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March 26, 2018 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
 "Events are in the saddle and ride mankind," was to become one of the favorite intellectual observations on the 
 campaign of 1968, as men in trouble recalled their learning and quoted Ralph Waldo Emerson. 
 
Part One of this story (https://tinyurl.com/Feb-1-3-1968) told of the air assault mission that had taken PFC Billy 
Wright of Stanton, Tennessee, a combat medic with 1st Platoon, D Company, 1/12 Cavalry, into the Battle of 
Quang Tri on Thursday, February 1, 1968 – the first full day of the Tet Offensive. The stage for Part One, in the 
context of the US presidential election that would come that fall, was set for us by the late journalist Theodore 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
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White, from his 1969 report, The Making of the President 1968. The author explored three perspectives from 
Wednesday, January 31, 1968, as they defined one half of the picture for the coming fall campaign – the issue of 
the Vietnam War. In Part One, we considered the significance of January 31 and the Tet Offensive in three of 
Theodore White's contexts: 1) the American people, their government, and the concept of "trust," 2) the campaign 
of Minnesota Senator Eugene McCarthy, at that time the only announced candidate for the 1968 Democratic 
presidential nomination, and 3) the incumbent president, Lyndon Johnson, who had steered the ship of state from 
that tragic day in Dallas, now four-plus years past (http://tinyurl.com/jfk-nov22-1963) – but who had now, for 
nearly three years, been gambling on an increasingly questionable war policy in Vietnam and an even more recent, 
November, 1967, "public relations offensive" on behalf of that policy – a wager that he would lose within exactly 
two months.  
 
But, if the Vietnam War was one half of the 1968 presidential campaign picture, what was the other half? In 
Theodore White's view, that issue was Race. In his 1969 report, the author characterized the issue, reignited in a 
newer, much more violent form by the Watts riots of August 11-15, 1965, as "the new recognition of rage, of hate, 
of fear, of barbarisms that might tear America itself apart." The rage, the hate, the fear, and the barbarisms were not 
confined to Watts. On the Friday after the Watts riots were declared "over," August 20, 1965, in Hayneville, 
Alabama – 2,100 miles due east of Watts – Jonathan Daniels, valedictorian of the VMI Class of 1961, then studying 
for the ministry at Episcopal Divinity School in Cambridge, Massachusetts, was accompanying two black teenagers 
to a store (pages 14 and 15, http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968). A part-time deputy sheriff with a shotgun 
confronted Daniels and his small group. Jonathan Daniels was killed instantly by the deputy's shotgun blast as he 
pushed one of the teenagers from the line of fire. 
 
Over the months of April and July, 1967, Nashville, Detroit, and Newark would experience civil unrest and racial 
violence to varying degrees – more people would die during the Detroit riots than had perished in Watts in 1965. 
Memphis would light up – one black youth would be shot dead by police – on March 28, 1968, when a planned 
peaceful march led by Martin Luther King in support of the Sanitation Workers' strike turned violent. 
 
And so, as Theodore White wrote in 1969, the "hidden polarity" of races in America was to become "inescapably 
visible," from 1965 to 1968.  
  

* * * 
Sometime after 2:36 p.m., local time, on Thursday, February 1, 1968, near a bend in the Nhung River at YD 
381517, a few kilometers east-southeast of Quang Tri City, South Vietnam, Billy Wright . . . the ardent fisherman 
and hunter from Stanton, Tennessee, the former high school student who had driven around at night with his friend 
Pat English on the hood of his car, hunting for rabbits, and who had worked at the Kroger grocery store afternoons 
after school and on Saturdays, the older brother who had let his little sister Deb tag along when he visited his high-
school sweetheart, Evelyn Caldwell . . . that afternoon, Billy Wright passed "into the welcoming company of those 
who need faith no longer, but see God face to face." 

 
* * *  

In Memphis, Tennessee, it was the middle of the night, between 1:30 and 2:00 a.m., very early on Thursday 
morning, February 1, 1968. Robert Walker and Echol Cole were sleeping soundly in their low-income homes at 
725 Danny Thomas and 1621 Sidney, respectively. In a few hours they would be reporting for work – collecting 
garbage for the Memphis Public Works Department. The two men would never return home again, and by the end 
of the new day, they would have joined Billy Wright in God's company.  
 
Like Billy Wright, Robert Walker and Echol Cole would make history, as reported on the front page of the 
Memphis Commercial Appeal on Friday morning, February 2, 1968 (see pages 1 and 3): 
 
 Garbage Truck Kills 2 Crewmen: Packing Unit Is Apparently Activated By Accident, Crushes Employees 

 
On Thursday, February 1, 1968 – the first full day of the Tet Offensive in South Vietnam – a group of five men 
with the sanitation department in Memphis, Tennessee, were riding in their "loud orange sanitation truck, crammed 
full with the day's refuse."  

http://tinyurl.com/jfk-nov22-1963
http://tinyurl.com/part-three-1968
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Here, the story is told by Hampton Sides, in Hellhound On His Trail, originally published in
2010, where it appears in a chapter entitled, "Walking Buzzards:"
 
