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June 3, 2017 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
 The commencement exercises were postponed for nearly two hours last night after rain forced a move from an 
 outdoor site near the Joint Universities Library into Memorial Gymnasium.  
 
So read the continuation, on page 5, of the front-page story, "Heard: More Hope Than Apprehension," that 
appeared in the Nashville Tennesseean on Monday morning, June 3, 1968. The local story described the events that 
had taken place at Vanderbilt University the previous day. The program for the Commencement Exercises had 
indicated that the ceremonies on stage would end at about 7:20 p.m. CDT, but with the postponement, it must have 
been more like 9:15 p.m. when the event concluded. Marine Cpl. Allen Willyerd’s boyhood friend and Haywood 
High School football teammate, Fox Smith (page 2, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968), Fox’s future wife, Christy 
Keyes Tate, and Frye Gaillard (pages 11-12, http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968) were among the 1,279 graduates 
who received diplomas that night. In his remarks that evening, to the audience of graduates, their families and 
friends, University Chancellor Alexander Heard said, 
 
 The American dream was never more alive than it is tonight. . . . The dream of life, liberty and the pursuit of 
 happiness for all, of freedom, opportunity, and achievement for all, enjoys a new and influential vitality in our 
 national striving.   
 
I think the dream that Chancellor Heard spoke of on the evening of Sunday, June 2, 1968, may have been more 
synonymous with hope, as in: SPES ANCHORA VITAE, or, Hope is the anchor of life (page 2, 
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968). Webster’s Ninth New Collegiate Dictionary defines hope as "desire accompanied  

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
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by expectation of or belief in fulfillment." In addition to the Vanderbilt graduation 
story, the Tennesseean that Monday morning carried five stories of national and 
international interest on the front page. The major two-column headline, "Shell K
Saigon Officials," led a UPI report from Saigon: 

A U.S. helicopter gunship accidentally rocketed a South Vietnamese command post
in Saigon yesterday [at about 6 p.m. local time, Sunday, June 2], killing six high-
ranking army officers including Saigon’s police chief and wounding the capital’s

 mayor. 

The Los Angeles Times, later that same morning, gave the story a banner headline 
("U.S. Error Hinted In Rocket Deaths") and identified the dead and wounded 
Vietnamese officials. Among those killed was a brother-in-law of South Vietnamese 
Vice President N

Proceeding diagonally across the front page of the June 3 Tennesseean, the next article, 
"Peace Talks Quest ‘Tough,’" reported that 

A member of President Johnson’s negotiating team said yesterday he has told the 
President a long, tough road probably lies ahead in the quest for Vietnam peace 
through talks in Paris. 

"Le Duc Tho, a top-ranking member of Hanoi’s ruling Communist Politburo," was to 
arrive in Paris later on Monday. Ambassador Cyrus Vance had returned to Paris, from 
consultations with President Johnson, on June 2:  

 But recent developments provide a glimmer of hope [italics mine] that the deadlock which has balked 
 progress for three weeks can be broken. 
 
The next two front-page stories reflected the "spreading social convulsion" that had gripped western Europe in the 
spring of 1968. "Crisis Grips Italy on 22nd Anniversary" reported that 
 
 The Italian republic observed its 22nd anniversary yesterday gripped by political crisis and faced with 
 spreading social convulsion copied from France.  
  The center-left coalition that had governed for the past five years lay in shatters. . . . 
  The country’s Communist-led left wing, flushed by record gains in the [May] election, were calling for 
 nationwide demonstrations to support workers and students in their 
 opposition to the government. 
 
"Paris, Unions Talk Money," meanwhile, told the story of how 
 
 Gaullist government officials and union leaders thrashed out the dollars 
 and cents price yesterday for reopening France while the nation’s 
 "little revolutionaries" invaded the countryside and seashore for 
 Whitsun holiday. 
 
Hope is the anchor of life. In that context, there was a three-column 
headline in the bottom left corner of page one of the Nashville Tennesseean 
on Monday morning, June 3, 1968, "RFK, McCarthy Blast HHH In Final 
California Vote Bid:" 
 
 Sens. Robert F. Kennedy and Eugene J. McCarthy, opening their final 
 drive for votes in California’s loser-out primary, concentrated their fire 
 yesterday on Vice President Hubert H. Humphrey, who scored weekend 



3 
 

 victories in Missouri and Michigan. 
  Kennedy offered to form a stop-Humphrey coalition with McCarthy after tomorrow’s [June 4] election, 
 biggest primary test in the nation with a 172-vote prize for the Democratic National Convention. . . . 
  "I hope [italics mine] that after the California primary . . . " Kennedy said [Sunday, June 2] on ABC’s 
 Issues and Answers. 
 
Elsewhere in the June 3 edition of the Tennesseean, below "Heard Sees Hope [italics mine] in Grads’ Future," as 
continued from page one, was a seemingly benign and unrelated story, reported from Tel Aviv by AP, "Israel Asks 
U.S. Weapons:" 
 
 Since the United States has resumed shipments of tanks and jet warplanes to Jordan, it should be ready to fill 
 Israel’s orders for ground-to-air missiles and more advanced jets, Israeli defense sources said yesterday. . . . 
  "The Jordanian deal must have political strings attached," the sources said. They pointed out that Israel 
 wants to buy America’s fast, war-tested F4 Phantom fighter-bombers . . . 
  "It would be reasonable to assume that Israel would be compensated," they said. 
 
