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FOREWORD



by Pete Hamill


The cause of death, of course, is always life. We humans all die, a fact so unremarkable that in these tightly rendered portraits of the recently dead, the technical reason for death is almost always covered in a single sentence. What matters is the life, and how it was lived.


Obviously, the editors of The New York Times could fill every column of every page in the daily newspaper with stories of the newly dead. They narrow the choices to people whose accomplishments have mattered to others, or whose fame or notoriety might require more than a curt, cold footnote. That is, they choose people whose lives have helped shape the tale of their times. These men and women come from various small worlds within the larger society: art, politics, government, the law, sports, crime, science, media, movies, theater, music. Most eras are remembered as highlight films, with certain politicians and generals hogging center stage, and others adding soundtracks, or creating the entertainments that become part of collective memory. The individual stories are always part of a larger tale.


Most writers of obituaries (and I’ve written a few myself at other newspapers) know that they are not presenting the last words on their subjects. Many lives await full biographies, informed by the testimony of friends and enemies, wives, husbands and children, the secrets of correspondence, or F.B.I. files, or hard research into the assumptions of the present tense. It is always easier to describe a monster (biographies are still being written about Hitler) than a person who improved the world with laughter, intelligence or grace. Great biographies usually require the distance and objectivity that comes with the passage of time. The true value of some human beings can begin to rise while other reputations fade into obscurity, like statues in leafy corners of a public park. All obituaries are journalism, first drafts of history, but not history itself.


And yet the obituary in the daily paper can provoke true emotions in the minds of many readers. There is a sense of finality to every obit, the fall of a last curtain. No matter what the reader thought of the subject, that man, that woman no matter how remarkable cannot add another sentence to his or her role in the ongoing story of the times. It’s over. If the person is admired, we mourn the death and celebrate the life. If the person is despised, we remember the reasons for our contempt. And then turn the page.





An obit is made of knowable facts. It is not a eulogy, pasty with oratory. Nor is it an indictment. The obit says: here’s why this human was important, at the moment of writing.





For some readers, turning the page is not always easy. If the subject is someone we knew, reading the obit is also charged with a certain genuine sorrow. It announces a permanent interruption, often leading to absurd moments. Of the honored dead in this volume, I’ve wanted to call Elaine Kaufman and ask her what she thought of the Times obit. The same with Wilfrid Sheed, and Norris Church Mailer, and Jack Levine, and Burt Roberts. They were friends. And I remain filled with questions that I never asked them, or jokes I never passed on, or affection I never expressed.


And because I was a journalist for five decades, a privileged witness through possession of a press card, there are others here that I knew in more casual, glancing ways: Peter Yates and Sargent Shriver, Arthur Penn and George Shearing, Edwin Newman and David Broder, Bobby Thomson and Ted Kheel, Paul Conrad and Kevin McCarthy, Tony Curtis and Billy Taylor. I learned something from each of them. I’ve learned even more about them than I thought I knew, from reading these handsomely etched obituaries.


Reading them as a whole, they’ve also made me think about the times that produced so many of this volume’s honored dead. They lived the formative years of their lives during the Great Depression, when for their parents, often immigrants, a job any job was an elusive goal. Work that you actually loved was thought to be a romantic delusion. That was a time of austerity and limits for millions of Americans, and the four years of savage war that followed Pearl Harbor added to the sense of the future deferred. Where I lived in working-class Brooklyn, none of the young men profited from the war. They fought it.


But there were advantages to those years, too. Many of the people here were young in the years before the triumph of television, a time when kids went to public libraries to find free entertainment in books (along with visions of the wider world). They couldn’t afford expensive food or fancy clothes or a university. They were careful about money, and even the rich avoided presenting any image of luxury or extravagance. But there came a time, after 1945, when an optimistic sense of the American future was made real for millions by the G.I. Bill of Rights. Including some of the people in this book. Yes: obituaries are about people one at a time. But they are also part of a collective narrative.


