechanism on the handle. It still had to be wound, so he made a mental note to not wind it too tightly this time. Holding the camera’s squeeze mechanism was like squeezing a trigger on a gun. Ha, he thought, Forrest may have a real gun, but I have a gun for taking pictures.

[image: image]

His friendship with Forrest had gone back a long ways. Forrest was the Special Agent in Charge of the Dallas Secret Service and his offices were in the General Services Administration. The GSA had offered to pay for Orville’s high school equivalency diploma through courses taken at Southern Methodist University so that he could get promoted, but that wasn’t until later. Orville always wondered if Forrest had put a good word in for him. Acquiring this diploma did get him a promotion, and although Orville had recently transferred to the Terminal Annex building13 in October, he still visited Forrest once or twice a week. Orville remembered the day a week or so earlier that Forrest had told him about how he changed the parade route.

“Don’t you think this route will be better for everyone?” he had queried Orville. “We’re headed to the Trade Mart, so this should be a straight shot to the freeway.” Orville couldn’t tell if his friend was trying to convince Orville, or himself.

“I don’t recollect you ever having a bad idea, Forrest,” Orville replied. “It looks good to me.”

It was true. He respected and truly liked Forrest Sorrels. Forrest had an important, high government security position, but he never let it go to his head. He was close to Orville in age and more often than not, they talked about their personal lives rather than politics. Forrest was a family man and a professional who never jumped to conclusions. He solved problems logically and patiently. Like the time that drifter had found his way into the GSA. Orville had been working near the elevators when a tattered guy had come into the building. Anyone could tell he was lost, but a couple of young Secret Service men pushed the poor guy into a wall. A lady screamed and an elderly couple just getting off the elevator hurriedly rushed out the door. Just then, tall, thin Forrest appeared. Orville watched as he calmly spoke to the drifter, and with nothing more than his eyes, told the two young men to release the poor guy. After speaking with him for a few minutes, Orville saw Forrest reach into his pocket and give the guy what looked like some money. They shook hands and Forrest patted his back as the man left the building and everyone went back to their jobs. Forrest was a good man. He missed seeing him now that he had been transferred to the Terminal Annex building on the south side of Dealey Plaza. The postal inspectors and postal employees weren’t nearly as friendly as his friends in the GSA building.

[image: image]

On his drive home from Riverlakes, Orville paused for a moment still thinking of his friend and lit another Lucky Strike, though one was still smoldering in the ashtray. He inhaled deeply and pulled into the Wyatt’s parking lot at Cedar Crest where Ella was still at work. His son Orville Jr. worked part-time at the Cedar Crest movie theater just a few stores down.14 He smiled at the thought of nuzzling against his wife’s vegetable-scented face and his stomach growled. It was 6 p.m. and she would be getting off work soon. The rain began to fall lightly again and his thoughts shifted from hunger to the presidential parade tomorrow and he realized he had never been to a presidential parade. Hell, he had never had a birthday party! He never had a formal education. He never had anything to call his own except Ella and Orville Jr. He caught himself tapping the steering wheel with each ‘never’ and watched the people entering the cafeteria, hoping Ella would come out soon.

The wait allowed Orville more time to reflect upon his hardscrabble life. He seemed to do that often. When Jr. commented on how often his dad thought about his past, Orville would say, “You have to know where you come from to see where you are going.” Orville hoped that if he taught his son anything, he taught him that. He wanted his son to have a better life than he had.

His parents were young but old as he remembered them. It had been twenty-five or more years since his mamma had died and for the life of him, he could barely recall her face. At least his daddy had lived long enough to see his son Orville Jr., but then he too died when Jr. was only two. His parents had worked hard and had expected their children to do the same and none of their six kids, except Eva, questioned their chores. As the children made the long walk home from the small schoolhouse, they would see other kids playing baseball or flying kites. Heck, some even had bicycles; but not anyone in his family. They didn’t even have a radio. Though all of them worked, even the kids, they could barely afford food and clothing. Orville picked cotton to help his parents. That’s what boys from families like his did, even at the age of six. His two older brothers worked the cotton fields right along beside him and they made up games to help them forget how the bolls cut their hands and to make the time go by faster. His sisters had sometimes helped, but they had had other chores. His younger brother Edward had had epilepsy, a disease so scary that Orville was afraid he would get it too. He remembered Mamma’s Mama saying one time that having an epileptic child in the family meant the Nixes were cursed, though he didn’t really know what ‘cursed’ meant. He just knew it was bad by the look on her face.

