S .me>~ e&e ww.m.

.., A., : ' i @J,,,..\ 3?:3?. .m

" TCLASSIFICATION RO,

,_,__.__ﬂ>oE_,u,..ﬂ.a L

n gkﬂﬁﬁﬁzuc@n—mmﬁﬂﬁﬂhﬁm

2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176, ..

Serial #
6/14/196 06/17/19

1

Vol.

RRPOO3IHCYX

- 811111203035

Sub

CENTRAL RECORDS CENTER

156

7
/

LOS ANGELES

-
»
-

F

Class / Case #

LA

0056




FD-350 (Rev. 7-16-63)

- « "I’

_ (Mount Clipping in Space Below)

@

; men, not. only disliked him but also genuinely feared him

. brusqueness often offended high-level politicians and bu-
| reaucrats—yet he was ever ready to stand on his desk for

it was clearly not to his advantage, and defended law and

. about poverty and the cities, yet convinced that the Gov-

- with brilliance. Almost from the day of his brother’s inau-
.guration, Hickory Hill, the historic estate in Virginia that

| began chasing guests. Ethel, now 40, never quite lost her

— =y

T —ry—

THERE were two Robert Kennedys—the one who was |
' loved and the one who was hated. To many, he was the re- |
lentless prosecutor, vindictive young aide to Joe McCarthy |
and pitiless interrogator of the racket-busting McClellan
Committee, a cocksure combatant who was not too scru-
pulous about his methods. Many politicians and business-

for what he was and for what he might become. Not a few
saw unprincipled ambition in every gesture he made and
every step he took.

To many more, he came across as a man of infinite com-
passion, a leader ‘with unique empathy for the poor, the
hungry, the minorities, and all those whom he termed the
“suffering children of the world.” As Atforney General, his

half an hour to explain the workings of the Justice Depart-
ment to a swarm of schoolchildren, whom he always ad-
dressed as important, interesting people.

Liberal & Conservative
Unlike his brothers, Bobby never seemed at ease in the
Senate. He was blunt where it pays to be euphemistic. He |
was an activist in a club dedicated to deliberation, and he
was impatient with rules and tradition, both of which the

' Senate veneratés. He was a loner. Yet he achieved a good ,
" deal simply because he worked longer and harder than

most of his colleagues, assembled a better staff, sensed
more deeply the nation’s abiding problems. -He knew that
he was the only man in the country, save perhaps the Pres-
ident, who could make headlines with almost anything he said
—and knew also that this did not. always help him. He
publicly questioned the war long before it became popular -
to do so, spoke in favor of the poor in affluent areas where

order in the ghettos, where such a statement by any other
white man would have been interpreted as anti-Negro. A «cu-
rious blend of liberal and conservative, he was concerned

ernment should not always take on their full burden.

His wife Ethel often said, “I think he’s brilliant,” but his as-
sets lay more in a sharp intelligence, a fierce energy, and an
ability to give and aftract devotion and to surround himself

once belonged. to President John, became an institution that
the capital will sorely miss. 1
It was also a gay and lively home, which with ten chil-
dren—three of whom, Kathleen, 16, Joseph, 15, and Rob-
ert Jr., 14, bear the names of Kennedys who died violently
—and a bizarre menagerie was never dull. A Kennedy pet
census once counted two horses, four ponies, one burro,
two angora goats, three dogs, three geese, two cockatoos,
one cat, one guinea pig,-40 rabbits, one turtle, one alligator
turtle, 22 goldfish, 15 Hungarian pigeons and five chickens.
A sea lion named “Sandy” was regretfully banished after it

ense of wonder at being married to Bobby Kennedy. Their |
hffection was tender, gay and companionable, and though
she is terrified of airplanes, she went with him almost ev- .
rywhere. For her, the supreme test of an individual’s
worth was simply whether her husband approved . of him,
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! THROUGHOUT the world, industrialization is spur-

A ring millions to want more—and to feel more thwart- |

i ed when affluence and equality are too slowly achieved.

“ & In the highly industrialized U.S., the fever is intensified

by racial and generational clashes. The result is im-

| Dpatience with the political process: a yen for direct

action has créated a charged emotional climate that in-
flames inheréntly violent minds. :

Robert Kennedy was a natural target. for what New

York Psychiatrist Frederic Wertham calls “magnicide—

has often symbolized the political assassin’s hated father;
in the U.S., such murders are also frequently motivated
by simple envy. Democracy, says Harvard Sociologist
David Riesman, presents the question: “Why are you so
big and why am I so small?” It is.not legitimate to be a
failure in America. And the frustration of failure, adds
New York Psychiatrist David Abrahamsen, is “the wet
.nurse of violence.” ' o

Verbal Overkill ]

’ Equally inflammatory to unstable minds is the rising hy-
perbole of U.S. political debate. Race, Viet Nam, .crime—
all lend themselves to verbal overkill, not so much by
candidates as by extremists: the John Birchers, the Rap
Browns, the most ardent war critics, the Ku Kluxers.

The evidence is everywhere. In Dallas, Assistant District ‘

Attorney William Alexander snarls on a TV show: “Earl
Warren shouldn’t' be impeached—he should be hanged.”
Cries Rap Brown: “How many whites did you kill
today?” Lyndon Johnson is routinely excoriated as a
mass murderer. Robert Kennedy was branded by San
. Francisco hippies as a “fascist pig.” Eventually verbal as-
sassination becomes physical assassination.
. “Assassination,” George Bernard Shaw once wrote,

| the assassins have indeed dedicated themselves to blot-
| ting out viewpoints that disagree with their own. When

Kennedy; he cried: “I can explain! Let me explain!” The
appalling thing is that he really thought that he could.
Many foreigners fear that U.S. violence is rapidly be-
coming almest banal, espoused by Maoists and Minute-
men alike, routinely threatened—if not actually prac-
ticed—by students, racial militants and antiwar dissent-
i , ers. Such fears sound odd coming from, say, the impec-
cably rational Frenchmen who orily recently applauded
student anarchists in Paris. Even so, the U.S. is undeni-
ably starting to lead all advanced Western countries in
what Swedish Economist Gunnar Myrdal calls “the pol-}
itics of assassination.” No French President has beent

{ - unguarded; the last (and only) assassination of a British{
Prime Minister occurred in 1812,

the killing of somebody big.” Historically, that somebody

“is 'the extreme form of censorship.” In most U.S. cases,

Sirhan Sirhan was seized after the shooting of Robert |

murdered since 1932; West German leaders go virtually}

2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176

SEA

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)

P. 21

Time Magazine
New York, New York

Date: 6/1&-/68

Edition:
MARE
Editor:
Title:

in
ﬁen%y Anatole
Grunwald

KENSALT

Character:

or
Classiﬂcution:I.lA 56"‘156
Submitting Office: LOS Angeles

m Being Investigated

RCHED ..ovunmmssens

.‘NDEXED » -\b‘cﬁ“ﬁi\'ﬁ

SERIALIZED e FILED “";;"uhﬁh
4 7195
Fafgbios ANGELE%‘ : |
LS ‘




Iz

-

§

Sonality in most political campaigns. Whereas Europeans
generally vote for parties rather than individuals, U.S. -
campaigning requires the candidate to plunge into crowds,
to “press the flesh” until his right hand bleeds, to ride in¥'
open cars, to stand silhouetted against TV lights. Nor is |
the assassination in Los Angeles likely to alter such tech- '
niques. Two weeks before his death, Robert Kennedy |
himself told French Novelist-Diplomat Romain Gary:
“There is no way to protect a candidate during an elec- |
toral campaign. You have to give yourself to the crowd
and from then on count your luck.” Kennedy, of course,
pressed his luck recklessly.

There is a grim possibility that yet another candidate

ill become a target. What to do? Stop crowd contact,
hse sealed cars, exploit TV to the exclusion of almos

devery other campaign tactic? In the Los Angeles afj
termath, a stricken Eugene McCarthy pondered: “Maybg
we should do it in a different way. Maybe we shoul
pave the English system of having the. Cabinet choose
'the President. There must be some other way.” But most
politicians—including highly vulnerable Rigchard Nixon,
Nelson Rockefeller, Hubert Humphrey and John Lindsay
—emphatically veto such suggestions. If a candidate
cannot mingle with crowds, said Rockefeller; “then we’ve
lost one of the great resources and strengths. of this
great land of ours—freedom of movement, freedom of ex-
pression, freedom of the individual to go and be with
the people.” :

S

All the same, steps can be taken to minimize the dan-

ger. For one thing, TV ought to be used more effectively—
and at public expense to avoid domination by the richest
candidates. Why not devote national network time to
each major candidate for a full day or even two? For
once, voters could view the whole man instead of fleet-
ing images. On a more practical level, security can be
sharply improved. Had the Secret Service been guarding
Kennedy last week—as it will guard presidential can-
didates from now on—the route through the Ambas-
sador Hotel’s serving kitchen. would have been scouted
and secured by at least seven agents. Kennedy would
also have had the benefit of a computer that the Service
uses to keep check on individuals known to be dan-
gerous. Programmed into the computer are the names of
100,000 possible assailants, largely taken from “hate” let-
ters (which have risen startlingly since January). When-
ever the President travels, local police keep such people
under close surveillance. The U.S. might look to France
for further ideas. When De Gaulle travels, his car is
flanked by tough Compagnie Républicaine de Sécurité
troopers on motorbikes; helicopters hover overhead, and
the pace is a brisk 80 miles an hour or more. In towns
n route, operating rooms are reserved in hospitals and a
supply of De Gaulle’s blood type is stocked. .

The key U.S. problem is the high importance of per-

Not that Americans want a police-state climate. It
would hardly improve democracy; nor should the U.S.
ironically honor Robert Kennedy by choosing fear over
faith in people. Instead, the chief hope for excising th,e
canker of political assassination is that a far more temper-
ate political dialogue can somehow replace the incendi-
ary language of anger, bigotry and vituperation—that
millions of individual American citizens may now realize
that freedom basically depends on persuading rather
than provoking.

_ This, in turn, would require sluggish bureaucracies to
respond more rapidly to social needs. John W. Gardner
put it best at Cornell’s commencement earliér this month,
when he imagined himself as a 23rd century thinker. He
“had discovered, he said, that “20th century institutions
" were caught in a savage crossfire between uncritical
lovers and unloving critics. On the one side, those who
loved their institutions tended to smother them in an em-
brace of death, loving their rigidities more than their
promise, shielding them from life-giving criticism. On
the other side, there arose a breed of critics without
love, skilled in demolition but untutored in the arts by
which human institutions are nurtured and strengthened
and made to flourish. Between the two, the institutions
. perished.”
. Gardner’s dire diagnosis may or may not be overstat-

nation’s most creative leaders are perishing, and that the
trend must be checked by a national restordtion of rea-
‘Tson tather than emotion.

