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'It's Always With You'

For almost 30 years, the loss of 75 people in a pcrash has loomed over this West Virginia
town like a mountain. But slowly, Huntington is finding its way into the sun.

This article appeared in the Chicago Tribune magazine section on Sept. 5, 1999.
By JULIA KELLER
| was born with the sound of a railroad whistlarig ears, the mountains at my back and the riveryateet.

Everyone in Huntington, W. Va., was born that wagdwuse the city was captive to those elementscdalevas
spooned out of the West Virginia mountains, heaptdrailroad cars, then loaded onto barges andguigown
the Ohio River. Huntington, named for railroad maignCollis P. Huntington, was the spot where tlieosd met
the river.

If you lived along the Ohio River, as | did, yowtd stand on the bank and marvel at the greatcdlat barges
sliding past like dirty black wafers. At night, theearchlights would sweep the riverbank on eadb; shere was
something thrilling about being frisked by lightyasu stood on the bank, hoping your mother didalttyou inside
too soon.

Things are different in Huntington these days. Beeahe coalfields are no longer thriving, raifftcahas steadily
diminished. In the past three decades, Huntingfmopsilation has inched back from about 74,000 t0es65,000.

The river is still there, of course. The river anchemory.

At 7:37 p.m. on Saturday, Nov. 14, 1970, as a caild pecked at the ground and a nasty fog rolled ichartered
jet smashed into a scrabbly field about two milestwof Huntington's Tri-State Airport, some 30 setbefore it
would have landed. Everyone aboard was killed imbta

The crash site was a horrific mess of broken bodieisted plane parts and burned earth, upon wthierchilly rain
continued to fall, almost as if nature were tryingpropagate the spot anew.

Seventy-five people died on that plane, includirmstrmembers of the Marshall University footballneand
coaching staff, along with a contingent of prominiantington residents who attended all the garhes)e and
away. The plane was returning from Greenville, N.vthere the Marshall Thundering Herd had lostwsea§er to
East Carolina University.

To this day, the crash retains the dubious distnadf being the biggest sports-related disastét.is. history. The
victims included 37 players, 12 coaches and unityesgaff members, 5 flight crew members and 21rtspeople.
Those deaths left 70 minor children; 18 of thosé&oén lost both parents.
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Six of the dead young men could not be positivegntified; their remains, assigned to particularypts by process
of elimination, are buried in Huntington's Sprindl i©emetery.

To have been born and raised in Huntington, assl vgato remember the crash, and how the city sirmpimpled
beneath the collective weight of its sorrow, as eitywould. "For the people of Huntington," saiélrah Novak,
a Huntington native who is making a documentaryualite event, "it's like the Kennedy assassinatiwerybody
knows where they were and what they were doing vihey heard the news."

| was watching television that night with my siste€athy, 14, and Lisa, 8. | had turned 13 two sezklier. The
three of us were sprawled belly-down on the flebins cupped snugly in palms, faces angled atltheiigg
rectangle like planets toward a sun.

In the middle of the show there was, unscrollingpas the bottom of the screen, an announcemenmte llawn at
airport. Details to come.

The National Transportation Safety Board later wialgtermine that the plane had come in too lowt$dianding,
skimmed some trees whose branches extended inappiteach path, and exploded when it hit the ground

Two days after the crash, John Reed, then NTSBrohai said, "If it hadn't been for those trees(the pilot)
would probably have made it. It was that close.”

My father, James Keller, taught mathematics at KeltsWith so many funerals happening simultanegusi
Marshall's stunned athletic department was havidiffigult time finding enough university represatives to
attend them all. My father volunteered to give ¢lidogy at the funeral of Scottie Lee Reese, a H-gél
linebacker from Waco, Texas.