 FEBRUARY 1, 1968, was a rainy day, the skies leaden and dull. On Colonial Road in 
 East Memphis, the spindly dogwood branches clawed at the cold air. A loud orange 
 sanitation truck, crammed full with the day's refuse, grumbled down the street, past the
 ranch-style houses, past the fake chalets and pseudo Tudors, where the prim yards of 
 dormant grass were marred only by truant magnolia leaves, brown and lusterless, 
 clattering in the wind.
  At the wheel of the big truck was a man named Willie Crain, the crew chief. Two
 workers rode in the back, taking shelter in the maw of its compacting mechanism to
 escape the pecking rain. They were Robert Walker, twenty-nine, and Echol Cole, thirty-
 five, two men who were new to sanitation work, toiling at the bottom of the department's
 pay scale, still learning the ropes. They made less than a hundred dollars a week, and 
 because the  city regarded them as "unclassified laborers," they had no benefits, no
 pension, no overtime, no grievance procedure, no insurance, no uniforms, and, especially
 noteworthy on this day, no raincoats. 
  The "tub-toters" of the Public Works Department were little better off than 
 sharecroppers in the Delta, which is where they and their families originally hailed from.
 In some ways they still lived the lives of field hands; in effect, the plantation had moved 
 to the city. They wore threadbare hand-me-downs left on the curbs by well-meaning
 families. They grew accustomed to home owners who called them "boy." They mastered 
 a kind of shuffling gait, neither fast nor slow, neither proud nor servile, a gait that drew 
 no attention to itself. All week long, they quietly haunted the neighborhoods of
 Memphis, faceless and uncomplaining, a caste of untouchables. They called themselves
 the walking buzzards.  
  The truck Walker and Cole rode in—a funny, clanking behemoth known as a wiener 
 barrel— [see photo, page 4] was an antiquated model that the Department of Public
 Works had introduced ten years earlier. It had an enormous hydraulic ram activated by a 
 button on the outside of the vehicle. Though the city was in the process of phasing it out 
 of the fleet, six wiener barrels still worked the Memphis streets. These trucks were 
 known to be dangerous, even lethal: in 1964, two garbage workers were killed when a
 defective compactor caused a truck to flip over. The faulty trucks were one of a host of
 reasons the Memphis sanitation workers had been trying to organize a union and—if 
 necessary—go on strike.
  Having completed their rounds, Crain, Walker, and Cole were happy to be heading 
 toward the dump on Shelby Drive—and then, finally, home. They were cold and 
 footsore, as they usually were by day's end, from lugging heavy tubs across suburban 
 lawns for ten hours straight. The idea of wheeled bins had apparently not  occurred t
 Memphis Sanitation Department. Nor were home owners in those days exp cted 
 the collection crews halfway by hauling their own crap to the curb. So, like all walking 
 buzzards across the city, Walker and Cole had to march up the long driveways to ba
 doors and carports, clicking privacy gates and entering backyards—sometimes to the 
 snarl of dogs. There they transferred the people's garbage to their tubs while also 
 collecting tree cuttings, piles of leaves, dead animals, discarde clothes, busted furnitu
 or anything  else the resid
  Now, as Crain, Cole, and Walker headed for the dump, . . . 
 

* * * 
The front-page story from the February 2, 1968, Memphis Commercial Appeal reported (see
also, page 1): 
 
 Two city sanitation employees were crushed to death yesterday [February 1] afternoon
 by a mechanical packing unit on their garbage truck. 
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* * * 

JUST OVER A week later, on February 12, thirteen hundred em

  Killed when the garbage compressing piston was triggered near Colonial and Quince  about 4:20 p.m., wer
 Echol Cole, 36, of 725 Danny Thomas and Rob
 John Gaston Hospital. 
  The crew chief, Willie Crain, 27, of 1589 Hugenot, said he heard the unit begin to operate as he was 
 driving the loaded truck along Colonial, headed for the Shelby Drive dump and the end of the day's work. 
  By the tim
 crushed." 
  Charles Blackburn, director of pub
 they will be allowed back on the job. 
  The truck was a barrel-type unit which was put into use in M
 is ashed toward the back of the truck by a piston-like device. 
  Besides Mr. Crain, E
 riding in the truck's cab. 
  Mr. Gregory said, "The motor started racing and the driver stopped and ran around and mashed that button 
 to stop that thing. I didn't know what was happening. It looked to me l
 caught and just fell back in there.         
  "These guys were riding near the front of the trailer 
 and the thing that pushes and compresses the garbage wa
 behind them," he said. "They were crushed between the 
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 standing up on th
 guess it just crushed them to death. I called the 
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  Mr. Blackburn said maintenance crews thought th
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Photo credit: Storyboard Memphis. An o
article titled, "Garbage Truck Kills Two 
Crewmen," published by Mark Fleisc
February 1, 2018, attributes this photo of a 
barrel-type garbage truck to "Various 
sources."

nline 

her on  "When we got that shovel off of there," he said, 
 "everything worked fine." 
 

 phased out. 
 

* * * 
According to the account provided by Hampton Sides in his book, Hellhound On His Trail, the families of Robert 

uthor also writes that the city had no contractual 

have her husband buried in what amounted 
n the Delta, where the families had been field 

ployees from the city's sanitation, sewer, and 

W
obligation to compensate the widows beyond a rudimentary one-month severance:  
 
 Earline Wa
 to a paup

   

Continuing the story, as told by Hampton Sides, 
 
 
 drainage departments went on strike. . . . 
 
 The real moral force behind the strike, however, proved to be a local Memphis minister, a cerebral man who 
 happened to be a legendary tactician of the civil rights movement. His name was James Lawson. 
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-ins of 1960, and had traveled to 
Vietnam on an early peace-seeking mission. Lawson saw the sanitation strike not merely as a labor dispute but 

 also as a civil rights crusade, and soon he made his influence felt. . . .   

. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. was in Los Angeles, where he had delivered a sermon titled 
he Meaning of Hope," (see pages 6, 7, and 8, https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28

  An old friend of Martin Luther King's, Lawson had studied the tenets of civil disobedience while living 
 in India, had played a crucial role in leading the successful Nashville sit
 

 
* * * 

Sunday, March 17, 1968, came six weeks after the deaths of Robert Walker and Echol Cole and five weeks into the 
Sanitation Workers' strike
"T ). As Hampton Sides writes in 

e a talk to the striking 
garbage workers. The sanitation strike was now over a month old and reaching a crisis stage, Lawson said. . . . 

on 
 

rring with Rev. Lawson, his host in Memphis, he announced that he 
ould return on Friday, March 22. The purpose of the second visit would be to lead a massive march downtown in 

ut an extremely unusual seventeen-inch snowfall hit Memphis on March 22. Rev. Lawson and Dr. King had no 
choice but to postpone their planned march – the new e Thursday, March 28. . . . 

the Mississippi voter registration 
ruggles of 1961 to 1964. The program, which was nominated for an Academy Award in 1995, introduced a song 

 first and last stanzas follow: 

Hellhound on His Trail,  
 
 Sometime that day, the Reverend James Lawson in Memphis reached King by telephone in his hotel. Lawson 
 had an urgent invitation: he wanted his old friend to swing through Memphis and giv
 
 Mayor Loeb was digging in, and things were getting ugly. Could King lend a hand? 
 
And so it was that Martin Luther King, recipient of the 1964 Nobel Peace Prize, was injected into the Sanitati
Workers' strike in the middle of March, 1968. He would visit Memphis three times, arriving on March 18, March
28, and April 3. On Monday, March 18, he spoke to a crowd of over 15,000 at an evening rally at the Mason 
Temple in downtown Memphis. After confe
w
support of the striking sanitation workers.  
 
B

 date would b
 

* * * 
I recently watched a 1994 documentary, Freedom On My Mind, that focused on 
st
to me, titled Freedom Is A Constant Struggle. The
  
 They say that freedom is a constant struggle, 
 They say that freedom is a constant struggle, 
 They say that freedom is a constant struggle, 
 O Lord, we’ve struggled so long, 
 We must be free, we must be free. . . . 
 
