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Preface 
 

This is Part Four in the five-part series, "August 11, 1965-April 7, 1968." The Introduction to the series 
can be accessed at https://tinyurl.com/August-11-2020  Parts One-Three can be accessed at 
https://tinyurl.com/August-11-1965 , https://tinyurl.com/Jul-27-1967 , and https://tinyurl.com/Mar-28-
1968 , respectively. 
 
 Once Chamberlain had a speech memorized from Shakespeare and gave it proudly, the old man 
 listening but not looking, and Chamberlain remembered it still: "What a piece of work is  
 man . . . in action how like an angel!" And the old man, grinning, had scratched his head and then 
 said stiffly, "Well, boy, if he's an angel, he's sure a murderin' angel." And Chamberlain had gone 
 on to school to make an oration on the subject: Man, the Killer Angel. 

 —Michael Shaara, The Killer Angels  
 

Michael Shaara's Pulitzer Prize-winning novel (Fiction, 1975) is, in the author's words, "the story of the 
Battle of Gettysburg," where more than 7,000 Union and Confederate soldiers died. Man, the Killer 
Angel, had done some of his best work over July 1-3, 1863. In the early spring of 1968, Man was again 
busy at his task. 1stLt. Norman Lane had been killed in action in Vietnam on Friday, March 29. And on 
the following Thursday, April 4, another Western Union telegram reached Mrs. Betsy Lane, living in 
Memphis. The message was painfully brief: 
 
 REMAINS 1LT NORMAN LANE JR ARRIVE MEMPHIS TENN 356 PM 4 APR 

 ON AA FLT 137 BROWNSVILLE FUNERAL HOME NOTIVIED [sic] 

  COMMANDER DOVER AFB DELAWARE 

 356 PM 4 AA FLT 137 

 1039A CST APR 4 1968 
 
1stLt. Lane's funeral service would be held the following afternoon at Tabernacle Methodist Church near 
Brownsville—sixty miles from Memphis. But Man's work was far from done. 
 
Dr. Martin Luther King, having recovered somewhat from the failure of the March 28 incident in 
Memphis, had returned to the Bluff City on April 3. That night, before an audience of thousands at the 
Mason Temple downtown, he ended his speech with the opening line from the "Battle Hymn of the 
Republic":  
 
 MINE eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord. 
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On the morning of Friday, April 5, 1968, Norman Lane—a twenty-seven-year-old white man, Marine 
Corps officer, high school teacher, Vanderbilt University graduate and law student, and now a casualty of 
the Vietnam War—lay in repose in a government-issued casket at Brownsville Funeral Home. Sixty-five 
miles away, Martin Luther King—a thirty-nine-year-old black man, civil rights leader, president of the 
Southern Christian Leadership Conference, recipient of the 1964 Nobel Peace Prize, and one who had 
spoken vigorously against the Vietnam War—lay in repose in a temporary bronze casket at R.S. Lewis 
Funeral Home in Memphis. 
 
Of the year 1968, and specifically of the US presidential election that year, it would be written that the 
campaign for the presidency had revolved around two, and only two, major issues. One was the Vietnam 
War. The other was the future for the "two societies, one black, one white, separate and unequal," that had 
now divided the country, leading to deadly riots, over 1965 and 1967, in Los Angeles, Newark, and 
Detroit. Norman Lane and Martin Luther King, in their deaths over seven days in the early spring of 1968, 
personified those two issues . . . Norman, as a casualty of the war, and Dr. King, as a casualty of racial 
hatred and violence. 
 
Five weeks had now passed since the Kerner Commission had released its Report on Civil Disorders. The 
acknowledged leader of the US civil rights movement was now dead, and the President had announced 
that he would not be a candidate for reelection that fall. In their 1993 commentary on Senator Robert 
Kennedy's appearance in Indianapolis that night of April 4, 1968, Edwin Guthman and Richard Allen 
wrote: 
 
 KENNEDY WAS THE ONLY WHITE PUBLIC OFFICIAL in America who could have addressed a crowd in 
 a black neighborhood that tragic night and not encounter violence. He spoke as a recognized 
 champion of the disadvantaged . . . 
 
Mr. Hosea Williams, one of Dr. King's aides, had commented: 
 
 After Dr. King was killed, there was just about nobody else left but Bobby Kennedy. 
 
But Man had still more work to do . . . 
 
Thank you. 
 