He lit yet another Lucky Strike and inhaled deeply, remembering a day in November, much like today, and his brother Edward. That day he had grown up by about three years. He must have been in second grade and his older sisters and brothers weren’t home yet. He had been happy that day because the teacher had to leave early, so all the kids in his class had gotten to leave early too. The fresh fall air had carried a scent of apple cider from the farm next door, a sweet scent that made Orville’s always empty stomach growl. He had begun to walk a little faster, hoping there would be an apple left in the kitchen for him to eat. From several yards away, he had heard a rapping noise inside the two bedroom frame house. Had that ornery Billy goat gotten out again? he wondered. It had happened before and his daddy had whipped him good for not making sure the goat gate was secure. As he walked faster down the dirt road he had realized the screen door to the house was halfway open. He ran faster hoping the goat wasn’t in the house, or worse, hadn’t eaten the apple he could almost taste. As he opened the door, he half expected to find the Billy goat charging and tearing up what few pieces of furniture they had, but it was worse. His little brother Edward was having a seizure. Orville went white as he watched his little brother’s body bouncing up and down on the floor as if manipulated by a mad puppeteer. Orville didn’t know what to do. He cried out for his mamma and daddy for what seemed like hours while trying to hold Edward down. He could feel the tears running down his face as thoughts raced through his mind. Was Edward dying? Would he catch this horrible disease that Eva said caused you to slobber and foam at the mouth like the rabid dog his daddy had shot last week?

Time passed by slowly as Edward’s frail body quaked on the floor. His small legs contracted and relaxed, contracted and relaxed, while his arms did the same. Edward’s elbows and heels bled from the uncontrollable spasms his little body had been making, as he lay on the floor. He had urinated in his pants and Orville felt worse about this than the blood he saw on his younger brother’s body. He had kept patting his back and crying ‘Edward’ as he watched his little brother’s head banging on the hard wooden floor. I can’t help him, I can’t save him, I’m useless! Orville thought to himself.

“Mamma! Daddy!” Orville screamed. Finally they had both come running into the small house.

“Orville,” his daddy’s voice had boomed into the small space, “get away from him now, your mamma will take care of him.”

“But Daddy, I think he’s dying,” Orville had screamed.

His mamma had pushed him away and cradled Edward in her arms. His small body went limp. The seizure was finally over. Orville’s tears ran freely now. His brother must be dead.

Seeing his next to youngest son cry, his father admonished him, “Don’t you ever cry, boy, don’t you ever. Nix men don’t cry and they don’t look back. You did the best you could and you hold your head high. He’s not dead, boy, he’s just had a seizure. You were there for him which is all family can do for one another. You were there.” He hugged his son hard then let him go. That’s the only time Orville ever remembered his father hugging him. “Besides, all this excitement has caused a distraction for you. Have you done your chores? Your homework? Hug your brother and thank him for making your life easier today.”

He hadn’t thought of Edward’s epileptic seizure as a distraction. He also hadn’t thought Edward had made his life easier by purposefully having a seizure. His daddy seemed to misunderstand. Some things in life happened on purpose. Other things in life happened by someone else’s purpose. His only thought had been how to keep his brother from dying.

From that day on, someone had to stay with Edward at all times. This job had usually fallen to his mamma or his older sisters Grace or Eva. Grace was the best at it. She probably could have been a doctor if women could have gone to college, because she was too smart for a girl and truly cared about Edward. Orville had a close relationship with Grace. It had always seemed to him that though Eva was prettier, Grace was the best sister. She showed him how she had begun to keep notes about Edward’s behavior, trying to come up with anything that could clue her in as to when he was going to have a seizure. The seizures scared Grace too. She had told Orville that one time, but not because she was scared she’d catch it, but because she couldn’t make them stop. Orville watched Grace, who was five years older than he was, care for Edward like her own son…not a brother. She did that until Edward died at the age of twenty-eight; twenty-five years after their mamma had died from pneumonia.
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His sister Eva wasn’t like Grace. She hated watching Edward as she too thought she would get epilepsy and if that happened, she would never have a boyfriend.

