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Across 
the 

Potomac 
there 

glows 
a 

light, 
A 

silent 
sentinel 

in 
the 

night. 
It 

hovers 
near 

a 
hallowed 

place, 
- 

Where 
lies 

One 
loved 

by 
every 

race, 

His 
name 

will 
live 

in 
history, 

For 
He 

gave 
His 

life 
for 

you 
and 

me. 

An 
honored 

place 
He 

held 
in 

life, 
Blessed 

with 
two 

lovely 
children 

and 
a 

saintly 
wife. 

“A 
time 

to 
laugh, 

a 
time 

to 
cry, 

A 
time 

to 
live 

and 
a 

time 
to 

die.” 

These 
words 

were 
spoken 

by 
Him 

with 
pride, 

A 
few 

short 
hours 

before 
He 

died. 

Some 
angry 

bullets 
sped 

that 
ay, 

That 
took 

His 
useful 

life 
away. 

“Oh! 
why?, 

we 
ask 

with 
aching 

hearts, 
Why 

did 
we 

ever 
have 

to 
part, 

With 
One 

so 
gifted 

for 
His 

years, 
To 

keep 
Our 

Nation 
free 

of 
- 

fears. 

Greeted 
by 

all, 
where 

’ere 
He 

went, 
For 

He 
was 

Our 
Country’s 

President. 

To 
unite 

us 
all, 

He 
went 

His 
way, 

From 
state 

to 
state, 

He’d 
smile 

and 
say, 

“It’s 
nice 

to 
meet 

you”, 
and 

shake 
your 

hand, 
What 

a 
joy 

it was 
te 

meet 
this 

man. 

On 
a 

fateful 
day 

in 
mid- 

N
o
v
e
m
b
e
r
,
 

A 
day 

we 
always 

will 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
.
 

~~ 
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He 

went 
to 

a 
town, 

with 
His 

good 
wife, 

. 
Where 

a 
shot 

was 
fired 

that 
took 

His 
life. 

With 
grieving 

heart 
she 

took 
Him 

home, 
And 

His 
body 

lay 
beneath 

the 
Dome. 

; 

With 
coffin 

draped 
in 

regal 
state, 

While 
thousands 

came 
to 

stand 
and 

wait. 

Waiting 
patiently 

in 
the 

rain, 
To 

honor 
Him, 

who 
had 

been 
slain. 

For 
hours 

this 
sad 

procession 
went, 

past 
the 

bier 
of 

Our 
President. 

Also, 
to 

mourn 
this 

wonderful 
man, 

Came 
Royalty 

from 
other 

lands. 
Kings 

and 
Queens, 

and 
Princes 

came, 
And 

others 
too, 

of 
Note 

and 
Fame. 

The 
Royal 

and 
humble, 

in 
youth 

and 
in 

years, 
Tried 

vainly 
to 

stem 
their 

visible 
tears. 

As 
Honor 

Guards, 
their 

vigil 
kept, 

His 
widow 

came, 
and 

with 
soft 

step, 
Knelt 

beneath 
the 

drape 
light’s 

mist, 
And 

on 
His 

coffin, 
placed 

a 
kiss. 

Beside 
her, 

kneit 
their 

little 
girl, 

Who's 
daddy 

now, 
had 

left 
this 

world. 
What 

heart?, 
unless 

it be 
of 

stone, 
Would 

weep 
not 

at 
this 

saddened 
throne? 

The 
throne 

of 
grief, 

where 
the 

coffin 
lay, 

To 
see 

them 
rise 

and 
walk 

away. 
His 

little 
son 

had 
been 

there 
too, 

Awed 
by 

all, 
he 

stood 
to 

view.



But, 
shortly 

he 
was 

gently 
led, 

Into 
another 

room 
,instead. 

