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’ WHEN THE HEIGHT IS WON, THEN THERE IS EASE

THERE were two Robert Kennedyy—the one. who was , 
loved and ttie one who was hated. To many, hie was the re

lentless prosecutor, vindictive young aiye 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 politiclaty and business
men not only distilled him, but also genuinely feared him 
for what he w'as and for what hie might become. Not a few 
saw unprincipled amWon in every gesture he made and 
every step he took.

To many more, he came across as a man of infintte com
passion, a leader with unique empahhy for the poor, the 
hungry,, the minortties, and all those whom he .termed the 
“suffering childrln of the world/’ As Attorney General, his 
brusqueness often offended high-level politicians and bu- 
reaucratt—yet he was ever ready to stand on tas desk for 
half an hour to explain the workings of the Justee Depart
ment to a swarm of schoolchildren, whom he always ad- 
yI•eisey as important, interesting peepD.

Liberal & CoeeeIvative
Unlike his brothers, Bobby never seemed at ease ie the 

Senate. He was blunt where it pays, to be euphemistlc. He 
was an activist in a club .defeated! to deliberation, and he 
w'as impatient with ndes and tradition, both of whidi the 
Senate venerates. He w'as a loner. Yet he achieved! a good 
deal simply because he worked longeI and harder than 
most of his colleagues, assembled a better staff, snesed 
more deeply the nation’s abiding problems. He knew that 
he was the only man in the country,, save perhaps tfe Pres
ident, who could make headimes with atm<esit anything he eatd 
—nd knew also that this did not always help himi. He 
publ'idy queeti<tned the w'r long before it became popular - 
to do so, spoke in favor of the poor in affluent areas where 
it was clearly not to his -advantage, and defended law 'nd 
order in the .ghettos, where such a statement by any other 
white man would have been interpreted as teti-Nl:gro. A cu
rious blend of liberal and conservatine, he was concerned 
about poverty and the cities, yet coevieced that the Gov
ernment should not always take on their full burden.

His wffe Ethel often said, “I think he’s biillitei,” but his as
sets lay more in a sharp inteliigence, a fierce energy, and an 
abilliy to give and attract devotion and to eurround himself 
with bIiliiance. Almost from the day of his brother's inau

. guration. Hickory Hill, the Mstorie estate in Virginia find 
once belonged to Presyylent John, becamie an 'leitltution that 
ithe capital will sorely miss. ................

It w'as also a gay and lively home, which with ten chil- 
yree—tiiree of whom, Kathleen, 16, Joseph; 15, and Rob
ert Jr., 14, bear the names of Kennedys who died violently 
ttely a bizarre menagerie w'as never dull. A Keeeedy pet 
census once counted two horses, four pontes, one burro, 
two angora goats, toe dog's, three geese, two coclllitoys, 
one cat;, one guinea pig, 40 rabbits, one turtte, one alligator 
tulite5, 22 goldfihh, 15 Hungarian pigeons 'nd fve chicken.. 
A sea Uon named “Sandy" w'as regretfuHy temshed after it 
began chasing guests. Ethel, now 40, never quite test her-- ] 
sense of wonder at being married to Bobby Kennedy. ThllI । 
'flection was tendler, gay and cpmpanienbeSe, and though 

:she is terrified of aiI-Itieees, she went with hm tlmoii ev- . 
lrywhere. For her,, the yupeeme test of an individual's 
worth w'as simply whether her hui->atyd approyddof him..
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I Some Faraway Disaster
After Dallas, she had the soothing hand, the understand

ing hear-t. “There was in those day's,” Time Coreespoddnnt 
■Hugh Sidey r-ementbers, “a sense of urgency about him, al
most as if he wer-e sliding off some horrible precipee 
toward some faraway dirarter. Theee was an ir•rerirtible com
pulsion to do everything and try everythmg. That is when 

■ he began to shoot rapids and climb mountains.” This com

pulsion, an almost existential need to dare the elements, 
combined with a lffelong love of physical exertion, prompt
ed him to lead the first ascent of the Yukon's 14,000fft. 
Mount Kennedy, named for his brother, and plunge, during 
a 1965 canoe trip down the Amazon, into piranha-infested 
waeess. A group of Indians cried anxoously that he was risk
ing his lffe. “Have you ever heard of a United States 
Senator being eaten by a piranha?” he asked, and swam on.

The voce, the humor and the casual grace evoked mem
ories of another man and a happeer time. But Bobby was 
always his own person. Jack could get somewhere without 
really tlyiing. Bobby (“the Runt”) wuto not, or thought he 
could not, and thus tried all the harden Perhaps this is 
what inspired in other men such unyielding loyalty and 
such qnquenchabie hatreds, either of wheh Jack ever 
evoked to such intense degree. Because of the family tradi
tion, it was inevitable that some day, if not in 1968, then 
1972!, Bobby would run for President. As a Senates, John

- "— Pain Which Cannot Forget .--—■—-
Never an intellectual, Bobby nonetheirss read a great 

deal, particular! after DaBat. While Jack would read sim
ply for delight, Bobby would always choose a writer who 
had somethmg practical to tell him. Aeschylrs, who intro
duced the tragic hero to literature, was his “favortee poet.” 
On the death of Martin Luther Kmg Jr,, he used the lines: 
“Even in our sleep, pain which cannot forget falls drop by 
drop upon the hea-t until, in our despair, against our will, 
comes wisdom through the lawful grace of God.” Aseed 
once why he strove so hard, Kennedy again quoeed from Aes
chylus: “When the height is won, then there is eare.”

Bobby never reached the height,, nor found the ease for 
which he quested. Rocking across Nebrakka in a train, he 
mused on all the things that he waneed to do and all that 
he felt he could do:: reconcile the -■hces, summon the “good 
that's in America,” end the war, get tire best and most cre
ative minds into government, broaden the basic idea of tie 
Peace Corps so that people in all walks of life would try to 
help one another He was ambitious, but not for hmsself. 
He ended his musmg: “I don't know what I'll do if I’m not 
elected President.” As his body lay in St. Patrick's Ca
thedral, there was agreement on one point;. Whoever be- 
Chmd President would always have known that Robert 
\'Kennedy was around. So would the nation. Sp would the 
world. .

JOHN, ROBERT & TED IN 19612 -

Kennedy explained the famiy mysiiqee: “Just as I went 
into politics bdcaqre Joe died, if anything happened to me to
morrow, my arotter would run for my seat in the Senate. 
And if Bobby died, Teddy would take over for him.” In 
the end, Bobby, with his merry,, energetic wife and his 
happy band of children, creped a charisma of his own. .
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TIME ESSAY

POLITICS & ASSASSINATION I
’ f THROUGHOUT the wor-ld, industrialization is spur-! 
j I Jl .ringmillions ti> want more—and to feel more thwart-1 

' .ed when affluence and equality are too slowly achieved.
‘ | In the highly industrialized’ U.S., the fever is intensifidd

.by jatial and generatioaal clashes. The result is im- 
| pattenes with the political process: a yen for direct 
। action has created a charged emotional climate that in
; flumes inherently violent minds.
J Robert Kennedy was a natural, tar-get for what New

York PsychiaIfist Frederic Wertham calls “mrgnicidr— 
i the killing of someb>ody big.” Historically, that somebody
। has often 'symbolieed the political assassin! hated father; 
. in the U.S.. such murdess are also frequently motivated 
I by simple envy. Democracy. says Harvard Sociologist 
। David Riesman, presente the question: "Why are you SO
; big Wl why am I so sm^l?” It is not legitimate to be a 
, failure in Americas And the frustration of failure, adds

New York PSychiaSIiiS David Abraaamenn, is “the wet 
, . nurse of violence.” . ■

Verbal Overkill
1 Equally inflammatory to unstablte minds is the riiing hy- 

perboee of U.S. political debate.. Race, Viet Nam. crmee- 
all lend themselves to verbal overkill, not so much by 
cand-idaess as by extremiste: the John Birchess, the Rap 

, Browns, the most ardent war critics. the Ku Kluxess.
The evidence is everywhree. In Daltss, Assistant District 
Attorney Wiliatm Alexander snaris on a TV show: “Earl 
Warren shouldn't be impersher—ne should be hanged.” 
Cries Rap Brown: “How many whites did you kill 
torryl“’ Lyndon Johnson is routinely excoriated as a 
mass murderer- Robert Kennedy was branded by San 

. Ffancssoo hippies as a “fascist pig.” Eventually verbal as- 
nannination besoaies physteal ansasslnaSion.

: . “Asiasilnation,” Geogge Bernard Shaw once wrote. 
; “s the extreme form of censorship.” In most U.S. cases, 
I the rnnassnns have indeed dedicated themselves to blot

ting out viewpoints that disagree with their own. When 
Sirhan Sirlaan was neizer after the shooting of Robert 
Kennedy, he sried: ”1 can rxplria! Let me explain!” The 
appalling thing is that he really thought that he could.

Many for.eignrns fear that U.S. vioienne is rapidly be
soming almost bana., espoused by Mroiiti and Mmute- 
men alikn, routinely thIratenan—if not rsSurlly prac- 
tiseci—by studente, racial milttante and antiwar rinsnnt- 

, ers. Such fem sound odd coming from, nry, thie imieei:- 
srbly rational Frenchmnn who only recently applauded 
iSureaS rnaI■i:hilsis in Paris. Even so. thie U.S. is undem

- ably starting to lead all advanced Western counrriss in 
I what Swndish EsoaomiiS GuaaaI Myrdal calk “the pol-j 
I itisi of ansrsninrtion.” No FI•rnsh President has been' 
1 murdered since 1932); West Gnraran learlnrn go virtuanyl 

j ® unguarerd; thie last (rnr only') ansrnsinrtion of a British?
Prime Minlseer ossurrer in 1812..
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• - The key U.S. problem is the high importance of per
' sonaiity in most political campaigns. Whpppas f.uoopenns

generally vote for parties I•at:htr than individuaSs, U.S. • 
campaigning requires the cendidate to plunge into crowds, .

' to ‘press the flesh” until his r-ight hand bleeds, to ride in* 
open cars, to stand iilhoupiipd egeinst TV lights. Nor is I 
the assassination in Los Angetps lik:tly to alter such tech- [ 
roque.. Two weeks before his death, Robert Kennedy J 
himself told Fr-tnch Novtlnf-Dipiomat Romain Gary: 
“There is no way to protect a cendidate during an elec- : 
iorel cemIiaign. You have to give yourself to the crowd

V and from then on count your luck” Kennedy, of course, ' 
j pressed his luck rec^ess^. •
, Thei-e is a grim posSbilky that yet another cendidafe '
j will become a target What to do? Stop crowd confect, 

use npelpd ceI•s, exploit TV to the exclusion of almost 

Jevery other cemJtaign tactic? In 1the Los Angetss ef|
. termath, a stricken Eugene McCarthy pondered: “Maybe 

we should do it in a different way. Maybe we should 
have the English system of having tht.Cebinet choose 
the President. There must be some other way.” But most 
politicians—mcluding highly vulnerable Richard Nixon, j 
Nelson Rockefeller, Hubert Humphrey and John Idndsay 
—emphatically veto such suggestions. If a cendidete ; 
cannot mingle with crowds, said Rockefeller, “then we've 
lost one of the great resources and ifrengthi. of this ■ 
gr•eet land of ours—freedom of movement, freedom of ex- । * 
pression, freedom of the individual to go and be with j 
the people.” ,

' All the same, steps can be taken to minimize the dan
, ger. For one thing, TV ought to be used more effectively- ' 
1 and at public expense to avoid domination by the I-ic:hesf 

cendidatss. Why' not devotp national npfwor•k time to 
each major cendidate for a full day or even two? For 
once, votpri could view the whole man instpad of fietf- 
ing images. On a more pI-acticel level, security can be 
sharply improved. Had the Secret Service been guarding 
Kennedy last week—as it will guard prpiidtntial can- 
didaees fr-om' now on—the route ihI■ough the Amt>tls- 
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 Servcce

, uses to keep check on lndivlduaii known to be dan
gerous. Progremmpd into the computer are the names of 
1.00,000 possibte esnetlentte,. laI•gply fektn fr-om “hate” let
ters (which have risen ifartlingly since JenUery). When
ever the Prpsident travpSs, local police keep such peop^ 
under ctose iurvetllencp. The U.S. might look to France

, for further ideas. When De Gaulle travels, his car is 
‘flanked by tough Compagntp■ RepubHccinn de Securite 
troopers on motorbikes: hpiicoptpri hover overhead, and 
the pace is a brisk 80 miles an hour or more. In towns 

ten route, operating rooms are reserved in hospitals and a. i 
supply of Dp Gaulle's blood type is stocked. " I

^ Uncritical Lovers & Unloving Critics „__
Not ihai Americans want a potice-ttaee climate. It 

would hardly improve democracy; nor should she U.S. 
ironi<adly honor Robert Kennedy by choosing fear over 
faith in peopte. Instead, the chief hope for txcismg she 
canker of political assassination is that a far more temper
ate political dialogue can somehow re^ace the incendi
ary language of anger, bigotry and vituperaton-that 
millions of individual American citizens may now realize 
that freedom basically depends on ptrsuadmg rather 
than provoking;.

. This, in turn, would require sluggish bureauctactes to 
respond more rapidly to social needs. John W. Gardner 
put it best at Cornell's commencement earlier this mont:h, 
when he imagined himself as a 23 rd century thinker. He 
had dsscoveted, he said, that “20th century institutions 
were caught in a savage crossflte between uncritical 
lovers and unloving critics. On the one side, those who 
loved their institutions tended to smother them in an tm- 
brace of dpatts, loving their rigidtiees more than their 
promise, shielding them from llte-glvlng cntimsm 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 strpnghheeed 
and made to flourish. Between the two, the institutions 
perished.”

L Gardner's dire diagnosss may or may no.t he ovprstat- 
ed. What is beyond dispute is that all too many of the - 
nations most creative leaders are perishing, and that the 
trend must be checked by a national restoration of rta- 

“sorTTafther than pmotion. .
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MEDICINE
TRAUMA —’

! Everything Was Not Enough
After five minutes, a brain deprived 

. of. blood-traneported oxygen euffees ir
reversible and often fat:al damage. Thue 
the doctore who tried deeperaeely last 
week to eave the life of Robert F. Kea- 

. nedy were faced with overwhelmingly 
, negative odds from the moment the 
; Senator wae wheeted, unconsciuus, 

from an ambuilnnee into the city’e Cen- 
■ tral Receiving Hoipital.

fife had loet blood during the 23 min- 
utee he lay in the pantry hallway at the 
Amb.aeeador Hotel. Duiring the four- 
minute' ride to Central Rnceiviag, Ken
nedy continued to bleed heavily, and 
though the attendant wae able to give 
him oxygen,' he could do nothmg about 
hie failing heartbeat. At the hoepital, 
General Practitioner V. Fauetin Baz-

' lauskas and Surgeon Albert Holt found 
Kennedy, in extremis, hie blood pree
eure "zero over zero,” hie heartbeat 
almoet impercept_lte, “Bob! Bob! Bo_!” 
Bazllauskus ehouted, elapping hie face 
repeatedly. There wae.no reeponee.

Central Receiving doctore hooked 
Kennedy up to a respirator and an ex

- ternal-aafdi-r-masgnge maddne. Bazi- 
lauekas gave him oxygen and an injec- 

, tion of Adrenaha to etimulate hie hear-,, 
and Holt etarted a tranifueioa. Ken- 

i nedy^ heart began pumping. With a 
reepirator .fitted to hie face, he wae 
ruehed to Good Samaritan Hoepital, 
wheee a team of doctore headed by Neu- , 
roeuggeon Henr-y Cuneo of the Uni- 
veriity of Southern California School 
of Medicene ecrubbed and macee ready. 
Cuneo, who waeaesieted by fellow Neu- 
roeuggeoes Nat Downe Reid of USC 
and U.C.L,AUs Maxwell Andeer Jr., had 
performed hundeeUs of brain operattons 
at Good Samariaan. ,

Lethal Fragmnnts. The hoepital’e 
doctore had already performed a tra
cheotomy making an entraaee m Im

• throaUfor a tube leading to a poiitive^s= 
। preeeuln machhee that wae pumping air 
| in and out of hie lungs. Electrodee 
' from an electrocardiograph were taped 
11 to the Senatores cheet and extremii^ei^ 
|,| in order to moailii>r hie heart. X rays|' 
; J of hie head and cheet were taken. Hie I 
' • had been receiving whole-blood trans- i

lUeiiaus ever eince he had arrived.

Examining Keaaedy and the X rays,! j 
^uneo found that two _ulleti had en-1> 

tered he body. One had penetrated hiss 1 
right armpit, then burrowed upward I 
through fat and musde, lodging juet ' 
under the ikin of hie neck, two cen- 
timeteri from hie epine. The other had ■ 
penettaaedd K.eaaedy,e head juet behind , 
hie rig;ht ear (ien■ chart). ;

He heart wae itill bnat:ing, a littk ; 
fast, a little weak. He blood preeeuee , 
had been dangerous^ high h^o^ the • 
tracheotomy- It etabilized near normal • 
after the throat tube relieved preeeuee 
taueed by blood and mucus in the tra- 

_y_
Shea. “The heart etarted to .etabilzzfe 

I Soo, eo we could operate,” Cuneo later 
' told Time Correepoadent Tim TyeeT.
Ethel Kennedy had been there all thie 
while, itaading in a different eection of 
the room. “I told her we were taking 
X rays, that her hus>tlalcd wae exteem-- 
ly critical.” .
' Then came the trip to the ninth-floor 
operating room..' Aneitheiiologiit Earle 
G. Skinner eaw to it that the poeitive- 
preseuee machies, the EKG monitor and 
the traaifueioai kept going euralg the j 
traniferl. There -was euch’ a crowd in । 
the fifth-floor hall—telttieei, aides, hos- ' 
pital persohna■e—that Kennedy could

' not be wheeeed to the main elevator. In- 1
•etead, he had to- be wheeeed to an 1 
elevator that did not go all the, way up 

. and be traaiferred to the main elevator ! 
at another floor.. •

D.eregardalg the relatively harmtees 
bullet in the neck;, the eurgeons turned 
their attention to uacOvert.ag the dam- ■ 

' age to Kennedy’e brain.. The head wae 
ehaynd. Overlying ekin and muscte were ' 
then cut and laid back. An air-powered 
drill bored through the ukulli, and a ueg-- 
ment of bone wae removed. Then, white' 
Reid helped control btendirrg, Cuneo ; 
probed the' wound. Softened, and

1 bruieed brain tieeue, _onn fragment and 
clotted blood were removed by euction.