“Who would want to kiss a woman who foamed at the mouth?” she would ask their mamma. Eva wasn’t like her brothers and sister. She hated her life and was very loud about it. Mamma wouldn’t let daddy spank her because she was a girl, but Orville could tell their daddy wanted to, and often. Eva had no desire to stay with Edward longer than five minutes at a time and she had soon made a pact with Grace. Eva would do the washing, cleaning and cooking if Grace would handle Edward. It was a pact that worked until the day Eva ran off with the older man two farms over. Orville didn’t hear from or see her again until many years later.

Orville and his two older brothers were expected to do Edward’s work as well as their own because the medical bills and Edward’s medicine costs often times meant there wasn’t enough food in the house for the family of eight. He learned to butcher hogs and chicken by the time he was eight and though he dreamed of candy and toys and real presents at Christmas, fate had another plan. For the first four years of school, he didn’t think he could ever be more tired. School was hard for him because there wasn’t much time to study with all the chores he had to do before and after the long walk to the schoolhouse. But then when his sister Eva had run away, his daddy made him quit school to help with the farm and with Edward because Grace was about to graduate, and since she wasn’t very pretty, his daddy said, she needed to put her brains to good use.

The ash of the cigarette he was barely smoking dropped onto his lap and he cursed hoping it hadn’t ruined his suit. He stopped thinking about his youth and checked his watch. It was 6:18. Where the heck was Ella?

He looked toward the cafeteria and noticed someone had left a newspaper near the door. He got out and went to get it. Darn, it’s a Dallas Morning News, he thought to himself. He was hoping it would have been a Times Herald.15 He didn’t trust the Dallas Morning News as he had heard his Secret Service friends at work talking about big parties the owners of the paper, the Dealeys, gave all the time, and how if you were invited to a Dealey party, you would be getting a promotion soon.

[image: image]

As an air conditioning repairman, he wasn’t invited to parties, but his friends in the Secret Service, like Forrest, often talked about them in the lunchroom.

He always felt uncomfortable when those kinds of discussions started, but he didn’t let on. He just didn’t like the idea of government employees mixing with big businesses. Everyone and everything had their places, and that’s where they should stay.

From the corner of his eye, he saw Ella coming out, her face weary and tired, but her eyes excited. He loved that about her. He jumped out of the car and put the half-read newspaper over her head to protect her from the rain.

“Orville, did you call Jr. and remind him to tell Elaine to meet me at the bus stop in the morning to go to the parade?” she asked breathlessly.

“No Ella, I just left Riverlakes, I haven’t been home yet. You can call her when we get home.” Ella rolled her eyes and smirked at him. “At Riverlakes… so I guess you’ll need…”

“No,” he interrupted before she could complete her sentence, “I don’t need any money from you. I won today. I’ll pay for the bus and lunch at Walgreens for us all.” He beamed with pride as she looped her arm through his.

Finances were always a bone of contention for the couple, though since their son Orville Jr. had left and married Elaine Walker, it had gotten better. Orville found he had more money to buy fedoras, suits, and play more games of poker and golf. Sometimes, okay, more times than he liked, he lost and had to beg Ella for money. He hated those times. It seemed as if he would have to work hard his entire life. He never seemed to get a break. At least not until he married Ella.

The tall, beautiful Ella had lived a hard life as well. She had to care for her brothers after her parents died. Though she and the boys had moved in with her grandparents, she felt responsible for the brothers’ care until she caught her uncle stealing her hard earned money. Her uncle had always thought himself a Clyde Barrow-type and had even had him over for dinner one afternoon at their home in Scurry, Texas. Ella knew at an early age that money was the ticket to freedom, though not by the Bonnie and Clyde way. Luckily, she had met Orville soon after she caught her good-for-nothing uncle. After a whirlwind romance, they fell in love and married quickly. Orville was more a way out of her horrible home life to her than he was a soul mate. But she loved him in her way and he loved her in his… their son Orville Jr. was proof of it.