Al Claiborne, Professor Emeritus 
Chair, Norman Lane Jr. Memorial Project 
http://www.NormanLaneJrMemorialProject.org 
https://alclaiborne.wordpress.com/ 
https://tinyurl.com/Al-Claiborne-YouTube-Channel 
Cell: (336) 529-2105 
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Martin Luther King and Memphis: Wednesday, April 3, 1968 
 

As he had promised, Dr. King did return to Memphis on the morning of Wednesday, April 3.  
 
 I just want to do God's will. And he's allowed me to go up to the mountain, and I've looked 
 over, and I've seen the Promised Land. . . . 
 

The following gives a synopsis of Martin Luther 
King's activities on that Wednesday, as recorded 
by Hampton Sides, in Hellhound on His Trail: 
 
 At 7:00 on the morning of Wednesday, April 
 3, Ralph Abernathy dropped by the house on 
 Sunset to pick up King and drive to the 
 Atlanta airport.  
 
Once at the airport, they met three other SCLC 
staffers, including Andy Young and Bernard Lee, 
and boarded Eastern Airlines flight 381, providing 
jet service to Memphis. Following a delay caused 
by an anonymous call to the airline, threatening to 

blow up Dr. King's aircraft, the flight arrived in Memphis at 10:30 a.m. CST. 
 

* * * 
 

After checking in to the black-owned Lorraine Motel (see photo, page 3), a few blocks from the 
Mississippi River on the south end of downtown, Dr. King and many of his staff, which also included 
Jesse Jackson and Hosea Williams, had lunch. They soon departed for a meeting with Rev. James Lawson 
at his Centenary United Methodist Church, where plans for the coming "Redemption March" would be 
discussed. King returned to the motel at 2:30 p.m. CST. Just that morning, the City of Memphis had 
obtained a federal injunction providing a ten-day moratorium on any demonstrations that Dr. King might 
be planning to lead. But the ACLU had quickly reacted by engaging a high-profile Memphis attorney to 
contest the injunction the next day, April 4, before Judge Bailey Brown (see Part One, page 8) of the US 
District Court, Western District of Tennessee.  
 
 It was growing dark outside, unnaturally dark for six o'clock, . . . The forecasted storm was sailing 
 in from the west, and now the wind was whining through the power lines and driving rain 
 sideways. They could hear the wail of the Civil Air Defense sirens. A tornado had been spotted in 
 Arkansas, another one in Tennessee, twenty miles north of the city. 
 
That Wednesday evening of April 3, Martin Luther King was to address a rally at the Mason Temple, the 
massive black Pentecostal church downtown where he had spoken to more than 15,000 cheering followers 
just sixteen days earlier. At 7:00 p.m., Rev. Lawson would kick off the event as the first in a series of 
speakers who would precede Dr. King's talk, scheduled for 9:00. Finally, following Ralph Abernathy's 
half-hour introduction, King took the podium and spoke. As he approached the end of his talk, Dr. King 
began to move toward a crescendo: 
 
 We've got some difficult days ahead. But it really doesn't matter with me now. Because I've been 
 to the mountaintop. 
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 And I don't mind. Like anybody, I would like 
 to live a long life. Longevity has its place. 
 
 But I'm not concerned about that now. I just 
 want to do God's will. And he's allowed me to 
 go up to the mountain, and I've looked over, 
 and I've seen the Promised Land. 
 
 I may not get there with you. But I want you 
 to know tonight that we as a people will get to 
 the Promised Land. So I'm happy tonight. I'm 
 not worried about anything. I'm not fearing 
 any man. Mine eyes have seen the glory of 
 the coming of the Lord.  

 
Dr. King's statement, "I just want to do God's will" (see page 1, and above), is reminiscent of three 
prayers that Jesus prayed, in "a place called Gethsemane," on the night of his betrayal, before his 
crucifixion (St. Matthew 26, verses 39, 42, and 44; King James Version): 
 
 39 And he went a little farther, and fell on his face, and prayed, saying O my Father,   
  if it be possible, let this cup pass from me: nevertheless not as I will, but as thou   
  wilt. 
  
 42   He went away again the second time, and prayed, saying, O my Father, if this cup   
  may not pass away from me, except I drink it, thy will be done. 
 
 44   And he left them, and went away again, and prayed the third time, saying the   
  same words. 
 
It was God's will that Jesus die an agonizing death on a cross, the next afternoon. Hampton Sides has 
raised the possibility that Martin Luther King, himself an ordained Baptist minister, had experienced a 
"Gethsemane moment" the previous Saturday afternoon in Atlanta. The events in Memphis on Thursday, 
April 4, are known to us all, and that history reinforces the parallels between the two men and their mortal 
destinies, one on Good Friday, and one on April 4, 1968. 
 

