My last look at Mr. President

By Cheryl McKinnon
Start Wriser

Dealey Plaza ia Dallas,
Texas, is a lovely square. It sits
in the heart of the downtown
area, a haven for those who
wan( 10 enjoy their lunch under

_ @ tree om a spot of grass.

On Nov. 22, 1963, | stood,
along with hundreds of others,
on the grassy knoll in Dealey
Plaza, wuiting for just ooe
thing — a chance (o sec, even
for just & moment, that magical
person, the president, John F.
Kennedy.

| had prepared for days to be
in the piaza. As a journalism
major in school, my plans were
10 write 2 story abowt my ex-
periences as & class project,
Keanedy was for me the ideal of
what a president should be —
young and aggressive, yel
thoughtful and scemungly ge-
ouinely concerned for his feflow
man.

As we stood watching the

» |
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:cc«adc turn onto Elm
Sireet, | tried 10 grasp every
tiny detsil of both President
and Mrs. Keanedy. ““How hap-
Py they look.'' | thought. Sud,
denly three shots in rapid suc-
cession rang owt. Myselfl and

dozens of others standing near-
by turned in horror 1oward the
back of the grassy knoll where
it seemed 1he sounds had
onginated. Puffs of white
smoke st huag in the wr o
small patches, But no one was
visibie.

- Turging back to the srest,
now erribly frightened, | sud-
denly realized the president was
00 loager siting up in the seal
waving 0 the crowd. He was

slumped over poward hus wile,

whose (acial expression left no
doubt a3 1o what had occurred.
The motorcade was beginning
1o gain speed and soon passed
under the railroad (restie head-
ed foc its eveniual destination,
Parkland Hosputal

It was sn mmpressionable
tecnage girl -who waiched the
assassination of & president, but
today, 20 years lacer, oo sl as
clear 0 my mnd as if it happen-
ed this mormng. (Ine mument
they were laughung and waving,
The et monwent, both men

were slumped over aod’
pandemonium ragned.

As the months passed,
following the shootings of first
Kennedy, then Oswald and thea
the deaths of Ruby and others,
| tried 10 maotain the faith
with my govermment. | bhave
read the Warrea Commisasloa

mnornwuymmccn'ly-

the book depository. i |

1 can’t accuse the government ;
of hidiag the truh or lying !
sbout the assassioation, .,
because no matter what | may *

thesr mark and | have never
quite had the same faith and
Irust 'n those that lead us as |
did belore,
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