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Last spring, abeut the lime the leaves were budding, 3 man decided
te test that recurrent, highest promise of the American dream. He
decided to rus for President.

Robert Francis Keanedy was fertune’s darlizg, seme sxid. Sen of
one of America’s weslthiest families, infinesntial seaster, brether ts 2
partyred President and, as the martyr teok o8 the liseamentis of
folk-bere, heir te anm incomparably rich pelitical legacy of geodwill
and sympathy, He was the new expencst of the legendary Kensedy
mystique, idealism’s new standard-benrer, the Sew champion of the
poor.

New it is winter, the werld iz mo mewer, and these same leaves have
long since [allen on 2 hillside in Virginia, skittering drily scress the
grave of Robert Fraocis Keanedy. Alongside the brother whese dreams
be shared and from whose torch ke took his fire, Rabert Kexnedy alse
faces now the city that was Cameclot te beth. The sezsom advances, the
world rolls, the people have selected anether, net Kennedy.

And in the night, when the wind blows scress the Potemae River
and wp the forlorn Arlington Rillside of the dead, Robert’s grave s Bt
by the fitfol ficker of the eternal fame that burns abeve Jahn, but
shares the light

One man decided that Robert F. Kennedy should nst be President
of the United States. The voters whe might have clected him were
disenfranchised by a gun. Hopes were pinned elsrwhere or abandened,
old allegiances forgoticn, new oncs made—all because of one little man
with a 22 pistol

The assassin’s name is Sirhzn Bishars Sirhan, and theugh he has
pleaded innocent, that ke shot Kennedy is beyond dispute; he was
seized before he finished shooting. What is pertinent, sad what the
defense will hinge upen, his attorney Eays, is “Why &id he do it? Is
he responsible?”

These questions may ene day be answered, hepefully at Sirhan's
trial which opens Tuesday. It woald be socially profitable for us to
know.

e ——————————




o o e v At B e i [ R ks il b =

REPRINTED FROM THE LOS ANGELES TIMES, SUNDAY, JANUARY 5, 1569

CWGMLHWHT_-‘

SIRIIAN-THE WANDERER-
NEVER FOUND HIS WAY

Life Background Told by Those Closest to Him

BY ROBERT C. TOTH and DAYE SMITH
T Sta? Writers

In Arabic the name Sirhan means “wanderer.”

In the Iittle villages near Jerusalem—in what
onee was Palestine and is now Jordan and Israel—
many distantly related families bear the name. Yet
fow people exemplify it as does Bishara Salameh
Sirhan, now patriarch of a famous family.

Bichara, 55, has visited at least three times in
the United States, where in 1957 he left his wife,
Vlary; daughter, Ayda, and three younger SOIS,
Adel, Sirhan and Munir, and returned alone to
Jordan, taking the family’s money with kim In
June of 1968, he and Mary were divoreed, after
11 years of court action in which he accused her
of infidelity. A priest called him a liar, and his own
eldest sons, Sharif and Saidallah testified that he
tortured them by burning them with hot irons.

Today Bishara lives in his boyhood village of
Taiyba, near Jerusalem, where ke shuns his neigh-
bors and they, in turn, repeat old stories of Sirhan
family violence. Some of the stories are ungues-
tionably false, but the villagers, significantly, believe
them.

Sirhan's Early Traumas

Though Bishara has not vorked since 1937, he
lives in one of the town's most substantial stone
houses, and, at his death, he will go to the most
imposing mauscleum jn Taivba's cemetery. Its
portal stone proclaims n Arabic: “This is the tomb
of Bishara Sirhan” There is no mention of kis
family.

Sirhan was born March 12, 1044, in Jerusalem's
Russian Hospital

Bishara is the sole informant about Sirhan’s
earliest years, and though he did not say so immedi-
ately, in later interviews Bishara said Sirhan saw

“In 1948 he saw many things,”
says Bishara, “woundings and
sufferings . . .7
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violence in the 1948 Arab-Israeli war that was
~traumatic” to him.

“In 18 he saw many things,” savs Bishara,
«wourdings and sufferings .. .” Sirhan was injured

in the war"—not physically, but “in his head and
heart.”

Tte first such wound was infAicted, he says, when
he znd Sirhan went one day from their home in
Jerusalem's Musrara sector to the post office in
the O!d Walled City, via the Damascus Gate, and
an explosive-filled barrel was dropped near the
gate and blew up. “The ground shook, the walls
shook. Sirhan cried from his heart. He fell down
1 thought ke was dead, fnished. I waited and after
) minutes he cpened his eyes. ‘Daddy,” he said . ..”
{Here Bishara hits the table, muttering in Arabic,
and his eyes moisten; when he resumes talking, thers
is no audible emotion in his voice, however.)

“‘Can}-mwalk?'laskedbim_ He could not walk
but he didn't want me to carry him, lest 1 get tired.
Iragine! We saw the yard full of blood—ahbout 40
or 50 killed. The yard was full of pieces of meat.
‘Daddy, I don’t want Lo see it’ he said, and I covered
his eyes until we passed the sight. He was s0 fright-
ened he spent two days in bed.”

Describing the same incident arother time, it is
interesting to note, Bishara revealed that the
explosion occurred before he had completed his
errand. After Sirhan had revived, Bishara went on
with his business, and it was when he was taking
Sirhan home, back through the bloody scene at the
Damascus Gate, that Sirhan protested at the sight.