" ed. What is beyond dispute is that all too many of the :

N

o »-*Uncritical Lovers & Unloving Critics ——

i ——d
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MEDICINE 1

TRAUMA
Everything Was Not Enough

After five minutes, a brain deprived

. of blood-transported oxygen suffers ir-

reversible and often fatal damage. Thus
the doctors who tried desperately last
week to save the life of Robert F. Ken-
nedy were faced with overwhelmingly
negative odds from the moment the
Senator was wheeled, unconscious,
from an ambulance into the city’s Cen-
tral Receiving Hospital.
He had lost blood during the 23 mén-
utes he lay in the pantry hallway at the
Ambassador Hotel. During the four-

‘minuté ride to Central Receiving, Keh-

nedy continued to bleed heavily, and
though “the attendant was able to give
him oxygen, e could do nothing about
his. failing heartbeat. At the hospital,
General Practitioner V. Faustin Bazi-

" lauskas and Surgeon Albert Holt found

Kennedy, in extremis, his blood pres-
sure “zero over zero,” his heartbeat

almost. imperceptible. “Bob! Bob! Bob!”

Bazilauskas shouted, slapping his face
repeatedly. There was no response.

Central Receiving doctors hooked

Kennedy up to a respirator and an ex-

-ternal-cardiac-massage machine. Bazi-

lauskas gave him oxygen and an injec-

. tion of Adrenalin to stimulate his heart,

and Holt started a transfusion. Ken-

nedy’s heart began pumping. With a-

respirator .fitted to his face, he was
rushed to Good Samaritan Hospital,

where a team of doctors headed by Neu- |

rosurgeon Henry Cuneo of the Uni-

versity of Southern California School -

of Medicine scrubbed and made ready.
Cuneo, who was-assisted by fellow Neu-
rosurgeons Nat Downs Reid of U.S.C.

- and U.C.L.A.’s Maxwell Andier Jr., had
performed hundreds of brain operations -

at Good Samaritan. .

Lethal Fragments. The hospital’s
doctors had already performed a tra-
cheotomy making an entrance in his
throat.for a tube leading to a positives

[ thea. “The heart started to stabxhzle
o, so we could operate,”

' not be wheeled to thée main elevator. In-

y.and be transferred to the main elevator
at another floor:

 then cut and Jaid back. An air-powered
| drill bored through the skull, and a seg-

" | probed the.
bruised brain tissue, boné fragments and |

R

f
~ Examining Kennedy and the X ra‘ys,ji
Juneo found that two bullets had en¥,

tered his body. One had penetrated his
right armpit, then burrowed upward
through fat and muscle, lodging just
under the skin of his neck, two cen-
timeters from his spine. The other had
penetrated Kennedy’s head just behind
his right ear (see chart).

His heart was still beating, a little
fast, a little weak. His blood pressure
had been dangerously high before the
tracheotomy. It stabilized near normal
after the throat tube relieved pressure
aused by blood and mucus in the tra-

[D—

Cuneo late
old- TIME Correspondent Tim Tyle#r
Ethel Kennedy had been there all the
while, standing in a different section of
the room. “I told her we were taking
X rays, that her husband was extreme-
ly critical.”

Then came the trip to the n1nth floor
operating room. " Anesthesiologist Earle
C. Skinner saw to it that the positive- |
pressure machine,; the EKG monitor and
the transfusions kept going during the
transfer. There -was such "a crowd- ml
the fifth-floor hall—relatives, aides, hos-
pital persohnel—that Kennedy could J

stead, he had to. be wheeled to an
elevator that did not go all the way up

Disregarding thé relatively harmless
bullet in the neck, the surgeons turned
their attention 'to uncovering the -dam--
age to Kennedy’s brain. The head was
shaved. Overlying skin and muscle were

ment of bone was removed. Then, while’
Reid helped control bleeding, Cuneo :
wound. Softened: and |

clotted blood were removed by suction.
“If the bullet-had hit one centimeter

pressure machine that was pumping air
in and out of his lurngs. Electrodes
from an electrocardiograph were taped
to the Senator’s chest and extremities

in order to monitor his heart. X raysy

of his head and chest were taken. He

had been receiving whole-blood trans- ¢

fusions-ever since he had arrived.
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ed to breathe on his own again, but we
kept=tle=respirator going.” .

" Faint Hopes. Throughout the opera-
tion, life signs—pulse, blood pressure
and, later, breathing-——gave rise to lim-

ited optimism among many who heard.

the -terse bulletins issued from the hos-
pital. The fact that he had been con-
scious (he had reportedly asked not to
be moved immediately after the shoot-
ing) was also faintly hopeful.

When the 3-hr. 40-min. operation-was
over, Kennedy “stabilized pretty well,”
said Cuneo. An electroencephalograph
showed regular brain waves. Feeding

fusions and the monitoring of his life
forces, the doctor watched for signs of
' consciousness. Even then, said Cuneo,
“we were certain that the future would
be disastrous for the Senator if he did
survive. I didn’t tell Ethel all this; I
just told her that we were doing every-
thing we could.” ’ -

Everything was not 'enbugh. At [:44 .

a.m. Thursday (P.D.T.), 25 hours after
the shots rang out, Robert Kennedy
died. “The family were right around
him,” said Cuneo. “They’d all been at
his bedside for hours. Ethel was on
one side of the Senator, Ted was on

the other.” Kennedy never regained con-

sciousness. “It wasn’t a question of sink-
ing,” reported his grief-stricken press
secretary, Frank Mankiewicz. “It was a
question of not rising.” '
Later, after a six-hour autopsy, Los
Angeles Medical Examiner Thomas T.
Noguchi told reporters of the massive
damage done to the right portions of
Kennedy’s brain. The fragments were
180 tiny and so numerous, he said, “it
, Was remarkable that the neurosurgeons
| were able to maintain the Senator’s con-
' dition until the last minute.” Only after
several weeks of intensive microscopic

examination of the brain, the vital or--
gans, and an “exhaustive review with

i members of the medical team,” he said,
—_—— 4

him intravenously, continuing the trars-.

would a complete report be released. ,|I
The regions of Kennedy’s braifi that
were either destroyed by bullet and |
bone fragments or damaged by being
deprived of: blood. and oxygen 'spell ‘the !
difference between living and existing |
and, as it turned out, between life and - !
death. The cerebellum, located to the - '
rear of the underside of the brain, con- !
trols motor coordination.. The occipital |
lobe, that part of the cerebrum directly |
above and extending past the rear ‘of |
the cerebellum, affects vision. Other
lobes of the cerebrum house seats of
personality, intellect, speech, memory !
and sensory-motor activity. The mid- ]l
brain area, directly beneath the junc- i
|
|

ture of the cerebellar hemispheres, is

“ related to eye reflexes and both eye

and body ‘movements. It also serves as
a pathway for nerve tracts running to
and from the cerebellum and other parts
of the brain. A bit lower -and most =
vital is the brain stem, the “old brain,”
which man has ‘shared with other crea- « |

‘tures since-the earliest stages 'of evolu-

tion. A passageway for nerve impulses,
it monifors breathing, heartbeat, blood
pressure, digestion and muscle reflexes,
mediates emotions.’ ,
Last Hours. While Kenredy lay dy- !
ing, neurosurgeons recalled cases in '
which less extensive damage to a com-
bination of these vital areas had not’
prevented partial or full recovery-—even |
after. weeks of coma. Since Kennedy |
was right-handed, the undamaged left ’
side of his brain was more critical to |
his body control. In some cases, ther-
apy has helped brain-injured patients ‘
|
|
|
|

- to train the less dominant side of the

brain to take over. Such cases are rare,
and' for Robert Kennedy, the damage
had been too extensive even for sur-
vival. Twelve hours after the operation,

‘the recordable brain waves ceased. For

seven more hours, his heartbeat and
breathing continued. Then these last twg

life signs faltered and stopped.

/ -
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FOR PERSPECTIVE & DETERMINATION

NCE again the crackle of gunfire.

Once again the long journey home, .

I’the hushed procession, the lowered ﬂags
‘and harroweéd faces of a nation in grief.
' Once again the simple question: Why?
The second Kennedy assassination—
‘almost two months to the day after the

,murder of Martin Luther King Jr.—im--

.mediately prompted, at home and
"abroad, deep doubts about the stability
.of America. Many saw the unleashing
.of a dark, latent psychosis in the na-
tional character, a stain that had its
start with the first settlement of a hos-
tile continent. For the young people, in
particular, who had been persuaded by
the new politics of Robert Kennedy
and Eugene McCarthy to recommit
‘themselves to the American electoral
system, the assassination seemed to con-

firm all their lingering suspicions that

society could not be reformed by dem-
ocratic means.

' The Kkilling of Kennedy was horrify-
:mg in itself and forever haunting to all

who had suffered through the earlier |

agony. Yet for all the pain and shame,
in retrospect it could hardly be con-
strued in itself as a new symptom of
:any intrinsically American malaise, “Vi-
‘olence,” said Columbia University So-
rciologist Daniel Bell, “flows and ebbs,

‘and T shy away from easy general-:

izations such as the country is sick.”

Other Hatreds. Kennedy was not
' shot by a white racist angry with his de-
fense of the Negro, or a Negro mil-
"itant incensed with his white liberalism,
tor a hlgh -school dropout like Lee Har-
'vey Oswald who felt himself rejected
1 by a capitalist soc1ety The man charged
| with his murder is a virulent Arab na-
' tionalist, whose hatreds stem from the
land where he spent the early part of
his life, and where political assassination
is commonplace and violence as ac-
cepted as the desert wind.

That, for most Americans, did not
make the loss any easier to bear. Lyn-

don Johnson, who has more than once

brooded late into the night with friends
on the subject of violence, seemed shak-
en and visibly disturbed by the shoot-
ing in Los Angeles. He did what he
thought-had to be done. He promised
the stricken family any help that the

QGovernment could provide, appointed
a commission to study the causes of vi-

olence, and called, in the most vig-
orous language at his command, for an
end to the “insane traffic” in guns—a
trade, as he observed, that makes instru-
ments of death as readily purchasable
as baskets of fruit or cartons of cig-
arettes. Almost as he spoke, Congress
sent him a crime bill with a gun-con-
trol section, but the measure was so
flabby as to be almost as scandalous as |
the lack of any legislation in all the
years. Congress, on Johnson’s request,
also passed emergency legislation au-
thorizing Secret Service protection for
the other major presidential candidates
(cost: $400,000 this month alone).
"Must Not Demoralize.” - Disturbed
as he was, Johnson also reminded the
nation in a TV address that “200 mil-
lion Americans did not strike down|

e | _—l

Robert Kennedy” any more than they,
struck down his brother or Dr. King/
While it would be “self-deceptive to ig-
nore the connection between lawlessness
and hatred and this act of violence,” |
he said, “it would be just as wrong and
just as self-deceptive to conclude from
this act that our country itself is sick,
that it’s lost its balance, that it’s lost its
sense of direction, even its common de-
cency.” In his funeral eulogy, New
York’s Archbishop Terence Cooke, a
member of the new violence commis-
sion, also urged that “the act of one
man must not demoralize and 1ncapac1-
tate 200 million others.”

