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      I stood there in the deafening silence, alone among hundreds of thousands, as the freezing 

November wind sliced into my bones, chilling me even deeper than the horrors of the past ninety-six 

hours.  Nothing could be heard among us except sobbing.  The fog of profound sadness cloaked each of 

us alone and all of us together as we stood there waiting for the Procession to arrive and pass.  We 

waited for hours, maybe days, standing there.  In my heart, I could see him walking in parade and 

waving, coming to each side to work the ropes and shake hands with the lucky ones in front.  But that 

was not to be.

     In the distance I heard the slow cadence of the muffled drums. Brrrrrrrrr….. Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… 

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump.  Then silence for perhaps twenty seconds and the cadence again. 

Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump………….  

     I grew up in a small coastal town sixteen miles north of Boston.  I was a child of the ‘50’s.  At that 

time, the Kennedy’s were the most famous family of Boston.  The three brothers, Jack, Bobby, and Ted, 

were in the news almost daily either on TV or in the evening paper.  We were constantly hearing of 

their college and political adventures as each of the brothers came of age.  Their father, Joseph, was of 

my grandparents generation so most of his fame was from an era gone by and not of much celebrity to 

us unless he was bestowing some of his millions toward the political career of his eldest son, Jack.   It 

was almost a guarantee that six out of seven days a week we would hear some news of the Kennedy’s. 

All of us grew to know and love them as family of our own.  My parents, who were staunch 

Republicans, and most parents of my peers, fell in love with Jack and converted to the Democratic 

Party as he commenced his political campaigns in the 1950’s.  When he became our President in 1960, 

we felt a sense of security and peace of mind that our country would take a turn into the modern age for 

the good of all.  It was a time of elation for us that spread throughout the Country.  Our ‘family’ was in 

the White House.

     …….. Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump.  Then silence for perhaps 

twenty seconds and the cadence again.  Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… 

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump………….

     In November of 1963, I was in my third month of my first year of college in Philadelphia, which 

was in the throws of race riots and police brutality right outside my apartment windows.  The tumult of 

the ‘60’s was heating up.  I had just turned eighteen and was away from home for the first time.  My 

happy, sheltered childhood was gone and real life was hitting me squarely between the eyes. It was 



very frightening.

     Early in those first three months , I saw a Pontiac GTO  with a bumper sticker on it that said 

‘Question Authority’.  That jolted me out of a life long stupor and I had my very first independent 

thought, “Question Aurthority.  Wow, is that legal?”  Thus began a series of events which would 

change my life forever.  

     …….. Brrrrrrrrr…. Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump.  Then silence for perhaps 

twenty seconds and the cadence again.  

     Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump………….

      In the first week of October, a friend of mine and I had had enough of the awful violence of the 

rioting:  the Blacks rightfully screaming of injustices; the blatant destruction of property from feeling 

powerless; the mostly White police slamming their lead filled Billy Clubs over and about the mostly 

unarmed Blacks; the fear; the hatred; all in the City of Brotherly Love.

     My friend, Lynn and I couldn’t take any more. We had heard about Martin Luther King, Jr. and 

about the Race problems in the South, but we never thought we would see it here, in the City where the 

souls of our Nation’s Founders looked on in despair.  We decided that this Dr. King had the right idea. 

Deal with this in a nonviolent manner.  Then we remembered Mahatma Gandhi and how he had freed 

India from British rule without one shot being fired.

     We studied about these two men and read about non-violent civil disobedience and after much 

thought and discussion, we decided to carry out a political action of our own.  Yes, this would be our 

statement to help end the violence and discrimination right here on our own sidewalks.  Thus it was 

that on a Saturday just before noon, we went to a deli, bought some sandwiches, took the express train 

to Center City and walked to the plaza where The Liberty Bell lived.  At that time, the Bell was not 

housed in an enclosure.  It was placed on a granite pedestal for all to see and even touch.  Lynn and I 

sat down (we had decided to do a sit-in) against the pedestal and ate our lunch.  We must have sat there 

for two or three hours to make our statement.  During that time, many tourists and site seers came to 

embrace the Liberty Bell and had to walk around and over us.  We had no signs.  We spoke only to each 

other.  We just sat there.  In the end, no one but us knew why we were sitting there, but we felt 

completely fulfilled as Patriots. We had made our political statement and no one could take that away 

from us.  So went the first of many of my political acts of Nonviolent Civil Disobedience! 

     …….. Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump.  Then silence for perhaps 

twenty seconds and the cadence again.  Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… 

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump………….

     On Friday, November 22, 1963, I was standing in a morgue watching dental and  medical students 



dissect a cadaver.  It was in that formaldehyde stinking room,  looking down at some poor dead vagrant 

who had lungs of charcoal and only remnants of other organs left, that word of President Kennedy’s 

death came over the intercom.  A weird feeling grabbed me at my throat and gut.  I wanted  to vomit.  I 

felt completely detached from reality, as though I were in a very bad movie.  No cube of LSD could 

have made it any more surreal.  We all immediately left our lab and made a mad dash for-somewhere, 

nowhere, anywhere.  There was panic in the air.  Was this World War III?  Were we under attack? What 

should we do?  Who should we ask?   

     A friend and I grabbed some clothes, threw them into a pillow case and headed for the Greyhound 

Bus Station in Center City, downtown Philadelphia.  The streets were almost deserted.  The silence was 

ear-piercing.   Cars were moving very slowly, no horns were honking, no rush hour traffic noise could 

be heard. 

     We caught the next bus for Arlington, VA, where Les had been raised and had family. We stayed in 

Arlington until Monday except for the afternoon we rented a canoe and paddled a canal that ran 

alongside the Potomac.  I don’t remember much else about those three days.  On Monday, we went into 

Washington for the funeral.   

     …….. Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump.  Then silence for perhaps 

twenty seconds and the cadence again.  Brrrrrrrrr... Brrrrrrrrr… Brrrrrrrrr… 

Brrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrump………….

     It was coming from my left. I could see nothing. I only heard the cadence, the heartbeat of a fallen 

hero. 

     As it got closer, it became louder and stronger. It shook the ground and shattered that vision I had 

just seen of him coming toward us to shake our hands – instead, millions of shattered hopes and dreams 

for a world at peace fell as tears.  The Procession approached.  The cadence of the muffled drums was 

haunting. The cortège came into view. The staccato taps of the horses’ hoofs fell solemnly on the cold 

dark pavement as they pulled the military train of the limbers and caissons, which held his casket. No 

one was breathing.  The hypnotic resonance of the cadence, the horses, and the sight of the casket 

pierced my very soul.

     It came toward us, then to us, then past us. In less than three minutes, he was gone.  The Procession 

was followed by his beautiful family and world dignitaries on foot, pipers of the Scottish Black Watch 

and the aching hearts of millions.

     I was shaking uncontrollably.

     It was real. 

     He was gone. 



     And there we were all ten thousand of us left standing there on the corner of Pennsylvania Ave and 

18th Street NW, not wanting to leave, not knowing where to leave to. 

     Even now, my heart is aching as I recall that awful time. 

     It is almost impossible to translate the tumult of feelings that ravaged me in those days, in that place. 

It was another forty years before I could watch films of the Funeral Procession--I couldn’t bear to see 

me standing there.  Rather I let that profound sadness and those feelings guide my life as a political 

activist steeped in the cause for Peace and Justice through non-violent civil disobedience.


