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Green, Scott

From: Paul and Linda Stevens <stevenspl@live.com>
Sent: Thursday, November 21, 2013 12:17 PM
To: 'Paul and Linda Stevens'
Subject: CONNECTING:  Special Edition on 50th Anniversary of JFK's Assassination

“...Let the word go forth from this time and place, to friend and foe alike, that the torch has been passed to a 
new generation of Americans - born in this century, tempered by war, disciplined by a hard and bitter peace, 
proud of our ancient heritage..." 
 
John F. Kennedy, Inaugural Address, January 20, 1961 
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Dear Colleagues, 

The assassination of President John F. Kennedy in Dallas, 50 years ago Friday, is the focus of this special edition 
of Connecting. And the quote above was the basis for the name of the book the AP published in 1964, “The 
Torch is Passed.” I still treasure my tattered copy of the book that I have kept through the years, handed down 
from my father whose newspaper, The Fort Dodge (Iowa) Messenger, marketed the book, as was the case 
with newspaper and broadcast members throughout the country. 

Immediately following that tragic day Nov. 22, 1963, AP General Manager Wes Gallagher asked his best 
writers to create a memorial volume. Saul Pett, Sid Moody, Hugh Mulligan and Tom Henshaw worked quickly 
to produce the instant best-seller and dedicated it to those who might one day find, in their words, “an insight 
and a wisdom and a workable moral out of these events which so far elude us who lived them.” The book can 
be found on various book sites, including Amazon. I thought I would share the credits page, to bring back 
memories of those involved in the project. See the attachment: Torch is passed credits. 

In the foreward to the book, Saul Pett wrote, in his inimitable style as a member of AP’s famed Poets Corner: 

One yearns even now, with an almost irresistible force, to be able to file the disclaimer frequently seen at this 
stage of a book: "All of the characters herein portrayed are fictitious and any resemblance to actual persons, 
living or dead, is purely coincidental." But the fact won't be washed away and the long night remains, not a 
bad dream, but a reality to haunt us all the days of our lives. 
 
There is implicit in all human tragedy a waste, a pointlessness. Tragedy unobserved is even more pointless. But 
tragedy unremembered surely must rank with profound sin. Thus, this chronicle of four days in November, 
1963, is written, not to revive shock and tears, but to remember. Thus, we write in the hope that those who 
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come after us will find an insight and a wisdom and a workable moral out of these events which so far elude us 
who lived them. To those in the future who may learn from the past, this book is hopefully dedicated. 
 
So 50 years later, follow along the journey of memories of that day, a tragic event seared in our memories 
forever that we will not leave “unremembered.” 
 
As you will see, there’s a lot of material in this issue of Connecting and I hope you will take the time in the 
coming days to read through it. Call me biased, that’s fine, but I believe no news organization and group of 
reporters, editors, broadcasters and photographers equaled the performance of The Associated Press on this 
story – telling the world what happened on that fateful day in November. It is one of many examples of why I 
am proud to have served with the AP. Their coverage dominated the front pages and topped the newscasts of 
members throughout the world, and The Times-Picayune of New Orleans displays these front pages from that 
day:   
 
http://www.nola.com/politics/index.ssf/2013/11/jfk_assassination_famous_front.html#incart_river 

Thanks to all of you who shared your remembrances to Connecting on where you were when you got word of 
his death. (And if I missed including yours, or you hadn’t gotten your memories to me, send them along and I 
will share tomorrow. 

Paul 

-0- 

Sixth Floor Museum records memories of Walter Mears, Ferd Kaufman 

The Sixth Floor Museum at Dealey Plaza - as part of its 50th anniversary Living History Series - interviewed two 
former AP journalists - Walter Mears and Ferd Kaufman – both of whom are on Connecting, and I am 
providing links to those interviews. Ferd was an AP photographer who was at the Fort Worth breakfast and 
Trade Mart luncheon on Nov. 22, 1963, and took one of the first photos of Lee Harvey Oswald in custody. In 
his interview, Walter talked about his coverage responsibilities in Washington when Lyndon Johnson returned 
as the new president. 

The link to Mears' interview: http://www.c-span.org/Events/Journalist-Walter-Mears-on-President-
Kennedy/10737442260/ 

The link to Kaufman's interview: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8PeSeAPRtXw       

-0- 

The Bulletin 

The attached photo – titled Dallas bureau scene - shows Dallas bureau chief Bob Johnson looking over the 
shoulder of assistant bureau chief Jim Mangan, with longtime Dallas news editor Bob Ford at right, as they 
rush out information hours after the assassination. Johnson, who died in 2007 at the age of 84, filed the AP 
Bulletin on Kennedy being shot and the Flash on his death. 

http://www.nola.com/politics/index.ssf/2013/11/jfk_assassination_famous_front.html#incart_river
http://www.c-span.org/Events/Journalist-Walter-Mears-on-President-
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8PeSeAPRtXw
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Connecting colleague Mike Holmes wrote to say that the approaching 50th anniversary of President 
Kennedy's assassination had him thinking about a fascinating dinner conversation he had years ago with Bob, 
who after Dallas was AP’s sports editor, managing editor, assistant general manager and assistant to the 
president before moving to Albuquerque as bureau chief.  

Mike said, “I was Austin correspondent at the time, and Bob had come back for a state APME meeting, I 
believe. He said that in those first frantic minutes, UPI's Merriman Smith was in the front seat of the press 
pool car following the president -- and was first to grab the mobile phone to dictate. Bob said he was in the 
Dallas bureau when unconfirmed word came that the president had been shot. Bob sat down at a typewriter, 
wrote the dateline for a bulletin and then the phone rang. It was James "Ike" Altgens, a Wirephoto operator 
and photographer who'd been assigned to cover the motorcade. He told Bob the president had been shot. 
True to the AP's tradition, Johnson said he asked, "Ike, how do you know?" Altgens told Johnson where he was 
standing, that he had seen it happen, saw blood on Kennedy's face, watched Mrs. Kennedy jump up, grab him 
and shout "Oh, no!" before the motorcade rushed away. Bob turned to the typewriter. The AP caught up to 
the story when this moved moments later: 

BULLETIN 

DALLAS, NOV. 22 (AP) - PRESIDENT KENNEDY WAS SHOT TODAY JUST AS HIS MOTORCADE LEFT DOWNTOWN 
DALLAS. MRS. KENNEDY JUMPED UP AND GRABBED MR. KENNEDY. SHE CRIED, "OH, NO!" THE MOTORCADE 
SPED ON. 

In her obituary on Bob, Sue Major Holmes of the Albuquerque bureau wrote: "In an interview with the AP in 
August 2005, Johnson recalled the details of the marathon assassination coverage and how AP had to battle 
from behind in its coverage, adding with satisfaction, 'We got ahead and stayed ahead.' "  Here is the 
obituary:  http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2007-08-26-948078137_x.htm 

Lindel Hutson wrote to say he had a copy of a speech Bob Johnson gave to APME in Oklahoma City in 1998 on 
AP's coverage of JFK in Dallas in `63. Lindel wrote, “It is probably the definitive work on exactly what happened 
that day: how Johnson got out the first word, the UPI/AP claims over who was first, Oswald shooting etc. Bob 
didn't get through the speech without breaking into tears a couple of times.” Lindel shares it as a PDF and 
Bob’s speech is attached: jfkspeech.pdf 

-0- 

They were there – Jim Mangan, Harry Cabluck memories 

Jim Mangan offered these recollections:  (From Dallas, Jim moved on to become chief of bureau in New 
Orleans in 1965, returned to Dallas as bureau chief in 1969, and later served a year as chief of the bureau in 
Frankfurt, West Germany. He was an AP vice president in charge of newspaper membership when he took 
early retirement In 1988.) 

