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FINALLY... SAFE AND EFFECTIVE PAIN SOLUTIONS!

theccmc.com

DRX is a non-surgical solution
for chronic back pain. Don’t suffer –

call today for a consultation.

Got Lower 
Back Pain?
Get DRX!
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John F. Kennedy, my president. I
still had moments of disbelief.
How could it be?

Around 10 a.m. Mrs. Kennedy
and Robert and Ted Kennedy
walked out of the Capitol. Anoth-
er thunder of drums announced
the President and the nine sol-
diers who carried his body out of
the building. The military band
played another hymn as they car-
ried the body down the steps.
That song I recognized — it was
an old church hymn, “Fairest
Lord Jesus.” But again they
played it slowly and sadly. The
soldiers placed the casket on the
horse-drawn carriage again.
They slowly walked to the end of
the street in front of the Capitol 

Editor’s note: When John F. Ken-
nedy was killed on Friday, Nov. 22,
1963, Isaiah Tremaine was a 12-
year-old seventh-grader living in
Plainfield and attending Maxson
Junior High School. This essay is an
excerpt from his memoir, “The Pris-
tine Bullet Hit Me,” which has been
accepted by the Kennedy Library in
Boston. It is reprinted with permis-
sion.

Monday, Nov. 25, 1963. Just be-
fore 10 a.m. they closed the doors to
the Capitol. The reporters said
more than 400,000 people had filed
by the casket.

Although there was no school, I
was up early and ready for that ter-
rible day. They were going to bury

JFK’S BURIAL: NOV. 25, 1963

A Plainfield man recalls somber day
Funeral procession ‘painful’ yet ‘grand’
By Isaiah Tremaine
Special to the Home News Tribune 

Jacqueline Kennedy, widow of
President John F. Kennedy, kneels at
her husband’s grave site in Arlington
National Cemetery in Arlington, Va.,
on Nov. 28, 1963. AP FILE PHOTO See JFK, Page A9

When Marco Colandrea starts walking back and
forth with his head down, his colleagues at Nunzios-
Kitchen in Sayreville know something new is on the
way.

It means that soon they will be adding another
type of pizza to the 94 already on the menu at the
storefront restaurant in a shopping center on Rar-
itan Street.

And “new” at NunziosKitchen doesn’t mean a dif-
ferent brand of sausage or pepperoni. The list of piz-
zas includes “taco flavored kisses, ground beef with
white cannelloni beans,” a five-cheese mac and
cheese with bacon creation, and another topped
with fire-braised pork shoulder (cooked for five
hours) with sweet and sour glazed popcorn shrimp
and lemon zest.

“It has a sweet-crunchy tart taste,” the self-

FOLLOWING YOUR PASSION

FROM THEIR KITCHEN,
A COMMUNITY IS FED 

NunziosKitchen owners, Marco and Michael Colandrea, are shown with customers Andrew Guiomar (front left)
and Joseph Guiomar in the Colandreas’ Sayreville restaurant. PHOTO COURTESY OF MARCO COLANDREA

Restaurant gives Italian cooking a new twist
By Paul C. Grzella
@PaulGrzellamycj

See NUNZIOS, Page A9

A community book case was added to the restaurant.
PHOTO COURTESY OF MICHAEL COLANDREA

WATCH THE VIDEO
Marco Colandrea spreads the word about his food at
MyCentralJersey.com/MyCJVideos.

NORTH BRUNSWICK — While
Santa Claus may bring up the
rear of the Macy’s Thanksgiving
Day Parade in New York, leading
the 87th annual event on Thurs-
day will be members of the high
school’s Raider Robotix team. 

As part of FIRST (For Inspira-
tion and Recognition of Science
and Technology), the nonprofit
organization founded in 1989 by
inventor Dean Kamen to inspire
young people’s interest and par-
ticipation in science and technol-
ogy, the Raider Robotix are one
of five award-winning FIRST
Robotics Competition teams
who, along with their robots, will
be marching the route of the pa-
rade. The parade begins at 9 a.m.
Thanksgiving Day and can be
seen on NBC.

Joining Team 25, aka the Raid-
er Robotix, will be Team 1538,
The Holy Cows, from San Diego,
Calif., Team 1477, Texas Torque,
from The Woodlands, Texas,
Team 180, S.P.A.M., from Stuart,
Fla., and Team 16, The Bomb
Squad, from Mountain Home,
Ark.