Now that their son had children, Ella was in her element as Granny. She adored her three grandchildren and spent whatever was leftover from her meager earnings buying them clothes and taking them places. Tomorrow she was taking the grandchildren and her daughter-in-law Elaine to see John F. Kennedy at the presidential parade in downtown Dallas. She had never seen a president in person, and while she was alive, she intended to ensure her grandchildren had many of the things she never had. They would ride the bus to keep from having to pay parking fees and meet Orville at the ten-cent store on Main. The ten-cent store had a soda fountain and the kids would love a sweet treat. The best part of it, though, would be that Gayle could play Elvis Presley records on the booth jukeboxes. She knew how much her little granddaughter loved playing music.

* * * * *

Across town, Abraham Zapruder was closing up late. The luxurious surroundings of his executive office never ceased to make him smile. His life in Texas was a far cry from the one he grew up with in the Ukraine.16 As he looked out the window of his offices he thought how proud he was to be an American and how many opportunities this country afforded its citizens. He wished there was a way he could thank the government of his beloved country. He had become a Mason; he voted religiously; he donated money to worthy causes. He still didn’t feel those things were enough to show his love for America. He knew that the 35th president would be in Dallas tomorrow and he thought about watching it out his window. He had excitedly voted for John F. Kennedy and firmly believed his presidency would change the nation. As he gazed out and glanced at the Texas School Book Depository across the street, he wondered if his friend D. Harold Byrd17 would like to join him at the parade and he grabbed the phone to call him, but then remembered he was on safari. D. Harold owned the School Book Depository. When he bought it, Abraham was sure he would clean it up and maybe even renovate it. It was a bit of an eyesore and Byrd seemed to allow every bum, race, and jailbird to work there. No renovations had happened yet, save a floor remodeling because, he supposed, D. Harold was busy with his East Texas Oil project. He was jealous that he couldn’t expand his own office. He wanted a bigger space in which to impress buyers from large companies and he hoped this would be a good selling season for both his clothing lines: Chalet and Jennifer Juniors. Few people knew that he had named his company Jennifer Juniors after the lovely actress Jennifer Jones.18
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“Well,” he thought, “I can watch it from here myself,” as he turned back to his ornate desk.

He changed his mind when he saw all the orders he had to fill for his company. The lovely First Lady had done wonders for his business this year. It was as if every woman in Texas wanted to look and dress like Jackie. He smiled as he thought of the young couple and how their progressive lifestyle was the total opposite of the leaders in his home country of Ukraine. He again thought how lucky he was to now be an American and decided he would definitely take time out to watch the parade. He wasn’t sure which way the presidential motorcade would proceed, but he had heard rumors from his friends, the de Mohrenschildts,19 or was it Neil Mallon, that it might cross right in front of his building at 501 Elm Street. He checked his appointment book for the next day and then had his secretary, Lillian Rogers, check it again. Lillian, as well as all the girls in the office, was excited about seeing the elegant First Lady, Jacqueline Bouvier Kennedy.20 All they could talk about were her clothes and her handsome husband. Listening to them chatter Abraham wondered if men really understood how much power women had in the world of finance. His father had told him years ago that where the heart’s desire lies, there the money will go. Women who wanted to look like Jackie, be married to a dazzling young man like the President, or live an elegant lifestyle like the couple would spend the money to make their dreams come true…and women usually controlled the household budgets, no matter what the I Love Lucy Show portrayed. Zapruder knew; he was a dress manufacturer and had a wife of his own. Women were the silent power of the Sixties.

“I’ll bet she’ll be wearing a beige Chanel,” he heard one of his models say.

“No, Cassini is her standby fashion and green is this year’s color. She’ll be wearing a bold green Cassini,” his receptionist Marilyn Sitzman said.

One of the young girls with dreams of having her own clothing line interrupted, “I think she’ll be wearing a bright yellow Dior. You know how she loves Dior. She’ll have a smart clutch, low pumps and a smart Dior sundress, a bright print with yellow as the key color.”