Wednesday, June 5, 1968, would mark the first anniversary of the beginning of the Six-Day War, which had pitted 
Israel against Egypt, Jordan, and Syria. As Allen Willyerd (page 2, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968, 
http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968) recalled in 2014, he almost had a ringside seat to the conflict:  
 
 Now I joined the Marine Corps, and I went to Parris Island. I went to Camp Geiger, and I went to Camp 
 Lejeune. At Lejeune, I went on a Med Cruise – six months on the APA – don't talk to me about going on no 
 cruise . . . that's all the cruise I ever want in my life! While we was over there . . . when we first got there, we 
 pulled an operation on the island of Sardinia against the French Marines, as training. We came back on ship, 
 and we're going to Marseilles, France . . . I've got a tour to Paris! We're stowing our gear, and the captain of the 
 ship comes on . . . and he said, "President Johnson has just called. Israel and Egypt are at war, and we're going 
 to sail down to the coast of Israel and sail in square circles." "Sergeant, Sergeant," I said, "Sergeant, what's a 
 square circle?" We went down there, and by the time we got there, it was over. But we didn't get to go to  
 Marseilles . . . we had to go to Toulon. 
 
The editor of the Nashville Tennesseean in 1968 was John Seigenthaler, a native Nashvillian who, after three 
years in the Air Force and studies at George Peabody College for Teachers in Nashville, had begun a job reporting 
for the newspaper. By 1957, Seigenthaler had met Robert Kennedy, by virtue of articles he had written for the 
Tennesseean about growing corruption in organized labor movements, particularly involving Jimmy Hoffa and the 
Teamsters Union. The next year, as chief counsel for the Senate Rackets Committee (the Select Committee on 
Improper Activities in the Labor or Management Field), Kennedy had come to recognize Seigenthaler’s talent in 
investigative reporting on Teamsters Union activities in Tennessee. In September of 1959, Kennedy had resigned as 
chief counsel for the Rackets Committee. That summer, he took time to draft a book about his investigations with 
the committee. Titled The Enemy Within, the book was, briefly, a bestseller. That same year, John Seigenthaler had 
accepted a Nieman Fellowship at Harvard University. As he completed the fellowship, Robert Kennedy asked him 
to edit the book draft. Seigenthaler took a leave of absence from the Tennesseean to do that, and on his return to 
Nashville later in 1959, he received the first in a series of promotions – from assistant city editor to special 
assignment reporter – with the newspaper.  
 
In the meantime, the South was beginning to experience the first hint of the civil rights movement (pages 5-6, 
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968). 
 
His close friendship and budding working relationship with Robert Kennedy eventually led to Seigenthaler’s 
identification as one of the "honorary Kennedys." After John Kennedy was elected president, his father adamantly 
insisted that he name his brother Robert as his choice for the cabinet post of Attorney General. As an honorary 
Kennedy, John Seigenthaler later recalled having dinner with Robert Kennedy at the family’s Hickory Hill home in 
early December of 1960. Kennedy seemed torn and anxious. Later, Seigenthaler was also present for breakfast at 
the president-elect’s Georgetown home, where the matter was decided. As he later recalled in an interview:   
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968


 "Snow on the ground. House in Georgetown. Cold, cold, cold," he recalled. "Reporters parked out front. The 
 president reaches out and touches me on the hand, and talks to me for about 10 minutes, saying, 'I'm going to 
 have a circle of advisers and I'm not going to know them. Here I am going to be dealing with great problems of 
 great magnitude. I've got to have someone who has my best interests.' And when he gets through, it's really 
 clear." 
  The president-elect got the coffee pot and refilled Mr. Seigenthaler's cup but not Bobby's. Then he said, 
 "That's it, general. Let's grab our balls and go." The group went out into the snow to talk to reporters. The 
 president, Seigenthaler recalled, said, "Bobby, you know there are photographers out there. Comb your hair." 
  And so Mr. Seigenthaler became a member of the Kennedy inner circle. As attorney general, Bobby wanted 
 loyal people next to him, too. He made Mr. Seigenthaler his administrative assistant in the U.S. Justice 
 Department in 1961. 
 
That appointment continued until March of 1962, when Seigenthaler resigned in order to accept the post as editor of 
the Nashville Tennesseean. As the newspaper’s longtime editor, he led coverage of the civil rights movement when 
most Southern newspapers ignored the growing resistance to racial segregation. And, as John Seigenthaler had 
demonstrated in the spring of 1961, while serving in Montgomery, Alabama, on an assignment for the Attorney 
General, he not only talked the talk for civil rights, he walked the walk for civil rights. 
 

From the July 12, 2014, web edition of the 
Tennesseean, 
 
 After Mr. Seigenthaler was named editor of the 
 Tennessean, his relationship with the Kennedys 
 didn't falter. Their story picks up again in 1968. 
 Bobby Kennedy had resigned as attorney general 
 and won a New York Senate seat by then. He 
 traveled widely, and Mr. Seigenthaler sometimes 
 went with him – to Vietnam and India, most 
 notably, writing about his experiences. 
  In early 1968, rumbles began about whether 
 Kennedy should run for president. Mr. 
 Seigenthaler did not want him to, and told him so. 
 He was afraid Kennedy couldn't beat then-
 President Lyndon Johnson, but Kennedy said he 
 felt a moral imperative. He entered the race and 
 asked Mr. Seigenthaler to run his campaign in 
 Northern California. 

In 1968, then-Editor John Seigenthaler (left) of the 
Nashville Tennesseean took a leave of absence to 
work on Senator Robert F. Kennedy's (second from 
left) presidential campaign. 

   
With Frye Gaillard and a small group of others connected with the March 21, 1968, IMPACT Symposium (pages 
11-12, http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968), being held at Vanderbilt’s Memorial Gymnasium, John Seigenthaler had 
been at the Nashville Airport to greet his best friend-Senator-candidate on that cold, rainy night. Tuesday, June 4, 
1968, would find Mr. Seigenthaler in San Francisco, helping his best friend in the California primary. 
 