Another time, Bishara says, on another errznd
to the post office. a mortar shell exploded with such
force nearby that Sirhan fellof a stzirway, suffering
a bruised cheek and bloody nose.

It was amid the explosions of shells that the
family fled its tioy 7-by-10-foot room in Musrara
in 1248, when Sirhan was 4. They hid in the room
{or two days and nights, Bishara recalls, while fight-
ing raged in the city. Finally, he says, “a British
officer told us to go, SO We Tall away without any-
thing, no furniture, To clothing, no shoes.”

They fed to the Oid Walled City in Arab Jeru-
salem, moving into a house forrerly occupied by
Tews, while refugee Jews tocok sanctuary in tkeir
abandoned roora in Musrara.

Bishara lost his job after this war and “it was
very hard for two years,” he sarFs. *Then ! went
<0 Ariman where I met a British major I had worked
sor bere and he gave me a job on water supplyina
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Jordan army camp.” This appears to have been
Bishara's only steady job from 1343 urtilthe family’s
move to America in 1957

When first told of Kennedy's assassination,
Bishara said, “I'm stupefied. I'm shocked. This is
the blackest day of my life . . . 1 am very sOrTy. 1
brought my children up 2s best I could and to fear

&irhan, ke said, “was a talented boy, more than
his four brothers. How he came to this is bevend
rme.” Sirhan was a “very gentle, polite, quiet and
humble boy, interested mainly in books. It's beyond
comprehension how he could have committed such
a terrible act on his own initiative without having
been put up 1o do 1t by some other people . . . My
son was a good Christian all his Lfe. He could not
have dore such a thing on his cwn. Someone must
have pushed him into it.”

M

Qirhan was “religious, clever.
Every Sunday he went to Sunday
school. He prayed before going
to bed.”

M

“In Jerusalem,” Bishara recalled, “the children
were good, were satisfled.” Had they ever reguired
discipline, physical punishment perhaps? Bishara
locked intent for a moment, then said, “Sometimes
you had to beat them.” But had he ever burmned
ihem with a hot iron? Bishara shock his khead: no.
And had he ever beaten Sirhan? “Sirhan was good.
I rever hit him,” Bishara said.

The question is repeated later, and again ke denies
it, eves darting from place ta place: “No, never.
Never . . . hever . . ."

Then what of Sharif and Saidailah? Why had
they left home in their early teens? “This is not
important,” said Bishara “No one is perfect . ..
I've seen many things in my life. People change
the truth . . . Inside the family I don’t want to
speak about”

But one more question: why did he leave his
family in America in 19577 “I came back because
of my mother. She is 90,7 said Bishara, waving
toward the village. But she does not live in the ¥il-
lage. nor with Bishara; she lives next door, with a
brother Bishara has not spoken to since 1933, and
Bishara and his mother do not spezk either.

As a child, Bishara said, Sirhan was “religious,
clever. Every Sunday he went to Sunday school.
He prayed before going to bed.” Bishara added, as
praise of his pious son, that “he never went out to
play, never . . . I like Sirhan very much. The
neighbors, teachers, they all said he was the best.”

Sirhan was so well behaved and pious, Bishara
said proucly, that he frequently disapproved of
other children’s language. Sometimes he would
bring a friend home and be a perfect heost, but after
the boy left. Sirhan would say, ~that boy uses bad
language. Don't ever let him in the house again”

After feeing Musrara, the Sirhans moved into a
building at the corner of El Malak Road and Sug
el-Hussur Street, a poor but clean neighborhood in
the Old Walled City. The building housed a store

HIS NAME MEANS "WANDERER'—He was injured
in the war between the Arabs and Israelis in 1948,
his father says of Sirhan Sirhan, not physically, but
" woundings, sufferings in his head and heart.”
Tuwes plota

on the ground floor, a stone stairway to a common
toilet on: the landing, and three rooms on the second
floor. Each of the rooms was occupied by an entire
family.

The Sirhans’ room was was a split level, 15-by-30-
foot Toom, vast by contrast to their Musrara home.
A rain reservoir on the roof was the water supply,
the walls were unpainted, and a single kerosene
lamp was the sole light. It had a domed ceiling and
a grilled window overlooking the street

Alse moving into the house after the 1948 war
were two Arab Muslim families—refugees from parts
of Jerusalem that later became Israel—those of Amid
Yousef Hashima and Esu Jubran.

‘A Very Secretive Family’

Mrs. Hashima remembers the Sirhans as “a very
secretive family. They seldom spoke to others and
they didn't allow their children to play in the streets
with others . . . The mother always talked about
Jesus and religion” But, she adds, they didn't act
supericr to their reighbors, just aloof.

They never discussed faruly troubles with Mrs.
Hashima, “but there were differences between kim
and his wife about the children. He kicked out the
eldest sons and the mother didn't like it.”

The Sirhans seemed poor al the beginning. Mrs.
Hashima recalls, “but then the mother became a
missionary. She spoke English very well. She was
intelligent. She got gifts from the church for the
family—clothes and games for the children”

In the early 1930s, she recalls, Mary Sirhan was
no longer a pretty woman, after a disease caused
her lower lip to pull to one side. Mrs. Hashima
says she thought Bishara wanted to divorce Mary
after her disfigurement, although there was never
any talk of another woman.



