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By Eve Berliner

Like the single ghost light left burning
in the darkened theatre to ward off the
ghosts, a ghost light hovered over the
childhood of Frank Rich, amid the dark
days of fear and night terrors.

He resided in
the theatre of
dreams.

He survived
on his imagina-
tion.

The players:
mother, father,
sister and step-
father, a com-
plex villain, vi-
cious.

His mother
was his first in-
spiration, loved
the arts, a pas-

sion for film and theatre and politics and
life.  She would take Frank on what she
would call their “Adventures,” his favor-
ite, the dusty old brick mansion/museum,
miniature castle, known as The Phillips,
with paintings on the walls of circus jug-
glers and ballerinas and baseball players
in fields of dreams, collages of newspa-
pers and old bluejeans and tickets with
exotic foreign writing on them, a mixture
of the avant-garde and history and art and
theatre.

His parents were avid theatregoers, a
living room filled with the music of Broad-
way, and for Frank, long hours lost in the
magic of his father’s sublime record col-
lection: South Pacific, Damn Yankees,
The Pajama Game, and his mother’s trea-
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Frank Rich, in his days as chief theatre critic of the New York Times, circa 1980s.

sured Playbill collection.
 “I still have whatever she left behind.”

he notes quietly. “I always think of my
mother listening to her beloved South Pa-
cific when she went to the hospital to

have me.”
Thus his love affair with the theatre

began in the womb.
His father faded away with the “sepa-

ration” when he was seven years of age,

a phantom presence in his life, leav-
ing behind his Broadway record
collection.

The divorce had torn his world
asunder but it was the advent of
his stepfather that wielded  the
second devastating blow.  A rag-
ing, unstable tyrant who assaulted
the vulnerable, including his mother,
loved Broadway and was gener-
ous with theatre tickets.

“Fear became my constant
companion,” Frank Rich would
write in the moving and incredible
memoir of his childhood, “Ghost
Light,” published in 2000, in which
he bares his soul.

On one occasion, shouting
inches from his face, I will not
take any more crap from you,
young man, “Joel [his stepfa-
ther] slapped me to the ground
with his huge hands. My brain felt
as if it was knocking against my
head.  Then he grabbed me by the
ankles and started dragging me up
the road on my back, the dirt and
ground scraping against my skin.
We were at the next building –
some 50 yards away – before he
dropped me in a heap in the cen-
ter of the road.”

On another occasion, he threw
Frank down a flight of stairs.

A dark aching subsumed the
young boy, worry about being shut

up in complete darkness when he went to
bed, a chronic and severe problem of in-
ability to sleep, anxiety, loneliness, nervous
sensations, panic, fear of the dark, fright-

Continued on Page 5

By Selwyn Raab

Forty plus years of plumbing the wit
and wisdom of the Mafia was a cinch – a
piece of cake. An uncomplicated subject
with few obstacles. No need to evade spin
physicians bent on misleading a reporter
trying to unravel the significance of an im-
portant event – mass murders or a rack-
eteering arrest. Happily, Men of Honor
have too many scruples to employ public
relations experts who deluge a reporter
with worthless tips, press releases, both-
ersome telephone calls and e-mails.

As for incisive interviews, don't bother
applying. Most accused mobsters, espe-
cially the family aristocrats, are steadfast
recluses, denying they possess articulate
gifts. I almost got an exclusive comment
from John Gotti before he was convicted
of being the CEO in the Gambino crime
family. It was in a courthouse men's room.
I extended good luck wishes and asked
for an interview about his ongoing trial.
Two goons were aiding his ablutions, turn-

The Villager

Vincent “the Chin” Gigante, a New York Mafioso
notorious for wandering the streets of New York
in his bathrobe, simulating madness.

ing the water taps and holding a
linen towel. With a gimlet stare, the
dapper don dried his hands, brush-
ing past me without acknowledg-
ing my presence.

Another approach occurred on
Sullivan Street in Greenwich Vil-
lage. I attempted to chat with
Vincent “Chin” Gigante whose
relatives insisted that he was a
mentally distressed, punch drunk
ex-boxer, not the underworld titan
of the Genovese crime family. Two
beefy companions of Mr. Gigante
almost trampled me as I scurried
to safety.

 I did squeeze a memorable re-
joinder from James Failla in the
1990s while researching a story
about his role as the Gambino
family's  not-so-secret controller of
the city's private garbage carting
industry. Known as Jimmy Brown
for favoring that sartorial shade, I
intercepted him on his way to a
weekly meeting with supplicant
carting contractors. Failla  uncoiled

a terse rejection: “ Eat (an expletive rhym-
ing with hit.)”

Covering Cosa Nostra means you're
on your own. All that is required is perse-
verance and a disregard for insults. I
stumbled into the beat through a side door.
In the 1960s, I was handling sedate edu-
cation stories on the old World Telegram
and The Sun when a school construction
scandal erupted. There was stark evi-
dence of crumbling roofs, shoddy work
and renovations that endangered the
safety of thousands of students and teach-
ers. Combing the backgrounds of the
building-trades companies unearthed a
pattern of phantom investors, rigged bids
and bribes to school officials. Much of the
malfeasance was engineered by behind-
the-scenes Mafiosi.