* * * 
 

"Eric Galt" and Memphis: Wednesday, April 3, 1968 
 

Having returned to his Atlanta rooming-house base from Birmingham with his new Remington 
Gamemaster 760 .30-06 rifle, and now armed as well with news reports of Martin Luther King's plan to 
return to Memphis, the man known as Eric Galt had driven his Mustang west out of Atlanta, toward 
Memphis, on Tuesday morning, April 2. He would pull into Memphis the next day, but it would be 7:15 
p.m. before he would arrive at the New Rebel Motel at 3466 Lamar, on the city's southeastern outskirts. 
The local 10:00 p.m. news broadcasts in Memphis that evening were filled with information about Dr. 
King's return earlier in the day, and the number, 306, of his room on the second floor of the Lorraine 
Motel, in the middle of a long balcony, was clearly visible in news footage that evening. The night clerk 
at the New Rebel would later note that Galt's room remained brightly lit throughout the night, but 
whatever else he did during the night of April 3 and early morning hours of April 4 is unknown.  
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* * * 
 

Thursday, April 4, 1968 
 

In Memphis that Thursday morning, Martin Luther King had woken up early at the Lorraine Motel for an 
8:00 a.m. staff meeting. The discussion would be devoted to the federal injunction from the day before 
and to the hearing to be held later that morning in Judge Brown's district court. Andy Young, James 
Lawson, and attorney Lucius Burch would lead the challenge against the court order.  
 
Today it would take about fifteen or twenty minutes to drive the twelve or so miles from the Lorraine 
(now the location of the National Civil Rights Museum) to the 1968 Lamar Avenue address for the New 
Rebel Motel, where Eric Galt had spent the night. He had slept in, staying in his room until after 9:30 that 
morning. Then he had breakfast, checked out, and bought a copy of the morning Commercial Appeal, 
which featured a front-page photograph of Dr. King standing in front of room 306, twelve miles away.  
 

* * * 
 

The Memphis Metropolitan Airport (now Memphis International Airport) was four miles due east of 
Graceland, where Priscilla Presley, in early April, 1968, was caring for her new baby daughter, two-
month-old Lisa Marie. According to Hampton Sides, Elvis would be spending the month of April in 
Hollywood. The airport was about five miles southwest of the New Rebel Motel, where Eric Galt had 
stayed the night before. And the airport was eleven or twelve miles southeast of the Lorraine Motel in 
downtown Memphis, where Dr. King and his 
SCLC staff had spent the night of April 3, 1968. 
Following the early morning staff meeting on the 
4th, while Andy Young, James Lawson, and 
Lucius Burch were presenting the case against the 
federal injunction in Judge Brown's court, King 
and other staff were holding contentious 
discussions that afternoon with the militant group 
known as the Invaders—the group widely blamed 
for the violence during the March 28 
demonstration. The point of these discussions was 
to ensure their peaceful participation in the 
coming "Redemption March." But late on the 
afternoon of the 4th, according to Hampton Sides: 
 
 Cabbage [Charles Cabbage, an Invaders leader] stormed out of the room . . . toting a small arsenal 
 of rifles and guns wrapped in a blanket under his arm. 
 
Afterwards, Martin Luther King and Ralph Abernathy shared a late lunch in room 306 at the motel. It 
would be about 5:00 p.m. CST before Andy Young would return from the almost eight-hour session in 
Judge Brown's court. But the Judge had agreed to modify the injunction in order to allow a "tightly 
controlled demonstration" to proceed the following Monday, April 8. Palm Sunday would be observed the 
day before. In Brownsville, as in most of west Tennessee, the nightly NBC news program, the Huntley-
Brinkley Report, was carried by Channel 5, WMC-TV, in Memphis. I can well remember sitting in our 
living room with my father during late winter afternoons, with a roaring fire in the fireplace, as he would 
sit down for Chet Huntley and David Brinkley's thirty-minute summary of the day's news, which came on 
at 5:30 CST. What I later learned to be the introduction to the second movement from Beethoven's Ninth 
Symphony, which accompanied the program's closing credits—heard even today 
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(https://tinyurl.com/Huntley-Brinkley-sign-off minute 3:17-3:57; accessed July 20, 2020)—can stir those 
memories of my father and that living room, and the old black-and-white television, and the fire in the 
fireplace. Wake Forest University Professor of Music Stewart Carter recently commented on the second 
movement of Beethoven's Ninth Symphony: 
 
 I remember quite well, from my misspent youth, this "theme song" for the Huntley-Brinkley 
 report. I think it is certainly fair game to call this brief opening passage the "introduction" to the 
 second movement. You're right--the strings begin the introduction,  then the timpani (not bass 
 drum) enter, then immediately following the timpani we hear the strings again, but this time joined 
 by the winds as well. Then the movement proper begins. 
 