Sirkan, she savs, was definitely Bishara's favorite,
and “you respected Sirhan when he talked He was
nct a bey in his head” But he was weak and thin
—ste recalls once when he was hospitalized with
dysentery—and didn't play in street games.

~Sometimes [ saw the boy goout dressed in a scout
uniform,” she recails. ~1 once asked Mary to let
my sons play with him to Listen to his good English
and learn, but she said ‘no time' "

The Sirhan ¢hildren went to the church-operated
Lutheran school, better than the public school where
neighbor children went, and Sirhan “was very good
in writing and reading, clever. He stayed in the
house, didn't play with other bovs. The children
dida’'t speak in the house. They were afraid of the
father.”

“They were a confused family,” says Mrs. Jubran.
“Ng one knew what was between Mary and
Biskara.” She often heard Bishara shouting at his
wife.

“1 don't know where they got money,” she says.
“Mary gave Eifts to small children, but only to
Christiant children. She just worked for her own
religion . . . When any neighbors needed help, Mary
would help them, but she only gave gifts and money
to Christian children . .. Avda was the best one of
the family,” she says, but adds, T hiked Mary."

And Sirhan? “The father did not allow Sirhan
to go out ol the house. All of them were afraid of
the father. He turned the house into a jail for them
... The father always made Sirhan afraid. The boy
was not well in his mind. He was a complicated
bov."

Did he ever talk about the 1943 war experiences
Bishara described? No, says Mrs. Jubran, “none of
them ever mentioned them.” And did Bishara appear
to favor Sirhan over the other children? “He hit
them all the same. He had a heart of stene.”

A Sickly, Nervous Boy

\rs. Jubran's husband, Esu, recalls Sirhan as a
dark-skinned, sickly and nervous boy who, “when
he wasn't velling at his sister and brothers would
sit with his mind away.”

Mary was very protective, Jubran remembers, and
Sirhan seemed older than his years. “When he
talked,” says Jubran, vit felt like he was not Il
yvears old.”

Jubran alsc remembers a bommb explosion in 1994,
when the shopkeeper on the fioor below was killed.
I don't know if Sirkan saw it actually happen,” he
says, "but I saw him in the crowd right afterward.”
And from then on, savs Jubran, Sirhan seemed
changed. “He guarreled with my children and
fought . . . He played rough when his father was
away. 1 complained sometimes 1o Bishara and the
father hit him hard.”

Another neighbor, Mrs. Laila Said, recalls that
Rishara used to lock Avda in their room and her
friends would Rave to bring food to her. Once, she
savs, Bishara chained her to the grilled window.

She savs Bishara used to discipline the boys with
cruel beatings, once beating one of the sons until
he lost conscicusness and chasing away the neigh-
bors when they tried to rescue the boy.

It was in jate 1348 that the Rev. Daoud Haddad,
pastor of the Lutheran Church of the Savior, was

asked to lock in on the Sirhan family. “It was a
wretched house,” ke says, “rno chairs, nothing. They
were very poor, s0 we accepted an elder brother
¢3aidallah) and the sister in the school without
tuition. Later we accepted more of the children and
through them got better acquainted with the family.

Fatker Scen as “0dd’

~I realized the father was an odd father, nervous,
with fits of temper, often getting angry at his wile.
The family’s Iife was not happy tecause of the
moody, rude father . ., Every now and then he kit
the mother. She was running about, asking people
for work. He did not work. This may throw Light,
or perhaps a shadow, on the character of the chil-
dren who had such a family Lfe”

Mr. Haddad says the church provided the Sirhans
with perhaps 23 percent of their food and clothing
untll 1936, when Mary became more interested in
missionary work.

But during those vears, Mr. Haddad formed a
strong impression of young Sirhan: “Sirhan was a
guiet boy, intelligent, although his grades were not
the best. You could read in kis eyes that he was
alert. But he was unguiet, a bit nervous. He was
a clever boy—very quick—but unstable and very
unhappy. 1 remember thinking that he would have
a very difficult time later in l:fe because the family
he grew up in lacked the basic things a boy needs
to understand life”

Made Acceptable Grades

Mr. Haddad says he never heard of unusual tor-
tures inflicted on the children but said, “Bishara
kad frequent violent fits and was given to brezking
what little furniture they had, and beating the
children. He thrashed them with sticks and his
fists whenever they disobeved him. Young Sirhan
seemed to have some of this violence in him. He
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THE PATRIARCH -Bishara Sirhan, head of his
family, states in his village near terusalem that son
Sirhan suffered traumatic experiences in Arab-
Isragti war in 1548,
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was thin and nervous and inclined 1o sudden bursts
of temper. At other times re was oddly gquiet for
long periods.

“Mary was the dominant parent,” he says, “but
she was harsh herself. She was terribly narrow-
rm:rded and rigid in religious matters, but she laved
the children in her way and she manzged to hold
the family together.”

Sirhan attended the Lutheran school from kin-
dergarten through the fifth grade, leaving in the
summer of 1936, when he had turned 12. His grades
were not the best in the class, but nonetheless good.
In the first grade he stood fifth among 26 students,
and in the £fth grade he was seventhina class of 16.
His grades that year were: religion, BC; Arabic, 74,
geometry, 73, singing. T3 science, 72, English, 70;
geography, 68; history, 67; hygiene, 63; drawing, 61,
and arithmetic, 60. As to citizenship, he was rated
75in conduct, 73 in intelligence and 70 in cleanliness.