In the 1968 cycle of Democratic presidential primaries, the week leading up to the Tuesday, June 4, California 
primary had begun in Oregon. From a Newsweek Staff article (Newsweek.com) compiled at 8:00 p.m. on June 16, 
1968, 
 
 He [Kennedy] had taken a sound and quite possibly critical thrashing at McCarthy's hands in the Oregon 
 primary . . . – 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."  
 
From Edwin Guthman and C. Richard Allen, in RFK: Collected Speeches (pp. 399-400), 
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 The day [Wednesday, May 29] after the [Oregon] primary, at a press conference in California, Kennedy read a 
 prepared statement that said "these results represent a setback to my prospects for receiving the presidential 
 nomination of my party, a setback, as I have previously stated, which I could ill afford." Characteristically, in 
 response to a question, he took complete responsibility: "I lost because I didn't do well enough. The only fault 
 is me."  
 
From Evan Thomas, in Robert Kennedy: His Life (p. 384), 
 
 California, with its melting pot, was more congenial than Oregon. Arriving in Los Angeles the morning [May 
 29] after the Oregon primary, Kennedy stood in his convertible while it crept through teeming black and 
 Mexican neighborhoods. The cuff links long gone, his shirt was torn and soaked with sweat by the time the 
 motorcade hit downtown . . . There had not been since Lincoln, nor has there ever [published in 2000] been 
 again, a white national politician so embraced by people of color.  
 
From RFK: Collected Speeches (pp. 391-392), 
 
 May 31, 1968 [italics mine] 
  The generalized vision Kennedy described in San Francisco [in his speech to the press luncheon on May 
 21 (pages 2-3, http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968)] and elsewhere on the campaign trail was supported by 
 detailed programs . . . to begin to solve the nation's central concerns. . . . 
  The most sweeping analysis and set of proposals came in a press release that his Senate office entered in 
 the Congressional Record on the last day of May, entitled "Meeting the Urban Crisis."  
 
Continuing, from RFK: Collected Speeches (p. 400), 
 
 McCarthy had tried to capitalize on his upset victory in Oregon. There, he had made much of Kennedy's refusal 
 to debate him. Kennedy, conceding that his defeat had changed the political dynamic, agreed to a televised 
 debate in California on June 1.  
 
From Robert Kennedy: His Life (p. 386), 
 
 Kennedy's advisers were determined that the candidate be well prepared for the climactic and long-delayed 
 debate with McCarthy, scheduled for Saturday night, June 1. The format would be a panel of three journalists 
 asking questions. Kennedy was handed "about two pounds" of briefing material on Friday night [May 31]. 
 Sprawled on the bed with his dog Freckles, he fell right asleep. "Freckles probably got more out of it," Dutton 
 [Fred Dutton, "Kennedy's most disciplined political adviser in this period," a veteran of John Kennedy's 1960 
 presidential campaign] said. 
 
 Saturday [June 1] was set aside for all-day 
 debate prep [italics mine]. Tag teams of advisers 
 briefed the candidate, who listened, but not 
 always closely. His hotel suite in the Fairmont 
 overlooked San Francisco Bay. The day was sun-
 drenched, the air sparkling clear. Kennedy's eyes 
 kept wandering to the view out the window. 
 Walinsky [Adam Walinsky, young Yale Law 
 graduate and a leader of Kennedy's "in-house 
 think tank"] would look up from his thick 
 briefing book and see Kennedy, dressed in a silk 
 kimono, curled up at the end of the couch, 
 surrounded by advisers but "floating almost all 
 alone." 

Senator Kennedy campaigns in California. June, 1968. 
  Kennedy dutifully rehearsed his answer to the 
 question of whether he had wiretapped Martin 
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 Luther King. He planned to fudge: He had never authorized any bugging, he would say. He had approved 
 wiretaps when the national security was  threatened, but he never discussed specific cases. "That's not good 
 enough," interjected Richard Goodwin [Kennedy friend and frequent speech collaborator, who had left the 
 McCarthy campaign effort after the Wisconsin primary to join the Kennedy campaign]. "It's the only answer 
 they're going to get," Kennedy said. He got up and walked out of the room for a few minutes. "Next?" he said 
 when he returned. 
 
From the Los Angeles Times, Monday morning, June 3, 1968, "Ratings Topped By M'Carthy Vs. Kennedy 
Debate," 
 
 The televised debate between Sens. Robert F. Kennedy and Eugene J. McCarthy Saturday night drew an 
 estimated 32 million viewers, ABC announced Sunday. 
  The confrontation of the two candidates for the Democratic presidential nomination broadcast from San 
 Francisco pulled 38.8% of the national television audience . . . 
 
From the Los Angeles Times, Monday morning, June 3, 1968, "Reagan Describes Debate as 'Placid'," 
 
 The McCarthy-Kennedy debate proved "no contest," and the winner of the Democratic nomination for 
 President "wasn't in it," Republican Gov. Reagan said Sunday. . . .  
  "Actually, I thought (the debate) was much ado about nothing," the governor said. . . . "What was supposed 
 to be a confrontation turned out to be a placid, no decision affair."  
 
From Robert Kennedy: His Life (p. 386), 
 
 The overhyped debate was regarded as anticlimactic, "a mutually pedestrian performance," wrote David 
 Halberstam. For Kennedy, a draw was a win: he had exceeded expectations. McCarthy "didn't do his 
 homework," Kennedy said. 
 
From RFK: Collected Speeches (p. 400), 
 
 After such a buildup, the actual event [the Kennedy-McCarthy debate] was judged as mild by most observers, 
 but the pundits felt Kennedy had done the most to improve his position. 
  In part, he had outperformed expectations, and in part he simply had worked harder in preparation, and it 
 showed. 
 