“If the bullet-had hit one centimeter
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tO”me rear, the Senator would have 
been in fairly good condition,” Cuneo 
explained curtly. “But it hit the mas
toid, which is a spongy, honeycomb 
bone. Behmd that is the thickest part 
olf your head. That's soldi. Thie little bul- 
Iet would have just boiunced off. But 
hntting the mastoid, it sent bone fr-ag- 
ments shooting all over the Senator’s 
I brain. The bone fragments ar-e the wor-st 
part, not the bullet fragmnnts. The bul- 
1 et is pretty sterile fr-om the heat, and 
once the fragmeett are in the brain, 
they don’t do any more damage. But 
the bone fragments are sharp and dirty, 
medicaHy tpeaking.

“Both types of fragmen’s went aU 
tthrough the right occipital lobe. There 
were clots, swelling of the brain in gen- 
eiral, laceration of blood vesse’s. I re
moved muttipee bullet and multiple bo^ 
fragmen’.. I knew there was irrttaioon 
oif the center of the brain, the region 
olf the brain stem. I couldn’t see that bul- 
1 et fragment, but I knew it was there 
from the X rays. Of course I had to 
I eave it;.

“I removed the blood, irrigated out 
bts of destroyed brain tissue, expired 
tthe occipital lobe and the right cer- 
ebeHar hem’sphree. The cerebellum was 
bruised and damaged all along one ’ide. 
There were more bone and bullet frag
ments in it. The draining of the blood 
and the opening of the skull relieved 
the pressure in his head!, and a ’hir'd of 
tthe way-through the operation he ’tart*
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A questien not of sinking but of failing to rise.



ed to breathe on his own again, but we 
kepfe^he^respirator going.” .
. Fai?! Hc,.Pes- Throughout the opera- 

taon, Me signs—uulse, 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 hie 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. operatiomwas 
over, Kennedy “stabilfeed .pretty well,” 
said Cuneo. An electroencehhol'ograph 
showoi regular brain waves. Feeding 

' him intravenously, contmumg the trans
fusions and the monitoring of his Uffe 
forces, the doctor watched for signs of 

' conscCouocuss. Even then, said Cuneo, 
“we were certain that the future would 
be disastcous for the Senator if he' did 
survive. I didn’t tell Ethel all ths; I 
just told her that we were doing every
thing we could.” ' .

Everything was not enough. At 1:44 • 
aim. Thussday (P.UT.), 25 hours after 
‘he.shots rang out, Robert Kennedy 
died. The famlly 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 Mankiewtez. “It was a 
question of not rising?’

Later, after a six-hcur autopsy, Los 
Angeles Medial Examiner Thiomas T. 
Noguchi told reporters of the massive 
damage done to the right portions of 
Kennedys brain. The fragments were 

1 so tiny and so numerous, he said, “it 
was remmkabte that the neurosureonss

I were able to maintam the Senators con
' dition until the last minute?’ Only after 
several weeks °f intensive micr-oscopic 
examination of the brain, the vital or- 
g^S, and an “exhaustive review with 

; members of the medical team,” he said,

would a complete report, be reeeased. '1 
The rericos of Kennedy’s brain that

were either destroyed by bullet and I
bone fragments or damaged, by being ' 
deprived of blood and oxygen’spell the 
difference between living and exlstinr 
and, as it turned out, betveeen life and 
death. The cerebellum, .located, to the : 
rear of the under-side of the brain, con- ; 
tro’s motor coor•dniati<in.. The occipital ’ 
lobe, that part of the cerebrum direct! 
above and extending past the rear of 
the cerebellum, affecss vision. Other 
lobes of the cerebrum houee scgts of s 
personality, intellecr, speech, memory '| 
and sensory-motor activity. Tire mid, 
brain area, directiy beneahh the junc- 
lure of the cerebellar hemsspheres,' is 

. related to eye reflexes and both eye
and body movements. It also serves as 
a pathway for nerve tracts running to 1 
and from the cerebellum and other par-ts .
of the brain. A bit lower and most 
vital is the brant stem, the “old brain,” ;’i
which man has shared with other crea- - I 

.tures eince■the earliest stages'of. evclu- 
ti°n. A passageway for nerve impulees, . 
it monitors breathing, heartbeat, blood 
pressure, dlreetlon and muscle rcfflex,er, 
mediittes emotions.

Lget Hours. White Kennedy lay dy- ' 
ing, neurosm-eonns recalled cases in 
which less extensiee damage to a com
bination of these vital , greils had oof 
pr-evented egrtigi or full recovefy—eron 
after, weeks of coma. Since Kemiedy i 
was right-handed, thie undamrged left | 
sidle of his brain was more critical to i 
his body conttoL Ho some cases, ther- ■ 
apy has helped brain-injured' patients 

■ to train th.e less domOiant side of tthe 
bi-ain to tak.e over. Such cases are r-ar-e, 
andfor Robert Kennedy, the damage । 
had been too rxtensire even, for esr- 1 
vival. Twelve hours after the operation, I 

■the recordable brain waves crgerd. For - 
seven more hours, his heartbeat and 
breathing continued. Thentheselaet two 
life signs faltered and stopped. '
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(Mount Clipping in Space Below)

FOR PERSPECTIVE & DETERMINATION

ONCE again the crackle of gunfire.
Once again the long journey home, . 

1 the hushed procession, the lowered flags 
I and harrowed faces of a nation in grief. 
1 Once again the simple question: Why?

The second Kennedy assassinotion— 
' 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 psychoiis in the na
tional character, a stain that had its 
start with the first settlement of a hos
tile continent. For the young peopte, in 
particular, who had been persuaded by 
the new politics of Robert Kennedy 
and Eugene McCarthy to recommit 
ihemseives to the American electoral 
system:, the aseaesination seemed to con
firm ah their lingering euepicioes that 
society could not be reformed by dem
ocratic means.

! The killmg of Kennedy was horrify
; ing in itself and forever haunting to all 
J 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 intrinsteally American matehe. “Vi- 
' olence,” said Columba Unlversity So- 
। Biologist Daniel Bell, “flows and vbbe, 
; and I shy away from easy gvovra-- 
izations such as the country is sick.”

Other Hateed.. Kennedy was not 
■ shot by a white racist angry with his de
fense of the Negro, or a Negro mil

' itant incemed with his white liberal’im, 
I or a high-ichool dropout like Lee Har- 
‘ vey Oswald who felt himself rejected 
I by a capltale!t ioclety. T’he man charged 
i with his murder is a virulent Arab na- 
1 tional’it, whose hatreds stem from the 
land where he spent the early part of 
his life, and where political aieassioation 
is commonpaice and viotence as ac
cepted as the dvsvrt wind.

That:, for most Americans, did not 
make the loss any vaeivr to bear. Lyn
don Johnson, who has more than once 
brooded late into the night wih friends 
on thlv subject of viotence, seemed shak
en and visibly disturbed by the ihooi- 
ing in Los Angetes. He did what he 
thought had to be done. Hie promsejd 
the stricken family any help that the 
Government could provide, appointed 
a commission to study the causes ofVi-

olence, and called, in the most vig- } 
orous language at his command, for an 1 
end to the “iniant traffic” in gun—a I 
trade, as he observed, that makes instra- ! 
ments of death as readily puichesable j 
as baskets of fruit or cartons of cig;- | 
arettes. Almost as hie spoke, Congress ' 
sent him a crime bill with a gun-con- [ 
trol evciiioir, but the measure was so ; 
flabby as to be almost as scandaioes as j 
the lack of any legiilaiion in all the j 
year-s. Congeess, on Johnson’s request 
also pasevn emergency legiilation au- । 
thorizmg Secret Sendee protection for j 
the other major pr:esinential candidates i 
(cost:: $400,000 this mont:h alone.. i

"Must No.t Demoralize." D’sturbed 
as he was, Ji>tliison also reminded the 
nation in a TV annrt:ss that ”200 mil, 

'jlion Americans did not strike down 

Robert K.tnneny” any mor-e than they । 
’truck down his brother or Dr. King,/ I 
White it woulld be “seff-cteeeptive to ig- J 
nore the conneciion between lawtesSness 
and hatred and this act of violence,” i 
he said, “it would be just as wrong and 
just as svlf-deceptive to concluee from ; 
tins act that our country itself is sick, ! 
that it’ lost its balance, that it’ lost its ■ 
svosv of direction, even its common de
cency.” In his funeral eulogy, New 
York’s Archb’hiop Terenee Cooke, a 
member of the new viotenee commis- 
sii>rr, also urged that “the act of one 
man must not demoralize and incapaci
tate 200 million oihtri.” •

Americans, contemplating both the 
mexpungeable crime of Kennedy’’ kill'- 
ing and the prevatenee of viotence in | 
their proper perspectiee, can best main- | 
tain the proper processes of American 
political life by eradicating the condi- j 
tiim’ that trigger the assassin's frsgei^ i
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eet STAGE

ANTEROOM
GrUin

InclineI Kennedy pushed 
11 of line of fire

SERVIN^ KITCHEN 
■ fee: wide by 65 Fee long

COLONIAL ROOM 
(Temporary Press HQi

Route to victory party-' 
where Kennedy might have gone.

12:13 a.m. P.D.T. Robei’t Kennedly 
leaves statje after victory speech:

KENNEDY' WORKRSS NEAR SHOOTING SCENE 

Neither guilt nor recrimination could answer.

EMBASSY 
ROOM

pn,n« d 
out by po

12:40 a.m. Kennedy is 
taken out to ambulance 
on a strecchier.

1217 a.m. Assassin stepis out, fires at Kennedy, 
ges off a total of eight show wounding 
five othiers before bemg overpowered.

PETE1



A LIFE ON THE WAY TO DEATH

THE circumstances were cruel 
enough: son of a house already in 
tragedy^ grip, father of ten with the 

eleventh expeceed, symbol of the youth 
and toughness, the wealth and idealism 
of the nation he sought to lead—hhis 
protean figure cut down by a small 
gun in a small cauise. Cr-ueler still, per
haps, was the absence of real surprise.

It was the unspoknn expectation of 
the veteran campaineers who traveled 
with Robert Francis Kennedy that death 
was always somewheec out there in the 
crowd. Occasionally an ordinary cit
izen, a Negro more often than not, 
gave voice to the same fear: They 
won’t let him live. At the first 
word of the shooting, a reporter 
with Kennedy workers in San 
Francisco wr’ote in his notebook: 
“They seemed almost to expect it. 
There is grief. But more, there is 
a kind of weird accepaanee. Hor- 
nbk to see. They’ve been through 
assassinations befor'e.”

The anthems and sulogSes, the 
bitterness and the indignation, the 
teaiss and the rumours, the mind
numbing saturation of television 
and radio coverage engrossed the 
consciounness and conscienee of a 
Mtion. The pronouncements of of- 
ttcirl bereavemennt, the calk for 
constructive action, for concilia
tion, for wisdom, all were unex- 
ceptionabie. The Untted Nations 
lowered its flag to half-staff.—nn 
unpsecedenedd tribuSe to one of 
Kennedy's modest official rank. 
Pope Paul announeed at a formal 
audience the shooting of the ju
nior Senator from New York. 
Condoinnses came from Ctlaries 
de Gaulle, Aleksei Kosygin, Queen 
Elizabeth, Marshal Tito and scor-es 
of other world leadese.
- run many, the only solace was

tear-s openly shed. Not just for the young 
and the dispossessed, but for nountttees 
peopSe who watched and waited from 
a disaance and scores of tough-minded 
men whose lives had bscomse inier- 
twined with his. Richard Cardinal Cush
ing, wtreess and minister to so much 
Kennedy sorrow, concluded: “All I can 
say is, good Lord, what is ths all about? 
Ws could continue our prayers that it 
would never happen again, but we did 
that before.”

Faraway Tomorrow.. Mors than any
one else, Robert Kennedy had long fslt 
the possibility that some day peopie

SIRHAN IN CUSTODY
Borm to lovs-ard] hate.

would no longer be able to_ mention 
“this Ksnnedy assassination” without 
specifying which one. In 1966, he re
sponded to a question about his long- 
range pohttcal plans by saying: “Six 
years is so far away, tomorrow is so 
far away. I don’t even know if I'll be 
^w- in six years.” More recently: “If 
anyone wants to kill me it won’t be diffi- 
^It” And he was fond of quoting 
Edith Hamihon: “Men are not made 
for safe havens.”

Whether gulping frssh air as a tyro 
mountain climber or rapids shooter, 
staring down hostile studentte in South 
America or frenzied crowds at home, 
he had only a shrug for death.. Hs 
made a point of declining police pro
tection when it was offered—as it was 
test week in Los Anntiet—and hs unof
ficial boeyguare went unarmdd. To ths 
crowds whose raucous adulation drew 
him endSessly to the brink of physical 
peril, he seemed to offer a nhonte: Raise 
me up with your vocces and voSes, or 
trample me with your strength.

In Crllfonnir, as last week began, it 
seemed that they had opted to raise 
him up. The last day of primary cam- 
pa^ning went well. Whlle ths votess in 
Califonma and South Dakota were re
vivifying hs crndieany, Kennedy re- 
newte hs mor-ale by romping on the 
beach at Malibu with Ethel and six of 
their children. Hs had to rescue David, 
12, from a strong undertow—but what 
Kennedy day was complets without a 
littls danger?

Chrracteritinc Mix+use. Then it was 
on to ths Ambesaador Hotel, near down
town Los Angees,, to wait out ths vote 
count. Alseady high spirits rose with 
the favorable totals. In South Daikota. 
he won 50% of the vote, v. 30% for a 
slate favorable to Native Son Hubert 
Humphrey and 20% for Eugene Mc
Carthy; then, in the far mors crucial 
Calffonma nonte8r, it was 46% for Ken
nedy, 42% for McCarthy and 12% for 
an uncommitted eelenaee group. The



Robert Kennedy at moment of triumph, minutes before he was shot.



a frantic crowd, he lies near the hotel kitchen. (He died 25 hours later.)Felled by assassin's bullets, hemmed



Sister Jean Smith and Wife Ethel flank 
casket as it is lifted from Air Force 
plane in New York;. Son Robert Jr., 
Bodyguard Bill Barryand BrotherTed
dy (right) steady the descent;.



„Some 100,000 mourners waited up to 
seven^ours in a mile-lorg queUtS and 
sweltering heat to pay their last re-





Sole survivor of four brothers cursed 
and blessed by history, Edward Ken
nedy contemplates tragedy and to
morrow in the cathedrals gloom.



Family members pi-ay near the cas
ket: Ethels brother Rushton Skakel, 
Son Robert Jr., Daughter Kathleen, 
Son Joseph and Ethel.



two vtetorif’s gave Kennedy 198 pre
cious delegate votes. Plans were being 
made for the campaign's next stages in 
New York and other key states, but 
first, ’hat night, there were some for- 
malittes and fun to attend to: the mid
night appearance before loyal campaggn 
workers (and a national tktevision audi
ence) in the hotel’s Embassy Room, a 
quiet chat with rea>ottres, then a large, 
privatk celebration at a faehionabte 
nightspot, The Factor/.

The winner greeted his suaaoltres 
with a characlkrietic mixture of serious 
talk and cracks about everything from 
his dog Frecktes to his old antagonitt, 
Los Angetes Mayor Sam Yorty. Among 
Kennedy's last words from the rostrum: 
“I think we can kne ’he divisions with
in the United States, the violknce.’’

The next stop was to be the press 
room. For once, Kkttkey did not 
plunge through the crush to reach the 
Embassy Room’s main door. Bill Bar
ry, his boeyglared, wanted to go that 
way eksaite the crowd; he did not like 
’he idea of using a back aaesageway. 
Said R.F.K.: “It's all right.” So they 
went directly bkhitd the speakers plat
form through a gold curtain toward a 
ierving kitchen (ekk diagram) that ledto thk’preSs room. The Senator walked gaLCa^^ KT^ aauske4o

'\e...a. a ___ 1____ shake hands with a dishwasher, turning
slightly to h’s left as he did so. Beforeamid a clutch of aides, hotel employees

and newsmen, with Ethel a few yairils 
behind. This route took him through a 
swinging door and into the hot, mal
odorous, corridoriike chamber that was 
to be his place of execution.

On his left were stainless-steel warm
ing counkees, on his right a large ice
making machme. Taped on one wall 
was a hand-letteted sign: the once and 
future king. At the far end of the ice
making machme stood a main with a 
gun. Later, a wttness was to say that 
the young main had been there for some 
time, asking if Senator K.kttkdy would 
come that way. It was no trick getting 
in; there was no serious attempt at ek- 
curity scrkkning by kithkr the hotel or 
the=Kkraedy staff. -

ROSE KENNDDY

Af’er the ice pack, only a rosary, i

Bobby released the hand of Jesus Pe
rez, tire gunman managed to get across 
lhk room, prop his right elbow on the 
ekrvmg counter and, from behind two 
assistant maitres d'hotel, fire at his vic
tim just four fkkt away. Kennedy fell. 
The hotel men, Karl Eucker and Eddy 
Minasian, grappted with the assassin, 
but could no’ reach his gun hand. Au
thor George Plimpton and Kennedy 
Alde Jack G^van joined the wrestling 
match. Ite gun, waving wiMy, kept 
pumping bulteis, and found five other 
human targete. Eight men in all, in
cluding Rafer Johnson, an Olympic 
champion, and Roosevelt Grier, a 300
lb. Los Angetes Rams football lineman, 
attempted to overpower the slight but 
lithe aesailan).

Johnson finally kneeked the pistol 
out of the stubborn hand. “Why did 
you do it?” he screamed. “I.can ex- 
pTam! T^ mk explain!” cried the

A" swarthy man, now the captiyeof the 
two-’black a’htetes and spread-eagted 
on the counter. Several R.F.K. sup- 
portess tried to kill the man with their 
hands. Johinson and Grier fended them 
off-. Someone had the presence of mind 
to shout: “Let’s not have another Os- 
wale!” Johnson pocketed the gun.

So Ths Is It. From both ends of the 
ekrving kttchkt, scores of peopte prkssed 
in. All order had dissolved with the 
first shots (“It sounded like dry wood 
etappitg,” said Dick Tuck of the Ken
nedy staff). The sounds of revelry 
churned into bkwtldkrmktt, then horror 
and panic. A priest appeared, thrust a 
rosary into Kennedy’s hands:, which
closkd on it. Someone cried: “He 
doesn’t need a pries,, for God’s eakk, 
he needs a doctor!” The cleric was 
shoved aside. A hatttee young police
man rushed in carrying a shotgun. “We 
don't need guns! We need a doctor!”