His teacher, Salim Awad, notes that the record
savs of Sirhan: "Good in subjects and character,
satisfactory in cleanliness . . . Should be passed.”

One of Sirhan's school friends from 1951 to 1936
was Wahib Hashwieh, who says today:

“Sirhan had a good sense of humor. The teacher
might say something foolish and Sirhan weould say
something clever to us.” These temarks were usually
at the teacher’s expense, he said “and somelimes the
teacher would say, "Look at this small boy, how
clever he is."'”
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“You respected Sirhan when he
Elkd. He was not a boy in his
ead.”
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Rut it was in a spirit of fun, Hashwieh said, and
Sirhan was generally held up as 2 good example
1o the class. Although among the smallest. Sirhan
was also among the oldest—Hashwieh was 3 vears
vounger—and evidently applied himself well

Hashwieh says Sirhan never talked about any
experiences in the then-recent 1248 war, nor did he
ever complain about his father.

But another acquaintance does recall one incident
involving Bishara.

Selim Ratas, 4 years older than Sirhan, was a
neighbor. Says Ratas: 1 remember once that Sirhan
had to go to school without shoes. 1 saw him walking
barefoot. He said it was because his father had beat
him, like he did the other children, and that he took
a piece of iron, heated it on the stove and put it on
the boy's heel. He couldn't wear shoes then.”

Sirhan, Ratas recalls, “was not well, not strong.
Sometimes he wouldnt go to school for a week
beczuse he was sick. Wherever his mother went,
he went—to the market, to church, visiting. He was
a mother’s boy.”

In the summer of 1936, Bishara and Mary begaa
to think of going to America. Sirhan did not return
{o the Lutheran school in the fall, and on Dec. 14
the family left Jerusalem, thanks to the American
missionary touple Bishara had asked to “save a
family from the darkness.” Their expenses were also
partially paid by the United Natiors Relief and

Works Agency. The eldest sobns, Sharif and Saidal-
1a%, by then were living in Amman and would not
follow for three years.

Mary's sisters, Julia and Elaine, recall that when
the family Jefi the ancient city for a rew ife in the
rew world, “Mary didn't say goodbye when she left.
Her husband refused to let ker see us.” And after
Mary arrived in America. she never wrote.

Father Stayed in East

Four days after their arrival in New York the
Sirhans went on to Pasadena, home city of the
missionary couple who had vefriended therm in
Jerusalen.

Diferences between Bishara and Mary came rap-

idly to a head, and since he had found himself a good
job in an east coast defense plant, it was left to Mary
to find a home for herself, her daughter and three
SOMS.
Mary found a smalj, cream-colored, three-bedroom
frarme house on Howard St one of Pasadena’s older,
lower-middle-income residential streets. Like most
of the houses nearby, it is about 50 years old, set well
back on its lot under tall shade trees. It is an invit-
ing setting for children to play in and the street, now
racially mixed, rings daily with the shouts of chil-
dren of all sizes and colors.

But it was always very quiet around the Sirhan
home, says a neighbor. She, of European back-
ground, says other neighbors were very cold, even
belligerent, 10 her sometimes, and to the Sirhans as
well, so the Sirhans kept mostly to themselves.
There were no parties, few visitors, and she recalls
seeing Sirhan playing occasionally with another
neighbot’s collie dog or puttering in the yard, wash-
ing the car or doing some gardening—an activity
which pleased both him and his mother.

The Sirhans were no more warmly received else-
where.

The Arzb community is among the smaller of
Southern Czlifornia™s many ethnic populations, num-
bering between 20,000 and 30,000, and is overwhelm-
ingly Lebanese and Syrian. Most of these immi-
grated 1o America before Wworld War I, found South-
ern California to be much like their homeland, and
now, well into a second and third generation, are
comfortably integrated into an affluent American
culture which they are coming more and more to
regard as native. There are no predominantly Arab
reighborhoods, as one might fird in New York; they
are widely scattered throughout Southern California.

Family Without Father

In ttis formless Arab “comrmunity,” the Sirhans
were d Jerent, set apart. They were newly arrived
and unfamiliar with their new surroundings. They
were noticeably dark-skinned. When they spoke
English, it was kheavily accented and halting, and
among themselves, at home, they clung to Arabic.
They were poor. And among a people in whom the
patriarchal tradition is strovg. they were a family
without a father.

For their part, the Sirhans found little o entice
them out of their constricted new world. There
were only about 30 Jordanian families throughout
the entire Los Angeles area, most of them already
embarked on American lives of their own.
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AT ARRAIGNMENT —Sirhan B. Sirhan is taken by

officers into court for arraignment hours after the

shooting of Sen. Robert F. Kennedy at Ambassador.
Times photn

There were a very few Arab ni ghtclubs where one
might watch dancers and hear one's native music
and speech, but Mrs. Sirhan sharply disapproved
of these. Her family neither drank, nor smoked,
ror did they frequent places where other people did.

There was noGreek Orthodox church nearby. Most
of that faith went to the Syrian Orthodox Cathedral,
St Nicholas, in Los Angeles. The Sirhans made the
inconvenient trip a few times at the beginning, but
these trips soon tapered off. Father Paul Romley
reczlls them as “‘always humble and aloof.”

Others have noted this aloofness in the Sirhans,
and it is not dificult to understand. In their home-
land they had been an upright, Christian family,
among the best educated of their class, once acrus-
tomed to financial security but uncomplaining and
industrious in hard times.