Americans, contemplating both the .
inexpungeable crime of Kennedy’s kill-
ing and the prevalence of violence in
their proper perspective, can best main- |
tain the proper processes of American .
political life by eradicating the condi- |
troms—tirat trigger the assassin’s firger=—> ]
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— '
ithe rosary clutched to his hairy chest.
'An aiage-took off his shoes.

Amid the swirl, the Kennedys ap-
-peared calm. TiMe Correspondent Hays
Gorey looked at the man he had long
observed in constant motion, now pros-
trate on a damp concrete -floor. Wrote
.Gorey: “The lips were slightly parted,
the lower one curled downwards, as it
often was. Bobby seemed aware. There
was no questioning in his expression.
He didn’t ask, ‘What happened? They
seemed almost to say, ‘So this is it.’ ”

"I Want Him Alive." The word that
Kennedy was wounded had spread back
to the ballroom. Amid the screams and
the weeping, Brother-in-Law Stephen
Smith’s controlled voice came through
the loudspeaker system, asking that the
room be cleared and appealing for a
doctor. Within a few minutes, physi-
cians were found and elbowed their
way to Kennedy. More policemen ar-
.rived; none had been in the hotel, but
a police car had been outside on other
business, Rafer Johnson and Rosy Grier
turned over their prisoner and the gun.
The cops hustled the man out, carrying
him part of the way past threatening
spectators. Jesse Unruh bellowed: “I
want him alive! I want him alive!”

Finally, 23 minutes after the shoot-
ings, the ambulances collected the
stricken: the youngster Stroll; Paul
Schrade, 43, the United Auto Workers’
Pacific Coast regional director, whose
profusely bleeding head rested on a
white plastic Kennedy-campaign boater;
Ira Goldstein, 19, a part-time employee
of Continental News Service, hit in the
left hip; William Weisel, 30, an Amer-
ican Broadcasting Co. associate director,
wounded in the abdomen; Mrs. Eliz-
abeth Evans, 43, who with her hus-
band Arthur had been touring the sev-
eral election-night headquarters and
wound up with a slug in her forehead.
Although Schrade was the one who ap-
peared dead to onlookers, only Ken-
nedy was critically wounded.

Hollow-Nosed Slugs. With Ethel by
his side, Kennedy ‘was taken first to
nearby Central
where doctors could only keep him alive

Adrenalin, and alert the better-equipped
:Good Samaritan Hospital to prepare
'for delicate brain surgery. As if there
lwere mnot already enough grim echoes
lof Dallas and Parkland Hospital, the

.Barry. A guard attempted to keep both

a priest and Ethel away from the eméts
gency room, flashed a badge, which
Ethel knocked from his hand. The guard
struck at her; Tuck and Fred Dutton
swept him aside. Then the priest was al-
lowed to administer extreme unction.

At Good Samaritan, meanwhile, a

sembled. At this stage, there was still
some frail hope that Kennedy would
live. It was known that he had been hit
tyjice. One of the .22-caliber “long rit
- ffr e — f
fi5,” hollow-nosed slugs* had entered
the right armpit and worked its waj '
up to the neck; it was relatively harm- .
less. The other had penetrated his skull
and passed into the brain, scattering
fragments of lead and bone. It was
these that the surgeons had to probe |
for in their 3-hr. 40-min. operation (see |
MEDICINE). i
"Never Alone. In the intensive-care
unit after the operation, Kennedy was
never left alone with the hospital staff.
Ethel rested on a cot beside him, held
his unfeeling hand, whispered into his
now-deaf ear. His sisters, Jean Smith
and Pat Lawford, hovered near by. Ted
Kennedy, his shirttail flapping, strode
back and forth, inspecting medical
harts and asking what they meant. Outs

ivi i | "
Receiving  Hospital, | * “f ong riffe” bullets are the most lethal of
ol e . | three types commonly used in .22-caliber weap-
by cardizc massage and an injection of !

side on Lucas Street, beneath the fifth:
)oor window, hundreds of Angelen 5
thered for the vigil; crowds were t
be with Bobby Kennedy the rest of the
week. A local printer rushed out 5,000
orange and black bumper stickers: PRAY’
FOR BOBBY. His daughter and other
girls gave them away to all takers.
. More kith and kin gathered. The
three eldest children—Kathleen, 16, Jo-
seph, 15, and Robert, 14—were allowed
to see their father. Andy Williams,

others peeked in. The even ris¢ and

reassurance; the blackened eyes and the
pallor of cheeks that had been healthy
and tanned. a few hours before were
frightening.

ons. “Shorts” are tiny, “longs” the inter-
mediate size. Hollow-nosed bullets are partic-

larly vicjous because they spread on impact,
%Ta—_ryg?x%the area of damage. _—

jscene at Central Receiving was degrad-

ed by human perversity. ‘A too-eager |
news photographer tried to barge in |
lafi@ gotknocked to the flooF By Bill !
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team of neurosurgeons was being as-

George Plimpton, Rafer Johnson and |

fall of the patient’s chest offered some .

» Six Counfs. As the_—doct rs foﬁght
or one life, Police Chief Th%ﬁéd-

din worried about another. Dallas,

. 1963, might not have taught the nation |

how to preserve its leaders, but it had in-
contestably demonstrated the need to

- protect those accused of political mur-

der. The inevitable speculation about
conspiracy arose again. There was no
support for it, but a dead suspect would
certainly become Exhibit A.

The man seized at the Ambassador I

was taken first to a local police station,
then to North Los Angeles Street po-
lice headquarters. His arraignment
would have to take place at the Hall
of Justice, a few blocks away, and Red-
din, ever mindful of Dallas, was de-
termined to make it as private a pro-
‘eeding as possible. First the police cong

! sidered using an armored car for trans- |
dorting the prisoner, but decided instead|
' on a patrolman’s pickup truck that was}
i conveniently, rigged as a camper. A
judge was recruited to preside at an un-
" announced 7:30 a.m. session, an hour
"before the court usually convenes. With
Public Defender Richard Buckley rep-
resenting him, the prisoner, was charged
with. six counts of assault with intent
to kill. ) .
Subsequently the suspect was trans-.
ferred to a windowless maximum-se-
curity cell in the hospital ‘area of the
. Central Jail for Men. A guard remained
in the cell with him. Another watched
| through an aperturé in the door. Al-
together, the county sheriff’s office as-
: signed 100 men to personal and area
. security around the cell and the jail.
For the suspect’s second court appear-
ance, the judge came to him and pre-
pided at a hearing in the jail chapel. 4

. Who was the man initially desig-

hated “John Doe”? The police had few .

Elues: height, 5 ft. 3 in.; weight, 140

Ibs.; eyes, brown; hair, thick, black; ac- :
cent, foreign, but not readily classifi--

able. He had a broken index finger and

a sprained ankle as a result of the strug-
! gle in the pantry, but his basic condi-
{ tion was good. His fingerprints disclosed '

i
V
'

no criminal record. in any law-enforce-

ment agency. Reddin thought he might
be a Cuban or a West Indian. He car-
ried no identifying papers, but had four.
$100 bills, a $5 bill, four singles and;

- ! some change; a car key; a recent Da- !

vid Lawrence column noting that Ken- |

nedy, a_dove on Viet ‘Narr‘i__ﬂ__s;_)‘a
[

_strong defender of Israel.

]
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Taiyiba and the loose tongue of Mayor

Yorty, ihe life and bad times of the ac-
cused assassin,* Sol Sirhan, came into
view. The middle-class Christian Arab
family had lived in Jerusalem while Pal-
estine was under British mandate, and
the father, Bishara Salameh Sirhan,
now 52, was a waterworks employee.
The first Arab-Israeli war cost the el-
. der Sirhan his job. Family life was
contentious, but young Sirhan Sirhan
did well at the Lutheran Evangelical
School. (The family was Greek Or-
thodox, but also associated with other
religious groups.)

The family, which had Jordanian na-
tionality, qualified nonetheless for ex-
pense-free passage to the U.S. under a
limited refugee-admission  program

_sponsored by the United Nations Re-
lief and Welfare Agency and the World
Council of Churches. Soon after reach-
ing the U.S. in January 1957, the par-
ents separated. The father returned to
Jordan, settled alone in his ancestral vil-
lage of Taiyiba and became prosperous
enough from his olive groves to revisit
the U.S. twice. His five sons and their
mother Mary all live now in the Los An-
geles area.

In Arab headgear and Western jack-
et and tie, Bishara Sirhan received a
TiME correspondent and observed that
Sirhan had been the best-behaved of
his children. “I don’t know,” he said,
“how this happened and I don’t know
who pushed him to do this.” Would he
now go to the U.S.? He thought not.
“I raised him to love. I tell you frank-
ly: now I am against him.”