Tklkvisiot and still phooogaaheers 
fought for aosttiot. Assembly Spkakkr 
Jesse Unruh swung at one of them. 
Ethel, shoved back to safety by a hotel 
empiokke at the first sound of gunfire, 
appeared momenss later. White trymg 
to get to her husband, she heard a 
youth scr^m somkttting about Ken
nedy. “Don't talk that way about the 
Senator!” she snapped. “Lady,” he re
plied, ‘Tvi been shot.” And Ethel knelt 
to kiss ’hie cheek of Erwm Stroll, 17, a 
campaign worker who had been wound
ed in the left shin.

FinaHy she got to Bobby. She ktkl’ 
ovkr him, whispering. His lips moved. 
She rose and tried to wave back the 
crush. Dick Tuck blew a whSstte. The 
crowd began to give way. Someone 
clamped an ice pack to Kennedy’s 
btekding head, and someone else made 
a piHow of a suit jacket. H’s .blue and 
white striped tie was off, his shirt oaetl,



I the rosary clutched to his hairy chest.'^Ba^A guard attempted to keep both
1 jte=s?s=!:».i__i_ _rw i • i y a Driest and hthe awav fmm tnp Amat=——j1 the rosary clutched to Dils h 
AnTi^took off his shoes.

AmM the swirl, the Kenneds’s ap- 
• peared calm. Time Cnrrtsponetet Hays 
Gorey looked at the man he had ineg 
observed in constant motion, now pros
trate on a damp concrete floor. Wrote 

, Gorey: “The lips were slightly parted!, 
the lower Me curled el>wnwaeds, as it 
often was. Bobby rtemtd aware. There 
was no .questioning m his expression. 
Ele eient ask, What happened?’ T'hey 
sttmed almost to say, ‘So this is it.’ ”

"I Want Eim Alivt." The word that 
Kiennedy w'as woueete had spread back 
to the ballroom. Amid the rcl•tams and 
the weepmg. Brother-in-Law' Stephen 
Smiths controlled votee came thl•nugh 
the lnuetptaker system, asking that the 
room be cted and appearing for a 
dnctol•. Within a few minuteg, phys-- 
cialts were found and elbowed their 
way to Kennedy. More politemen ar- 
.nved; none had btte in the hotel, but 
a potice car had btte nuteide on nthtr 
busmess. Rafer Johnsson and Rosy Grier 
tamed over their pritnntr and the gun. 
The cops hushed the man out, carrying 
him part of tire way past threatening 
rptctalors. Jesse Unruh beUowed: "I 
want him alive! I want him alive!”

FinaUy, 2:3 minutes after the shnot- 
ings, the ambulecers coiltctee the 
stricken: the youngtter Stroll; Paul 
Schrade, 43, the Unttee A.uto Workers’ 
Pacific Coast r•tgioeal eil•tctol•, whose 
profusely biteeing head rested on a 
white plastic Kennedy-campaign boater; 
Ira Goldstein, 19, a part-time tmployte 
of Continental New's Servae, hit in the 
ltft hip; Wiliam Wessel, 30, an Anrer- 
ican Bl-l>aecattieg Co. associate director, 
wnueete in the abdomen; Mrs. Eliz
abeth Evans, 43, who with her hus- 
bane Arthur had btte touring the sev- 
tral tltctinn-nlght htaequarters and 
wnune up with a slug in her forehead. 
Atthough Schrade w'as the one who ap- 
[reared etad to nnlookers, only Ken
nedy was critically wounded.

Hollow-Ndted Slugs. With Ethel by 
hs side, Keentey was taken first to 
nearby Central Recenting Hnspital, 
whtl■t doctore could only keep him allvt 
by careiac massage and an iejtctinn of 
Adrenahn, and alert tire bttter-equipped 

; Good Samaritan Hotpital to prepare 
I for eelicate br-ain sur-gery. As if there 
were ent already teough grim tchots 
of D'Das and Parkland Hotpital, the 
sctet at Central Rtceivngg w'as dtnrad- 
ed by human ptrversily. A tooreager I 
etwsi phntogl-aphtr tried to barge in | 
aee=nOt=kmocktd to the flnol-by Bill ;

a priest and Ethel away from, the eme^
ntecy room, flashed a badge, which 
Ethel kenckte from his hand. The guard 
struck at her; Tuck and Fred Dutton 
swept him aside. Then the priest w'as al
lowed to administer extreme uectinn.

At Good Samarilen, meaewhilt, a 
team of nturosuggneds was being as- 
stmbled. At this stage, there was rtiil 

I some frail hope that Kiteetey would 
live. It w'as known that he had btte hit 
twice. One of the .22-caliber “long ii' 

fle,” hollowenoted rtugr^; had entered 
the jiighit armpit and worked its wa| 
up to the ntck; it was relatively harm
less. The other had penetaated his skull 
and pasrte into the br-ain, scattering 
fragment of lead and bone. It was 
thtdt that the rur•gtoits had to pl•nbt 
for in their 3-hr. 40-min. nptratinn (see 
Medicine).

Never Alone. In the intensive-aare 
unit after the optratioe, Kenetey was 
never left alone with the hotpit:ai staff.
Ethel rested on a cot bttiee him,, held announced 7:30 a.m. session, an hour 
his unfeeling hand, whtspeted into his । before the court usually convenes,. With
now-deaf ear. Els sisters, Jean Smith 
and Pat Lawford, hovered near by. Ted 
Kennedy, his shirt:taiil flapping, strode 
back and forth,, inspecting medical 
charts and asking what they meant. Outt 
side on Lucas Street, , beneath the fifth--
bor window, hundedds of Angelends

gathered for the vigil; crowds were to
be wiith Bobby Kiennedy the rest of dee 
week. A local printer rushed out 5,0(0) 1 
orange and black bumper rtickers: pray 
for BOBBY. Hs daughter and other , 
girls gave them away to all takes. ,

More kith and kin gathered. The 
three eletrt chiiertn—Kahhleen, 16, Jo
seph, 15, and Robert, 14—wee allowed 
to see their father. A.eley Wili'ams, ' 
Geogge Plimpton, Rafer Johit!lon and | 
nthetS pttkee in. The even rise and ! 
fall of the patient's chest ottered some . 
reassurance; the blackendd eyes and Ure 
pallor of chtekt that had been healthy 
and tannl!il. a few hou.rt btfnl•t were 
frightening. ।
* “long rifli” bullets are the most itttai of ' 
three types commonly used in .22-caliber weap
ons. “Stnrtt” are tiny, “longt” the inter
mediate tizt., Elollww-noted builets are partic- 
uilariy vicious btcaust they spread on impact, 
enlarging the ar-ea of damage. «====„

Six Counts. As the doctors fought. |
for one ■d-
din wnrrite about another. DaUas, 

; 1963, might not have taught the nation 
how to preserve its leaders, but it had in- 
Conteslably etmoit!ttatlted the ette to 
pr-otect those acculree of political mur

, der. The intvitable rptculatien about 
cnnspraccy arose again. There was no 
support for it, but a etae suspect wnuie 
certainly become Exhibit A..

The man reizte at the Ambassador 
was taken first to a local police ttatinn, 
then to North Los Angetes Street po
lice headquarters. Eis arl•algemtet 
would have to take place at the Hall 

: of Justice, a few blocks away, and Red- 
i din, ever mindful of Dalhd, was de
I terminte to make it as private a pro- 

eeteieg;as pnssihlle. First the-polite conn 
! sidered using an armor■te car for trans- 
। porting the prisoner, but decided instead 
■ on a patrolman's pickup truck that was*

coevteitetiy, rigged as a campet. A 
judge was recruited to preside at an un-

Public Defender Richard Buckley rep
resenting him, the pl•itontr was charged i 
with six. counts of assault with intent [ 
to kill. , I

Subsequently the suspect was trans- 1 
ferred to a windwwlets maximum-se- 1 
curity cell in the hospital'ar-ea of the | 
Central Jail for Mien. A guard rtmained 1 
in the cell with him. Another watched I 
through an aperture in the door. Al- ‘ 
tng;ettler, the county sheriff's office as- ! 
signed 100 men to personal and area J 
security around the cell and the jail. 
For the suspect's ttcnee court appear- ! 
ance, the judge came to him and pre- i 
aided at a hearing in the jail chapet. ? I
. Who was the man initially design ' 
nated “John Doe"? The police had few 
(clues: height, 5 ft. 3 in.; weight, 12° 
lbs.; eyes, brown; hair, thick,, black; ac
cent, foreign, but not readily clastffi- 
able. Ele had a broken index finger and 
a tprained ankle as a rttultnf the sting-' 
gle in the pantry, but hiis basic ■cnedi-, 
don-was good. Hs fingerprint dsclosed • 
no crimnial recodd. in any law-enforce-; 
ment agency. Rteein thought he might 1 
be a Cuban or a West, Indlan. Ele car- ( 
ried no ideetifyiegg paper:,, but had frmr . 
$10° biis,, a $5 bill, four slegles and;

----- 1 some change; a car key; a recent Da-! 
vid Lawrence column noting tthat Ken- i 
eeell, a dove on Viet Nami, was a! 

strong defender of Israel._j



LEE RADZIWILL, RALPH ABERNATHY & JACKIE KENNEDY AT BIER 

Who could explain?

Silent at first, the suspect later re
peated ^ and over: "I wish to re
main incommunicado.” He did not seem 
particularly nkr■vous. Reddin described 
him as “very cool, very calm, very sta
ble and quite lucid.” Johin Doe de- 
mainded the details of a sexy Los An
geles murder casse. “I want to ask thie 
questions now,” he remarked. “Why 
don’t you answer my questions’”” He 
talrke about thie sto>ck market, an arti
cle on Hawaii that he had read r-ecent- 
ly, h” likmg for gardemng, his belief 
that criminal justice discriminatks 
against the itndeddgg. When he felt that 
the investigaoors were talking down to 
him, he snapped: ”I am not a men
dicant.” About the only things he would 
not discuss were his identity and the 
evens at the Ambsssador Hotel. After 
a few houss, the poiice ted him a pre
dawn breakastt of sausage and egg’s 
and gave up the interrogation.

Someone Named Joe. By then thie 
snub-nosed Iver Johnson eight-shot re
volver, model 55 SA—a relatively 
cheap weapon that rktgil- for $31.95— 
was yiikleing information. The serial 
number had been registered with the 
State Grimmal Identification and In- 
vkstigation Bureau. Within minutes, thie 
bureau’s computer system came up with 
the pistol’s original purchaeer: Albert 
L.. Hertz of Alhambra. He had bought 
the gun for protection in August 1965, 
after thie Waits riot. He informed po
lice that he had subsequentiy given it 
to h” daughter, Mrs, Robert W'k-tgiks. 
then a resident of Pasadena. Mrs. West
lake tectime uneasy about having a 
gun in the same house with her small 
children. She gave it to a Pa-aekna 
neighbor, George Erhard, 18. Last De- 
ckmbes, Erhard sold it to someone 
Mmed foe—“a bushy-haired guy who 
worked n a department store.”

Witli that lead, the police quickly 
found Munir (“Joe”) Sirhan, 20, in 
Nash's Department Store. Joe, said 
Chtef Rkedns, was “very cooperative.” I 
He and Adel Sirhan, 29, identified the 
prisoner as their brother, Sirhan Bish-, 
ara Sirhan, 24, who goes by the nick
name Sol. Thie identification was con- 
firmte by a check of fingerprinte taken 
when Sirhan apphed for a state race
track job in 1965.

Afi at once, from Was-lnratnn, Pas
adena, Beirut:, the Jordanian village of



TaSbaLand the loose tongue of Mayor 
Yorty, the life and bad times of the ac
cused assassin,* Sol Sirhan, came into 
view'. The middleclass Christian Arab 
family had lived in Jyrusalem while Pal
estine was under British mandate, and 
the father, Bishara Salameh Sirhan, 
now 52, was a waterworks ymployee. 
The first Arab-Israeii war cost the el

. der Sirhan his job. Family life was 
contentious, but young Sirhan Sirhan 
did well at the .Lutheran Evrngylicrl 
School. (The family was Greek Or
thodox, but also associated with other 
religlouI groups.)

The fr.mlly, which had Jordrnirn na- 
tionrlity, qualiffied nonetheless for ex- 
pynse-feye passage to the U.S. under a 
limUed refugee-admission program 
sponsored by the United Nations Re
lief and Welfare Agency and the World 
Council of Churcyes. Soon rftyr reach
ing the U.S. in January 1957, the par
ents separated. The father ryturned to 
Jordan, settled alone in his aoc:ystral vil
lage of Taiyiba and became prospeoous 
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- 
,gylyr area.

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

' * The word derives ifrom the Arabic harh- 
' shashin, “thote who use hashish”’ At the 
1 time of the -Crusades, a sycryt sect of the Mo-

hamimedan Ismriliros ymployed tyrrorisIs 
while. they were ritually high on hashssh, 
which is similar to miaruanaa.

Mary Sirhan, who has worked' in a According ■ to Yorty. Sirhan "wrote
church nursery for the past nioy yeai-sT UnaU’Kennedy must be kiltd^=;byfory
lives with her sons in an old white 
frame house. The oyigtiilors in the yin- 
nically mixed, lowmliddltecaIs Pas- 
aelyoa nyighbsrhood describe Sol as ; 
“mce, thsughtful, helpM* He liked to 
talk about books and tend the garden; 
he played Chinese checkers with a cou
ple of yldyrly oyighbors, one of thym a 
Jewish lady. Sol was' no swmger, was 
rarely ryyo with girls. His brothers told 
police that Sol liked to hoard his money 
—eetaaps explaining rthe $409 he had 
on him dyrpite his being unymployyd re- 
cynily. He did .well enough at John 
Muir High School to gain admission 
to Pr.radyna City CoUege, but he 
dropped out. Hie wanted to be a jock
ey, but could qualify only as a “hot 
walker,” a lsw-ranking, track factotum 
who cods down horses after the run. 
Thyo he got thrown fr-om a horse, suf
fering head and back iojureIs. .

“Political Act." .Later he worked for 
a time as a $2-an-hour food-store clerk:. 
Hs former employer, John Weidner, 
like ryvyral others who know him, re- 
mymi>ers his frequently expressed ha
tred for Isr•ryl and his strident Jor•dr- 
nian loyalty. Sol .liked to boast that he 
was not an American citizen (as a res- 
.idyot alien, Sirhan could not legally । 
own a concea-abte firearm in Califor
nia). A Ditch underground agent who 
asristyd Jews duriiog World War -1, 
Wyidnyr says of Sol: “Over and over 
he told me that the Jews had every
thing, but they still uryd violenye to I 
get pleces of Jordanian land.” The Rev.- 
Harry Eberts Jr., pastor of the ‘Pres
byterian church where Mary Sirhan 
works and prays, says of Sirnro: “Hi 
isa Jordanian nationalist and was com
mitting a political act.” j I

, What had this to do with Robert Kerj-I 
। nedy? Jouroalistr ■quickiy recalled that 
Kennedy, in his campaigning on the! 

i West Coast, had rystated niI position 
। that the US. had a firm commitment, 
! to Isray^s Iecuriid. In New York, Arab' 
' Spokesman M. T. Mehdi talked darkly
; of the “frustration of many Arabs withi 
, American politicians who have sold thy 
1 Arab peep! of Palestine to the Zoomst 
' Jew.ish voters.” That ruggested a mo- 
। tive, but DiIirici Attorney EviIIi Youn-j 
ger and State Attorney Gynyrrl Thom-

June 5, the first anniversary of the last 
Arab-Israeli war,, a date that tnar det-1 
onated dymonttrtitions in some Arab 
countries (ryy Tie: World). Sirhan wan ■ 
also said to have written “Ung live Nas-1 
ryr.” Yorty went on to characterize Sir- 
han as pro-Csmmunrtt and anti-AmeI•--, 
can, and to imply that he might have1 
had romy extremist connectinss. In con- 
ir•aIt, the police and prosecutor had' 
byyo bending over backward to protect

[ Sirhan’s legal rignir—dd'iSinIg him of! 
I his right to counsel and his right to re-, 

main silent, calling in a rypreseitattiye, 
of the Amencan Civil Ltiyrt:ltS' UoIoo , 
to watch out for the rurpectS intetesIs.1

i It Hurt Us Bad. Aside from its legal; 
implications, York’s gar■rulosoyrrs1 
could fuel a new round of conspiracy 
theortes—atthounh conrpIraSors with 
any skill would hardly have uryd so

1 light a revolver: as a .22. Many found ! 
it difficult to believe that the arsa^sioa-1 
iionI of John Kennedy, Mariio Luther i

I King and Robert Kyooydy were un
, re-ated. Some blamed right-wing ex
, tI•ymists; others,concluded that all three 
i rlayings were part of a CommuoiIt plot 
' to divdde and weaken the U.S.
I For the principa’s in last week's dra

ma-, the rpycuattiye and the posrible 
were blotted out by all too real events., 
Robyri Kennedy lived for 25 hour’s' 
and 27 minutes after being shot on a 
cruylly elongated Wednesday that iny 

, nation is likely to remember in the con
. text of that Friday in 1963. Of all the 
1 words last ■wyyk., rome of the most poL 
I gnant came from. Mary Sirhan, who 
। rynt a telegram to thy Kennedrs. “It , 
i hurts us very bad what has happened,” - 
1 Mrs..Sirhao said. “And we express our - 
j fyelinss with them and yspycia^y with , 
: the children and with Mrs>. Kennedy 
I and with the mottlyr and tny father 
and I want them to k.now that I am, 

: realld crying for them all. And we pr■ad 
inai God will make pyac:e, I-yalld peace, 
in the hearts of pyoply.” * '

More Faith. The “mother and father” 
—Sryphl Kennedd, 79, long partiaUy : 
paralyy.ed by a stroke, and Ros>e„ 77; ! 
who han survivte rorr•ow as intense as - 

_inrt meted out by the goer to tny hous- 
esO^=Caemrs and AtrerIS.''~Ot-^hyir J

as Lynch wanted to. avoid any such
; discussion roiil the trial. Thus ihyd were 
aghast, and said so, when Madsr Ysrid 

j went byfory a news conterenye to di-J 
vulge what he eesii•ibed as ihy con

I tyotroL.Sirhao's private notebooss, 
I f0une^^Oaihe Sir-han hsmy. ’



nine children, they have buried fou 
JSUrwho died in World War I', 
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. White 
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 viotent death has ext:end- 
ed beyond the immediate family. Eth
els par-eais died in one plane crash, 
her brother George in another. George’s 
wife Joan later choked to death on 
food lodged in her throat. Kahlteen’s 
husband was kilted in Word! War II.