Later as a reporter for the Telly,
WNBC, PBS, and The Times, I kept run-
ning across Cosa Nostra fingerprints on
numerous aspects of government, law
enforcement, the judicial system, unions
and everyday life. It required little sagac-
ity to determine that, by the 1970s, the

Random House
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Don Larsen’s Perfect Game

In Tribute to Maury Allen
1932-2010

Maury’s Last Tale

Maury Al len 's  p iece  below on Don
Larsen's Perfect Game in the fifth game of
the 1956 World Series in Yankee Stadium is
a perfect example of the wonderful, subtle
art of Maury Allen the Writer, not just Sports
Writer. He puts us in the scene, from the open-
ing paragraph which, paradoxically, starts
at the end of the game – "the masked Yogi
Berra... leaping into the grinning face of Don
Larsen."

Maury then reels back novelistically to evoke
the tension as the Yankee pitcher drew ever closer
to the one-and-only No-Hitter and Perfect Game in
World Series history: "The drama built in the
Brooklyn eighth as Larsen retired every Brooklyn
batter and the crowd roared louder on each pitch
than the noise from the nearby Eighth Avenue sub-
way."

But Maury the Reporter does more, as he cap-

tures a time more than half a century ago. He
calls Don Larsen in Idaho to get his memories,
and sits with Yogi Berra and talks with Arthur
Richman, long-time friend of Larsen, to round
out the tale.

This was what the reader of Maury's baseball
writing in the New York Post for nearly three de-
cades and what the readers of his 40 books came to
expect and relish.

Maury died on October 3, at age 78, leaving
his wife, Janet, his two children, Ted and Jenni-
fer, and four grandchildren, and was an hon-
ored Silurian, one-time president and most cur-
rently a member of the Board of Directors.  And
to family and friends, he left a  warm personal
legacy, not just of talent. but of laughter and
love.

– Ira Berkow

By Maury Allen

The image has lasted half a century,
a masked Yogi Berra, the Yankee
catcher, leaping into the grinning face of
Don Larsen, the Perfect Game pitcher.

It was October 8, 1956, the fifth game
of the World
Series be-
tween the
h a u g h t y
New York
Yankees and
the ram-
b u n c t i o u s
B r o o k l y n
Dodgers, a
thrilled Sta-
dium crowd
of 64,519
gasping at
every late
game pitch.

L a r s e n ,
27, described

by Joe Trimble of the New York Daily
News as “the imperfect man who
pitched a perfect game,” had actually
lost 21 games for the new Baltimore
Orioles only two years earlier and had
been smacked around by the Dodgers
in game two of the Series a few days
earlier.

“I had no idea I was starting that
game until I came to the park that
day,” said Larsen over the phone from
his home in Hayden Lake, Idaho, a fish-
ing village about 100 miles east of Spo-
kane, Washington, up near the Cana-
dian border.

“When I go to the park there was a
baseball in my shoe. That was the tra-
dition in those days. The pitching
coach, Jim Turner, would put a ball in
the shined shoe of the starter,” Larsen
said.

He was 9-2 as a starter and reliever
with the Yankees when he joined the
team in 1955 and 11-5 in that summer
of 1956. Mostly, he was known for his
bad boy reputation.

“I played baseball because it was
fun,” Larsen said. “Nobody got rich
playing ball in those days. You just en-
joyed the game, enjoyed the competi-
tion and enjoyed hanging out with
Mickey (Mantle), Whitey (Ford) and the
other guys.”

Early that spring training in St. Pe-
tersburg, Florida, Larsen had firmed up
his image when he fell asleep while
driving his two tone convertible back
to the team hotel, lost control of his car
and crashed into a palm tree. It was 5
a.m. He escaped with a chipped tooth
and a $15 ticket.

Manager Casey Stengel, a notorious
boozer himself in his playing days with
the Brooklyn Dodgers and New York
Giants, was asked what his pitcher was
doing out at that ungodly hour.

“He went out to mail a letter,”
Stengel told the press with a straight
face.

Stengel’s confidence grew through

Maury Allen, in theYankee
Stadium clubhouse, 1972.

Yankee Stadium - Don Larsen’s first pitch in the fifth game of the 1956 World Series between the
New York Yankees and the Brooklyn Dodgers, in what would become the greatest game in World
Series history.

Associated Press

New York Yankee hurler Don Larsen, after re-
tiring the Brooklyn Dodgers in order for the
seventh consecutive inning.

 Associated Press

Catcher Yogi Berra jumps into the victorious
arms of pitcher Don Larsen after executing
the final out of a stunning win in the first and
only perfect game in World Series history, Oc-
tober 8, 1956.

the year as Larsen won some key
games and pitched well in relief in
several others. Four weeks before
the season ended the tall right handed
native of Michigan City, Indiana de-
veloped a no-windup pitching style.

“It just helped my control. I had
good stuff but putting the ball where
I wanted was always a factor,” he
said.

After the second game pounding
and a three day depression, Larsen
went out with a couple of newspa-
per pals, brothers Milton and Arthur
Richman the night before the fifth
game. Legend has it Larsen was
drunk when he showed up for game
five.

“Not so,” said Arthur Richman,
now a Yankees senior advisor to
Boss George Steinbrenner. “We had
dinner, a few drinks and then I drove
him back to the hotel. We passed a
church on the way and he said, ‘I
should have stopped for a donation.
Here, give this to your mother and
have her contribute it to her temple.’
He handed me twenty bucks.”