# The word derives from the Arabic hash-
shashin, *‘those who use hashish.” At the
timeé of the Crusades, a secret sect of the Mo-
hammedan Ismailians employed terrorists
while . they were ritually high on hashish,

WBICE 1s Similar to marijuana.

l

Mary Sirhan, who has worked in a "

church nursery for the past nine years,
lives with her sons in an old white
frame ‘house. The neighbors in the eth-
nically mixed, lower-middle-class Pas-
adena neighborhood describe .Sol- as
“pice, thoughtful, helpful.” He liked to
talk about. books and tend the garden;
he played Chinese checkers with a cou-
ple of elderly neighbors, one of them a
Jewish: lady. Sol was' no swinger, was \
rarely seen with girls. His brothers told {
police that Sol liked to ‘hoard his money
—perhaps explaining  the ‘$409 he had |
on him despite his being unémployed re-
cently. He did .well enough at John
Muir High School to gain admission
to Pasadena .City College, but he.
dropped out. He wanted to be a jock- *
ey, but could qualify only as a “hot|
walker,” a low-ranking.track factotum
who cools down horses after the run,
Then he got thrown from a horse, suf-
fering head and back injuries. -

_ "Political Act." Later he worked for .
a time as a ‘$2-an-hour food-store clerk. -
His former employer, John Weidner, !
like several others who know him, re-
members his frequently expressed ha-,
tred for Israel and his strident Jorda-
nian loyalty. Sol liked to boast that he
was not an American citizen (as a res-
ident alien, Sirhan could not lcgally|
own a concealable firearm in Califor-
nia). A Dutch underground agent who!
assisted Jews during World War II,
Weidner ‘says of Sol: “Over and over

he told me that the Jews had every-:.
|. text of that Friday in 1963. Of all the

thing, but they still used violence to
get pieces of Jordanian land.” The Rev.!|
Harry Eberts Jr., pastor of the ‘Pres-
byterian church where Mary Sirhan
works and prays, says of Sirhan: “He
is,a Yordanian nationalist and was com-
ml‘ tting a political act.” i
! What had this to do with Robert Ker-|
1 dy? Journalists quickly recalled thot,
, Kennedy, in his campaigning on _the,
| West Coast, had restated his position’
i that the U.S. had a firm coimmitment,
! to Israel’s security. In New York, Arab:
' Spokesman M, T. Mehdi talked darkly:
.of the “frustration of many Arabs with,
. American politicians who have sold the|
" Arab people of Palestine to the Zionist
+ Jewish voters.” That suggested a mo-
i tive, but District Attorney Evelle Youn-!
ger and State Attorney General Thom-
as Lynch wanted to avoid any such.
» discussion until the trial. Thus they were'
.aghast, and said so, when Mayor Yorty
'went before a news conference to di-|
vulge what he described as the con-:

s e Rl goighon,

ome.

| that meted out by the gods to the hous-
es of Cadmus and Atreus. O théir |

According to Yorty, Sirhan~ Wwrote
- Kennedy must be killéd Betore -"
June 5; the first anniversary of the last

Arab-Israeli war,.a date that has det-!
onated demonstrations in some Arab
countries (see THE WoRLD). Sirhan was
also said to have written “Long live Nas-
ser.” Yorty went on to characterize Sir--
han as pro-Communist and anti-Ameri-
can, and to imply that he might have'
had some extremist connections. In con-
trast, the police and prosecutor had!
been bending over backward to protect
Sirhan's legal rights—advising him of:
his right to counsel arnd his right to re-
main silent, calling in a representative
of the American Civil Liberties: Union
to watch out for the suspect’s interests. '

It Hurt Us Bad. Aside from ‘its legal ;
implications, Yorty’s garrulousness'
could fuel a new round of conspiracy
theories—although conspirators with
any skill would hardly have used so
light :a revolvér. as a .22. Many found |
it difficult to believe that the assassina- '
tions of John Kennedy, Martin Luther |
King and Robért Kennedy were un-
related. Some blamed right-wing ex-
tremists; others .concluded that all three
slayings were part of a Communist plot
to divide and weaken the U.S.

For the principals in last week’s dra-
ma, the speculative and the possible:
were ‘blotted out by all too real events.
Robert Kennedy lived for 25 hours
~and 27 minutes after being shot on a
cruelly elongated Wednesday that the
nation js likely to remember in the con-

\words. last week, some of the most poi- '
lgnant came from. Mary Sirhan, who
'sent a telegram to the Kennedys. “It
I hurts us very bad what has happened,” :
| Mrs..Sithan said. “And 'we express our .
 feelings with them and especially with
. the children and with Mrs. Kennedy
land with the mother and the father
and I want them to know that I &am .
» réally crying for them all. And we pray
that God will-make peace, really peace,
in the hearts of people.” *

More Faith. The “mother and father”
—Joseph Kennedy, 79, long partially :
paralyzed by a stroke, and Rose, 77 !
whio has survived sorrow as intense as .




“nine child~ren:-t_h_e_y_ have buried four:  The Los Angeles medical exami

=>who died in World War II; -

Kathleen, who perished in a 1948 plane
- crash; John, and now Bobby, at the
! age of 42. Rosemary, 48, has been a life-

long victim of mental retardation. Ted,

now the only remaining son, nearly

died in a 1964 plane accident. While

he was recovering Bobby cracked: “I’

guess the only reason we’ve survived is
that' there are too many of us. There
are more of us than there is trouble.”
The curse of violent death has extend-

ed beyond the immediate family. Eth- |

el’s parents died in one plane crash,

her brother George in another. George’s’

wife Joan later choked to death on
food lodged in her throat. Kathleen’s
husband was killed in World War II.
Last week, like most Americans, Rose
- and Joe Kennedy were asleep when the
- bullets struck. Ann Gargan, the niece
- who lives with them in Hyannisport,
+ Mass., did not awaken them. But Rcse

got up around 6, as usual, to prepare -

for 7 a.m. Mass. She heard the news
then. Joe heard it later when Ted tele-
phoned him. Rose went to St. Francis
.. Xavier Church, where a wing had been
cbuilt in Joe Jr.’s memory, where a

bronze plaque marks the pew that Jack |

used to occupy, where Bobby once
served as an altar boy. Later that day,
Cardinal Cushing came to offer what
comfort he could. “She has more con-
fidence in Almighty God,” he said,
“than any priest I have ever met.” .

Three Widows. Next morning came
the news that the family had feared.
At 1:44 a.m., Pacific Daylight Time,
Bobby Kennedy had died under the
eyes of his wife, his brother, his sisters
.Pat_and Jean and his sister-in-law
' Jackie. _ _ R i——

; six-hour autopsy attended not only by
| members of his own staff but also by
three Government doctors summoned
from Washington—again a lesson from
Dallas. Sirhan was indicted for murder
by a grand jury. Meanwhile, once again,

home in a presidential Boeing 707. This
time the craft carried three widows: !

Everywhere, hundreds and thousands '
. watched the cortege firsthand. Millions
bore witness by television. The party. ar-
rived in New York City: at 9 p.m. :
Thursday, and already the crowd was
beginning to form outside St. Patrick’s
Cathedral on Fifth Avenue: The church |
was not to be open to the public until
5:30 the next morning, but some’ wait-
ed on the sidewalks through the warm
night. Then, thousands upon thousands,

marched past the great bronze doors
for a glimpse of the closed mahogany
casket. The black, the young and the
poor were heavily represented: Bobby
Kennedy’s special constituents. ‘
'I_'hir:igshThc:;im‘n l\llever Were. There re-
mained the final searing da%, the day

Wl farewell amid all thé ancient -
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ner, | nanoply of Ro Catholic ceremony
- Thomas Noguchi, presided ovex>#%wP y ol Koman ce y

the nation watched the grim logistics
of carrying the coffin of a Kennedy '

. . i were the men pausing in their pursuit
Ethel, Jackie and Coretta King. , Wwere the men p g P

in line for as long as seven hours, they

—

all the contemporary Irony
American politics. There was Cardinal :
Cushing in his purple, his rumbly into-
nation evoking yet another memory of
that earlier funeral. There was the Presi-
dent, who started his presidency by giv-
ing condolences to the Kennedys and
now, near the end of his power, came
to mourn the man who had helped
shorten the Johnsonian reign. There

of succession: Nelson Rockefeller and
Richard Nixon, Hubert Humphrey and '
Eugene McCarthy. And-there was Ralph
- Abernathy in his denims, William Ful- |

| bright, Averell Harriman, Barry Gold-:'

water and so many others of the pow-
erful and the prominent. ‘
But in all the vastness of St. Pat-
rick’s Cathedral, it was from first to'
+ last a peculiarly personal Kennedy oc-
casion. The women wore black, their!
daughters white; the Mass,. even for,
i the dead, carries the promise of life.'
Ethel and Rose displayed yet again the |
steely grace that seems to sustain all|
women born to or married to Ken-
nedys. Children were a big part of-
Bobby’s life, and playéd a part in the
service. Four sons served as acolytes. |
Eight of their brothers, sisters and cous--
ins bore the bread, the wine and the|
sacred vessels to the high altar. .
It was Ted who acted as paterfami- ‘i
l

lias. His determinedly brisk voice be-

trayed him a few times, but the occa-

sional hesitation only added to the:
power of his eulogy. “He loved life com- |
pletely and lived it intensely,” Ted said,
in 4 reading that was unusual for a‘]
Roman Catholic funeral. Frequently us- ]
ing Bobby’s own words, Ted concluded !
with the lines adapted from George Ber- \
nard Shaw that Bobb}}ll used to end |
i many of his own speeches: “Some men

, Seemitgs as they are and say ‘Why? I

— -
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/ONCE AGAIN . .

O ce agaiy, the flags slid down to half-staff. Once again, a star-
it and star-crossed family came together to mourn its fallen.
Once again, a Presidential jet called Air Force One streaked
homeward across a continent, its cargo the body of a vital
young man of unfulfilled promise and uncompleted destiny.
Once again, the queues wound past the coffin, and once again
Washington paused in sadness for a state funeral procession
wending toward Arlington’s slopes. With a terrible, symmetry, o
lone assassin struck down Robert Francis Kennedy last week, and|
once again a nation was left to watch and grieve and wonder.

Death came to Kennedy just as he was celebrating the latest]
victory of his run to reclaim the Presidency his brother had lost
—a run that had already helped force Lyndon Johnson’s abdica-|
tion and now, in California, had eked out a win over rival dis-
senter Eugene McCarthy. He died not as President but as pre-
tender, felled not in the bright sunshine but in the gloom of a
dingy serving pantry in a Los Angeles hotel. Yet the parallels
between his murder and John Kennedy’s were only too appar-
ent, ard the most awful of all was its absurdity. For each died
a martyr without a cause; John Kennedy’s accused assassin was
a tormented loner with Fidelista fantasies, Robert’s a Jordanian
Arab immigrant apparently bent on avenging the six-day Is-
raeli-Arab war a year to the day after it began.

" pAmid the national agony and the political and emotional con
vulsions touched off by Robert Keanedy’s death, a stunned
rand bewildered nation could only ponder fearfully what vio]
. lence might come next in the most cruelly unpredictable elec-
tion year its tumultuous history has produced.
For four full days, until his body was lowered. to its grave on
" the green slopes of Arlington, there to rest near that of his broth-|
"“er John, the television screens glowed through almost every
" waking hour. At St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York, the line of
mourners stretched for more than a mile and some 150,000 citi-
. zens filed past the mahogany coffin on the catafalque. ,
Uncounted thousdnds of other mourners came out to stand
along the route of the funeral train, as it wound its way along
* the 227 miles of track between New York and Washington’s
+ Union Station, the greatest such demonstration the nation has
seen since Franklin D. Roosevelt's body was borne from Warm
Springs, Ga., to Washington 23 years ago.