The Raider Robotix were cho-
sen because they were FIRST
world champions for the 2012
season, said Head Coach Wayne
Cokeley, a science teacher at the
high school. He and four stu-
dents — junior Sarah Sleiman, 16,
junior Kevin Zimmerman, 16,
sophomore Samir Shah, 15, and
2013 NBHS graduate Tori 

Robotix team member Michael
Parrilla prepares the robot for the
Macy's Thanksgiving Day parade.
JASON TOWLEN/STAFF PHOTOGRAPHER

Robotix
team 
to lead
parade
By Cheryl Makin
@CherylMakin

TO WATCH
The 87th annual Macy’s Thanks-
giving Day Parade will be aired
live from New York City beginning
at 9 a.m. Thursday on NBC.

INSIDE
Local students to march in 
Macy’s parade. Story, A2

See ROBOTICS, Page A2
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ALL NEW ST. MATTHEWS CHURCH BINGO
Every Sunday. Doors open at 5pm, games begin at 6pm.
New games, food menu & bingo machine. Free coffee & tea.
St. Matthew The (Apostle Church Cafeteria.
81 Seymour Ave., Edison 08817. For info call: 732-985-1888

Flea Market Every Tuesday 7:30am-1:30pm
40 Vendors Outside & Inside. Sponsored by New Dover
United Methodist Church, 687 New Dover Road, North
Edison (1-1/2 blocks west of Wood Avenue. For more
information call 732-381-7904

Holiday Arts & Crafts Marketplace
Monmouth Race Track, Fri. & Sat. 11/29 & 11/30, 10-5pm
Rt. 36 & Oceanport Avenue in Oceanport. Quality Artists
and Craftsmen. Music, Santa, Great Gifts & Home Decor.
For info call: 732-223-3710. www.KraftFairs.com

Granny’s Cellar Holiday Craft Show
November 30th; 9am-4pm. Immaculate Conception
Auditorium, 23 Manalapan Road, Spotswood NJ. 75+
crafters displaying handmade crafts $2.00 admission;
Children free. Country kitchen serving breakfast & lunch,
bakery table. Call 732-887-2859 for more info.

Thanksgiving Craft Show
Sun, Dec. 1st, 10am-5pm at Paramus High School,
99 E Century Rd, Paramus. Over 100 quality exhibitors.
Admission $3. For directions & info:
www.pjspromotions.com

Christmas Nut Poppy Lekvar Roll Cakes Sale
Call Flo 732-636-2868 Also Homemade Fresh Kolbasz at $5
per Pound, Call Audrey 732-494-1431, Pick Up Friday 12/20,
btwn 11am - 3pm, Calvin Hungarian Ref Church, School St.
Woodbridge, Use Rear Entrance, Last Ordering Day 12/4.

Allaire Village Presents “A Christmas Carol”
at Allaire Chapel. 12/6 & 12/13, 7:30pm. $15 Person.
Interactive performance. Advanced purchase recommended.
4263 Atlantic Ave, Farmingdale, NJ 07727.
732-919-3500 or www.allairevillage.org

Allaire Village presents, "Christmas Lantern
Tours". 12/7, 12/14 & 12/21. Take a guided, lantern-lit tour
through the festive Village! 5pm-8pm. $12.50 tickets.
Advance purchase rec. 4263 Atlantic Ave, Farmingdale, NJ
07727 732-919-3500 or www.allairevillage.org

Big Indoor Flea Market
Saturday December 7th; 9am-4pm. Over 125 tables of new,
used and antique merchandise. Baked goods table. Breakfast
and lunch available in the cafeteria. Roselle Catholic High
School, Raritan Road, Roselle NJ.

Christmas Bazaar 2013
Saturday Dec 7, 9am-3pm. Six Mile Run Reformed Church.
3037 State Rt. 27, Franklin Park, 732-297-3734. Shop early
for your Christmas gifts, decorations, jewelry, cosmetics,
home baked goods, toys & much more. Enjoy a yummy
breakfast & lunch at the Jingle Bell Cafe & Bake Sale. Santa
Claus will stop by for children between 12-2pm!