So my parents loaded Cathy, Lisa and me into auilya blue and white Volkswagen bus and took offWaco,
an approximately 1,000-mile drive from southwestfest Virginia. Scottie's funeral was held a wekt&rahe
crash at the Tolliver Chapel Missionary Baptist i

| would like to say that | recall the words my fetlspoke there, that whatever wisdom and eloqueesammoned
for the occasion enabled my 13-year-old soul tollsavel grasp the enormity of the Reese family's.los

But all | really can remember is looking around theirch at those stricken people and their frieavtb wondering
what they would do next. | meant it literally: Whaould they do when they went home after the funearad the
day after that, and the day after that? How woliy tgo on?

Almost 30 years after that plane disintegrated lbeak West Virginia field, | found that | was ktllondering.

How did those with loved ones on the plane -- thiégdeen, parents, siblings and friends of victimgver resume
their lives? "Sometimes it seems like 30 years"aspid Keith Morehouse, who was 9 when his fathed ih the
crash, "and sometimes it seems like it happenete igksy."

Then and now, | wanted to know how people livechwiich a loss, with the sudden, permanent demolitiche
way they thought their world would be. Where dogefgo?

Chester Reese is 71 now. He and his wife, Jimirai8ed six children in their Waco home: Ronalde§thbr Jr.,
Scottie, William, Dwight and Cheryl.

Four of their children went to Prairie View Univigys just outside Houston, Chester said. Scottieugh, received
a football scholarship to a place they'd neverdhe&rMarshall University.

They heard news of the crash from a radio broadcast
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"Scottie was a lovable boy. Very intelligent," Ctegssaid. "I'm not saying it because he was my baohhe was
good."

After nearly 30 years, the pain still is fresh eawbrning, Chester said, almost as if it renewdfitseernight,
culling from the darkness new power to hurt. "Yaun'dl forget it. You don't. It's something that haped and you
can't do anything about it. | have to accept it.

"l have my bad moments. | do." He paused. "I gehyncar and I ride. | ride out to the cemetery w=isd his grave.
| have a cry." He paused again, longer this tifs@metimes | can't talk about it."

Jimi, who helps her husband run Chat 'N' Chew, adVastaurant they own, said Scottie's favoriteblgakas
singing with a Huntington gospel group called tloellSSearchers. Asked if he was a good singer,alghkd softly
and said, "Well, he thought he was."

She described her son as "real friendly. Nobodyavstsanger to him." He loved football, loved W¢Bsginia,
loved telling the folks back home about his advesgun a faraway place where the terrain was aggras Texas
was flat, that seemed, in fact, like the exact gapigical opposite of the land he knew so well.

"l think about him all the time," Jimi said. "Sorimees it seems like he's still around somewhere, li& can't be
gone. When it gets round close to that day agastart to think about it harder. Along about thatet of (that)
month, it gets pretty heavy.

"It ran through my mind the other day, how old hesgd where he'd be."

Indeed, Scottie -- and all of the young men onMlagshall plane -- have now been dead longer they were
alive.

Her faith, Jimi indicated, remains a railing she gaasp when she feels as if she might be fallinggas brought up
not to say, 'Why him?' My mother said, 'He was dagned to you. The Lord wanted him back.' Neverstjon
what the Lord does."”

Cheryl Reese's 's memories of her brother are,dsarlear as the air on a perfect football aftemia the late fall.
She still has the last letter he wrote to her fidamtington.

"I remember how he laughed," she said. "And he digeat a lot. His favorite was my mom's potatada

The news of Scottie's death abruptly ended hedlobdd, Cheryl said. She was 10 years old. "It'sljks yesterday
to me. It was my wake-up call to life. When | caméhe house that night, my mother was cryingnmeenber
getting mad and thinking, 'Who made my mom cry tikat? Who's making my mom cry?' "

Then they told her what had happened.

Cheryl, 39, has always lived close to her paran#aco. She works for the U. S. Postal Servicerteen years
ago, she gave birth to twins. The girl, she findiicided, would be named Shayla.

The boy's name came easy. She called him Scottie.

The first few weeks after the crash, Mary Beth Rgpacalled, she would go to mass every day, camerand
lock herself in her bedroom.

Then she would scream.

