A FAREWELL TO TULLY
By Gerard J. St. John

On June 11, 2010, Cathy and I attended the burial of Jim Tully at Arlington National Cemetery.  
I first met Jim in September 1959, when we reported to the Officer Candidates Course at Marine Corps Base Quantico.   We arrived in Quantico at approximately the same time.  Along with about a dozen other new arrivals, we were waiting at the Quantico bus station for Marine Corps transportation that would take us to our new home.  Tully and I struck up a conversation.  He said that he was a former enlisted man; he served with the Marines in Korea in 1951.  After his discharge from the service, he worked as a cop in New York City, and attended Iona College.  Now, he wanted to earn an officer’s commission and to go to flight school.  We got along well from the beginning.  As fate would have it, we were assigned to the same platoon and Jim’s bunk was directly across the aisle from mine.  During the next three months, Jim Tully was a very valuable member of our platoon.
After commissioning, Jim went to flight school but he did not fare well.  Some people are just not meant to be pilots.  However, Jim stayed in the Marine Corps and made it his career.  Over the past few years, we met on two occasions at platoon reunions in Quantico.  Recently, we received word that Jim suffered a heart attack and passed away.  His burial was scheduled to take place in Arlington National Cemetery on June 11, 2010.

I have been in the Arlington area on many occasions.  However, the only times that I was inside the cemetery gates were three visits to JFK’s gravesite.  I was not familiar with the burial procedures.  We were told to be at the Administration Building by 2:30 p.m. for the 3 O’clock burial.

Getting there was half the fun.  We were to meet Bill and Beth Waters and CT Smith at CT’s Arlington hotel at noon.  Being cognizant that the Marine Corps had recently cashiered thirteen junior officers for their deficiency on a map reading test, I printed out directions on mapquest.com.  Maybe I should have used weakeyes.com.  We were nearly at our destination when I pulled into the right lane, squinting at the exit signs, just as the main highway swerved to the left and across the Potomac to Arlington.  That was when Cathy’s cell phone rang.  Cathy looked at the phone and said, “I’m not answering that; I don’t know anyone in Colorado.”  “That’s Bill Waters,” I replied.

Actually, it was Beth Waters.  They were at CT’s hotel in Arlington, and they were told that CT had checked out earlier in the morning.  In the meanwhile, I was driving a circuitous route through downtown Washington trying to figure out how to get across the river to Arlington.  Eventually, we made our way to the parking lot of the Residence Inn in Arlington where Bill and Beth, and CT – who had not checked out after all – were waiting.

After a quick lunch, the five of us piled into Bill’s car and sped off for Arlington National Cemetery.  It quickly became apparent that this would be a repeat of my earlier tour through downtown D.C.  I thought that helicopter pilots knew where they were going.  It seemed as though we found all the locked gates in the National Cemetery.

Finally, we arrived at the Administration Building.  It was about 2:45 p.m.  We were in plenty of time.  Although they told us to be there at 2:30 p.m., the burials actually line up on the hour.  There were three or four burials scheduled to take place at 3:00 p.m. (Arlington averages about 30 burials per day.)  The parking lot was jammed, as was the small street at the entrance to the Administration Building.  Cathy, CT and I got out of the car and tried to find out where the burial would start.  
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Inside the building, separate waiting rooms were assigned to each of the families.  It was extremely crowded.  There were more than one hundred people waiting for the Tully funeral, and the group overflowed into the lobby area, as did the members of one or two other families.  A woman standing next to me called out the name of one of the families.  She told that group to return to their cars and line up behind her on the street outside.  Her small black car had license plate number ten.  Some people heard her; some did not.  Outside, one of the attendants told CT and Bill to follow the lady with license plate number ten.  Pretty soon there was a single line that included persons who were there for two different burials.  Fortunately, we straightened things out and lined up behind a gentleman driving the car with license plate number four.  It was just as hot behind car number four as it was behind car number ten, but we were in line for the right burial.


After a relatively short drive, we parked by the side of the road near a horse-drawn, flag-draped caisson, a rifle company in dress blues, and a contingent from the Drum & Bugle Corps, dressed in red.  Jim was given full honors.  

The driver of the lead car announced that anyone who had difficulty walking could go about one-half block to our right where the gravesite was located.  The rest of us would follow the caisson, band and honor guard on what amounted to a 5-block procession to the gravesite.  With that, we all stepped out to the slow beat of the drum.
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At the gravesite there was a flower arrangement and a half-dozen folding seats for the immediate family.  The band and the company of Marines marched about 15 yards beyond that site, and positioned themselves among the neatly ordered tombstones, facing back toward the grave and the mourners.  A small detachment of riflemen was placed about 30 yards to the left and slightly behind the gravesite.  Also present was a bagpiper from the Fairfax County police honor guard.  Jim Tully’s son serves in the Fairfax County Sheriff’s Office.

Two Marines approached the rear of the caisson, pulled up part of the flag, and opened a small compartment in the back of the casket.  Inside was a polished wooden box, about the size of a cigar box.  It contained the remains of Jim Tully.  One of the Marines removed the box from the caisson and ceremoniously hoisted it on his right shoulder.  The other Marine removed a folded flag, and then closed the compartment.  The remains were slowly brought to the gravesite, and the flag was partially unfolded and then stretched over the box, about waist high, by members of the honor guard.  A priest then conducted a graveside service.

At the conclusion of the prayers, the rifle unit fired three volleys.  The riflemen fired simultaneously.  It sounded like three single shots.  Then, the bugler played “Taps.”  The band played a medley of tunes, including “Amazing Grace,” “Eternal Father,” and the “Marine Corps Hymn,” among others.  The bagpiper joined in some of the numbers.  The flag was elaborately re-folded by the honor guard, and presented to Jim’s wife.  It was like the evening parade at Marine Corps Headquarters, 8th & I.  Our leader from car number four brought the ceremony to an end and told us that we should leave the cemetery as quickly as possible.

Most of us obeyed that command, and set out for Pat Troy’s Irish Pub and a cold beer.  At the pub there was much reminiscing and the telling of tall tales.  Jim Tully would have liked it.
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