At that time, the general mood in Dallas was rabidly anti-Kennnedy. But we never entertained the thought that 
AP should prepare for any sort of mishap.   COB Johnson was anchoring the bureau that morning, while I 
(Asst.COB) was returning from Ft. Worth heading for the World Trade Mart where JFK was scheduled to 
speak.  He had made his final public address to a small crowd in front of the Texas Hotel in Ft. Worth before 
flying the 30 miles to Dallas in Air Force One.  I phoned in a story and then drove to Dallas. 

http://usatoday30.usatoday.com/news/nation/2007-08-26-948078137_x.htm
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A mob of reporters and cameramen was waiting outside the mart. I was near a parked police Harley-Davidson 
when I heard a report crackle from the its radio that Kennedy had been "hit." The word spread like wildfire 
among the news group. We weren't sure if he had been hit with a rock or a bullet but everybody rushed away. 
At the Dallas bureau Bob had heard from AP photographer Ike Altgens, stationed along the motorcade route 
near the Book Depository, that Kennedy had been shot and his motorcade sped on. Bob rushed out AP's first 
bulletin, the first few words that would end up as a never-ending torrent as information poured in from all 
sides. 

There were no guidelines to follow. We poured out as much verified information as fast as we could, frequently 
putting out fresh leads to incorporate major developments. In retrospect, we wondered whether we should 
have kept adding more facts as they came in, instead of trying for frequent new leads. 

I remember Frank Cormier, AP's senior Washington political reporter, literally striding across desktops to get 
copy to the editing desk. I had frantically driven him from the Trade Mart to the bureau, disregarding one-way 
streets and stop signs. 

We all worked well into the night without a thought of stopping, and this went on for days.  

By  coincidence, my mother had arrived from NYC for a visit the day before. My wife said later: "We never saw 
you for days."  

It was a momentous event that spun off all kinds of news stories for months and months. The conspiracy 
addicts had a feast. I was appointed AP Bureau Chief in New Orleans in 1965 and, lo-and-behold, I found 
myself directing AP's coverage of the Clay Shaw trial. Shaw was a French Quarter dilettante accused of 
directing the Kennedy assassination. He was acquitted. A wag on the staff of the New Orleans Times-Picayune 
termed the farce: "Dallas in Wonderland." 

-0- 

Harry Cabluck provided these memories: (Harry worked for the Fort Worth Star-Telegram at the time of the 
assassination, and joined AP in 1969, working in Pittsburgh, Columbus, Dallas and Austin before retiring in 
2009.) 
 
I was in the JFK motorcade press bus in Dallas on Nov. 22, 1963.  Then, five-years a staff photographer for the 
Fort Worth Star-Telegram, Made speech photos of Kennedy, Connally, Johnson and crowd outside Hotel Texas 
in Fort Worth. Was passenger on the press plane from Fort Worth's Carswell AFB to Dallas' Love Field...eight 
minutes, wheels up to wheels down.  Shot a series of photos of bystanders scattering on the grassy knoll as the 
bus passed by after the shots were fired.  Made photos of people outside Parkland Hospital's emergency 
room.  Photographed officials at the presidential limousine removing flags after its protective top was 
installed, and photos of the discarded bouquet in the convertible that had been occupied by Vice-President and 
Mrs. Johnson.   
 
Here is a copy of some of the photos made in Fort Worth and Dallas during the time of the Kennedy 
assassination.  They show the speech-making outside the Hotel Texas that morning.  That is Congressman Jim 
Wright making introductions of Gov. John Connolly, Vice-president Lyndon Johnson and President 
Kennedy.  Show Dallas officials greeting the Kennedy group at Dallas' Love Field.  Then bystanders at the grassy 
knoll running after the shots were fired.  Then officials removing flags from the limousine at Parkland 
Hospital.  There were more images, but none at my fingertips. 
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Sorry, all the original negatives are property of the Fort Worth Star-Telegram, my employer at that time.  Any 
original prints that I had preserved have been given away and/or lost. 
 
 

Meantime, on the New York Broadcast Desk: 

Our Connecting colleague Dan Hamrick was working on the New York Broadcast desk on that fateful day, and 
shares these memories:  (From New York, Dan moved to Topeka as correspondent and then to St. Louis as 
correspondent before leaving the AP in 1971 for a newspaper position.) 

On the Friday afternoon of Nov. 22, 1963, I had finished writing a five-minute newscast to be distributed from 
New York City to the thousands of radio and television stations served by The Associated Press. I walked in this 
period of relaxation to a front window of the fourth-floor broadcast department to look down on the streets in 
front of 50 Rockefeller Plaza.  Later that evening, an enormous crowd would gather in front of the building to 
read the news from a single teletype featured in a window fronting the building. 

As I turned back towards the newsroom, I saw Prudence Tucker, a veteran writer, looking at the teletype 
machine with a wince on her face. It was odd, as big stories usually came in as “bulletins” or “flashes” with five 
bells ringing for bulletins and 12 for flashes. There was only silence. Even Prudence was silent, seemingly 
bewildered. 
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I walked to the teletype machine and began reading a story labeled “urgent,” probably the most underrated 
labeling of an earth-shaking story ever.   The story said, paraphrasing with the caveat that 50 years of memory 
probably prevents total accuracy: 
 
“Shots rang out today during a motorcade carrying President John F. Kennedy, and the limousine carrying the 
President and first lady had accelerated and was headed for a Dallas hospital.”  The shots were fired at 12:30 
p.m., CST, or 1:30 p.m. EST. 
 
The background story, by AP accounts in the book “Breaking News,” was that Merriman Smith, a UPI reporter, 
was in the front seat of a press car, monopolized the phone and refused to hand it to The AP’s Jack Bell in the 
back seat. According to the book’s account, the phone went dead when Bell tried to dictate to the Dallas
bureau, and some charged that Smith cut off the call by pressing the cradle.  In any event, the AP was behind 
and had to play catch up. 
 
Although I was young (26), the early 1960s could hardly have provided more enriching experience or have been 
more eventful with Russian and American tanks facing each other in Berlin; the building of the Berlin Wall and 
the nearly daily escapes and shootings; the bombing of Hanoi and the wait for retaliation; the Cuban Missiles 
Crisis with the American warship Joseph Kennedy heading for an encounter with a Soviet ship carrying more 
missiles to Cuba and as I waited tensely to find out if I would be writing about the first shots fired in war or, as 
it happened, the Soviet ship turned for home; and the first manned space flights that would occupy 98 percent 
of an entire newscast that sometimes had to be written in the last five or 10 minutes of sending on the 
teletype.  And I had read accounts of many big stories in history, particularly the story of The AP’s coverage of 
the shooting of President Lincoln. 
 
Following that event, AP correspondent Lawrence Gobright got the report in his office, and sent the following 
dispatch to New York: 
 
“To The Associated Press: The President was shot in a theatre tonight and perhaps mortally wounded.” 
 
The news of the shooting of Kennedy had shaken me personally. I was talking to myself: “Stay calm. Remember 
the Lincoln dispatch. Keep it simple.”   
 
There was an obstacle to rewriting in the office. The two frontline editors were tearing copy off the main 
national wire and simply handing it to the teletype operators rather than converting it to broadcast copy. This 
deprived me of background material other than what I could read on other machines to within about 20 to 30 
minutes of a 3:30 p.m., Eastern, deadline for the expanded newscast. So I had to wait helplessly to write the 
biggest newscast of my life. 
 
The newscast began moving two hours after the shots in Dallas.  From memory, I believe Prudence Tucker 
probably wrote a shorter newscast with a 2 p.m. EST deadline. 
 
I have my own newscast, and it is seven feet long.  Although it was a big story, the paper copy is much larger 
than usual because editors were inserting a couple bulletins with extra spacing. Based on my own 
understanding of my style, I believe the editors inserted material fairly liberally in this newscast, as was their 
prerogrative. 
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The first one began: “LYNDON JOHNSON HAS BEEN SWORN IN AS PRESIDENT. THE OATH WAS ADMINISTERED 
AT DALLAS BY U.S. DISTRICT COURT JUDGE SARAH HUGHES AT 2:38 P.M…) This, however, was filed after my 
own lead in the newscast said Johnson was the new president. (I will quote the lead). 
 
The other bulletin inserted as the newscast was being dispatched said: 
 
“OFFICERS AT ANDREWS AIR FORCE BASE IN MARYLAND SAYS (SIC.) PRESIDENT KENNEDY’S BODY WILL ARRIVE 
AT 6:05 P.M. E.S.T. IT’S BEING TRANSPORTED ABOARD  THE PLANE THAT ALSO CARRIED THE NEW PRESIDENT, 
LYNDON JOHNSON, THE NEW FIRST LADY AND KENNEDY’S WIDOW.” 
 