Repasy, 76, doesn't scream anymore. The red wdundsohas been cauterized by time. But she remesiiss
son, Jack Repasy, who died at 20 aboard the Magdhak, with a clarity that cuts through the fdghe
intervening years.
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He was a big, handsome young man, who looked l&kéiformer Denver Bronco quarterback John Elwayt i
was in receiving, not passing, that Repasy distsigrd himself.

He was best friends with two other Marshall playeeckup quarterback Bobby Harris and offensivedjivark
Andrews, who had grown up in the same neighborfambgraduated, as Repasy did, from Cincinnati Moéligh
School, a football powerhouse in Cincinnati. Thep, were large and good-looking, possessing théralaathlete's
confident swagger, that casual grace born of phlpiowess and an absolute certainty that the woidtded them
well.

They borrowed one another's clothes, wrestled diresaes thrown on the floor, went fishing, gossipbout
girlfriends. They did everything together.

On Nov. 14, 1970, they died together.
"There was one blessing. They went in a hurry,"Wieth Repasy said.

She has stayed in close touch over the years waitha®d Betty Harris, 75 and 73, and Ruth AndrewsMark's
widowed mother. The families have a mass said gaahon Nov. 14 for their lost sons.

Bob Harris Sr. and Mary Beth's late husband, JolpeRy Sr., did their screaming in another way: dayght
answers from the NTSB about the cause of the crester satisfied with the answers they were givemf
bureaucrats who seemed, to a grieving father'sof#yinking, to have something to hide. "We wer¢hbeery
angry," Bob said bitterly.

The Harrises had driven to North Carolina to watdir son play. They asked him to ride back witnth but he
said he needed to be with the team. They heardettvs about the crash at a service station onwairhome.

Right after her son's funeral, Betty went back tokyv"l wanted to be busy,"” she said. "l had td' I$he called her
boss at the Internal Revenue Service in Cincinttadiigh, and told him to ask co-workers not to nognher son,
not even to express sympathy.

It is only in the last few years, she said, tha Bhs been able to talk at length about Bobby antfone other than
family members. She has six other children. Whatius hurt -- remembering Bobby's smile, his laugh,way
he'd effortlessly pick her straight up off the gndufor he was a strong boy -- now brings her aigoeace.

A funeral for the three boys was held at Cincinideller, site of so many of their athletic triungp\s was the
case for all the crash victims, the caskets wersed. Betty regrets that, even though she knoweetison: The
catastrophic nature of the accident had left trdidsoscorched and torn.

"It makes you never quite believe it," she saidotiXhink he'll come walking along."

Ruth, who has two daughters, agreed. "We neveank. It took so long to imagine him dead. You néadee
him dead to accept the fact that he's not comig.ba

The grief, all agreed with a chorus of nods, n&a&s away. It advances and retreats, it intensiies almost
unbearable point and then backs off, but it nesavés.

"No," Bob said, shaking his head. "It's always withu." He added, "I didn't cry. | never have. I'ot able to. |
wish | could."”

He was the golden boy. Teddy Shoebridge was harelsmeh charming, with a big, sly, easy grin. He was
crackerjack athlete, too, a young man who woulceHaad to choose between football and baseball. &$epro
material in either sport.
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Teddy was Marshall's quarterback. He came from hynst, N. J., a city just outside New York, wherey still
remember. The scoreboard at the Lyndhurst High &dbotball stadium is named in his honor.

"He was a great kid. Just a great kid," said EBabvatore, longtime sports columnist for the Hugtiom
Herald-Dispatch. "He was a star, no doubt abdut it.

Salvatore, 77, knew them all. All the players oa 1970 team, their parents, the statistics, theopatities. It was
his job to know: He had covered Marshall sportsSf@ryears when he retired in 1986. Earlier thig yiading
himself with time on his hands -- his wife, Joanin&d died recently -- Salvatore rejoined the neywspdt was the
place he felt most comfortable, his second home.