And so it was, that with the Huntley-Brinkley 
Report for Thursday, April 4, 1968, being heard in 
the background, Dr. Martin Luther King, 1964 
recipient of the Nobel Peace Prize, spent his last 
thirty minutes with his longtime friend Ralph 
Abernathy, in room 306 of the Lorraine Motel. 
The two men were getting dressed for a dinner 
that evening at the home of Rev. Billy Kyles, 
pastor of Monumental Baptist Church in Memphis 
and a longtime friend and colleague. Rev. Kyles 
was with the two men in room 306 and would be 
leaving with them shortly. According to Hampton 
Sides: 

 
 About five minutes before six o'clock [5:55 p.m. CST, Thursday, April 4], he [King] . . . ambled 
 out the door to see what was going on with the rest of the party at the Lorraine. 
 
Back in Room 306, the orchestra was awaiting the conductor's signal—the string section and the timpani, 
with the winds soon to follow—as the network prepared to cue the closing credits for the Huntley-
Brinkley Report, Thursday, April 4, 1968. . . .  
 

* * * 
 

 5:55 p.m. CST, Thursday, April 4, 1968 . . . 
 
In Brownsville, Stewart Hall was at home with his wife Linda, watching the evening news. Only four 
days before, Capt. Hall, commander of Company B, 230th Signal Battalion, had returned from active duty 
in Memphis with the Tennessee National Guard.   
 

* * * 
 

Eric Galt had checked out from the New Rebel by mid-morning of April 4. Hampton Sides provides this 
account for some of Galt's subsequent activities: 
 
 Through the middle of the day, Galt spent some time "just stalling around," as he later put it, in 
 the Memphis suburbs. 
 

https://tinyurl.com/Huntley-Brinkley-sign-off


5 
 

But it would not be until around 3:00 p.m. CST that afternoon when 
Eric Galt pulled the 1966 two-door Mustang hardtop with Alabama 
license plates up to the curb at a place on South Main in Memphis 
called Jim's Grill, described as a "grease-smeared joint with striped 
awnings . . . that sold Budweiser and homemade biscuits and pulled-
pork BBQ." The address, one block west of the Lorraine, was 422½ 
South Main. 
 
 A resident of Bessie Brewer's rooming house would later 
 describe the place as "a half-step up from homelessness." 
 
The guest rooms were upstairs on the second floor, above Jim's 
Grill. A sign in front of the building advertised 
"APARTMENTS/ROOMS." Apparently, while driving around the 
neighborhood for the previous half-hour, Galt had observed the 
direct line of sight afforded, from the back of the second-floor 
rooming house to the Lorraine. Registering under the alias of "John 
Willard," Galt took room 5B, with its direct view of the Lorraine 
and its shared bathroom thirteen paces down the hall. 
 
Analyzing his vantage point further from room 5B—200 feet from room 306 at the Lorraine—Galt  
determined that the communal bathroom nearby provided better concealment of the rifle barrel, as it 
would be extended prior to firing, as well as a better firing angle. So that would be his plan—monitor  
activity at the Lorraine from room 5B, but quickly move into firing position in the shared bathroom. But 
Galt needed a pair of inexpensive binoculars, which he did not have, in order to monitor the Lorraine from 
5B. . . .   
 

* * * 
 

It would be almost two weeks later, Wednesday, April 17, before the FBI would issue a warrant for the 
arrest of Eric Galt, alias John Willard, et al. Two days later, the FBI would determine, conclusively, that 
Eric Galt had been but another alias used by a habitual offender, last known to have been held in the 
Jefferson City, Missouri, state penitentiary on an armed robbery conviction from 1960. Four years in the 
federal penitentiary at Leavenworth had preceded his seven years in the Missouri State Penitentiary, 
which had ended with his well-planned and coordinated escape on April 23, 1967. Six months later, "Eric 
Galt" had surfaced in Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, driving the 1966 Mustang, after bouncing through various 
cities in the US and Canada. 
 
On April 19, 1968, Eric Galt, alias John Willard, et al., was conclusively identified as James Earl Ray.  
 