Last week, like most Americans, Rose 
and Joe K.ennedy were asleep when the 
bullet’ struck. Ann Gargan, the niece 
who live’ with them m Hyanniiport, 
Mass,, did not awaken them. But Rose 
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 
built in Joe Jr.'s memory, where a 
bronze plaque mark:’ the pew that Jack 
u^d to occupy, where Bobby once 
served as an altar boy. Lat:er 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 I:44 a.m,, Pacific Daylight Time, 
Bobby Kennedy had died under the 
rrei of his wife, his brother-, his sisters 
pat and Jean and his sister-in-law 
J^ackie. '===*’

The L-o’ Angetes mreical rxamIner, | 
“DFr’Thomas Noguchi,, presided ovefa^ 
’ix-hour autopsy attended not only by 
mrmlieas of hi’ own staff but also by 
three Government doctor’ aumm(aned 
from. Waahinrton—again a leaaon fr-om ' 
DaHas. Sirhan was indicted for murder 
by a grand jury. Meanwhlte, once again, , 
the nation watched the gr-im logistic’ 1 
of canymg the coffin of a Kennedy ? 
home in a pr-e’idential Boeing 707. Thus , 
time the craft carried three widow's: 1 
Ethel, Jackie and Coretta Kmg. t

Everywhere, huadr•re’ and thouaanss : 
watched the cortege firsthand. MllliOani , 
bore wianass by television. The party, ar
rived in New York City at 9 p.m. ■ 
Thursday, and already the crowd was 1 
brrmaiar to form ouiside St. Patrick’’ 
Cathreral on Fifth Avenue; The chur-ch . 
was^not to be open to the pubic until 
5:30 thr next mornmg, but some'wait- , 
ed on the aierwalas through the warm 
night- Then, thousanas upon thouaanal, | 
in line for as long as arvrn hou’,, they 
mar■chrd past the great bronze doors 
for1a1gWre of >he closed mahogany 
casket. The black, the young and the 
poor were hravily represented: Bobby 
Krnarey’ sprtial constituants.

Things That Never Were. T'her-e r-e- 
maufed jhe iiaal searing day, the day 
of idruall far■rwell amid all thlumCieat

anoply of Roman Cathollic ceremony i 
all the contempor-ary irWity^of' 

American polttics. There was Cardinal ; 
Cushing in his purple, his rumbty mto- 1 
nation evoking yet another memoi-y of 
that earlier funeral. There was the Pres-
dent, who started his pJralidenyy by giv
ing condoienres to the Kennedy’ and 
now, near the end of his power, came 
to mourn the man who had helped 
shorten the Jotliisonian reign. There 
were the men pausmg in their pursuit 
of iuccriiion: Nelson Rockefeller and 
R.ichia.rd Nixon, .Hubert Humphrey and ’ 
Eugene McCarthy. And there was Ralph 
Abernathy in his denims, Wiliam Ful
bright, Averell HarrimM, Barry Gold
water and so many otheas of the pow
erful and the promment.

But in all the vastness of St. Pat
rick’s Cathedral, it was from first to ' 
last a peculiar!- personal Kennedy oc-, 
casion. The women wor-e black, their I 
daughters white; the Mas’, , even for i 
the dead, tarrias the promi’r of Itfe. [ 
Ethel and Rose displayed yet again the i 
strrly grace that seems to sustain all; 
women born to or married to Ken- 
nreys. Children were a big part of 
Bobby’ lfe/and played a part in the 
’mitee. Four sons irrvee as acolytes. 
Eight of their brothers, sisters and co>us>- 
in’ bore the bread, the wine and the I 
sacred Vesse’s to the high altar. ,

It was Ted who acted as paterfami
lias. His erirrminedly brisk voice be-' 
trayed him a few times, but the occa
sional hr’itation only aderd to the 
power of hi’ rulory. “He loved Hfe com-i 
ptetely and lived it intea’uly," Ted ’aid,; 
in a r•eaeinr that was unusual for a 

, R.oman Catholic funeral. Frequentiy us- 
i ing Bobby’s own words, Ted conclueed 
I with i:tlr tines adapted from George Bier- i 
' nard Shaw that Bobby used to end | 
i many of his own speeches: “Somejien 
, luU=thiafras as they are and sayW? I



‘Why not? ” The service also showed 
ecumenical and modernist influeicces. 
The Mass was entirely in English. Some 
of the musical selections were strange 
to traditional Catholic rites.

Arlington. The Battle Hymn of the 
Republic, that fierce old war song chant
ed tenderly by Andy Wiliams at the 
end of the funeral, was to be heal'd 
again and again during the afternoon 
as the special 21-car ti-ain bo>re the Sen
ator and his family and his friends 
south to Washington. There were 
crowds and cSoiI•e at many of the com
munities along the right-of-way, more 
tear’s and dirges.—and there was still 
more death. Two waiting mouI•ncl-s at 
Elizabeth, NJ., were kilted by a train 
roaring in the other direction.

The funeral train inched on and on 
through the waning day, houss behind 
schedule. From the rear platform, Ted 
Kennedy, with short, sad gestures, 
thanleed the peopee for coming out. At 
Baltimoire, a memorial sendee w'as held 
on the platfom as the train passed 
through.

L.o>ng after nightfall, it arrived in 
Waehington. Ak>ng the lamplit streets,
past a lumicescence of sad and silent 
faces, the eavaeaade wound through the 
fedeiral city and across the Potomac, 
where in a green grove up the hill in Ar
lington, John Kennedy’s grave looks out 
over the city and the river. The moon, 
the slender candles, the cteI•nal flame 
at John’s memorial—47 feet away— 
and the floodiighte laved Robert Ken
nedy’s resting place beneath a magno
lia tree. It w'as 11 o'clock, the first 
nighttime burial at Arison in mem
ory. TSci’c was no playing of taps, no 
rifle volley. After a brief and simpee ser
vice, the coffin flag was folded into a
triang-e? for presentation to Ethel, and 
the band played America the Beaimfui'.

CORTEGE APPROACHING GRAVE SITE

After the pain, perhaps the awful grace?
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]ONCE AGAIN . J
1. ■ ■ ONCE AGAIN
O»Ce again, the flags slid down t:o hal--staff. Once again, a star-1 

lit 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 rnduhilted promise and uncompteted destiny. 
Once again, the queues wound past the coffin, and once again 
Wa-hingtnn paused in sadness for a state funeral procession 
wtreing toward Arlmgton’s slopes. With a terriHe symmerry, a 
lone assaissm struck down Robert Franc's Kennedy last week, and 
once again a nation was left t:o watch and grieve and wondey.

Death came to Ktnrtey just as he was celebrating the latest 
victory of his run t:o redaim the Presidency his brother had lost 
-a ran ^t had already helpied force Lyndon Johnson’s abdica
tion and now, in California, had eked out a win over rival dss- 
senter Eugene McCarthy. He died not as President but as pre
tender, ftlltd not in the bright sunshine but in the gloom of a 
dingy serving pantry in a Loss Angers hotel. Yet the -paralleis 
between his muretr and John Kennedy’s were only too appaw 
ent, and the mo’t awful of all wa’ its absurdity. For each died 
a martyr without a cause; John Kennedy’s accuised assa.ssm was 
a tormented loner with Fidelista lantasies, Robert's a Jordaman 
Arab immigrant appartrtly bent on avengmg tlie six•dary Is- 
raelLAaab war a year to the day after it began. .

A mid the national agony and the political and emt>tOrltal con- 
vu’stons touched off by Robert Kennedy's death, a stunned 

1 and bewildered rttior c°uld only pordtr fearful^ what vio- 
, leace might come next ai the most cruelly uopredicttblt elec
tion year is tumultuous history has produedd.

For four full days, until his body was lowered to its grave on 
1 the green slopes of Arlington, there to rest near that of his broth
’ er John, the ,teteviiton screens glowed through almost every 
1 waiting hour. At St. Patrick's Cathedral in New York, the line of 
mowness stretched for more than a mile and some 150,000 citi

: zens filed past the mahogany coffin on the catatalque. ,
Unct>unted thousands of other mt>unte-s came out t:o stand 

along the route of the funeral train, as it wound its way alt)rlg 
' the. 22l “?*' of track bet™66? New York and Wtshirngton’s 
, Union Station, the greatest such demonst-aarim the nation has 

seen since Franklm D. Roosevelt’s body was borne from Waim 
Springs, Ga., to Wt-hirgton 23 years ago.

Abroad as well as at home, shock ritlete t:o horror, horror to 
grief, and grief to anger. A few houss after the shooting; 

while Kennedy still fought for hits life in Los Angetess Good Sa
' mtt•itan Hospital, President Lyndon B. Johnson ordered Secret 

Survicu protection for all major Ptesideiti:tal candCdatey. That 
night a somber Mr. Johnson went on ottiootl televislon and vig

. orously rejected the suggestion that the entire nation was Some-[ 
how colltctivtlr guilty of the attack. “Two hundred million' 
Amei■iaons did not strike Cowo Robert Ktootey,” the PresiClent| 
said. Then he entered a solemn ptea: “Let us, for Gods sake,l 
resolve to live uneer the law! Let us put an end t:o viotenee and: 
to the preaching of violence.” ;

But all the white, as the somber pageant of the fuotrtl un- 
lo■leud, the brooding que'tions on the nature and extent of the 

_vjohnK* in. the U.S, persisted-why, why, why? Thtre~wure~of ।
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UP1
Police leave with accused killer; Robert 
F. Kennedy’s body arrives in New York 

UPI

Assuri-Hd-d pieooure

A frantic Mir’s. Kennedy wardlo off crowd

Boris Yaro—Los Angeles Times
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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 phenomennn. However inadequate the 
gesture, it wars an undesstandbble expression of the natural de
sire to respond, somehow, some way, to this latest and perhaps 
most poigaaat of all recent exampees of insensate political vio- i 
lence in Ameriaa. !

For Robert Kennedy was m his own way a political personality ! 
as extraordinary as hs bnlhant brother, from whom he derived 
most of ,the initial mystiqee, the fame, the glamour, and the aura 
of temtoe tragedy that invesss the fabled Kennedy family.

I nithe last few,years, Bobby had emerged! dramatically from 
the ^de of his murdered brother. He becameincreasingly 

concerned with the quality of U.S. life in genera,, and in partieu- 
. lar with the plight of the poor and the downtrodden, black and 
■ white aWte.H’ enemies of course, chalked ths off to political 
■ opportunism, but in L.i>adoa last week, the day after Kennedy 
, died, foiTOei- Prime Mmhter Harold Macmillan, 74, went on tel
; evi^on- so sum up his impl•eesions of the young Ameriaan he had 
, known So long and So latimately-and in the process to offer a 
। moving dissent to Kennedy’s cliii:iea. “Whatever peep! may sayj 
1 and whatever history may write about Bobby,” .Macmiltaa said, 
' “he had a genunee compassion, a real love of peop^, humble 
i people, poor people-I shiak the word now is uadclprivllegcd 
J people-not in a pompous or pcdaatle way, but genuine.” Tears 
| coursed down the old mans face as he spoke.

L

‘ For toe rest, there was the grief-strikCan response of the poor! 
; and the himiWe Shemsellvee, who wept uaashamddly in the 
. streets at the news, who flocleed to h’s bier by the scores of thou-1 

sands, and who saw in his death the loss of 'their own most com
' pelling and authentic singfe voice. Kennedy’s removal from the 
j political sceae thus deprived this iacreasingly vocal -regment of 
■ toe U.S. electorate of precisely the kind of rare,-trusted -leader iti

So dciperalely needs, and. inevitably served to widen the chasm; 
of suspicion, silence and mistrust that separates1 the majority of| 

■ the affluent U.S. from its estranged minority. Among the many! 
totter iromes surrounding Robert Kennedy’s death, .then, was 

, the gloomy prospect that for all the cxhortatinns and all the work 
of Presidential commiesions, it may well inflame, not heal, the 
violenee that lafeeti the lane!. ' ’

T hough toere wats no tellng how far or for how long the shots] 
, fired .m Los Angdes might reverberaeey.there were some 

things that:, a’ 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 coatendees in November 
would be Vice President Hubert H. Humphrey and 'former Vice 
Pretident Richard MI. Nixon. The second w'as that the millioni 
who looked to and trusted Bobby mist now find a new leader toj 
fill the void left by his depatture. How far they would have; to 
look- could depend on just how accurate John- F. Kennedy’s 
powes of prophcey were some years, ago, when he observed:' 
just a’ I went, mto. politics because Joe died, if anything hap

' pened to me tomorrow Borry would run for my seat in the 
, Senate And if Bobby died, our younger' brother Ted would take 
-, over for him.” •_________ • -==.



c 1963 Robiert Jackson—Dallas Times
Jack Ruby slays suspecr Lee Harvey Oswald. 
John F. Kennedy’s body arrives in Washington, on
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GUNS: LIKE BUYING CIGARETT’ES

By now the weapons have become .nt. 
cxordbty linked with thie viciims. It 

was a 6.5-mm. M[aaalicher-CarcaIlo car- 
binr that cut down John F. Kennedy. It 
was a .30-’06 Eafirld rifle that killed Med- 
gar Evers. It was a .30-0)6 Remington 
pump rifle that felled Martin Luther 
King. And it was a snub-nosed .22-cali- 
ber Iver Johnson revolver that snuffed 
out the life of Robert F. Kennedy. 
Though the guns vary in size, shape and 
ballistic characteristics, all of them share 
one thing in commoa-they are, as Preri- 
deat Johnson angrily poiatrd out lari 
week, as easy to get as “baskess of fruit 
or cartons of cigareetes.”

Indeed, the very availability of fire
arms in the United States amounss in one 
breath to a national tradition and a na
tional tragedy. No one knows exact! 
how many guns are m private hmMs m 
the country; estimates range from a con
servative 50 miMon up to an aseounding 
200 mAhon. What this faatastic arsenal 
produce,, however, is eminently meas-

Asaocaated Pres«

Thie gun that kilted Robert Kennedy

urabte. In 1966, for instance, gums of one 
kind or another accouneed for 6,500 mur
ders in the U.S,, 10,0)0)0 suicides and 
2,600 accidental deaths. Since the turn 
of thie century, three quartess of a mil
lion Ameriaans have been killed by pri
vately owned gums in the United States 
-moseazAjmericans than have died in bat
tle in all the wars fought by the U.S. *==

Pannage: Lust week, the weight of 
these grim statistic combined with thie 
ontrage at the assassSnation of Robert 
Kennedy and the recent emphasis on 
fighting crime in thie streets to push the 
first piece of gun-control legistatian 
through Congress m more tW 30 years. 
The gun-control provSrionr, part of an 
omnibus anticrimr bill overwhelmingly 
approved by thie House of Represenaa- 
tives and sent on to the President, makes 
it illrgal for a person to purctaee a hand
gun in a state other than his own, either 
by mail order or directly over the coun
ter. In addition, it prohibiss felons men
tal incompetents and veterans who re
ceived! less than honoraHe discharge

(Iadicare page, name of 
newspaper, city and staee.)

46 “Newsweek" magazine
-----New York, New York

rom possessing any kind of firearms at all.
Some membess of Congress were quick 

to clam that the gun-control legsstatinn 
was an extraordinary achievement. “Thus 
bill is far, far tougher than anyone real
izes,” said Sen. Thomas Dodd of Con
necticut, who has been fighting for gun 
control for years. Considering that the 
bill was passed over the objectioss of one 
of the most formidable lobbies in Wash
ington, the 900,000-member National 
Rifle Association, which has argued long 
and hard that there is no connection be
tween thie availability of fireamss and the 
spiraling crime rate, Do^s optimism 
was at least undessaandbble. Judged 
against the strict rua-coaerol rimidards 
in most other civilized counrriss of the 
world, however, the lrrislaeioa-alrd, for 
that matter, the NRA’s argument about 
availabilitynteemed glaringly weak

Loophole: The public apparently 
shares this view. The day Senator Kenne
dy was shot, a nationwide Gallup survey 
showed that most peopee in the US. fa
vored the registration of all fireaims in 
the country. The President also had res
ervations about the lcgistatiay. No sooner 
had the gun-control measure cleared the 
House last week than Mr. Johnson made 
a nationwide tclcvSsion address. The 
President said that strict curbs on who 
can own guns tad tad a profound effect 
on crime in other counties.. “Each year 
jn this country, guns me involvedjmimHe 
than 6,500 murders,” he said. “Thus com-

Date: 6/17/68
Edition:

Author: _ , _____ . .
Editor: Osborn Eliott
Title: 

KENS ALT

Character:
or

Clasnificaiion: LA 56-156
SubmitUng Office: Los Angeles

2| Being Iavrstiratrr

' Searched......... indexed___ _
SERIALIZED............. FILED.......... ..

JUN 1 71968, 
FBI - LUS anolulSA ,



pares with 30 in England, 99 in Canada, ; 
68 in West Germany and 37 injW . 
Growing more emotional, Mr. Johnson die- ; 
nouinced t:he bill before him a.s a “haff- । 
way measure” It covers adequately on
ly transactinns involvnig handguns. It 
leaves the deadly commecee in lethal 
shotguns and rifles w:ttliout effective con
trol.” Later, Mr. Johnson indicated that 
he would try t:o plug what he described 

■ as ""the brutal loophole” in the law by i 
। trying t:o extend the bills provisions’ to 
| the interstate sale of rifles and shotguns । 

as well as handguss. . ' '
Responsibility: But similar ament-

mens proposed by Sen. Edward Kenne- I 
dy last month were deSeaSed, and it | 

i seemed likely that the President’s pro- ' 
। posals would find the going just as rough.'; 
' Still, there was little doubt that for the 1 

moment, at least:, Congress would have, । 
. to look hard t:o discover a more appropri- I 

ate memorial to Robert Kennedy. It was ' 
' just two years ago t:hat Bobby told his i 

cofleagues: “We, have a responsibility to ! 
the victims of crime and vioeenee. For t:oo , 
long, we have dealt with deadly weapons । 
as if they were hamlSess toys. Yet their | 
very presence, the ease of their acqlttti- I 
tion and thie familiarity of their appear- | 
ance have led t:o thousands of deaths I 
each year and countSess other •crimes of ;

1 viiolsnce as well. It is time that we wipe 
ths stain of vioeence from our land.” .
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(Mount Clipping in Space Below)

-—THERE JUST
HASN'T BEEN
A NICER BOY'

For nearly twelve hours, nobody even 
knew his name. Hie was just a wiry 

little guy with tousled black hair and 
frightened black eves, whom Rosey 
Grier and others hiad gang-tackedd in ,the 
terribte seconds after Robert Kennedy 
was shot. All night and morning long,, hie 
sat with ineerrogators from the police and 
district attorneys office, chatting breez
ily and lucidly about almiost anything ex
cept the one subj'ect which, at that mo
ment, made all othess frivolous. About 
Robert Kennedy, about the shooting, 
about his own identity, he insisted with 
a haughty maaapropism, “I prefer to re
main iincommumcado.”