So are all of us who lived during even a small part of their time on the stage. The obits remind us of the role of accident, chance or luck in the living of any life, along with determination and will. Most of us have learned lessons about life and its brother, death, from people who seldom make their way into the obituaries of any newspaper. One lesson is the acceptance of the inevitable. As the writer and entertainer Malachy McCourt likes to say: “I come from a long line of dead people.” 


As do we all.





INTRODUCTION



by William McDonald


An estimated 55.5 million people around the world die every year, a population almost the size of Italy’s. The New York Times obituary pages acknowledge about 1,000 of them.


Put another way, roughly 155,000 people die between any one issue of the newspaper and the next — a daily toll large enough to fill Yankee Stadium three times over. On average, The Times will publish obits about three of them.


As The Times’s obituaries editor, I spend a good part of my day huddling with my colleagues to select those scant few, and as the editor of this book, working with far less space than a year’s worth of broadsheet allows — to say nothing of the boundless Internet — I’ve had the daunting task of whittling the roster even more, of choosing among the already chosen, of separating the extraordinary from the merely exceptional.


Of course, the wider pool of candidates from which The Times draws is hardly in the tens of millions, or even in the tens of thousands; as a news organization, we may try to keep our finger on the pulse of the world, but not to that degree. We start with an only paper-thin fraction of the total — the deaths we happen to hear about — and then get choosy. We’re exclusive in the extreme. We have to be. We have only so much space, so many hands and so many hours in the day, and we have a very wide world to watch.


By necessity, then, but also by choice, we confine ourselves to writing about people who made a difference on a large stage — people, we think, who will command the broadest interest. If you made news in life, the rule of thumb goes, chances are your death is news, too. We may betray an occasional hometown bias, but we generally cast our net well beyond the Hudson River and Long Island Sound. (Besides, we find that many people far from New York want to read all about it all the same, whether out of love, hate or curiosity.)


News of a death most often arrives by e-mail — almost never by the postman these days — or someone picks up the phone. Sometimes a Web site or a wire service alerts us, or another newspaper does, having beaten us to the punch. (Even the obituary trade can be competitive.) And sometimes we hear by simple word of mouth.


Like deans of admission, we sift through the candidates, study their curriculums vitae, read their letters of reference and sort the prospects into piles: yes, no, maybe. (An entirely separate, smaller and somehow poignant batch is composed of material submitted by fully breathing obituary candidates themselves, asking us to keep it on file for that inevitable day.) We also do our own homework: we investigate, research and ask around before deciding yes, no or maybe.


Some might think our exclusivity presumptuous. Who, after all, anointed the editors of The New York Times to stand by the roadside as a parade of humanity passes and single out this one, this one and that one (but not that one) as worthy of being remembered?





We seek only to report deaths and to sum up lives, illuminating why, in our judgment, those lives were significant — why, that is, we’ve chosen them. The justification for the obituary is in the story it tells.





The answer is that no one did, actually, because that is not precisely what we decide. We make no judgments, moral or otherwise, about human worth. What we do try to judge, however, is newsworthiness, and that’s a whole other standard.


Nor, by the way, is it our intent to honor the dead; we leave the tributes to the eulogists. We seek only to report deaths and to sum up lives, illuminating why, in our judgment, those lives were significant — why, that is, we’ve chosen them. The justification for the obituary is in the story it tells.


We use no formula, scoring system or checklist to determine who will make the cut. But we do hold to certain criteria, slippery as they may be. Fame, of the widespread kind, will usually get someone past the velvet ropes, no questions asked. Tony Curtis? Right this way, sir. Accomplishment, with wide impact, matters as much, and it often goes hand in hand with fame. Bob Feller left an indelible mark on the baseball record books, and he was long celebrated for it. Joan Sutherland’s incomparable voice still echoes around the world.


But achievement may also speak softly. The work of Eugene Goldwasser and Baruch Blumberg, in the quiet of their biomedical research laboratories, helped preserve and even save the lives of millions, and for that they deserved to be remembered, as they were in The Times and as they are between these covers.


