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A Lifetime of Distinctive Photographs
Silurians Honor Chester Higgins

CHESTER HIGGINS

BY ELAINE LOUIE
When Chester Higgins Jr. was interviewed
for a job as a New York Times photographer
in 1975, he told A. M. Rosenthal, then the
managing editor and known to almost everyone as Abe, how he wanted to work.
“I told him that decency, dignity and
virtuous character were lacking in the portrayal of my people in the American media,”
Higgins said. “I want to change that.” Abe
paused, then said: ‘Well, I think you’ll fit
right in.’ ”
In his 39 years at the Times, Higgins de-

picted people with dignity and grace — 40
percent of his photographs were of Black
people — and his ethos helped shape the
consciousness of the paper. In recognition,
the Silurians Press Club will present Higgins
with its Lifetime Achievement Award at a
dinner Feb. 4 at the landmark National Arts
Club.
“No one has given us a more intimate
knowledge of how Black lives are lived than
Chester Higgins — in thousands of gorgeous
photographs taken in a dozen countries,”
said Michael Serrill, the club’s president.”
In the summer of 1968, when Higgins
was a student at Tuskegee University, and
owned his first camera, he began to form
that ethos. Tuskegee students were marching for civil rights. Yet in the Alabama press,
the students were portrayed as vicious criminals, he said. When he photographed them,
he showed them as intense and wary.
“That’s when I became politically aware
of the power of the image,” he said in a recent interview. If some think that Black
men only abandon their children, he photographed glee: a Black man swinging his
child up in the air. Or, he showed ease: a
Black family on a stroll, the adults’ arms
around each other, the child perched on the
man’s shoulders. He has photographed the
famous: Muhammad Ali and Aretha Franklin, and he has photographed unsung children jumping waves.
Higgins has his rules, and also follows
a few words of advice from Gordon Parks,

the photographer and filmmaker, whom he
met in 1971. “He said, ‘You’re going to get
assignments, you’re going to see difficult
situations where Black people are not living
well, and if you shoot 35 pictures that show
the dignity, and one that does not, that’s the
one they’ll pick. So don’t give them the
choice.’ “
When he hands his images to his editors, “They look back and forth, and I’ve
given them strong pictures,” he said. “They
used to say, ‘I’m having a hard time finding
something that I can use.’ What they meant,
was something familiar – the cliché.”
Higgins, 75, retired from the Times in
2014. His favorite Times photo is from

I was in a quandary.
Barbara Nevins Taylor, the Emmy-awardwinning television figure, asked me to speak
to her journalism class at City College of
New York. It used to be so simple. The
kids loved war stories. You told them about
inviting leads. You gabbed about the inverted
pyramid. You spoke about painting a picture,
of adjectives, color, context. You left them
laughing with a kicker — just like in writing
a story.
But that was once upon a time in
sportswriting.
I’ve always believed that sportswriting

PENG SHUAI

is a much more difficult art than journalists
give us credit for. You’re not only describing
an action, you’re telling the reader about the
statistics that go with it, recreating a moment
or a game that many readers already know
the result of. You’ve got to be clever as well
as good.
But now…. but now. Sociology, sexism,
racial justice, gender equality are an integral
part of the sports scene — not to mention
the constantly-with-us world of contracts,
agents, and #MeToo violations. And, oh
yes, the impact of the Internet. So my talk to
Taylor’s class could not be the same old bag
of chestnuts.
The biggest story this season involving a
great quarterback — Aaron Rodgers of the
Green Bay Packers — was not about a victory
or defeat. It wasn’t even about his being one
of the interim hosts on “Jeopardy!” No, it was
about the fact he had concealed his Covid-19
condition. He had lied to us when he claimed
he was “immune,” whatever that meant.
And so for days, Rodgers and his big lie
dominated and we had to follow it. Not only
follow, but explain. Suddenly, sportswriters
were pharmacists or interns at the CDC. What
we were writing wasn’t football.
In the midst of this nagging story, came an
international blockbuster — one of China’s
finest tennis players was missing after she
had accused a government official of sexual

Continued on Page 2

An Appreciation

Anthropologist With a Camera
BY FRED R. CONRAD
When Chester Higgins Jr. was nine years
old, he had an apparition. A man dressed in
ancient robes with outstretched hands was
telling him, “I want you!” Chester began
screaming and was soon surrounded by his
parents and grandparents.
His grandfather, the Reverend Warren
Smith, a Southern Baptist minister in the
small, racially segregated town of New
Brockton in southeastern Alabama, was
convinced that Chester’s vision was a calling to the ministry. Under his grandfather’s

The Brave New World of Writing Sports
BY GERALD ESKENAZI

1991. The two poets, Maya Angelou and
Amiri Baraka, are dancing over the ashes of
Langston Hughes, which are interred under a
floor at the Schomburg Center for Research
in Black Culture. Baraka is doing the jitterbug, Angelou the Texas hop. They dance
with startling verve and inimitable style.
When not in New York, he’s usually in
Africa. Since 1971, he has photographed
the heritage – the people, religions, and architecture - that African Americans are descended from, but often do not know. He
has made 44 trips, from Egypt to Ethiopia,
the Sudan to Somalia, and published three
books on Africa. “Going to Africa is cheaper

misconduct. Peng Shuai had achieved a
rare honor — the first Chinese woman to be
ranked Number One in the world of tennis.
She gained that perch as a doubles player in
2014. She had come up through the ranks
the way they do in China. The government

I

think we’ve fallen into a
journalistic trap difficult to
escape from.

identifies outstanding young players,
perhaps at the age of 11 or 12. They’re
taken out of their homes, brought to
live in a dormitory setting near their
coach or stadium. The Communist
government did that to divers when
China wanted to get on the world
stage in the Olympics. And they did
it in tennis, too.
So she posted on social-media
how she had an affair with a
government big-shot. Some if it was
consensual; much of it, she claimed, was
forced. And then she disappeared.
Writers – in sports or other fields
— don’t know much about the way the
Chinese government operates. When
I went there as a tourist, I was told if I
identified as a journalist, I’d be “escorted,”