A legendary AP mentor, Dick Boyd, had drilled into me that one can write broadcast copy well only when the 
mind retains only the skeleton alone. Boyd believed if detail were needed, it was OK to “scan” the copy. So I 
had a pretty firm grip on the story when I started to write.  
 
This is how the real copy appears at the start and is in larger than normal letters in upper case : 

 
AP150 
 
FOURTH EXPANDED FIVE-MINUTE SUMMARY 
 
(FOR TEN MINUTES OF NEWS, PICK UP BRACKETED AND INTRO MATERIAL) 
 
HERE IS THE LATEST NEWS FROM THE ASSOCIATED PRESS: 
 
(INTRO) 
 
                                    PRESIDENT KENNEDY IS DEAD – THE VICTIM OF AN ASSASSIN’S BULLET. 
                                    GOV. JOHN CONNALLY OF TEXAS—WHO WAS RIDING WITH THE PRESIDENT AND 
WHO ALSO WAS SHOT—HAS UNDERGONE SURGERY FOR A BULLET WOUND TO THE CHEST. 
 
                                    LYNDON JOHNSON, THE NEW PRESIDENT, WAS NOT HURT. 
 
                                    A SHORT TIME AFTER THE ASSASSINATION, DALLAS POLICE ARRESTED A MAN IN 
CONNECTION WITH THE SHOOTING OF A POLICEMAN AND THE MAN IS BEING INTERROGATED TO SEE 
IF HE HAD ANYTHING TO DO WITH THE SLAYING OF THE PRESIDENT.” 
 
                                    NOW, FOR THE DETAILS: 
 

The man, of course, was Lee Harvey Oswald. He had shot a Dallas police officer to death in a theater. 
 
There was one last detail. Customarily, our newscasts carried what we called a “kicker,” usually a humorous or 
odd story at the end. How could such a story be appropriate here, I thought. Then I found it! 
 

                                    KENNEDY HAD SPENT THE NIGHT IN FORT WORTH AND ADDRESSED A BREAKFAST 
MEETING THS MORNING. 
                                    FROM FORT WORTH HE PUT IN A TELEPHONE CALL TO ULVADE (YOO-VAL’-DEH), 
TEXAS TO CONGRATULATE FORMER VICE PRESIDENT JOHN NANCE GARNER ON HIS 95TH BIRTHDAY. 
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GARNER SAID:  “GOD BLESS YOU. YOU’RE MY PRESIDENT AND I LOVE YOU. I HOPE YOU STAY IN THERE 
FOREVER.” 

--30-- 
 
                                                                                     

 
-0- 

Wrestling for the phone 

Sandy Johnson shares this article from American Journalism Review, published in 1998 that you’ll find of 
interest: 

http://www.ajr.org/article.asp?id=1672 

Jim Mangan shared these thoughts on the article: 

I recall the Merriman Smith/Jack Bell issue this way: Smith did indeed outwrest Bell for the car phone. But what 
he blurted out to UPI was limited to "shots were fired at the motorcade" because he had no clue who, if 
anyone, had been hit. Bob Johnson, however got his first word from an eyewitness (AP photographer Ike 
Altgens) who saw the bullets hit Kennedy, Thus Bob's bulletin stated : "President Kennedy was shot today, just 
as his motorcade left downtown Dallas. Mrs. Kennedy jumped up and grabbed Mr. Kennedy. She cried "oh No!" 
The motorcade sped on." It was no contest: Smith was first with the news of trouble, AP was first with to report 
the president had been shot. "   

-0- 

Other stories of interest: 

Carl Leubsdorf: 50 years ago, a young reporter’s weekend of shock and sadness 

http://www.dallasnews.com/opinion/latest-columns/20131120-carl-leubsdorf-50-years-ago-a-young-
reporters-weekend-of-shock-and-sadness.ece 

-0- 

AP’s Mike Cochran recalls serving as Oswald pallbearer 
(In the photo within the link, Mike is the fourth from the right, with notebook in his right hand.) 

http://news.yahoo.com/ex-ap-writer-recalls-serving-oswald-pallbearer-063009063.html 

-0- 

Where were you when the president was assassinated? 

(That was the question I asked of colleagues on Connecting and I think you will find, as I did, the responses 
to be fascinating. Thanks to all those who contributed.) 

http://www.ajr.org/article.asp?id=1672
http://www.dallasnews.com/opinion/latest-columns/20131120-carl-leubsdorf-50-years-ago-a-young-
http://news.yahoo.com/ex-ap-writer-recalls-serving-oswald-pallbearer-063009063.html


11

Doug Anstaett:  For those of us labeled Baby Boomers, these last few weeks have represented a total 
immersion in the early 1960s. Television stations, from network to cable, are filled with stories about the 50th 
anniversary of the assassination of John F. Kennedy, the 35th president. Newspapers have done their part as 
well, seeking out those who were alive 50 years ago to find out where they were when they heard the news, 
reproducing timelines and other facts from a half a century ago. We’re being inundated — once again — with 
every wacky idea ever conceived by the conspiracy theorists, while others are clinging to their belief that Lee 
Harvey Oswald pulled off the murder of the century, quite possibly acting alone. For me, it’s a trip back to 7th 
grade. Where was I? In gym class, just after lunch. We heard news and then had it confirmed when our 
superintendent in Lyndon visited every classroom an hour later to announce the grim news. I’ll never forget 
the red, tear-streaked face of Albert York as he told of the death of a president, his president. I know it’s a bit 
morbid, but my interest in the news — and especially newspapers — was really sparked by this tragedy. Yes, I 
watched a lot of television, as everyone else did. Yes, along with millions of others, I saw Oswald killed on live 
TV the following Sunday morning. But it was the newspaper that really caught my fancy as a young 12-year-
old. At that time, we took three newspapers, the Topeka Daily Capital in the morning, the Topeka State 
Journal in the afternoon and the local paper, the People’s Herald. I ran outside to get the Capital in the 
morning before school, then grabbed the Journal in the evening after school. I couldn’t get enough of the 
news, and I was always impressed with all the new information each day. For those few weeks in November 
1963, those two daily newspapers provided me with story after story about Oswald and Ruby and the various 
theories about the possible culpability of Cuba’s Fidel Castro, the Soviets, organized crime, Vice President 
Lyndon Johnson, the CIA, the FBI and others in a “plot” against the president. I’m sure my mother probably 
wondered about my near-obsession with the assassination coverage. But she did a remarkable thing when the 
Warren Commission Report came out 10 months later: she bought me a copy of the summary, a navy blue 
bound book with all the details. I’ve still got it, although it shows the wear of 50 years of use. Not often does a 
story of this magnitude come along. Other generations since have experienced Vietnam, Watergate, the 
bombing of the U.S. Marine barracks in 1983, the explosion in 1987 of the space shuttle Challenger and, of 
course, the attacks of Sept. 11, 2001. All those occasions brought us great journalism. They reminded us that 
with all that is good in the world, there is plenty of tragedy to cover as well. I have to admit my obsession with 
the Kennedy assassination has continued to this day. I’ve read more than a dozen books, searching for new 
tidbits on the tragedy. It helped shape my career. What can I say? 
 
Bill Beecham: I was at Great Lakes Naval Shipyard in boot camp. The company commander rounded us up and 
started challenging us to "go ahead and try to escape. This country is under alert so if you try to run, we can 
shoot ya." We were all stunned, of course, and were very apprehensive about what our immediate future held 
in store. We were not allowed to see any of the televised ceremonies, even though the president had been 
our commander-in-chief. 
 