Too 
young 

to 
fully 

realize, 
Why 

the 
tears?,.in 

m
o
m
m
y
’
s
 

eyes, 
In 

the 
care 

of 
some 

fine 
army 

men, 
He 

was 
given 

a 
tiny 

flag, 
and 

then, 
As 

he 
held 

it tight 
in 

his 
baby 

fist, 
Asked 

‘one 
for 

daddy”, 
whom 

he 
missed. 

And 
now, 

there 
came 

from 
other 

sources, 
A 

caisson, 
drawn 

by 
six 

white 
horses. 

Waiting 
outside 

on 
this 

sad 
day, 

To 
bear 

the 
One 

we 
loved, 

away. 
With 

loving 
hands, 

the 
Guards 

did 
bend, 

To 
lift 

the 
coffin 

of 
their- 

friend. 
With 

mournful 
hearts 

and 
tender 

tread, 
Heard 

muffled 
drums, 

for 
the 

Honored 
dead. 

With 
a 

final 
prayer 

for 
this 

good 
man, 

She 
took 

their 
children 

by 
the 

hand. 
Then, 

silently, 
she 

walked 
away, 

As 
others 

leaving, 
paused 

to 
pray. 

As 
the 

coffin 
was 

borne 
down 

each 
stone 

step, 
The 

multitude 
just 

stood 
and 

wept. 
Slowly, 

the 
sad 

procession 
went, 

Back 
to 

the 
White 

House, 
where 

He 
spent, 

Those 
happy 

days 
that 

we 
all 

know, 
Before 

an 
assassin 

laid 
Him 

low. 
. 

The 
cortege 

slowly, 
made 

it’s 
way, 

Back 
to 

where 
He 

stood, 
one 

day. 

In 
the 

bloom 
of 

youth, 
and 

raised 
His 

hand, 
And 

took 
the 

vow, 
to 

protect 
Our 

Land. 

The 
church 

beils 
tolled, 

as 
they 

entered 
the 

gate, 
While 

bag-pipes 
droned 

of 
His 

sad 
fate. 

The 
bells, 

the 
pipes, 

the 
horses 

feet, 
Were 

the 
only 

sounds 
heard 

on 
the 

street. 

And, 
now, 

once 
more 

He 
had 

come 
home, 

To 
those 

He 
loved, 

and 
were 

His 
own. 

Alas, 
the 

hour 
had 

come 
too 

fast, 
To 

follow 
Him 

to 
His 

funeral 
Mass. 

What 
a 

touching 
scene 

for 
all 

to 
see, 

Not 
riding, 

but 
walking, 

Royalty. 

The 
Kings, 

the 
Queens, 

and 
princes 

too, 
And 

just 
plain 

folks, 
like 

me 
and 

you. 

Just 
behind 

Her 
Honored 

dead, 
Walked 

His 
widow, 

with 
bowed 

head, 

His 
family 

too, 
but 

doubly 
sad, 

There 
was 

one 
missing, 

His 
dear 

Dad. 

Because 
of 

illness, 
He 

couldn’t 
come, 

And 
be 

present 
at 

Mass, 
for 

His 
Martyred 

Son. 

Now, 
at 

the 
church, 

all 
sadly 

draped, 
Stood 

a 
mournful 

throng, 
and 

a 
sad 

Prelate. 

Altar 
boys, 

Priests, 
and 

Bishops 
too, 

Did 
weep 

as 
the 

caisson 
came 

into 
view. 

The 
grieving 

mourners, 
led 

by 
His 

wife, 
His 

devoted 
companion, 

to 
the 

end 
of 

His 
life. 

Now 
paused, 

outside 
of 

St. 
Matthew’s 

door, 
Where 

He 
had 

often 
come 

before. 

To 
pray 

to 
God, 

for 
inspiration, 

In 
helping 

Him, 
to 

lead 
Our 

‘Nation. 

H
o
w
 

He 
would 

kneel, 
and 

with 
bowed 

head, 
Receive 

HIM, 
from 

W
h
o
m
 

comes 
our 

daily 
bread. 