tutelage, Chester became an ordained minister at age nine.
He went from a normal little boy to a serious student of the Bible whose opinions
were sought by adults. He preached in different Baptist churches for ten years until he
became disillusioned and gave up the ministry. Recounting his love for his grandfather
and the importance of their relationship to
his life, Chester had one regret, “My childhood ended when I was nine.”
I asked Chester if he was still religious
and responded, “No I’m not, but I am spiritual. I am a cultural anthropologist with a
camera.”
With that outlook, Chester has become an
inspiration to any photographer who dreams
of taking on a personal quest.
I joined the photography staff of The New
York Times two years after Chester was
hired. I remember Chester and his distinctive tenor laugh cutting through the muffled
noise of the newsroom and the vision of him
in his brightly colored dashiki and kufi cap.
He was confident and energetic.
Over time, I saw him carve out a distinctive career that expressed his desire to
create photographs that revealed the “decency, dignity and virtuous character” of African-Americans. Before joining the Times,
Chester thought Blacks were too often porContinued on Page 4
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President’s Report A Lifetime of Distinctive Photographs
Relishing the
End of Zoom
Dear Silurians:
I am writing this with the
expectation that the Silurian News will be a cushion
under your backside at the
Feb. 4 Lifetime Achievement
dinner. That, of course, will be the first
in-person event the press club has sponsored since the outbreak of Covid.
Sure, our Zoom sessions have been
a success, but the club exists, and has
since 1924, as a gathering place for old,
and new, journalistic friends—live and in
person.
The occasion for the breakout event of
Feb. 4 is the presentation of our highest
honor to a man who can’t be honored
enough: New York Times photographer Chester Higgins. As you will read
elsewhere in this issue, Higgins was a
mainstay of Times coverage of Black life
here and abroad for four decades. The artistry he displayed in his images ennobled
his subjects—no matter if they were New
York street vendors or African royalty.
And he is not retired—except from the
Times. He will keep snapping away as
long as he can hold a camera.
Chester joins a distinguished list of
Silurian lifetime achievers: most recently
the Kalb brothers; before that, 60 Minutes’
Steve Kroft, media critic Ken Auletta,
Higgins’ Times colleagues Betsy Wade
and Gay Talese, Business Week’s Steve
Shepard and on and on all the way back
to Walter Cronkite, the winner of the first
award in 1969. What they all have in
common is a dedication to telling the truth
(“That’s the way it is,” intoned Walter
every night), usually without putting too
much of a spin on it.
Too many of today’s journalists are
spinning for all their worth. Fox has
flown into outer space along with Bezos
and Branson—inspiring defectors like
Shep Smith to assure their watchers
that the news and the facts are the same
animal. And even when I agree with
those nice folks on MSNBC, their nightly
mocking of their right-wing enemies—
rather than telling me the facts—sometimes sets my teeth on edge. Chester,
of course, practiced a particular kind of
objectivity. His goal was to show the “decency, dignity and virtuous character” of
the people in his photographs. You can’t
argue with that.
Chester’s dinner ends a long string
of Zoomers—not to say there won’t be
more in the future. The last in-person
event featured cartoonist Jeff Danziger in
February 2020. With the help of a professional producer, we’ve done two crackling
annual awards programs online, and
hosted a wide variety of journalists, some
of whom—Marty Baron, for instance—
might not have been able to join us in
person.
We have also covered a wide variety of
topics: Donald McNeil, late of the Times,
on the Covid crisis; Michael Riedel of
WOR on the return of Broadway; Ralph
Blumenthal on Dr. John Mack, a renowned Harvard psychiatrist who took
seriously people’s stories of encounters
with aliens; Bill Sanderson on reporting
the assassination of John Kennedy, and
Peter Bergen on terrorism. Donald Trump
got a thorough going over by guests including Andrea Bernstein of NPR, Maggie
Haberman of the Times and, most recently, author Michael Wolff, who declared
our former commander in chief certifiably
“crazy.”
As we begin a new year — our 98th
— please be aware that the time of Covid
has been a drain on our resources. The
lunches and dinners earn us a little money
(usually) and also attract new members.
Lately we are a bit short of both. So If
you are reading this between bites of
salmon, take out your pen or your phone
and re-enlist for another year, and ask
your dinner guest to sign up too.
That
will help guarantee that we make it to that
100th year—and what a celebration we’ll
have then.
Your president,
Michael S. Serrill
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than therapy,” he said. “It keeps me sane. If
you’re Black in America, you are automatically politicized and alienated. You have
to deal with the fact that you don’t belong.
Society tells you, you don’t belong. That’s
not the experience in Africa. I’m part of the
majority, not the minority. My sense of self
is never questioned, nor is my sense of legitimacy. I’m normalized.”
In 1993, when I was writing about ethnic
cuisines in New York City for the Times, he
said, “What about Ethiopian food?” I had
never tasted it. We went to an Ethiopian
restaurant in Harlem to eat injera, the sourdough pancake used to scoop up the gently
braised cabbage and lentils. It was delicious.
My editor, Trish Hall, said do an article.
Higgins found an expert, Alem Habtu,
the Ethiopian director of the African studies
program at Queens College in Flushing, and
the restaurants and the owners I could talk
with. Higgins made the photographs, then he
drove me home.
Chester’s path through the segregated
South to the Times was one, he said, that was
marked by love (family and friends, mostly Black), and luck (mentors – Black and
white). He was born on November 6, 1946,
in New Brockton, Alabama, a rural hamlet
of 1,000 people, two thirds of them white.
“We lived on the edge,” he said. He lived
a normal life among his people, and one of
uncertainty and terror among most whites.
His biological father, Chester Higgins,
left the family when Chester was one. His
mother was Varidee Loretta Young Higgins
Smith, a college graduate, school teacher
and the great-granddaughter of James Henry, a former slave. Smith was strict. Homework before play. Chester couldn’t wear red-it was too loud and too ethnic. Later, he
found out why his mother hated red.

N

o one has given us a more
intimate knowledge of how
Black lives are lived than
Chester Higgins.

— Michael Serrill

For her, he said, “it meant the difference between slavery and freedom.” Her
great-grandfather, James Henry was alone in
a forest in Senegambia, the historical name
of a West African region, and saw a red flag
far away. He went to investigate. The banner belonged to a band of slave hunters, who
seized him, and shipped him to America,
where he was enslaved. He became free
only by joining the Union Army during the
Civil War.
In 1950, his mother married Frank Smith,
who Higgins calls his father. Smith ran

the dry cleaning
business founded
by his father, the
Reverend
Warren Smith, the
minister of three
Southern Baptist
churches. In the
mid -1930s, Higgins recalled from
hearing oral histories , the Reverend Smith helped
establish the first
school for Black
children in the
county, by providing his own land.
As a student
at Tuskegee University in 1966,
Higgins met P.
H. Polk, the university’s official
photographer
and Higgins’ first
mentor. At Polk’s
studio,
Chester
saw images of
Tuskegee’s faculty, people in
church, people in Over a career spanning over 50 years, Higgins has taken thousands of
photographs in a dozen countries.
the fields. Chester
In New York, Higgins was horrified at how
had an epiphany.
elder people were treated. “When I saw in
He wanted to be a photographer.
Polk twice loaned him a Pentax and New York how old people were left to go
taught him basics like the f-stops for shoot- through trash cans, it broke my heart,” he
ing in the shade, in the sun and indoors. In said. “Where I come from, we respect older
1967, Chester bought his first camera, and people.” His grandparents, aunts and uncles
began photographing his relatives. He made purposefully moved slowly, inviting the
pictures of his great-aunt Shug Lampley, a youngest children to catch up with them, sit
midwife, plump and bow-legged, and of down and shell and eat some peanuts togethUncle Bougg McGowan walking behind his er. Two generations often lived in the same
plowing mule. Later, he photographed his house, by choice.
In 2000, he published “Elder Grace:
schoolmates marching for civil rights.
In the summer of 1968, Higgins visit- The Nobility of Aging,” a book of 80 black
ed New York and found another mentor in and white portraits of Black people age 70
Arthur Rothstein, the director of photog- or older. He made photos of construction
raphy at Look magazine. He studied Hig- workers and caregivers, artists and judges.
gins’ photos, and using his hands, cropped He created a lighting system that made the
them to zero in on the most powerful image. black skin glow against a dark background.
He spent five years looking for people
Rothstein taught him visual design, balance,
composition, lighting, positioning. He gave with “dignity, their eyes connected to their
Higgins free film, processed it at Look, and minds, and white hair,” he said. “When you
shoot a black person with white hair, it looks
sat down with him for critiques.
In 1970, Chester settled in New York angelic.”
He found white-haired men, but few
City, and Rothstein introduced him to his
next mentor, Cornell Capa, the founder of women. One day, he said to his subject, a
the International Center of Photography woman, “I’m having a hard time finding
(and brother of legendary war photogra- women with white hair, and when she anpher Robert Capa). Higgins went to Capa’s swered I thought she said, ‘Chile, they are
seminars at New York University, and saw undercover.’ And I said, what does that
such icons as Ansel Adams, Yousuf Karsh mean? And she said, ‘Chile, we’re under
and W. Eugene Smith exhibit their work. Clairol.’”