 They say freedom is a constant dying, 
 They say freedom is a consta
 They say freedom is a constant dyin

nt dying, 
g, 

O Lord, we’ve died so long, 

 work for voter registration, 
articularly in the summer of 1964. One of these was a man named Marshall Ganz. In his interview, many years 

 
 We must be free, we must be free. 
 
The program featured interviews with several of those who had come to Mississippi to
p
later, he said (see above, and pages 6, 7, and 8, https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28): 
 
 I think one reason why a lot of us who went through that experience are still at it, in one way or another, is 

ave us 
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 because it g
 
  hope
 
  

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
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1968. As described in the Memphis Commercial Appeal on the day  

n of the 

 had set up a revolutionary council. 

ities. 

y, and Jeff Gralnick of CBS News, and 
Dana Stone, a UPI photographer) left Phu Bai for Hué (see page 7, top), twelve miles north on Route 1, the north-
south two-lane blacktop. It was the fourth day of the Tet Offensive, and the fourth day of the battle of Hué. In his 
Vietnam War story, The Cat from Hué (PublicAffairs, 2002), then-CBS News correspondent John Laurence recalls 
that February 3 mission and his time in Hué, during February of 1968.  

 In other wo
 Convention [1964] . . . this, that, and the other. But we kept moving forward . . . And t

 
  hope. 
                      

           * * * 
And the three Fates now took to their work with renewed vigor, 
twisting the threads of Destiny, not for one life, but for two. It had 
been Clotho, the Sp
two men, and it had been L

 his Destiny. But as the
1968, approached, it would be Atropos, she who could not be turned, 
she who carried "the abhorrèd shears," who would perhaps be busiest. 
For she would be sharpening her shears, the abhorrèd shears, that 
would be used to cut the thread of Life for each man, at his Death. 
 

* * * 
Part One of this story told us about PFC Billy Wright and the comba
air assault mission that delivered him into the valley of the shadow o
death on February 1, 1968. Billy's story is also viewed in the context 
of President Johnson's Vietnam War policy and its role in the 1968 
presidential campaign. To this point, Part Two of the story has told us 
about two Memphis sanitation workers, Robert Walker and Echol 
Cole, a
Martin Luthe

rly April. Th
which is viewed in the context of Race and racial polarity in America 
– as described by Theodore White in that time – and their combined 
role as a major issue in American presidential politics in 1968, is 
known to us all. 
 

The Three Fates, Francesco Salviati, 
1550. This is an authorized 
photograph of the original painting, 
held at the Palatina Gallery in 
Florence, for Alinari Archives, 
Florence. Reproduced via Getty 
Images. 

B t our concluding story for Part Two goes back to the Vietnam War 
and another mission, one that was conducted on Saturday, February 3

            before, AP had reported (see page 7, top): 
 
 United States Marines and Vietnam government forces fought the Communists savagely for possessio
 old imperial city of Hue on Friday . . . 
  South Vietnamese jets dive-bombed the citadel in the heart of Hue where an estimated 2,000 entrenched 
 North Vietnamese troops and Viet Cong
  American Marines and South Vietnamese infantrymen, moving behind tank columns, battled the 
 Communists in several parts of the historic walled city 400 miles northeast of Saigon. . . . 
  The focus of the four-day-old Red offensive shifted to the struggle for Hue and heavy action in other c
 
The truck that had carried Robert Walker and Echol Cole to their deaths, on that grey, rainy February 1 in 
Memphis, was one of six old barrel-type garbage trucks that had been in use by the sanitation department since 
1957 and were in the process of being phased out. Two days later, thirteen time zones ahead of Memphis, on 
February 3, 1968, a military 2½-ton, 6x6 (three axles, six-wheel drive) flatbed cargo truck carrying about fifteen 
Marines and four reporters and photographers (John Laurence, Keith Ka



 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   

 February 3, 1968 
 (Sixteen days earlier) 
 
 The truck carried a Marine colonel who had been ordered into Hué to take over U.S. military operations in the 
 city. He wore a worried expression. A small garrison of American troops, mostly Army soldiers, had been 
 fighting for four days and nights to hold their headquarters, the size of a small city block, against repeated 
 assaults, sniper attacks and mortar fire. Now the men in the compound were exhausted, running out of 
 ammunition and suffering a growing toll of dead and wounded. 
 
 The North Vietnamese appeared to be everywhere in Hué, anxious to fight. They held all but two small pockets 
 of the city—the headquarters of the American and South Vietnamese armies, one in the Citadel, the other 
 across the river. The Marines in the truck knew that the odds of this convoy getting through safely were poor. 
 
 Racing at maximum speed toward Hué on the fourth day of the battle, bouncing in the back of a flatbed truck 
 filled with Marines, hurtling over holes in the road the size of small shell craters, watching a blur of silent 
 villages sweep by in the background, I felt the first hit of the feeling that came with close combat—a 
 concentrated charge of excitement and fear, my fright-flight-fight instinct engaged in all its intensity, an 
 organic speedball of adrenaline, noradrenaline and cortisol pumping through my system and powering the 
 tension I now took for granted, so familiar I never imagined I might be addicted [see also pages 6 and 7, 
 https://tinyurl.com/Feb-21-1968]. 
  Keith Kay crouched on the metal bed in the back of the truck and struggled to keep his balance. . . . His hair 
 was long and black and blew in the slipstream of the cab. A bright patch of premature white the size of a silver 
 dollar made a spot on the side of his head, a mark of the war. The dominant expression on his dark broad-nosed 
 face was determination, a hard scrowl that seemed to say, How the hell did you get us into this? 