Still others may be chosen in part to represent a group whose contributions were forgotten or ignored. Violet Cowden, a member of the Women Airforce Service Pilots in World War II, comes to mind. Her story is included here. So is that of Barney Hajiro, one of 22 Japanese-American soldiers who, slighted by racial prejudice, waited more than half a century for their battlefield valor to be recognized with Medals of Honor. Some died waiting.


Always eager to write about such unsung heroes and heroines, we look at everyone who comes our way, never dismissing anyone out of hand, and confer:


Manfred Gans? Who was he? Great story. He’s sent to England as a teen-ager to escape the Nazis, joins the British army, then makes his way across Europe through German-held territory to find his parents in a concentration camp. Great story indeed. And it’s been verified? Then let’s do it.


Don Van Vliet. Oh, you mean Captain Beefheart. Absolutely.


Robbins Barstow? What did he do? He documented his postwar suburban family in home movies, captured a cultural moment and inspired a home-movie revival. That’s a tale worth telling. Yes.


What about Joanne Siegel? Come again? Joanne Siegel: you might call her the original Lois Lane. Are we sure? O.K.


But for every yes there are innumerable no’s. A baseball player who lasted a season. A beloved professor who never published. An actor whose star had faded. Fame and accomplishment are relative; the public eye is easily distracted, and only a moment or two in its fickle gaze may not be enough to merit a backward look in The Times. The same might be said of a sparkling résumé. The best schools, a successful corporate climb, charitable good works and distinguished service awards are impressive and laudable, but not necessarily newsworthy to a national readership.


With rejection often comes disappointment, and sometimes vexation. One man once wrote asking how we could choose to write about a gangster while ignoring his father, who had sat on a dozen boards of directors. We might rather have had dinner with his father, to be sure, but the answer was that the gangster had made headlines — in 48-point type in the tabloids. (Which brings to mind another qualification for newsworthiness, that black-sheep sibling of fame: infamy.)


Once our decisions are made, the writers take over. Most people refer to any newspaper article as a story, but probably none deserves that description more than an obituary. These are life stories, after all, told with the urgency of journalism and the sweep of biography. They have beginnings and, unlike most newspaper stories, endings. They carry news, certainly — the fact of death — but once that has been reported, usually in the first paragraph, very little, if anything, is said about it from then on. It’s the life we’re interested in, and distilling it into 600, 900 or 2,000 words — the count is another measure of newsworthiness — is something of an art.


It’s also something of an impossibility, for any life is too full and nuanced and complex to be compressed into a slender column of words in 8.7-point Imperial (not Times Roman, incidentally). But a good reporter, plumbing biographical sources, public documents and the memories of the living, can nevertheless offer a fair rendering. What emerges is a kind of portrait, as on a canvas stretched on a frame. The long, messy business of a life cannot all be contained there, but if the work is done well, the essential elements will be present, and the likeness, a composition of broad strokes and fine details, will be an honest one.


The obituary writers at The Times did that routinely over the course of a year, alongside critics and commentators who sometimes stood back to appraise the deceased. All had good material to work with: some of the most consequential, fascinating and colorful figures of our age. You might think of this book, then, as a gallery of their portraits, mounted cheek by jowl according to a chronology of last days, some finding themselves in agreeable company, others beside strange bedfellows, all of them bound together by the inscrutable accident of death.


They invite us to look, at who they were and what they did in their hour upon the stage, and perhaps to reflect, on the passage of a year, and on the passing of an era. 




THE OBITS


AUGUST 2010 TO JULY 2011 





ROBERT F. BOYLE



Behind the Scenes, a Hollywood Virtuoso


OCT. 10, 1909 - AUG. 1, 2010


Robert F. Boyle, the eminent Hollywood production designer who created some of the most memorable scenes and images in cinematic history — Cary Grant clinging to Mount Rushmore in “North by Northwest,” the bird’s-eye view of the seagull attack in “The Birds,” the colorfully ramshackle shtetl for “Fiddler on the Roof” — died on Aug. 1 in Los Angeles. He was 100.