[image: image]

Abraham closed his office door to silence the ‘what will Jackie be wearing?’ chatter, though the thought of the First Lady’s colorful wardrobe gave him a few ideas for his summer line. Yes, bright colors might be the way to go. He wondered what his friend Jeanne de Morhenschildt would be previewing. Maybe he should call her. Jeanne had been his first boss, but at that time her last name had been LeGon.21 Abraham had cut dress patterns for her at a clothier called Nardis until she married the debonair George de Morhenschildt in 1959. There were rumors that Jeanne’s husband had dated the First Lady years ago. But actually, de Morhenschildt had dated Jackie’s aunt. God, I’m beginning to sound like one of my employees, he thought to himself. Everyone has Jackie on their mind! He straightened his desk as his mind went back to his clothing line. No, he wouldn’t ask Jeanne, he would ask his wife when he got home. She’s the one who had convinced him to buy the Jackie mannequin22 that was such a hit with his buyers. His wife had always been his good luck charm, and he had a feeling this was going to be a lucky weekend.

* * * * *

As Abraham Zapruder was leaving his office, Forrest Sorrels and Winston Lawson were meeting the President’s advance team at Love Field Airport.23 An airplane had been sent ahead to transport Secret Service cars for the presidential motorcade. Once Forrest and Win got there, they met with Agents Samuel Kinney and George Hickey. Forrest had arranged for officers from the Dallas Police Department to provide security for the cars overnight in the garage beneath the Main Terminal.

“Great to meet you,” Forrest said as he shook hands with both Kinney and Hickey. With the best Texas accent Win could muster, he also greeted the men with, “Howdy ya’ll, welcome to Texas.”

Of course his accent had a northern tinge because he wasn’t from Texas, though after being there over two weeks, he felt he was beginning to develop a Texas twang. They all laughed as they got into the car and drove to the Sheraton Hotel.24 The Sheraton was the hotel chosen for the president’s advance and support team to stay.
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Several hours later, at approximately 11:00 pm, Air Force One, the President’s official airplane, was landing at Carswell Air Force Base in Fort Worth. Thousands of smiling Fort Worth residents weathered the cold rain to get a glimpse of the President and his fashionable wife on the nine mile route from West Fort Worth to the Hotel Texas25 at the center of downtown. Fort Worth had worked hard to welcome the couple with the best the city could offer in order to make the glamorous couple’s stay a memorable one. The citizens were excited to see the president as the future of their city was intertwined with politics, aviation, the military, and the black gold that supported it all: oil. The oilmen of LBJ’s Texas were distinctly different from the oilmen of Rockefeller’s New York. The difference was in taxes. Texas oil not only meant large sums of money, it also meant large government tax breaks. Texans paid no state taxes, only federal taxes to Washington and oil people wanted it to stay that way. They also wanted to keep their oil tax break. They knew their ‘Big Steel’ compatriots had taken quite a hit in profits when President Kennedy forced them to rescind price hikes, and they weren’t about to see that happen to Big Oil.

Not to be outdone by the oil rich oligarchy of Dallas, the leaders of Fort Worth spared no expense. The art on the walls of the suite the president and his wife would occupy were paintings by Franz Kline, Monet, Van Gogh; sculptures by Henry Moore and Picasso26 and other masterworks borrowed from private owners specifically for the executive couple in order to make their short visit a comfortable and aesthetically pleasing one. The leaders of Fort Worth had even put together a little studio type room especially for the First Lady.
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A few days before the presidential couple’s arrival in Fort Worth, a description of the presidential suite at the Hotel Texas had been released to the public. Some of the city’s art lovers had not been happy with their accommodations: they felt the rooms too ‘gauche’ for such an elegant couple. Owen Day, the art critic for the Fort Worth Press suggested to some of the more prominent art collectors and leaders of Fort Worth that they install a miniature museum for the President and First Lady.27 With the support of Ruth Carter Johnson, Ted Weiner, Samuel Benton Cantey III, and Mitchell Wilder, a three-part private exhibition was installed in the parlor and bedrooms, each room of the suite outfitted with works of art that befitted such an elegant couple. In the parlor were works by Monet, Lyonel Feininger and Kline. Two sculptures, one by Picasso entitled “Angry Owl” and the other by Henry Moore entitled “Three Points” now seem eerily prophetic. Knowing the affinity Mrs. Kennedy had for impressionistic art, the master bedroom was adorned with a Prendergast painting, a Van Gogh, a watercolor by John Marin, and an oil painting by Raoul Dufy. President Kennedy’s room was designated the second bedroom and it featured American art by Thomas Eakins, Marsden Hartley, and Charles Russell among others.28
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