Abroad as well as at home, shock yielded to horror, horror to
grief, and grief to anger. A few hours after the shooting;
while Kennedy still fought tor his life in Los Angeles’s Good Sa-|
' maritan Hospital, President Lyndon B. Johnson ordered Secret
' Service protection for all major Presidential candidates. That

|- .. ONCE AGAIN

night a somber Mr. Johnson went on national television and vig-
. orously rejected the suggestion that the entire nation was some-|
"how collectively guilty of the attack. “Two hundred million:
Americans did not strike down Robert Kennedy,” the President,
' said. Then he entered a solemn plea: “Let us, for God’s sake,i
resolve to live under the law! Let us put an end to violence and!
to the preaching of violence.” !
; Igu(t1 al}l1 tlge wziu'le, as the somberhpageant of the funeral un-
‘olded, the brooding questions on the nature and extent of the'
iolence in the U.S. persisted—why, why, why? There were. of |

K
|
i

)

-
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' course, no cheap and easy answers (page 43), but under the
circumstances, the President felt obliged to appoint a commission
of notables to study the phenomenon. However inadequate the
gesture, it was an understandable expression of the natural de-
sire to respond, somehow, sonie way, to this latest and perhaps
most poignant of all recent examples of insensate political vio- |
lence in America. : ;
For Robert Kennedy was in his own' way, a political personality !
as extraordinary as his brilliant brother, from whom he derived |
most of the initial mystique, the fame, the glamour, and the aura
of terrible tragedy that invests the fabled Kennedy family. ‘

'In the last few years, Bobby had emerged dramatically from}
the shade of his murdered brother. He became . increasingly |
concerned with the quality of U.S. life in general, and in particu-
+ lar with the plight of the poor and the downtrodden, black aﬁdI

» white alike. His enemies, of ‘course, chalked this off to political

- opportunism, but in London last week, the day after Kennedy

, died, former Prime Minister Harold Macmillan, 74, went on tel-
 evision' to sum up his impressions of the young American he had

known so long and so intimately—and in the process fo offer a

moving dissent to Kennedy’s critics. “Whatever people may say|
and whatever history may write about Bobby,” Macmillan ‘said,

' “he had a genuine compassion, a real love of people, humble

i people, poor people—I think the word now is underprivileged

I people—not in a pompous or pedantic way, but genuine.” Tears

coursed down the old man’s face as he spoke.

For the rest, there was the grief-stricken response of the poor

. and the ‘humble themselves, who wept unashamédly in the
» streets at the news, who flocked to his bier by the scores of thou-

~ sands, and who saw in his death the loss of their own most com-|

' pelling and authefitic single voice. Kennedy’s removal from. the.

 political scene thus deprived this increasingly vocal segment of

+ the U.S. electorate of precisely the kind of rare, trusted leader it

" so desperately -needs, and. inevitably served to widen the chasm'’
of suspicion, silence and mistrust that separates the ‘majority ofl
-the affluent U.S. from its estranged minority. Among the many]
bitter ironies swrrounding Robert Kennedy’s death, then, was!
. the gloomy prospect that for all the exhortations and all the worl<1|

|

1
t
|
I

)
I
|
i

of Presidential commissions, it may well inflame, not heal, -the
violence that infects the land.
: ! ' A
T‘hough there was no telling how far or for how long the shots|
fired in Los Angeles might reverberate, .there were some;
things that, as the pall of horror began to lift, seemed immedi-i
ately clear. The first of these was that Robert Kennedy’s death
further certified the prospect that the contenders in November
would be Vice President Hubert H. Humphrey and former Vice|
President Richard M. Nixon. The second was that the millions
*who looked to and trusted Bobby must now find a new leader to}
fill the void left by his departure. How far they would haveé, to;
look- could depend on just how accurate John' F. Kennedy’s|
powers of prophecy were some years ago, when he observed:
“Just as I went into. politics because Joe died, if anything hap-
'pened to me tomorrow Bobby would run for my seat in the
, Senate. And 1f Bobby died, our younger brother Ted would take
«over for him.” . ‘ L N —

1
—_— )
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’ }éares with 30 in England, Y9 in Cdnada, |

st Germany and 37 iV Japars”
Growing more emotional, Mr. Johnson de-
nounced the bill before him as a “half-
way measure.” It covers adequately on-
ly transactions involving handguns. It
leaves the deadly commerce in lethal
shotguns and rifles without effective con-
trol.” Later, Mr. Johnson indicated that
he would try to plug what he described
as “the brutal loophole” in the law by
trying to extend the bill's provisions to
the interstate sale of rifles and shotguns
as well as handguns. .
Responsibility: But similar amend-

ments proposed by Sen. Edward Kenne- -

dy last month were defeated, and it
seemed likely that the President’s pro-

posals would find the going just as rough.’

Still, there was little doubt that for the
moment, at least, Congress would have
to look hard to discover a more appropri-
ate memorial to Robert Kennedy. It was

" just two years ago that Bobby told his

colleagues: “We have a responsibility to

the victims of crime and violence. For too
long, we have dealt with deadly weapons
as if they were harmless toys. Yet their
very presence, the ease of their acquisi-
tion and the familiarity of their appear-
ance -have led to thousands of deaths
each year and countless other crimes. of

+ violence as well. It is time that_ we wipe

this stain of violence from our land.
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From the time of ‘his brother’s assis= |
sination, the niission was never in |

doubt: one day he would try to regain ' sélf fo the crowd,” he said, -“and- frot

' then on . .. rely on luck.” Then:his-luck

the lost Presidency. Most people sim-
ply assumed it; one close friend put it
quite plainly: “Anyone who has gone to
the President’s grave ... with Robert
Kennedy gets the sense that he feels.
that ‘something great was broken here,

an obligation to continue it.”

But at first the obligation seemed
more apparent than the desire. A score
of interviewers asked him when he
‘would make the race—1968? 19727 Each
‘heard a version of the same distracted
reply: “I don’t think I can plan for it . ..
1 don’t even know if I'm going to be

here.” An aide elaborated: “Bob jugt |

feels it’s futile to plan too much. He has
a visceral sénse of the precarious nature
of human life and effort.” i

Campaigning at last, he seldom seemed

 far "from this somber mood. There were |

Lall' the exhilarated images of the final

{ want you, they can get you.”

~weeks; Bobby Kennedy rolling down a
dozen Main Streets to a dozen court-
house squares in the Midwest, as a high-

ing from his plane on a fork-lift at an
East Oregon way station, and remarking
in parody of his.own pet oratorical tag
line: “As. George Bernard Shaw once

said: ‘We, can do better’.” Or Bobby
ltrying to .reach every single hand along
‘a near-riotous motorcade route in south-
ern California, as if he were giving

school band oompahed, “This Man Is
Your Man.” Bobby. bemusedly debark- |

bread to the poor. Yet he waged his..

'NATIONAL AFFAIRS’

A FLAME BURNED FIERCELY

and that as his brother’s brother he has |

[ Prophecy: Just before fiis death he
prophesied that an attempt would bg

made on his life. Yet “one must give oney

fan out, and the crowd ¢onsumed him.

have done it otherwise. He plunged into
life, just as he plunged. into the masses of

ical. Whether on the football field or on
the slopes, he had a need to excel. Learn-

named for his brother, he rushed off to.

 there. Walking along an Oregon beach
a few weeks ago, he suddenly- stopped,,

_into an icy, angry surf for a swim.

.. doxes. Solemn and tenacious, he could
nevertheless mock himself with a fine
sense of absurdity. Deemed arrogant by
some of his peers, he could be self-effac-

and crowds, yet he could be painfully

compassionate shepherd of the young,
' the disabled and the deprived—and, yet
he could also pursue an adversary with
0ld Testament vengefulness, ’

burned with a fiercer flame than othets,

campaign with more - celebration tha
joy. In the few unguarded -nmioments,
the gaunt face flickered between bright-.

gate, driven to seek, his brother’s fulfill-

reporter asked? “I play Russian. roulette,”

he answered, “every time I get up in the

orning. But I.just don’t.care . . if they
aor SRER"

KN

-ment,” or his “fragedy, Was he~worried -
by his exposure to “frenzied: crowds, a |

ness and melancholy. He-had become; .
' willingly or not, John Kennedy’s surro- .
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Robert Francis Kennedy could not .

people reaching out to touch and: maul -
him. He was a driven man and this was
'never more apparent than in things phys- -

ing that a peak in Canada had been

be the first to scale it and plant a flag |

_seaming to hear a challenge no one else:}

Steard, stripped to his shorts and plunged),

. There was some intense contest within,’
him that appeared, to surface in para-

ing among lesser men. He sought coteries |

shy with individuals. Rich and privileged
{ beyond most men, he could bea tender, -

et

SHIL, the larger truth might be that he;

“thiowing sharper lights and deeper shad- 7"

ERRLe)

(Indicate page, name of
newspaper, city and state.)

P. 37

"Newsweek" Magazine
New York, New York

Dcxtje:
Edition:
Author:
Editor:
Title:

6/17/68

Osborn Elliott
KENSALT

Character:

or

Classification: LA_ 56—156
Submitting Oiﬁce:I,OS Angeles

m Being Investigated

TEERRTITR TNDEXED .ousmcim |
CiFRe FIFD. g

JUN 1 71968

Fi o ANGELES

LAA

q



2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176



2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176



2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176



2025 RELEASE UNDER E.O. 14176



plied to an interviewer, he had once
inhabited loftier climes.) But as 1968
: drew nearer, he began building his rep-
utation as a critic of Lyndon Johnson’s
toreign policy in a series of speeches,
painstakingly researched, drafted and re-
drafted, often after command dinners
with the appropriate specialists from gov-
emment and academia at his Hickory
Hill estate in McClean, Va. Among the
assorted China watchers, Hispanophiles,
Europists there might be familiar faces—
Adam Yarmolinsky, Daniel P. Moynihan,
Richard Neustadt, Arthur Schlesinger,
Richard Goodwin—ardent attendants of
his brother’s fallen regime and now mem-
bers of what had come to be called the
Kennedy government-in-exile.

Dreams: The Restoration was gather-
ing forces. “You see,” Senator Kennedy
told a reporter who asked him why he

cosbod=m his duties. (After all, -}-l-e-m-l- 1

forward to an identity and a course all '
his own. The season of discontent with .
Lyndon Johnson was growing stormier. '
Harris and Gallup surveys placed him
well ahead of the President in the inevi-
table popularity ratings, and indeed,
huge crowds bore out the pollsters, flock-
ing to see him on the hustings. As early
as 1966, “We can do better” had already .
become his informal campaign slogan.
Willy-nilly, or so it'seemed, he nad be-
come a leading voice of dissent, steering
his own mid-course between the 0ld Left

‘mented speeches, he dissected Adminis-
tration fumbling in Africa, in Latin Amer-
ica, on the problems of the cities and the

John Kenneth Galbraith certified that
Bobby “has a closer rapport with aca-
demics today than his brother did.” .

had come to the Senate, “not the Presi=i—Sq, tough-minded a journalist-historia

dent alone, but we all were involved in

" as William V. Shannon credited Roberf -

certain tasks, in certain dreams . .. I Su}i‘z‘_gii_i_l;m" winni ibutes of “ ;
s e winning attributes of compa

denly understood that it was up to me ©
carry them forward, and I decided to.”