Mr. Boyle worked on more than 80 films as art director or production designer, synonyms for a job he once defined as “being responsible for the space in which a film takes place.” 


As a young assistant fresh out of architecture school at the University of Southern California, he worked on the Cecil B. DeMille western “The Plainsman” (1936) and Fritz Lang’s “You and Me” (1938). Over the next six decades he worked with a long list of top directors, including Douglas Sirk, Richard Brooks and Norman Jewison.


At the 2008 Academy Awards, as his list of credits was read aloud, he stepped onto the stage to tumultuous applause to receive a special Oscar for his life’s work in art direction.
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STUDIO MAGIC: Mr. Boyle used a toy plane for the crop-duster sequence with Cary Grant in Hitchcock’s “North by Northwest.” He and Hitchcock collaborated on many films, including “Shadow of a Doubt” and “The Birds.” 


Mr. Boyle is best known for his work with Alfred Hitchcock, with whom he produced indelible scenes like the climactic struggle atop the Statue of Liberty in “Saboteur” and the crop-dusting sequence with Cary Grant in “North by Northwest,” not to mention the seagull attack in “The Birds.” He was also Hitchcock’s production designer for “Marnie.” 


“It was a meeting of equals: the director who knew exactly what he wanted, and the art director who knew how to get it done,” Mr. Boyle told Film Comment in 1978.


His art direction earned him Academy Award nominations for “North by Northwest” and “Fiddler on the Roof” as well as for “Gaily, Gaily,” a period comedy set in early 20th-century Chicago, and “The Shootist,” John Wayne’s last film. He was also the subject of an Oscar-nominated 2000 documentary by Daniel Raim, “The Man on Lincoln’s Nose.” 


Mr. Jewison called Mr. Boyle “the last of the great art directors.” 


“His films have a look, an ambience, a setting that’s very real because of his scrupulous attention to detail,” Mr. Jewison said in an interview for this obituary. “Every nuance he could bring to bear to make a film real, he’d do it. He was a real cinematic artist.” 


Robert Francis Boyle was born on Oct. 10, 1909, in Los Angeles and grew up on a ranch in the San Joaquin Valley. His degree in architecture, received in 1933, was of little use during the Depression, so he began working as a bit player for RKO Pictures. Fascinated by set design, he introduced himself to the studio’s art director, who directed him to Paramount. There he was hired by the great art director Hans Dreier, and wound up doing a bit of everything.


“We were illustrators, draftsmen, we would supervise the construction on the sets,” he told an interviewer for the Margaret Herrick Library of the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences in 1998. “We did almost anything that the art director thought we ought to do.” 


After doing second-unit work on “The Plainsman,” with Gary Cooper, and “Union Pacific,” both directed by Cecil B. DeMille, and “Lives of a Bengal Lancer,” Mr. Boyle left Paramount to paint in Mexico but soon returned to the United States and began working for RKO and Universal. One of his first films for Universal was “The Wolf Man” (1941), with Lon Chaney Jr.


Art directors enjoyed a varied diet in those days. “We might be doing the Bengal Lancers one day and Ma and Pa Kettle the next and something else the next,” he told the Herrick Library.


“Saboteur” (1942) was his first collaboration with Hitchcock and the beginning of a series of unforgettably suspenseful cinematic sequences. For the climactic battle between Robert Cummings and Norman Lloyd, Mr. Boyle and his team constructed a studio model of the hand and the torch of the Statue of Liberty. To create the illusion that Mr. Lloyd, the villain, was falling in an uncontrolled spin from a great height, Mr. Boyle twirled him on a revolving chair as a crane mounted with a camera swooped upward at dizzying speed.


Mr. Boyle worked with Hitchcock on one more film, “Shadow of a Doubt,” before serving in the Army Signal Corps in France and Germany as a combat photographer during World War II. After the war they resumed their collaboration, and he married Bess Taffel, a contract writer at RKO who was blacklisted during the McCarthy era. She died in 2000. Mr. Boyle, who lived in Los Angeles, is survived by two daughters and three grandchildren.