Larsen got the baseball the next
day and set the Dodgers down eas-
ily in the first inning by striking out
Jim Gilliam, Pee Wee Reese and get-
ting slugger Duke Snider on a short
fly to right fielder Hank Bauer.

“I could see my control was good
from the start,” he recalled. “That
gave me a lot of confidence.”

“He worked fast and he threw
strikes,” said Yogi Berra, as he sat
in the conference room of the Yogi
Berra Museum and Learning Cen-
ter on the campus of Montclair State
University in New Jersey. “He never
shook me off once all game.”

Gil Hodges hit a long fly ball in
the fifth inning but a speedy Mantle

ran it down for the out. Larsen
had his perfect game going
through seven innings, no runs,
no hits, no walks, no Brooklyn
batter reaching first base.

“When I came to the dug-
out after the seventh inning no-
body would talk to me. I said
something to Mickey about a
no-hitter and he just looked
away. You could see it all on
the scoreboard,” Larsen said.

The drama built  in the
Brooklyn eighth as Larsen re-
tired every Brooklyn batter
and the crowd roared louder on
each pitch than the noise from
the nearby Eighth Avenue sub-
way.

With a Mantle home run and
a Bauer single, the Yankees
led 2-0 against Sal Maglie as
Larsen started the ninth inning.
Carl Furillo flied out easily to
right field. Twenty five straight
Brooklyn outs.  Roy
Campanella grounded out to
Billy Martin. Twenty six
straight outs. One to go.

Brooklyn manager Walter Alston sent
up Dale Mitchell, a fine left handed hit-
ter, to bat for Maglie.

“I was really breathing hard on ev-
ery pitch by now,” remembered Larsen.
“Mitchell had been in the American
League for a long time and I knew he
was a tough hitter.”

The first pitch was a ball. Then a
called strike. Then Mitchell swung and
missed for strike two. The Stadium
noise was deafening. The next pitch was
an inside curve and Mitchell, a sly bats-
man, got a little of the pitch and fouled
it off.

“I just took another breath and fol-
lowed Yogi’s call for a fast ball,” Larsen
said. “It was over the outside of the
plate.”

Mitchell twitched at the pitch as um-
pire Babe Pinelli, working his final big
league game, threw up his right fist and
called, “Strike three.”

“I remember that Mitchell turned
around to argue the call,” Larsen said,
“but nobody was there. Yogi was run-
ning to me and Pinelli was running to
the dugout.”

A World Series Perfect Game. It had
never happened before and fifty years
later it has never happened since.

Yogi gave Larsen the baseball from
the last out. Several years ago he put it
up for auction and got $25,000 for it for
a college fund for one of his grand chil-
dren. The bronzed glove Berra used that
day hangs on a wall of his museum.

“Funny, we were there at the Sta-
dium, me and Larsen when David Cone
pitched his perfect game for the Yan-
kees in 1999,” said Berra. “It was good
but it wasn’t a World Series game.”

Half a century later, Larsen stands
alone as the “imperfect man” who
pitched baseball’s only World Series per-
fect game.
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To see history through the eyes of Morris Warman is to

see into the rarefied depths of the artis-

tic soul; Morris Warman, premier pho-

tographer for the New York Herald Tri-

bune for a quarter of a century, master of

human portraiture, his subtle play of

light and shadow the stuff of poetic vi-

sion.

Homage to Morris Warman
Artist in Portraiture

1918 – 2010

His singular genius was to catch his renowned subjects

on the wing – not in a photographer’s studio – and capture

their essence.

Morris, a poetic figure himself, with his startling gray-

green eyes and soft smile, came from a family of photogra-

phers – mother, father, brothers – age ten, in the dark de-

spair of the Depression, his first assignment for the Bayonne

Times covering the nighttime eviction of a desperate family,

little Morris bearing witness with his 8 X 10 view camera

and his childlike soul.

Morris Warman, husband of the late Dorothy Poplar, fa-

ther of Ritchard, beloved Silurian, will be missed in this life.

.

– The Editor

Writer James Baldwin

Philosopher Bertrand Russell

Writer William Faulkner

Poet Carl Sandburg

Prime Minister Winston Churchill

Writer John Steinbeck

Writer Ernest Hemingway

Modern Dancer Martha Graham

Playwright Arthur Miller

Morris Warman
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The Informer

Continued from Page 1

Inside La Cosa Nostra
Mafia operated a surrogate state in the
New York metropolitan area. Unfortu-
nately, for much of the 20th Century New
York's governmental authorities were

largely indifferent to these criminal in-
roads. The majority of media editors
were of a similar mind. They preferred
reporting on the occasional sensational
homicides, internecine wise guy wars
and colorful gangster celebrities in place
of costly, long-range inquiries to docu-
ment the Mafia's economic clout and
manipulation of government agencies.

 At The Times, which I joined in 1974
to cover criminal justice and govern-
mental misdeeds, the Mafia was gen-
erally regarded as an unrewarding as-
signment. It was viewed by most re-
porters as a career dead-end with scant
prospects for landing plum promotions.
I inherited the beat with the proviso that
I would pursue non-Mafia investigative
stories and that mob re-
porting would focus on
their stranglehold over
vital economic inter-
ests. It was a wide
arena, including the con-
struction industry, union
racketeering, garbage
carting, the Garment
Center and the Fulton
Fish Market.