Brian Bland: On that Friday, I was a newly married, 22-year-old Broadcast Journalism grad student at the 
University of Illinois in Urbana, sitting in the closet-sized office of my faculty adviser, who was out -- possibly at 
lunch. I had my feet on his desk. It was the same time of day as in Dallas, about 12:40 p.m. CST. The door of 
the tiny room was open to a larger office that sat between the newsroom and studios of the university’s radio 
stations, WILL AM/FM. Suddenly, the door to the newsroom flew open and a station employee ran by, headed 
for the studio with yellow teletype paper in his hand. I jumped up, stepped into the larger room and called 
after him, ``What’s up?’’ As he flung open the outer door of the sound-lock into the studio he yelled back, 
``The president’s been shot.’’ Stunned, I looked at the secretary seated at her desk for several seconds. ``God, 
I don’t think he was kidding.’’  ``No,’’ was all she said. She looked frightened. I dashed into the newsroom to 
see the teletype printing copy that was reporting the confused mess in Dallas. How bad was it? Was he dead? I 
remember little about the next 20 minutes or more. I had no official role to play. Our ``portable’’ reel-to-reel 
audio recorders were very bulky and not designed for battery operation or for use on the run. As for 
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television, the WILL-TV studios were a mile away and the station, as I recall, had no regular news 
staff.  Students produced and reported local and campus news, but not daily, and only rarely used sound-on-
film cameras, relying instead on silent film and voice-overs. My faculty adviser appeared, gave me a hand-held 
16mm Bell & Howell (silent) film camera, and sent me out to shoot whatever I could find. I began looking into 
classrooms, which were already empty, so I shot film of the deserted desks and the chalkboards with scrawled 
messages such as ``Class canceled – President shot.’’ The streets had not yet emptied – I got footage of 
clusters of emotional students, some listening to transistor radios. I tried to remember to mix my shots: 
medium shots of the groups, close-ups of the faces. At the Student Union at the other end of the Quad I found 
students, faculty and staff in the lounges watching TV, fear and anxiety on their faces. After shooting a roll or 
two (100 feet/roll) of black-and-white film, I returned to Gregory Hall and turned in the film. It would be 
developed at a downtown TV station, then taken to WILL-TV. My very limited role in covering the country’s 
grief was over.    
 
George Bria:  My wife phoned me from her job to turn on the TV for reports of Kennedy being shot. It was a 
Friday, a day off for me in exurbia, but I called the Foreign Desk in New York, of course, to ask if I should come 
in. Foreign Editor Ben Bassett told me to stay home, the wire, as you can imagine, was almost completely 
domestic. I stayed glued to Walter Cronkite that day, but in the days to come I did my share of handling 
reaction from abroad.  
 
Harry Cabluck:  (Pittsburgh, Columbus, Dallas and Austin) I was in the JFK motorcade press bus in Dallas on 
Nov. 22, 1963.  Then, five years a staff photographer for the Fort Worth Star-Telegram, Made speech photos 
of Kennedy, Connally, Johnson and crowd outside Hotel Texas in Fort Worth. Was passenger on the press 
plane from Fort Worth's Carswell AFB to Dallas' Love Field...eight minutes, wheels up to wheels down. Shot a 
series of photos of bystanders scattering on the grassy knoll as the bus passed by after the shots were 
fired.  Made photos of people outside Parkland Hospital's emergency room.  Photographed officials at the 
presidential limousine removing flags after its protective top was installed, and photos of the discarded 
bouquet in the convertible that had been occupied by Vice-President and Mrs. Johnson.   
 
Doug Crews: On Nov. 22, 1963, I was a seventh grade student at Odessa, Mo. public school, sitting in Mrs. 
Madeline McDowell's classroom.  Word filtered in that President Kennedy had been shot in Dallas.  Maybe it 
was an announcement via the intercom.  Mrs. McDowell left the room, returned with a black and white 
television on a roll-cart, plugged it in, adjusted the rabbit ears antenna, and we spent the next few hours 
watching history unfold.  Everyone was numb, in disbelief. 
 
Linda Deutsch: I was a student at Monmouth College in New Jersey on the devastating day of JFK’s 
assassination.  It hit our students very hard. We were devoted fans of Kennedy and our campus newspaper 
had even staged a 50-mile walk to New York City to promote his physical fitness program. The shock was 
indescribable, coming only three months after I had covered the March on Washington and Martin Luther 
King’s “I Have a Dream” speech.  Hope was being replaced by despair. I was in an English literature class the 
morning of Nov. 22, 1963 when the professor received an urgent message. He suddenly announced that the 
President had been shot.  Was he dead? We didn’t know. Class was adjourned and I rushed to the main hall 
where students were in tears, clinging to each other. I found my colleagues from the school newspaper and 
we decided there was only one way to know what was really going on. We piled into my car and headed for 
The Asbury Park Press, the local newspaper where I worked as a stringer. (Remember this was before the 
Internet, before cell phones and instant communication.)   We raced to the newsroom and rushed into the 
wire room.  The newsprint clattering out of the AP wire machines with bells ringing tolled the horrid news and 
we now knew it was true.  President Kennedy was dead.  Setting aside grief, my reaction was to do something. 
My friends and I asked how we could help and we were immediately put to work taking phone calls, gathering 
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news on local memorials , cancellations of planned events and statements from dignitaries.  We were doing 
what journalists do in times of crisis, carrying on with the work that needed to be done.   The AP had been our 
lifeline that day.  I knew my destiny was in journalism but little did I know that a few years later I would be 
writing words that would come rolling out of the AP teletype machines.. Five years later, I would be reporting 
on the assassination of Sen. Robert F. Kennedy in Los Angeles. I remember teletype operators punching yellow 
tape, rolls of paper churning out the news again. But this time I was on the AP side, telling the story of history 
as it happened.  
 
Claude Erbsen:  I was on military leave from AP, serving as a Naval officer in the Pentagon, on the staff of the 
Navy's Chief of Information. I was a Lieutenant (junior grade) at the time. One of my responsibilities was 
internal distribution of news from AP and UPI. I was at my desk when a young seaman who worked for me and 
was in charge of clearing the teleprinters came up and said, "Mr. Erbsen, the President has been shot!." He 
was something of a jokester so at first I brushed it off, and said "Jeff, that's not funny." Then I took a look at 
him and his face was ashen. I instantly realized he was not joking. Later, I was told that rather than walking 
around the battery of about eight side-by-side steel desks I climbed up on mine, walked across a fellow 
officer's and jumped off it, running towards the wire room. It was a totally out of character athletic feat for 
me, but apparently that's what I did. In the wire room I saw the AP and UPI flashes reporting the President had 
been shot. Since I was a press briefer to the Chief of Naval Operations, I ran to the nearest phone and dialed 
his office. Although it was not common for a LTjg to phone the CNO's office and demand to speak to him 
immediately, there must have been something in my voice that told his aide to put me through. I introduced 
myself as one of his briefers and said, "Sir, the President has been shot." "How do you know?" he asked. "UPI 
and AP are both reporting it from Dallas," I told him. He thanked me, and minutes later he put the Navy on 
high alert. Apparently he had not been told by the folks in Flag Plot, the Navy's nerve center, where they also 
had AP and UPI wires, but the printers were in soundproof cabinets, and they probably did not hear, or chose 
to ignore, the bells. Chalk up another scoop to AP training! 

Michael Feldman:  I was a 17 year old high school student at Central High in Philadelphia. I was the school 
photographer for the year book and school paper. I was having lunch, the typical Central piazza, toasted white 
bread, burnt cheese and tomato. Very kosher. A friend came into the cafeteria tell us the President had been 
shot to death. In typical Central matter I told him using the F-word that he should never say that. Our public 
school was 90 per cent Jewish, JFK was a hero, after all he became President in 1960, our first year in high 
school. The school's speaker then came on and the school principal announced the President's death and he 
dismissed the entire school. We were all crying in disbelief and I took the S-bus home. The afternoon 
Philadelphia Bulletin was out - people were reading it on the bus, the headline, President shot in Dallas. The 
next five days was non-stop TV. John John saluting his father's coffin made me want to be a 
photojournalist.  Five years later I met several shooters who shot that picture. I thought Danny Farrell the New 
York News had the best frame, nice man glad he shot it. My mentor at UPI Larry DeSantis edited the frames. 
Hard to believe 50 years have gone by. God knows where my 35mm Honeywell Pentax is? Canon digital D5's 
today 

Lew Ferguson: There is nothing unique in my recollection of what I was doing when JFK was killed, but it 
perhaps typifies how many bureau staffers who were on duty got the news. I was the sports writer for the 
Minneapolis bureau in 1963, covering all sports and also filling a slot on the staff, mostly as night filing editor 
when there were no sports events to cover. On Nov. 22, 1963, I was working the day filing shift because the 
news editor, Arn Pearson, was on vacation. I happened to be standing over the A-wire printer when the bells 
went off, signaling the first bulletin that the president had been shot in Dallas. I summoned other staffers and 
the teletype operators to the printer, and we all stood there in shocked disbelief while awaiting the next 
bulletins or a flash. When the dreaded word came that JFK was dead, tears streamed down the faces of some 
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of the half-dozen grown men around me. The enormity of what happened didn't sink in until I watched those 
somber, gut-wrenching events that unfolded on TV that awful weekend. None of us will ever forget where we 
were. 
 