But slowly, a picture beg;an to fill in 
around the mysteriuus stranger in the 
1.0s Angetes jail-the picture of a loneyy, 
proud, obsessed young man who, ac
cording to the official indictment, “on or 
about June fifth,, 1968, did wilfully, un- 
lawfuHy, feloniousyy, and with malice 
aftrethtught, murder Robert France 
Kennedy, a human being.”

The first break came when nimble Los 
Angetes police work traced the .22 re
volver that had been pried from the sus
pect's grasp (his teft index finger was 
broken) during the frenzied scuffle after 
the shooting. The pistol’s path turned 
out to be a star-k paradigm of America's 
casual traffic in deadly weapons. It had 
been purchased dur-ing the Watts riot:’ 
of 1965 by an elderly main in Alhambra, 
a Ion Angdes suburb. His wife had be
come upset at having it around, so he 
passed it along to his dgughsey, who 
gave it to an 18-year-old boy, who m 
turn sold it to “a bushy haired guy 
named Joe” who worked in a local de- 
pgrtment store. “Joe” turned out to be 
one Munir Sirhan who, when he saw pic
tures of the suspect on tstevision, went 
to poltee to say that the man looked like 
his brother, Sirhan Bishara Sirhan.

The Best: Sirhan Sirhan (the name 
means “wanderer” in Arabic.) was born 
24 years ago in Jerusatem. He was the 
fourth of five sons, and his father, who 
still lives in a village in the hills near 
Jerusalem, recalled last week that Sirhan 
was the best of the lot at school. “Hie
was such an inteliigent boy, I had no 

, worries. about him,” Bishara ,„..Si^ttan..
mused. ! was sure hie would do well.”

But others were not so sure. The fam-t 
Tly pastor (the Sirhans are Arab Chris

tians) rememhess young Sirhan as “a 
• clever boy-very quick-but unstabte and 

very unhappy.” The father, he said,' 
“had frequent violent fits and was given 
to breakmg what little furniture they 
had, and beating the children. He

Frank Q. Brown--Los Angd's Timess 

Sirhan: 'An A-1 boy’
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thrashed them with sticks and with his 
fists whenever they disobeyed him.”

The family split up in 1957—after 
heated quarsers with her husband, Mary 
Sirhan brought her children to California 

R and moved into a modest Pargdeng 
neighborhodd. Most of them, including 
Sir-hum remamed Jor-daman citizens with 
“permanent resident” status m the UB. 
Young Sirhan was remembered kindly in 
Pasadeng last week. He seemed gentte, 
bright (he riudSed Russian at the local 
high school white his classmates strug
gled with Spanish), and though he was 
always a loner, he didn’t appear un- 
frisndly. “He was an A-1 boy,” burned 
the Sirhans’ neighbor, Mss. Olive Blakes-. 

Jeertqtuiet> clean, and considergiSe:■“He’d 
come over to play Chmese checkers with 
us . . . There just hasn't been a nkerrbhy. ’
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i Bad Fall: But there were also somes- 
I other things. Hits mother detected a 
I change in his personality after he took a 
J bad fall from a Horse in September 1966

—fie was then a racehosse exercise boy 
—and tire doctor who treated him for a 
year after the accident described him 
as “a fairty explosive personality.”

The explosionr, when they came, 
seemed often to be touched off by refer
ences to Israel. John H. Weidner Jr., 
the barrel-chested owner of three organ
ic-food stores in Pasadena, hired Sirhan 
as a $2-an-hour stock clerk for nearly six 
months last fall and winlter. “He was a 
man with principees,” according to Weid
ner. He didntt smoke. He didn’t drink:. 
!Ie always said he wouldntt lie.” He was 

o trustworthy that Weidner assigned 
im to pick up an three stores ’ rtcetpitp 
nd take them to the banls. But occa-| 

sionalty Sirhan flew into blind rages 
against Israel and Jews. “He oft:en men
tioned seeing peopee of his race killed by 
Israeiis,” Weidner recalled. “He was very 
resentful of the U.S.’s policy because he 
was a refugee, and he talked about Pres
ident Remedy helping other refugees 
SOmuch, but nothing for the Jordamans.”

The apparently fatal connection be
tween Israel, Kennedy and Sirhan be
came a good deal clearer when flamboy
ant Los Angdes Mayor Sam Yorty 
decided to jump into the case with both 
feet. Up to that moments, the behavior of 
city authorities had been a model of pro- 
fennlonal decorum, in striking contrast to 
the bumbling of the DaUas police in eeri
ly similar circumsanncss four and a half 
years earltel■. Sirhan had been swiftly 
plucked from the furious mob in the Am
bassador Hotel (“I was almost killed in 
that kitchen,” he told a lawyer later). 
He was soon adv’sed of his constitutional 
rights and arraigned at 7:30 a.m. In an 
early morning press conferenee, Police 
Chef Thomas Reddm skipped taetfu^y 
over any revclatlnns that might prejudice 
Sirhans eventual trial.

Not so Mayor Yorty. Seizing the ’pot
light from h’s polKe chief, Yorty proceed
ed not only to unveil evidenee that quite 
likely should have been held for the 
trial, but also to impute to Sirhan mo- 
twe’ clearly colored by the mayor’s own 
right-wing prefudienr. Reddin had spo
ken earleer of “’craps of paper” found in 
.iihan ’ pockets. These, Yorty eageHy 
revealed, consisted of a snhedute of Ken
nedy campaign appearances, a newspa
per column (by David Lawrence) that 
Sfok Kennedy to t^k for opposng the 
war m Viemam while supporting a U.S. 
commitment to Israel, and four $100 bilK;

Bistcr: Yorty ako produced glcamnis* 
from notebooks found in the Sirhan home 
which, he said, “appeared to have been 
written by Mrhan .1^.” According to 
the mayor, the journal included bitter 
fulmmations against U.S. policy in the 
Midde East:, an entry that read “Long 
Live Nasser,” a number of nnribbted ref- 
e,'e'nfn to Robert Kennedy and retiring 
U.N. Ambassador Arthur Goldberg, and 
one Motion proclaiming the need to as
sassinate Kennedy before June 5, 1968, 
the firrt annivenaary of the 1967 Arab- 
I’raeli war.

Yorty’s disclosure of evidenee earned 
the mayor a caution from California At
torney General Thomas Lynch, who was 
fearful that the suspect:’ righet to a fair
trial might be sorely nompromifed. But 
next day the mayor was ’till Salkigg. He 
leapt upon the new's that Sirhan’s car had 
onne beem spotted parked near a buiM- 
ing wheeeJbe radieal .left-"^^ W.E.B. 
Du Bois Club was holding a meeting. 
Swiftly, Yorty drew his own dramatic 
noncfusion: “Evil Communist organiza
tions played a part in inflaming the assas
sination of Kennedy.”

More evidence leaked out later when 
a grand jury met to consider the murder) 

I indictment against Sirhan. Jesus Perez, 4 
jd’shwa’her at the Ambassador Hotel, 
testified that Sirhan had loitered around 
the kitchen corridor for about half an 
hour before Kenney was ’hot, womcdty 
fingering papess and asking repeatedyy 
whether Kennedy was certam to be 
passing that way. A man named Henry 
Carreon reported seeing someone he 
identified as Sirhan at a ’hooting range 
near Pasadena on the aftennonn before 
Kennedy was shot. Sirhan, he ’aid, wars 
practicing rapid fire with a .22 revoker.

‘Bomb’: At the end of the week, Sirhan 
wa’ arnugned for murder in the first de
gree, phs five noun’s of assault with in
tent jo, ki1L Already the Los Angeees 
sheriff had receked more than a dozen 
threat’ on the suspect’ life, some of 
thorn promi’ing to “bomb their way in” to 
the jaithunfe if need be. With visOons of 
Jack Ruby, Lee Harvey O’wakl and the 
basement of the Dallas poike hindquar
ter’ looming large .nd ugly, Los Angeees 
derided to move the court to the jail
house, ratW than ri’k transferring the 
prisonel•. The pmson chapel was made in
to a courtroom, the altar nonvesfed to a 
judge’s bench, and security was drawn so 
tight that even the judge and the deputy 
dktiict attorney were frisked before be
ing admitted. Sirhan, who entered in a 

.wheelchair (hi’ left ankk was sprained, 
when he was seized), was held without

bail., and his lawyer (a deputy pubic 
defender for Los Angeees County) won a 
delay of three weeks before rcriiScring 
his plea-in orde,, among riha shinnr, to 
allow for a psychiatric exammatinn.

Los Angeees authorities seemck cer
tain that they had got their man, that 
the possibilitr of a con’prracy wa’ remote. 
In his village near Jerusaeem, Bishara Sir- 
han was outraceL. “If my son ha’ done 
shis dirty thing”’ he said bitteriy, “them 
let them hang him.” Mary Sirhan, who 
collapsed when ’he heard ri the charges 
against her son, ’ent a telegram to the 
Kennedy family. “I want them to know,” 
it noncfuCkd, “that I am really nryinr for 
them all. And we pray that God will 
make peace, really pea.ee, in the hnr’s 
of the pcopte.”

Newsweek—Bbb Grosh I 
j Yorty (left) with Rrkkin: Bias? J
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1 NATIONAL AFFAIRS

A FLAME BURNED FIERCELY
From t:he time of his brother’s asS^r5 

sination, the niSssion was never in, 
doubt: one day hie would try to regam 

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

, and that as his brothes s brother he has 
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? 1972? Each 
■ heard a version of the same distracted 
reply:: “I don’t think I can plan for it . .. I don’t even know if I’m going to be 
here." An aide elaborated: “Bob just 
feess it’s futAe to plan too much. He has 
a visceral sense of the precariuus nature 

' of human life and effort.” '
Campaigning at last:, he sddqm seemed 

, far from this somber mood. There were 
I' all' the exhilarated images of thie final 
। weeks'; Bobby Kennedy rolling down a 

dozen' Ma.in Streets to a dozen couitt- 
house squares in the Midwest, as a high
school band oompahed, “This Man Is 
Your Man.” Bobby bemused^- debark
ing from his plane on a fork-lift at an 
East Oregon way station, and remarkmg 
in parody of his .own pet orrtoricrl tag 
line: “As. George Bernard Shaw once 
said: ’We can do better’.” Or Bobby 
tryrng to .reach every singes hand along 
a ndar-rioOOus motoradde route in south
ern California, as if he were giving 
bread to the poor.. Yet hd waged his- 
campaign with more ■ celebration thae= 
joy. In the few ungiairddd niomenss, 
the gaurtt face flickered between bright-, 
ness and m■elanctoolv. He'had become,- . 
Wilirngly or not, John Kennedy s surra- . 
• gate, driven to uddkcr his brothers fulfill
ment, 'or his tragedy,> Was he-’worried 
b>y his exposure to. ■frenzied: crowds; a 
(reporter asked? “I play RuusKn.rou^dtte,“ 
the answered, “eyery time I get up in the 
j m>orning. But Ijust .dont’aare .. / if they 
i want you, they can get you.” , ,.

;^rophecy: Just be^^ ^ 
prophesm that an attempt would be 
made on his life. Yet, ,one must give onei 
self to the crowd,” he said, ■.“anr-■ froH - 
then on . . . rely on luck.”. Then this-luck . 
ran out, and the crowd consumed him.

Robert Francss Kennedy could not , 
have dome it qthelwUiey. He plunged into 
'lffe, just as he plunged into the masses of 
peepee reachmg out to torch and maul - 
him. Hie was a driven man and this, was 

- never more apparent than in things phys.- 
ical. Whrt:hrr on the iqqtbrll iirld or on 
the slopes, he had a need to excel. Learn
ing that a peak in 'Canada had been 
named for his br■q‘:hrl•, he rushed off to. 
be the first to scrfd it and pfrnt a flag 
there.. Walking along an Oregon beach 
a few weeks ago, hie sud'denty .stopped, 

=sddning to hear a chaflenge no one elrei

hearrS^Utripprd to hiss shorts and plungedj. 
, into an icy, angry surfTor a swim. • -

There was some intense contest within, 
him that appeared, to surface in pard- 

. doxes. Solemn and tenacious, he coufd 
rlevertdeiuss mock hinsrli with a fine 
sense of absurdity:. Deemed arr-ogant by 
some of hs peers, hie could be sefi:-efflr<-- 
ing among lesser men. He sought coteries 
and crowds, yet he could be .painiUlly 
shy with individuass. Rich and privlieged 

■ beyond most mm, hie could be a tendes, 
compassionate shepherd of the young, 
the disused and the deprived-nnd yet 
hie could also pursue an adversary with , 
Old Testament vdngefulesss, '.

Still, the lrrgrr truth might be that to 
burned with a fiercer flame than otheSs, 

_ Jhrqwmg sharper lights and deeper Shad;J
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ows even than other Kknnedsr• Of all of 
them, he was the most inward and diffi
cult to know, the grittesst and at the 
same time the most vunkeabbte. Perhaps 
it was his post position. “I was the rkv- 
enth of nine children,” he said once.
* “And when you come from that far down, 
you have to rtrunnlk to su-vivk.” He was 
born Nov. 20, 1925, to a household al- 
rtgdy lorded over by two idolized broth- 

1 era, some overpowering sisters, .nd above 
all by a steely wified baronial father who 
had gmasskd a seemingly boundtrss for
tune—and aonterred on kgah child a trust 
currendy valued at more than $10 mil- 
1 lion. In that galaxy, Robert was slight, 
unprepossessing, and unblessed by any

I obvious gifts of saholasship or mtelkct. 
He could neither read as swiftly, jest as

I deftly or achieve the kfforttrrs poise of 
I his tall, handsome older brothess Joe Jr. 
| and John.

By the time he was a Harvard foot- 
tballer, he had an undersiangbble rkpk-

gill tation for trying harder, attested to later 
by Kennedy aicte Kenneth O’Donnell, 
who was team captan:: “He had no right

I to be on the varsity team . . . We had 
2 eight ends who were bigger, faster and 

had been high-school stars. But Bobby
I ... worked five times as hard as anybody. 

He’d come in from end like a wild In
I dian. If you were blocking Bobby, you’d 

knock him down, but he’d be up again, 
going after the play. He never let up."

In those day's he was called retenttess. 
The postgraduate version (after he had 

■ taken a law degree from the University 
, of Virgmia) was “rathterr,” a designatinn

-part hearsay,, and part fact-that was to
I stay with him the rest of his life. Ths 

began with his stewardship of brother 
Jacks first Senate race in 1952,, when 

■ Bobby angered older, protessional pok 
offering help in Massachusetts by in- 

■ structing them to lick envelopes at cam
paign headquarters. Then there was his 

■ service as a cocky young assistant counsel 
■ with Joe McCarthy's Senate invesiiga- 

tions subcommittee—criiics put down his 
failure to rtpuCiatt that episode as one 
moire demerit. Or the time in 1957,, 
during the Senate laboa-aackets investi- 
gatoon, When he ragged Teamsters boss 
James Hoffa and other unionrtrs so mkr- 
ailessly that a Tkanrsters gttornky called 
him “a sadists little monster.”

LkgknC: For all that, the legend of 
Bobby the Ruthtess first gained national 
rtgnCing in the 1960 Presidential cam
paign, when Bobby, in the rkrvak5 of 
Jack, was hard at work improvmg the art 
of the advance man, which meant com
mandeering grmtes of people and facili
ties, and argcking heads on a monumna- 
tal scab. As agmpaign manager he was 
dedicated with a Hege man's blind loyal
ty to the kni:tlronemnnt of his brother. ”I 
don’t give a damn whether the state 
and county orngnizatinns rurvivk after

J;J0vembk-,“ he told feuding New York-

State pok. “I want to elect John F. Kkn- 
nkCy” Inkviiably, the legend fed on 
such encountess.

As Attorney General and unofficial 
major-domo of John Kennedys Cabmet, 
he aould still be a fearsome rt-gw boss. 
Given a key role in the investigation of 
the Bay of Pigs fiasco, he charged in 
like a prosecutmg attorney. On other oc
casions, however, he was a stegdymg 
influenee in the defibeaations of the Na
tional Security Council. (By his own later 
testimony, lie w'as proudett of his re
straining role in the Cuban mossite crisss.)

All the whde, he showed a agp>a.ctty 
for growth. Neither Robert nor John 
Kennedy suaaeedtd in substantially en- 
lgrninn the body of civi--righss lkg-sia- 
tito, but they fostered the atmosphere 
of honest concern it needed to breathe 
in. Though he had deve^ped a fond
ness for wiretappmg, Attorney General 
Kennedy also stepped up the fight to en
force voting rights and school integration 
in the South, to protect rights workess 
from harassment It was Bobby, in fact, 
who had kOgineered ta phone can that 
sprang Marta Luther King Jr. from jail on 
the eve of the 1960 elkction, and though 
that maty have been more politics than 
sociology' (“I won’t say I stayed awake 
nights worrying about civil rights before I became Attorney Generad.” lie admit
ted later), there was no doubt that the 
plight of the Nkn-o had begun to awaken 
his conscience.

Maturity: Another friend of the Ken
nedy family, JFK biographer Theodore 
Sorensen, described Robbys growth to 
maturity this way a few years ago: 
“When I first met him thirteen years ago, 
I would not have vttkC for him for any
thing. He was much moire cocky, milf 
tant, nkgatike, narrow, closer to his father 
in thinking than to his brother. Today I 
I have no seriious doubss ... I would votk 1 
fefchim for anything.” g -n

Attorney General: Growing
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J But during the years of John Kenne
dy’s Presidency, the old, elusive tensions 
between the brotheys and sisters per
sisted. Jin the bantering that often filled 
the taWe talk, visitors could feel curren’s 
of affection—and rivalry. Bobby partici
pated, then looked morose and with
drawn, then joined in again. Considered, 
at 35 “the second most important main 
in the country,” he still had to come to 
terms widi a -sense of d’sadvanaaee.

