
s7— F-7o weds 

Marcher Felt She fad to Do Something’ 
By MICHAEL T. KAUFMAN 
Miss Shirley Fadim stood in 

the street outside the River- 
side Memorial chapel yester- 
day morning. Her dark glasses 
could not hide the tears that 
wetted her face. 

A 47-year-old woman, she 
stood in a crowd of 4,000 
mostly young people, who 
had come to mourn Jeffrey 
Miller, the Kent State Uni- 
versity student from Plain- 
view, L. I, who was shot to 
death last Monday on his 
campus with three other stu- 
dents. 
With the rest of the crowd 

she strained to hear the 
speeches of Senator Charles 
E, Goodell and Dr. Benjamin 
Spock broadcast to the street 
from the service inside the 
chapel at 76th Street and 
4Smsterdam Avenue. She could 
not make out the words. 
Then, as the doors opened 

and the coffin was carried 
aut, Miiss Fadim and the silent 
people around her lifted their 
arms to form a sudden sea 
of V-signs, 

The cortege passed, and 
Miss Fadim fell in with the 
students who, without really 
knowing where they were 
going, moved up Amsterdam 
Avenue. 
Miss Fadim, who is a singer 

ind voice teacher, turned to a 
searded man next to her in 
vasual talk, half apologizing 
‘or her tears by saying, “I 
zot tired of crying and I felt 
{ had to do something so I 
came here.” She had been 
crying, she said, “ever since 
‘hat first nun burned herself 
nn protest to the war—how 
iong ago was that?” 
Now mixed with her tears 

there was also hope. 
“T feel that the mothers 

and fathers of these children 
rannot just sit back and 
watch these things happen, 
she said. “I believe in the 
cenacity of life. I hope that 
the vigor demonstrated by 
these children will bear fruit. 
“But mass is not enough. 
They meed force. They need 
che support of all of us, And 
chen maybe we will Jearn to 
ove this country as we did 
when we were 8 and 10 years 
oid.” 

At 86th Street the march 
sanded, and Miss Fadim dis- 
yppeared in the throng as it 
split Into small groups. Some 
vent to Central Park, others 
:o Columbia and others head- 
2d for Wall Street. 

® 

The fragmented crowd, 
wondering where it should go 
ind whom it should engage, 
stood as a metaphor for a 
arge part of the movement 
inleashed in the last week in 
‘esponse to the United States 

The New York Times {by Carl T. Gossett Jr.) 
SORROWFUL FAREWELL: A young woman on a roofiop 
signaled as funeral of Jeffrey Glenn Miller ended yester- 
day. Mr. Miller was one of four students shot and killed 
by National Guardsmen at Kent State University in Ohio. 

action in Cambodia and the 
shooting of the students. 
Throughout the metropoli- 

fan area, there were small 
groups gaining definition, 
working on specific projects. 
Columbia Law students re- 
searched Congressional races 
with-the view of aiding dove 
candidates, “Business stu- 
dents arranged meetings 
with executives of major cor- 
porations, Petitions were 
circulated in support of Con- 
gressional moves to cut de- 
fense funds. 

But mostly, there were 
marches, vigils and rallies, 
where speakers 
calls for unity of action. It 
was not so much a matter of 
groups acting as it was of 
individual people milling 
about and seeking ways to 
give force to their appeals. 

Miss Sandra Greer was in 
the Wall Street area to an- 
swer an ad for a job as a 
freelance editor. But as she 
looked for the address, a line 
of 150 students came by with 
hand-drawn signs saying 
“Law and Order—You Can’t 
Declare War Without Con- 
gress,” 

Miss Greer, who is 28 years 
old and has been to a num- 
ber of peace demonstrations 

repeated - 

in the last year, joined the 
march. 

Somewhere around Maiden 
Lane one of the marchers 

asked, “Where are we going?” 
“The Stock Exchange,” an- 

swered a few. 

“City Hall,” shouted a few 
others and one voice sug- 
gested, “Let’s take the Brook- 
lyn Bridge.” 

The marchers broke into 
knots of twos and threes and 
were quickly engulfed by the 
lunch-hour crowds. 

Miss Greer walked with 
two women law students and, 
at Broadway and Murray 
Street ,they were engaged in 
dialogue. i 

“Youre all a bunch of 
Communists,” a woman told 
ther. 

“No, they’re worse than 
Communists, they’re anarch- 
ists,” said a tall man in a gray 
topcoat. 

“IT am not a Communist 
and [’m not an anarchist,” 
answered Miss Greer. “Why 
don’t you join us?” 

“IT could never do that,” 
said the woman. “I’m a 100 
per cent American.” 

“So am I,” answered Miss 
Greer. “I was born in Cam- 
bridge, Mass. Haven’t there 
been enough murders in Viet- 

nam. All we are saying is it 
has to stop.” 

The woman said: “My son 
died over there.” 

Miss Greer answered. 
“Well, isn’t that a bad thing, 
a terrible thing?” 

The woman replied, “He 
died for his country.” 

® 

For a Tew minutes at the | 
Columbia University campus — 
some strikers were shouting 

“Shut it down!” while others 
yelled “Open it up.” 

The first group was picket- 
ing the buildings. The second 

was supporting a request 
that the university turn over 
its buildings and resources 
to students for use as a mo- 
bilizing center for antiwar 
protests, 

At Cornell, pickets sat in 
the road to keep a mail 
truck from coming in. “We 
helped you in your strike,” 
one of the students shouted ; 
to the driver. 

There then ensued a dis- 
cussion among the students 
as to the driver’s true role. 
Was he a worker with whom 
they were in solidarity, or 
was he an agent of a Gov- 
ernment with which they dif- 
fered. 

The group voted, deciding 
that he was a Government 
agent. They kept him out. 

At the University of Buf- 
falo, nightly forays by rock- 
throwing students and coun- 
ter measureres by policemen 
Jobbing tear gas have been 
ritualized into what one 
school administrator called 
“nightly fun and games.” 

There have also been 
marches in which students 
have tried to bring their slo- 
gans and messages to the cit- 
izens of. downtown Buffalo. 
On one of these, as 2,000 stu- 
dents marched, a grayhaired 
woman shouted to them, 
“Youre the scum of the 
earth.” 

A student shouted back: 
“Take off your bra and join 
us.” 

A peace rally had just end- 
ed at a shopping center park- 
ing lot in Hempstead, L.I, 
and a young man in his late 
teens was at a pay phone. 

“Mom, the rally just ended 
and there’s no way I can get 
home. Can you pick me up?” 

There was a long pause, 
and then the youth said: “Ah, 
Mom, ’m not going to get 
hurt and anyway there’s al- 
ways going to be bloodshed 
in a revolution.” 