Allaire Village presents, "Christmas at Allaire"
12/8 & 12/15. Celebrate Christmas with the Villagers!
Family Fun! $7/Adult $5 Kids under 12. Horse/Wagon Rides
extra. 4263 Atlantic Ave, Farmingdale, NJ 07727.
732-919-3500 or www.allairevillage.org

Sunday Serenade - Dec. 8, 2013, 5:00pm,
Rutgers University Trombone Jazz Ensemble will perform at
Six Mile Run Reformed Church, 3037 State Rt. 27, Franklin
Park, 732-297-3734. The Trombone Ensemble is directed by
Professor Conrad Herwing. He has been voted No.1 Jazz
Trombonist by the Jazz Journalists Association. Admission
$10.00. Tickets available at door.

13th Annual Holiday Craft Show
Sunday, December 8th, 9:30-3:30, North Brunswick
Twp. High School, Raider Rd., North Brunswick.
Sponsored by NBTHS DECA. Refreshments served.
Call Kathie 732-289-3700 x3035
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trained Colandrea said.
“It has every flavor you
will want in one bite. 

“I don’t know how it all
works,” he added of his
style of cooking and doing
business, “but I just know
that clarity flows from my
craziness — and it works.”

“New” isn’t just about
the food. It’s about the en-
tire approach to business.

From the community
book shelves in the front
of the shop, to its com-
pletely organic and non-
genetically modified
foods, from the tattoos on
the chefs and staff, and
the Human Rights Cam-
paign stickers on the front
window, the owners of
NunziosKitchen are
working to create a differ-
ent type of dining and
community restaurant
experience.

“We’ve had some awe-
some dialogues with our
customers,” the 23-year-
old Colandrea said. “It’s a
beautiful experience.”

How it began

Nunzio’s was opened
by Colandrea’s father,
Pasquale, in 1979. Today it
is run by Marco and his
brother, Michael, 28. The
two were born in America
but spent part of their
childhood in Italy. 

“We moved all over the
tri-state area and back to
Italy, as my father
searched for a suitable ca-
reer,” Marco said. “We fi-
nally ended up in Sayre-
ville.” 

They grew up working
in their father’s pizzeria/
restaurant and learned
every aspect of the busi-
ness, from cooking and

creating recipes, to busi-
ng tables and cleaning toi-
lets.

“We do know how to do
everything,” Marco Co-
landrea said. “It makes
you a more understanding
boss.”

The brothers’ father
gave them the business
about five years ago. Mi-
chael took on more of the
work while Marco tried
his hand at other jobs. He
first went into the police
academy but that didn’t
work out, he said, and he
became a paramedic for
Robert Wood Johnson
University Hospital. At
the same time, he con-
tinued to help Michael at
the restaurant.

“I realized that I had to
narrow it down,” Marco
Colandrea said. “I stayed
with the restaurant be-
cause I didn’t want to
leave my brother.”

As the two worked to-
gether, they decided that
they wanted to go in a dif-
ferent direction from
their father, creating a
different type of menu, a
different type of eating
experience, and a differ-
ent atmosphere from a
traditional Italian eatery.

“We wanted to break
stereotypes,” Michael Co-
landrea said, whether it
was about what they
cooked or what they
looked like. 

Marco was the first one
to get tattoos — at the age
of 17, he started with an
image of St. Michael. Now
colorful tattoos cover
many parts his body and
his older brother has fol-
lowed suit.

This spirit of adven-
ture is reflected in how
they have set up the shop.
From a relatively nonde-
script storefront in a
“weathered mall,” as the

eatery’s press material
say, patrons enter a wide
open space where dozens
of the day’s pizzas are dis-
played in a neat case. Spe-
cials are written on a
blackboard wall. Slices
are available, as well as
whole pies. The brothers
say they average about
300 pies on a steady day
and 500 on a Friday. Their
motto: “Every day is go-
ing to be the busiest day of
the year.”

A newly installed com-
munity wall of books with
a mix of interesting titles
separates the front walk-
in space from the dine-in
restaurant portion. Marco
Colandrea said he was a
little concerned about the
reaction some of the clien-
tele might have to some of
the more controversial ti-
tles. “But it’s really creat-
ed some great open dia-
logue between me and
some of our clients,” he
said.

Patrons who dine in
can expect the dialogue to
continue as they talk with
their waiters or waitress-
es who are encouraged by
the brothers to “make a
personal connection with
everyone who comes in
here” and allow diners to
enjoy the entire restau-
rant experience, Marco
Colandrea said. “When
you work for me, I want
you to be you, and I want
the customers to know
you.”