All Appear Introverted

Moreover, a quarter-century of marriage t0 2 Man
like Bishara had failed to break Mary's spirit. She
was not a whiner, but a tight-lipped, proud, strong
woman. And where her family had been noted for
its privacy and silence among old acquaintances in
Jerusalem, it is hardly surprising that among strang-
ers in Pasadena they turned in on themselves everl
more, mending their griefs privately, trusting znd
confiding in few.

It is this aloofness which, while being one cf the
family's strengths, perhaps contributed most toward
introverting the Sirhans in their new environment,
in effect creating a social and cultural vacuum in
which the children would have to develop as best
they could, and wouid have to build their futures
upon an emotionally impoverished past.

Mary, concerned as ever for the children's reli-
gious faith, had diffculty finding a church that
suited her taste. First she tried the church of tkeir
family's benefactors, the First Nazarene Church of
Pasadena, but after about a menth they stopped
going.

Then there were the speradic visits to the Syrian
Orthodox Cathedral.

Tren she took up the First Baptist Church in
Pazadena, even enrolling Sirhan, her brightest and
most devout child, in the Sunday school and group
of yourg teens. But kere, as in Jerusalem years
before, the serious yourg Sirhan was cJended by
the conduct of his peers. He complained about the
other youngsters {rivolity; they teld hands and
giggled, while he felt that church was a place for
praying and reading ite B:ble

They remaired with the Baplists for a few years,
and in late Jurne, 1960, this church sponsore:d th
entry into the United States of Sharif and Szaidallzh,
by then in their late 20s.

The older brothers, long acrustomed to living
away from the family, soon took quarters by them-
selves, Saidallah in an apartment nearty, Sharif in
Highlarnd Park. )

Uses Nickname

Sirhan, meanwhile, now known by his mother’s
nickname of “Sol,” was a student, first at Longfellow
Elementary School for sixth grade, where a friend
now recalls, “He was a very hard worker after school
—scld papers, swept cut a coffee shop nearby. My
parents tried often to have me behave like him, he
was so polite.”

But even so, Sirhan was d:fferent from his school-
mates. Scholastically he was behind the American
school system, although two years older than his
classmates. This, in addition to Lis small size, dark
ckin and accented English made him an easy target
for youngsters' gibes.

By the time e moved on to Eliot Junior High
School, his pattern of social conduct was unalter-
ably fixed, never to change significantly in the years
ahead. A friend at that time recalls him only as a
“joner who stayed to himself a lot.” When they
were graduated from junior high, Sirhan signed the
triend’s yearbock in Arabic; the friend couldn’t
translate Sirhan’s message, but the point was, it was
distinctive, something only Sirhan could do.

Situation Improves

Outwardly, things were going well for the Sirhans
in the early 1960s. Sirhan was doing well in his
ctudies, getting “A” and “B~ grades without visible
efort and working after school. Ayvda was an ac-
countant, Saidallah worked occasionally as a house
painter, and Adel, despite resistance from Mary, got
a night job at the Fez. Sharif was an accountant
for the California Baptist Convention, and Mary
found a $195-a-month job as housekeeper for the
nursery school in Pasadena’s Westminsier Presby-
terian Church. The family bought the house they
had been renting. and though their payments were
sometimes late, they managed to hang onto it

Rut behind the facade the Sirhans had erected
against the world, things were not s0 smootk. Pasa-
dena police were becoming acquainted with the Sir-
han brothers.

Least seriously involved with the police Was
Satdallak, now 36, who in 1966 was convicted in
Pasadena Municipal Court of being drunkina public
place. He alsois caid to have accurnulated a number
of traTic violations, in suffcient number that in June
of 1968—only two ¢ays after the Kennedy assassina-
tion—his scheduled paturatization as a US. citizen




was cancelled indefinitely and his trafc record was
cited as reriting further investigation

The youngest son, Munir, now 21, had progres-
sively failing eyesight, a worry to him and his
family. One day in 1963, when he was 135, he sneaked
away in Satdallah’s car and promptly smashed into
a telephone pole because he could not see well
enough to drive.

Three years later, in May, 1906 Munir was arrested
in Flagstaff, Ariz., and pleaded gulity to a vagrancy
charge. He couldn't meet bail and served 13 days
in jail

The next month, he was arrested and charged
with possession and sale of marijuana to an under-
cover narcolics agent. In October he was convicted
and sentenced to five years' probation—one Year
to be served in jail—but early in 1967 the conviction
was set aside since he was a juvenile at the time.
Deportation proceedings against Munir were
dropped in mid-1968, after his appeal on grounds
that his was a juvenile offense.

Most seriously involved with the police was the
eldest, Sharif, now 37. In May, 1963, Sharil was in
an auto accident and suffered whiplash injuries to
tis back, neck and head. His supervisor in the Bap-
tist account:ng office, George Matas, said Sharif
seemed to “withdraw from the group and from
society. He complained of headaches, said his eyes
hurt. His work deteriorated. We finally had to let
him go.”

The family was so embittered at Sharif’s dismissal
that they quit the Baptist church. That was in De-
cember. That same month, Sharif was arrested and
charged with attempted murder after a romance
which went on the rocks.

Or. Dec. 18, Sharif was arrestad while in the act
of sawing through the hydraulic brake Lines of his
girl friend’s car. He was convicted of tampering
with the auto and placed on one year's probation.