In a pre-computer
age nailing down a story
often meant sisyphean
hours of locating docu-
ments, transcripts of
bugged conversations,
judicial transcripts, busi-
ness, real estate and
government records. As
one example, I spent an
entire month sifting
through thousands of
handwritten index cards
compiled by the federal
Housing and Urban
Development Depart-
ment tracing mob-
linked subcontractors
on multimillion-dollar

housing projects in the Bronx.
The easy part of the Mafia saga is

waiting for arrests and relying on the
customary spin from prosecutors and
investigators. The reconstruction of a
major undercover case can be intrigu-
ing but it is one dimensional. Lawyers
for accused Mafiosi are equally predict-
able, normally spouting uninspired,
boilerplate denials.

Uncovering background material to
flesh out the culture, motivation, tactics
and underlying sociopathic elements of
the American Mafia was the ultimate
challenge. After all, the Cosa Nostra
prides itself as being a secret society
and most efforts to mingle with their
stalwarts were rebuffed. Fortunately,
persistence can pay off.

 One dividend came from Anthony
Accetturo, the admitted head of the

Lucchese family in New Jersey in the
1980s and 1990s. In his teens, Accetturo
used a crutch to batter opponents and
was dubbed "Tumac," after a ferocious
caveman in a film, "One Million BC."
Upon learning that his new bosses
wanted to whack him, Tumac defected,
suddenly eager to recount his experi-
ences and explain why he had switched
sides. A friendly New Jersey official ar-
ranged prison interviews with Accetturo
and "Tumac" provided rare insight and
scoops about the history and the
strength and weaknesses of the Ameri-
can Mafia.

New York Times style rule was
strangely converted into another pen-
etration of the Mafia's clandestine cur-
tain. Soon after President Ronald
Reagan was inaugurated in 1981, his

Police File Photo

Anthony Accetturo, a/k/a “Tumac,” a former
caporegime and leader of the New Jersey
faction of the Lucchese crime family.

Federal Bureau of Investigation

James “Jimmy Brown” Failla, a senior
caporegime with the Gambino crime fam-
ily and a major power in the garbage haul-
ing industry in New York City.

Carmine Galante, a Bonanno family potentate gunned down while lunching at a restaurant in Bushwick,
Brooklyn.

Continued on Page 5

The extraordinary Malachy McCourt, actor, writer, politician and proprietor of
Malachy’s, a saloon on Third Avenue that became a legend in its time.

By Malachy McCourt

James Joyce wrote, “In the spirit of
Irish fun they betrayed their leaders one
by one,” and George Bernard Shaw
chimed in with, “If you put an Irish man on
a spit to roast him you will encounter no
difficulty in finding another Irish man to
baste him.”  The British with the blessing
of Nicholas Breakspeare a/k/a Pope
Adrian IV invaded Ireland on the pretext
of restoring the country to the faith as
founded by that other British invader
Patrick. Consequently many Irish includ-
ing myself have a somewhat violent reac-
tion when we chance upon traitorous in-
forming Irish men many of whom see
nothing wrong in dropping decency and
becoming Conservative in America. The
British when they occupy a country im-
pose the illusion of superiority in all things
culture, behaviour, language, loyalty, be it
India, Ireland, Africa, Persia et al and they
elevate people like Gunga Din to secular
sainthood. I am making a tenuous connec-
tion here but the actor who played this
anorexic traitor has a connection to this
piece. I once had a saloon called
Malachy’s on  Third Avenue. It was a
lively place blessed by the presence of
lovely young things from the nearby
Barbizon Hotel for Women plus horny
young actors from the UK not to mention
correspondents from all over the place
like Chris Dodd and Tony Delano.
Malachy’s was also the unofficial head-

Continued on Page 6
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Rich 2010 Honoree
Continued from Page 1

ened of not being able to sleep, and a
fierce, uncontrollable rage that he some-
times unleashed with startling power.

He would lose himself in fantasy, day-
dreams about Broadway, read book after
book about the theatre, and the play-
wrights, and the actors, and the directors,
read play after play.  He especially loved
the autobiography of Moss Hart.

He always had a book with him.
He was “discovered” as a writer by

his 4th grade teacher, Mrs.Young, who
recognized his talent and nourished it, and
it was under her inspiration that he wrote
his first book, “A World All My Own.”

His mother was to die in a car acci-
dent years later, her husband, with a his-
tory of manic driving and serial car
crashes, at the wheel.

* * *
Frank Rich,  fearless, brilliant, New

York Times Op-Ed columnist, former
chief theatre critic, [otherwise known as
“The Butcher of Broadway”] is a force
to be reckoned with. Unyielding in his will-
ingness to go deep, unearth the lies and
hypocrisies of power, his daggers penetrat-
ing the White House walls, the clandes-
tine interiors of the Mad Tea Party, the
halls of Congress, his Sunday morning
blast awakening the complacent from the
torpors of sleep; no escape from Frank
Rich’s clutches.

He is a journalist who stands up, speaks
his mind, clears away the fog of preju-
dice, stupidity, blindness and deception.