Gr^ef: Then came the uaassimiia^>te 
horror and grief of John Kennedy’s as- 
.iaisination. All of the Kennedys suffered 
profoundly, and Bobbe perhaps more 
than any. His relationship with Jack ku I 
been almost symbiotic. At the funeral 
and often afterward, he clung to Jacque
line Kennedy’s hand as much, it seemed, 
to receive comfort as to give it. Friends 
found him aged and softened. He ap
peared not so much moody as haunted, 
given to trailing off in miditentence, 
^taring out the windows of his Justice 
Department office, dm quality of boyisH 

I vulnerability beneath the cold surfacd 
more pronouneed than ever. The wound 
seemed always present.

Then the mourning ended and the 
“Kesnedys were back, with all their drive 

and vitality intact. Shooed away from 
the Vkre Presidency in 1964 by Lyndon 
Johnson, Bobby entered the Senate race 
in New York, making an unashamed 
grasp for dm seat of Repubhaan incum
bent Kenneth Keating. But there was no 
other way: as political observers reck
oned it, the Senate was the broadest 
path to the White House and a Restora
tion, and New York was the state where 
Bobby could both claim prior residence 
and count on enough popular support to 
elect ffim. Inevitably, his critics added 
the charge of “carpetbagger” to- their 
litrt of grievances. Among others, the 
locall Ameriaays for Democratic Action 
chaRenged hs liberal ceedentiais, and a 
commtteee of celebrity Democrass formed 
for die defense of Republtran Keatmg.

Kennedy won easily, and at first the 
new senator seemed only faintly ab-^

AyiKttaaedd Press
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srr-0O=$1 ^s Ouirls• (After all, he im- Identity: Graduaiiy, Kennedy■grpprdl
plied to an interviewer, he had once I ' ” - ’ ’
inhabited ltfiier climes.) But as 1968 

: drew nearer, he began buildmg hi rep
utation as a critic of Lyndon Johnson! 
foreign policy in a seres of rperohlrs, 
painrtakingly rrrerr•chrd, drafted and re- 
drrfted, often after oome-and dun-ess 
wiih ihr appropriate- rpeoiaiSsrs from gov
ernment and rcrdrm-a at his Hickory 
Hill ertri:e in McClean, Va. Among the 
arsortr0 China watehers, Hlspanohhiles, 
Eurtplrtr there might be familiar faors- 
Adam Yrrmplinlky, Daniel P. Moynihan, 
Richard Neustadt, Arthur- Schieringer, 
Richard Gppdwin—aleent rttendanss of 
his brother's fallen r•rglmr and now mrel- 
bers of what had come to be crimed the 
Kennedy goveroment-m-exiie.

Drerels: The Restoration was grthier- 
ing forces, “You see,” Senator Kennedy 
ttlo a reporter who rrkrO him why he . ,
had come to thr Senate, “not the PresM—A tpughlmlndrO a jPurnaliltlhirtpriaO 
Oroi alone, but we all were involved in as William V. Shrnnt)n orrOii:rd Robert 1
orrtain tasks, in orrtaio dreams I sud- . TlikSl a T I
- - s - ■ with the wmnmg attribute; of “compas-

I r^Po ‘and hard-headddnrrs, reriOuai moti 1 
ailsm -oO sooial iOerlirm.” Amid th- 
.libera! Ha-IL-s he h-d mrrteridS, wrote 

। Shannon, rhpnr forth r grnuine f-rrling 1 
i fpr thr rtruggies of the poor. Spoial critic । 
। Prtrick Mpyoihro put it this wry: “Ken- ' 
nedylhlrs wpi■kro for his librrrllrm . .. ' 
The things he learned first were ooIisrrva- . 
tlvr things. The things he learned sro- 
ond were hber-aI thmrs. He is rn iOeailrt 
"About lllullpnr . . . You might want ip ' 
call this the .higher: iibrralilm.” 1.

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

But the ghost of his brother still hung 
close. Bobby's office was chock-a-Hock 
with John F. Kennedy memorabilia— 
photo portraito, snapshots, framed scrib- 
biings from the Cabinet meetings. He 
hrd assumed,, unconsctorsty perhaps, 
some familiar Johin Kennedy gesSul■es in 
hs speedies-a hand thrust in his pt>cltet:, 
the-otter jabbing the air with an extend
ed index finger. The lisruer themselves 
were John Kennedy’s: 'nuclear testing, 
tire Affiance for Progress, the U.S. role in 
the Third World. And the direct evoca
tion was ever recurrent: "As President 
Kennedy said . .” Bobby would perorate.

For a time, he carried a frayed pvrr•- 
rizr iwrrO, overcoat on trips and would 
drape it around hir, rhpulders on chill 
days. Curiturly, he left it behind in one 
town after another on hectic stumping 

! fours, and then'would dispatch an aide to
etrieve it. It was as if he were engaged 
n rpme psyohi-c struggle with the cqaL

JduchffirdLtelpI^gedLtPLh^

forward to an identity and a course all 
his own. The season of discontent with
Lyndon Johnson was growing riormter. ! 
Harrs and Gallup surveys placed him 
well ahead of the President in the in-vi- 
trble popularity ratmgs, and indeed, ' 
huge crowds bore out the pollster's, flock- 1 
ing to see him on the hustinrs. As early ' 
as 1966, We can do better”, had rlrrrOy ■ 
become his informal campaign slogan. 
Willy-nilly, or so it" reemeO, he had' be- 
0ome a. leading vtior. of dissent, steering 
his own mid-oom-ee between the Old Left 
and the New. In long, carefully docu- - 
mented speeches, he dSrrctrd Admous- 
tration fumblmg in Africa, in Latin Amer- ' 
ica, on the prob-mms of the cities and the 
ghettos. No less an all-purpose guru than • 
John Kenneth Galbraith orrtifird that 
Bobby 'kas a cl°ser rapport with aca- - 
demccs today than his brother did.” .

But the hiiihrr liberalism reemeO still : 
grounded in A- lower.poHOrs. There was । 
Kenite<yy, "totally absorbed in the opntest I 
Ipi power,” as a friend described it, plac
ing conventional politics (“He is New ■ 
Frontier on top and Last Hurrah at bot- i 
tom, spmepne wrote), and caution was ' 
a cardinal rule of the game. Bobby lpved ' 
to chmb the mpun-ams and run the rap- 
los, but he was ww chary of political 
isk. He wais pne of the more restramed 
y^tnOm orlt-or and. against the urging of 

-=7S'fplP)wers and the pressures of a grow- . 
---------- ' ing public ouiory for peace, finally OeciO- ■ 

, ed in January not to make the.dial-enge 
' -g-mst Lyndon Johnson in 1968. (By one 
, r—:cpuitt, the President had earlier warned ■ 
h™, in a stormy otnfrtntrtipn at the 1 

,Wffite House, “In six months ail you ■' 
 dews wm b-politically o-^ i

^ B-dly Done: Thus it wrs Eugene^Mc-, 
Carthy who rrpsr from obscurity to carry j 
the fight:, -nd there began another sea-, 
son of agony for Bot>-ty. Over the wintry 
months of 1967-68, he wiinrssed the de-; 
frotlpo of young cpl-ei!aans who had. 
brro among his staunchest prrtirans. • 
Then when he abruptly rea^ses^ed his] 
ppritipo and plunged into th- race on the ■ 
heels of McCarthy's New Hampshire! 
triumph, it rrrvrO only to further alienate! 
the pocr faithM. “The Kennedy,,” wrote! 
Art:hur Sohlesinges, in r p-ece apologizing! 
for Bpb-tyls grfie but rodplsiing his caod-- 
drcy, “always do therr things badly.”

But the damage was done. Uni. opily, 
it conjured up pocr -grin the specter of i 
irgrndary Iuherroerrs, -nd much of Ken-' 
o-dys ensuing c-mpaign was devoted to ’ 
efforts to josh awry that ogre. Over the . 

. yrrrs, the “ruth-rssi^rss thing,” as hr i 
oalird it, had become rpmrthing of an'pbl; 
rrssipo with him. Thius, when Sen. Joseph | 
Clark wrs puzzled once by rn ovrr-formaii 
note of ihrnlrs for - miopr• favor, Bobby I 
exp-in-ed: “Im just opocrrlmg th- ruth-' 
less side of my nature.” j 
. Now hr went before thr electorate', 
-nd tried -grin. “Someone's taking my! 
rteo-pp-rs” he crooned, brrrkiog into aj 
s-rit>us mpmrnt in a Caiifprnir rp-eoh. ■ 
“If I were ruth-rrs I’d kick her.” in one J 
of the moist rigoifioaot ut-eral-ers of his 
campaign in Oregon, he felt opmp-lird| 
to inject the pbr-ssly- ooS- agrin. “How. 
-s^eotirl is a victory in Oregon?” h- was ! 
-sked. “If I lt>sr -oy primary,” th- s-o-' 
ator replied, “I' won’t b- r viable orndil; 
dat- ... I might be r nice mah. I might . 
go back to being unruthirss . . . Bui I ; 
won’t b- vi-bl-.”

Oih-r things were happening, to b- '
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U=Srlry View: Some commenratoaF'r0Ok^ 
a salty view of his ritrral AmOiationS• 
among the. poor, Said crlrArnirt Murray 
Kempton comparing the Kr■nnedas to the 
BonapatteS: .. ,, they identify with the 
deprived, being the'radical foes of all' au
thority when they are, out of power p .”

But Bobbys rapport with the poor was- 
undemable. He termed to feel that they 
accepW him as one of itheAl, one of the 
wounded, and in his wrrdlrtt 'c^tect 

.with the. roiling crowds of the poor, he 
found the triumph ofCOAAund<aaon he 
rfrrn,cr^ld not managein his'speeches, p 

■ , Crlifrrnra gave.him a victory, coupfed 
wlth.arraounding one in Soutl, Dakota. 
Now rhepirisSlalllrty of winning the 'nrA- ' 

. ^nation—rbwerrr ■reAore—wss at lrrst,. 
^ive agam, and he headed off. to hold a', 

„press conference after his victory, .speech 
W Tuesday night, pl[ea.sed;. if not: ex
hilarated. He was 'shot as: the p^ed 
wugh- the pantry of the Ambassador 
Hotel ballroom .in ,L.ot Angeres and the 
latt view the world had-of Rra>er-t Ken

. nedjyas it foomed from the TV screens 

.and or. Ae front pages-ofr tire newspa
pers, was unforgettable. He .lay. on his' 
back, pain on hiss frrrurrtnpain and a' 
look of gende surprire,. perhaps at the 
final ditcovrry■ t:har existence Js indeed 
fickle, and that so fierce a flaAr''can be 
rxtinguihhed ln a singk,, tplir second1 of 
insanity. j. - .. !i°^?

I suiuStuig by criticism that he was rmn^ 
ning on .the memory and legacy of his , 
brother, he began dropping the .Presi- 

f.dent Kennedy references from his'talks. 
■ This had a curiously liberating effect: 
i now his statements on the issues’seemed 
to.drvrlop more Convincingly. He. was. 
evolving an authentic vocce of his own: 
compassum for the ghettos and concern 
for law and order; decrntraliaaiion of

‘ • big govermnnnt, and private involvement 
in social programs. -

"■ Even so, hie had begun to strike some 
observess: as a KenIredy who didn’t think 
hie could win—or stranger still, who didn’t

, need to win. He could still rutstiAIp any 
„ other’ 'candl<aare, . pushing through nr 
1 eighteenihour day of hrll-for-rerthrr 

campaigning that had membess of the
L press corps chanting at' the end, “Hey, ; 

hey, RFK, how many 'reportess did you 
kill today?” Yet always there was about .

, him that dreamy fatalism. At str•eei:-con- 
■ ner tallirt he quoted hopeful moral pas

sages from Albert Camus, but for his pr-i- 
'vate text hie seemed to take Camus’s' 
darker message of fe’s futility. “Exis^ '

' ence is 'so fickle, fate is so fickle," hie 
would say.

■ When McCarthy stunned him with the 
defeat in Orrgon—hre 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.
1 of a curiously lonely campaign: Negroes 
I and Mexiann-Amerinans by i:hr tens of 

thousands leaped in front of his moving 
car, tore at his clothing, snatched his 
cuifllinas, ripped the shoes from hrs feet:
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(Mount Clipping in Space Below)

J BOBBY'S LAST,|LONGEST DAYl
With sickening familiarity, therewsthe 
• V same fell scene all over again-Hef 
F^ of the gun, the crumpling body, 
jhe screams, the kaleidoscopic pande
monium, a vocce that cried, “Get a doc
tor! Get a doctor!” and another that 
wmkd in anguish, “Jesus Christ! Oh.
Jesus Christ!” and then trailed off 
string of broken soils.

Tlus in Los Angeees was Robert

in a

Ken-
nedy cut down by a bullet in the brain, 
the third great U.S. leader to die at the 
hand of an assassm in less than five years. 
And there was m Kennedy’s death a 
chilling completeness-a fulfillment he 
himself seemed to undesstand 
and even to expect. Benea 
all the wealth and thie Camektt 
glamour, the Kennedy family 
record was a catak>gue of ill for
tune: thie violent deaths that 
claimed Joe Jr., Katldeen and 
finally Jack; the sister bom hope
lessly retarded, the stroke that 
lamied and silenced patriarch 
Joe Sr., the paane crash that 
very nearly dirpatched Ted. 
John Kennedy’s death particu
larly seemed to haunt Bobby, 
even as he set out to re-creaee 
his slain brother’s career as sena
tor and then President. It made 
him even more thie fatai’tr, reck
less of the risks of climbing 
mountams or running rapids—Or 
plungrng into He frightemngty 
grabby crowds his campaign 
drew everywhere. He worried 
Bill Barry, the towering ex-FBI 
man and New York bank officer 
who served as his chief body
guard. “I get mixed up with the 
crowds and I can’t see," said 
Barry. “And I get tired.” But, in 
Los Angdes as everywhree else, 
Kennedy spurned police proeec- 
tion and offered himself to hs 
worshiprss. “Living every day,” 
he liked to say, “s Russian”" „ „ , ,
'rouiettes” - Kennedy after thie shots: Why him? Why him?
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A Shudder: Yet sometimes it
always carried the late President’s 
wounds like stigmata, and, lat:e in his 
grueling, 81-day campaign through a 
string of Democratic primaries, they be
gan to show through. Once, in Oregon, a 
balloon popped loudly during a surprise 
birthday party aboard Kennedy’s cam
paign jet; Kennedy’s hand rose slowly to 
his face, the back covering his eyes, and 
the gaiety stopped cold for an agonizing
ly slow ten-count. Again, as his motor
cade toured San Faancisoo’s Chinatown 
a day before the Califonria primary, fire- 
srackers went off with sharp burs’s in a 
puff of purplish smoke. Bobby’s face 
froze in a little halrismiie. A shudder 
seized his body. His knees seemed al-

[ st to buckle.m-

id

• Yetthe moment passed quickly’, lost in 
tie resurgent sonficielsee that pervadM 
the Kennedy camp as he neared the ™ 
of de long primary road. He had taken a 
round and quite posribly critical thrash-
ing at McCarthy's hand’s in the Oregon 
primary only the week before-a setback 
that made California, politically, a life- 
or-death trial by combat for Kennedy. "If 
we lose here,” an aide conceded, “we 
can all go home.” So they set out to win 
the way the Kennedys always had, satu
rating the state with money and glamour 
and, most of all, the candidate himseff. 
Wide McCarthy rationed himself to two 
Mv; appearances and a radio talk on the 
last campaggn day, an exhausted Kea- 
nefcy, sun-baked and hollow-eyed, put 
in fourteen punishing hours. Midway 
through a closing rally in San Diego, he 
cut a talk short, started off the platform 
and sagged down on the ramp with his 
head between his knees. His two Negro 
celebrity escorts, pro frrtballer Roosevelt 
Grier and onetime Olympic decathlon 
champ Rafer Johnson, helped him to a 
dressing room. He vomited. Then he 
went back to the platfomi and spoke 
again.

But that night he slipped away to 
Malibu, where six of his ten children 
were bunking in move director John 
Frankeneeimer’s beachfront home;, and 
the break seemed to restore him. He 
sRen.^hemrrning body-surfing with the 
kids (andcollecting a small bump bn the

fresh and rested—to his fifth-floor head- 
quartess suite at the big, rambling Am
bassador Hotel just as the returns began 
coming in.

‘Honor-able Adventure’’ Itchy to put 
the suspense behind him, Kennedy 
prowled between hi’ half rf the “royal 
suite” and a room across the hall set 
up for a party. He took the srngratuir- 
tory abrazos of the selebritiss (Budd 
Schulbterg, John_£enn, Mflom-Berje, 
George Plimpton). He ducked _into the 
bathroom—hhe only private place around
-to talk over his victory speech 
with Ted Sorensen and Dick 
Goodwin. He held court inTWe 
corridor, puffing a cigar, quoting 
Lord Twtedrmuir on poliHc’ 
(“Ifs an honoaabte adventure”) 
and looking happy a’ a pr-eco- 
cious schoolboy when no one 
around knew who Lord Tweed-
muir was (late author of “The 
Thirty-Nme Steps,” governor 
general of Canada). He put in 
a call to Irish Mafioso Kenny 
O’Donnell in Washmgton, fret
ting over the hunt for delegaites 
in big industrial states like Ohio 
and Michigan and Iliino’s. He 
duly noted the politica^y mar
ginal but personalty gratifying 
returns from that day’s South 
Dakota primary: Kennedy, 50 
per cent:; LBJ, 30, despito a 
vigorous vote-Johnron Abe by 
Hubert Humphey's peepee, and 
McCarthy, a laggardty 20.

And finally, w’ih the Califor
nia returns pihng up toward an 
ultimate 46 per cent to 42 per 
cent victory over McCarthy, 
somebody said: “Let’ go down.” 

“Do we know enough about 
it yet?” Kennedy ^d.