The Brave New World of Writing Sports
Continued from Page 1

not allowed to go anywhere on my own. So
many of us were perplexed about how to
cover this Peng Shuai story and be true to
the nuances of diplomacy involved. She did
show up on a video after her disappearance
became a world-wide story, but it remained
a weird, unsatisfying resolution.
This story is simply the latest example
of a trend that has, I’m sorry to say, taken
over much of sports journalism: writing
about attendant problems and not the games
themselves. I don’t mean that social issues
shouldn’t be covered. But I think we’ve fallen
into a journalistic trap difficult to escape from.
Hey, I recall covering the first New York
City Marathon in which women didn’t want
to start separately from the men. Believe it or
not, back in the 1970s, the Amateur Athletic
Union, which ran non-professional sports,
would not allow women to compete against
men. So it decreed: Hey, ladies — you want
to run? Then do it after the men start. So the
dozen or so women in the race — yes the race
that now attracts a few thousand women — sat
down at the starting line. The action worked,
and race officials allowed them to mingle
with the men.
And while this was a social issue, it also
was in the context of an athletic contest, an
event familiar to me and relatively easy to

write about.
Perhaps the primary difficulty about
writing sports these days is that, almost
without exception, the reader already knows
what happened 15 or 20 hours ago. Her
friends probably emailed her that the Jets lost
again, and complained about the coaching. Or
the reader has seen the game on television,
caught up with it on YouTube, read it
online. Meanwhile, the sportswriter has been
Tweeting during the game while writing
during the game, barely able to catch his or
her breath.
The online aspect intrigued me. I wondered,
for example, why my own paper, The New
York Times, often gave less coverage to a
local team than to a feature story or a nonNew York event, both often concerning a
societal dilemma.
I dropped a note to the sports editor and
got a reply within a few minutes. I’m sure he’s
becoming used to the question. He explained
that with online readership such a factor now,
less than half of the Times’s circulation is in
New York.
So the stories that he, and sports editors
in major cities have to come up with, often
transcend the local. They must appeal to,
quite simply, everyone else as well. Thus, the
glut of stories that have issues and not simply
results. Will the complaints of abuse of young

gymnasts by their coaches, or teen-age figure
skaters, ever be forgotten? Unlikely. They will
hover over the sport, almost becoming a part
of it, albeit an off-the-arena event not really
having anything to do with what happens on
the mat or the ice.
I wrestled with the question of whether or
not to vote for Barry Bonds in the Baseball
Hall of Fame balloting. His home run totals
had surpassed anyone who had ever played
the game. But he also had enjoyed fame
thanks in part to steroids. As had Alex
Rodriguez. Could I ever vote for either of
them? I told myself no.
These also were national stories, but not
about hitting or running, just as stories of
abuse dominate much of today’s coverage.
And so, to circle back to my opening
concerns about what I could tell a journalism
class in the 21st Century, it finally came to me:
Tell them that a good story needs a good
beginning, some sexy adjectives, maybe
some expert editorializing, and a kicker. I’m
glad that hasn’t changed, although I have to
admit that you don’t want to sound too clever
or flippant when writing about cheating or
sexual abuse or domestic violence, topics
which increasingly are an important part of
a sports story.  
For all that, there still is a game to be
played.
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A Look Back at The Work of Chester Higgins

Poets Amiri Baraka and Maya Angelou enjoy a celebratory dance over the newly laid ashes of Langston Hughes underneath
the cosmogram at the Schomburg Center in Harlem.

Joyce Dinkins adjusts the tie of the newly elected Mayor
David Dinkins before his leaving their home in Harlem.

Actress Cecily Tyson after her first movie ‘Sounder.’

Fashion legend Iris Apfel at home.

Dancer Okwui Okpokwas during rehearsals.

Art show at the New Museum in lower Manhattan.

Foggy Brooklyn Bridge for Valentine's Day.

Snow sledding in Fort Greene Park, Brooklyn.

Brooke Astor with her loyal dog.

Kofi Annan, Secretary-General of the United Nations.
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What were they thinking?
BY NADINE BROZAN
There are some assignments reporters
relish; there are some they disdain but do out
of obligation. And then there are those that
make them wonder, “Why did I ever agree
to do this?”
My moment of serious doubt came long
ago, many years before “me too” consciousness, when I was a reporter at Newsday in the
Garden City office on Long Island.
The Playboy Club announced that it was
soon to open a branch in Manhattan and
would be holding an audition for bunnies.
Required interview attire: a bathing suit and
high heels.
“Great story,” my editors enthused. “We
want you to go to the audition pretending
to be a candidate for the job and then write
about it.”
So reluctantly, I found myself on a wintry
February day going to my parental home in
Great Neck to excavate a bathing suit from
storage along with the highest pair of heels I
owned. Predictably, my mother was appalled,
announcing that I would bring shame upon
my family if the story of this escapade were
to be printed.
But fearful of the probable consequences
if I were to refuse, I went ahead with the
assignment.
The auditions were being conducted in a

nondescript office in a city skyscraper. When I
arrived, there were dozens of young women in
all manner of swim suit lined up for their moment. But first, there were applications to be
filled out. Questions: name, bra size, weight
(in that order). Education? Experience? Not
even mentioned.
The actual audition required candidates
to sashay down a long narrow corridor lined
on both sides with phalanxes of men. Among
them, Keith Hefner, brother of Hugh, who
asked me some questions, none of which I
remember today.
When I reached the end of the line, I was
told — surprise — that I had made the cut
and would be informed of my starting date
later on.
Back in the office, editors were jubilant.
Never mind writing about the audition, they
instructed. Take the job and do a first-person
account about what it’s like being a bunny in
the big city.
Subsequently, the club had a problem
about getting a liquor license and weeks then
months went by with no word from Playboy
management. After a year, I was informed
that I was no longer eligible to be a bunny
because I had aged out of the qualifications.
I was 24 years old.
Eight years earlier, I had also been deemed
unqualified for a job, this time at The New
York Times. A family friend, who was a

highly respected
vice president of
the Times, had
gotten me a summer job there as
a copy girl. But
before the job
was to begin, he
phoned and said
that the Times had
rescinded the offer. It was deemed
that, as a girl, I
was not capable
enough for the
tasks involved:
running copy from
reporters (this was Nadine Brozan at her desk in her early years at the Times.
the typewriter era)
late fashion editor of the Times, first applied
to editors and filling paste pots.
Some six years later, I was the last candi- for a job there, she was informed, “We can’t
date admitted to Columbia Journalism School. hire you. We already have a girl.”
The girl in question: Kitty Teltsch, bureau
During an interview with Professor John Hochief
at the United Nations, at the time a far
henberg, who is probably familiar to students
more
important position than it is today. And
of that era, he said to me, “Why should we
certainly
more worthy than being a bunny.
admit you. You will probably do what my
wife did: sit at the typewriter for a year here,
Nadine Brozan worked for The New York
get married and never write a word again.”
“Don’t take your wife’s mistakes out on Times for 55 years, starting in in 1966 as a
nighttime makeup editor, becoming a reporter
me,” I responded.
He later told me that was what got me in.   in 1971 under the legendary Charlotte Curtis
When my friend, Bernadine Morris, the and retiring in 2008.

Anthropologist With a Camera
Continued from Page 1

trayed in disparaging ways and he sought to
expand the Times’ readership knowledge of
African-American culture, religion and politics.
Every year Chester would work to get
an image of Kwanzaa being celebrated into
the paper. After Dr. Mary Umolu created the
Tribute To Our Ancestors of The Middle
Passage in 1989, Chester would photograph
the ceremony in Coney Island for the paper.
Chester covered the 1989 New York City
mayoral campaign that pitted David Dinkins
against Rudy Giuliani. Chester’s images of
Dinkins humanized the candidate in what
was a racially divisive and extremely close
race.
When an African burial ground was discovered in lower Manhattan, Chester took it
upon himself to get a permit from the General Services Administration so that a religious
service could be performed before all of the
bones were excavated. The photograph that
Chester took of the ceremony is one of the
most moving and dramatic of his photographs in his book, “Feeling The Spirit.”
In his memoir, “Echo Of The Spirit,”
Chester wrote: “For me, religious ceremonies are the ultimate spiritual drama. With
them, we reenact our spiritual history. They
become the doorway to our collective experience; they tie our present to our history to
refocus our future.”
Chester went beyond his career at The
Times. For over 40 years, he has traveled
to Africa annually to document the people,
landscapes, cultures and religions of Africa
and the African diaspora. He studied and
photographed Africa with the same zeal that
he had used to study the Bible.
Chester’s interest in Africa germinated
during his time as a business major at Tuskegee University where he met several graduate students from Africa who told him stories
about daily life and the history of different
African countries. Chester began reading the
biographies of African independence leaders
like Kwame Nkrumah and Haile Selassie
In his junior year at Tuskegee, Chester
met the legendary portrait photographer P.H.
Polk, the head of Tuskegee’s photography
department. He was known for his dramatic
portraits of a faculty that included the agri-