Ayda, meanwhile, in a surprisingly independent
move for an Arab daughter, had gore off alone to

Palm Springs, to work in a date shop run by a man
named Mennell. Mary was closest to Ayda and
opposed the move, but Avda, in her mid-20s, was
apparently possessed of some of Mary's own strength
and determination.

“His children did not speak in
the house. They were afraid of
the father.”
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She married Mennell, several years her sernior,
in 1961, and when she revealed the marrizge to her
family, a bitter scene ensued. Sharif, the eldest male,
beat his wilful sister with a shoe, and Ayda fled

Ayda later died of leukemia, and Sharif, a friend
said, was s overcome with remorse that “he cried
ike a baby.”

Throughout this period of the family’s life, Sirhan
was the least outgoing but most promising of the
sons. It was Sirhan who would put the family on
the map, everyone agreed: he was sericus-minded,
religious, polite, devoted to his mother, absorbed in
books. Orme neighbor recalls ke thought he might

g0 into dentistry. Another feit he was betler suited
to a more intellectual pursuit—teaching, perhaps,
or religious work.

1t is 2 curious facet of Sirhan’s personality that
by that time—insofar as it is recalled by his acquain-
tances—he had a peculiar facility for showing only
certain sides of his nature to certain groups of people
—and never very much to anyone. The recollections
d:ferent persons have about Sirhan are strangely
flat and one-dimensional, dissimilar in content but
strikingly similar in their lack of emational force.

The hearttoheart talks normal to adolescents
apparently were not for him. With some fam:ly
friends, for instance, he never discussed politics, yel
with school friends he rarely discussed anything
else,

His grades at John Muir High School were good
and classmates remember him as very smart, very
quiet, inclined to be somewhat competitive and
given to discouragement when bested.

One of his better friends was Curtis Townsend,
a Negro who lived not far away.

“He was a smart boy,” says Townsend “He
caught on quick. We ran around with an interracial
group, and we used to have contests 10 see who
could get the highest grades on tests. He got dis-
couraged if he didn't win.”

Townsend also recalls how *a kid teased him
because he often showed up at school with mixed
pairs of socks—each of a different color-—and Sir-
han told him to lay off. He'd speak up if he was
erossed. But it was funny, he was always doing
something like that, maybe out of absentmindedness.
Like in sports, for instance, kids made fun of him
because he'd show up for sports, him with his 30
inch waist in 36 trousers. Hed just look funny.”

Sirhan used to talk of going back to Jordan some-
day, Townsend says, and “he gave me the impression
that when he got back to Jordan he'd be somebody
big—a prince or something. He used to talk about
going back to help his people.”

Throughout his entire time in high school, Town-
send says, he cannot recall a single girl Sirhan ever
dated or expressed an interest in, with one possible
exception. However, this girl, when interviewed,
said she not only never had dated Sirhan but could
1ot Tecall him at all

Mideast History

A girl in Sirhan’s history class recalls that that
was one of his better subjects and that ke often used
to come to class early or stay late to talk to the
history teacker, Darwin Russell. Sirhan’s card at the
Pasadena Public Library bears out this observation;
almast ali of the books he checked out dealt with the
Middle East.

Wiliiam Spaniard, now in Saigon, recalls that Sir-
han was “a taciturn individual who dida't say very
much: friendly, really pleasant, but hard to get to
know. He was brilliant. He was studying Russian
when everyone else was barely getting by in Spanish
and English.”

Swedish foreign exchange student Christian Ek—
now in Stockhelm—says Sirhan “dreamed of being
somethirg big in Jordan after his studies in the
United States. He was a calm. well-mannered boy,
nothing evil about him.” But Robert Chase, now of




Clendale, remembers him as “so quiet and such a
weirdie that at assemblies he wouldn't stand for the
National Anthem.”

Still another classmate, now in Mexico City, says
Sirhan was “always so shy you hardly knew he was
trere. He sat in the back of the class, never saying
much of anything.”

When Sirhan did say anything, cothers recall, it
was almost always on the subject of palitics, civil
rights or, most cften, the Middle East. Then, they
say, he would become impassioned and make bitterly
anti-Zionist statements.

Because of his lack of stature, Sirhan was not good
at sports and disliked physical education classes, so
he switched to ROT.C. He also was a member of
the junior and senior class councils at John Muir,
and is remembered by John McCrain, president of
the council, as a likable fellow who seemed left out.

In the fall of 1963, Sirhan went on to Pasadena
City College, a two-year institution that fell short
of his dream of 2 college career. His grades con-
tinued to be above averzge.

His social life continued to be almost non-existent,
consisting mainly of occasional cups of coffee with
students at a hamburger place across from the
campus.

Occasionaliy Adel, now 30, would take Sirhan with
him to the Fez where Sirhan would play the tam-
boura, a kind of drum. But these visits were infre-
quent, sicce Sirhan didn't date and his mother dis-
approved of nightclubs.

There were cnly two fleeting encounters with girls
at this period At PCC he became interested in a
gir! named Gwendolyn Gum and phoned her a few
times for dates, but she was always busy. At one
school carnival he sought to impress Gwendolyn,
who was running a booth, by buying $10 worth of
votes from her at a penny a vote. Nothing happened.
She never dated him.

Names in Diary

On another occasion, when he and others were in
Newport Beach, Sirhan bought a soft drink for a
girl named Peggy Ostercamp. That was the extent
of his outward involvement with her.

