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A crowd of demonstrators estlmated up to 3,000 gathered
outside Justice- Department yesterday to denounce Viet-

nam war and Chicago trial of eight men on eonspiracy

By I;Iaynes ,Tohnson“
Washington Post Statf Write

Arhngton y.e‘sterday morn
ing when Bob Houston
walked inside the yellow-and-

the -eard ' tables, stacks: .of
printed signs were piled
high. Bob looked for one

{ from New Jersey, his birth- .

place. He: couldn’t find any.
Then he drew out one from
Michigan, his present home.
HOMER RUPLE, the heavy
black stencil read. :
“He was a quiet boy, not
unruly,” his mother says.

ol ther.”
white canvas tent pitched "?”f“ or:

ide -the Potomac. On ¢ : o
e e o “His. neck. and. walked ot

played "the names.

end the identica

bearing the mamé~;

dead Vietnam soldier he had .°

picked at random. Ahead of
him iit the line wére two
priests ; carrying  the -names
of Clyde Cecil Collins and
Jeff Milkey, both. of Ken-
tucky. Behind him; two of
his frielids from Purdue dis-
. Alger

ay : m hono:;ed, that’%iau 7.
y with: ;

ton through' the city, past
the White House and on to
the Capitol, Like them all,
he performed

i By Jim MoNémara—The Wsshlnxton Post
‘charzes Dr, Benjamin Spock and. gthers asked fTor meeét.
“ing with the Attorney Géneral. Huge - metal doors’ of
"-vbluldlng‘ were bolted and secnnty guards stood on dnty

. A 1 _
., one- of ‘thousands- of, those .

"“taces in the crowd yesterday:. .
- on’ his mmarch from Arling-

:ritual of N,
clhg

: 'ws:nke the
}oueporieh.eil-‘hat’
he general moo ‘.

little ‘é,pportufﬁty,w S
people and to cry. X

“ “It's just like I’ve done the ;
middle-class thing, all the .

: way through, and I've been .

in touch with reality, and

‘this i§ the firSt ﬁme I’ve felt
i teality. .

See RUPLE, As, col. 7




'RUPEL, From Al

4] " keep thinking, oh,
God, my tears. Like I just
want to feel 10 times more.
?eo’ple are worth crylng
or i o

‘Just a l’erson’

He was silent a moment _

then: -~ .

“Homer - Ruple Junt a
person.”
. During his march, Bob
talked about himselr[ He
was, by.own portrait, just

another student: sometimes .

inarticulate, sometimes elo-

.quent: born in' New Jersey,.

*: father “an engineer, moved

.o ‘Dearborn, Mich., and: on °

“to Purdue, sophomore ‘¢lass,
thinking of . following ' his
»father's proféssion but now
doubtful. - :

C“That's’ where I stamted
: but'I have doubis fiow,” he
said. “I mean, you work s0

many.: formulas and . equa-"

~-tions, T'd rather. do people.”

“T mean, I was playing

games like‘evetyone .else,
- and now-there’s a feeling—
it’s so hard to describe. As.

far as myself, I got into -

~many things because -every-
one else was doing it, and I
got placed in circumstances

" like thab. But I've finally got
the feeling of what all these
people are irying to say.
Death and Beanty

“Like Washington’s reaily
‘nice, - The - surroundings.

From “what I've seen, the '
‘gsights are really great. But
‘then it just exemplifieg— -

well, it’s just such an ex-

treme thing that such beau- -

.tiful things deal with death
and people’s Hves in such a
matter of fact way, And the
place could really-be beauti-

ful but at the moment I

don’t think it ever can be.”

He didn’t speak of poljtics,
of the President or Agnew
or the Pentagon, or even of

- protests. -

T just hope somebody
feels a: little bit of what
theése people feel,” he said,
glancing down the line of

young marchers, each bear-’

. ing a name. “Just look. They
- don't have to speak Just
look in their faces.”
.When he passed the old

- Munitions YBuilding,...paint..
+ peeling, flags flying, ‘e no-
“ticed -the lines of -.office.
¢ ;workets - out' front silently

"watching the processlon

I really want, to reach
these people whocame . to

watch us,” Bob said. “Just to
have one of them look in my,

o HWe have a ’
- said,-“but of course we car’t

eyes and become a part of
‘me. I know very little of me
is going to,become part of
them, but it's all of us to-
gether all over the country.
That'’s the thing -we've been
. doing.”