Higgins' photograph of a ceremony conducted at an African burial ground discovered in lower
Manhattan is one of the most moving and dramatic images in his book, “Feeling The Spirit.”

cultural scientist George Washington Carver, famous visitors to the campus as well as
local Alabamans. Polk helped Chester learn
how to create his own striking images.
After his junior year, Chester went to
New York with a portfolio of photographs
of Tuskegee students demonstrating for civil
rights and met Arthur Rothstein, who was
the director of photography for Look magazine known for his photographs of the Dust
Bowl in Oklahoma.
Rothstein spent time with Chester, giving
him 60 rolls of film and assignments to shoot
and then critiquing his work.
After graduation, Chester moved to New
York and began a freelance career. He published his first book, “The Black Woman”
in 1970. He also went to Africa for the first
time. The Africa visits became an annual
odyssey. Chester’s work began appearing in
Look. But opportunities for photographers at
the weekly news magazines were shrinking.
Look folded in 1971. Life followed in 1972.
Chester got a grant and produced his sec-

ond book, “The Drums of Life,” portraits
of Black men in America in 1974. Chester
started freelancing for the Times’ Arts &
Leisure section and was offered a job as a
staff photographer in1975.
David Frank was the photo assignment
editor at the Times in the ’80’s. “I quickly
learned that Chester was more than a fashion
statement,” Frank said. “He was, and is, an
extremely driven and passionate individual
- about life, about Africa, about New York
and especially about his photography. Chester hungered for assignments that might land
him on Page One or the cover of Metro. If
one of his images didn’t make the cut one
day, he’d just work harder the next. His enthusiasm was a pleasure.”
Chester was always preparing for his next
trip to Africa, which explains why he liked
to cover assignments at the United Nations.
Dreadfully boring for most photographers, assignments at the U.N. were an
opportunity for Chester to network with
delegations from different African coun-

tries. While ether photographers would be
confined to the crowded press pens above
the Security Council floor, Chester would
stay on the floor dressed in his African garb
and shooting with his small Leica CL. The
guards didn’t know he was a member of the
press. I loved watching him work the system. He was daring.
Cornell Capa, founder of the International Center of Photography, helped him find
direction for his project of photographing
the African diaspora. Chester got a huge advance for a new book. He hired Kathy Ryan,
the photo editor of the Times Magazine to be
the book’s photo editor.. He got a yearlong
book leave and in 1994, “Feeling The Spirit”
was published.
The book is monumental. It combines
early work of family portraits taken in Alabama with photography from several states
in America, Mexico, the Caribbean, South
America, Africa and Europe. It’s a record of
a twenty five year “quest to resolve issues of
identity and memories.
Chester followed in 2000 with “Elder
Grace” a collection of portraits and quotes of
older African-Americans. He chose a photographic style very much like his first photography teacher, P.H. Polk. Dramatic lighting,
dark background and sharp focus.
His next book in 2004 was a memoir,
“Echo of the Spirit”. It’s a very personal
book recounting his experiences as a child
growing up in Alabama, his early photographic career and his lifelong spiritual
quest in Africa and other countries..
His latest book is titled, “Sacred Nile”
and is in color rather than black and white.
He concentrates on the history of religion
along the Nile starting in Ethiopia, through
the Sudan and into Egypt. There are photographs of ancient churches and shrines and
people practicing their religion today.
It is clearly the work of a cultural anthropologist with a camera.
Fred R. Conrad was a staff photographer
for The Times from 1977 until 2014. He
has covered wars and crises in Iran, the
Balkans, the Philippines, Haiti and other
countries. He is also recognized as one of
the finest portrait photographers in journalism.
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“Hiya, Fella”: A Remembrance of a Rockefeller Past
BY STEVEN MARCUS