He is apparently, the essence of the
despised “liberal.”

As such, he is an object of hatred by
the radical right wing, and indeed, it must
be said, that a good number of conserva-
tive Republican moderates are inflamed
by him as well, if 1,200,000 Google list-
ings are any indication.

The worst of it occurred in a vitriolic
2004 confrontation with the actor/direc-
tor, Mel Gibson over his intensely contro-
versial film, “The Passion of the Christ,”
which brought forth an explosion of “nasty
anti-Semitic stuff, phone messages, e-
mails and letters,” notes Rich.

“Thus, we see the gospel according to
Mel,” writes Frank Rich in his New York
Times piece of March 7, 2004, entitled,
“Mel Gibson Forgives Us For His Sins.”
“If you criticize his film and the Jew-bait-
ing by which he promoted it, you are per-
secuting him – all the way to the bank.  If
he says that he wants you killed, he wants
your intestines “on a stick” and he wants
to kill your dog – such was his fatwa
against me in September – not only is there
nothing personal about it but it’s an act of
love.  And that is indeed the message of
his film. “The Passion” is far more in love

Photograph by Megan Fitzgerald

An onstage conversation between Stephen Sondheim, master of the American musical,
and Frank Rich, master of the written word,  November, 2009.

Photograph by Robert Adam Mayer

Frank Rich, in front of the old New York
Times Building at 229 West 43rd Street.

with putting Jesus’ intestines on a stick
than with dramatizing his godly teachings,
which are relegated to a few brief, cryp-
tic flashbacks.”

“I stick to my convictions.  Write them
the way I feel them,” comments Rich.

On the power of the pen:
Art Review, New York Times/Down-

town Pix/ January 14, 2010
“…From a review by the New York

Times critic Frank Rich printed on a wall
label next to a photograph documenting a
1984 performance of Franz Xaver
Krevetz’s ‘Through the Leaves’ by the
avant-garde company Mabou Mimes.
The work “is not pleasant,” writes Rich,
“but it sticks like a splinter in the mind.”

And for those who might think the critic
has no heart, here’s what he had to say
about the legendary stage actress, Eva Le
Gallienne, on January 16, 1981:

“It’s very easy to fall in love all over
again with Eva Le Gallienne, who returned
to the theatre last night in ‘To
Grandmother’s House We Go.’…Though
it’s no secret that Miss Le Gallienne is a
fine actress, it’s just as much pleasure to
reencounter her beauty.  When she flows
about her comfy, antique-laden living room
in a bathrobe, her gray hair tumbling to
her shoulders, she seems as lyrical as any
Juliet; she pays no mind to the staccato
movements of old age.  And while Miss
Le Gallienne’s features are aristocratic,
even regal, they can melt, without warn-
ing, into a diaphanous smile that has no
equal on Broadway.”

* * *
He was a bolt of lightning on the Broad-

way stage in his 13 years of notoriety as
chief theatre critic for the New York
Times.

On “The Butcher of Broadway”:
“I am writing for the reader.  The

reader wants to hear you speak honestly.
I am writing for the New York Times
reader, not the producers, the advertisers.
I have to have the reader’s trust.  If you’re
pulling punches, you’ll never write any-
thing worth reading. The baseline: speak
honestly for people you’re writing to and
accurate.”

On the power to close a show:
“I loved flops.  Shows I disliked were

hits.  In the end word of mouth takes over.
In commercial theatre, reviews have very
little effect.”

Harvard days and his friendship with

Stephen Sondheim, the renowned Ameri-
can composer and lyricist for stage and
film: [Follies, A Little Night Music,
Sweeney Todd,  West Side Story – but a
few.]:

Frank Rich, now in his Harvard years
at Cambridge, the editorial chairman of
the Harvard Crimson, the university’s
esteemed daily newspaper and in such
capacity, on the date of February 26,
1971, writing a brilliant essay of  probing
analysis, its subject, the theatre musical
Follies by Stephen Sondheim, during its
pre-Broadway run in Boston.  The ar-
ticle fascinated Harold Prince, the
musical’s conductor, and “absolutely in-
trigued” Sondheim who called and invited
Frank to lunch.

“That he said to me that I had under-
stood his show – not that I liked it, but
that I understood it – really gave me a lot
of the confidence you need to be a writer.
I was not in touch with him the entire
time I was a critic.  My reviews of his
work were all over the map.  Then we
became friends when I stopped being a
critic.”

His life as chief drama critic for the
New York Times, begun in March of 1980,
concluded in 1993.

“I wanted to move on.  I was really
getting bored with the state of the the-
atre. In January of 1994 I started the
column.”

On the relationship of theatre and poli-
tics:

“Show biz and theatre and politics.  It
started with FDR’s Fireside Chats and
resident radio priest Father Coughlin in
the thirties who is very much like Glenn
Beck today. Kennedy perfected it.
Reagan really perfected it.  Bush’s ‘Mis-
sion Accomplished,’ Obama with the
Roman columns at the 2008 Democratic
National Convention.”

On the Bush legacy:
“The legacy of torture during the Bush

years is a big black mark for America
and against our national interests.  I be-
lieve that Obama wants to rectify this but
it’s gone to the back burner and he hasn’t
been the stalwart rectifier that we thought
he’d be.  Eight years of riding herd over
the Constitution can’t be undone in 20
months.”