Ralph Gage:  I was in the office of legendary Prof. Elmer Beth at the KU J-School when the bells rang on the 
teletype in the newsroom across the hall with the information about Kennedy. A student from India relayed 
the news and we were befuddled because of his accent and uncomprehending at first. Then we got out an 
Extra, as I recall. Martha and I were married the next day! 
 
George Hanna:  It has always seemed odd that I can spend half the morning trying to remember where I put 
my glasses yet I can recall in great detail things that happened long ago. For example, I was at home, in bed, 
sick and coughing, with bronchitis, and listening to the radio when the Yankees and Dodgers (of Brooklyn) 
played the sixth game of the World Series on October 3, 1947. Why would I remember that game? Because Al 
Gionfriddo of the Dodgers made what some regard as the greatest catch in World Series history. He raced to 
the 415-foot marker of Yankee Stadium and caught the ball hit by Joe DiMaggio with two runners on base. In 
more recent times, if 50 years ago can be said to be recent, I remember lunch in the front-window seat of 
Jim's restaurant in Huntington, WV, when word came that there had been gunshots at President Kennedy's 
motorcade in Dallas. Photographs of JFK visiting Jim's during the 1960 campaign still hang on the wall there 
today. I was then Associated Press correspondent in Huntington and I was having lunch with WSAZ-TV news 
director Bos Johnson, Frank Thompson of WSAZ-TV, and Bob Adams of the Herald-Dispatch. Bos Johnson 
received a call from his office about AP reports of gunshots in Dallas, raced back to his office and was on the 
air before Chet Huntley of NBC got on the air with continuous coverage. I went to the AP office and 
confirmation quickly came that the President was dead. 
 
Doug Kienitz: As a young Navy ensign and navigator, I was on only my third monthly deployment to Midway 
Island when the president was shot. Our fight crew was a part of the Airborne Early Warning squadron from 
Barbers Point NAS in Hawaii which flew EC-121K (commonly known as Willie Victors) from Midway Island to 
the Aleutian Islands and back. Each flight consumed a minimum of 14 hours. A fresh plane launched every four 
hours around-the-clock on the same route with one prime mission: monitor the radar screens for the possible 
invasion of Russian bombers flying east toward Hawaii and the mainland. A couple years later satellites would 
take over the functions performed by our squadron. Several hours into our flight on that November day, word 
came that the president had been shot. Shock struck the crew; it just did not seem possible. A short time later 
came confirmation that President Kennedy was dead. The intensity level among the crew intensified—since 
we still were several hours from landing back on Midway Island. The craw became ever more super alert and 
quiet, not knowing what was going on in the world. Our flight crew still had three more 14-hour missions 
before returning to Hawaii and closer to more information—again all prior to satellite delivery of television 
news and information. That November day and 14.1 hour flight aboard Willie Victor No.143200 will remain 
with me forever! 
 
Valerie Komor: As Ted Anthony observed in his recent piece on the reverberations of the JFK assassination, 
Baby Boomers uniformly begin their recollections with “I was at school.” I was indeed in school, in the first 
grade at McKinley School in Davenport, Iowa.  The day stands out for me, as my mother was planning to visit 
my class that day and that of my sister. On her way to the school, she heard that the president was dead on 
her car radio.  It would have been just after 1:30 p.m. Central Time, as the AP bulletin moved at 1:32 
p.m.  When she got to the Principal’s office, she told the staff the news.  She did visit our classes, and we 
remained the entire day in school.  But after school, my mother and father took us to the Cathedral to 
pray.  All I understood then was that the kneelers hurt my knees and it was odd to be in church on a 
weeknight. The following Sunday, we went to the neighbor’s house to watch the funeral on their enormous 



15

RCA television, as we did not own a TV.  The images of the flag-draped casket on its caisson being pulled 
through the streets, the long procession of dignitaries, the lighting of the eternal flame, Jackie’s slender figure 
and the bass notes of the broadcasters are seared into my mind to this day.  I remember not being able to 
sleep well and having nightmares for weeks after.  My mother purchased the Time/Life book with Mrs. 
Kennedy on the cover in a pink ball gown.  There were other pictures in that book that made an impression on 
my young mind.  One showed Mrs. Kennedy at her typewriter, smiling, as she typed.  She wore a gold watch 
that glittered.  There was also a picture of her as a child on her favorite black horse and one of her leaving her 
Georgetown apartment building with a camera, as Jack bid her goodbye for the day.  
We had one of the comedy albums that had been released, satirizing Camelot.  We never played it again. 
 
John Kuglin: I was working for my first newspaper as a general assignment reporter for the now defunct 
Colorado Springs Free Press. We were a UPI paper. After UPI reported that Kennedy had been shot, Publisher 
Sam Moore called the Colorado Springs Highway Patrol and they pulled over Executive Editor Harvey Gray. He 
was half way to Denver on his way to have lunch with the state UPI manager and was easy to spot driving his 
large, green Cadillac convertible. The Free Press was an AMs paper, but Gray returned to Colorado Springs 
with a CSP escort and led the staff in producing an EXTRA. I still have a framed copy of the EXTRA, headlined 
PRESIDENT SLAIN, with a Page 1 editorial which said ``Both grief and concern will be nigh universal." UPI copy 
was moving too slow to get the edition on the street in time to match the hated cross-town rival, the Gazette-
Telegraph. So the staff pitched in to pad the edition with local copy. My contribution was a biography of 
Lyndon Johnson. It was written entirely from several political almanacs.  
 
Jim Lagier:  On the day JFK was assassinated, I was working in the Honolulu AP bureau.  A bulletin came in the 
wire. A plane carrying half the cabinet had just left Honolulu for Asia. We were alerted that the plane was 
returning to Honolulu for refueling.  I went to the airport. Pierre Salinger was the only person who got off the 
plane.  He walked up and down the tarmac but refused to talk to anyone.  He re-boarded the plane and it flew 
off. 

Dave Lubeski:  I was in Texas. A senior in high school in Houston. I was in gym class. We were in the middle of 
a noisy dodge ball game and didn't hear the announcement on the P.A. the gym teacher blew his whistle until 
there was silence and screamed at us for being disrespectful. He then made a kid, who was near the 
speaker tell us what he heard. The kid announced that the President was dead. The gym teacher then blew his 
whistle and screamed for us to get back to the game. 

Ray March: I was a reporter at the Overseas Weekly in Frankfurt, Germany when Kennedy made the June 26, 
1963  "Ich bin ein Berliner" speech. Our coverage was largely the security and military prelims to his visit and, 
of course, his appearance. We had no access to Berlin, so we waited things out in Frankfurt. I left the OW in 
October 1963 to do freelancing in Europe before returning to the states with my wife who was expecting our 
second child. One of our stops on the way home to Carmel, California was to visit my aunt in Pampa, Texas in 
mid-November. Then came Nov. 22 and we had just returned to Carmel from Texas when Kennedy was 
assassinated. Of course, it all unfolded on television. My mother couldn't stop crying and we were all in 
disbelief. The point of this is my proximity. I've been forever haunted by the thought that as a journalist I was 
forever in Kennedy's long shadow. 

Joe McGowan:   I was assigned to the Miami bureau and was in Miami Beach, attending a publisher’s meeting. 
(I think it was Inter-American Press Assn.)  AP had installed an AAA wire printer in the break room.  I was 
talking to the publisher of a Dallas newspaper and he said he was interested in hiring me as managing editor. 
Suddenly, all the bells began ringing. We looked at the printer and saw the bulletins about Kennedy. The guy 
virtually shouted, “I’ve got to get back to Dallas.” He chartered a plane and flew home. I never heard from him 
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again! Earlier that year, I was among the newsmen who flew to San Jose, Costa Rica with Kennedy for a 
Central American presidents meeting. 
 
