Hundreds pay tribute to slain officer 

By Meaghan Wims/Daily News staff 
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Police officers from Rhode Island, Connecticut, Massachussetts and Dallas, Texas march to the memorial service Dallas police officer Brian H. Jackson Monday November 21, 2005 in Newport, RI.. 186 members of the Dallas police department traveled to Jackson's home state to participate in the service for their fellow officer that was killed in the line of duty.
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NEWPORT - "Nothing fancy," Scott Orton instructed his group of young Charlestown emergency medical service volunteers.

"Don't fidget, don't wear your sunglasses, no chewing gum. You'll be surprised how fast that will fly out of you when I hit you on the back," he said to laughs. 

Orton, a Marine gunnery sergeant, chuckled with the EMS crew as he organized them by height. He showed them how to leave an arm's length from the row in front of them and to salute at the right angle.

But for all his humor, this was serious - and personal - for Orton.

His friend, fallen Dallas Patrol Officer Brian H. Jackson, was the reason why Orton, Charlestown's EMS crew, and hundreds of New England police officers and firefighters gathered in the Newport Grand parking lot Monday afternoon to ready their procession to Jackson's memorial service, at the Naval War College.

"It's been a tough couple of days," said Orton, also a Charlestown deputy fire chief who served with the Marines in Iraq.

"He was just so energetic," Orton said of Jackson, a former Charlestown EMS volunteer. "One friend calls it 'awesome-isity in action.' Even on your worst days, he could make you smile. What I'll remember is his laugh and grin. When he was in the room, you knew it."

On Sunday, Orton got to say a private goodbye to his friend. He was a member of the protection detail, friends of Jackson's who guarded his casket all day and night at the funeral home. Orton's shift was 9-11 p.m.

Orton said he wasn't surprised that so many cops and firefighters made the trip to Newport to honor Jackson.

"Unfortunately, these events bring us back together," he said. "It's a reunion of sorts, but a sorrowful one."

Peter Pascucci gave Orton a hand organizing the EMS group. The day had special meaning for Pascucci, too. He lived with Jackson while the two were students at the University of Rhode Island, and they both spent time as volunteers with the URI and Charlestown EMS crews.

"Brian is the kind of individual who goes out of his way to help people. At 2 o'clock in the morning, he was the guy you went to for advice," Pascucci said.

His friend was a college cheerleader, outgoing, funny and always involved with public service, Pascucci said. "This is what he wanted," he said of Jackson's five years on the Dallas force.

At the rear of a State Police truck, troopers Dan Gazzola and Ken DeMarco polished an M-1 parade rifle with miltec, a special lubricant, an old T-shirt and a small toothbrush. The guns had to look their best.

"It's the right thing to do," DeMarco said about attending Jackson's memorial.

By 1:30 p.m., it was time for the hundreds of officers to get their marching orders.

State Police Lt. Darren Delaney grabbed a megaphone and assembled the group, all in dress uniforms, many holding coffees from the Providence Police canteen truck. The officers fixed their ties, hats and gloves and quickly turned serious.

State Police Lt. Dave Hayden told the color guards that they would have to march shoulder-to-shoulder to get inside the war college, and warned that some wouldn't fit inside.

"I can't bring everyone in," Hayden said. "I just can't do it."

The officers were at attention when the delegation of 185 Dallas police officers arrived on motorcycles and chartered Rhode Island Public Transit Authority buses. The group had flown on a jet provided by American Airlines.

In a back corner of the parking lot, the Dallas officers, some wearing earmuffs, attached pins with Jackson's badge number, 7980, to their chests under their black-banded badges. Charlestown officers provided the pins.

"A lot of people say this is our last chance to say goodbye to Brian Jackson. But this just shows his memory will live forever. We're here to continue to show our support," Dallas Police Assistant Chief Danny Garcia said.

Dallas Police Chief David M. Kunkle leads a force of more than 3,000 officers and didn't know Jackson. But, he said, "He had an extremely good reputation. He worked hard in a tough part of our city. As much as he liked being out on the streets, he was even more satisfied working in our public schools."

Kunkle said there are billboards in the city of Dallas that feature a picture of Jackson wearing his favorite cowboy hat. The billboards offer thanks to Jackson for his service and condolences to the Police Department. Jackson's death is the force's first on-the-job fatality since 2001.

"There's really not been an event where the city has come together like this," Kunkle said.

"We've been moved," he added as he looked over the sea of New England officers here to pay their respects.

"They're waiting on us!" a Dallas officer called out, and the group formed at the back of the procession.

In a steady march, the officers set off behind a motorcade of rescue and police vehicles down Admiral Kalbfus Road.

Jackson's family stood outside funeral limousines, their arms clasped around each other as they watched the silent tribute. Some of the Dallas officers, their eyes welling with tears, cast glances at the family.

Paul Russo was just leaving his shift at Advance Liquid Recycling when the procession began. He stood and watched. "I had to stop. This isn't something you see all the time. It's unbelievable."

Under the Route 138 overpass, the bagpipers' instruments thundered.

Dozens of people stood on the lawn of the RK Towne Center shopping plaza. Two women held their hands to their hearts and a man clutched his baseball cap.

Outside the Fourth Street Diner, waitresses Kim Raposa and Joann Johnson had come outside to watch. They both cried.

"I don't even know him and I'm bawling. It hits you hard," Raposa said.

"I feel so sorry for him, and his wife. He's so young," Johnson said.

The women used disposable cameras to snap quick photos. Raposa had sent a fellow employee to a nearby convenience store to buy the camera, just for this purpose.

A woman outside the Rolling Green apartment complex clutched her hands together in a fist under her chin. Children just home from school stopped to watch, their backpacks falling off their shoulders.

"Tighten it up! Keep your spacing!" a state trooper yelled to the marchers.

When the somber trail arrived outside Spruance Auditorium, they stopped, at attention. They saluted, in synch, to Jackson's family and his flag-draped casket as they entered the building.

Twenty minutes later, the officers were waiting to salute Jackson's casket, his family and his wife. They were waiting for a final rendition of bagpipers' "Amazing Grace" and a helicopter flyover. They were waiting for the departure of the hearse and funeral cars.

Then State Trooper Delaney called to the lines, "Parade - rest!"

And the officers were at ease. 

 