When he thinks about the crash, Salvatore saidngri first pictures that cross his mind are #we$ of Teddy's
parents, Ted and Yolanda Shoebridge. Of all themiay they seemed the most devastated, the mdtsreldathe
most inconsolable. Years later, Salvatore recaledanda still would call him at the office latersght, sobbing
into the phone.

"What could | say?" Salvatore said quietly. "Whatildl | tell her?"

Terry Shoebridge, 40, Teddy's brother, describeddmily's sorrow this way: "My parents' heart wigped out on
that day and it was never put back."

To his brothers Terry and Tommy, 45, who still limethe Lyndhurst area, Teddy was a hero, an malgtically a
god. How could it have been otherwise?

In the dining room of the comfortable home thatrfean accountant, shares with his wife and twongpchildren,
the Shoebridges gathered around the table to alitaheir lost prince.

"I was 17 years old," said Tommy, a big, powerfadking man who coaches the Lyndhurst High Schaoatfall
team. He was talking about Nov. 14, 1970, the tHay ¢hanged everything. "I came home and my matiasr
hysterically crying. My dad was pacing in the ydrdouldn't get a straight answer out of anybody."

Yolanda, 73, so frail from cancer that she hadest between sentences, recalled that her parisst pvas the one
who arrived to break the news to her and her lagband, Ted Shoebridge Sr. "In 29 years, it seikayésterday
and they're going to tell me all over again.

"He was No. 14. He loved 14 and 44, whichever nurttiiey would let him have. | see a license platén i or 44
and | think, 'See? He's there. He's telling me thee.' "

Yolanda and her two surviving sons have been iemd many times about Teddy. When national magazsuich
as Time and Sports lllustrated or networks sucBSBN present stories about the crash -- usuallythea
anniversary date, typically pegged to Marshalllpssing new reputation as a football powerhouseaturally they
head for the quarterback's family. Quarterbacksabvays good copy. Quarterbacks are stars.

Even in death, it seems, Teddy Shoebridge is th® goy.

"I don't mind talking about him," Yolanda said, Haeise | want my son to live on and on. I'm notrsgyhis
because I'm his mother, but he was the greatesfokid ever want to know."

She has never let go. She never will. "My mothezdiwith this every day of her life," Terry saidesanly, almost
in awe. You can talk about closure, you can talkualputting things behind you and getting on wité, Ibut for the
Shoebridges, time stopped on Nov. 14, 1970. Alriesally: In the family's garage, where Ted Sn fas car
repair business, hangs a 1970 calendar. The lestdarked off is Nov. 13. The calendar was nevangkd, never
replaced; it hangs there, waiting.
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Yolanda and Ted Sr., who died of a heart attackyears ago, raised their remaining sons with lowk @are. But
they never got over Teddy's death. Anyone willyell that, anyone who knows them, including theirss Yolanda
will tell you that herself: Never, never, neveryage never. The word -- an echo in a dark caveeepls coming up
in her conversations: Never.

"| feel bad that | always told him, 'Good thingsre®to good people,' " she said, shaking her hédtht's what |
always said."

In 1990, she and her husband returned to Huntinfgiothe 20th anniversary of the crash. "l was lsal gve went.
It was the greatest trip," she said. "It easedotiia some."

Grief, said Tommy, does funny things to time.

"Teddy was always older than me, always so muckmwisn twice his age now. He only lived 20 yedst he'll
always be my older brother."

Athletes, the good ones, leave vapor trails of ntigmdnen they fly by. "Let me tell you about the migvhen. . . ."
"Were you in the bleachers on the day of. . . ddI9, or maybe not so oddly, sporting events oftemenjoyed
more in retrospect than when they're actually hapggein front of your eyes. The stories are whatterathe tales,
the legends, the passionate retellings.

Everybody in Lyndhurst, it seems, has a Teddy Sthdgb story.

"They don't forget him," Yolanda said, with a sktion that seemed momentarily to lift her up ouber pained
hunch. "It's a circle that doesn't end.

"l have so many letters that he wrote to me overytiars. | keep them in my Bible. | read them wirardown."