But the ghost of his brother still hung
close. Bobby’s office was chock-a-block
with John F. Kennedy memorabilia—~
photo portraits, snapshots, framed scrib-
blings from the Cabinet meetings. He
had assumed, unconsciously perhaps,
some familiar John Kennedy gestures in
his speeches—a hand thrust in his pocket,
the other jabbing the air with an extend-
ed index finger. The issues themselves
were John Kennedy’s: ‘nuclear testing,
the Alliance for Progress, the U.S. role in
the Third World. And the direct evoca-
tion was ever recurrent: “As President
Keunedy said . . .” Bobby would perorate.

For a time, he carried a frayed over-
size tweed overcoat on trips ‘and would
drape it around his, shoulders on. chill
days. Curiously, he left it behind in one
town after another on hectic stumping
'fours, and then-would dispatch an aide to
“tetrieve it. If was as if he were engaged

sion and hard-headedness, residual mors
alism” and “social idealism.” Amid the
liberal clichés he had mastered, wrote
+ Shannon, shone forth a genuine feeling
i for the struggles of the poor. Social critic
Patrick Moynihan put it this way: “Ken-
nedy has worked for his liberalism ... '
The things he learned first were conserva-
tive things. The things he learned sec-
ond were liberal things. He is an idealist
without illusions . .. You might want to -
call this the higher liberalism.” '

grounded in the lower.politics. There was

for power,” as a friend described it, plaz=
ing conventional politics (“He is New -
Frontier on top and Last Hurrah at bot- |
tom,” someone wrote), and caution was |
a cardinal rule of the game. Bobby loved
to climb the mountains and run the rap-
ids, but he was ever chary of political
risk. He was one of the more restrained
Vietnam critics and, against the urging of

n some psychic struggle with the coat. his followers and the pressures of a grow- .
dvhich had belonged to his brother. _~ Ting public outery for peace, finally dgecid- -

“doves will be politically destroyed.”)
——= T hotlcally destroyed. )

, ed in January not to make the_challenge
+against Lyndon Johnson in 1968. (By one
. account, the President had earlier warned -
him. in a stormy confrontation at the

ouse, “In six monthseall vay
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|and the New. In long, carefully docu- -

ghettos. No less an all-purpose guru than -

But the higher liberalism seemed still i

I
Kennedy, “totally absorbed in the contest |

dentity: Gradually, Kennedy “groped 1~ Badly Doneé: Thus it was Eugene Nc-,

Carthy who arose from obscurity to carry ;
the fight, and there began another sea-,
son of agony for Bobby. Over the wintry !
months of 1967-68, he witnessed the de- !
fection of young collegians whe had.
been among his staunchest partisans.:

‘"Then when he abruptly reassessed his |

position and plunged into thé race on the,
heels of McCarthy’s” New Hampshire;
triumph, it served only to further alienate
the once faithful. “The Kennedys,” wrote |
Arthur Schlesinger, in a piece apologizing |
for Bobby’s gafte but endorsing his candi-:

dacy, “always do these things badly.” i

But the damage was done. Un:. Hpily, |
it conjured up ence again the specter of |
legendary ruthlessness, and much of Ken-'
nedy’s ensuing campaign was devoted to |
efforts to josh away that ogre. Over the .

.years, the “ruthlessness thing,” as he;

called it, had become something of an’ob- !
session with him. Thus, when Sen. Joseph |
Clark was puzzled once by an over-formal,
note of thanks for a minor favor, Bobby!|
explained: “I'm just concealing the ruth-
less side of my nature.” ’.
. Now he went before the electomte‘|
and tried again. “Someone’s taking my,
shoo-o0es,” he crooned, breaking into a|
serious moment in a California speech.:
“If I were ruthless I'd kick her.” In one!
of the most significant utterances of his,
campaign in Oregon, he felt compelled,
to inject the obsessive note again. “How
essential is a victory in Oregon?” he was
asked. “If I lose any primary,” the sen-|
ator replied, “I won’t be a viable candi-
date ... I might be a nice man. I might .
go back to being unruthless ... But I
won’t be viable.” _
Other things were happening, to be
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. sure. Stung by criticism that he was rufi-,
niﬁ@"""@ﬁ%e memory and legacy of his .
brother, he began dropping the Presi:

r.dent Kennedy references from his* talks.

 This had a curiously liberating effect:

. -igw’ his. statements onr the issues seemed
to. develop. more conyincingly. He was
evolving an authentic voice -of his own:
compassion for the ghettos and concern
for law and order; decentralization of

" big government, and private involvement
in social programs.

. Even 'so, he had begun to strike some
‘observers as a Kennedy who didn’t think
he could win—or stranger still, who didn’t
neéd to-win, He could still outstump ‘any

. other' candidate, . pushing through an
eighteen-hour day of hell-for-leather
campaigning that had members of the’
press corps chanting at’ the end, “Hey,
hey; RFK, how many reporters did you
kill today?” Yet always there was about

. him that dreamy fatalism. At street-cor-

: ner. rallies he quoted hopeful moral pas-
sages from Albert Camus, but for his pri-

]

“vate text he seemed to take Camus’s’

darker message of life’s futility. “Exist-
“ence is 'so fickle, fate is so fickle,” he
would say. . )
*When McCarthy stunned him with the
defeat in Oregon—the first election loss
by any Kennedy—Bobby recovered with
notable grace and made a generous
! speech of concession. Then in California,
. the old spark was rekindled. There he
had found the most compatible following.

' of a curiously lonely campaign: Negroes
i and Mexican-Americans by the tens of
| thousands leaped in front of his moving
i car, tore at his clothing, snatched his

ciiffinks, Yipped the shoes froff s Tedt:

== __Salfy View: Sofe commentators 00K )

| deprived; being the' radical foes of -all au-

| . California gave.him a victory, coupled

| fickle, and that so fierce a flame’ can’ be-

-

a.salty view of his ritual immolations
among the. poor. Said columnist Murray
Kempton comparing the Kénnedys to the
Bonapartes: .., they identify with the {

thority when they are, out of power ;. .”
. But'Bobby’s rappoit with the poor was
undeniable. He seemed to_feél that they
accepted him as one of them, one of the
wounded, and in his ‘wordless’ contact
‘with the. roiling crowds of the poor, he.|
found the triumph of ‘comiuinication he
often could not manage in his'speeches. -

with a resounding oné in-South Dakota.
Now' theipossibility of winning the nom-"
ination'—hoWever remofe—was at least.
alive again, and he headed off.to hold a'
.press confererice after his victory. speech
last Tuesday night, pleased: if. not . ex-
“hilarated, He was shot as he passed
‘through the pantry of the Ambassador
"Hotel ballroom .in .Los Angeles and the
last view the woild had.of Robert Kéen-
nedy, as it loomed- from thé TV icreens
-and: on the: front pages -of. the newspa-
pers; was: unforgettable,” He lay.on his |
‘back, pain -on his features~pain and" a'.
look of gentle surprise, perhaps at the
final discovery- that existence. is indeed

extinguished 'in a sin
insanity. > .

gle, split second® of
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Tight not have gone through the
. pantry at all, except that the erowd in
{ the Embassy Ballroom was so dense and
| the pantry was the easiest shortcut to
i his next stop—a press conference agreed
‘to by his staff scarcely ten seconds be-
t fore he finished speaking. So he turned
from the crowd, parted the gold curtains
gbehind the platform and—trailed by a
: knot of staff people, followers and news-
" men—exited through a double door to
' his rendezvous with death.
Waiting Gunman: Waiting for him in
- the serving pantry was a small, swarthy,

t you, and on to Chicago and let’s win."
!

{ bristly haired man, dressed all in blue, |,

one hand concealed in a rolled-up Ken-
' nedy poster, a faint smile flickering. Like
his target, the gunman too was in the
- pantry by chance. Turned away twice
from the Embassy Ballroom door for
" want of a press card or a ticket, he had
somehow slipped into the kitchen area
and lost himself among the waiters, the
cooks, the busboys and the spillover
campaign volunteers waiting for a
glimpse of the senator.

Kennedy emerged from a connecting
corridor, with assistant maitre d’hétel
Karl Uecker and Ambassador staffer Ed-
ward Minasian up ahead bowing the
way. Spying the kitchen help lined up to

the left of his path, he fell into a sidewise |

" shufle and began to shake hands. Ethel
was separated from him in the crush. He
turned to look for her.

Just ahead, the little man in blue
darted toward him. The hand came out
of the rolled-up poster, in it a .22-caliber

. Iver-Johnson Cadet revolver, and snaked
past Uecker’s head till it seemed to be
no more than a foot or so from Kennedy’s.

- Slowly, almost studiedly, the little man

pulled the trigger. The gun went pop!
then a pause, then popl again—not nearly
“er had smashed through the mastoid

as loud as the Chinese firecrackers in
San Francisco.-
Pop! Pop! Pop! Kennedy reeled back-
. ward. All around, people ran and surged
and fell. Uecker grabbed the gunman’s
. neck under his right arm, grappled for
. the gun with his left hand. He and Mi-
} nasian slammed the assassin forward
i against a stainless-steel serving table.
l Uecker clutched his gun hand, pounded
| it again and again onto the table top. But
" the gunman’s fist seemed to freeze, and

. into tiny fragments that angled through
. his brain. The wounds were eerily close

ith a desperate surge, Ué&cker and” possible,” ié has.””Juan Romeéro, a 17- 1

Minasian—both thickly built men—sho¥eé
the gunman hard into another table, -
and the hulking, 6-foot-5, 287-pound
Grier blitzed through like a linebacker,
pinning all three men with his great body.

and Bill Barry among them, piled on.

— year-old busboy, knelt beside

© Others, Rafer Johnson, George Plimpton :

“Kenneay, |
cradled his head in one hand and gave
him a crucifix. “Is everybody safe?