million, ultimately rose to nearly $2 billion.
Architecture critics excoriated the design. (“A
One day in the spring of 1970, soon after
battleship floating on a lily pond.” “Foolish,
my appointment as The New York Post’s
silly and impractical.”)
Albany correspondent, a member of Gov.
During the annual Legislative CorresponRockefeller’s staff offered me a ride back to
dents Association’s lampoon, a skit referred
Manhattan.
to the mall as “Rocky’s last erection.” In his
I eagerly accepted. I was still feeling my
traditional rebuttal, Rockefeller said “Well,
way, so this was an opportunity to strengthen
I can hardly wait until I get home tonight so
my contacts. The staffer took a series of back
I can look inside my jammies. It may be my
roads to get to the main highway, the last
last erection, but I wanna tell ya: It’s going
of which was rutted and devoid of traffic.
to be a great one.”
Incongruously, a traffic light stood at the
There was a moment of stunned silence,
intersection with the highway.
as if the audience – all male in those days –
“You’re probably wondering why there’s
were thinking, “Did he really say that?” Then
a traffic light in the middle of nowhere,” he
sustained applause and cheers erupted.
said. Indeed I was.
Rockefeller basked in the acclaim. The
“Well, recently the governor was in his
Mall was finally completed in 1978, 16 years
limousine at this spot. The traffic on the main
after construction began — exactly as Rockehighway was heavy, and the governor got Rockefeller’s glad-handing “Hiya, fella” bonhomie and effortless exercise of power earned him feller had envisioned it — and it became a
impatient with the delay in getting onto the the loyalty of those around him and the respect of voters and politcians alike.
major tourist attraction.
highway. He didn’t say anything else about
In December 1973, Rockefeller resigned
the matter, but he didn’t have to. One of his tem of small, mostly undistinguished teachers for the next day’s paper and those of my col- to head the Commission on Critical Choices
aides made a call, and within days the Depart- colleges into a well-regarded state university leagues were practically the same: Zaretzki, a for Americans, but following the Watergate
ment of Highways installed the traffic light.” system. He added 55 state parks; built more prominent Democrat, had “all but endorsed” scandal and Richard Nixon’s and Spiro AgSuch was my low-key introduction to than 100 hospitals and nursing homes; cre- Nelson Rockefeller.
new’s resignations, Rockefeller agreed to
Rockefeller’s effortless exercise of power ated the state Department of Environmental
Probably, Zaretzki was repaying Rocke- become vice president. At his confirmation
and to the dedication of his aides, who were Conservation; and implemented a massive feller for a favor he had done for Zaretzki a hearings, I was struck by the disclosure that
expected not only to quickly fulfill his many highway-construction program.
few years earlier. In 1965, when Democrats he had provided hundreds of thousands of
requests and needs, but to anticipate them.
And he supported and signed into law leg- took control of the state Senate for the first dollars in loans – that he subsequently turned
And, as I was to realize much later, Rocke- islation under which New York became one time in years but couldn’t agree on a new into gifts — to several top aides.
feller turned out to be the most fascinating, of the first states to legalize abortion — and majority leader, Rockefeller instructed several
Perhaps the “loans” cemented his aides’
extraordinary politician I ever encountered vetoed a subsequent attempt to repeal the law. Republican senators to vote for Zaretzki, and extraordinary loyalty; they always presented
during the 15 years I covered state and local
He was a shrewd negotiator who loved he was duly elected. So was Rockefeller — by a united front to reporters. But I also think
politics and government for the Post. Nelson wheeling and dealing with Republicans as more than 700,000 votes.
Rockefeller used the loans simply to retain
A. Rockefeller, New York’s 49th governor well as Democrats – the leaders as well as
In December 1970, Rockefeller invited the the most talented ones, who might otherwise
and the nation’s 41st vice president, has the rank-and-file. He used his great wealth Albany bureau chiefs of The Times (Frank have been tempted to leave for better-paying
been dead for more than 40 years. He is and power judiciously, and unlike Andrew Lynn), Daily News (Dick Mathieu) and Post private-sector jobs. When the aides ultimately
barely remembered these days, despite his Cuomo, who resigned as governor last August (me) to accompany him — on his state-of- left, it was often with his help.
commanding presence in the New York state after a barrage of sexual harassment accusa- the-art Grumman G2 private jet — to the
Rockefeller served out the remainder of
and national political arenas and his many tions, he didn’t bully or intimidate.
Governors Conference in Sun Valley, Idaho. Agnew’s term. But in November 1975, amid
accomplishments. And the Republican Party’s
Time has exposed some blots on RockeDuring the flight, Rockefeller announced pressure from conservatives, he withdrew
so-called progressive wing, of which he was feller’s record as well. He devised and signed that he would create a commission to inves- from consideration as Gerald Ford’s running
a prominent member, has been extinct for a set of draconian measures that mandated tigate the fiscal and governance practices of mate in the 1976 presidential campaign.
nearly as long.
After returning to private life, Rockefeller
lengthy prison terms for anyone convicted New York City and its agencies, escalating
was seldom in the news — until late in the
of selling or possessing even a his bitter feud with John Lindsay.
small amount of drugs, laws that
The flight was otherwise uneventful until evening of January 26, 1979. I happened to
led to widespread incarceration the plane began its final approach to the glance at the television set just as a news
and eventually were subject to airport. As it dipped below the tops of the bulletin flashed across the screen announcing
revision. And critics have faulted nearby show-covered mountains on either that Rockefeller had died of an apparent heart
his decision in 1971 to use force side, Rockefeller quickly got out of his seat attack. He was 70 years old.
I was shocked. “My grandfather lived to be
to regain control of the state and looked out a window. “Isn’t this view
prison in Attica, N.Y. after riots fantastic?” he said. “You know, Averell Har- 97. My father lasted to 86. I expect to make
it to 100,” he once said. Rockefeller’s death
and hostage taking there. The riman and I used to own all this.”
effort ended with the deaths of ten
On the day following the Legislature’s was front-page news for days and generated
guards and 33 prisoners, almost adjournment for the year, Rockefeller typi- lurid headlines. Hugh Morrow, Rockefelall killed by gunfire from state cally made a courtesy call to the press rooms, ler’s longtime spokesman and adviser, made
matters worse by initroopers and soldiers, not by the
prisoners.
fter I left Albany, I covered and got to tially misleading the
media.
Rockefeller’s efforts in 1960,
know many other politicians ... all of
Morrow an’64 and ’68 to win the Republican
them intelligent, impactful and colorful. nounced Rockefeller
presidential nomination ended
in failure. But his 1970 cam- But they paled in comparison to Rockefeller. had died of a heart
attack in his office at
paign to seek an unprecedented
Rockefeller Center,
fourth term as governor was
Above: Nelson A. Rockefeller Empire State Plaza. Below: well-planned, implemented and mingling with them in the upstairs lounge and that his bodyguard had tried to revive him.
Rockefeller with President Gerald Ford.
financed. On paper, Arthur Gold- known as The Shelf. On one such occasion, a But Rockefeller had actually suffered the
berg, the Democratic nominee couple of my colleagues offered Rockefeller a attack at his town house on West 54th Street,
and a former U.S. Ambassador beer and invited him to sit down. He glanced where he had gone to work on an art book
to the United Nations, a U.S. Su- around the room and noticed an attractive after having dinner with his family. With him
preme Court Justice, as well as a reporter in a miniskirt seated at one end of a was Megan Marshack, an attractive, blonde
former U.S. Secretary of Labor, sofa. “I think I’ll sit right here,” the governor aide more than 40 years his junior, who had
was a formidable opponent.
said, as he walked toward the unoccupied end. been assisting him with the project.
I felt sorry for Morrow. He faced two
But on the campaign trail,
Moments later, he slid across until he was
Goldberg came across as stuffy sitting right next to her. Ignoring everyone conflicting imperatives: providing accurate
and long-winded and was else in the room, Rockefeller kept whispering information and trying to shield the Rockeno match for Rockefeller ’s into the woman’s ear and patting her gently on feller family from scandal. The latter won
glad-handing “Hiya, fella” bon- the leg. (She gave no sign that she was offend- out, though speculation that there had been an
homie.
ed. Times have changed.) After 15 minutes affair proved hard to squelch. Ms. Marshack
Near the end of the campaign, or so, an aide approached the governor and was also loyal. She has never sold her story
Rockefeller led reporters on a said it was time for his next appointment. He or given an interview.
After I left Albany, I covered and got to
citywide helicopter tour of par- gave the woman’s leg a final pat, rose from
know many other politicians including Ed
tially state-financed affordable the sofa and departed.
housing. The last stop was in
Rockefeller loved building things, and the Koch, John Lindsay, Hugh Carey, Mario
But my memories of the four years I spent northern Manhattan. On hand to greet the project he considered his crowning achieve- Cuomo and Al D’Amato, all of them intelliin Albany covering Rockefeller’s last term governor was State Sen. Joseph Zaretzki, a ment was the Albany Mall, officially known gent, impactful and colorful. But they paled
in office have not dimmed. I can still see prominent Democrat who had represented as the Nelson A. Rockefeller Empire State in comparison to Rockefeller.
and hear him: his rugged frame, square jaw the neighborhood for many years.
As Joseph Persico noted in his biography,
Plaza. “Extravagant” does not begin to deand piercing gaze; his boundless energy; and
After Rockefeller made some brief re- scribe the multibuilding complex dubbed the “The Imperial Rockefeller,” Rockefeller — a
his distinctive, raspy voice, which reporters marks, Zaretzki spoke. “I have to say that largest construction project of its kind in the grandson of the world’s richest man — was
loved to mimic.
no one has done more for my district than world and which Rockefeller — who helped “born into a web of power and privilege that,
He believed in spending money – lots and this fellow here,” he said, with a nod toward design it — once described as “the best thing quite literally, exceeded anything that money
lots of it – to solve problems and help improve Rockefeller. While Zaretzki quickly added since the pyramids.”
can buy.”
people’s lives. He transformed the state’s sys- that he was supporting Goldberg, my lede
Who could compete with that?
The cost, initially estimated at $250
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Dinner with Martina

BY IRA BERKOW
In the leather-thick and darkly-wooded
Oak Room of the high-toned Plaza Hotel in
Manhattan, Martina Navratilova sliced into
her $14.94 prime rib of beef au jus, and pronounced it too rare. The 19-year-old Czechoslovakian tennis standout, who had defected
in September 1975 to the United States, sent
the meat back.
Another slab appeared, and disappeared.
Still undercooked.
No one, apparently, is going to make Martina Navratilova swallow anything that, to
her taste, was too red, too political, or simply
inedible.
A Communist nation could not intimidate her, nor could the world’s best women tennis players, nor did the glitter and
strangeness of a new homeland, and neither
could plush dining surroundings and a serving-man dressed like a penguin.
That steely core is what made Martina
one if the most impressive and unforgettable
figures I got to know in a career of writing
about sports.
Waiting for an encore from the kitchen,
Martina sipped apple juice. No liquor. No
hors d’oeuvres. No bread. She battles a weight
problem. She appears fit but admits to being over 160 pounds, while the best playing
weight for her 5-foot-7 1/2-inch frame, she

said, was 147 pounds. Arriving in the United
States for the first time three years earlier to
play in tournaments, she had swooned over
American ice cream and cheesecake and Big
Macs. As well as the face of America.
“People here smile,” she said. “In my
country, they are sad. It is dreary. There is no
freedom. Freedom is everything.”
She applied herself to learning the English
language, and by the time I interviewed her,
she spoke with virtually no accent, nor did
she grope for words. She told me she had
been planning to defect for more than a year.
“The sports club in Czechoslovakia kept
putting more and more restrictions on me,”
she said. “The officials said I would not be
able to leave the country so freely. They did
not like that I was so friendly with American
girls, like Chris Evert. They thought I was becoming too American.”
Martina paused, eyed the French bread,
then decidedly crossed her arms on her tan
sweater and floral blouse. She turned her
high-cheekboned face toward the dinner
companion and went on.
“Once I was a big hero in Czechoslovakia,” she said. “Now they say I’m a bad girl.
They don’t even carry my results in the newspapers there anymore.”
The results had been spectacular. The lefthander, had just come off playing — making
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it to the finals of two recent Grand Slam tournaments, the Australian and French Opens
(where she lost), and losing in the U.S. Open
semifinals to the eventual winner, Evert.
Navratilova would next join Evert, Virginia Wade and Evonne Goolagong in competition for the second annual L’Eggs World
Series of Women’s Tennis in Austin, Texas.
If she won the $50,000 first prize, she could
keep all of the money — after taxes, that is,
just as with the $300,000 over the next few
years she would receive from the Cleveland
Nets of the World Team Tennis.
At the time of the interview, she had won
$180,000. Before defecting, she was forced to
give 20 percent of her winnings to the Czech
sports club. In 1974, she won $35,000 and
forked all of it over to the club because she
was under 18.
Navratilova was living in Beverly Hills
with her agent and his family, but soon would
be moving to Palm Springs where she would
be a highly paid tennis pro, and condominium owner. Martina mailed money to her
parents and 12-year-old sister in Revence, 15
miles outside of Prague.
“There are men there who resent me,” she
said, “because they don’t understand how
I will make in one year maybe a hundred
times more than they will in their lifetimes.”
She missed her family. She called home
every week. The cost was $75 for, customarily, a half hour of crackled chat.