On his political awakening:
“The political awakening came in the

summer of 1959 when we moved to
Washington, D.C.  The 1960 Presiden-
tial campaign was very very lively. The
Democratic primary, Kennedy vs.
Humphrey.  Watching the convention was
a kind of a theatre too. But what struck
me as a child was the de facto segrega-
tion of Washington D.C., African Ameri-
can families living in alleys blocks away
from the White House.  There were

Continued on Page 6

Inside The Mob
Continued from Page 4

Secretary of Labor, Raymond
Donovan, was enmeshed in an investi-
gation of whether his construction com-
pany had illegally awarded a lucrative
subcontract for a subway project to a
mob-tainted outfit in the Bronx headed
by Pellegrino Masselli. A trial on state
felony charges ended with acquittals for
Donovan and Masselli.

During the marathon legal process,
Masselli was branded in hundreds of
print and broadcast stories by his un-
derworld nickname “Butcher Boy.” The
one exception was The Times which
banned pejorative sobriquets. There-
fore, my reports always referred to him
with the honorific, “Mr. Masselli.”  It
resulted in a call from Masselli show-
ering me with praise for “respecting”

him. Eventually, it led to a deal for se-
cret meetings at which he provided
anonymous amplifications about con-
temporary Mafia matters, mores and
attitudes.

The invaluable arrangement lasted
until Masselli died (of natural causes).
Naturally, I never disclosed that it was
a style rule that prevented me from re-
ferring to him in print as “Butcher Boy.”

Fortune smiled again when I landed
a contract to co-author “Mob Lawyer”
with Frank Ragano. Over 40 years, he
had been the attorney and confidante
of Santo Trafficante, the Mafia boss in
Florida, and Carlos Marcello, the Cosa
Nostra chief in New Orleans. As an
added bonus Ragano was Jimmy
Hoffa's trial attorney and admitted con-
duit between the teamster's union presi-
dent and his Mafia partners.

In addition to the secrets we pub-
lished in “Mob Lawyer,” Ragano pro-

vided a cornucopia of details on the
shadowy lives of mob barons that I
used in countless stories.

Dining in mob-favored restaurants
can result in succulent meals and un-
usual encounters. At Lanza's on First
Avenue in the East Village, I established
nodding relationships with low-level
soldiers and a non-Mafia head waiter.
In July 1979, Lanza's lost a valued cus-
tomer when Carmine Galante, a
Bonanno family potentate was gunned
down while lunching at another restau-
rant in Brooklyn.

Covering Galante's funeral at the
Lanza-Provenzano Funeral Home on
Second Avenue, I discovered that the
funeral director was non other than the
head waiter at Lanza's Restaurant.
What greater proof of the dedication
inspired by Mafia mystique: a head
waiter who served wise guys in life as
well as in death.

Federal Bureau of Prisons

The last photograph of John Gotti, 2002.
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New Members

Robert Bazell
Chief Science and Health Correspondent, NBC
News, Reporter, WNBC-TV, Reporter, New York
Post, News Writer, Science Magazine

Matt Clark
Senior Medical Writer, Newsweek, Reporter,
Boston Traveler

Lewis Grossberger
Humor Columnist, True/Slant.com, Media Columnist,
7 Days [weekly], Reporter, New York Post, Copy
Editor, Reporter, Rewriteman, Newsday

Peter Khoury
Night Metro Editor, New York Times, [joined
editorial staff 1998] Reporter, Editor, The
Greensboro (N.C.) News Record; The Capital, in
Annapolis, Md.; The Carroll County (Md.) Times;
and the Gaithersburg (Md.) Gazette.

Abby Rand [Hollingsworth]
Freelance Writer,
Publisher, Snowmass Sun (CO), Resort Editor,
Snow Country, Travel Editor, Ski Magazine

Arlene Schulman
Freelance Writer/Photographer contributing to the
New York Times, New York Post, Daily News,
Newsday and El Diario-La Prensa.  Reporter, UPI.
Author

Seymour Topping
Emeritus Professor International Journalism,
Columbia University,Managing Editor,
Foreign Editor, Foreign Correspondent, New York
Times, [33 year tenure], Foreign Correspondent,
Associated Press, International News Service,
Administrator Pulitzer Prizes 1993-2002

Robert Wiener
Reporter, New Jersey Jewish News, Reporter,
Lexis-Nexis, Producer, MSNBC.

Mary Alice Williams
Reporter, Writer, Producer, Anchor and Executive
at WPIX, WNBC, CNN, NBC News, CBS News and
the Discovery Health Channel. Assistant Professor
of Journalism, Purchase College

Continued from Page 5

Rich Honoree

tremendous inequalities while the rheto-
ric reflected the idealistic vision.  It had
a huge impact on me – Washington and
the world in general.”

Do you mingle with power?
“No.  I’ve always believed that.  I

never went to opening nights, never
went to the Tony Awards.  I believe in
not being part of the club.  Went once
to the White House Correspondent’s
Dinner to see what it was.  Never went
back.  The clubiness, the proximity to
power led to the run-up to the Iraq war,
reporters screwed by their best
sources.  No dinner parties with
Scooter Libby.  I believe in indepen-
dence.”

Does the early rage still live in you?
In your work?