Raln at White House L

By the time he reached
the White House, the heavy
gray clouds had thickened.
It began to rain. It was still
‘raining when he got to the
Capitol’ and deposited his

placard with the name of

Homer Ruple of Michigan. ;
Then he' left, still uncer-
tain about why he had be-
come, by chliance, the proxy
for Homer Ruple—or. who
Homer Ruple was. Bob
Houston had completed his
personal role in the story of

two -Amerijcans. Homér Ru-
ple’s; was harder to deter- !

mine. .
- At the Pentagon, Daniel
Z Henkin, the assistant sec-

retary in charge. of public:

affairs, said he couldn't find

out - about -Homer: Ruple .

without a serial number or a
more precise identification.
At the Veterans Adminis-
tration here, the informa-
tion man was helpful. But
the task was immense, He
would check and see. He
said something about a com-
puter bank with 28 millien
names of veterans. . -
On Capitol Hill, an assist-
-ant to. Sen..«Robert Griffin

‘(R-Mich.) said he would look

~intodt.
'Woman At r’en‘t;ni:

% 'He' had . the ;name.
. .'woman ‘at the Pentagon who

“'might be helptul; “The sena-
toi’s” office -had maade»_ con-

, tact with her before,

It was difficult, - the

know if.it's the: right one. .

"Rarp-le, : Homer Alfred Jr.

Army, Sp.5.; Born® 27‘,, July,
1938, . Died "2 -Feb., . 1968,
Three Rivers, Mlch » L
The operator put hl a call
to Thiee Rivers. No; there-
was no Hofner ' Ruple Sr. in

- the directory,* -she, said.

There was, however u How-
ard Ruple, a

At Howard Rupl thome

the woman was ‘confused.

Yes, ‘indeed, there; i3 a
Homer Ruple in Three Riv-

. ers, she said. He’s part:.of

her famjly She gave the

numoer. »

John Ruple. answered the
call. Yes, it was his brother
who died, he said quietly. “I
think you‘d like to talk to
my mother.” -

Career Soldier

“I don’t. want his name
used,” Mrs. Ruple said. “Not
for that purpose. He was
making the Army his career.
I do not want his name used
in that march.” - - .

She wasn't angry, just
firm about it. When she un-
derstood his name. already
had been used, she began
talking about her son. . :

“He was a quiet boy, not
unruly. I'd be a vety poor
mother if I didn’t say he
was one of the wonderful
ones. Bill--we called him

- Bill—presented the Michi-
~.gap, flag at the Pearl Har-

bor. Oh, what was jit? In ’66

“or '8%: it was. . Oh,” dear.:It

was onthe -back of that pic-

. ture we had, where it was,

but we put it.in- a foot-
locker with the rest of his
things and we still don't
want to get some of those
things out.” .

-Bill, she said, wasn’t mar-
ried. He was born and
raised in Three Rivers and
went to school there, theu
he quit. -

“Three Rivers’ Oh, we're

about 20 miles from the In-’
diana state line. It’'s just a .

lovely town to live .in. It's
not big, . like Kalamazoo.

Just a nice big friendly

town,

Enlisted At 16

"It was: when he was 16

‘when he joined up. The day
before he was'17, I.think. .

‘What did;;he look like. Oh,
my.. Well, he "was blond.
About'5 feet 5 or 6. Not too.
much taller than I am—and
the identical’ picture of. his
father ”

" 'Ruple Sr 85, is atruck

~driver. Theré are .three

other children in the family,
John, 18,- Martin, 16, and
Kimble, agirl, 17.

" “We were .just.-like - all
families, I suppose,” the
mother went on. “We were
close.. Bill just liked life.
He enjoyed it.”

“Of course, as he got
older, he was like everyone
else, and I wrapped my life
around him. And when-he
went from us. You just can’t
replace him at all.. -

“We had .a pact between
us. That whenever he'd do
something wrong he’d come

o et e
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. any: u
vgnll_hme

bty i
wnr, ,:hg said just before
" hanging el “But - maybe

| plished out ‘of it in the end »
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