“My parents are happy that I’m happy,”
she continued. “But when my dad begins to
speak about how we used to save our little
money to go to tournaments together, and
also how he and I would walk in the forest
and pick mushrooms, I begin to cry.
“I know the country will let me back in if I
ever decide to return. The question is, would
they let me back out?”
Martina was interrupted when a third
serving of beef showed up. Now she brushed
back her fine, short brown hair, and with resolve, cut a piece of the meat. The waiter —
waited.
“This,” pronounced Martina Navratilova,
after a chew or two, “is the way I like it.”
It was obvious from that dinner that Martina knew what she wanted — which was to
become one of the greatest women tennis
players ever — and knew how to get there.
She wound up winning 18 Grand Slam singles titles, 31 major doubles championships
and 10 major mixed doubles.
She won her last major in 2006, in
mixed doubles at the U.S. Open with Bob
Bryan, when she was a month shy of her
50th birthday – the oldest ever major tennis
champion. Most impressive, perhaps, was
that she was the year-end singles No.1 seven
times, including one stretch of five consecutive tears (1982)-1986) that was, at the time,
a record.

- Heard at the Silurians’ Luncheons -

Peter Bergen Reflects on Afghanistan
BY DAVID A. ANDELMAN
Peter Bergen is unequivocal about many
issues surrounding the world and especially America’s place in it. And he minces no
words when it comes to President Biden’s
Afghanistan policy.
“It has turned into a total fiasco,” Bergen,
CNN’s national security analyst, told the Silurians at December’s virtual luncheon.
America, he said, should never have left,
and certainly not in the fashion that it did.
“President Biden and his approval ratings,
never recovered from the poorly executed
withdrawal from Afghanistan,” he said. But
the fallout has turned out to be even worse
and more far-reaching, Bergen said, observing that it “seemed to undercut any kind of
narrative about competence in the administration.”
Bergen is vice president of the New America Foundation and author, most recently, of
“The Rise and Fall of Osama Bin Laden,”
which publishes in August.
America’s withdrawal from Afghanistan
was not simply poorly executed, but was
a very poor policy decision on a number
of levels, he said. He believes it could even
lead to the possibility of America’s return to
Afghanistan at some point. “First of all,” he
observed, “the Taliban could engage in ethnic cleansing which they certainly have done
in the past. That was the trigger for [Barack]
Obama” and his decision to surge the number of American troops in the country.
Bergen explained that it was the threat of
genocide against the Yazidis, a Kurdish religious minority, not the murder of American
journalist Jim Foley that persuaded President
Obama to deploy more American troops.
As for what is happening now and what is
likely to take place going forward in Afghanistan, Bergen pointed out that he had “spent
some time in Taliban-controlled Afghanistan” and concluded that they “really had no
plans for governance in a real sense.
“They believe that if you make society
pure, that everything else will follow and everything else would get taken care of. Well,
that’s not a program for turning on the electricity, or putting water in the pipes. And it’s
certainly a program that is probably going to
lead to the humanitarian catastrophe that we
see unfolding in Afghanistan. Ninety-seven percent of the population may be below

PETER BERGEN

the poverty line and millions of people may
starve.”
Osama bin Laden has been a major focus
of Bergen’s writing and research. Bergen said
he does not endorse the popular belief that
Pakistani officials were protecting Bin Laden
in the months and years before his assassination in a compound less than a mile from
Pakistan’s equivalent of West Point.
“Many people naturally supposed that
somehow he was being protected by the Pakistanis, but there’s no evidence for that in
any documents that were released,” he said.
A colleague his at the New America Foundation has “read all the documents in Arabic as
well” and come to the same conclusion.
With Afghanistan, Bergen is especially
concerned by the prevalence of leaders of
the Haqqani network, perhaps Afghanistan’s
most notorious terrorists, in the top ranks of
the Taliban leadership. A top Haqqani leader
is Minister of the Interior, a position Bergen
described as the equivalent of combining the
chief of the Department if Homeland Security with the chief of the FBI. Fourteen of
the 33 members of the Taliban cabinet have
been sanctioned by the United Nations as
terrorists.
Finally, Bergen was asked what he might
have done differently had he been in charge
before the Taliban finally seized power. “We
were at a politically sustainable place with
2,500 troops on the ground,” Bergen said.
“It was a relatively small number [but] it was
sustainable and it was in the interest of the
United States and also in the interests of the
Afghans” that they remain.
“And now we have a situation where the
Taliban on the 20th anniversary of 9/11 is
back in control,” he said. “They’re in a much
stronger position than they were before 9/11.”
Nonetheless, Bergen remains encouraged
by the quantity and quality of reporting that
is emerging from Afghanistan, even under
Taliban control. “I think we are getting a reasonably good picture of what’s happening,”
he told the Silurians.
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— Heard at the Silurians’ Luncheons —
Trump Thrown to a Wolff
BY STEWART KAMPEL
Michael Wolff, whose three books on
Donald J. Trump’s presidency topped the
best-seller lists, had some choice words to
describe the former resident of the White
House:
“He’s crazy,” he told a Silurians audience in a Zoom hookup in November. “He’s
willing to say anything. He had no goals, no
plans.”
In “Landslide: The Final Days of the
Trump White House,” after “Fire and Fury”
and “Siege,” Wolff used off-the-record interviews with aides of the President, without
typical journalistic attribution, to paint a picture of a reckless, incompetent President in a
chaotic White House.
To Wolff, Trump “occupies a different
reality” from everyone else. “He reads absolutely nothing — zero. He doesn’t read and
he doesn’t listen either — you can’t tell him
anything. And he got crazier as time passed.”
He sometimes listens to Sean Hannity, the
Fox News commentator, Wolff said, adding:
“But he really doesn’t listen to anybody.”
The author, who interviewed Trump several times in the White House and at Mar-àLago in Palm Beach, Fl., considers himself a
writer, not a journalist. “I’m not interested in
politics,” he asserted at the Silurians’ virtual
lunch in November. “I’m interested in character.” As a writer, he said, his job is to “convey the story, to give a sense of someone’s
character. I just do something else.”

In a wide-ranging question-and-answer
format rather than a speech, Wolff noted that
Trump granted access to many writers for interviews. Wolff suggested he should not have
expected such access in 2020. After all, in
early 2018, Wolff’s unflattering description
of the President’s alleged behavior recounted in “Siege” prompted Trump and his lawyer to issue a cease and desist letter claiming
false statements, defamation and malice and
threatening a lawsuit against Wolff and his
publisher, Henry Holt and Company.
The company’s lawyer told the President’s attorney that no apology or retraction
would be forthcoming, noting that the complaint cited no specific errors in the text.
Yet when Wolff made a request for an interview, Trump reportedly told a staff member: “That guy gets good ratings. Let’s see
him.” Which he did, and even invited Wolff
to have dinner at Mar-à-Lago, Melania included.
On one occasion, Wolff suggested, Trump
seemed to be showing off his media contacts
when he introduced him to Sarah Huckabee
Sanders, then the White House press secretary. “You know Michael Wolff, don’t you?”
Trump said. It was her job, of course, to
know writers like Wolff.
Wolff said that the 2016 Presidential campaign was a “disorganized mess,” reminding him of “The Gang That Couldn’t Shoot
Straight.” Trump’s own people, he said,
were stealing money from his campaign.