Mr. Boyle’s touch is evident in the cleverly orchestrated Mount Rushmore sequence in “North by Northwest,” in which large-format still photographs were rear-projected using ste-reopticon slides. He also used studio mock-ups of sections of the stone heads — “just enough to put the actors on so we could get down shots, up shots, side shots, whatever we needed,” Mr. Boyle said. For the famous scene in which a crop-duster strafes Cary Grant on a desolate road, Mr. Boyle combined location footage with a toy airplane and toy truck on a miniature field created in the studio.


Mr. Boyle said that the attack sequence in “The Birds” may have been his trickiest bit of work. To simulate the point of view of the swooping birds descending on Tippi Hedren in a phone booth, Mr. Boyle and his team climbed a cliff overlooking an island off Santa Barbara, Calif., and photographed seagulls as assistants threw fish into the water, encouraging the birds to dive. Only the telephone booth was real. The town of Bodega Bay, actually a composite of several towns, was reproduced on mattes.


For “Gaily, Gaily,” Mr. Boyle re-created turn-of-the-century Chicago on a backlot at Universal, right down to the elevated tracks in the Loop. Notoriously finicky about locations, he traveled the length and breadth of Eastern Europe for “Fiddler on the Roof” before settling on a location in what was then Yugoslavia.


For “In Cold Blood,” based on Truman Capote’s book about multiple murders in Kansas, Mr. Boyle took the opposite tack, using as a set the actual farmhouse where the killings took place.


Trickery for its own sake did not interest him. “If it doesn’t have any meaningful application to the story, it’s never a great shot,” he said.


Mr. Boyle took on projects of every description. He worked on Ma and Pa Kettle comedies and “Abbott and Costello Go to Mars.” He was the art director for Sam Fuller on “The Crimson Kimono” and for J. Lee Thompson on “Cape Fear.” He was the production designer for “The Shootist” and “Private Benjamin.” 


A movie, he said, “starts with the locale, with the environment that people live in, how they move within that environment.” Sometimes that environment has to be built.


“I’m all for construction, because we’re dealing with the magic of movies,” he told Variety in 2008. “And I always feel that if you build it, you build it for the dream rather than the actuality. We make up our own truth.” 


— BY WILLIAM GRIMES



LOLITA LEBRÓN



‘Viva Puerto Rico!’ and Shots Rang Out


NOV. 19, 1919 - AUG. 1, 2010


Lolita Lebrón, who blazed her way to notoriety with a Luger pistol and patriotic shouts as she led three other Puerto Rican nationalists in an attack on the United States House of Representatives on March 1, 1954, died on Aug. 1 in San Juan, P.R. She was 90.


In the attack in the Capitol, Ms. Lebrón and the other assailants fired from a spectator’s gallery just above the House floor, raining as many as 30 bullets into a chaotic chamber and wounding five congressmen.


Ms. Lebrón was imprisoned for 25 years and widely condemned as a terrorist, although proponents of Puerto Rican independence hailed her and her associates as revolutionary heroes. She ascended into a leftist pantheon with figures like Che Guevara, becoming the subject of books and artwork.


Ms. Lebrón remained proud of the shooting, which came two years after Puerto Rico, formerly a territory of the United States, became a commonwealth, adopting its own constitution as ratified by Congress and approved by President Harry S. Truman. She dismissed that status as only more colonization and demanded complete independence. On the day of the shooting she fully expected to give up her life.


Her political convictions never disappeared. In her 80s she was arrested twice for protesting an American military base on Puerto Rico’s island of Vieques. She served 60 days in jail.


But in her latter decades Ms. Lebrón came to believe that civil disobedience, like that at Vieques, was not only more moral than violence, but it was more effective.


“There is no need now to kill for freedom,” she said in 1998.


After her release from prison, Puerto Ricans of all political leanings would hail her on the street — she typically dressed in black — as a sort of national elder. They called her only Doña Lolita. No last name was necessary.