The day after Teddy's death, Yolanda went to churble priest thanked her, she recalled. "He sdal showed
people you don't hate God.' | don't. If you lookl @earch, you see God is not a mean person."

The team that died Nov. 14, 1970, was having ahitgegr. That made the crash all the more poigmemtonly had
Marshall lost that day's game with East Caroliral4, but, with the loss, the Thundering Herd hadrgnteed
itself another losing season.

In the previous 17 years, Marshall had enjoyedtjuste winning seasons. The record in that stré&tkt13.

"Marshall was a poor school with no facilities,ids&alvatore, who had complained bitterly in hituoans, year
after year, about the lousy conditions in which &eall athletes were forced to play. Fairfield Staain
Huntington's west end "had been falling apart abéak as 1940, the first time | saw it," Salvatdeelared. And
nobody had taken a hammer or a paintbrush to gtenguhulk in the ensuing years.

West Virginia University, he argued, always had dtee legislature's ear; it was the priority. Ntatswas the poor
cousin, the afterthought. Marshall was the secdadepstate school in a second-rate state, a b@t@e¢ople made
fun of. Still do, in fact.

As Salvatore pointed out, however, Marshall's ttesitonly seemed to strengthen the bond betweecitthand the
university. Townspeople rallied 'round the downtted team. "It was a siege mentality."

Sick of second-rate status, tired of being ignohdrshall's coaches started taking shortcuts. 691the
Mid-American Conference, in which the universityngqeeted, suspended the team indefinitely for moae 00
recruiting violations. The NCAA put Marshall on epear probation.

And then came the crash.
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In the nearly 30-year span since that black Novemigt, however, a remarkable thing happened: N&ls
football has become phenomenally successful. Sif66, the Herd has been the nation's winningekigml
football team, with a record of 101-25. It playsaishiny new stadium. The 1999 team, which opened¢ason
Saturday against Clemson University, was pickeskieral pre-season polls to win the MAC, which ntlge
readmitted Marshall.

That renaissance is the subject of an upcomingrdentary film for public television, "Ashes to Glghpy
Deborah Novak and her husband, John Witek.

"In my heart, | feel this is the greatest sportsgysever," declared Novak. "But | don't think thiscumentary could
have been made before now. Only now, 30 years katempeople willing to talk about this.

"Everybody has a spin on this story. But it's aystd courage.”
It is also, of course, a story of change.

Dave Wellman, 46, Herald-Dispatch reporter, sditkéd to be, I'd go somewhere in the 1970s, antaflla
Marshall shirt on, people would say, 'Oh, the plarash.' Now, they say, 'Oh, Randy Moss."' " Moghesformer
Marshall receiver, infamous in Huntington for h@ament to Sports lllustrated in 1997 that the ctashlly wasn't
nothing big," now a star with the Minnesota Vikings

Marshall's football success has brought about,gperimevitably, less emphasis on the crash. Thatthen. This is
now. And now means, increasingly, sweet victory.

Wellman rested an elbow on his desk in a quieteoon the Herald-Dispatch newsroom. "It was justsw ago,"
he said.

He was a Marshall student when the plane went dde first few days, he said, were "absolutelygtgnching."
The city, like the campus, was devastated. Stonelowws were draped in black. Everything seemed toappening
in slow motion.

Then time went by.
"Every year, it gets a little less emotional,” Wedin said.

Keith Morehouse, 38, was one of the six childreehe Morehouse, the broadcast voice of Marshaltats,
who died in the crash. Keith, sports anchor for VESA Huntington television station, is the playigy man for
Marshall football.

He was 9 when the plane went down. Over the ybarbas been a frequent target for interviewersusechis
story is so wonderfully symmetrical -- son picksfather's fallen microphone -- but Keith neverdité such
intrusions.

"Hundreds, both locally and nationally,” he saistiraating the number of times he has been askedewtewas on
the night of the crash. "But | don't mind. For angavho asks the question, it's the first time treeg'sked it. They
don't know the answer."

He and his siblings were watching "The Newlywed @athat Saturday night, Keith recalled. The pharegr His
mother answered it, shrieked -- and everything ghdriorever.