-Okay?” Kennedy asked. “Yes, yes,” Ro-

mero blurted, “everything is going to be
okay.” Someone stripped off Kennedy’s

. shoes and loosened his collar; someone
The pounding cracked the suspect’s left -
index finger. The gun spun free and i

| Rafer Johnson got it. Minasian ran for the

pressed a rosary into his hands. Kennedy
clutched the beads. His lips moved, but

+ now no one could hear what he was try-

phone. A pair of hands slithered around !

the gunman’s throat. Grier fought them
off. Jesse Unruh jumped up on the serving
t{,tble and cried, “Keep him alivel Don’t
ill him! We want him alivel” ?
' The crowds pushed in from the baﬁ-
toom at one end of the pantry, the prebs
room at the other. The pantry was a tab- !
leau of carnage. Paul Schrade, 43, a
United Auto Workers regional director
who had shared the platform with Ken- !
nedy, fell backward onto the concrete
fHoor, a red rivulet spilling from a head
wound and puddling on the brim of a
Styrofoam Kennedy campaign skimmer.
William Weisel, 30, a plump ABC-TV!
unit manager, slumped in a corner,
clutching at a hole in his abdomen. Eliza-
beth Evans, 43, staggered and fell, blood
from a scalp wound spilling down her
face and her pale print frock. A bullet
pierced  19-year-old Ira  Goldstein’s
thigh; he dropped ashen into a chair,
asking people randomly, “Will you help -
me? I've been shot.” Still another stray
bullet caught Irwin Stroll, 17, in the calf
and spun him down’

And there in the midst of it all lay
Robert Kennedy, 42 years old, flat on his
back, his arms out, his legs slightly bent,
his eyes now shut, now open and staring
sightlessly into some private distance.
One bullet had pierced an armpit and
lodged near the base of his neck. Anoth-

bone behind his right ear and atomized

to John Kennedy’s. The stigmata at last|
were made real. !

Screams rose around him—“Shotsli
Shots! Look out, look out, there’s a mad-|
man in here and he’s killing everybody!?*

A Mutual radio man wandered, babbling

into his tape recorder: “Senator Kennedy '
has been shot, Senator Kennedy has been

the eight-shot revolver kept going pop! shot, is that possible? Is that possible? It
_popl pop! until its chambers were emgfy: 1S possible, ladieg a}nd gentlemen, it is
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ing to say.
‘Get Them Out': The word spread out-
ward and, with it, a contagion of chaos.
Ethel Kennedy moved helplessly at the
edge of the crush, near tears of frustra-
tion, begging for help until spectators
propelled her over the crowd to her hus-
band. She dropped to her knees at his
side, crooning to him. Aides fought their
way to them, ringed them and held the
crowd off. “Give him air, please give him
air,” Mrs. Kennedy pleaded. Once, in
the fierce privacy of her grief, she
jumped up shouting and waving at the
photographers. “Get them out, get them
out!” she cried. A cameraman vyelled
back, “This is history, lady,” and the
flashguns kept flaring, -
The ballroom just beyond was an eddy
of panic, men and women and kids mill-

f
ing and bumping and weeping &




%g,____‘_gbn God! It can't be! Not again!” .
*An iey-cool Steve Smith struggled into

the Embassy Ballroomi, chanting (“Be

" calm, be calm™), seizing a mike and ask-
.ing the crowd to leave quietly so doctors
“could get in. The crowd fell back. Three

doctors materialized. One of them, Row-
land Dean, 38, a Negro, reached Kenne-
dy ten minutes after the shooting and

.found him still conscious.. - -

No Dallas: There had beeri no police

. at the Ambassador; only private security

guards, but now a flying wedge of hel-
meted cops barged through the crowd

and took the suspect from the clutch of .

men trying at once to subdue him and

.keep him alive. The police picked him

up by the arms, closed around him in a
tight ring and simply ran‘him downstairs
and out of the hotel past a gauntlet of
Kennedy volunteers yelling, “Kill him!
Get the bastard! Lynch him, lynch him!”

. Behind came Unruh, shouting at the po-

 lice, “Slow down, slow dewn, if you don’t

slow down: and be careful somebody’s
gonna shoot this bastard!” The police
hardly needed the warning. Nobody
wanted another Dallas.

Outside the hotel, the policemen hus-
tled the suspect into a squad car. An
angry mob closed around the car and
threatened to engulf it..“Let’s go, god-
damit,” shouted Unruh, who had slipped

. in- with the captive. Spilling the  crowd
+ like dominoes, police cléared a path and
- the car sped off, siren shrieking. Only a

laborious check of the gun through three

prior owners would identify the suspect,
long hours later, as Sirhan Bishara Sir-
han, a 24-year-old Christian Arab who,
emigrated from Jerusalem at 12 in 1957
and now seemed to hold Kennedy some-
how culpable in the Arabs’ humiliation
by Israel last year (page 32). For the

*moment, he was a man with no name or
' nationality, “I did it-for my country,” he

told Unryh on the way to' the lockup.
‘%ﬁ*ﬁfh? ‘Why him?” cried Unruh, as-

suming Sirhan meant -America. “He tried .

to do so much.” But Sirhan only mut-
tered: “It’s too late, it’s too late.” After
that, he clammed up.

At last, the ambulance men came for
Kennedy. They - had been standing
around Central Recéiving Hospital, at-
tendant Max A. Behrman, 48, recalled,
when the dispatcher. gave them the or-
'der from the Ambassador: “There was an
injury, A man had fell down in' the Em-

.bassy Ballroom.” So they raced to the:
hotel and through the crowd to the pan- .

tty. Behrman saw a man sprawled out,
a woman beside him holding an ice pack
to his head and saying over and over,
“Don’t worry, Bobby, don’t worry.” Only
when he bent down for a closer look did:

he recognize the senator; only. when his -

hands came away bloody did he realize
that “something bad had happened to
Robert Kennedy.” :

He and driver Robert Hulsman, an ex-
Chicago cop, lifted Kennedy as gently as
they could onto a litter. “No, no, don’t,”
Kennedy murmured, as if the move had
hurt him. It was the last thing anyone re-
membered his saying,

‘Is He Breathing?" Belirman and Huls-
man_rolled the stretcher down the
freight elevator and out to the waiting
ambulance, Mrs. Kennedy (and Jean
Smithi, the sendtor’s sister) close behind.

Ethel rode in the back; g sentinel so -

fierce in her grief that she wouldn’t let
even Behrman touch her stricken hus-
band. “T tried to check his wounds,” the
attendant said later, “and she told me to
keep my hands off. I tried to put band-
ages on him but she wouldn’t let me. She
got so mad at me she threw my log book
out the window.” But suddenly Kenne-
dy’s breathing turned heavy—“like he

" was_taking his last breatli"—and Mors.

Kennedy, suddenly subdued, let Behr-

. man clap an oxygen mask over his nose

and mouth. “Is he breathing?” shé asked,.
Behrman said yes. ' Co

-'i‘};;;ﬁ{bul‘a;léé hii (—ielitral’-Ree‘eiving,E
2.3 miles from the hotel, at 177560, |

. Behrman and Hulsman rolled the litter

inte Emergency Room No. 2 and lifted
Kennedy. to a;padded aluminum. table,:

" Nurses,_cut his ‘clothes off to prepare him

for a heart-lung resuscitator. His eyes.
were fixed and staring. He was nearly !

_pulseless. His blood pressure was peril--

ously close to zero. Blood: poured from
his head wound. His heart was faint.,
“The bullet hit the switchboard;” said
Dr. V.F. Bazilauskas, the first physician
to see him. A priest appearéd and in-.
toned the last rites. Bazilauskas was all
but ready to pronounce Kennedy dead.
' Heartbeat: But he fell to woik, order-|
ing more oxygen, running an “airway”
tube down Kennedy’s' throat, massaging
his chest for ten minutes to help kLis heart. |
He' slapped Kennedy’s face, calling to

~him, “Bob, Bob, can you hear us?” Ethel |

begged him to stop, but he kept ofi. The
medical team gave Kennedy adrenalin, :

*albumin and Dextran—a. temporary blood

Substitute. And finally he ‘started to re-
spond. His blood pressure soared to 150 '
over 90, his heart beat stronger, his'
breath came in little gasps. Bazilauskas |

turned to Ethel, feeling bad at having

frightened her earlier. “So I thought of !
a little kindness I could do,” he said,
afterward. “When we. started to get a:
good heartbeat, I .let her put the stetho- .
scope to her -ears, 'She listened, 4nd.
like ‘2 mother hearing a first baby’s heart- |
beat, she was overjoyed.” _ ;

The doctors used. the resuscitator
briefly, then—as Kennedy’s life signis con-’
tinued to pick up—switched him back to,
oxygen. But Central Receiving has rieither;
blood plasma nor X-ray équipment; and.
they had no choice but to send him on to
“Good Sam”—the Hospital of the Good
Samaritan—four'blocks away. Bazilauskas
dressed. his wounds, while another- doc-
tor, Albert Holt, and a nurse bathed his
staring eyes and put patches oVer—awent
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tg. keeg tgem from gettlng too dry. They
put him between sheets drawn up to his
chin, oxygen. tubes running from his
nose, a nurse holding the intravenous
bottles above himi. Before he was taken
out, a quiver seized his abdomen and
legs. Bazilauskas feared brain damage
was setting in. .

Once. more an ambulance screamed
through the streets. Robert Francis Ken-

_nedy’s last and longest day was beginning.

It was to have been a gay ocecasion,
capped by early-morning victory toasts
at the clubby Bevelly Hills discothéque,

“The Factory.” Up in Kennedy’s Ambas-
sador suite, the celebrants had watched
him on TV until he said, “On to Chicago,”
then turned away. “On to the Factory,”
someone had mimicked. But then the
screens had suddenly filled with milling,
screaming people and Steve Smith had
begged everyone to leave. Awareness
had settled slowly. The party turned into
a vigil, the vigil into a wake.

The Mourners: Back in the serving
pantry, Rosey Grier slumped on a stool,
tace in his massive hands, sobbing loud-
ly. Hugh McDonald, a young press aide,
sat  waxy-faced, huggmg Kennedys
shoes to his chest. In the lobby, two girls

* held Kennedy placards, the words “God

Bless” scrawled in abeve the name.

* Around the hotel’s balloon-filled, mock

Moorish fountain, a score of men and

* women fell to their knees, some telling

rosary beads and chanting’ Hail Marys. A
well-dressed young black man picked up
a heavy lobby chair and flung it crashing

;into the fountain. Three friends walked

him around the lobby trying to calm his
desperate fury. “That’s what you get!”

he cried. “That’s what you get in white
America!” ’

Like ripples in troubled water, the sad
news spread. The Kennedys—perhaps
America’s most public family—turned in-

ward irr their anguish.