On the blustery, rainy day of the shooting 56 years ago, Ms. Lebrón was a stylishly dressed 34-year-old woman with the looks of the beauty queen she had been as a youth. She wore bright lipstick.


At 2:32 P.M., with 243 representatives in attendance, firecrackers suddenly seemed to be exploding in the House chamber, interrupting a debate about Mexican farm workers. Congressmen dived and fell, though none were killed.


Piercing the confusion was the voice of Ms. Lebrón: “Viva Puerto Rico!” Pointing it at the ceiling, she emptied the chambers of a big Luger pistol, holding it in two hands and waving it wildly. She then threw down the pistol and whipped out a Puerto Rican flag, which she waved but never managed to unfurl completely. As she shouted, her companions trained their weapons on the House floor.
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PRISON-BOUND: Ms. Lebrón in police custody after opening fire in the United States Capitol in 1954.


After she was arrested, the police found a note in her purse. “My life I give for the freedom of my country,” it read.


Ms. Lebrón was convicted of five counts of assault with a dangerous weapon and sentenced to serve from 16 years and 8 months to 50 years in prison. Her colleagues, Rafael Cancel Miranda, Andres Figueroa Cordero and Irving Flores Rodríguez, were convicted on more serious counts and each sentenced to 25 to 75 years in prison.


Although Ms. Lebrón fired eight shots, she was cleared of assault with intent to kill because she had not fired at the House floor. All four shooters were later sentenced to an additional six years in another trial for seditious conspiracy.


Dolores Lebrón de Perez was born on Nov. 19, 1919, in Lares, P.R., a small town where her father was a coffee plantation foreman. She finished eighth grade, and she was elected “Queen of the Flowers of May” in a beauty pageant.


She had a daughter and a son, both of whom died years ago. Ms. Lebrón is survived by her husband, Dr. Sergio Irizarry; a sister; and two grandchildren.


In the 1940s Ms. Lebrón moved to New York seeking a better life, and found work as a seamstress. She became a follower of Pedro Albizu Campos, a nationalist leader. Deciding a drastic event was needed to highlight his cause, he assigned Ms. Lebrón to lead it, making her responsible for every detail.


“I had all the secrets, all the plans,” she told The Washington Post Magazine in 2004. “Me and me alone.” 


The planning was not perfect. The conspirators got lost on the way to the Capitol from Union Station and had to ask a pedestrian for directions.


During the trial, Ms. Lebrón repudiated an argument by her own lawyer that the conspirators were mentally unsound, shouting “No! No! No!” 


When the prosecution let a Puerto Rican flag drag on the floor, she whispered to her lawyer and he successfully objected.


In prison, she built an altar in her cell and said she had repeated ecstatic religious visions. She refused to apply for parole because that would have meant apologizing.


In 1979, President Jimmy Carter, saying he was acting out of “humane considerations,” released Ms. Lebrón and two other assailants, a move that was expected to clear the way for the release of four Americans being held in Cuban prisons. He had released the fourth assailant in 1978 because he had cancer.


Many Puerto Ricans opposed the clemency. Puerto Rico’s nonvoting representative in Congress at the time, Baltasar Corrado del Río, said the assailants had been “kept in jail for their criminal conduct, not their political beliefs.” 


Ms. Lebrón remained defiant, saying her release “was done for political expediency and not because of a concern for human rights.” 


— BY DOUGLAS MARTIN



TONY JUDT



Historian in the Public Square


JAN. 2, 1948 - AUG. 6, 2010


Tony Judt, the author of “Postwar,” a monumental history of Europe after World War II, and a public intellectual known for his sharply polemical essays on American foreign policy, the state of Israel and the future of Europe, died on Aug. 6 at his home in Manhattan. He was 62.


The death was announced in a statement from New York University, where he had taught for many years. The cause was complications of amyotrophic lateral sclerosis, known as Lou Gehrig’s disease, which he learned he had in September 2008. In a matter of months the disease left him paralyzed and able to breathe only with mechanical assistance, but he continued to lecture and write.