* * * 
 

Martin, Memphis, and the "Murderin' Angel" 
  
 Once Chamberlain had a speech memorized from Shakespeare and gave it proudly, the old man 
 listening but not looking, and Chamberlain remembered it still: "What a piece of work is  
 man . . . in action how like an angel!" And the old man, grinning, had scratched his head and then 
 said stiffly, "Well, boy, if he's an angel, he's sure a murderin' angel." And Chamberlain had gone 
 on to school to make an oration on the subject: Man, the Killer Angel [Michael Shaara, in The 
 Killer Angels (1974. First Ballantine Books Trade Edition, New York: Ballantine Books, 1996)].  
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But now, it was around 4:00 p.m. CST in 
Memphis on Thursday, April 4, 1968, and the man 
still known as Eric Galt (or John Willard) returned 
to his Mustang and drove the half mile to York 
Arms Company, one block beyond the 
intersection of Main and Beale that had been the 
epicenter of the violence that had erupted during 
the March 28 demonstration—exactly one week 
before. York Arms, according to Hampton Sides, 
had in fact been looted that day. Galt paid cash for 
a forty-dollar pair of binoculars and returned to 
Jim's Grill about 4:30. Being careful to avoid 
being seen by potential witnesses, carrying the 

long narrow box containing the soon-to-be murder weapon, he waited in the car another fifteen-to-thirty 
minutes, quickly got out of the car, opened the trunk, wrapped the box in an old bedspread, and returned, 
briskly, to room 5B.  
 
From his vantage point there, Galt focused the new binoculars, using 7x magnification, on the Lorraine, 
on the parking lot, on the courtyard, on the long second-floor balcony, and, most importantly, on room 
306. . . . 
 
 Suddenly, at 5:55 p.m. CST, Thursday, April 4, 1968 . . .  
 
According to Hampton Sides: 

 A familiar figure floated across his binocular glass. 
 
It was Martin Luther King, standing on the balcony, right in front of room 306. 
 

* * * 
 

 As King took in the Memphis night, he leaned against the  
 railing for several long minutes. 
 
Moments after having first seen Dr. King from his room, Eric Galt 
had raced to the shared bathroom to confirm the sighting. Then 
back quickly to 5B, he collected the long box, still wrapped in the 
old bedspread, with its contents, the binoculars, and the blue plastic 
zippered bag containing his other belongings. He ran back to the 
bathroom and locked the door behind him.  
 
 It was about 6:00 p.m. CST. 
 
Other than ducking briefly back into his room to get his suit coat, 

 King did not move from his perch on the balcony . . . 
 
From the parking lot below, the driver of King's white Cadillac had 
suggested that his VIP passenger also bring a topcoat from the 
room. From Hellhound on His Trail: 
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 "Okay, Jonesy," King answered. "You really know how to take good care of me." He fished for a 
 pack of Salem menthols from his pocket and grasped a cigarette in his hand. He straightened up 
 and stepped back from the railing. He was just turning, perhaps to retrieve his cashmere topcoat 
 inside the room . . . 
 

* * * 
 

Inside the shared second-floor bathroom, Galt removed the Remington Gamemaster from the box and 
loaded a single .30-06 round. He opened the window partway and pushed away the window screen. 
Standing in the bathtub and leaning against the wall, he rested the rifle on the windowsill. His target 
acquired, now through the 7x Redfield rifle scope, it was beginning to grow dark outside. But the scope 
enhanced targets in twilight; though in reality 205 feet away, the 7x magnification gave a line of sight 
equivalent to a distance of only thirty feet. 
 
And so, at 6:01 p.m. CST, the Huntley-Brinkley Report for Thursday, April 4, 1968, had concluded only 
moments before. The theme music from the closing credits, the second movement from Beethoven's 
Ninth Symphony, would not be heard again until Friday evening. At that moment, from the second-floor 
shared bathroom at 422½ South Main in Memphis, Eric Galt wrapped his index finger around the cool 
metal trigger.    
 

* * * 
 

 He was just turning, perhaps to retrieve his cashmere topcoat inside the room, when a ragged 
 belch rang out over the parapets. 

 
At Fire Station No. 2, across Mulberry Street from 
the Lorraine, a fireman named George Loenneke 
had seen everything through a pair of binoculars 
that had been shared by a policeman named Willie 
Richmond. After he had seen Dr. King fall to the 
balcony floor following the loud noise, he gave 
the binoculars back to patrolman Richmond, for a 
look: 
 
 Richmond turned and ran through the 
 firehouse, yelling: "He's been shot! The 
 Reverend King has been shot!"    
 

 At 6:15 p.m., Martin Luther King, unconscious but with his heart still beating, was wheeled 
 through the swinging double doors and down a long corridor toward the emergency room.  
 
St. Joseph's Hospital offered the nearest emergency room to the Lorraine. 
 