Walter Mears: I was in the Washington bureau that day - at lunch when JFK story broke. One memory is that 
you couldn't get a telephone line - busy signal every time you tried to make a call that afternoon. My first 
assignment was to go to the White House and await LBJ's return from Dallas. So I did the story on his first 
moments at the White House as president. We didn't see him - he was cordoned off, and he rushed thru from 
the South Lawn to his VP office in the Old Executive Office Building. 
 
Bob Meyers: News of the death of President Kennedy reached me in my third grade classroom at St. 
Valentine's school in Bethel Park, Pa., where I moved with my parents and 6 siblings the previous year from 
the Carrick section of Pittsburgh. Sister Annuciata, the prinicipal, interrupted our lecture that afternoon on an 
intercom that had never been used to call us to prayer. I can't remember the wording of her announcement 
but it was emotional and fragmented. The President was shot and we should pray for his life. Our teacher 
wheeled a television from the corner on a tall stand and plugged it in and turned it on. I don't remember that 
it had been used before. The broadcast was full of confusion, urgency and noise. People were shouting and 
running. I think our nun turned off the sound and let us in prayer on our knees next to our desk for an hour or 
so and then we were dismissed from school an hour or so early. I remember it being unseasonably warm and 
sunny that day and the Pennsylvania hills all brown as the autumn color had long faded. I took a detour as I 
walked back home from school to explore a part of the neighborhood beyond the railroad tracks where I had 
not gone before. 
In the days to come, television was the center of focus in our somber home as news programs showed the 
unfolding story of Lyndon Johnson's swearing in with Jackie Kennedy in her blood-stained clothes. I mostly 
identified with the Kennedy children, their playfulness and smiles as uncomprehending of death as myself. 
John John younger than I, saluting his father's caisson, Caroline quiet and dignified. There was the hunt for Lee 
Harvey Oswald, and then his shooting death by Jack Ruby. This was on the pages of the Pittsburgh Press we 
got every day and in Life Magazine which came in the mail. There was this mourning. His portrait on the 
prayer card we all had. The attention we gave the Catholic President even as the presence of war in Vietnam 
and the Civil Rights movement took over the news reports. 
 
Mark Mittelstadt: I was in Miss Schaff's fifth grade at Hawley School in Fort Dodge when a janitor came in and 
informed us the president was dead, shot and killed in Dallas. I think I had gone home for lunch and was 
walking back to school (we did those things in the 60s!) and was not aware of the assassination until Mr. 
Larson told us. I remember the class fell quiet for several moments and the teacher had tears in her eyes. It 
was the first time, I think, that I saw a teacher cry. Nothing really prepared us for something like that and it left 
me breathless like a punch to the gut. We couldn't fully comprehend what had just happened and didn't know 
what to think about what was to become of the country. As we would later discover, it was the start of a 
pretty tumultuous period known as the late 1960s but on Nov. 22, 1963, it felt like our world had turned 
upside down. I don't recall what the class did next -- whether we were dismissed early or finished out the 
afternoon. I remember sitting in front of our black and white TV over the weekend watching grainy images of 
reaction around the country, the return of the president's body on Air Force One as it landed at Andrews Air 
Force Base, the president's casket being drawn by horse carriage from the White House to the Capitol to lie in 
state, and, of course, the shooting in front of TV cameras of Lee Harvey Oswald.  
 
Doug Pizac:  Being in the third grade at the time, my school was letting out when news of the assassination 
broke.  We weren’t told at the time.  When I got home I found my mom sitting in front of the television crying. 
My wife, Betty (Kumpf) Pizac and former AP photo editor, was also in the third grade.  When she got home she 
found her mom standing at the stove weeping. 
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Richard Pyle:  November 22, 1963: The Local Angle 
  
One evening in the third week of November, 1963, a small group of reporters who covered the state capitol in 
Lansing, Michigan, decided to get together for dinner, as we often did.   
  
While waiting for one of our colleagues at the Booth Newspapers office to finish his story, I browsed idly 
through a newspaper lying on a desk and came across an article in which a noted New York-based pundit 
described the Kennedy Administration as ``rudderless and drifting.'' 
  
I have no idea now what James Reston meant by that, but his pungent phrase has stuck in my  mind for 50 
years because that column was where I first learned that President John F Kennedy was about to make a 
``political fence-mending'' trip to Texas.  And that resonated with me because a year earlier, in October 1062, I 
had covered JFK during a similar visit to Michigan.   
The purpose then had been an attempt to shore up support for the state's Democratic governor, John 
Swainson, against an election challenge by auto magnate George Romney. That trip had ended abruptly when 
Kennedy suddenly cancelled his plans and rushed back to Washington. What White House aides described to 
us as a ``head cold'' turned out, days later, to be the Cuban Missile Crisis.   
  
If this were a movie or a novel, I would have had some sense, based on that experience, that the trip to Dallas 
could also end in a highly dramatic and utterly unexpected way.   
While there was no such premonition, we in Lansing did become join a small army of reporters who would 
share parts of that story from many places and in different ways.  
  
 In the news business this is called ``the local angle,'' and I've thought it possible that in an event of that 
magnitude, everybody working in journalism in the United States that day could have had a piece of it.  
  
On that Friday before Thanksgiving, things were quiet at the state capitol in Lansing, where I was one of four 
Associated Press reporters covering politics and legislative affairs. The Senate and House were already in 
holiday recess, and Gov. Romney and his key aides were attending a national governors conference in Omaha, 
Neb.   
  
In the press room just behind the House chamber, I was contemplating my own column, a weekly chore, when 
my friend, Detroit News reporter Bob Popa, suggested lunch. We walked to the nearby hotel that served as 
state Democratic Party headquarters, then returned to the  
capitol. I still had that column to do, so I sat again at my typewriter on its shelf in the press room.  It was about 
1:30 p.m. EST.   
  
Jim Robinson, the Detroit Free Press' chief reporter, had arrived while we were at lunch.  He often worked in 
the adjoining wire room, to avoid eavesdroppers, but I hadn't known he was there until he suddenly pushed 
open the swinging door with phone in hand and a strange expression on his face, and said, calmly, ``Kennedy's 
been shot.'' 
  
 Before I could react, the door swung shut.  Then it opened again, and Jim said, ``He's been wounded. He 
might be dead.'' And the door closed again. 
 
Popa and three or four others stood nearby in a frozen tableau. They hadn't understood what Robinson had 
said. 
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``What was that?'' someone asked. 
 
``He said Kennedy's been shot,'' I said. 
 
The tableau exploded in a sudden swirl of reporters rushing out the door into the corridor, threading between 
the desks as they dashed the length of the deserted House chamber toward the governor's office. 
 
I don't recall any television sets being on when we reached the executive offices off the rotunda, but it 
seemed as if every secretary in the steno pool had produced a portable radio from her desk and was tuned to 
the unfolding story from Dallas.  
  
Nobody was crying; I guess it was too soon for shock to turn to grief.   
  
Our questions were all about Romney: Did he know about Kennedy? Had he called in? Was he returning to 
Lansing? The answers were all yes.   
  
The nation's governors, it turned out, were having lunch at Offutt Air Force Base, the Strategic Air Command 
headquarters near Omaha, when JFK was slain, and all were heading home as quickly as possible.  
 
Controversy accompanied chaos that day, and in Lansing, one issue was whether the murder of a president 
was grounds for  cancelling what was known in Michigan (then and now) as ``the game,'' the next day's 
scheduled Big Ten football season finale at Ann Arbor between the University of Michigan and arch-rival Ohio 
State.   
  
This seemed a trivial matter, especially in a year when both of these usually powerful teams had only middling 
records and were not in title contention. Yet I remember spending much time making phone calls and waiting 
for answers. 
   
One school, I don't recall which, wanted to go ahead with the game and the other did not. (Ultimately they 
settled for a postponement to Saturday a week hence, at which time Ohio State prevailed, 14-12).   
  
With the state's lawmakers away, the capital press corps would normally be thinned out as well.  But on this 
day we waited for what would be our very small piece of a great national tragedy - the governor's return and 
whatever he would have to say about it. 
  
In the afternoon, a weather front brought heavy rain, casting an appropriately gray curtain over the city. In the 
House press room, phones rang, reporters talked and typed, and in the adjoining wire room, the AP teletypes 
relentlessly drummed out the news from Dallas, Washington and around the globe.   
 