 7

https://tinyurl.com/Feb-21-1968
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  He shot the film and I wrote the narration for the stories we 
 covered for CBS News. We had worked  together for the past six 
 months in violent, out-of-the-way killing grounds like Khe Sanh 
 and Con Thien [see  pages 2ff, http://tinyurl.com/Sept-7-1967], . . . 
 When we had enough film to tell a story, we hitched a ride back to 
 the rear and shipped it home to be shown on The Evening News 
 with Walter Cronkite. 
  The truck was a six by six with low metal sides and horizontal 
 slats to keep cargo from falling out—in this case about fifteen 
 Marines and four reporters and photographers. The truck charged 
 along the two-lane blacktop  that covered the twelve miles of flat 
 coastal plain between Phu Bai and Hué, stopping for nothing. It 
 was one in a convoy carrying more than a hundred heavily armed 
 Marines with orders to break through the North Vietnamese death 
 grip on Hué and reinforce the small American garrison inside. The 
 day before, on the same road, a Marine convoy trying to get into 
 Hué had driven into an ambush and had lost some of its men. The 
 survivors fought their way through with multiple dead and 
 wounded. Today the road was empty. 
  Route 1 was part of a long busy highway that connected Saigon 
 in the south with Hanoi in the north during Vietnam's brief periods 
 of peace. The road had a violent history. Farther north, on the other 
 side of Hué, it was 
 known as la rue sans 
 joie (the street without 
 joy). The French had 
 named it during their 
 war with the 
 Vietnamese and for 
 good reason: families 
 who lived in the area 
 were determined to be 
 free of foreign 

 domination and fought the French with unremitting ferocity. 
 Nowadays, the Marines who knew the history of the place called the entire road from Danang north "street 
 without joy" and tried to avoid it. 
  Colonel Stanley Smith Hughes was a combat hero of World War II, a much decorated veteran. . . . Headed 
 into Hué with one of his rifle companies, Hughes appeared to be distracted, uncertain, with no clear idea about 
 the dimensions of the fight ahead. . . . 
  Keith Kay put his right eye to the viewfinder . . . and recorded the solemn expressions on the faces of the 
 colonel and the men around him. Crowded close together with their flak jackets touching, green camouflage 
 helmets bobbing on their heads, the young Marines bounced up and down on the back of the speeding truck like 
 a tough gang of teenagers on a trampoline. 
  They looked at us with wonder. . . . Outwardly, they seemed pleased to have us with them. 

   

  

   
  
   
  
 
  
  

'You guys know something we don't?' one of them asked,
 smiling. 

'Yeah, what's going on in Hué?' another said. Their voices were 
 mildly apprehensive. 

'You know as much as we do,' Kay said with measured
nonchalance, . . .

Why Kay and I chose to go with them when we could have
stayed behind was beyond their comprehension.  As the convoy left
Phu Bai, they waved good-bye to more than a dozen other reporters 
and photographers who had decided not to make the journey. That
made sense to them. Details of the ambush the day before were still

The text tells the story of February 3, 
1968, and the US Marine convoy t
would take CBS News corre
John Laurence, his cameraman Kei
Kay, and others to Hué, where the 
battle was in its fourth day. On th
fifth day of the battle, Sunday, 
February 4, John Laurence filed a
report from the battle for CBS Ne
The nearly three-and-one-half-
minute video appears in a 1987 
documentary on the war and can be
viewed over minutes 4:51-8:15 o

hat 
spondent 

th 

e 

 
ws. 

 
f 

this video. Several of the events th
occur in this report are also describ
in The Cat from Hué, in a chapter 
titled, "February 4, 1968 (the same
day)." The images appearing on 
pages 8-10 are screen shots taken 
from that report by John Laurenc
f

at 
ed 

 

e, 
or CBS News. 

http://tinyurl.com/Sept-7-1967
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tm3WimttZjc
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roar of noise as loud and sharp as the sound of close lightning. 

   
 
 
  
  
  
  
  
 
  
  
   

g for 
 the streets. 

 coming in . . . Kay and I had decided to go along anyway because 
 the battle was such a big story, the biggest story of the war, and we 
 wanted to get in and report it. It was our job. Besides, if Marines 
 were going in, we thought their firepower and fighting ability 
 would give us protection. Being with them gave us some 
 confidence we would survive, but it was never a sure thing. . . . 
  As we approached Hué, shooting started just as the lead trucks 
 in the convoy lurched across a low bridge over a canal. Automatic 
 riflefire exploded, first a few short bursts and then dozens of bullets 
 snapping all at once—
 crackcrackcrackcrackcrackcrackcrackcrack—the closer sounds of 
 tiny metal slugs whizzing overhead—fffssst, fffssst, fffssst—
 buzzing and spinning angrily. Then a thunderous volley of sharper-pitched .223-caliber bullets split the air as 
 Marines returned fire with their M-16s from all the trucks in the convoy. The  riflefire was punctuated by
 occasional deep, hollow explosions—B-40 rocket-propelled grenades—fired by North Vietnamese gunners and 
 by M-79 grenade rounds from the Americans. All the weapons together blasted the air with percussion and 
 shock that produced a continuous 
  Our truck sped faster now, all the Marines firing on full automatic into the brush and buildings on both 
 sides of the road, shouting to one another into the wind of the roaring racket. 
  'That's our people down there!' a radio operator screamed. An officer took the handset of the radio, shouted 
 his call sign, and listened for a reply, his free hand covering his open ear. When he heard the voice at the other 
 end, he yelled, 'Cease fire! For Christ's sake, cease fire! Cease fire!' 

Houses, trees and tracer rounds flashed by the speeding trucks
in a blur of shapes and colors. Officers shouted at sergeants who 
screamed at the men, 'Cease fire, God damn it!' 

Without warning, an older noncommissioned officer—a crag-
faced sergeant major with a wide stub of a neck—pushed Colonel
Hughes roughly down on his stomach onto the metal bed of the
truck and hurled himself on top—flak jacket, web belt, helmet and
all. Seeing them fall, other Marines flopped down on each side of
Hughes, completing a protective embrace. The colonel was 
stunned, unable to see the fight, unable to command. We're not
going to make it with the old man flat on his face, I thought.

With nowhere to hide and no job to do, I watched. My physical
 perceptions were ultra alert. Colors looked brighter, sounds sharper, my reflexes quicker. Everything appeared 
 with precise clarity. And yet the speeding, fast-moving fight unfolded in slow motion, like a macabre ballet. 
 Outgoing machinegun tracers flew away from the trucks in a slow-moving stream of soft lights, throwing up 
 sprays of sparks when they hit something hard. The noise was overpowering—a furious pandemonium of 
 popping, cracking, blasting—a weapon itself. As the truck sped along the road, the sights and sounds spun 
 wildly out of control—fleeting images, gunfire, shouts, powder smells—holding me in the grip of 
 overwhelming powerlessness, a feeling of being on the border of madness myself, not knowing nor being able 
 to change or caring what might happen next. . . . 
  Then, as suddenly as the firing started, it ceased. The convoy stopped. Marines jumped off the back of the 
 truck, hitched up their gear and walked warily toward the gates of the U.S. military compound in Hué. The 
 convoy had arrived. Men from the regimental headquarters group 
 helped the colonel get to his feet. His breath was short, his legs 
 unsteady. Gently, they led him into the compound, a long two-story 
 concrete building that faced north, the symbol of the U.S. presence 
 in Hué, headquarters of the Military Assistance Command, 
 Vietnam—MACV. The front of the building was pocked and 
 spattered with shell holes. 
  The arriving Marines were greeted by men from the company 
 which had arrived the day before on the convoy that was 
 ambushed. They made dark suggestions about what was waitin
 the new arrivals in