“In effect,” Mr. Judt wrote in an essay published in January in The New York Review of Books, “A.L.S. constitutes progressive imprisonment without parole.” 


Mr. Judt (pronounced Jutt), who was British by birth and education but who taught at American universities for most of his career, began as a specialist in postwar French intellectual history, and for much of his life he embodied the idea of the French-style engaged intellectual.


An impassioned left-wing Zionist as a teenager, he shed his faith in agrarian socialism and Marxism early on and became, as he put it, a “universalist social democrat” with a deep suspicion of left-wing ideologues, identity politics and the emerging role of the United States as the world’s sole superpower.


His developing interest in Europe as a whole, including the states of the former Eastern Bloc, led him to take an active role in the unfolding Velvet Revolution in Czechoslovakia; it culminated in “Postwar: A History of Europe Since 1945” (2005), a richly detailed survey embracing countries from Britain to the Balkans. In the words of one reviewer, the book has “the pace of a thriller and the scope of an encyclopedia.” 


Mr. Judt was well known for his essays on politics and current affairs in journals like The New York Review of Books, The New Republic, The Times Literary Supplement and The London Review of Books.


“He had the unusual ability to see and convey the big picture while, at the same time, going to the heart of the matter,” said Mark Lilla, who teaches intellectual history at Columbia University. “Most academics do neither — they float in between. But Tony was able to talk about the big picture and explain why it matters now.” 


Tony Robert Judt was born in the East End of London on Jan. 2, 1948, and grew up in Putney. His parents, although secular and apolitical Jews, encouraged him to join the Labor Zionist youth organization Dror as a way to meet friends. He became a fervent convert to the cause, spending summers working on a kibbutz in Israel and serving as Dror’s national secretary from 1965 to 1967.


“I was the ideal recruit: articulate, committed and uncompromisingly ideologically conformist,” he wrote in an autobiographical sketch for The New York Review of Books in February.


After he passed the entrance examinations to King’s College, Cambridge, he volunteered as an auxiliary with the Israeli Defense Forces during the Six-Day War, acting as an interpreter for other volunteers in the newly conquered Golan Heights. There he lost faith in the Zionist mission and began to see Israel as a malign occupying power whose self-definition as a Jewish state, he later argued, made it “an anachronism.” 


Mr. Judt returned to Britain disabused and highly skeptical of the radical political currents swirling around him at Cambridge, where he earned a bachelor’s degree in history from King’s College in 1969. After studying for a year at the École Normale Supérieure in Paris, he returned to King’s College and earned a doctorate in 1972.





“I’m regarded outside N.Y.U. as a looney-tunes leftie self-hating Jewish communist; inside the university I’m regarded as a typical old-fashioned white male liberal elitist. I like that.” 





His dissertation, on the French Socialist Party’s re-emergence after World War I, was published in France as “La Reconstruction du Parti Socialiste: 1921-1926” (1976). In 1979 he followed up with “Socialism in Provence, 1871-1914: A Study in the Origins of the Modern French Left,” and in 1986 he published “Marxism and the French Left: Studies on Labour and Politics in France, 1830-1981.” 


These relatively specialist works led to two interpretive studies of French postwar intellectual life: “Past Imperfect: French Intellectuals, 1944-1956” (1994) and “The Burden of Responsibility: Blum, Camus, Aron and the French Twentieth Century” (1998).


Casting his lot with the nonideological liberals, like Raymond Aron and Albert Camus, who dared to criticize the Soviet Union and third-world revolutionary movements, Mr. Judt subjected Sartre and others to a withering critique that came as a shock to many French and American intellectuals. His target, he wrote, was “the uneasy conscience and moral cowardice of an intellectual generation.” 


Fluidly written, with a strong narrative drive and an insistent, polemical edge, both books established Mr. Judt as a historian whose ability to see the present in the past gave his work an unusual air of immediacy. Increasingly he inclined toward free-ranging inquiry across disciplines, as reflected in the essay collection “Reappraisals: Reflections on the Forgotten Twentieth Century” (2008).