The 
Honor 

Guards, 
now 

once 
again, 

Bear 
the 

coffin 
of 

their 
friend. 

Then, 
the 

Cardinal 
Prelate, 

came 
to 

Bless, 
The 

flag-draped 
coffin, 

now 
held 

at 
rest. 

This 
holy 

man, 
with 

hair 
so 

white, 
Stooped 

to 
kiss 

the 
Stars 

and 
Stripes. 

With 
m
e
a
s
u
r
e
d
 

tread, 
that 

did 
not 

falter, 
The 

coffin 
was 

placed 
before 

the 
Altar. 

Then, 
the 

beautiful 
voice 

of 
a 

family 
friend, 

Sang 
“Ave 

Maria” 
for 

Him 
once 

again. 
Now 

the 
Requiem 

Mass 
began, 

For 
this 

great 
and 

noble 
man. 

The 
beautiful 

service 
of 

the 

Mass, 
Which 

was 
to 

be 
Our 

Loved 

One’s 
last. 

Reverently, 
and 

all 
in 

union, 

His 
loved 

ones 
offered 

their 
C
o
m
m
u
n
i
o
n
.
 

For 
the 

soul 
of 

Him, 
who 

on 
this 

day, 
Would 

all 
too 

soon, 
be 

laid 
away. 

With 
this 

Holy 
service 

ended, 
The 

coffin 
now 

is 
blessed. 

With 
Holy 

Water, 
and 

then 
Incense, 

That 
His 

soul 
be 

granted 
rest. 

Then 
the 

Bishop 
mounts 

the 
pulpit, 

And 
the 

crowd 
assembled, 

hear, 
Not 

a 
long 

and 
worthy 

Eulogy, 
But 

other 
words 

as 
dear. 

Instead, 
we 

hear 
again 

the 
words 

He 
penned 

in 
His 

own 
way, 

The 
thrilling 

Inaugeration 

speech, 
That 

He 
gave 

to 
all, 

that 
day. 

Never 
a 

challenge 
would 

arise, 
That 

He 
would 

not 
accept. 

A 
promise, 

m
a
d
e
 

in 
earnestness, 

And 
faithfully 

He 
kept. 

He 
spoke 

in 
fervor, 

with 
no 

effrontry, 
“Ask 

not, 
what 

your 
Country 

can 
do 

for 
you, 

Ask 
what 

you 
can 

do 
for 

your 
Country.” 

With 
these 

fond 
words, 

still 
in 

our 
souls, 

The 
bells 

again 
begin 

to 
toll. 

As 
tears 

did 
moisten 

each 

mourners 
face, 

The 
Guards 

again, 
resume 

their 
place. 

The 
aged 

Cardinal, 
with 

dee 

devotion, 
Followed 

the 
coffin, 

with 
sad 

emotion, 
His 

dear 
kind 

face, 
now 

lined 
with 

care, 

As 
He 

kissed 
the 

little 
girl 

kneeling 
there. 

Deep 
in 

His 
heart, 

He 

remembers 
the 

day, 
That 

He 
married 

this 
couple, 

so 
young 

and 
gay.. 

And 
baptized 

the 
children 

with 
whom 

they 
were 

blessed, 
But, 

now, 
with 

sad 
heart, 

He 

must 
lay 

One 
to 

rest. 
Solemnly 

the 
church 

bells 
rang, 

As 
the 

choir 
sweetly 

sang, 
“Holy 

God, 
We 

Praise 
Thy 

Name,” 
For 

Him, 
who-now, 

had 

ceased 
to 

reign.



Before 
the 

Guards 
bear 

Him 
away, 

Once 
more, 

the 
Cardinal 

came 
to 

pray. 

And 
then, 

in 
grief 

He 
slowly 

bent, 
To 

kiss 
the 

coffin 
of 

Our 
President. 