  'Welcome to Hoo-way,' one of them said. 
  'Gooks got the whole city,' another said. 'All's we got is this here and the ARVNs got a little bitty piece of 
 the Citadel over there.' 
  'Jes make sure you got your next of kin form filled in fore ya go out there,' another said. 
  'Yeah, we lost a whole platoon yesterday and this mornin.' 
  The Marines looked north across the dark stagnant river that divided the city. Oil-black smoke curled up 
 from the battlefires inside a great walled fortress on the other side—the Citadel. Red brick embattlements rose 
 out of the ground and reached toward the wet heavy clouds hanging above. The Citadel looked like a bastion 
 from the Middle Ages, a Crusader castle. Every thirty seconds or so, riflefire snapped. . . . 
  The drivers of the convoy trucks said they had to get back to 
 Phu Bai before dark so they could make  another run tomorrow. 
 They offered to take us back with them, if we wished, or they 
 would carry our film. . . . Gralnick took the microphone and ad-
 libbed a few sentences about the battle while Kay recorded his 
 image on film and I did the sound. A few minutes later, Gralnick 
 took the film, got into one of the trucks and rode away. . . . 
  It was afternoon and we were tired. . . . We worried about 
 Gralnick getting back to Phu Bai. When no news came in over the 
 Marine radio net, we assumed he had made it back safely. . . . 
  'The NVA hold those buildings on two sides of us,' the captain 
 said, pointing, 'south and east, and they probe us at night.' . . . 
 

* * *  
On the night of January 31, as PFC Billy Wright and the men of D Company, 1/12 Cavalry, thought about the air 
assault mission that would carry them from LZ Suzie the next day (https://tinyurl.com/Feb-1-3-1968), John 
Laurence and Keith Kay had watched the battle for Quang Tri from a water tower just outside the city. Laurence 
and Kay would file reports from the battle of Hué from February 3 until their departure on February 5. As the battle 
continued, Laurence would return on the 19th for two more days. But it would be Sunday, February 26, before the 
last NVA soldiers in the Citadel had either withdrawn or were dead. The battle of Hué was over, but only after 
almost four weeks of savage fighting. Laurence and Kay would return to Vietnam once more as combat journalists, 
in the spring of 1970, and Laurence would accompany soldiers of the 1st Cavalry Division into Cambodia on D-
Day, May 1, 1970. His film story would lead the CBS Evening News that night; no other network would have film 
from the incursion on its first day. Dana Stone, the UPI photographer who had gone into Hué with Laurence and 
Kay, had already been in Vietnam for nearly two years at that time. On April 6, 1970, he and freelance 
photojournalist Sean Flynn (son of the actor, Errol Flynn) were traveling on motorcycles near known NVA and 
Khmer Rouge lines in Cambodia, east of Phnom Penh. Neither man was ever seen again, and no remains have ever 
been found.  
   

* * * 
And so it was, that three missions over the first three days of February, 1968 – one by assault helicopter, one by 
barrel-type garbage truck, and the third by 2½-ton 6x6 military cargo truck – personified the two dominant issues of 
the 1968 US presidential campaign, the Vietnam War, and Race. Events had now been set in motion – events that 
were then and would later remain in the saddle, events that would then and perhaps today still ride the American 
people. In any case, in that one year, these were certainly events in a chain that led, ultimately, to the election of 
Richard Nixon as president in November of 1968. 
 
And that election in 1968, whether through the landslide reelection of the incumbent in 1972, or through the 
resignation of that incumbent in 1974 and the subsequent political backlash of the Watergate scandal in 1976, 
would determine the outcomes of the next two presidential elections. When considered together with the fact that 
three successive presidential elections – 1964, 1968, and 1972 – were impacted by assassinations (President 
Kennedy in 1963 and Senator Robert Kennedy in 1968) or assassination attempts (Governor George Wallace in 
1972), it is clear that this separate chain of events rode the institutions of the American presidency and the 
presidential election process from 1963-1981. This period includes the attempt on President Reagan's life in 1981. 
 

* * * 
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Those three days of February 1-3, 1968, would contribute to shock waves that would dramatically affect events 
over the six days of March 12 through March 17. For Tuesday, March 12, 1968, Theodore White has written: 
 
 Election day in New Hampshire was, for once, clear and crisp; and the results were clean and crisp, too. 
 
The author has previously been quoted (pages 2 and 3, https://tinyurl.com/Feb-1-3-1968), describing Senator 
Eugene McCarthy as, 
 
 A man moved by conscience, he had offered himself two months earlier [late November, 1967] as candidate-
 martyr for the Presidency on a single plank: Peace.   
 
Soon after announcing his candidacy on November 30, 1967, he had explained his position on the war to Theodore 
White: 
 
 "The central point . . . is what this war is doing to the United States itself, in terms of its potential to influence 
 world history, what it's doing to us around the world today, this draining of the material and moral resources of 
 the country from our really pressing problems. . . . 
 
And so, for the single-plank candidate-martyr, 
 
 By 11:40 on the evening of March 12th it was obvious that Eugene McCarthy would do far better than the 
 Gallup polls had predicted in January (12 percent); better than Johnson's private poll had told him in February 
 (18 percent); better than Governor King [Democratic governor of New Hampshire] had predicted in the first  
                week of March (25 to 28 percent). The vote was 

 coming in strong, with McCarthy running slightly 
 over 40 percent and Johnson, a sitting President, in 
 a closed Democratic primary, was running under 
 50 percent. . . . 

Three men over four days: March 13-16, 1968. Here, 
Senator Eugene McCarthy waves to party workers at 
his presidential campaign headquarters in 
Manchester, New Hampshire, on Wednesday, March 
13, 1968. The day before, the Senator had received 
42.4 percent of the Democratic votes in the New 
Hampshire primary. Photo credit: AP, via 
Newsweek.com 

  Final returns in the Democratic primary of 
 New Hampshire of March 12th, 1968, were to 
 show the results even closer than they appeared 
 that early morning of celebration. In the 
 Democratic tally President Lyndon B. Johnson 
 received 49.5 percent of the vote . . . and Eugene 
 McCarthy 42.4 percent of the vote . . . But when 
 McCarthy write-ins on the Republican side were 
 also tallied, . . . Combining Democratic and 
 Republican votes, McCarthy had received 28,791 
 votes for President; and Lyndon Johnson, 
 combining his votes, had received 29,021—the 
 embattled President led the mystic Senator by only 
 230 votes in what was supposedly one of the 
 most patriotic and warlike states of the Union.  
 