"I remember my father as being very gentle, reity. We'd listen to him on the radio, wrappingtiwp games,"
Keith said. On the bookshelf behind his chair daack-and-white portrait of his father: a thin-fdcéespectacled
man with a shy, earnest smile.
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"In some ways, | feel kind of fortunate, as funsytiaat sounds. We will always remember him in hisip. We
never had to see him grow old."

His mother, who died in 1989, never really recodekeith said. She moved away from Huntington afier
youngest child left home, but her memories folloved wherever she went, always ready to tap hénen
shoulder. "She worshiped my father. She once ta@dhat if she was in downtown Huntington and shve Isian
across the street, she'd still get chill bumps."

On a beach vacation after graduation from Huntindgiayh School, Keith met a young woman who had just
graduated from crosstown rival Huntington East. keme was Debbie Hagley, a name that instantlyneged for
Keith: She was one of six children of Ray and $kitHagley, the team physician and his wife who dhetthe
crash.

Keith and Debbie, 38, were married a few years |atiéer both graduated from Marshall. They aregheents of
two children.

"l don't think about the crash itself," Debbie sdtout once a day, for about a split second, itspiopo my mind that
| really wish my parents could have seen my ki&hé and her siblings were raised by their grandpsure

Her grief, Debbie said, has had a discernible ¢tajg. "It took several years to get to a certaosmp But then, it
came to a standstill. For the past 10 or 15 ydaesfelt the same way. I'm OK with it. | say, 'Nbarents were
killed in the Marshall plane crash,' and | can sayithout crying."

She paused. "They were 33 when they died. I'm ald®r that now. Sometimes | think, 'Were they egally
here?""

Several of her friends recently have suffered thhoilne deaths of their parents, Debbie said. d firyself
thinking, 'Well, for me, that's over and done witiae already been through that.'"

Many of the children orphaned by the crash eitkeyexd in Huntington or, after leaving the city,ureted.

"When you're young," said Kevin Heath, 40, whosept, Emmett and Elaine Heath, died in the craahy think,
'How can | get away from home?' When you're olgeu, think, 'How can | get back?' "

Kevin and his wife moved back to Huntington in 1@8&r several years away. At first they were saddeby the
memorial service sponsored by Marshall each Nov. 14

A decade ago, however, their daughter Molly wasfwor Nov. 14. "Now it's a happy day for us, notad sne,"
Kevin said.

When the phone rang Nov. 14, 1970, Kevin was atehbynhimself. His sister had just dropped him kffowing
their parents would be there shortly. Kevin answéhe phone. The housekeeper for H. D. and Josephioctor,
his parents' best friends and Kevin's godparerds, wsterical; she apparently forgot to whom she tatking and
blurted out that the plane had crashed. Your par@mil the Proctors, she told Kevin, are all dead.

"l just went and hid in the closet," he said. "Thegd to come and find me. I'm sure | was in shock."

Still, he holds no grudges, bears no one any lll Withink | got over it pretty quickly becausenas so young,"
Kevin said, with a shrug in his voice. "My oldeobrer and sisters took care of me. You find out lroywortant
family really is."

Chuck Landon, 47, says his grief for the crashimist'stays vivid. It was such a staggering exp&eéch

In 1970, he was a 19-year-old Marshall junior. Ked in the same dorm as most of the football ptey€he

2/9/2008 10:49 Al



Marshall University Football Team Tragedy (1970) http://members.aol.com/jeff1070/marshall2.t

9 of 10

players were his buddies. He can still see thehismmind's eye, Landon said. He turns a corneetdeys and
thinks, "It's Dennis Blevins! Hey, Dennis!" befdne realizes, with a sickening swoop of emotiont Dennis
Blevins is dead, that he died in 1970.

"You look in the mirror and you see how you've dah In your mind, though, they haven't changeall Atsaid
Landon. "Instead of the boys of summer, they're the eternal boys of fall."