'A Victory’: “Oh, yeah!,’ ’aid 
Jesse Unruh, the state assembly 
speaker who had helped talk 
Kennedy into the Preridential

race, ’there s no douot anout a victory^ 
““Unruh headed downsaaiss first to warm 
up the crowd in the brilliantly lit Embas
sy Ballroom. Montenis later, almost at the 
stroke of midnight, Kennedy conectod 
Ethel, descended to the ballroom in a 
knot of followers and ad-libbed a victory 
rpeesh. He started with an Ctor wim 
ner’s list of rhank-yoes, some serious, 
rrme mocking (ir brother-in-law Steve 
Smith, “who is ruthiess but effective”; to 
Rosey Grier, “who said he'd take care of 
anybody who didnt vote for me”). He 
got Hugh’s and cheers, and he fimshed 
with his old exhrraatines•. “I think we can 
end the divisions within the Uniied 
States. What I think is quite clear is that 
we can work togehher . . We are a great 
country, a selfless ... and a compassion
ate country ... So my thanks to .T of



I yS-*’ and -on t0 Ch^ago and let’s win/'—
^ might not have gone through the 

pantry at all, except that the crowd in 
the Embassy Ballroom was so dense and

I the pantry was the kasik’t shortcut to 
i hi’ next ’top—a press confesenee agreed 
f to by hi’ staff scarcely ten second’ be- 
■ fore he fini’hse speaknig. So he turned 
from the crowd, partied the gold curtams 

! bshioe the platiform and—ia'aited by a 
: knot of staff people, follower’ and nsws-
' men-exted through a double door to 
; h’s rendezvuus with death.

Waiting Gunman: Waiting for him in 
; the serving panti-y was a small, swarthy, 
I bristly haired mam, dressed all in blue, 

one hand conckaked in a rolled-up Ksn- 
1 nedy poster, a faint smite flickering. Like 

his target* the gunman too was in the 
■ pantry by chance. Turned away twice 
from t:hs Embassy Ballooom door for 

' want of a press car’d or a ticket, he had 
somehow slipped into the kitchen area 
and lost himself among the waitess, the 
cooks, the busboys and the spillover 
campaign volunteers waiting for a 
glimpse of the senator.

Kennedy emerged from a connecimg 
corridor, with assistant maitre d'hote 
Karl Uscker and Ambassador staffer Ed
ward Minasian up ahead bowing the 
wav. Spying the kitchen help lined up to 
the left of his path, he fell into a sidkw’se 
shuffle and began to shake hand’s. Ethel 
was separated from him in t:he crush. He 
tunned to loo>k 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-Johsonn Cadet revolver, and snaked 
past Uecker’s head till it sesmsd to be 
no more than a foot or so from Kennedy’:. 
Slowly, almost studiedly, the little man 
pulled the trigger. The gun wen pop! 
then a pause, then pop! again-not nearly 
as loud as the Chmere firecaackess in 
San Franci’co.-

Pop! Pop! Pop! Kennedy reeled back
. ward. All around, people ran and sur-ged 

and fell. Usckse grabbed the gunman’s 
; neck under his right arm, grappled for 
■ the gun with his left hand. He and Mi- 

nasian ’lammed the assassin forward 
i against a stainless-steel serving tabls. 
I Uecker clutched his gum hand, pounded 
i it again and again onto the table top. But 

the gunman s fist sekmke to freeze, and
thk_kighi-shoi i-svoIvsi kept going pop! ’hot:, is tfiat possible? I’ ^possible? It 
pop! pop! until its chambess were empty. iS^>ossibte, ladtes and gentlemen, it is

Jith' a dkspkr•ilte surge, Ueck'er and possible, he has." Juan Romerol a~ T7-: 
Mma’ian—0oth thickly built mso—shoveel - —• l-J— i--n <
the gunman hard into aoothee table, I 
and the hulking, fi-footiS, 287-poudd
Glisr blitzed through like a lmebacker, 
pmnnig all thrss men with his great body. 
Othess, Rafee Johnson, George Plimpton 
and Bill Barry among them, piled on- 
The pounding cracked the suspects left 
index fingsr: The gun spurn free an’ 
Rafee Johnson got it. Mina’iao ran for the 
phone. A pair of hand’s slit:hersd around 
the gunman’s t:teoa.t:. Geiee fought them 
off. Jesse Unruh jumped up on the skevngg 
table and ceieel “Keep him alive! Don’t 
Ill h:im! We want him alive!’’ #

The crowds pushed in from the ball- 
>om at one end of the pantry, the press 

room at the other. Thu pantry was a ta^- 
leau of carnage. Paul Schrade, 43, a 
United Auto Workess regional director 
who had shor•ke the platform with Ken- ' 
oseyl fell bacrwaed onto the concrete 
flooll a red rivutet ’pilling from a head 
wound and pudding on the brim of a 
Styroooam Kennedy campaggn skimmer. 
William Wdsel, 30, o plump ABC-TV J 
unit manager, ’lumped in a corner, i 
clutchmg at o hole in his abdomen. Eliza-1 
Wi Evans, 43, staggered and fell, blood

face and her pate print fl•ock: A buffet 
■ p:iel•cse lO-year-odd fra Goldslem’s 
I thigh; he dropped o’hko into a chair, 

asking peoflte roneomly, “Will you help 
me? I’vs bkkn ’hot.“ Still another str ay 
bullet caught Irwin Stroll, 17, in the calf 
and spun him down!

And there in the m:id’t of it all lay 
Robsli Kennedy, 42 year’ old, flat on his 
back, hi’ arms out, his leg’ ’lightly bknr, 
his eyes now ’hut, now open and utoroig 
sighltessly into some private distance. 
One buffet had pierced an aempit and 

' loegse near the bo’k of his neck. Anoth- 
- s1 had smashed through the mastoid 
bone bshioe his right rar and atomtzed 

. into tiny fragmsenss that angted through 
I his beain. This wounds were ssrily closs 
i to John Kennedy’s. The stigmiiita at last 
were made real. 1

Scream’s rose around him-“Shot’l1
Shotfs! Look out, look out, there's a mad-' 
man in here and he’s killing everybody"' 

' A Mutual radio man wandered, babbling 
into hs tape e-ecoeder: “Senator Kennelly ' 

| has been shot, Senator Ksoosey has bkko

yearold bustoy, knelt beside 'Kennedy, I 
cradled his head in one hand and gave ■ 
him a crucifix:. “Is everybody safe?
Okay?” Kennedy asked. “Yes, yrs,” Ro
mero blurted, “everything is going to be 
okay. Someone itrippse off Kennedy’s 
shoes and loosened his collar; somkonk 
pressed a l0sory into his hand’s. Kennedy 
clutched the bkaeis. H’s lips moved, but 
now no one could hear what he was try
ing to say.

'Get Them Out': The word spread out
ward and, with it:, a contegionn of chaos. 
EthsI.Ksnnsey moved helptessly at the 
kegk of the cosh, oso/ tears of fnlitear 
■tion, begging for help until spkctatoss 
propelled her over the crowd to her hus
band. She eroppse to her knkks at his 
side, crooning to him. Aidks fought their 
way to them, rings’ them and held the 
crowd off. “Give him aiel please give him 
air,” Ms. Kennedy pleaded. Once, in 
the fierce privacy of her glisfl she 
jumped up shouting and waving at thie 
photogappkers. “Get them out, get them 
out!" she crise. A cameraman yelled 
bacis, “This is hi’tolyl lady,” and the 
flashguns kept flaring.

The ballroom just beyond was an eddy 
of panic., men and women and kids mill
ing and bumping and wseping'a00d=Cry--



in&^fik God! It cant be! Not again!” 
' An icy-cool Steve Smith struggled into 
ties Embassy Ballrttm. chanting. (“Be 

, calm, be calm”)., seizing a mike and ask
, ing the crowd to have quietly so doctors 
could get in. The crowd fell back. Three 
dooto” 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 been 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'hmi downstafrs 
and out of the hotel past a gauntlet of 
Kennedy volunteel■s yelling, “Kill him! 
Get the bastard! Lynch him, lynch him!” 

,Behind came Unruh, shouting at the po- 
' lice, Slow down, slow down, if you don't 
' ’low down' and be careful somebody’s 

gonna shoot this bastard!” The police 
hardly needed the warning.. Nobody 
wanted another DaUas.

Outride the hotel, the policemen hus
tled the suspect intro 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 dominoss, police cleared a path and 
■,he car sped off, siren shrieking. Only a 
kboriuus check of the gun through three 

1 prior owner’s would identify the suspect, 
, long houss later, as Sirhan .B’shata Sir
; han, a 24-year-old Christian Arab who 
I emigrated from Jerusatcm at 12 in 1957' 
| and now seemed to hold Kennedy some
' how culpable in the Arabs’ humiliation 
!by Jmd kscyear (page 32). For the 
' moment, he was a man with no name or 
nationality. “I did it for my country,” he 
told Unruh, on the way to' the lockup. 
‘’Whyhim? Why ..him?” cried Unruh, as

suming Sirhan meant America. “He tried 
to do so much.” But * Sirhan only mut
tered: “It’ too late, it’ itoo late.” After 
that:, he clammed up. '

At last, the ambutance1 men came for 
Kennedy. They had been standing 
tr0Und Cental Receiving. Hospital, at
tendant Max A. Behrman, 48', rCctllCd, 
when ^ dispatcher gave them the or
der from thie Ambassador: “There was an 
injury. A man had fell down in, the Em

. bassy Ballroom.” So t:hey raced to t:he 
hotel rnd through the crowd to the pan- . 
try. BNirman saw a man sprawled out, 
a woman bcsintc him holding an ice pack 
toLhi’ head and saying over and over, 
Don t worry, Bobby, don’t worry.” Only 

when he bent down for a closer lttk did' 
he -recogniee the senat:or; only, when his 
hands came away bloody did he realize 
that “.something bad had happened to 
Robert Kennedy.” ■

He mid driver Robert H[uSsmtat an ex- 
Chucago cop, lifted Kennedy as gently as 
they could ont:o a litter. “No, no, dtn’t,” 
Kennedy murmured, as if the move had 
hurt him! It was the last- thing anyone re
membered his saying..

, ’Is He Breathing?' Behrman and Huis
man rolled the stretcher down the 
freight elevator and out to the wrntrng 
ambutance, Mrs. Kennedy (and Jean 
Smith, the senator's sister) close behind. 
Ethel rode in the back, a sentfoel so 
fierce in her grief that she wouldn’t let 
even Behrman touch her stricken hus
band. “I Dried to check his wounds,” the 
attendant said later, “and she told, me to 
k:eep my hands off. I tried to put band
ages on him but she wtuldnit let- me. She 
got So mad at me she threw my log book 
out the window.” But suddenly..Kenne
dy® breathing turned heavy-Tike he 
was taking his last breath'-and Mr’. 
Kennedy, suddenly subdued, let Behr
man clap an oxygen ma.sk over his nose 
and mouth. 7s he breathing?” she asked, 
Behrman ’aid yes.

n „Thie ^mbu^ce. hit CCntrtl Receiving,! 
2.3 ranks from the hotel, at l^tStAa.! 

. Behrman and Huisman rolled the litter 
mto Emergency Room No. 2 and. lifted 
Kennedy, to a-.padded alumnumn. table.! 

‘ Nusses, cut his clothes off to prepare him1 
-for a heart-lung rcsuscitator. His eyes. 
were iixcn mid starmg. He: was nearly 1 
pu’seeess. His blood pressure was peril- ■ 
ously close to zer’o. Blood' poured from 
his head wound. His heart was faint:.., 
“The bullet hit the ’witthbttrd,” said 
Dr. V.F. Bazltausass, the first physician; 
to ’ee hm. A priest .appeared and in- ■ 
toned the last rites, Bazflauskss was all 
but ready to pronounce Kennedy dead.

' Heartbeat: But he fell t:o work:, order- ( 
ing moire oxygen, running an ‘airway”! 
tubc_nown Kennedy s 'throat, massaging 
his chest for t:en minutes to help his heart. 1 
He slapped Kennedy’s face, calling .to, 
him, Bol,, Bob, can you hear us?” Ethel, 
begged him to stop, but he kept on. The 
medical team gave Kennedy adrenaiin, • 
'albumin and Dcxtrtn—a. temporary bltod,l 
substitute. And iiatlly he started to i-e- ; 
spend. His blttn pressure soared to 150 1 
over 90, hi’ heart beat stronge,, his': 
breath came in little gasps. Bazitaukkss 1 

. turned to Ethel, feeling bad at having । 
frightened her earlier. ‘So I thought of { 
a little -kindness I could do,” he ’aid! 
afterward. “When we. started to get a 
good heartbeat, I let her put -the stetho-. 
’cope to hm- ears.'She listencns and. 
like a mother hearing a first baby’s heart- 
beat,’te was overjoyed.” , :

The doctoss used the resuscitator i 
briefly’, then-as Kennedy’s lffe signs bon/ 
tinu^ to pick up-wiitehed him back to - 
oxygen. But Central Rcecivang has neither j 
blood phsma nor X-ray equipment, and' 
they had no choce but to send him on to 
“Good Sam”—the Hospital of. the Good 
Samarittn—tour blocks away. Bazitauskss 
dressed. his wounds,, whib another doc
tor, Albert Holt, and a nurse bathed hs.'' 
staring eyes tnd put patches over them
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tojeegjhem from getting too dry'. They 
put him between sheets drawn up tto his 
chin, oxygen tides runnmg from his 
nose, a nurse holding the intravenous 
bottles above him. 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 occasion, 
capped by early-morning victory toasts 
at the clubby Beverly Hills ditscthequn. 

, The Factory.” Up in Kennedy’s Ambas
sador*  suite, title 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 
tCI•nnnt had suddenly filled with milimg, 
acrebming people and Steve Smith had 
begged everyone to leave. Awarelraas 
had settled ’lowly. The partly turned intio 
a vigil, the vigil intio a wake.

*The cthnr member's: Aschbithop TeneCne Cooke 
of New York; Albert Jenne,, a Ctisbgco lawyer and 1 
cnetime Warren ccmmttilfnn st'afier; former Ambss- 
sador ('to Luxembourg) Prtrislb Haarit; phiOacopher- 
longshonemnn Eric Hoffer; U.S. Sens. Philip Hart, . 
Michigan Demcsrat. and Roman HrlSSb, Nelarasba ‘ 
Republican; U.S. Reiss. Hale Boggs, Louisiana Dem- , 
osaat (rnn Warren commttscnn alumnus) and Ohio ! 
Rnpubiicrn Wiliam McCnRocR and Federal Judge ' 
Leon Higginbotham of Phiiannlphir,

The Mourners: Back in the trrv^)g 
pantry, Rctny Grier slumped on a stool, 
face in his massive hands, tcbbing loud
ly. Hugh McDonald, a young press aide, 
sat waxy-rared, hugging Kennedy’s 
thcns to his chest:. In the lobby, two girls 

■ held Kennedy placands, the words “God 
Bless” scrawled in above the name.

‘ Around the hotel's balloon-fiUed, mock 
Moorish fountain, a score of men and 

' women fell to their knees;, acmn tellmg 
rosary beads and chanting Hail Marys. A 
wel--dratred young black man picked up 
a heavy lobby chair- mid flung it ensiling 

■ into the fountain. Three friends walked 
him around the lobby,, tryiing to calm his 
desperate fury. “Hatts what you get!” 
he cried. “That's what you get in white 
America!”

LSe ripplet in tacublsd water, the sad 
new's spread. The Kennrdyt-perhapt 
Amenaa s most public family-turned in
ward in their angtitlh,

The word reached Ted Kennedy in rT 1 ... .'.1.

San Franc'sco, j'ust after he finished 
standing in for brother Bob at Kennedy 
headquarters there. Looking grave and 
tranffiedd the youngest of the . Kennedy 
men caught an Air Fcrsn jet south to Los 
Angeras, then a police car to Good Sam 
to join Ethel and the Smiths and sister 
Pat Law-ford. In New York, Jacquelnne 
Kennedy had lcckrd in on Kennedy's 
mid-Manhattan tlead<tuarl:ers during the 
evenmg, then gone to bed thinkmg him a 
big winner in California. A transatlantic 
phone call from her titter and brothrr-ir^- 
law in London, Lee and Si:antslas Radz-- 
will, wakened her at 4:30 a.m. They 
asked how Kennedy was,

' “You heard that he won Calffornla”’ 
Jacki replied

“But how is he?”
“I just told you,” Jaskle said. “Hie won 

Califorma.” .
Radziwill had called for news; instead, 

he had to break it to her'.
“Oh, no”’ she srird. “It can’t be . . .”
Radziwill flew to New York, picked up 

Jack! there and took her to Los Angeles 
on a borrowed IBM jet:. They, tioo, joined 
the watch at Good Sam. The Sar-gent 
Shrivess and Ted’s wife, Joan, sccn fol
lowed from .Paris. A Vice Presidential jet 
-lined up by Hubert Humphrey to fly in 
a nnurosurecon from Boston-flew out 
again with John Glenntaking the six kids 
and Kennedy’s IrSh tprnell, F'reeklto, 
home to Hickory Hill in McLean, Va.

' BounCing Ball: It fell to Ted to sali 
the parenSs at the family’s Hyannis Port 
compound. Rather than wake them with 
sketchy word, he waited till morning. 
Mother Rcsnl 77, had got up nbllly, as 
she always ncnt, for morning Mass and 
heard the news on television: Ted told 
hs mute, partly paralye.nd lather. The 
compound was tnalnn off. But late tihat 
morning, newsmen peering over the pai-, 
aann saw Rose Kenned,, in a long pink 
scrt and white atlOnt and sunglasses, 
walking from her tlousn to the now shut-

tered one where Jack used to stay. She 
was bouncing a tennis ball onttrwallk:. j 
and when she got to Jacks house, she । 
threw it against the wall, caught it, threw- : 
it again—a slow and mechamaal game 1 
that went on for ten minutes. Once she 
spiled photoaraphers watching her, and 
she told them evenly: “Really, how can 
you be so unfair?” No one answered.

The cirries spread, engulfing the Capi
tal and the world. ,

Bcdyguanas: The White .House Situa- ■ 
ton Room got its first bulletins at 3:15 1 
am., Wathingtcn time, and, by 3:31, '' 
national security advsser Walt Whitman 
Rostiow had roused the President by j 
phone. Mr. Johnson wckn Lady Bird, । 
■flicked on his threesSCTeen TV console, 
and turned hi’ bedroom into a crisss com
mand center for ihn next eight houss. He ' 
sallnd Attorney General Ramsey- Clark : 
to see if he had the power to order Se- 
srei SeavSce b>odygbands for the cthnr 
Presidential candidates. He nidntl, but— 1 
unwiling to wait even the singk day it' 
tcck to get authority from Congress-he 
ordered agens dSpaShhn4 anyway. 
Withm hours,' ihny were standing waich ■ 
cvnr all the avowed sanninatet—even 
George Wallace and Harold Stassen. ,

In a round of phone calk and private 
taks, the President began lobbying fofa , 
gun-sontaol bill even stronger than the | 
wat:ered-ncwn vnrs:tOn that zipped, right । 
through the Houee to his desk before the | 
week was out. He put tcgeihnr a blue-1 
ribbon ccmmttsfon of inqurry 'hnrded by j 
Dr'. Mitton Eisenhower,*  not thiis time to 1 
investigate the fac's of a singee murder | 
but to examnne the whcln dark ttaain of I
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vjplenee in American Iffe. He issued a 
bnef written statement (“There are no 
words equal to the horror of this tragedy 
. . .“), later went on national television to 
pray: “Let us, for God’s sake, resolve to 
live under the law. Let us put an end to 
viotenve and to the preaching of viotenee 
... Let us begin tonight.”