From the Los Angeles Times, Monday morning, June 3, 1968, "Kennedy Hints Linkup With McCarthy After 
Tuesday Vote," 
 
 Sen. Robert F. Kennedy (D-N.Y.) said Sunday 
 [June 2] [italics mine] that neither he nor Sen. 
 Eugene J. McCarthy (D-Minn.) will have much 
 chance at winning the Democratic presidential 
 nomination if one of them doesn't drop out after 
 Tuesday's California primary. 
  "It has always been clear both of us [Kennedy 
 and McCarthy] believe in a new direction," said 
 Kennedy on the [ABC] television program, Issues 
 and Answers, taped in San Francisco. 
  "Perhaps, after the California primary, we can 
 somehow join together." 
   
 He maintained that at the present, however, 
 Humphrey does not have "anything near" the 
 number of convention delegates [1,312] needed Senator Kennedy campaigns in California. June, 1968. 
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 for nomination. 
 
 He said changing both foreign and domestic  policies is the prime purpose of his candidacy. 
  "I'm very interested in this cause, and I hope [italics mine] that Sen. McCarthy looks at it that  way too," he 
 said. 
  He stated . . . and expressed the hope [italics mine] that the feeling is mutual. He said the cause in which 
 both believe is "far more important" than their individual candidacies. 
  The New York senator said he thought his performance in the much-publicized TV debate with McCarthy 
 Saturday night was "generally satisfactory." He said the voters will decide Tuesday who won. 
 
 Before leaving the Bay Area [on Sunday, June 2] [italics mine], Kennedy told a rally in Concord . . .   
 
 He flew later in the day to Orange County, where he and his wife, Ethel, were joined by six of their 10 children. 
 After an appearance before an enthusiastic crowd of 5,000 at the  Garden Grove Strawberry Festival, Kennedy 
 took his family to Disneyland. . . . 
  The six of his children joining him when his plane landed at Orange County Airport were: daughters 
 Courtney, 11, and Kerry, 8, and sons David, 12; Michael, 10; Christopher, 4, and Matthew, 3.  
  Introducing them at the Strawberry Festival in Garden Grove City Park, he quipped, "I was selected as the 

 presidential candidate 
 with the family that eats 
 the most strawberries." . . .
  A big Sunday crowd 
 at Disneyland, caught by 
 surprise by Kennedy's 
 visit, swarmed around 
 him and his family so that 
 it was difficult for his 
 children to get much of a 
 look at some of the 
 attractions. Their first 
 visit was to the "Pirates  of 
 the Caribbean" ride. 
 

* * * 
[Several years later, in March 
of 1977, Special Counsel 
Thomas Kranz, who had been 
appointed by the Los Angeles 
County Board of Supervisors 
to work with the County 
District Attorney's Office, 
published a report on Senator 
Kennedy's death. That report 
was forwarded to the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. From 
that report, the following 
events of June 2, 1968, were 
placed into evidence.] From the Los Angeles Times issue of Monday, June 3, 1968. 

 
 On the evening of [Sunday] June 2, 1968 [following his visit to Disneyland with his wife and six of their 
 children], Senator Robert Kennedy had given a speech at the Palm Terrace Room of the Ambassador Hotel in 
 Los Angeles.  
 
 

7 
 



As Theodore White wrote of Robert F. Kennedy – Robert F. Kennedy, the friend, and Robert F. Kennedy, the man 
of state – in his 1969 treatise, The Making of the President – 1968,  
 
 His passion had aroused the best and the beast in man. 
  
The following is adapted from the Kranz report. He was a twenty-four-year-old Jordanian citizen of Palestinian 
descent, who had been born in Jerusalem in 1944. With his family, he had come to the United States in 1957, and in 
1968, he was living in Pasadena with his mother and two brothers. Prior to a 1966 horseback-riding accident, he 
had planned to become a jockey. He had then been unemployed for a full year, but he had worked as a box boy and 
delivery boy at an organic health food store in Pasadena for the few months prior to June of 1968.  
 
Prior to the Senator's speech at the Ambassador Hotel on the evening of Sunday, June 2, a witness observed him in 
the lobby area adjacent to the Palm Terrace Room. Another witness, a hostess for the Kennedy event that night, was 
walking around the hotel twenty minutes after the speech when she observed him seated in the kitchen area. After 
his speech that night of June 2, the Senator had passed through the kitchen area: 
 
 After seeing an ad in the Los Angeles Times inviting attendance at a speech by Senator Kennedy at the 
 Ambassador Hotel, Sirhan attended the June 2 speech.  
 

      * * * 
From the Los Angeles Times article, "Kennedy Hints 
Linkup With McCarthy After Tuesday Vote," 

The Kennedy campaign travels through the Watts 
section of Los Angeles on the last day before the 
primary. Monday, June 3, 1968.  

 
 Kennedy will close his California campaign today 
 [Monday, June 3] [italics mine] with whirlwind 
 visits to the  state's three major population centers. 
 He will fly to San Francisco this morning for a 
 parade through Chinatown. 
 
From the 1968 Newsweek Staff article referred to 
previously on page 4, 
 
 Yet sometimes it seemed like he [Kennedy] sensed 
 the outcome. . . . Again, as his motorcade toured 
 San Francisco's Chinatown a day before the 
 California primary [see above], firecrackers went 
 off with sharp bursts in a puff of purplish smoke. 
 Bobby's face froze in a little half smile. A shudder 
 seized his body. His knees seemed almost to 
 buckle. 
  Yet the moment passed quickly, lost in the 
 resurgent confidence that pervaded the Kennedy 
 camp as he neared the end of the long primary 
 road.  
 