Inwardly, Sirhan evidently fantasied these en-
counters as hopeful signs. He was in the habit of
keeping an informal diary, and both girls’ names are
written in it, with names of other people Sirhan
either wished or imagined were his friends.

From his late teens into college, he zlso attended
meetings of the Organization of Arab Students, a
loosely organized group whose status fluctuated from
burgeoning to defunct, largely in response to the
changing enthusiasms of its student membership.
The group in Pasadena now is disbanded.

Sara Farrai, a Jordanian—now a medical lab tech-
nician living in Arcadia—has known the Sirhan
family for many years. He knew Saidallah in Jeru-
salem and was once a close friend of Starif. Sirhan,
Adel and Sharif used to attend OAS meetings, Farraj
says, and he recalls that Sirhan was an ardent
naticnalist, extremely anti-Zionist but not, he stres-
ses, anti-Jewish.

At some point in late 1964 or early 1965, Sirhan's
dreams of education and a profession began to fade
and his studies took a sharp turn for the worse. By

the end of his second year at PCC he was funking
every sabject, and on the advice ol a teacher, ke
dropped out of school. Once the fairest hope of his
family, ke now was not even qualfed to continue
kis education at an upper division university.

What triggered this precipitous change in the
grades that had always meant so rmuch to him is not
known. During this time Ayda's illness was wasting
her Life, and in March of 1963 she died. Perhaps the
loss of his strong-willed, self-sufficient sister was
more than he could withstand. But pernaps not, for
emctiona! bonds among the Sirhan family were
never the subject of outside discussion. From this
time on, however, Sirhan was no lenger the serious.
scholarly boy.

For 2 while he worked at flling stations, but then
another plan came 1o him. He had long been fornd
of horsa racing. often spending afternoons at Santa
Anita, where he would bet freely, sometimes losing
every nickel, sometimes winning heavily.

S0 he decided to become a jockey. He had always
been poor in sports, but as a jockey his lack of size
would be an advantage. Perhaps it crossed his mind
that successful jockeys were not made to feel un-
manly, however small they were.

As a first step, Sirhan got a state license as an
exercise boy and a “hot walker"—one who walks
horses around to cool them down after a workout.
He tock a job at the Granja Vista del Rio ranch near
Corona in the sumrmer of 1966. But in September he
fell from a horse and landed on his head.

Sirhan was “generally banged up” from the fall,
one doctor szid, and was hospitalized overnight for
observation. At that time, mo major injury was
noted, but Sirhan soon complained of impaired eye-
sight and insisted upon further treatment.

An ophthalmologist examined Sirhan in Novem-
ber and December, after Sirhan had complained of
pain and blurred vision, but tests showed nothing
wrong with Sirhan's eyes. When the doctor refused
to write a letter confirming the zlleged eve injury,
he said Sirhan threatened him

In July of 1967, no longer at the ranch, Sirhan filed
a disability claim for workmen's compersalion. The

insurance firm, rather than dispute the claim, settled
out of court for $2,000. In February, 1968, after pay-
ing medical and legal fees, Sirhan had a nest egg of
$1,700—and no further hope of being a jockey.

M

“He was a clever boy — very
quick — but unstable and very
unhappy ...”

#

Sirhan's fall is reminiscent of Sharif's 1963 auto
accident, in light of the fact that Mary has since said
Sirhan's behavior changed after the fall “He didn’t
seemn to be hurt too bad, I mean physically,” she said.
“But he changed somehow. After that accident, we
seemed not so close any more. | couldn’t even get
through to him when we talked”

W hether or not Sirhan incurred some barely de-
tectable but nonetheless affective brain damage is
the subject of much speculation today. A defense
attorney has indicated this possibility will be ex-
haustively probed




For several months after leaving the ranch, Sirhan

didn't work. Finally Mary appealed on his behalf to

; John Weidner, owner of a Pasadena health food
shop, and in late 1967 Weidner gave Sirhana job as
stock and delivery boy at $2 an hour.

Weidner found his new employe bright, pleasant
and witty, eager to please and so horest that he scen
trusted Sirhan to make bank deposits.

But he also found him quick to resent what he
construed as criticism of his work. “He wasa proud
man with a good opinion of himself,” says Weidner,
adding that Sirhan visibly resented authority.

Weidner's wife, Naomi, adds “He had a lot of pride,
a lot of arrogance. We were always careful how we
gave him an order. If you gave him an carder he
didn’t like he became very resentful”

Weidner, a Dutch World War Il veteran who
worked in the underground saving Jews from the
Nazis, took a more than routine interest in the
nationalistic young immigrant, and when busiress
was slow he would lead Sirhan into conversation

“] think he was a man of revoit,” says Weidner.
“He was a kind of anarchist against society, against
law and order, against those who possess. Against
those who have more than he has and are more suc-
cessful in life.” He says that when they discussed
civil rights and racial disorder, Sirhan would say,
“In America, freedom does not exist. 1 agree with
the viclence.”

Atheistic Views

Sirhan also expressed dislike for wealthy people,
said Weidner, and “a real hatred for Jews. He said
the Jewish people were rich and had taken his
country, so he was very angry againsi therm.”

When Weidner said Sirhan should try to forgive
injustice, Sirhan znswered, “1 would like to be like
you but I cannot.”

And once, in a discussion of religion, Sirhan told
Weidner, “There is no God. You see in Israel what
happens to the Arab. There is no God. How can
vou have a God?”