Our information was coming mainly from reading the AP copy, and I happened to be in the wire room when 
Dallas confirmed what was by then widely assumed:  
 
FLASH 
DALLAS -- TWO PRIESTS WHO WERE WITH KENNEDY SAY HE IS DEAD OF BULLET WOUNDS. 

1:32 PM 
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It was during this interlude of relative calm, I imagine, that we began to realize that life as we'd known it 
had changed, abruptly and unalterably, and that every day from then on would be lived in a new and different 
context.  In my own half-century in journalism, the only event comparable in that respect was 9/11.  
  
As evening approached, someone in the governor's office passed the word that Romney's official plane, a 
creaky Michigan Air National Guard DC-3, was back in Michigan airspace, and our small caravan of  cars 
formed up for the 20-minute trip to the Lansing city airport. 
 
The small terminal building was nearly deserted. The governor's return had not been advertised, and the low 
ceiling of fog and rain probably discouraged some people from going to the airport.  We could not help but 
wonder whether this facility was equipped to guide any plane to a safe landing in such weather.  
  
Finally, the sound of engines came through the mist, growing louder, then suddenly accelerated. No aircraft 
was visible in the gloom, but it was obvious from the sound that it had missed the approach and was forced to 
go around for a second try, which fortunately was successful.   
  
Once inside the terminal, a tired and grim George Romney made a brief statement to the press, and then left 
hurriedly. I don't remember any of what he said, or whether he made any comment on the shaky landing. A 
couple of his aides did remark that it had been anything but routine.   
  
None of this merited more than a passing mention in the vast avalanche of news on that dismal November 
weekend.   
  
But I have often thought that if a plane carrying the governor of Michigan had actually crashed on that day - 
even a governor who, like Romney, was then attracting national political attention - the story still would have 
rated only a few paragraphs in the next day's newspapers, packed with mainline reports and pictures from 
Dallas and Washington, and countless other ``local angle'' sidebars from around the USA and abroad.  
  
While waiting for one of our colleagues to finish his work at the Booth Newspapers office, I browsed a copy 
of The New York Times that was lying on a desk. 
   
In his column for that edition, the paper's political columnist, James Reston, had written that the Kennedy 
Administration was, at that time, ``rudderless and drifting.''   
 
Although I have no idea now what Reston meant, I recall that pungent phrase because the column was where I 
first learned that the president was about to make a ``political fence-mending'' trip to Texas, and news 
resonated with me because just a year earlier, in October 1962, I had covered JFK during a similar political 
foray to Michigan. 
  
The purpose then had been to show some high-powered support for Michigan's Democratic governor, John 
Swainson, against an expected election challenge by auto magnate George Romney.  But the trip had been cut 
short when Kennedy suddenly rushed back to Washington. The ostensible reason, a ``head cold,'' turned out 
to be the Cuban Missile Crisis.   
 
Bruce Richardson: My AP career would not begin until 4 years later, but, I was already in the news business on 
the day President Kennedy was killed.  I’ll never forget it.  I was a young, new father working as sports editor 
for a daily afternoon newspaper in Northern Illinois.  On November 22, I was also the makeup editor for the 
Dixon, Il, Evening Telegraph, the paper located in former President Ronald Reagan’s boyhood hometown. 
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Those were the days of hot-metal linotype machines, so literally every page in the paper was put together 
line-by-line of type, picture engraving, or lead castings. Our paper was a member of The Associated Press. 
When the shots were fired in Dallas about 12:30pm our paper’s front page was nearly put together wrapping 
up that Friday’s edition. We were in the same time zone as Dallas. The news rolling off the wire machines with 
the word of the shooting dramatically changed all plans for that day’s paper. The first word was that he had 
been shot and then brutally later that he had died in the ER. I remember telling the back shop that the entire 
front page and run over pages would have to be “canned” and redone.  This was met with some reluctance by 
the back shop foreman because it put the production schedule in jeopardy.  I’m that many of remember the 
days when the union back shops ruled the roost. Our schedule, as I recall, was for a 1:15 p.m. lockup and 
plating of the remaining pages to be put on the press for a run about 2:00 p.m. so delivery could be completed 
to homes in our multi-city circulation area by dinner time. That problem was quickly corrected, but the paper 
was really late that day. The awful news from Dallas filled the front page that day. I remember in remaking up 
the front page that I was left with a 4 inch “hole” on the page.  I reread the dispatches from Dallas and found a 
small brief story to fill the “hole.” It was a story about a Dallas policeman being shot and killed 45 minutes 
after the shooting of Kennedy.  That was Officer JD Tippit who was shot by Lee Harvey Oswald. He was running 
after killing JFK. Oswald was captured in a local theater and was named in the story. Oswald and Tippit were 
both name in the early story—that probably would not have happened in today’s world.  This all happened 
within about 70 minutes of the assassination. I’ll never forget that day at work or the weekend events that 
changed the world.  Four years later I joined the AP in Chicago just in time to cover some of the West Side 
riots, the “days of rage” during the 1968 Democratic National Convention.  I moved into management and 
then moved to New York City in 1971 before retiring in 2004. 
 
Mort Rosenblum:  On that November day no one can forget, I was a fresh-out-of-the-box reporter working for 
the Arizona Wildcat. It was only a campus weekly, but under Sherman Miller, head of the University of Arizona 
Journalism Department, we ran it as if we were pros. One morning, the venerable professor Brewster 
Campbell burst into our news-writing class, walrus mustache bristling. “I think the president’s been shot,” he 
said. He hurried to the black AP Model 15 teletype clattering away in a closet, with the rest of us in pursuit. 
Frank Cormier’s bulletins from Dallas confirmed it. With hardly a word to each other, a half-dozen Wildcat 
people in the class rushed out the door to interview students and professors for reaction and pursue other 
aspects of the story. Editors raced to our printers, who stripped everything else off their presses. Within hours, 
a special edition carpeted the campus. All of us knew, after that day, what we’d be doing for a living. Life 
sidetracked some. I got lucky. A half century later, I’m still doing it. 
 
Linda Sargent: I was between classes in the 7th grade at Russellville, Ark., when President Kennedy was shot. 
I'm now doing freelance work for an ad agency in downtown Dallas, so I'll find myself taking the light rail to 
work on the 50th anniversary of his death with a view of the grassy knoll and the street where the president 
was assassinated.  

Robert Shaw:  I was changing into dry clothes at home after watching firemen rescue three students who 
were stranded in a flooding creek during a rainstorm at Little Rock University, where I was a senior. I turned on 
the TV just in time to hear the host of a local noontime show say something like, "Well, that's bad news about 
the president," and begin to resume an interview that a network bulletin had obviously interrupted. CBS 
quickly took over again with sketchy reports about the shooting and, then, Walter Cronkite's announcement of 
JFK's death. With that, I hurried to work and the clamor in the newsroom of the Arkansas Gazette, watching 
the wires and TV and helping on local angles while also handling more routine things.  As a reporter and editor 
on the Gazette's state desk, I was the newspaper's color man for JFK's appearance not too long before -- Oct. 3 
-- at the dedication of an Arkansas dam, an assignment that put me within a few steps of the president as he 
worked a rope line. 
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Victor Simpson: I was serving in the Army, stationed at Fort Jay on Governor's Island in NY Harbor. Everybody 
was in shock. I often went home on weekends (my parents lived in Manhattan) but all troops were confined to 
the base as there was fear of a conspiracy or a coup. They asked over loudspeakers for everyone to go to the 
chapel ``of your choice'' -- a classic Army phrase -- to pray for the president. His fate was not immediately 
known. 
 
Paul Stevens:  I was in my senior year at St. Edmond High School in Fort Dodge, Iowa. We got the news of 
President Kennedy’s death over the intercom from the school principal, Monsignor Gerald Kelly. Some of us 
were in classes and others in the lunchroom. Such a tragedy was horrific for all of us. Classes were dismissed 
for the rest of the day, a Friday, and on Monday, the day of Kennedy’s funeral. All of us were glued to the 
black-and-white televisions in our homes throughout that period. President Kennedy had visited Fort Dodge 
on a campaign tour in September of 1960, a huge event for a small Iowa town. The Messenger chronicled his 
appearance on that day and my dad interviewed him. Three years and two months later, the giant headlines 
of the afternoon newspaper read: PRESIDENT IS DEAD. 
 