The word reached Ted Kennedy in

LSS ,

San Francisco, just after he finished
standing in for brotlier Bob at Kennedy
headquarters there. Looking grave and
transfixed, the youngest of the Kennedy
men eaught an Air Force jet south to Los
Angeles, then a police car to Good Sam
to join Ethel and the Smiths and sister
Pat Lawford. In New York, Jacqueline
Kennedy had looked in on Kennedy’s
mid-Manhattan headquartérs during the
evening, then gone to bed thinking him a

big winner in California.” A transatlantic

phone call from her sister and brother-in-
law in London, Lee and Stanislas Radzi-
will, wakened her at 4:30 a.m. They
asked how Kennedy was,

“You heard that he won California,”

Jackie replied.

“But how is he'r’
“T just told you, ]ackle said. “He won

California.”

Radziwill had called f01 news; 1n9tead
he had to break it to her.

“Oh, no!” she cried. “It can’t be ...”

Radziwill flew to New York, picked up
Jackie there and took her to Los Angeles
on a borrowed IBM jet. They, too, joined
the watch at Good Sam. The Sargent

Shrivers and Ted’s wife, Joan, soon fol-
lowed from Paris. A Vice Presidential jet
—lined up by Hubert Humphrey to fly in
a neurosurgeon from Boston—flew out
again with John Glenn’taking the six kids
and Kennedy’s Irish spaniel, Freckles,
home to Hickory Hill in McLean, Va.

" Bouncing Ball: It fell to Ted to call
the parents at the family’s Hyannis Port
compound. Rather than' wake them with
sketchy word, he waited till morning.
Mother Rose, 77, had got up early, as
she always does, for. morning Mass and
heard the news on television: Ted told
his mute, partly paralyzed father. The
compound was sealed off. But late that
morning, newsmen peering over the pali-
sade saw Rose Kennedy, in a long pink
coat and white shoes and sunglasses;,
walking from her house to the now shut-

tered one where ]ack used to stay She
was bouncing a tennis ball on™fie~waik, |
and when she got to Jack’s house, she
threw it against the wall, caught it, threw !
it again—a slow and mechanical game
that went on for ten minutes. Once she
spied photographers watching her, and
she told them evenly: “Really, how can
you be so unfair?” No one answered. '

The circles spread, engulﬁng the Capi-
tal and the world. ,

Bodyguards: The White House Situa-
tion Room got its first bulletins at 3:15
a.m., Washington time, and, by 3:31,°
national security adviser Walt Whitinan
Rostow had roused the President by
phone. “Mr, Johnson woke Lady Bird, i

 flicked on his three-screen TV consolel

and turned his-bedroom into a crisis com-

:mand center for the next eight hours, He '

called Attorney General Ramsey Clark
to see if he had the power to order Se-
cret Service bodyguards for the other
Presidential candidates. He didn’t, but—"
unwilling to wait even the single day it
took to get authority from Congress—he
ordered agents dispatched anyway.

Within hours,” they were standing watch
over all the avowed candidates—even
George Wallace and Harold Stassen.

In a round of phone calls and private
talks, the President began lobbying for a
gun-control bill even stronger than thei
watered-down version that zipped,right
through the House to his desk before the |
week was out. He put together a blue-
ribbon commission of inquiry headed by |
Dr. Milton Eisenhower,* not this time to:;
investigate the facts of a single murder ;
but to examine the whole dark stram of ]

*The other members: Archbishop Tereince Cooke
of New York; Albert Jenner, a Chicago lawyer and
onetime Warrén commission staffer; former Ambas-
sador (to Luxembourg) Patricia Harns philosopheér-
longshoreman: Eri¢c Hoffer; Sens. Philip Hart,

Michigan Democrat, and Roman Hruskn, Nebraska .
Republi¢an; U.S. Reps. Hale Boggs, Louisiana Dem- )
ocrat (and Warren commission alumnus) and Ohio !
Republican William McCulloch, and Federal Judge !
Leon Higginbotham of Phllade]phm.- \

|
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' Angetes dirport in a hearse at the head of
,a ten-car cortege. Thousands of mourners
watched them circle the African ma-
hogany coffin on a hydraulic lift, clasping
hands as if to keep strangers out, and lug
"it aboard the Presidential plane them-
| selves. Jackie wouldn’t board until she
! was sure the plane wasn’t the same Air
' Force One she rode home from Dallas
| with John Kennedy’s body. It wasn't. She
, boarded, and, with Ethel Kennedy and
Coretta King, completed a trinity of
women widowed by assassins. Others
filed on—old Justice Department friends
like Burke Marshall and Ed Guthman,
' the Plimptons and the Pierre Salingers
and Dick Goodwin, Rafer Johnson and
Charles Evers weeping, advance man
Jerry Bruno peeking back at the throng
behind the chain-link fence and sighing:
“He would have liked this crowd.”
The long fight home was, as recountj

eq later by NBC-TV’s Sander Vanocur,

f&mily friend, a somber and bitter an

intensely private affair. Ted rode up
front beside the coffin, now dozing, now
talking bitterly with others of the clan
about the “faceless men” who had mur-
dered Jack and Medgar Evers and Mar-
tin Luther King and Robert Kennedy.
And now Ted was the inheritor, the man
in the family and, in his own sad words,

'bore Kennedy from Good Sam to the Los Allure: "I'liere was a biier tamily serv-"—
1 1

ce. Jackie’s composure broke at

candlelit bier; she wept, and mother
' Rose comforted her. A six-man honor
guard took stations around the closed cof-
fin for the first in a round-the-clock relay
of half-hour and quarter-hour watches;
the glittering .corps (MeNamara, IBM’s
Tom Watson, Walter Reuther, Ralph
Abernathy, Robert Lowell, Arthur-Gold-
berg, Ted Sorensen, Sidney Poitier, Budd
i Schulberg, William Styron) was fresh
, testimony to the reach and the fierce al-
. lure of the Kennedys. Yet, even with the
:guard in place, Teddy could not bring
himself to leave his brother alone. Long
| past midnight, with the rest of the family
gone and the first few hundred mourn-
ers queuing up in the streets, Ted was at
Bobby’s side, now standing, now pacing
vacantly, now kneeling in prayer.

By dawn, when the cathedral doors
swung open, the line was swelling to
well over a hundred thousand strung out
six and eight and ten abreast over 25
blocks of mid-Manhattan. Out of some
deep, sorrowing patience, they stood all
day in a wilting sun and through a stifling
night—teen-agers, threadbare Negroes,
executives with dispatch cases, construc-
' tion workers with hard hats, nuns praying
and telling beads, coeds in miniskirts,
peace kids in flowers and beads. They
waited hours for a second’s glimpse of

the father of sixteen children—his own | the coffin, with the white wreath at the
and Jack’s and now Bobby’s. But was he | feet, the spray of roses at the head, the
the political legatee as well? The mood (.S, flag and the rosary on the burnished
aboard the plane seemed to be that the' lid. Some snapped cameras. Some
clan simply could not go through another( (guched the wood and crossed them-
such tragedy. Ethel Kennedy was all' elves. Scores came out weeping. Four
numb composure. She chatted at length: hundred fainted. A stout black woman
with Jackie, Then she 'walked forward,: collapsed before the coffin sobbing, “Our
' pausing to comfort friends. Then she' friend is gone, oh Jesus he is gone, Je-
| stretched out beside the coffin, and she| gyg, Jesus.”
| tog fell asleep. Someone gently edged a:  Bobby People: Members of the family
pillow under her head and pressed & appeared only briefly during the day—
' ropary into her hand. | Ethel in black, kneeling at the coffin and
i touching the flag; her eldest sons, Joseph

+  Jhey arrived at New York’s La Guardid’
Airport on a clinging hot night, lit by
- three-quarter moon. Much of New York’s'
+ and some of the nation’s civic and political
elite stood watching as a box-lift lowered:
[ the maroon-draped coffin to the apron.
| Archbishop Terence Coocke said a little
: prayer on the tarmac. Jackie spied Rob-
ert McNamara and ran to his comforting
embrace. Ethel managed a taut calm,
, but her eyes shone and Teddy slipped
|1'nto the front seat of the hearse beside

111, 15, and Robert Jr., 14, taking their
turns in the honor guard; Jacqueline
leading Caroline and John past the bier;
Teddy, pale and impassive, sagging alone
into a fourtieth-row pew. It was mostly a
day for the Bobby people—the young, the
poor, the black, the disfranchised. It was

the day the family gave Robert Kennedy |
to the public for the last time. [
The day of the funeral, for all the !

pomp and pageantry and live TV, he be=—=stumbled on:

_

r her. The caravan moved away and, past
sli]lent throngs numbering in the tens of
! thousands, bore Robert Kennedy to the

Thigh altar at St. Patrick’s Cathedral.

grea
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longed to them. Just at dawn, Ethel

ped in for a last moment alone with
him, slumping into a chair beside the
catafalque, planting her elbows on the cof- |
fin and burying her head in her hands.
She left, and soon the great silent crowds
were forming once again, the black lim-
ousines sliding to the curb, the 2,300
invited guests hurrying inside St. Pat’s.
The affair was one last triumph of Ken-
nedy staffing—an incredible assemblage
thaf brought together the President and
four pretenders, princes of the church,
the Chief Justice, Cabinet secretaries, the
cream of Congress, civil-rights leaders,
old-New rrontiersmen, movie stars, poets,
Beautiful People. The great vaulted nave
was full of striking juxtapositions—Rosey
Grier and Billy Graham guarding the bier,
Gene McCarthy and Barry Goldwater
sharing one pew, Earl Warren and Coretta
King whispering in another.

The liturgy, too, was full of Kennedy
touches—a high requiem Mass presided |
over by two cardinals and an archbishop,:
with Leonard Bernstein conducting a
string ensemble and Andy Williams sing-
ing “The Battle Hymn of the Republic”
in slow, funereal measure. Cardinal
Cushing commended Kennedy’s soul tol
God, and Archbishep Cooke prayed that!
his example of compassionate good works |
would be followed on earth: “Especially |
in this hour, we must keep faith with
America and her destiny ... The act of
one man must not demoralize and inca-
pacitate 200 million others.”

A Good Man: Yét nothing in the serv-
ice was so painfully affecting as the mo-
ment Ted Kennedy, looking suddenly
alone and vulnerable, left his place at
Ethel’s side and stood before the flag-
draped coffin to speak for the family. His
voice caught once early on as he called !
the roll of the Kennedy dead—“Joe and
Kathleen, Jack.” But he steeled himself
through a reading of Bobby’s own words, |
from a tribute written for his father and
a hortatory speech in South Africa two'
years ago. Then, his voice turned thick:
and tremulous. “My brother,” he said, |
“need not be idealized, or enlarged in|
death beyond what he was in life, to be
remembered simply as a good and de- |
cent man who saw wrong and tried to
right it, saw suffering and tried to heal :
it, saw war and tried to stop it ...” He |
“Those of us who loved him |
and who take him to his rest foday pray |
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