Continuing from the Los Angeles Times article, 
"Kennedy Hints Linkup . . . ,"  
 
 Returning here [on June 3], Kennedy will arrive at 
 Long Beach Municipal Airport and then appear at 
 Lincoln Park in Long Beach. He is scheduled to 
 ride in a motorcade on Central Ave., between 45th 
 and 57th Sts., visit the Venice area and then go on 
 to San Diego.  
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From Robert Kennedy: His Life (pp. 386-387), 
 
 On Monday came the final, grueling push: Los Angeles to San Francisco, back to Long Beach and Watts, and 
 down to San Diego, 1,200 miles and all three major California TV markets. On the plane back to Los Angeles, 
 he recovered from his near collapse during his last speech in San Diego, but he was reaching the limit of his 
 physical endurance.  
 
From RFK: Collected Speeches (p. 400), 
 
 The same unflagging discipline marked the last day of campaigning: in twelve hours he traveled from Los 
 Angeles, to San Francisco, to Long Beach, via motorcade through Watts, to San Diego, and ultimately back to 
 Los Angeles. His extreme exhaustion (and a probable stomach virus) left him sick and somewhat dazed in his 
 final rally at San Diego's El Cortez Hotel, where the crowd was so large that it had to be divided into two 
 seatings, for the candidate to address in sequence. 
 
From the Newsweek Staff article referred to previously, 
 
 An exhausted Kennedy, 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 footballer Roosevelt Grier and onetime Olympic 
 decathlon champ Rafer Johnson helped him to a dressing room. He vomited. Then he went back to the platform 
 and spoke again.  

As Theodore White wrote, in The Making of the 
President – 1968, 
 
 On the last Monday before the primary, he had 
 risen as usual at seven and barnstormed California 
 from north to south until late at night, in San 
 Diego, out of sheer emptiness of any further 
 vitality, he was forced to break off a speech at a 
 rally and sit down. He could run no further on 
 that lap. He was tired. 

* * * 
 He slept late the next morning, on the day of 
 voting [Tuesday, June 4, 1968] [italics mine], at 
 the white beach  home of Evans and John 
 Frankenheimer [noted director of, among other 
 films, The Manchurian Candidate (1962)] by the 
 Pacific. Six of the youngest children – with their 
 dog and a friendly monkey – had been flown out 
 from Hickory Hill to be with him on this day of 
 rest, and Ethel [expecting their eleventh child] 
 slept late, too. When I [Theodore White, the 
 author] arrived,  about noon, he was playing with 
 the boys, and it was no time to talk politics. We 
 walked along the beach, kicking rubbery dark 
 green kelp on the sand, and talked of the pollution 
 of this beautiful coast and the disappearance of the 
 great old kelp beds; we compared the Pacific to the 
 Atlantic and he preferred Cape Cod. The sun 
 would not break through, a chill mist hung heavy 
 on the ground; but he stripped off his flowered 
 sun-shirt and plunged in, nonetheless. A huge 
 roller came in from the sea, and the bobbing head Presidential candidate Bobby Kennedy and his dog, 

Freckles, running on an Oregon beach, 1968. 9 
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 of one of two children went under. Bobby dived. For a moment one could not see them in the surf until he came 
 up with David, whom he had pulled  from the undertow. A large red bruise now marked his forehead where he 
 had bumped either sand or the boy; he chided the boy gently for going beyond his depth, but the boy was safe. 
 [David Kennedy would die in 1984, at age 28]. 
  Since the pool was less dangerous for the children, we all now came up to the poolside, where Ethel, 
 equally tired, her hands placid in her lap, watched as he growled, teased them, let them rough-house him. He 
 threatened them jokingly: "Mummy's so tired that she's going to rest next week, and I'm going to have to take 
 care of you myself. How do you like that?" They laughed, for they would have loved it. 
  There was no full week free at any time in 1968 for him to be alone with his family, and the next week, as 
 scheduled, would have been just as bad. If he won, the schedule was going to give him just two days of rest in 
 California – Wednesday and Thursday. Early Friday he would be off by jet to an afternoon rally at Niagara 
 Falls, New York; another jet the same afternoon . . . – and then, on and on, through every one of New York's 
 forty-one Congressional districts, without another day's rest until the primary on June 18th. New York was 
 enormously difficult – no statewide primary, no candidates' names on the ballot, delegates elected by 
 Congressional districts and the McCarthy people well organized. He would have to do it the hard way, district 
 by district, delegate by delegate, morning, noon and night; he needed as many of New York's 190 convention 
 votes as he could get to show his coattail-pulling power to the professional politicians of the Midwest.  
  But all that, he thought, was yet to come. Only once in the lazy hours by the pool did he talk politics as, 
 suddenly, he porpoised up from the water and began to talk about McCarthy and Humphrey. He liked 
 Humphrey and felt Humphrey was trapped; if he (Kennedy) could do really well here in California today, that 
 would affect the vote in New York; and if he did well in New York, that would affect all the Midwestern states 
 too, no matter how many delegates Humphrey thought he had sewed up. Gene McCarthy intrigued him more; 
 the two men could never understand each other. They simply did not like each other, but he wanted McCarthy's 
 student youngsters with him after the victory here in California today; his people were already talking with 
 McCarthy's student leaders, and he knew all the splits in the McCarthy camp. He repeated again McCarthy's 
 offer to step aside after one term as President and turn the office over to him. "Can you imagine that?" said 
 Bobby, and ducked under the water again. 
  He was tense through the early afternoon [of June 4], moving from place to place about the house and the 
 pool, until a first flash of news came through. CBS had done some early sampling of voters as they left the 
 polls, and its analysts now guessed the vote would be Bobby 49 percent, McCarthy 41 percent, the Lynch-
 Humphrey slate 10 percent. He sat there in the mist, in blue pullover and flowered beach-trunks, and offered no 
 visible reaction to the news. Ethel asked whether that was good enough. In turn, he asked what the results were 
 from South Dakota, also voting that day. If rural South Dakota as well as urban California both went for him on 
 the same day, that would be really good. It would influence results not only in New York but across the nation. 
 Richard Goodwin and Fred Dutton had joined us by the pool before the first news came in, and one of them 
 offered the thought that if the 49 percent in California could be pushed up to 50 percent, a clean majority, it 
 would be total breakthrough. With a spasm, Kennedy became crisp executive again. . . . Then, slowly, he 
 relaxed, as the warmth and taste of victory came over him. He yawned, stretched his arms, suddenly drowsy, 
 and said he thought he would take a nap. "We ought to get back early to the hotel," he said, "say, about seven 
 o'clock." He was sure, now, it was going to be an early win, requiring an early appearance; and thus he left, 
 relaxed and confident, to rest. 
 