 Dr. Jerome Barrasso entered the room and at 7:05 p.m. pronounced Martin Luther King  
 dead. . . . 
   The St. Joseph's chaplain, Father Colman Borgard, was summoned to the emergency  
 room. . . . Borgard leaned over the body and gave conditional absolution, praying for the soul of 
 Martin Luther King. 

 
* * * 
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Sixty miles away in Brownsville, the inset second hand on the silver Wittnauer wristwatch that my 
parents had given me for Christmas, 1967—the watch with the two-line engraving on the back: "AL 
CLAIBORNE 1967" (https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28 page 3)—that second hand approached the end of 
the minute that had begun at 6:00 p.m. CST, Thursday, April 4, 1968 . . .  
 
 It was starting to grow dark outside. 
 
St. Matthew 24:29 (King James Version): 
 
 Immediately after the tribulation of those days shall the sun be darkened, and the moon shall not 
 give her light, and the stars shall fall from heaven, and the powers of the heavens shall be shaken:  
  
And at 6:02 p.m. CST, the moon went dark, and ceased to give her light, and the last remaining stars fell 
from heaven, and the powers of the heavens were shaken: over Memphis, over Brownsville, and as  
evening fell across the land, the nation was absorbed in a sea of total darkness. 
 

* * * 
 

Stewart Hall and Mike English, April 4, 1968: "Evening" 
 

Then-Capt. Stewart Hall and PFC Mike English have already described their roles and recollections of 
their deployment to Memphis over March 28-31, 1968, in the Tennessee Army National Guard's (ARNG) 
Phase I response to the March 28 violence there. The same May 9, 1968, After Action Report cited 
previously recorded that the assassination of Dr. King at 6:02 p.m. CST, Thursday, April 4, 1968, had 
precipitated a renewal of violence which also spread to Nashville as in many other cities throughout the 
nation.  
 
At 7:00 p.m. CST Thursday, April 4, all West-State units of the National Guard were ordered to return to 
Memphis. On the night of the King assassination, Stewart Hall had just finished dinner with his wife, 
Linda, and their two children at their home in Brownsville. Stewart recalled, in July, 2014: 
 
 Yes. We heard it on the news. Well, I had been a fireman, volunteer fireman in Brownsville for 17 
 years and before I got married I spent a lot of time and I would volunteer for some of the firemen 
 to go home during Thanksgiving and Christmas to spend time with their families, so I would pull 
 their duty for them voluntarily and stay at the fire station for them. Well, I was very familiar with 
 all of the firemen and the policemen and everybody. So, when it happened I told my wife, Linda. I 
 said I am going to run up to City Hall to see what is going on.  
 
One conversation that Stewart recalled, after he had arrived at City Hall, reflects the hard feelings that 
some people in Brownsville (and in other places) had harbored against Dr. King, in life. Now, minutes 
before Martin Luther King would be pronounced dead, in the St. Joseph's emergency room, Stewart 
added: 
 
 They did not know who shot him, but they knew about the automobile, leaving the motel and the 
 building from across the street. I remember Mr. Wilson [Mr. Walter Wilson, our friendly 
 Anderson Grammar School crossing guard and also a full-time fireman in Brownsville] telling us 
 that they will not catch him. I said, "Why is that?" He said, "Because God loves a good soldier." 
 
Stewart Hall's story continues: 
 

https://tinyurl.com/Jan-1968-Hill-28
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 Anyway, so while I was up there I got a phone call from my wife. She called City Hall and told 
 me that I had an emergency phone call at home. 
  So, I went home and they had called the full-time technicians [including SFC James Duke 
 of Brownsville, father of our very good friend and classmate Mary Jane Duke Williams] to tell 
 them. So, James called me to tell me that the company, that we were on alert and to report to the 
 Armory. 
 
The initial 7:00 p.m. alert by the Tennessee National Guard had gone out to all units in West Tennessee—
the 3rd Brigade—for possible active duty in Memphis. The 230th Signal Battalion was part of this, and 
Capt. Stewart Hall was commander of Company B. Except that this alert had come at night, and following 
the assassination of a prominent national figure and civil rights leader, the procedures followed for the 
assembly of the brigade and deployment to Memphis were very similar to those that had been followed 
one week before, on March 28. 
 
Now ordinary people, friends of mine, began to realize that they might be tapped to participate in a 
sequence of events over which they had no control. One story is told by Mary Jane Duke Williams (see 
above). Her father, SFC James Duke, was a full-time senior NCO at the Tennessee National Guard 
Armory in Brownsville. As a high school sophomore at the time, Mary Jane recalls spending "hours" on 
the phone talking with her friends. That evening, Mary Jane was talking with our friend and classmate 
Beverly Roy. She recalls: 
 
 The operator had to come on the line to tell us there was an emergency call for my dad [SFC 
 James Duke] and that we had to get off the phone. Of course, that was the official  call he got 
 about the Memphis ordeal [the April 4 assassination of Dr. King], and at that time things started 
 moving for the Brownsville unit. 
 