Before the crash, he had harbored no journalistibitons, but afterward Landon became sports edittine
Parthenon, the student paper. Editor Jeff Nathandied in the crash.

Landon lives in Charleston, W. Va., and writes artgopcolumn for the Charleston Daily Mail. He hab to the
crash site twice, seeking some kind of resolutsmme elusive closure, for the emotions that akgail

"l keep thinking," he wrote in a 1998 column, "#rmptiness and the melancholy will forget to malartannual
visit. But each Nov. 14, they arrive again."

My father never talked about the crash.

On our way home from Waco, my mother rode in thekla the van, and my sisters and | took turnsroptf
sitting beside my father as he drove those lonesuites from Texas to West Virginia.

When it was my turn, | kept hoping he would disctiescrash with me, because | would have felt savgrup to
talk about such a momentous topic. But he didnitals a long and quiet ride.

My father died in 1984, at 52, after a brief strieggith lung cancer. Never, in all of the conveiwas | had with
him during the last solemn weeks of his life, die talk about the crash or, for that matter, ab@ithcision as a
young man to remain in Huntington, spurning jokea$ffrom other universities throughout the years.

Somehow, the two ideas seemed linked in my mindak as if my father, like Huntington, could negeite shake
the notion that he deserved whatever happenedrpthat he was powerless to resist. Indeed, thaseankind of
lyrical fatalism in my father, just as there wadNtest Virginia. He was a brilliant man, a gifteddber and a
troubled soul; he lived too long in the shadowhafse mountains, | think, and allowed himself tay&irthat
shadows move according to the position of the $hey are not permanent.

When | return to Huntington to visit his grave nh atruck by how the city has transformed itseltesithe crash and
all the sadness. Yes, the population has fallentHaunks to a new medical school and overflow fthm
consolidation of other state schools, Marshallkment has almost doubled, from about 8,500 iAQL&® more
than 16,000 today. And there is, of course, thavelaus football team, the one in the bright graad white
uniforms, the one that wins far more often thdnses.

Three decades is a long time, except when it isn't.

The question that had pushed me back to the craghither grief? -- ended up pushing me forwardbdk at the
night sky," Leon Wieseltier advises in "Kaddishis h998 chronicle of the Jewish prayer recited suming a
loved one. "You are not seeing only the light af #tars. You are also seeing the journey of the 6fjthe stars
toward you." | asked about the progress of griaf,Ibearned about the purpose of memory.

| recall quite clearly my thoughts on that Sundaymmng after the crash. | tried to imagine the scerside the
plane just before it hit. Who was sitting where?dMmas talking to whom? Who was thinking what?

A plane burrowing through the night sky had alwagemed to me -- a kid whose first flight lay sorfieyéars in
the future -- like a wonderfully snug place, a eadpghat would enfold you like the warm palm ofupped hand. |
had a picture in my mind of the passengers sittiqgairs on each side of the long, low-ceilinged,rand | could
almost hear the wisecracks and the big, boominghisucould feel the elbow in my own ribs when soowsbasked
his seatmate if he'd heard what that guy three ignthere had just said, wasn't that a hoot, carnbgtieve he
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really said that?

| could see the pilot and co-pilot, calmly efficien their seats, facing a control panel deckedwtht lights and
dials and switches, peering through the rain agddo a glimpse of -- yes, there they are -- tigats of Tri-State
Airport.

That was where my imagination always faltereddinbt, could not, envision the crash. | was natriesgted in the
crash itself, only in the moment just before. Whasvaughing, who sleeping, who thinking about irggnd or
combing his hair? Who was coughing? Who was lookmigat the river?

Because it has been almost 30 years since that thghserrated edge of grief has been, for mo#tade who had
loved ones on the plane, rubbed by time into a $imobject. It doesn't draw blood anymore. They camy it
around with them now. They can touch it at odd mtse

They can touch it in much the same way that, pexd@pyears ago, some might have brushed a yours son
sleeping face with their fingertips, wondering whitd of man he would grow up to be, how many aleildhe
might have, what special destiny awaited him justil the road.
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