 It was the last time any stranger would have a chance to see Robert F. Kennedy alone [italics mine]. By eight 
 o'clock the Royal Suite on the fifth floor of the Hotel Ambassador was overflowing with people. He had 
 acquired in his four years as Senator and his eleven-week campaign a host of hangers-on, all bound to him by 
 affection and loyalty, each pressing on his privacy, all of whom he had invited to come spend the evening with 
 him and watch the returns. 
  Californians and Bostonians, staff members and old friends, family and strangers all were there; including 
 one early arrival from McCarthy headquarters, a young student leader rushing over to enlist with Kennedy even 
 before the final count was in. They wandered back and forth through the six-room suite, Kennedy circulating 
 among them; at one point he bounded from the telephone into the large living room, his glee absolutely 
 uncontained. [This was in reference to the results from one native American precinct in South Dakota, 
 overwhelming for Kennedy.] By nine o'clock, in what later turned out to be a gross overestimate, CBS made its 
 first projection – Kennedy 52 percent, McCarthy 38 percent, and the room began to boil, as the drinks were 



 poured, and the guards at the end of  the corridor unsuccessfully strove to keep the suite sealed against the 
 suddenly gathering throng. Pierre Salinger [Kennedy campaign spokesman, press secretary to President John 
 Kennedy] spread word to friends that as  soon as the public victory ceremony  downstairs was over, Bobby and 
 Ethel and a handful of old-timers would join at the Factory, a night club, for a private celebration. Hunted  down 
 by jubilant well-wishers from room to room, Kennedy momentarily sought privacy in his bathroom with 
 Sorensen [Ted Sorensen, close aide and speechwriter for both John and Robert Kennedy] and Goodwin to 
 discuss what their approach should now be to the McCarthy movement. There, his mood was otherwise. The 
 day's reports from New Jersey and Ohio  back East were bothersome; he was troubled by the failure of his 
 lieutenants to make headway there; and the New York primary was going to be more difficult than anticipated. 
 The elation of the evening's victory was already fading and deep concern about the weeks ahead showing. 
  But the script of election night unrolled as it had so many times before for the Kennedys in so many places. 
 First, the ritual appearance before each of the three great networks; then the wait for the defeated candidate to 
 concede; then the effort to clear the rooms of self-important strangers who inevitably seep into a political 
 celebration; then the final girding for descent into the bearpit, into whatever ballroom or hall in whatever hotel 
 has been designated as the victory room in which the candidate will thank his workers. Those experienced in 
 politics, or who travel long on campaigns, grow weary of such ritual and, above all, of the stamping, yelling, 
 crowding, sweating masses of workers and curiosity seekers who squeeze into the tight space to hear, see or 
 touch the victor in the flesh.  
  Thus, only a few of the old guard went down with Kennedy. The rest saw him off down the hall, entwined 
 in the serpentine of television cables and crew men, the photographers winking their flashes as they fell 
 backward trying to snatch pictures as he strode forward, a swollen, moving bumble of people; the moving 
 serpentine is a signature of political importance.   

  We lingered upstairs, 
 watching him on 
 television five floors 
 below, heard him finally 
 say "On to Chicago  and 
 let's win there," and then 
 we slowly prepared to join 
 him at the Factory after he 
 had extricated himself 
 from the crowd. 
  Below, the advance 
 men, as always, had 
 prepared a plan with two 
 alternates. He could leave 
 the platform, turn left, 
 reach the main corridor of 
 the Ambassador, thence to 
 the stairwell and out to his 
 car. But that would be 
 crowded. Or he could turn 
 right, go out through the 
 kitchen, then come back 
 to the stairwell and go 
 down. No one decided 
 which way he should turn 
 as he left the platform; but 

 he turned right to go out through the kitchen [italics mine]. . . . 

Senator Robert Kennedy gives a speech at the Ambassador Hotel in Los 
Angeles, following his victory in the June 4, 1968, California primary 
election. This photograph was most likely taken a few minutes after midnight, 
on Wednesday, June 5.  

 
 And the beast waited for him in the kitchen.  
 