Be who you are

The brothers are com-
mitted to buying organic
and local. It may cut into
their profit margin, but
they feel strongly that it’s
the right way to live, and
to do business.

“I want to be happy and
content with what I do,”

Marco Colandrea said.
The brothers have sur-

rounded themselves with
family and friends who
work with them, including
Michael’s girlfriend, An-
gela Carolo, and Marco’s
roommate, best friend
and “right-hand man,”
Mike “Mums” Leonard.

“Since we employ
friends and family, we put
of lot of pressure on our-
selves to succeed,” Marco
Colandrea said.

The community they
are creating at their res-
taurant isn’t just about
them. It’s also about get-
ting involved and helping
the local community and
activist-driven organiza-
tions. This includes — but
is not limited to — Habitat
for Humanity, March
Against Monsanto, the
Sayreville Public School’s
special-needs program,
Toys for Tots, and a
Thanksgiving Family
Sponsorship Drive, in
which the brothers will
provide dinners for fam-
ilies in need.

“I really believe in
equality for all, and try to
live and speak that way,”
Marco Colandrea said.
That included speaking at
a recent rally in Princeton
about his personal beliefs
and his sexuality.

“I was scared to show
my tattoos at first, to say I
was gay, to say who I am,”
he said. “But the feedback
was amazing. You know, I
wondered why was I
scared? What was I afraid

of? Being there, for peo-
ple to see, it really helps a
lot.”

For the brothers, it’s all
about looking forward.
They constantly are ex-
perimenting and adding
to their menu, adding
twists to traditional favor-
ites. Meiwei calamari, for
example, features cala-
mari fried and sauteed
with roasted red peppers
in a sweet sesame glaze.
Veal braciola is stuffed
with provolone, pro-
sciutto and baby shrimp.

These tastes certainly
have their fans. The res-
taurant was honored with
Best Italian Food in this
fall’s Home News Tribune
Best of the Best readers’
choice program.

The brothers have dif-
ferent working styles, but
also say they trust one an-
other that they are going
to do the right thing for
the business, themselves

and those they work with.
While they are working
with other local business
owners on ideas to distrib-
ute some of their prod-
ucts, they remained fo-
cused on making some-
thing new with their fa-
ther’s legacy, and the
community and dining ex-
perience they offer to
their customers.

“I have a drive I can’t
shake,” Marco Colandrea
said. “It’s about the pas-
sion. We are the first ones
here and the last ones to
leave. I love what I do.”

Paul C. Grzella is general
manager/editor of the
Courier News, Home
News Tribune and
MyCentralJersey. He
would like to share your
passion with readers.
Contact him at
908-243-6601;
pgrzella@njpress
media.com.

NUNZIOS
Continued from Page A1

IF YOU GO 

NunziosKitchen is at 521
Raritan St., Sayreville. Call
732-727-1060 or visit
NunziosMenu.com.

NunziosKitchen co-owner Marco Colandrea (kneeling
bottom right) and Adam Opiets are shown with other
volunteers at a Habitat for Humanity event. 
PHOTO COURTESY OF MICHAEL COLANDREA

and joined a military es-
cort. 

In a few moments, the
band started playing and
the carriage turned onto
the main street, joined the
main procession, and was
on its way.

Television was incredi-
ble that day. As the Presi-
dent's body rolled along
the streets of Washington,
there was not one street,
not one corner, not one
turn during the entire day
that was not covered by
television. The TV com-
mentators said they had
pooled their cameras to-
gether. That meant that
ABC, CBS, and NBC
worked together and
shared their equipment so
that there was complete
coverage. I was grateful
that they cared about the
President so much that
they were willing to work
together.

Thousands of soldiers
and sailors lined every
street. What looked like
the best units of the mili-
tary marched along with
JFK that day. Army sol-
diers also rode the beauti-
ful gray horses which
were carefully pulling the
black carriage with JFK
on it. 

There was also a sol-
dier walking with a rider-
less horse, and another
soldier right behind JFK
carrying the flag of the
president. I didn't know
the significance of the rid-
erless horse, which also
had a set of boots turned
backwards in the stirrups.
It was mysterious and im-
pressive. 