Sanderson was part of the motorcade travelling through Downtown Dallas when JFK was shot.

Scooping the JFK Murder

BY AILEEN JACOBSON
The assassination of President John F.
Kennedy was one of the most reported news
events ever, yet comparatively little has been
written about how journalists covered that
story as it broke, stunning the world. So it
was no surprise that Bill Sanderson, a writer
and editor at the Daily News, riveted a Silurians Press Club audience in October with a
breathless narrative of how Merriman Smith
got the news of the shooting onto the UPI
wire only four minutes after it happened,
much faster than anyone else.
Smith, known to his colleagues as Smitty,
had been the UPI’s White House correspondent since 1941 and so sat in the front seat of
the pool car in the motorcade that followed
Kennedy’s car through the streets of Dallas.
He was sandwiched between the driver and
a presidential press agent. That put Smith on
top of the car’s radio telephone, a then-novel device that was meant to be shared by all
four reporters in the car. As it happened,
Jack Bell, the AP reporter — the AP being

Smith’s main rival — sat in the back. He
wasn’t the usual White House correspondent
(who was on the press bus) but a Washington reporter assigned to collect “color” for a
separate piece.
When the reporters heard loud cracks,
Smitty, a firearms buff, had no doubt that
they were shots and grabbed the phone,
called his office and wouldn’t let go, said
Sanderson, who in 2016 published “Bulletins from Dallas,” a book about the assassination coverage. At 12:34 p.m. Central
time, four minutes after the shooting, UPI’s
A-wire clattered out the first news of the assassination:
“DALLAS, NOV. 22 (UPI) – THREE
SHOTS FIRED AT PRESIDENT KENNEDY’S MOTORCADE TODAY IN DOWNTOWN DALLAS.”
The AP reporter cursed Smith and
punched him more than once, but Smith
wouldn’t hand it over until the press car,
five cars behind the limo, stopped in front
of Parkland Hospital. Smith jumped out,
dumping the phone on his way. When the AP

Associated Press Bulletin. "A" wire copy edited for the teletypesetter circuit,
November 22, 1963.

believe that Trump planned
or conspired to plan the Jan.
6 insurrection that threatened
to overturn the election of Joseph Biden as president. “He
certainly inspired Jan. 6,”
Wolff said, but a fully-worked
out strategy would not have
been characteristic of Trump.
“The man just talks,” Wolff
said. “There is no thought. No
plan.”
Trump “believes 100 percent that he won the 2020 election. But nobody in his circle
agrees with him, although they
have not said so publicly.”
If Trump is crazy, one SiluMichael Wolff has written three books about Donald Trump. rian asked, how did he get 47
percent of the vote? First, Wolff
With three weeks to go before the election,
noted,
“almost
no one knew him.” He had no
the campaign “was $200 million under wapolitical connections, except Chris Christie,
ter.”
One of those active in the campaign was the former New Jersey governor, and RuStephen K. Bannon, who was a key strat- dolph Giuliani, the former New York City
egist. In August 2020, Bannon and three mayor. In his lifetime, Trump said, he visothers were arrested and charged with con- ited Washington perhaps a dozen times and
spiracy to commit mail fraud and money had never slept there before taking office.
Wolff said he was not sure why Trump
laundering in connection with the We Build
appealed
to the public.
the Wall campaign on the Mexican border.
“He’s an actor. Television [“The ApprenThe defendants allegedly enriched themselves, despite promising that all contribu- tice”] was his most successful venture. He’s
tions would go to building a wall. Bannon really incompetent.”
Nevertheless, Wolf said, if he seeks the
pleaded not guilty.
His actions may have reflected poorly Republican nomination in 2024, he will
on Trump’s leadership, but Trump chose to get it. “Reality changes on his timetable. It
pardon him anyway and he did so before changes minute by minute. And every effort
Bannon’s trial date. Wolff said he did not to bring him down has failed.”

Photo by James Altgens/Associated Press

reporter grabbed it, he found the line dead.
Some thought Smith had somehow sabotaged it, but UPI always denied it, and the
mystery was never solved, Sanderson said.
Before President Kennedy and Texas
Governor John Connally, who had been seriously wounded, were even wheeled into the
hospital, Smith jumped on the running board
of their limo and saw the blood surrounding
both men. Smith then hopped on the side of
the next car in the motorcade and spoke with
Clint Hill, a secret service agent he had gotten to know. “He’s dead, Smitty,” Hill told
him. Smith ran into the hospital, commandeered a phone in the emergency room and
called in updates to his story as it unfolded.
The first AP dispatch, which came in five
minutes later than UPI’s, came from a photographer who had been close to the action.
The AP story was also garbled and contained
several errors, Sanderson said.    
The story of the coverage, Sanderson
said, highlighted the stark changes that have
occurred since 1963 in the “speed of news.”
“Today we’ve gone down from four minutes
to zero,” Sanderson said.
Another big change, he said, is that newspapers and even television are no longer the
dominant way people learn about the news.
Smart reporters and editors are still necessary, however, said Sanderson, who had
been a reporter at the New York Post before

BILL SANDERSON
joining the News.                     
Smith was known as a “reporter’s reporter, who went all out to get his story” and is
often ranked as “the greatest wire reporter
ever.” He won the 1964 Pulitzer Prize for
National Reporting for his swift and full
coverage.
Many people remember first hearing the
news of the President’s death from Walter
Cronkite on TV. But Cronkite was relying
initially on Smith’s account, Sanderson said
— and that came later: It took about half an
hour for studio cameras to warm up in those
days, and at first Cronkite was only heard
but not seen.
Asked about persistent ideas that Lee
Harvey Oswald was not the lone shooter,
Sanderson replied, “Merriman Smith resolutely hated the conspiracy theories.” Smith
would say that he was there and “I know
what happened.”
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Herb Hadad: Journalist Who Wore Many Hats
BY MYRON KANDEL
Herbert Hadad was a special kind of
guy — a talented journalist, an author of
warm-hearted books, articles and essays,
an honest PR man, a dedicated public servant, a loving husband, father and grandfather, a good friend, and also a genuine
gentleman in his own self-effacing way.
He was someone you could depend on,
especially if you needed a helping hand.
He died at home Nov. 6 following injuries
suffered in a fall three months earlier. He

was 85. Herb started his news career as a
copy boy on the Boston Globe, and later
wrote movingly about those formative
days, as well as about his Syrian-Jewish
heritage and family life in general.
He tried — and failed — to make Edmund Muskie president as his deputy press
secretary in 1972. But he did popularize
a now-legendary children's television
program named “Sesame Street” in its
fledgling days. They even named a character after him — Herbert Birdsfoot.
In his own early days, he was also an

aspiring featherweight boxer, and he later
said that some of what he learned in the
ring came in handy when he had to spar
with politicians and aggressive reporters.
Moving from Boston to New York, he
became a skilled rewriteman on the old
New York Post, and was a mentor to many
younger journalists there.
He also wrote for The New York Times
and many other publications and he helped
make six U.S. Attorneys for the Southern District of New York look good as a
spokesman for that office in Manhattan

Judith Bender,
Albany and Washington Correspondent
BY LESLIE DAVIS
When the Watergate scandal was just
beginning to break in 1972, Judith Bender,
a reporter in Newsday’s Albany Bureau,
called Anthony Marro with a tip.
She had a source whose sister was a
bookkeeper at the Committee to Re-Elect
the President who said that G. Gordon
Liddy, a loyalist to President Richard
Nixon, had been involved in the Watergate
burglary.
Judy “called me and told me about it,
and I tracked down Liddy, who was listed
in the phone book. He was very calm and
polite and said, ’Please don’t take this personally, but I have no intention of talking
about this ever.’ So we did more reporting
and then wrote a story saying that he had
been fired and was a target of the investigation,” said Marro, now retired as Newsday’s editor. It was the first major story that
Newsday broke on the scandal, Marro said,
and testified to her talents, reporter’s eye for
a good story and its telling details.
Judy died on May 8 in her apartment
on the Upper West Side at the age of 87.
She was a longtime Silurian but had been