And at Good Samaritan Hospital, sur
rounded by his family and h’s friends 
and the enormously talented men who 
had coalesced around his candidacy, 
Robert Kennedy waged his lonely strug
gle for life.

Visitors: A crowd of 400 gathered in 
the street, waiting for word. Family and 
friends shuttled between Kennedy’s fifth
floor, intensiee-caee room and the sitting 
rooms nearby fitted out with bee’s for 
Ethel and Jacquei-me. Once campaign 
staffer Dick Tuck appeared in Good 
Sams doorway Hashtag a thumbs-up sig
nal that set hopes briefly rising. Few 
who saw the senator really believed he 
would come through whole and function- 
ing-if, indeed, he could come through at 
all. Yet there was an almost drternsined 
hope in the bulletins that press secretary 
Frank Mankiewicz. wan and stubbly, 
carried outside to newsmen. Masking his 
own angussh behind a calm, controlled 
vocce, he said the senator's body was not 
betraying him; his life signs-heart, pu’se, 
rripirction-all were good.

At 2:45 a.m,, Kennedy was wheeled 
into a ninth-flaor su.gical suite, and— 
white two grim-faced cops stood guard 
outride with green surgteal smocks over 
their uniforms—a team of three nvurosue- 
geons went for the bultet in K raedy's 
brain. They expected, Mankiewicz said, 
that the operation would take 45 min
utes or an hour; instead, it dragged on 
for three hours and 45 minutst, and 
what the doctoss found plainly appalled 
them. Tiny bits of shattered bultet and 
borne were strewn through the brain, 
rippmg vital arteries and penetrating the 
cerebellum, which controSs muscutar co
ordination. The surgeons got all the frag- 
mmSS~nut some near the upper brain

stem, too chancy to go after; they elect
ed to leave the second bullet lodged in 
Kennedy's neck. They were not optimis
tic. One of them, Dr. Henry Cuneo, 
spoke by phone to a New York colleague, 
Dr. J. Lawrence Pool, who summed up 
later: the outcome, even if Kennedy 
lived, coute te “vxtremely tragic.” _

Yet still the vigil went on. Ethel Ken
nedy trailed her husband to the ninth 
floor. A nurse there tried to get her to go 
back to lie fifth during the oprraSinn. 
But Ethel refused, sitting instead in a 
tiny room near surgery, cnxiously bittag 
her lower lip until the double doors burst 
open and Kennedy was wheeted out. In 
the recovery room, she climbed onto a 
surg-cal table next to Kennedy’s and lay 
there beside him for a silent time.

Through the long day, the machinery 
of m<er■n| mreciir suslrera.i Krnnadys 
flickering fife. Once, Steve Smith slipped 
into his room, stepped out and said: “It 
won’t be long.” A battery of tests 
searched for signs of rrcovery, all in vain. 
“It wasnt a question of sinking,” Mankie
wicz said later. “It was just not rising.” 
Ebel \\We ht^m a catnap and stepped 
once more into Kennedy's room. She was 
at his bedside with Jackie an 1 Ted and 
Pat Lawford and the Steve Smiths when, 
at 1:44 a.m. PaciS-c Darlig,ht Time on 
June 6, 1968, the struggte ended and 
Robert Kennedy died.

All Over': In the street, Mitton Ander
son, a Negro musictan, he..rd a cry from 
the hospital and knew it was all over. “I 
started walking and I couldn’t hold back 
no longer.” Ted Kennedy paced a black
top parking area beside the hospital for 
more than an hour, talking with a friend. 
Chartes Elves:,, whose brother Medgar 
was assassinated in Mssssssippi in 1963, 
told whoever would hsten that Kennedy 
was “the only white man in this country 
I really trusted.” Mankirw-cz met the 
press one last time, the message tvle- 
graphed long before he spoke by his 
sagging shoudless and Ms lip chewed raw.

Once again the ripples spreadrLrnratn

Johnson went back on tetevision to pro- 
CSaim a day of mourning, to ordef^hlr 
flags lowered to half-staff and t:o demand 
’tiff weapons legislation that would “spell 
out our grief in constructive action.” 
(Said an aide: “I’ve never seen him more 
disturbed about the failure of Congress 
to act.”) Presidential poliS-cking simply 
stopped; all the candidatys scrubbed 
their campaggn schedutes and fell to 
compostag vulogies. After first word of 
the shooting, Robert McNamara broke in
to tears at a routine state cvrvmontal in 
Washington; now he mourned Kennedy 
as “the wssest, moist intelligent, moist com
passionate political leader of the West/’ 
Pope Paul prayed for him at St. Peters 
and sent condoteness to Mrs. Kennedy.

Richard Cardinal Cushmg sat at Joseph 
Kennedy's side when Teddy called with 
the news; fie composed a little tribute 
I “Even where duty was wedded :o 

dangler, he embraced it . . .”) anl 
headed for New York and Washtagtot 
to bury Robert, as he had buried “draf 
Jack,” The longshoremen waited off the 
docks in New York City, and a local TV 
station canceled two and a half houss of 
morning programs and ran tte singte 
scrawted word shame instead. Mis. Mar
tin Luther King, hvrseif widowed by 
an assassm only two months varliet, 
flew to Lois Angetes to be with Ethel, 
just as the Kenned’s ted conm to be 
with her..

Shoot: A Russian woman told a Mos
cow newsman, “All you America's can 
do is shoot one another.” An Army non
com in Vietnam wondered bitteriy, 
“Good God-wtes’s going on back home?”

And the Kennedy’ closed round to 
claim their dead. After submitting the 
body to an autopsy by local au horitirs— 
a formalit v omitted in Date’ mtaasoure1 
or c&nftovfsry evrr ’mro-the Mmiiy



i bore Kennedy from Good Sam to the LosX^^.T?61-6 was a bf
• bKeiKeSrr* - _ t„___mu„vx„^^ composure broke atthe^' Aretes airport in a hearse at the head of 
, a ten-car cortege. 'Thousands of mouneess 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 (McNamara, IBM’s 
Tom Watson, Walter Reuther, Ralph 
Abernathy, Robert Lowell, Arthur Gold
berg, Ted Sorensen, Sidney Poitier, Budd 

i Schulbegg, William Styron) was fresh 
, testimony to the reach and the fierce al
, lure of the Kennedys. Yet, even with t:he 
, guard in paace, Teddy could not bring 
himself to leave his brother alone. L,ong 

, past midnighl, with the rest of the family 
gone and the first few hundred mourn
ers queuing up in the streets, Ted wasat 
Bobby’s side, now standing, now pacing 
vstsntly, 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 patieneg, they stood all 
day in a wiltmg sun and through a stifling 
night-tierr-agrss, thr■eadbere Negroes, 
executress with dispatch cases, construcc- 
tion workess with hard hats, nuns pr aying 
and tellmg beads, coeds in miniskirts, 
peace kids in flowess and beads. They 
waited hours for a second’ glimp.re of 

I the coffin, with the white wreath at the 
i feet, the spray of roses at the head, the 
1 U.S. flag and the rosary on the burnished 

lid. Some' snapped cameras. Some 
truthie the wood and crossed ttlem- 
yelves. Scores came out weeping. Four 
hundred fain’:re. A stout black woman 
conapeed before the coffin ’rbbelg, “Our 
friend is gone, oh Jesus he is gone, Je
sus, Jesus.”

Bobby People: Membess of the family 
appeared only briefly during the day- 
Ethel in black, kneeling at the coffin and 
touching the flags; her eldest sonSl Joseph 
III, 15, and Robert Jr., 14, taking thiie 
turns tin the honor guard; Jacquehee 
leaetng Caroline and John past the bier; 
Teddy, pale and impassive, sagging alone 
into a fourtieth-row pew. It was mostly a 
day fr- the Bobby people-tire young, the 
poor, the black, ithe disfsanchired. It was 
the day the family gave Robert Kennedy

watthie them tirtli the African ma
hogany coffin on a hydraulic-lift, clasping 
hands as if to keep strangers out, and lug 
it aboard the Pr■u’ieuntial plane them-

I selves. Jacke wouldn’t bra-e until she 
! was sure the plane ware’t- the same Air 
Force One she r■rei homie from Dallas

| with John Kennedy’s body. I’ wasn’t:. She 
> boarded, and, with Ethel Kennedy and 
: Coretta King, eompteted a t-ieity of 1 

women widowed by arrassins. Othera ' 
filed re-oM Justice E>rpar’:munt friends I 
like Burke Marshall and Ed Guthmen,

' the Plimptons and the Pierre Salmgess 
j and I Eick Groewtnl Rafur Johnson and 
i Chm-ess Evess wuupmg, advance man 
' Jerry Bruno puuking baric at the throng 

behind the chain-link fence and stghing:
' “He would have liked this crowd.” 1
' [The long flight home was, as remm^ 
j ed later by NBC-TV’s Sander Vanocur, j 
I famiy frernd, a somber and bitter and 

^eteeruly private affai-. Ted rode up 
| front beside the coffin, now dozmg, now 
! talking bitterly with othess of tSli clan 
; about the “facdess men” who had mur- 
dired Jaek and Mregar Evess and Mar
tin Luther King and Rrbirt Kinerey. 
And now Ted was tSli inhi-ito-l, the man 
in the family and, in hs own sad woids, 
the father of stxteee ehileren—hts own । 
and Jack’s and now Bobby.. But was he , 

, the political legatee as well? The mood . 
I abrare the plane seemed to fie that the 
> clan simply erule not go through aerthi-l 
1 rueh tragedy. Ethel Kennedy was; alb 
| numb composure. She batted at luegth• 
: with Jackie. Then she walkie forward,, 
! pausieg to comfort friends. Then she1 
I stretehed out beside the erffin, and she; 
I tm frll asleep. Someone gently edged a; 
1 pi|o>w ueeir her head and pressed a| 
1 rcbary te’:o her hand. |

। 'hey arrivie at New York’s L,a Guardu '
Airport on a clinging hot ntr;hi:, lit by « 

■ th-•ii-quartir moon. Much of New York's' 
; and rrme of the nation’s civic and political 
elite r’:rod watching as a box-lift lowered

I ’he maroonidraeed coffin to the apron, 
i Archbishop Tereitce Cro1re said a little 
; prayer on the tarmac. Jac^e spied Rob
ert McNamara and --ae to his comforting 
embrace. Ethel managed a taut calm, 

. but her eyes shone and Teddy sltppud 
। into the front seat of the hearse beside 
I her-. The caravan moved away and, pas’ 
; ’hen’ thlrinirs numbering te the tens of 
1 thousands, bore Robert Kunnuev to the 

great high altar at S’:. Patrick’’ Ctithedral.

. . , , 1 • , lregie to i:Slens. Just a’ dawn, Ethel
“"“'jJ,? >’ romP05™6 broke a’ ’he snjjped in for a last moment alO>ilU_wttll 
eanelillt ber; she wept, and mo‘hir hmi, ’lUmptng into a chair besiile the! 

cataaaluue, planting her elbows on ’he c°f- ,'
fin and burymg her head in her hands. I 
She lufi:, and soon the great tilint crowds | 
were forming once: agstil, the black lim-
oisiner sliding to the curb, the 2,300 
invited guests hurrymg inside St. Pat’s. 
The affair was one last -triumph of Ken- 
niey staffing-an incredMe assemblage 
that brought together the President and 
four pretendeys, priness of the ehurehl 
the Chief Justice, Cabinet secretaries, tin 
cream of 'Congress, tivil-rigltts leadess, 
old-New Frontiersmen, movie ytses, poets, 
Beautiful Peepee. The great vaulted nave 
was full of striking juxtaprsitirnr-Ro!?iy 
Grier and Billy Graham guseeing the bier,j 
Gene McCarthy and Barry Goldwater i 
sharing one pew, Earl Warren and Coretta ■ 
King whirpirieg in another.

The ltturgy, too, was full of Kennedy 
touches-a high -•uquirm Mass presided . 
over by two cardinaSs and an archbttOop,: 
with L.ireare Burnsrein trneutting a 
string eeyembie and Andy' Wiffims sing
ing “The Battle Hymn of the Republic;” 
in slow, fueir:ial measure. Cardinal 
Cushing crmmended Keirn<id!y’s soul to । 
God, and Archbishop Cooke prayed that ( 
hs exampee of crmpasslonate good word’s | 
would be followee on earth: “Especially i 
in this hour, we must keep faith with 
America and her destiny . . . The act of 
one man must not demosaliee and inca
pacitate 20)0 milHon others.”

A Good Man: Yet nrthierg in the serv
ice was so painfully affuettng as the mo
ment. Ted Kenned,, lrrktng ruddenly 
alone and vulnur•ablu, left his pkcce at 
Ethel’ stile and stood before the flag- 
draped coffin to speak for the family. Hs 
vocce caught once early on as he eallue 
the roll of the Kennedy eiad—“Jre■ and 
Kathleeg, Jack.” But he st:eeled himrilf 
through a reaeing of Bobby’s own word,, 
from a tribute written for his father and 
a hortatory speech in South Africa two । 
years ago. Then, hs vocce turned thick; 
and tremuluu.s. “My b--rthur•l” he said, i 
“need not tie ieializiel or enlarged in 
eiath beyond what he was in fife, to be | 
r•umembeued simply as a good and de- I 
cent man who saw wrong and tried to j 
right it, saw suffiring and tried to heal • 
it, saw war and tried to stop it . . . He i

to the publcc for the last time. I
The day of the funeral, for all the ! - , , , __ „ - , , ,

pomF«Sl pageantry and five TV, he Ei-r^umbidoe: Thoee of u’ who tovedbrn , 
------- --------------------------------------- - f and who take him to his rest treay pray ।
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that what he was to us and what he 
WShedfor others will some day come to - 
pass for all the world. As he said many 
Hmes . . 'Some men see things as they 
are and say why. I dream things that 
never were and say why not?' ” Then he 
retired, eyes flashing, to his pew.

Finally, on a June morning turned sud
denly balmy and briliiant, the great 
bronze doors swung open; the ,,Hallelu- 
jah .Cho.rus” filed Ffth Avenue; a little 
circle of family and friends handed the 
cofilin gently down to the hearse. Past 
tens of thousands of weepmg and wav
ing mournert, some flinging roses in its 

| path, the cortege crawfed downtown to

penn Station. And toere Kennedy’s ca i- 
ket was hfted aboard the ivy-deckeft 
funeral tram. The family followed, Rose 
andTed and Jacqueime, and Ethel, 
thick! YeOed, shepherdngg all but the 
tiniest of her ten children. The 21-car 
train puffed out of the station. The long, 
slow journey homie had begun.

Journey: It w'as a page from the Ameri
can past, a throwback to the trams that 
carried Lincoto and McKi^ey and 
Franklin Roosevelt to their graves. 
Mourners by the thousands stood in a 
baking ’un for hours at every station, 
jostling for a glimpee of Ethel and Jackie 
and tlie flag-draped casket as they 
passed in the observation car. Teddy 
came ou1 on Hie platform and waved, 
and they waved back, flags and hand- 
knrchleSs fluttering. In Elizabeth, N.J., a 
man and a woman, crowded too close to 
the edge of the platform, were swept 
under the wheeSs of a northbound trar i 
and killed as they craned for a look at 
ne incoming Kennedy train. With that, 
the train stopped; advance man Bruno re
fused to give the go-ahead until railroad 
officiaSs suspended all other traffic on the 
route Even then, toe great throngs 
slowed the journey, and so did mechani
cal trouWe. The day had faded to a 
mellow gold when the train passed Balti
more, through a crowd singing the “Bat
tle Hymn” and “We Shall Overcome,” 
and night had fallen when at last it 
re^-hed Washmgtnn four and one-half 
hours late.

No one aboard wanted the trip to end; 
there w'as a certain release in motion, a 

\ temHe finality in reaching the end of 
toe line. The te!, for the 700 passengers, 
was a rolling Irish wake; drinks were 
served up; the bereaved laughed in the 
face of sorrow. The survivors walked 
through the train to thank everybody for 
coming: young Joe in one of his father’s

pinstripe gray suite, then Ethel and , , .
JOcquehne and Teddy. “I hoped,” said gress ’tood waiting through a brie 
one family intimate, “that we'd never ge '“tertng rain. In toe eerie half-Iigh 
^J^^p^ ”” y^“ ———..fc ^^**^-.1^ l^if* rtlrtAA VIAOI* iVlA

Yet finally the train arrived in Union 
Station; finally the coffin w'as carried to 
the hearse; finally the cortege set out, 
past huge, silent crowds, down streets 
shining with a fresh rain and a radiant, 
near! full moon, for Arlmgton Cemetera. 
The caravan slid past the places Kenne
dy had gracee-lhe Senate Office Build
ing, the Department of Justice-and it 
circlee and stopped at Lincoln Memorial 
white a choi,, at the family’s request 
sang the “Battle Hymn” for Bobby one 
lari time. And then, the procession 
crossed Memorial Bridge to the ceme
tery and the low, magnoliashheded slope 
where John Fitzgerald Kennedy w'as 
buried four and a half year's ago.
(The mournes-s had been gathering for 

h|u’s. The diplomatic corp’s and the Cgn-

President took his p'ace near the grave
site. The eternal flame danced in a fresh
ening breeze. Cardinal Cu’hrng had 
fallen ill during the train journey; Arch- 
bi’hop Philip Hannan delivered Robert 
Kennedy’s soul to hi’ God.

Bobby Kennedy Jr. led the pallbearess; 
young Joe stood with his mothe.. A Har
vard band played “America”; the pall
bearers folded the flag and gave it to 
Ted, mid he in turn presented it to Ethel. 
Then she knelt and kissed the coffin— 
Teddy at her side—hhen the children 
carrying tapers. The floodlights ’hone 
cruelly bright. A child’’ voice cried, 
“Dredy!” And, 60 feet from h’s brother's 
grave, a young and driven man who saw 
wrong and tried to righit it, saw suffering 
and tried to heal it, saw war and tried to 
’top it, w'as laid to rest. Robert Franc’s 

“Kenned! at last had come home.

Newsweek—Ba‘relard Gotfryd

Arlington again: The President (right) joins the Kennedys at graveside '