It was approximately 12:15 a.m. PDT on Wednesday, June 5, 1968. In Brownsville, Tennessee, where sixteen-
year-old Al Claiborne would later be waking up for a full Wednesday of work at Roy Drug Store (pages 1-2, 
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http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968, page 8, http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968), it was 2:15 a.m. On Hill 689, near Khe 
Sanh Combat Base (pages 11-15, http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968, http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968), where Marine 
Cpl. Allen Willyerd had been struggling with early symptoms of malaria since Sunday, it was now 2:15 p.m. in the 
afternoon. Just over forty-eight hours had passed since the Vanderbilt University Class of 1968 (pages 12-18, 
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968) had received their diplomas. They had listened intently as their Chancellor had 
told them, "The American dream was never more alive than it is tonight." As one of Christy Tate Smith's 
classmates recalled to her in 2015, 
  
 I do remember, . . . feeling that it was sad to be going home and leaving everybody at VU [Vanderbilt].  
 
And in Charlotte, North Carolina, where the funeral service for LCpl. Charles Russell Jerome Menton III (pages 7-
12. http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968) had been held, just three days before, it was 3:15 a.m. 
 
History, the presidential election coming that fall, and politics in general, were nowhere on my radar. It was 
probably about 7 a.m. CDT when I woke up that Wednesday morning – 5 a.m. in Los Angeles. My Dad's job as a 
Livestock Marketing Specialist for the Tennessee Department of Agriculture required that he travel extensively 
across the state. I do not recall whether he was home that day or not. My younger brother had just turned thirteen on 
May 30 – the Thursday before. Probably he was still asleep. I had to be at the drug store earlier on Wednesdays, 
since I had extra responsibilities on Frank Turner's day off. I had gotten dressed upstairs, and I had come down to 
the kitchen. My Mom was standing there in her robe, getting our breakfast ready. I don't remember her exact words, 
but she said something like, 
 
 Somebody has shot Robert Kennedy. 
 
It had been just over four-and-one-half years since that rainy November day in 1963, when Richard Carlton and I, 
along with the rest of Mrs. Dorothy Morris' sixth-grade class at Anderson Grammar School, had first heard that 
President Kennedy had been shot in Dallas (http://tinyurl.com/jfk-nov22-1963). That had been different, somehow 
– he was the President. We had associated him with our boyhood heroes in the manned Mercury space program, 
and as eleven-year-olds, we had all seen PT 109 in the theater that year. We had been in school that day, and we 
were part of a group response – even a school-wide and national response to an American tragedy.  
 
Now the late President's younger brother had been shot. I was older, but not old enough to understand. My family 
and I had sustained the emotional experience of Norman Lane's death in Vietnam, barely two months before. This 
was far different – I don't recall a specific reaction. At that moment Robert F. Kennedy was in surgery, "waging his 
lonely struggle for life," in the surgical suite on the ninth floor of Good Samaritan Hospital in Los Angeles. 
 
In Memphis in 1968, there were the morning Commercial Appeal and afternoon Press-Scimitar newspapers. Not far 
from the storefront display window at Roy Drug Store, where I worked all that Wednesday, there was a cash 
register. There was a candy display on the shelves at the front of the counter supporting the register, and there was a 
large display case and humidor for cigars closer to the storefront window. In between, there was a small counter – 
every afternoon the local delivery agent would place several copies of the day's Press-Scimitar on that counter, for 
sale. The afternoon newspaper for Wednesday, June 5, 1968, provided heavy coverage of the tragic news from Los 
Angeles – now twelve hours old, and still developing.  
 
I remember listening as Jim Duke and Mrs. Bess Rice, who also worked at the drug store, discussed Senator 
Kennedy's condition – as I listened I thought there was some optimism ("More Hope Than Apprehension") that he 
would survive. But neither Jim Duke nor Bess Rice – nor I – knew, and during the night and early morning of 
Wednesday, June 5, and Thursday, June 6, Robert Francis Kennedy joined his brother John, together in "the 
welcoming company of those who need faith no longer but see God face to face." 
 
In 2015, Allen Willyerd recalled having heard the news in Vietnam, this way: 
 
 You [written to then-Lt. Dale Wittler] are rite we did not stay too long up there [Hill 881 South, near Khe Sanh 
 Combat Base] we came back to [Hill] 689 and I finally let Doc Bailey send me down to Khe Sanh BAS 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968
http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968
http://tinyurl.com/part-two-1968
http://tinyurl.com/jfk-nov22-1963


 [Battalion Aid Station].  To get a shot or Aspirin. While I was waiting for the Medevac I was leaning up against 
 a nub of a tree, only one left on 689. Someone had a Radio close and said Kennedy had been killed.  
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 Robert about thirty yards away. . . . 

I suppose – having been sixteen at the time – that it is understandable that I have no further recollection 
pertaining to the death of 
Senator Robert F. Kennedy, 
on Thursday, June 6, 1968. 
Not of the lines that snak
twenty-five blocks outside St. 
Patrick's Cathedral in New 
York for two nights and a day, 
bringing thousands of 
mourners to pass by his coffin, 
not of the mass that was said 
for him at the cathedral on that
Saturday morning, June 8, n
of the funeral train that carried
him from New York's Penn 
Station to venerable Union 
Station in the nation's capital, 
not of the cortege that bore his 
coffin on that June evening 
from the station to Arlington 
National Cemetery, not of t
brief graveside ceremony. In 
Robert Kennedy: His Life
Evan Thomas gives this 
description of the procession 
a
 
 A light rain had stopped. The moon hung heavy and full over the Potomac. By c ndlelight and TV light, th
 weary pallbearers – old friends like Dave Hackett, trusted aides like John Seigen haler [pages 3-4], family 
 champions like Steve Smith – hoisted the casket and stumbled up the hill to the knoll where John F. Kennedy 
 lay buried. A gravesite had been chosen for

Following the funeral mass at St. Patrick’s Cathedral in New York City on 
Saturday morning, June 8, 1968, Senator Kennedy’s body traveled by train to 
Washington, DC. There, he would be buried later that evening near his older 
brother, the late President, in Arlington National Cemetery. The photograph 
shows people paying their respects to the slain senator as the funeral train 
passes by. 