* * * 
 

The late Mike English was a 1964 graduate of Haywood High School and had joined the Guard in 1967, 
while a student at Mississippi State University. As Mike put it, in July, 2014: 
 
 I was in school, at college. Vietnam was breathing down a lot of our necks. I got into the Guard to 
 keep from going to Vietnam. 
  So, I went in. I got in, in April [1967] and in June they sent me to Fort Lewis, 
 Washington . . . and we went through the same training that people went . . . right from there to 
 Vietnam, with maybe just a little bit more training. But we went through the advanced infantry 
 training, the whole ball of wax and when I got back to Dyersburg [a Tennessee ARNG armored 
 infantry unit based in Dyersburg, in west Tennessee, not far from Brownsville]. . . I don't know 
 how long it took, but I was transferred to Brownsville. 
  I don't remember if I put in a request or what. I got transferred to the Brownsville unit and 
 went into the motor pool. 
 
So on Thursday, April 4, 1968, Mike was in school at Mississippi State, in Starkville, almost 200 miles 
from Brownsville. He recalled that his stepmother (Carolyn and Selle English lived at 433 West College 
Street, a one-minute walk from our home at 509 West College) had phoned him from Brownsville, telling 
him that SFC James Duke was trying to get in touch with him, and that he should come home as soon as 
possible. When I asked Mike how long it had taken him to get to Brownsville, his answer was: 
 
 I was kind of reluctant. I thought, how can I get out of this? 
 



10 
 

Stewart Hall added: 

 I had quite a few that were reluctant. They all showed up. 
 
PFC Mike English did make his way to Brownsville that evening, in time to join the convoy before it left 
for Memphis. 
 
When Stewart Hall, Mike English, and the 230th Signal Battalion had arrived in Memphis the week 
before, they had stayed at the Memphis Fairgrounds and had not gone on patrols, etc., in the city. This 
time, the battalion reported in at the Mid-South Coliseum in Memphis and would be housed there. That 
Thursday night, Capt. Hall assigned between thirty and forty men from Company B as walking guards to 
be posted at some of the Memphis shopping centers, as a protective measure—with ammunition and 
bayonets for their M-1 rifles. 
 

* * * 
 

A Personal Recollection 
 

The Mid-South Coliseum had hosted the Beatles for a pair of concerts on August 19, 1966, and now the 
five-year-old venue was hosting the 230th Signal Battalion and other units of the Tennessee ARNG. The 
Coliseum was a five-minute walk from the Fairgrounds, which in turn was about 300 yards from 
Memphis Memorial Stadium, which had hosted its first Liberty Bowl in 1965. Two weeks before that 
1965 game John Burgess and I had paid $1 each to sit in the end zone and watch Tennessee beat Gary 
Beban and UCLA, then ranked 5th in the national college football polls. But that had been a much simpler 
time than now. . . . 
 

As would be reported in the April 6, 1968, Memphis Commercial Appeal, the Mid-
South Junior Livestock Exposition was being hosted at the Fairgrounds on 
Thursday and Friday, April 4 and 5, 1968. About 200 young 4-H Club and Future 
Farmers of America chapter members from Arkansas, Mississippi, and Tennessee 
showed their prize cattle and hogs over the two days. On Friday, April 5, they must 
have been curious about the large military force that had established its base less 
than 200 yards from the Fairgrounds the previous night. Very likely some level of 
apprehension, perhaps even fear, was mixed in with their curiosity. 
 
The Livestock Exposition would need competent, experienced judges for the 
shows. My father, then-fifty-one-year-old Alex Claiborne, had worked as a 
Livestock Marketing Specialist with the Tennessee Department of Agriculture for 
twelve years at that point. So he would be judging livestock shows at the 
Fairgrounds those two days and would be staying in Memphis that Thursday night. 
He likely experienced some of the same apprehension that the youngsters had felt, 
over that Thursday night and Friday. In any event, my twelve-year-old brother and 
I were at home with our mother that Thursday evening. 
 
