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June B, 1968

Earlier in the day, the vast St. Parrick’s Cathedral, all
chandeliers and gold, was jammed with mourners.
Senator Edward Kennedy spoke, his voice cracking as
he struggled to say, “My brother need not be idealized
or enlarged in death |‘u:"~"-n'1 what he was in life, to be
remembered as a g od a2 ruj] decent man, who saw WIong
and tried to right it, saw sutfering and tried 1o heal i,
saw war and tried to stop it.”
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ple who had come o the railroad track to honor him,
to say goodbye.

March 23, 1968

San Francisco International Airport. Robert F. Kennedy,
011 a E..'ﬂnru:l 41 ":"'iu'l.!'lll :|.| Ler .'l.l'll':ll.l’l]l'tl.,l]'l" hl'ﬁ 'II'I_-.'hI:.Ll' Vi B0
off the |:||.'mr= from MWew York and was met by a crowd of
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8 p.m. San Jose. St. James Park was so packed nobody
could move. The police, arms linked, had carved a narrow
alley along a chain-link fence leading up to the speakers’
pFﬂ.Hnl:r.l. Only one person at a ume, edging sideways,
could get through. As Kennedy came along the path, it
closed behind him. He was swamped, sh and hugged;
F.t':nm:i]}' 'i'l-'lf':l'l.l.]l:i Wl m'.*:h, [hﬂ:‘ll I .'IFI]:II_ ar, :._EI I'I'I'Iﬁl:iﬁg.

10 p.m. Los / . The dav 1s finallv over. Kenne:
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onro the trunk of his car during a pause in the motor-
cade. “What are yOUr names? ... W here do you go to

Kenne n:l" said. “Are you -un.:r:. Do vou read
s your favorite book?” One of them

arl —.si'ur-'- d him her report ¢ "at'd F-'.ﬂ:nnf-d}' studied it
carefully. “That’s very good,” d a quiet
moment, perhaps the nn]1. one in a hr- tiC dv' and Ken-
m.{|1. seermed h}f*nh W |:-rn|f-nh1n-'r it. The clﬂldun climbed
dow n, then the lictle girl called: "Kennedy! Will vou turn
around so my father can take vour J_-u_tun.' **' He did.
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with Kennedy, I asked him whar he would do if he lost
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the election. After a moment, he said, “I think I would
make this one effort, and, if it fails, T would § back to
my children. ... If you bring children into the world,
vou should stay with them, see them through.”

I noticed he had scratches on his ]L.lnr_‘l.~.. wrists and
neck.

April 8, 1968

Yesterday, Senator and Mrs. Kenned ¥ Went to a memo-
rial service for the Rev. Martin Luther King ar the
New Bethel Baptist Church in .'ﬂ":l]'u'n-"'[r n. Then [h::
walked 22 blocks through the streets where the previ-
ous might’s looting and |':r1.|rn|:1" ook place.

This afternoon they will fly to Atlantatoarrend King’s
funeral, but ar the moment I"..-:lulrdv s sitting in the dm-
ing room of H|1.|-.u| Hill, the .'l[]1l]"]'||.l use in McLean,

listening to an l:‘-:]:'-l rt on the farm problems of Indi-
ana, where there will be a primary soon. Under the r:':l':-lq_‘:_

"1l;||‘..r"L|'.ir':','{ '-'_"r-: :'-!' T‘._L:nr];‘d}".s S0M15, '.' hrjttnlph“r age -l

]II!: |"l" II.J. |.'|..iTLI'l. .'!l'h = '[hl'.' 1=

Jane 8, 1968

In Paul Fusco’s photographs (here ]
of the people along the tracks, as the hmmi\ funeral
train Pelsscs, it 15 ot |._'-|::||1. the taces :Irl- l:'!u* L]urht"-. |_|'|.!|1_
catch the eve, it is the hands.

Three women are seated at the edge of a crowded plar-
form, two of them holding small babies in their arms (Page
35). Behind them two others reach out toward the train.

ick woman kneels on the dirt, a white purse
g trom her arm, her hands locked in prayer.

A small hﬂ-}' holds his hands flart ﬂg;ﬂ:l'u'.l the [_u:}l_'[-tr:t:i
of his shorts.
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A man on cr L:'ln..hr_'z. waves one crutch ]n::' 110 the air.

-'d'a n l:}l'li,"l" WOITIAR Jl“:"['jﬂ a I:]HII.Ij 'I:!'Iii.:'t- ] |'IE:I' I‘Tl-i::-l._ll'h.
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them holds the hand of a third.

Three teenagers salure.

A white-haired man waves his straw hat in farewell.

Some hands hold American fl: others hold wild-
flowers.

An old man clutches his throar, and some [_u:r1]'~|1: tald
their arms, hiding their hands as if for protection.

."'L m.!m .'lnd a woman wave a big hand-letrered Sign:
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