As 
the 

caisson 
moved 

up 
to 

the 
door, 

To 
bear 

it’s 
burden 

as 
before. 

All 
eyes 

were 
on a 

tiny 
boy, 

Who'd 
been 

His 
daddys 

‘pride 
and 

joy.’ 

He 
stood 

erect, 
so 

dear, 
so 

cute. 

And 
with 

tiny 
hand, 

gave 
a 

last 
Salute. 

H
o
w
 

torn 
this 

Mother's 
heart 

must 
be, 

As 
the 

grief 
on 

her 
face, 

is 
plain 

to 
see. 

Her 
Faith 

sustained 
her, 

standing 
there, 

As 
every 

Nation 
bowed 

in 
prayer. 

The 
cortege 

sad, 
had 

now 
begun, 

With 
tears 

of 
sorrow, 

for 
Arlington. 

In 
all 

the 
Countries, 

far 
and 

wide, 
There’s 

hardly 
oné, 

who 
hasn’t 

cried. 

The 
street 

lined 
with 

mourners, 
deep 

on 
each 

side, 
The 

beautiful 
horses 

even 
stride. 

The 
riderless 

horse, 
n
a
m
e
d
 

“Black 
Jack,” 

Meant 
that 

Our 
Leader, 

would 
never 

come 
back. 

The 
Flag 

that 
He 

loved, 
was 

borne 
close 

behind, 
And 

the 
“President’s 

Flag,” 
with 

gold 
entwined. 

— 

Each 
branch 

of 
the 

Service, 
represented 

in 
part, 

Especially 
the 

Navy, 
which 

was 
dear 

to 
His 

heart. 

Past 
the 

Lincoln 
Memorial, 

another 
great 

shrine, 
To 

another 
Great 

Leader, 
who 

gave 
His 

life, 
so 

sublime. 

Across 
the 

famed 
bridgé, 

to 
His 

last 
resting 

place, 

A 
scene 

to 
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
,
 

for 
the 

whole 
h
u
m
a
n
 

race. 

As 
the 

sun 
shone 

in 
splendor, 

on 
this 

hallowed 
spot, 

The 
horses 

paused, 
and 

the 
caisson 

stopped. 

The 
strains 

of 
sad 

music 
fell 

on 
the 

ear, 
As 

the 
Guards 

gently 
stepped 

to 
the 

side 
of 

the 
bier. 

When 
tenderly 

lifting 
the 

mortal 
remains, 

The 
Bag-pipes 

play 
softly, 

in 
tender 

refrain. 
“OH! 

Lord 
of 

all, 
the 

True 
and 

Brave,” 
To 

see 
Our 

Loved 
One 

grave. 
And 

know 
that 

now, 
we'll 

never 
see, 

Again, 
Our 

J
O
H
N
 

F. 
K
E
N
N
E
D
Y
.
 

The 
guards, 

stand 
in 

silence 
at 

the 
grave 

site, 
While 

over 
h
e
a
d
—
O
u
r
 

Air 
Force 

Might, 
Pass 

in 
formation, 

in 
one 

last 
attempt, 

To 
say 

‘
W
e
 

love 
you, 

dear 
President,”’ 

Then, 
lastly, 

the 
plane 

that 
took 

Him 
away, 

And 
brought 

Him 
back, 

on 

that 
sad 

day. 
The 

Cardinal 
blesses 

the 
coffin 

and 
grave, 

Of 
Him 

w
h
o
m
 

we 
loved, 

but 
could 

not 
be 

saved. 
As 

the 
Cardinal, 

prays 
aloud, 

Responded 
to 

by 
the 

gathered 
crowd, 

Away 
in 

the 
distance, 

the 
guns 

Salute, 
Then 

somber 
‘‘TAPS”, 

as 
all 

stand 
m
u
t
e
.
.
.
 

“
R
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
 

Him,” 
Dear 

God, 
we 

pray, 

+ s open 
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