This, then, was the shock wave of March 12 and 13, 
1968. . . . 
 

* * * 
The second shock wave – perhaps the word, "consequence," gives a more accurate description than "shock wave" – 
followed closely on the heels of the first. Theodore White gives this account of the day after the New Hampshire 
Democratic primary for the "victorious" Senator McCarthy: 
 
 The next morning [Wednesday, March 13] . . . In Manchester, at his victory press conference, his tragic view of 
 the world was momentarily rosy. "I think I can get the nomination," he said. "I'm ahead now." . . . 
  The euphoria lasted only a few hours. From Manchester he drove to Boston to catch a flight to  
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 Washington. . . . He was still elated in his own way and prowled the aisles talking with warmth to the  
 reporters, . . . When the plane arrived in Washington, the first man aboard was Jerry Eller, his Senatorial 
 administrative assistant, carrying an imprecisely torn roll of carbon copy from a news ticker. Robert F. 
 Kennedy had issued, overnight, a statement that he was "reassessing" his position.  
 
Senator Kennedy was not, at that time, an announced candidate for the Democratic presidential nomination. 
According to Evan Thomas, in Robert Kennedy: His Life: 
 
 At the end of January 1968, Kennedy flinched. At a breakfast with fifteen reporters at the National Press   
 Club on the thirtieth [The assault on the grounds of the US Embassy in Saigon, as one opening salvo in the  
 Tet  Offensive, began at approximately 3 a.m., local time, on the morning of January 31. In Washington,   
 this would correspond to 3 p.m. EST on the afternoon of the 30th], he announced that he had no plans to   
 oppose President Johnson for the Democratic nomination under "any conceivable circumstances."  
 
Following a February 8 antiwar speech in Chicago, Thomas describes this meeting between Senator Kennedy  and 
several of his closest associates at the Kennedy home in McLean, Virginia: 
 
 On a cold weekend at Hickory Hill, he huddled in the bathhouse by the pool with a few remaining 
 stalwarts— . . . and, staring down at the floor, once more said that he was not running. 
 
For readers interested in detailed accounts of the processes that led to Senator Robert Kennedy's ultimate 
announcement that he would, in fact, be a candidate for the 1968 Democratic presidential nomination, I would refer 
you to: Theodore White, The Making of the President 1968 (2010 paperback, HarperCollins), Chapter Six; Evan 
Thomas, Robert Kennedy: His Life (2007 paperback, Simon & Schuster), Chapter 19; and Edwin Guthman and C. 
Richard Allen, RFK: Collected Speeches (1993, Viking Penguin), Part Four. 
 
That week in Robert Kennedy's political life begins on Sunday, March 10, 1968, two days before the New 
Hampshire primary would demonstrate, clearly and swiftly, the extent to which Tet had changed the popular and 
the political appreciation of Eugene McCarthy. A synopsis of Theodore White's chronology follows: 
 
 One must approach the final week of Robert Kennedy's decision with all its elements clear in mind. . . . 
  The final sequence begins on Sunday, March 10th, when Robert Kennedy is on the West Coast. . . . 
  An even more important input is swaying Robert Kennedy's thinking that day [now Monday, March 11]. A 
 chain of accidental events has led, on this day, to a visit to the White House by Ted Sorensen of the old loyalist 
 staff. . . . 
  The next day is Tuesday of the New Hampshire primary, and Robert Kennedy goes to speak at a dinner in 
 the Bronx, then on to watch the returns in his New York apartment . . . 
  Wednesday the decision-making process dissolves. Robert Kennedy has left New York for Washington, 
 planning to meet Eugene McCarthy in his brother's Senatorial chambers. . . . 
  It is quite late at night when, finally back at his suite at the UN Plaza, Kennedy receives a critical telephone 
 call. Sorensen . . . has received a message from the White House. . . . 
  The next morning [Thursday, March 14] Sorensen and Kennedy fly separately from New York and meet at 
 the Pentagon [where they will meet, for almost two hours, with the new Secretary of Defense, Clark Clifford] 
 unobserved. 
  Kennedy and Sorensen now lunch with a group of dove legislators—McGovern, Metcalf, Thompson and 
 Morris Udall—and they urge him, almost unanimously, not to do this thing to Gene McCarthy, not to split the 
 peace wing of the Democratic Party. Sorensen and Kennedy leave, and they wait for the Clifford phone call. It 
 comes at 5 o'clock— . . . The President has said no to the Kennedy proposal of a special Vietnam commission. 
  It is that night, Thursday [March 14], that Robert F. Kennedy makes his decision—he will run; and Friday 
 he is off from Washington early to tell . . . 175 lady civic leaders at King's Point, Nassau County, that he will 
 announce his plans in Washington the next day [Saturday, March 16, 1968]. . . .   
 
Guthman and Allen offer a different decision-making chronology: 
 



 By March 3, he had decided to make the race, and 
 actively pursued support on a trip to the Midwest 
 and California a week later. . . . In this context, 
 Kennedy's announcement of candidacy, a scant 
 four days after McCarthy's "victory," seemed to 
 justify the characterization he had strived to avoid: 
 ruthless and opportunistic. 
 
And so it was, that on Saturday morning, March 16, 
1968, Senator Robert Kennedy, with his wife and 
children seated next to him, announced his candidacy 
in the Senate Caucus Room, to a packed audience of 
reporters and staff. 
 
As summarized by the two coauthors as the motivating 
factors fueling Kennedy's fateful decision, 
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 Two events in February 1968 were catalytic in 
 Kennedy's decision-making: the Vietcong's 
 surprise Tet offensive at the beginning of the 
 month that demolished the administration's 
 optimistic claims about the war [the issue of the 
 Vietnam War]; and Johnson's calculated 
 indifference to the Kerner Commission [United States Commission on Civil Disorders, headed by Illinois 
 Governor Otto Kerner, which Johnson had appointed to analyze the 1967 urban riots] report [the issue of Race 
 and racial polarity]. The White House ignored it. 

Three men over four days: March 13-16, 1968. Here, 
on the morning of Saturday, March 16, 1968, in the 
crowded Senate Caucus Room, Senator Robert F. 
Kennedy announces his candidacy for the Presidency 
of the United States. Despite all the furor, two of the 
Kennedy children take the announcement in stride 
(lower right). Seated beside Kennedy (at his right), is 
his wife Ethel. Bettmann Archive, via Getty Images. 