“I am angry at injustice.  But anger
is not a major thing in my work. Pas-
sion but not anger.”

* * *
It is a wonderful marriage of writers,

quarters of the Irish delegation to the
United Nations which was headed at that
time by Freddie Boland and included
Conor Cruise O’Brien and his then lover
Maura McEntee. Freddie Boland became
famous for trying to gavel Nikita
Khrushchev to order while Nicky used his
shoe to respond to Freddie’s gaveling. I
was introduced to a Russian lad named
Vladimir Bogachev, the UN reporter for
TASS. The friend who introduced us, Sam
Jaffe, was a quietly humorous lad and as
far as I recall had worked for CBS and
NBC as a correspondent in Moscow
among other places.

 There was as it is said, drink taken and
the memory is a bit befogged by same but
there was laughter, wit and loud renditions
of the Irish songs and Bogachev was quite
good at getting down on his haunches and
kicking his limbs in that well-known Rus-
sian danger to life and limb they call a
dance. Sometimes we stayed at
Malachy’s and raised the roof. There are
other times we explored other venues and
wherever we went there was no doubt we
were where we were. Loud, irreverent,
merry and energetic. One night we de-
cided to go to a party in New Jersey so the
car had to be hired. Our party consisted of
myself Sam Jaffe,Vladimir  plus Harold, a
Brit with a bad leg that like the Queen
couldn’t bend and Ed was totally sightless.
Off we went to New Jersey and returned
safely despite my lunatic intake of liquor.

A few mornings after that event the
doorbell rang which was answered by my
then wife. Standing there were a couple of
respectable looking men sporting broad
brim hats and flashing badges. They iden-
tified themselves as FBI and said they
would like to talk to me. Linda showed
them in and summoned me from whatever
dreamland I occupied at that moment.
After a bit of chitchat during which they
kept their hats they got down to the busi-
ness at hand. What is the nature of your
relationship to Mister Vladimir
Bogachev? I said I didn’t want to be rude
but what business was it of theirs who my
friends were. They replied that Bogachev
was a Soviet intelligence agent here to
gather information beneficial to the Soviet
Union. So again why is he friendly with
you? And while we’re at it tell us about
those people who went with you to New
Jersey a few nights ago. They knew
Bogachev and they knew me and they
knew Sam Jaffe but they didn’t know
Harold with the unbending leg and they
didn’t know the blind man Ed. Who was
he said one. I said he was our driver. The
questioner was about to write that down
when he realized what I had said. He
slammed his pen down glared at me and
informed me that this was no joke and I’d
better answer properly else they would
take steps to deport me. I at once in-
formed him quote I was born here I am an
American citizen and you can’t deport me
un quote. That ended the interview.

My last comment to them was that
Malachy was famous for its martinis and
I think the Soviets wanted this secret
recipe. They were not amused. Some
time later I secured my file under the
Freedom of Information Act. One part of
which is said that despite my long hair,
flowing red beard, obvious Bohemian
lifestyle, I displayed no outward signs of
homosexuality. My file had details of par-
ties and visits to pubs and by a series of
eliminations I figure the person present at
all these was Sam Jaffe who introduced
me to Bogachev in the first place. Sam
was the nephew of the actor Sam Jaffe
who acted the Indian traitor Gunga Din
and I wondered, can theatrical traitors
pass on their character defects to real life
descendants. Bogachev returned to the

The Informer
Continued from Page 4By John K. Hutchens

Most people I know who have lived into
their eighties wish they had been born at
least a dozen years later.  I am not one of
them.  I arrived in this world during the
20th century’s first decade, wherefore I
heard the voices of old men – most of them
in their nineties – some of whom in their
teens had fought in the Civil War.  They
gathered on the court house lawn of our
Montana town, old Union army men and
Confederates.  Would they, I briefly won-
dered, renew their battle on this lawn?  They
would not.  They had become friends.

The Southerners had gone west when
they found no homes to return to at the
war’s end.  The Northerners headed for

the gold country,
many without wait-
ing for Appomattox.
While a boy lay in the
grass at a respectful
distance, they chat-
ted with a vivacity he
so greatly admired
that much of their
reminiscence has en-
dured in his memory
through all the many
years since then.

They recalled Shiloh, where an officer
named Ulysses Grant came out of a disor-
derly retirement to save the day for the
North, to the intense annoyance of surviv-
ing Southerners. They fought again in ret-
rospect the battles of Antietam and
Gettysburg.  Then they crossed the plains
by covered wagon and stagecoach. One or
another of my ancients had seen the last of
the mountain men, had watched the open
range come and go and the railroads arrive,
bringing the “honyockers,” or homestead-
ers.  They, and the memories they inherited,
were Montana’s early story, or enough of it
to hold me entranced.

When they spoke of Henry Plummer, the
listening boy followed their every word.
They ran on by the hours about him, and
then you could see him rising before them
as he walked the streets of the little towns
that made up the placer mining camp of Al-
der Gulch, in Montana Territory.  He was a
demon, a fiend.  They all knew that.  They
all agreed that he was justly hanged in 1864.
But that was after he had served as an ad-
mired, if secretly crooked, sheriff.  Finally
detected and sentenced to swing, he said
tearfully, “I’m too wicked to die,” but at the
last moment, in his traditionally calm voice,
he concluded, “Please give me a calm drop.”

