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 The day began in an easy way--this day which was to writhe and twist with ugliness and hatred.  It 

began with a jaunty step and a smile and a laugh.  It began with an eagerness to the sky and the dawn of a 

new day in a dynamic life.  It began and went on swiftly and happily and no one knew.  For that is usually 

the way tragedy begins--no one knew.  Did I say no one?  That is not so, for there was one who planned and 

waited.  There was an ugliness which laid in wait, which stirred with a restless impatience.  The gods of 

evil laughed and watched; the circumstances fell into place. 

 

 A wave to the crowd, and quick remarks of happiness.  Faces turned and smiled back--but not all.  

For there was one--high in a lonely building.  One who smiled to himself and felt big and above everything 

with what he was going to do, for he knew that a nation would change that day.  And he struck quickly and 

without warning. 

 The stage was set.  A swift streak across the sky.  A cry of terror, a head bowed, unknowing, and 

already beginning to fade.  Arms cradling and asking, “Why?” and saying, “No!” with the lips as well as the 

heart.  Speed crashing through a motor, and anxious arms reaching to help and knowing deep within that 

there was no hope--but trying with knowledge and sincerity and--love. 

 And finally, a dullness--for there was no life--there was no life where once there had been 

brightness, vitality, and strength.  And there was emptiness. 

 And this emptiness was felt around the world. 

 People stared and laughed and said, “You’re kidding.  It can’t be true.”  And then the laughter died 

as reality struck--like the stroke of a mighty hammer crushing and pounding and making it hard to breathe.  

And dreams faded, incredulity stared, and, for a time, one wondered.  A nation so large--how could it be?  

But it WAS!  That would not go away.  That was to stay and breathe through a darkened, leaden sky, when 

even heaven cried that day. 

 A nation watched and wept. 

 School children felt the touch of history being real, and remembered a handsome face, kind, smiling 

eyes, a mop of thick, luxuriant hair; and in their youth, they wept for that which they would never know of 

him, for he was gone. 

 And others wept for many reasons. 

 They wept because the days were tense and paths ahead stretched darkened and unknown, and he 

who led, could lead no more.  They wept because a father never more would see a tiny face pressed upward 

to the sky, nor see the son grow proud and tall, a bit more somber because of things this day.  They wept 

because a lovely wife could no more smile across a room, nor feel the swift, strong surge of pride and love 

they shared.  They wept around the world because no orders would be given, and plans would change, and 

hopes must be reborn. 
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