Between 6:01 p.m. that evening, when Eric Galt fired the single, fatal shot, and 

7:05 p.m., when Dr. King was pronounced dead in Memphis, my mother recalled that rumors had begun 
to circulate in Brownsville, sixty miles away: rioters and other forms of violence might be making their 
way toward Brownsville on I-40 East. To my knowledge, none of this was ever corroborated, but with our 
father in Memphis, with the National Guard having been alerted, and with an unidentified assassin on the 
loose, it is not difficult to believe that these rumors of active threats existed. Even in their professional 
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training, the Tennessee ARNG routinely placed guards at every I-40 
overpass between Brownsville and Memphis, to prevent the 
possibility of any efforts to disrupt the convoys as they drove below. 
 
With my father in Memphis, my mother decided to attend a visitation 
for a family friend at the Brownsville Funeral Home that evening. 
Because of the news of Dr. King's murder and the rumors of rioters 
making their way toward Brownsville, my mother was also 
apprehensive about leaving my brother and me alone. So she left us 
at the home of her favorite aunt and uncle in town. My brother, age 
twelve, and I, just barely sixteen, stayed with them. After our mother 
returned, she took the two of us home for the night. Friday would be 
another school day. In 2018 she did add the comment, however, that 
once back at our home that night, she had checked to make sure that 
my father's shotgun was in its usual place, in view of the rumored 
violence that never occurred. 
 

* * * 
 

Senator Robert F. Kennedy and Aeschylus, April 4, 1968: Evening 
 

The Senator-candidate, Robert F. Kennedy, had spoken earlier on Thursday, April 4, 1968, at the 
campuses of Notre Dame and Ball State universities in Indiana. The next event would be an evening rally, 
scheduled in Indianapolis—in the heart of the capital city's ghetto. As recorded by Edwin Guthman and 
Richard Allen, Kennedy had learned that Dr. King had been shot, immediately before boarding the flight 
for Indianapolis. On landing there, he had learned that King was dead. 
 
Robert Kennedy's car entered the ghetto neighborhood in Indianapolis, with the candidate-passenger in 
silent contemplation. As Guthman and Allen wrote, twenty-five years later: 
 
 About one thousand people were waiting, in a carefree mood typical of a rally. . . . 
  Having specifically requested that he not be formally introduced, Kennedy climbed onto a 
 flatbed truck that was serving as a platform. "He was up there," said television correspondent 
 Charles Quinn, "hunched in his black overcoat, his face gaunt and distressed and full of anguish." 
 The only illumination came from floodlights, bathing the truck platform. . . . 
  Speaking extemporaneously, Kennedy said, in a sad, tremulous voice: 
 
   I have bad news for you, for all of our fellow citizens, and people who love peace  
   all over the world, and that is that Martin Luther King was shot and killed tonight. 
 
  A huge gasp came from the people and then screams of "No! No!" Kennedy   
 somberly went on. . . . 
 
Later, in his extemporaneous remarks, Robert Kennedy quoted the Greek tragedian, Aeschylus: 
 
 My favorite poet was Aeschylus. He wrote: "In our sleep, pain which cannot forget falls drop by 
 drop upon the heart until, in our own despair, against our will, comes wisdom through the awful 
 grace of God." 
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Aeschylus, according to the 1962 World Book Encyclopedia, lived 
from about 525-456 B.C. and was one of the three greatest writers of 
Greek tragedy. One of the seven of his plays that survived to modern 
times in complete form is Agamemnon, the tragic story of the 
commander of the Greek forces against Troy. From Edith Hamilton's 
Three Greek Plays (1937. New York: W.W. Norton, 1965), this 
stanza reads: 
 
  Guide of mortal man to wisdom, 
  he who has ordained the law, 
  knowledge won through suffering. 
  Drop, drop—in our sleep, upon the heart 
  sorrow falls, memory's pain, 
  and to us, though against our very will, 
  even in our own despite, 
  comes wisdom 
  by the awful grace of God. 
 
The thought, according to Edith Hamilton, is that wisdom's price is 

suffering, and that it is always paid unwillingly, although sent in truth as a gift from God. 
  
To be certain, there was intense suffering that night of April 4—in Memphis, in Indianapolis, and 
throughout the land, soon to be cast in total darkness, in the absence of any light from either the Moon or 
the stars. But in the nation's capital, as well as in Chicago, Pittsburgh, and Baltimore, that suffering did 
not bring on wisdom. Rather, it was quickly fanning the flames of more violence. Meanwhile, "the city of 
Memphis began to prepare for racial apocalypse." Aeschylus' last line, as quoted above, refers to "the 
awful grace of God." The archaic use of the word "awful" implies reverential wonder, as in "inspiring 
awe." The appropriate synonym in the present context is "terrible." 
 
If this was God's grace, it was terrible. 

 And the powers of the heavens shall be shaken. . . . 

* * * 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
  