And then they got talking about some-
one first known as old Tommy Cruse, who
sought gold but didn’t find it for years.
Bankers laughed at him when he sought
loans.  Others were merely sorry for him.
Then, one day, he found it near Silver Creek,
a few miles from Helena: the richest gold
quartz mine ever discovered in Montana.
Suddenly, he was Mister Cruse, wealthy
to the tune of $15,000,000, which he stored
in his own privately owned bank.  The Panic

Voices of the Old West

Injured Times Photographer
Renowned combat pho-

tographer Joao Silva,

on contract to the New

York Times, suffered

gr ievous in ju r ies  on

October 30th after step-

ping on a land mine

while embedded with U.S. troops in

Southern Afghanistan. Silva underwent

surgery to amputate both his legs at a U.S.

military hospital in Germany. We salute

his courage and his fierce dedication.

Soviet Union and after some years I tried
to contact Sam Jaffe but he was not
friendly. I read he had died and the Times
reported that he was a supplier of infor-
mation to the CIA and the FBI. I don’t
know to this day why reporting the activi-
ties of a saloon keeper to the FBI was part
of  keeping America safe and secure. I
don’t know what happened to Bogachev
after he returned to Moscow but I do
know, though not within the realm of total
recall, a good time was had by the capital-
ists, the Communists and even some
brain-damaged conservatives. May they
all including the CIA and FBI rest in
peace.

Frank Rich and his wife, Alex Witchel, a
staff writer for the New York Times
Magazine, two fine novels behind her,
now working on her memoir, her recent
portrait of  Norris Church Mailer in the
April 2010 Vanity Fair, masterful.

“I’m in awe of her,” says Frank.
Of course, it is mutual.
Their two sons are writers as well:
Nathaniel, age 30, first novel, “The

Mayor’s Tongue,” and now completing
a second novel, a former editor at Paris
Review.

Simon, age 26, a comedy writer for
“Saturday Night Live”, his first book,
“Elliot Allagash,” published in May by
Random House, a former president of
the Harvard Lampoon.

Frank Rich, sitting in his New York
Times office, his desk overflowing with
seemingly hundreds of books, laughs
softly, “I’m the slacker.”

Early biographical material was drawn

from the Frank Rich memoir,“Ghost Light,”

published by Random House in the year

2000.

of ’93 mattered not at all to him.  “Yez can
come to my bank and get a loan,” he called
out to any officers of other banks who might
be there.  “At four percent a month.  Come
in,” he said to would-be borrowers.  They
followed him into his bank and down to its
cellar vaults.  In gleaming gold behind iron
bars was $600,000.

On day they got to talking about Calam-
ity Jane.  “A whore,” said one old man dis-
approvingly.

“Yes, but a hell of a lot more,” said an-
other angrily. “A good woman.  Do you hear
me?  She made her living the way a girl did,
following soldiers and workers around.
What’s that got to do with it?  She had a
good heart.  Do you understand?”

“Which Calamity are you talking about?”
Her critic was still trying.  “A lot of women
claimed to be Calamity.”

She had her faults, the old admirer con-
ceded, but in general she was a “minister-
ing angel.”  She was also a prostitute in
Deadwood, South Dakota, a drunkard, pos-
sibly a lover of Wild Bill Hickock.  She never
denied a loan to a needy fellow townsman.

“I like to think of her lying up there in
the grave next to Bill’s in the Deadwood
cemetery,” said the old admirer.

I remember especially their recollection
of George Armstrong Custer.  Some of
them had fought under him in the Civil War,
where only a few weeks after his West
Point graduation (at the bottom of his
class), he was a gallant fighting officer.
Others had seen him in action in various
post-war frontier engagements.  But I was
particularly interested to hear their judg-
ment of his finale at the Battle of the Little
Big Horn River, Montana, on bloody Sun-
day, June 25, 1876.

“He was a son of a bitch!” exclaimed
one old man who fought under Major
Marcus A. Reno on the other side of the
river in a bitter flurry that preceded Custer’s
total annihilation by an hour or two.  Custer
was supposed to engage in battle when
two other battalions joined him in action,
but he started early, they said, so that he
could gain major recognition as a successful
warrior which he thought might win him
nomination for the Presidency of the United
States later that year.  Or so the old man
believed, although they also suspected that
very little about that day’s disaster would
ever be known for sure.

It was by chance that on a day in the
1950s, in New York City, I heard from Miss
Marguerite Merington, veteran actress and
a companion in Mrs. Custer’s later years,
about a curious moment that they experi-
enced together.

Invited to Montana in 1926 to attend the
battlefield ceremonies commemorating the
fiftieth anniversary of Custer’s Last Stand,
Mrs. Custer declined.  She chose instead to
listen in her New York hotel room to a radio
program on which the battle was re-enacted
with extraordinarily vivid sound effects.
The program faded out with a few scat-
tered gun shots, followed by an echoing si-
lence.  It was finally broken when she said,
with an equanimity that startled Miss
Merington:  “Well, I suppose that’s about
the way it was.”

General George

Armstrong Custer.

In Memoriam

Maury Allen

Marie Courtney

Jerry Flint

Barrett McGurn

Beatrice B. Morgan

Vic Ziegel