Steve Stibbens: It was way past midnight on Nov. 23, 1963 (cq) in Tokyo. I was sleeping on the living room sofa 
of Sam Jones, AP Asia Photo Editor. We had just left Edwin Q. White, AP Tokyo's News Editor who had gone 
home to his wife. I had barely dozed off when the phone rang. Sam answered it and said, loudly, "I'll be right 
in!" Sam ran out the front door pulling on his trousers. "What's going on," I asked. "Kennedy's been shot," he 
yelled over his shoulder. "In Dallas."  Sam knew I was from Dallas and I thought it was some kind of joke but I 
quickly dressed and went out to hail one of the taxis lining the curb, drivers sleeping inside. I told him the AP 
address and away he went through the dark streets. The radio was broadcasting in Japanese. The driver was 
unashamedly crying. He turned back to me and said, "President Kennedy number one good man." I knew then 
Sam was not joking with me. The AP Tokyo bureau was already filled when I arrived. Woody Edwards, Ed 
White waved a hello. They were all there, working at the teletypes, rewriting and re-broadcasting to their 
wires. I was a Marine sergeant, a "combat correspondent" assigned to the Pacific Stars & Stripes newspaper. I 
had become good friends with the "AP gang" in Tokyo after Horst Faas introduced me around previously. I had 
just returned to my Tokyo headquarters after a successful tour in Vietnam. Horst had been in Tokyo earlier for 
a brief visit and to find some shoes that would stand up to the constant mud of Vietnam's rice paddies. I must 
admit, the next few days were a blur. At sunrise, I went to the Stars & Stripes building and began helping with 
the story, making phone calls to American military and Embassy staffers. I wrote the Page One lead story that 
day, mostly a roundup of reactions from our readers following the AP bulletin. Next day, I walked back into the 
AB Bureau only to be greeted by the "Ruby Kills Oswald" story. None of us slept for the next three days. 

John Terino:  I was an Air Force 2nd Lieutenant, four-months past my 23rd birthday and going on active duty 
as a Staff Editor on the Air Force Civil Engineer Magazine published from Wright-Patterson AFB, Ohio, when 
our Master Sergeant brought the word of the events in Dallas. Everyone, from myself and the two other new 
lieutenants to our World War II veteran senior officers, was stunned as we gathered in the lounge of our 
school area and watched the coverage on TV. Several days later I stood, shedding tears, in formation at a 
memorial service on the tarmac of the base. Little did I realize then the impact that the shooting would have 
on the future of America and the world. 

Marty Thompson:   A CBS bulletin interrupted Arthur Godfrey (remember?) with first word on the Washington 
state radio station where I was news director in 1963. I shuttled between the newsroom Teletype and studio 
to fill our air with AP copy and local reaction until the network went fulltime on the story. From there, my role 
was to provide local reaction. One memory is of CBS reporting alone on JFK's death, based on Dan Rather's 
reporting from contacts at Parkland Hospital, while AP and others had him still alive. An editor in the Seattle 
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bureau and I shared by telephone the frustration of my even then favorite news service lagging on such a 
major story. 
 
Doug Tucker:  I was a freshman at Oklahoma taking an important test when the kid in the back row near the 
door yelled out into the quiet little room, "Hey, I just heard somebody in the hall say Kennedy's been shot in 
Dallas."  The professor, stern and stuffy, opened the door to go out into the hall and the noise and tumult 
outside was startling. He returned a few minutes later and said, "The president's been shot, Vice President 
Johnson's been shot, the governor of Texas has been shot and several senators and Congressmen have been 
shot." Stunned and scared, I turned in my unfinished paper and left. A few minutes later, standing in a little 
knot of students while listening to someone's transistor radio, I heard the announcer say in a hushed voice the 
president is dead. The memory could hardly be more vivid if all this had happened 50 minutes ago instead of 
50 years. As a postscript, that power-crazed professor gave me a F on my unfinished paper and refused to let 
me do it over. Most unfair F ever! 
 
Sal Veder:  I was on the San Francisco Newsphoto desk. I'd love to give you more detail, but as you can 
imagine things got to jumping what with (if I recall correctly) the relay of photos to Tokyo and points east on 
60 cycle machines, plus printing for some locals and mailers! I seem to recall there was dead silence in the 
newsroom across the hall, as well as photos where the only sounds were the beep-beep of the transmitters 
and negative wirephoto receivers! In that year, FX was still the west coast photo & news hub with a staff 60 
plus! Photos had a staff of 15...3 photo editors (I was one) three photogs, four darkroomers, and five 
wirephoto operators! I might add AP/FX took up a good portion of the San Francisco Chronicle's second floor 
at 5th & Mission Sts. Four years later LA became the hub! 
 
Peggy Walsh: I was a freshman in high school, sitting in chorus class. We had just moved from Dallas to 
Arizona. What I remember most was the day that Oswald was shot. My dad, who had worked for The Dallas 
Times Herald, and I were watching TV and just before Ruby shot Oswald Daddy said "that's Jack Ruby." Then 
he jumped up, called the Phoenix Gazette where he was managing editor and helped them put out an extra 
with his extensive knowledge of Dallas. Turns out Ruby used to come by the paper all the time. I think that day 
was the day I decided to be a journalist. 
 
Les Weatherford:  Still-vivid memories of Nov. 22, 1963. I was 9 and in the fourth grade at Elizabeth Morris 
Elementary School in the St. Louis suburb of Cahokia, Ill. When the news broke, the school principal came 
to our classroom and asked the teacher, Miss Tockstein, to come out into the hallway. She came back a few 
minutes later and told us that the principal, Mr. Greer, had heard on the radio that President Kennedy, Gov. 
Connally, and possibly the vice president had been shot in Dallas. The teacher then left us to ourselves and 
went to the principal's office to watch the TV coverage. Immediately, a riot of speculation erupted among us 
fourth-graders. Was this the first shot of World War III? Surely the Russians and Nikita Khrushchev were 
involved. Most of us agreed that, yes, it had to be a communist plot. A worldview shaped by the Cold War and 
the Cuban missile crisis. I sent up a silent prayer that the president would live. When the teacher came back, 
she quieted us down. Then, calmly, she announced that President Kennedy was dead. Gov. Connally was in a 
hospital but was expected to live, and the vice president had escaped injury. A couple of girls started crying, 
but everyone else just sat there in silence, unsure of how we were supposed to react. Nothing like this had 
ever happened in our lives. The teacher explained that Vice President Johnson was now President Lyndon B. 
Johnson. Few of us had heard of him. None of us knew anything about him.  
We were only 9 years old. 
 
Barbara Woike:  I was too young to be working. I was in the second grade and like most of my 
contemporaries, was at school when I learned that something was terribly wrong.  It started with seeing our 
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tough but kind teacher, Mrs. O'Toole, in tears, which was enough to rock our safe little world - without all the 
news that was to come. Then she left us all alone, and up and down the hallways of Spencer Elementary 
School, in Middletown, Ct., we could see other teachers, some also in tears, who had left their classes and 
seemed not to know what to do next - and that’s when we knew that our safe and sheltered world was no 
more. I can't remember if they told us why we were going home early or left to our parents, but when I got 
home, my mother was there, and all I remember after that was the whole family being stuck to the TV for days 
after. 
 
Jeannine Yeomans: When Kennedy was shot, I was a freshman on campus at UC Berkeley, it was a rainy day 
and people started telling each other “the President’s been shot.” I went home and heard Walter Cronkite 
report it on the radio. Everyone was crying.  
 
Kent Zimmerman:  I was the managing editor of a small Illinois daily, the Canton Daily Ledger. The Friday, Nov. 
22, afternoon edition was in the back shop about to go to press. The rest of the news staff was gone for a few 
hours before returning to put out the Saturday morning edition, and I was at my desk planning that next 
edition when I heard bells on the AP teletype behind me and an announcer breaking in on the local radio 
station to report that Kennedy had been shot. That would have been the moment to shout "stop the presses," 
but they were not running yet. I called to the back shop to hold the front page and was reminded by the 
makeup people that we were past deadline. Anyway, I remade the front page well past the early Friday 
deadline with AP stories on the shooting and death of the President. It was too late for any local reaction, as I 
recall, but the rest of the news staff was called back early to start working on the Saturday morning edition 
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