 
* * * 

The third and final act, in this trilogy of outcomes linked to those first days of February, manifests itself on Sunday, 
March 17, 1968, in Los Angeles. Robert Walker and Echol Cole had died in Memphis on February 1, when the 
packing unit on the garbage truck they were riding was apparently activated by accident. The Sanitation Workers' 
strike had begun on February 12. One month later, on March 12, Senator Eugene McCarthy had "won" the New 
Hampshire Democratic primary. On the night of March 14, acording to Theodore White, Senator Robert Kennedy 
had made his decision to enter the campaign, and he had announced on the 16th.  
 
During the first week of March, 1968, Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and his closest friend, Rev. Ralph David 
Abernathy, vacationed in Acapulco. Dr. King's business priority for the Southern Christian Leadership Conference 
(SCLC) was the coming Poor People's Campaign, a controversial plan to join "an army of poor people," camping 
out on the Mall in Washington "for weeks," later that spring. Hampton Sides, in Hellhound On His Trail, provides 
the context for Martin Luther King's fateful decision later that March: 
 
 LATER THAT SAME week [the week beginning Sunday, March 10], Martin Luther King was also in Los 
 Angeles, staying in a hotel only a few miles from the St. Francis. On March 16, King gave a talk to the 
 California Democratic Council at the Disneyland Hotel in Anaheim [see photo, page 14, top], where he praised 
 the cheering crowds for  endorsing Senator Eugene McCarthy's presidential bid (even though King himself had 
 not formally endorsed McCarthy). He then made disparaging comments about Lyndon Johnson that were 
 widely quoted in the news [King's criticism of the Vietnam War, most notably his "Beyond Vietnam" speech at 
 New York City's Riverside Church, on April 4, 1967, had cost him nearly all his allies in Washington, 
 particularly in the White House]. "The government is emotionally committed to the war," King said, but 
 "emotionally hostile to the needs of the poor." King made the local television news, as well as the Los Angeles 
 Times, but his statements were largely overshadowed by Robert Kennedy's formal declaration, made that same 
 day in Washington, that  he would run for the presidency. 



  The next day, Sunday, March 17—St. Patrick's 
 Day—King delivered a sermon titled "The 
 Meaning of  Hope" to a church in Los Angeles. He 
 said that hatred, whether practiced by whites or 
 blacks, was becoming a  national disease. "I've 
 seen hatred," he told the congregation, "on too 
 many faces—on the faces of sheriffs in the South 
 and on the faces of John Birch Society members in 
 California. Hate is too great a burden to bear. I 
 can't hate." 
  Sometime that day, the Reverend James 
 Lawson in Memphis reached King by telephone in 
 his hotel. Lawson had an urgent invitation: he 
 wanted his old friend to swing through Memphis 
 and give a talk to the striking garbage workers. 
 The sanitation strike was now over a month old 
 and reaching a crisis stage, Lawson said. During a 
 recent peaceful march down Main Street, the 
 police had attacked the garbage workers with 
 Mace and billy clubs. Mayor Loeb was digging in, 
 and things were getting ugly. Could King lend a 
 hand? 
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f racial and socioeconomic issues. King 

ssippi all the next week. A brief detour 

 

self in local conflicts by accepting "just one little invitation to 

phis the next day in time for the mass meeting. It would only 
be one night—what could be the harm in that? 

 
■ 

ked 
g his room. . . . 

 . . . 
 Then he pointed the Mustang east, toward Martin Luther King's hometown. 

 
■  

 
us hall and stepped up to the podium, he found more than fifteen thousand cheering fans packed 

 inside. . . . 

  King asked Lawson when he'd like him to be 
 there. 
  Lawson said the sooner the better, noting that a 
 mass meeting was scheduled for the very next 

 night, March 18. Lawson told King that if he came, he could expect to address a crowd of at least ten thousand
 people. What was happening in Memphis, Lawson said, was the perfect illustration of what he was trying to 
 accomplish with the Poor People's Campaign—a spirited fusion o

Three men over four days: March 13-16, 1968. Here, 
also on Saturday, March 16, 1968, Martin Luther 
King Jr. holds a press conference at the Disneyland 
Hotel in Anaheim. King was in Anaheim as special 
guest for a luncheon that day, during the annual 
convention for the California Democratic Council. 
On Sunday, March 17, King would commit to 
visiting Memphis in connection with the Sanitation 
Workers' strike, and he would speak at the Mason 
Temple in Memphis on Monday evening, March 18. 
Photo, via the Orange County Register.  

 needed to see it for himself. 
  As it happened, King was already scheduled to travel through Missi
 through Memphis wouldn't be too taxing on his itinerary, King agreed. 
  Even as he said this, Lawson could hear some of King's staff members grumbling in the background. 
 Andrew Young, the executive vice president of the SCLC, was one of the grumblers. He worried that Memphis
 was a distraction, if not a trap. King needed to stay focused on the main goal, the march in Washington. Their 
 month was already seriously overbooked, and King was exhausted from ceaseless traveling. Young knew that 
 King had an incorrigible habit of ensnaring him
 give just one little speech." 
  But King overruled Young and the rest of the staff. He told Lawson what he wanted to hear. They would 
 rework the itinerary, and King would fly to Mem
 

 
 AT THE SAME moment that King was giving his Sunday sermon only a few miles away, Eric Galt wal
 down to the front desk of the St. Francis Hotel and gave notice that he would be vacatin
  The next morning, Monday, March 18, he threw all his belongings in his car—
 

 
 KING FLEW EAST late in the afternoon of March 18, landing in Memphis just in time to speak to the rally 
 that had assembled in Mason Temple, a massive black Pentecostal church downtown. . . . When King entered
 the caverno
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* * * 
It was either the late spring or early summer of 1968. That day, my mother and I visited Marion and Elizabeth 
Thornton in their home on North Washington in Brownsville. I was only sixteen at the time, probably then in my
first weeks of work as a high school clerk in Mr. Shane Roy's drug store (http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968). The 
Marion Thorntons were my mother's closest aunt and uncle, and they were like grandparents to me. Their only 
grandson, Norman Lane, had kept an apartment in their home – upstairs as I recall – during the year (1965-196
that he had taught at Haywood High School (HHS). Now, Norman was gone – killed in late March during an 
enemy mortar attack in Vietnam – and his grave had joined that of

6) 

 the Marion Thorntons' only son, Marion Jr. 
.com/marion-thornton-jr(http://tinyurl ), in Tabernacle Cemetery. 

 
ad 

 

right red cover of the book, which I am looking at today as I write, carries the title in 
old, black, capital letters: 

CAESAR’S GALLIC CAMPAIGNS 

tes 

s 

slation 
I, LXXXI, with William 

hakespeare's Julius Caesar, thought to have been composed between 1598-1601. 

uetonius, LXXXI: 

 soothsayer Spurinna warned him to beware of danger, which would come not later than the Ides of 
March; . . .  

ct I, [Scene II.— A public place]  

      015 

 is turn’d to hear. 