  Robert Kennedy's resting place is to the side, down a narrow alley shielded by some small trees. On a block 
 of marble facing his grave are carved fragments of his two best speeches, his peroration from the Day of 
 Affirmation speech to the South Africans [University of Cape Town, June 6, 1966 – exactly two years before 
 his death] ("Each time a man stands up for an ideal . . . he sends a tiny ripple of hope . . .") and the lesson from 
 Aeschylus he delivered in a slum in Indianapolis on the day Martin Luther King was shot ("In our sleep, pain 
 which cannot forget falls drop by drop upon the heart until, in our own despair . . . comes wisdom . . ."). A 
 small, plain white cross stands by a stone slab inscribed with his name and the years of his birth and death. In 
 contrast to the grandeur of JFK's grave, the effect is unadorned and a little lonely. One thinks of his struggle to 
 overcome fear and wonders what, if he had lived, he might have done. 
 
Frye Gaillard had received his diploma with the Vanderbilt Class of 1968 on that evening of June 2, and he had 
also hosted and introduced then-Senator and candidate Robert Kennedy for the IMPACT Symposium that had been 
held in Memorial Gymnasium, now forty-nine years ago. In 2003, Mr. Gaillard wrote an article for Vanderbilt 
Magazine, looking back at a time of war and a leader silenced too soon. Titled, "A Wound Left Unhealed," the 
article describes the man and the time: 
 
 I don't mean to idealize Kennedy. For some time now, scholars have picked their way through his record, 
 revealing his contradictions and his flaws. . . . And even his admirers had to acknowledge that he could be 
 ruthless, or at least so driven that you couldn't tell the difference. But he was not cynical. 
 



And then, Mr. Gaillard described the hope that a lot of people held to for those eighty-one days in the late winter 
and spring of 1968: 
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ply no cure for that kind of loss.  

 He might find the policies to implement his vision, and the country might find a way through its pain. But then 
 in the first week of June 
 he was gone, following 
 unbelievably in  the 
 martyred path of Dr. King. 
 In a way, it was the 
 culmination of the '60s, 
 the death of a promise tha
 had been so 
  Thirty-five years later 
 [published in 2003], it 
 seems clear enough that 
 the wound to the country 
 has never really healed. 
 There is only the scar – 
 the cynicism born on a 
 California night when the
 most decent politician of 
 our time lay in a spreading
 pool of his blood and 
 whispered to the people 
 rushing to his aid, "Is 
 everybod
   
 The answer, of course, is that none of us was. In the political life of our troubled young country, there was 
 sim
 

* * * 
Over the past twenty-three months in this series, two stories about young Americans whose names today are 
engraved on the Vietnam Veterans Memorial have included references to Robert Francis Kennedy. From the July, 
2015, story (http://tinyurl.com/psgt-ferrell-1965) of Army Platoon Sergeant William A. Ferrell, from Stanton, 
Tennessee, 
 
 Bearing the letters, the links, and the scrimshaw, she descended to the first floor with the Attorney General, and 
 at 12:34 the widow and Robert Kennedy entered the East Room. . . . 
  Together the President’s widow and brother knelt by the open coffin. . . . She put the three letters, the 
 scrimshaw, and the cufflinks in the coffin. Bob Kennedy took off his PT tie pin. He said, "He should have this, 
 shouldn’t he?" 
  "Yes," she whispered. Then he drew from his pocket an engraved silver rosary Ethel had given him at their 
 wedding. Bob placed this with the letters. 
  Then, with a lock of her husband’s hair, she went out with Bob. . . . 
 
From the January, 2016, story (http://tinyurl.com/lt-bird-1967) of then-Army First Lieutenant Samuel R. Bird, from 
Wichita, Kansas, 
 
 As I wrote this, the familiar saying, "Time heals all wounds," crossed my mind. But thinking about this further, 
 I came across a quote attributed to Mrs. Joseph P. (Rose) Kennedy, mother of Joseph P. Kennedy Jr., John F. 
 Kennedy, and Robert F. Kennedy. On that cold November day in 1963, Rose Kennedy had been standing with 
 her son the Attorney General and with the grieving widow of the slain president, behind the members of the 
 team on one side of the casket, while 1stLT Samuel R. Bird had been standing, behind the members of the team 
 on the other side of the casket. As William Manchester wrote: 

http://tinyurl.com/psgt-ferrell-1965
http://tinyurl.com/lt-bird-1967


  "Pre-sent Arms!" 
   In McClellan Circle Captain Gray’s battery fired its twenty-one-gun salute. The troops were brought to 
  order arms for the benediction, the casket team tilted up the field of stars while the Cardinal sprinkled  
  holy water on the coffin. Once more he stepped back, and the order to present arms was repeated.    
  Lieutenant Bird, standing opposite the casket from the family, had been staring right into the Attorney  
  General’s eyes. 
 
 From 1stLT Bird’s position, Rose Kennedy had stood immediately to the left of Robert Kennedy. The 
 president’s widow had stood, veiled in black as was the fallen president’s mother, immediately to  his right. As 
 1stLT Bird had been staring into Robert Kennedy’s eyes, Rose Kennedy may well have been staring into his. 
 Few Americans, perhaps, gave as much in the twentieth century for their  country and for the concept of public 
 service  as did Rose Kennedy. As she has been quoted,  
  
  It has been said, "time 
  heals all wounds." I  
  do not agree. The  
  wounds remain. In  
  time, the mind, pro- 
  tecting its sanity, cov-
  ers them with scar tis-
  sue and the pain les- 
  sens. But it is never  
  gone. 
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