Qirhan at this point had begun to explore theoso-
phy and somehow became attracted to the Rosicru-
cians, or Ancient Mystical Order of the Rosze Crucis,
which sells mail-order courses which purport to Lelp
one unlock the psychic powers of the mind. He also
corresponded with a mystically inclined man in
Napa—whose identity ard whereabouts are pres-
ently unknown—who confided to some theoscphist
friends after the Kennedy assassination that the
tone of Sirhan's letters had caused him to be fearful
months before that Sirhan’s mental health was per-
haps endangered as a result of uninformed dabbling
with mystical concepts. )

Mysticism aside, Sirhan evidentty had not repudi-
ated conventional religion as thoroughly as his brash
arguments with Weidner would indicate. In his jail
cell he still prays to the Christian God with his

mother.
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«] saw him walking barefoot.
He said it was because his father
Lad beat him . .. and that he teok
a piece of iron, heated it on the
stove and put it on the boy’s heel
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Adding fuel to kis argurents with Weidrer was
the still-recent six-day war in which Israel so
kum:liated her Arab adversaries Sirhan often
equated the Jews’ victory with the Nazis’ treatment
of Jews and deranded: “You think the Jews can’t
be cruel, too?”

Mrs. Weidner also talked with Sirhan, and she
recalls one particularly memorable story. “1'm going
to tell you something F've never told anyone, not
even my parents,” she quotes Sirhan as saying.
“When I was small, I saw an Isrzeli soldier cut off
the breasts of an Arab woman”

Ne Evidence

Trere is no evidence that he ever did tell this
story, or any other, Lo anyone else. 1t is also inter-
esting to note that of the several atrocities Bishara
said his son witnessed, this one was not among them.

In March, 1963, a month after getting nis disability
claim, Sirhan and the Weidners fell out. There was
a dispute about some order Weidner gave him. Sur-
han insisted he had been called a liar. Weidner
insisted he meant no such thing and attempted to
patch it up, even going to Sirhan’s home to tzik it
over. Sirhan was adamant and quit his job.

Soon after, he filed a claim for severance before
the Labor Relations Board, but he lost the claim.

Veanwhile, he was still the model reighbor youth,
dropping in on Mrs Olive Blakeslee for games of
Chinese checkers, talking with Mrs. Martin Pulite
about how 1o plant a garden for his mother, or visit-
ing with Linda Massri, a longtime family friend,
about religion, psychology and beoks.

“We used to talk about Freud,” says Mrs. Massri,
herself American-born but of Syrian parentage.
“We'd talk about the psycological motivations for
people’s actions, and Sirhan would say that God
wes in a person's mind.”

She was especially close to Sirhan she says. “He
was like a little brother to me . . . [ don't know where
the reports of Sirhan's violent hatred toward the
Israelis came from. He never discussed such feel-
ings with me as long as I knew him. 1 cowld see all
the nice things in his character. He was especially

to his mother; he was always with her. He was
2 well-educated and well-behaved boy, an intellec-
tual”

And neither did Sirhan ever discuss his father
with Mrs. Massri, she says, but after the assassina-
tion she wondered at some length about his feelings
toward Rishara. On the day of the shooting, 2 badly
shaken Saidallah came to see her, she sa¥s, and told
her, “My father was a second Hitler.”

Fziled in Hopes

As the summer of 1368 drew near, Sirhan had
little to lock forward to. He had failed to achieve
his hopes through education, his dream of becoming
a jockey had turned into a bitter joke, and even jobs
that he had felt beneath him had fallen by the
wayside.

All ke had left was the remainder of his disahility
claim, which he had given to his mother for safe-
keeping. and for which e had to argue every tirme he
wanted money, because she feared he would waste it

He puttered around the house, read the news-
papers regularly, followed the continuing ferment in
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the Middle East and was interested in the acceler-
ating political campaign here. In late April the two
interests converged, in a political column in which
Sen. Kennedy was criticized for his support of the
Israeli cause. Sirhan cut out the eolumn and put it
in his wallet.

The Fatal Day

He also jotted down his own political thoughts,
we are told, in a coup'e of stenographic notebooks—
anti-Israeli, pro-Arab thoughts—and somet.me about
the middle of May, the notation that Kennedy raust
die before June 5.

On the morning of Tuesday, June 4—election day
—Sirhan lounged around the house for most of the
morning. He was at home when his mother left for
work at 8 a.m and he was still there around roon.

By early afternoon he was at the pistol range of
the San Gabriel Valley Gun Club, where he practiced
rapid firing of several hundred rounds until about
> pm

Met Acquaintance

Then he drifted over to Bob's Big Boy hamburger
stand, next to POC, where he met a casual acqaaint-
ance, also an Arab, named Gaymoard Mistri. After
talking for a while they walked over to the PCC
cafeteria, where they met three more of Sirkan’s
slight acquaintances, Abdul Jabra Malki Marouf
Badran and Ancur Szigh

None of the four knew Sirhan well enough to
sense his real frame of mind—for no one had ever
¥nown bim well—but he seemed, they said, 1o be in
2 good mood. They chatted desultorily about nothing
special until about 7:15, when the cthers had to
excuse themselves and go to evening classes.

Sirkan waved a casual good night and strolled of
irito the early evering toward his car.

The polls would be clesing soorn, the voting would
be over. All but his. It was time Le was getting to
the Ambassador.
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