 

    020 
s . 

? speak once again. 

Caes.   He is a dreamer; let us leave him: pass. 

 
My recollection is that Norman had left a number of personal belongings in that apartment – clothes, books, and 
other things – when he had left for Vietnam the previous November. His grandparents must have asked my mother
to bring me there, in case there might be some items among Norman’s belongings that I would like to have. I h
just finished the second-year Latin course (only two years were offered) at HHS. Motivated by that classroom
experience, I guess, and by our class' participation in the Mid-South Latin tournament that had been held in 
Memphis in late April (one of my classmates won second place in "Caesar"), I decided to take one book from 
Norman’s collection. The b
b
 
 
 
Over the summer of 2017, I studied Norman's old book about Caesar's conquest of Gaul, which was completed in 
51 B.C., seven years before his assassination in the Senate on March 15, the Ides of March, 44 B.C. The book ci
two historians, Plutarch and Suetonius, as among those most nearly contemporaneous with Julius Caesar. Born 
probably 115 years after Caesar's death, Suetonius wrote a series of biographies of Roman "emperors" from Juliu
Caesar to Domitian (emperor from 81-96 A.D.) in his Lives of the Caesars. The following account of the events 
leading up to Caesar's assassination on the Ides of March, 44 B.C., combines text from a highly regarded tran
of Suetonius' Lives of the Caesars (said to have been published in 121 A.D.), Book 
S
 
S
 
 Now Caesar’s approaching murder was foretold to him by unmistakable signs. . . . Again, when he was offering 
 sacrifice, the
 
 
Julius Caesar 
A
 
 Soothsayer.  Caesar! 
 Caesar.   Ha! who calls? 
 Casca.   Bid every noise be still: peace yet again! 
 Caes.   Who is it in the press who calls on me?  
     I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 
     Cry 'Caesar!' Speak; Caesar
 Sooth.   Beware the ides of March. 
 Caes.           What man is that?
 Brutus.   A soothsayer bids you beware the ides of March. 
 Caes.   Set him before me; let me see his face.    
 Cassiu .  Fellow, come from the throng; look upon Caesar
 Caes.   What say’st thou to me now
 Sooth.   Beware the ides of March. 
 
 
 

http://tinyurl.com/may-15-1968
http://tinyurl.com/marion-thornton-jr
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uetonius, LXXXI (continued): 

 that 
her husband was stabbed in her arms; and on a sudden the door of the room flew open of its own accord. 

ow, it is March 15, the Ides of March . . . 

uetonius, LXXXI (continued): 

meeting which had for some time been waiting for him, he went forth almost at the end of the fifth hour; . . . 

ct II, [Scene II.— Caesar’s house] 

al rn . orth? 

    010 
y shall see 

 
al

    015 
atch. 

ir dead; 

r,      020 

re beyond all use,       025 

ided 

tions 

al   030 
of princes. 

s; 

ould fear;     035 
 

    Will come when it will come. 

uetonius, LXXXI (continued):  

ithout bringing him harm; though Spurinna replied that they had of a truth come, 
 not gone. . . . 

S
 
 In fact the very night before his murder he dreamt now that he was flying above the clouds, and now that he 
 was clasping the hand of Jupiter; and his wife Calpurnia thought that the pediment of their house fell, and
 
 
N
 
S
 
 Both for these reasons and because of poor health he hesitated for a long time whether to stay at home and put 
 off what he had planned to do in the senate; but at last, urged by Decimus Brutus not to disappoint the full 
 
 
Julius Caesar 
A
  
 C pu ia  What mean you, Caesar? think you to walk f
     You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 
 Caes.   Caesar shall forth: the things that threaten'd me  
     Ne’er look’d but on my back; when the
     The face of Caesar, they are vanished.
 C .   Caesar, I never stood on ceremonies, 
     Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
     Besides the things that we have heard and seen,  
     Recounts most horrid sights seen by the w
     A lioness hath whelped in the streets; 
     And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up the
     Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
     In ranks and squadrons and right form of wa
     Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol; 
     The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
     Horses did neigh and dying men did groan, 
     And ghosts did shriek and squeal about the streets. 
     O Caesar! these things a
     And I do fear them. 
 Caes.           What can be avo
     Whose end is purposed by the mighty gods? 
     Yet Caesar shall go forth; for these predic
     Are to the world in general as to Caesar. 
 C .   When beggars die, there are no comets seen;     
     The heavens themselves blaze forth the death 
 Caes.   Cowards die many times before their death
     The valiant never taste of death but once. 
     Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
     It seems to me most strange that men sh
     Seeing that death, a necessary end,
 
 
S
 
 Then, after several victims [sacrificial animals] had been slain, and he could not get favourable omens, he 
 entered the House in defiance of portents, laughing at Spurinna and calling him a false prophet, because the 
 Ides of March were come w
 but they had
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ct III, [Scene I.—Rome. Before the Capitol; the Senate sitting above] 

e.           001 
Sooth. Ay, Caesar; but not gone. 

 6), the consequences of Julius Caesar's decision to enter "the House in defiance of 
ortents" are known to us all. 

 

n 
 

itation 
or Kennedy's decision and his 

nnouncement, and two days before Dr. King's decision to go to Memphis. 

se end is purposed by the mighty gods? 

n should fear; 

Will come when it will come. 

             

 

 

Julius Caesar  
A
 
 Caes. The ides of March are com
 
 
As with the story of Martin Luther King's decision to make three visits to Memphis over eighteen days in March 
and early April, 1968 (see page
p

* * * 
According to Theodore White, on Thursday evening, March 14, 1968, Senator Robert Kennedy made his decisio
to become a candidate for the Democratic presidential nomination. The formal announcement of his candidacy
would come on Saturday morning, March 16. On the next day, Sunday, March 17, Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. 
accepted Rev. James Lawson's invitation to visit Memphis the next evening and "lend a hand" with the San
Workers' strike. In 1968, the Ides of March fell on the Friday between Senat
a
 
 What can be avoided 
 Who
  
 Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
 It seems to me most strange that me
 Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
 
 
Thank you.     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