JUDITH BENDER

unable to attend luncheons for many years
because of accessibility issues. Born in
Queens, Judy was a graduate of the University of Michigan and Columbia University.
She worked for the Knickerbocker News
and the Albany Times Union before joining
Newsday in 1969. She was a reporter in the
Albany Bureau and then the Washington
Bureau in the 1970s and 1980s and later
served as an editor before retiring in 2000.
Judy was one of the first women to cover
state government in Albany, and Marro,
who worked with her there and in Washington, said she was “one of the very best
reporters covering state government.”
Much of Judy’s work in Washington centered on Congress. She covered the battles

over taxes during the Reagan administration and was part of a team that produced
an award-winning series, “The Permanent
Government,” that examined nonelected
insiders in Washington who helped to drive
policy and government operations. She
also wrote extensively on the increasing
influence of political donations on government actions. In her obituary in Newsday,
her former colleagues remembered her with
affection and admiration.
Earl Lane, who worked with Judy in
Washington, described her as “a warm,
engaging personality but also a very sharp,
focused reporter.”
Rita Ciolli, editor of Newsday’s editorial and opinion section, said that Judy was
noted for the thoroughness of her research
and her ability to dig for details. Ciolli said.
“She was one of the few early women who
had very important reporting jobs and just
somebody with a wonderful smile.”
“She drove everybody crazy because she
asked a lot of questions,” said Jim Klurfeld,
retired chief of Newsday’s Albany and
Washington bureaus, “but she’s the person
you wanted there as the last person to see
the copy before it went to press.”

2021
Duggan Prize Winner Is Named
What Emily Nadal particu- was really suited for,” she said chronicled the trials and
larly liked about her first job as
a U.S. parks ranger at federal
sites in New York and in Yellowstone National Park was her
encounters with people of so
many different backgrounds and
the chance to tell them compelling stories about the parks.
After three years, she secured an internship in 2019 at
WNYC Radio and the new job
showed her another way she
could fashion herself into a storyteller to multitudes.
“It became obvious to me
that journalism was the career I

in an interview.
Nadal entered the Craig
Newmark Graduate School of
Journalism, a branch of the City
University of New York, and in
December at age 29 she graduated. And she is doing so as
the 2021 winner of the Dennis
Duggan Prize, which carries
a $2,000 stipend and has been
handed out annually since 2007
by the Silurians Press Club to an
outstanding Newmark student.
The award is named in honor of Dennis Duggan, the popular Newsday columnist who

tribulations of everyday
New Yorkers for more
than four decades. Duggan, a former press club
president, died in April
2006 at the age of 78.
Nadal is a native of
the Washington Heights
neighborhood.
Her
mother, Cornelia, is a
New York City schoolteacher; her father, Alfonso,
who died in 2018, became famous as “Junior 161,” one of
the city’s original and most
ubiquitous graffiti artists.

Andelman earns France’s highest honor
David A. Andelman, a former correspondent for The New York Times
and CBS News, has been awarded
France’s highest honor—the rank
of chevalier (knight) of the Legion
d’Honneur, an order of merit established by Napoleon Bonaparte in 1802.
Andelman, a former president of
the Silurians Press Club, received the
medal Dec. 1 in a ceremony at the
French consulate in New York. In presenting the award on behalf of French
president Emmanuel Macron, Jérémie Robert,
France’s consulate general, praised Andelman for
“a lifelong commitment to promoting better understanding between the people of France and the
United States.”
“Your talent,” Robert said, “has also been vital
to your ability to explain French society, culture
and politics to your countrymen and women here
in the U.S., which is something you have done

ceaselessly and with great finesse throughout your life and career.”
Andelman covered Southeast Asia for
the Times based in Bangkok and Eastern
Europe based in Begrade. Afterwards, he
served for seven years as the Paris correspondent for CBS News and co-wrote a
book with the longtime chief of French
intelligence. He is a frequent contributor
to CNN, commenting on global affairs.
He is the author of “A Shattered Peace:
Versailles 1919 and the Price We Pay Today,” which traces several contemporary crises to
the Treaty of Versailles which ended World War I.
His latest book is “A Red Line in the Sand: Diplomacy, Strategy, and the History of Wars that Might
Still Happen.”
Many Americans have received a Légion honor
including James Baldwin, Alexander Graham Bell,
Walt Disney, Dwight D. Eisenhower, Bette Davis,
Kirk Douglas, Bob Dylan and Colin Powell.

At
Newmark,
Nadal has distinguished herself as a
determined reporter
whose work reflects
deep empathy for
her subjects, school
officials said.
“Emily has a gift
for entering into
communities and
finding untold local
stories, such as how climate
change is limiting access to outdoor recreation for low-income
people,” said Emily Laber-Warren, director of the J-School’s
Health and Science Reporting
program.
Nadal’s capstone project, a
collaboration with a classmate,
is about how the incarceration
of women who give birth in
prison reverberates across generations.
Nadal’s work has appeared
in City Limits, the Brooklyn
Eagle, Manhattan Times, Bronx
Free Press, Mott Haven Herald
and other publications. She has
completed extensive audio reporting and produced podcast
features. She also interned at
NBC Network News and the
WNBC-TV Investigations Unit.
The previous 14 winners have
developed journalism careers at
the Washington Post, The New
York Times, the New York Daily News, NBC News, PBS, and
The Christian Science Monitor.

HERBET HADAD

and White Plains. Reporters like Clyde
Haberman and Joe Berger, who were his
friends at the Post, were treated the same
as reporters he didn’t know; Herb never
gave them a shred of confidential or privileged information.
He mixed with Rockefellers at his home
in Pocantico Hills, N.Y., where he was an
active founder and board member of the
Friends of Rockefeller State Park Preserve.
And he became an expert on and collector
of Persian rugs.
But he never lost the common touch,
and his writings found poetry in the commonplace.
He especially loved being a Silurian,
and he served for decades as an officer and
governor, always ready with a good idea or
some skillful advice.
But one of his greatest achievements, he
might say, was being Evelyn Hadad's husband for 46 years. Together they regularly
adorned Silurian luncheons and dinners.
A flood of tributes poured in after
Herb's passing, and nearly every one of
them used the same word — “mensch.”
Herb Hadad was indeed a true mensch.
Hebert Hadad’s obituary was adapted
from a eulogy Myron Kandel gave at a
Silurian luncheon.

Judith Hole,
CBS News Producer
Judith Hole, a CBS News stalwart for
some 50 years, including 16 years as a
producer for “CBS Sunday Morning,” died
June 17 at Mount Sinai Hospital in New
York.
The cause of death, according to a family member, was Creutzfeldt Jakob disease,
a neurodegenerative condition. She was 81.
During her career, she worked with such
prominent broadcasters as Walter Cronkite,
Charles Kuralt, Charles Osgood, Harry
Smith, Mike Wallace, Lesley Stahl, Rita
Braver and Martha Teichner. The shows
she worked on included “CBS Reports, ”
“Walter Cronkite’s Universe,” “and “CBS
This Morning,” for which she produced the
weekly, live, half-hour segment, “At Home
With . . . ”
Hole joined CBS in 1962. She produced
documentaries, magazine-length stories,
breaking news stories, live studio segments
and live remote segments. She prepared
anchors and correspondents for interviews
with subjects from presidents to blue-collar
workers, from villains to victims.
She also taught a course on “The Art of
the Interview” at Maine Media Workshops.
Raised in Manhattan and Westchester,
Hole, whose father, Leonard Hole, was
director of program development for NBC,
attended Middlebury College in Vermont
and received her degree from Southern
Methodist University.
In 1979, she married Sam Suratt, then
the chief archivist for CBS.
Suratt, who died in 2014, was a Princeton graduate who helped launch a mentoring project of the university’s AlumniCorps known as the Project 55 Fellowship
Program.
For years, the Suratts housed Project 55
summer interns in their home on Manhattan’s Upper West Side, mentored them with
professional advice and introduced them to
New York’s cultural scene.