They marched to the
White House and picked
up Mrs. Kennedy, JFK’s
brothers, and just about
every leader in the world
who had come represent-
ing their countries for the
funeral. They all walked
to the church. Again, I’d
never seen anything like
that before. And accord-
ing to the TV broadcast-
ers, nothing like that had
ever been done in Ameri-
ca. The muffled drums,
sometimes interrupted by
sad music from the bands,
paced kings, presidents,
ministers, senators,
judges, and rulers from
every nation down the
streets of Washington.
The crowds watching the
spectacle were massive
yet silent as the Presi-
dent’s body rolled by.

They reached the
church, the Kennedy fam-
ily and all those important
people went inside. Then,
carefully, the nine sol-
diers carried the body in-

side. In the church, a choir
started singing. I couldn't
understand the words to
the music. But that was all
right, I would listen to the
good things the minister
would say about my presi-
dent. But when the head
minister, actually a Catho-
lic cardinal, started to
speak, I realized after a
few seconds I didn’t un-
derstand a thing he was
saying. It must have been
in a foreign language.

A funeral for an Amer-
ican president in a foreign
language?

I was still too numb for
reason or logic, so for the
first time in almost four
days I decided to leave
JFK for awhile.

I decided to go outside;
I wanted to get away from
things. So I got my young-
est brother, Brian, who
was now three years old,
bundled him up and went
for a walk. 

Once outside, the bril-
liantly clear day blinded
my television-tuned eyes.
I realized I had not been

out of the house since the
assassination. I had not
seen the sun or felt the air
since Friday afternoon.
After adjusting to the
sharp November light and
the cold air, we started
walking around the block.

There was not a single
person outside. There was
no traffic, no one on a bike,
not even people walking
around — nothing at all. I
couldn’t get over how
clean everything looked
under the intense noonday
sun and how silence and
inactivity had made ev-
erything seem unfamiliar.

Inoticed that just about
every house on every
street had an American
flag on the front of it. I had
never seen so many flags
— not even on the 4th of
July. That simple, elegant
tribute made the land-
scape and situation seem
all the more unreal. I had
left the forced reality of
JFK’s funeral seeking a
little rest and retreat for
my soul. Yet everywhere
around me were remind-

ers that things were not
normal. 

I decided to go toward
downtown Plainfield, the
busiest part of the city. As
we walked along, it oc-
curred to me that I had
heard a television report-
er say that day was John
Kennedy Jr.’s birthday.
He was three years old.
The same age as my little
brother. 

Soon we approached
the center of the city. It
looked like a ghost town.
Every store, every bank,
every newsstand, every
diner, every theatre was
closed. My brother and I
crossed streets with traf-
fic lights operating but not
a car in sight.

I didn’t know until then
that the absence of things
could be just as powerful
as the presence of things.

I had seen the streets of
my home town packed
with excited crowds when
Santa Claus would arrive
by helicopter. I had seen
the same streets choked
with people gazing at the
big Central Jersey 4th of
July parade. I had seen the
same streets, sidewalks,
and stores jammed with
people during the big
shopping days. But I had
never seen the streets of
Plainfield empty.

By the time I returned
home the funeral service

in the church was over and
the casket was back on the
black carriage. I went up-
stairs and watched a few
minutes with my mother
in her room. She had a
small TV set and she could
tell me if I had missed any-
thing.

Mom was very upset
with the funeral. The two
of us anguished the most
over the death of JFK in
our home. Hopelessness
and an extreme sense of
loss filled her; she looked
the way she did during the
first days of living in that
basement after losing our
apartment. 

I decided to go back
downstairs to the bigger
TV and watch alone.

JFK’s funeral proces-
sion was a painful but
grand thing to watch. The
constant pounding of the
drums, the long row of
shining black limousines,
the flags waving in the air,
the riderless horse that
bucked and kicked all day,
the presidential flag car-
ried by a lone soldier fol-
lowing the carriage; it was
all so majestic. Street af-
ter street, corner after
corner, television cam-
eras at every point
brought me the saddest
yet most extraordinary
event I had ever seen. I
loved and hated every mo-
ment of it.

JFK
Continued from Page A1

I noticed that just about every house on
every street had an American flag on
the front of it. I had never seen so many
flags — not even on the 4th of July. That
simple, elegant tribute made the ...
situation seem all the more unreal.