“A historian also has to be an anthropologist, also has to be a philosopher, also has to be a moralist, also has to understand the economics of the period he is writing about,” Mr. Judt told the online magazine Historically Speaking in 2006. “Though they are often arbitrary, disciplinary boundaries certainly exist. Nevertheless, the historian has to learn to transcend them in order to write intelligently.” 


In 1987, after teaching at Cambridge, the University of California at Berkeley and Oxford, he began teaching at N.Y.U. There, in 1995, he helped found the Remarque Institute with a bequest from Paulette Goddard, the widow of the writer Erich Maria Remarque. Under his directorship, it became an important international center for the study of Europe, past and present. His skepticism about the future of the European Union found expression in a sharply polemical, pamphlet-length book, “A Grand Illusion?: An Essay on Europe” (1996).


His first two marriages ended in divorce. He is survived by his wife, the dance critic Jennifer Homans, and their two sons.


His views on Israel made Mr. Judt an increasingly polarizing figure. He placed himself in the midst of a bitter debate when, in 2003, he outlined a one-state solution to the Israel-Palestinian problem in The New York Review of Books, proposing that Israel accept a future as a secular, binational state in which Jews and Arabs enjoyed equal status.


In 2006, a scheduled talk at the Polish Consulate in Manhattan was abruptly canceled for reasons later hotly disputed, but apparently under pressure, explicit or implicit, from the Anti-Defamation League and the American Jewish Committee.


Leon Wieseltier, the literary editor of The New Republic, told The New York Observer at the time that Mr. Judt, on Israel, “has become precisely the kind of intellectual whom his intellectual heroes would have despised.” Mr. Judt’s name had been removed from the masthead of the magazine, where he had been a contributing editor, after his article on the one-state solution.


He expressed surprise that he should be defined by his position on one issue and expressed distaste for public controversy, while showing an unmistakable relish for the cut and thrust of public debate.


“Today I’m regarded outside New York University as a looney-tunes leftie self-hating Jewish communist; inside the university I’m regarded as a typical old-fashioned white male liberal elitist,” he told The Guardian of London in January 2010. “I like that. I’m on the edge of both; it makes me feel comfortable.” 


His discovery in 2008 that he had Lou Gehrig’s disease did not deter him from his work.


In October 2010, wrapped in a blanket and sitting in a wheelchair with a breathing device attached to his nose, Mr. Judt spoke about social democracy before an audience of 700 at N.Y.U. He turned that lecture into a small book, “Ill Fares the Land,” published in March 2011 by Penguin Press.


During the lecture, his last public appearance, he told the audience that some of his American friends felt that seeing him talk about A.L.S. would be uplifting. But he added, “I’m English, and we don’t do ‘uplifting.’ ” 


He did write about his illness. In an essay in The New York Review of Books, he wrote, “In contrast to almost every other serious or deadly disease, one is thus left free to contemplate at leisure and in minimal discomfort the catastrophic progress of one’s own deterioration.” 


But history remained uppermost in his mind. In “Ill Fares the Land,” he turned his attention to a problem he regarded as acute: the loss of faith in social democracy, which had brought prosperity to so many European countries after World War II, and in the power of the state to do good.


“The historian’s task is not to disrupt for the sake of it, but it is to tell what is almost always an uncomfortable story and explain why the discomfort is part of the truth we need to live well and live properly,” he told Historically Speaking. “A well-organized society is one in which we know the truth about ourselves collectively, not one in which we tell pleasant lies about ourselves.” 


— BY WILLIAM GRIMES



PATRICIA NEAL



An Acting Life of Accolades and Anguish


JAN. 20, 1926 - AUG. 8, 2010


Patricia Neal, who made her way from Kentucky’s coal country to Hollywood and Broadway, winning an Academy Award and a Tony, but whose life alternated almost surreally between triumph and tragedy, died on Aug. 8 at her home in Edgartown, Mass., on Martha’s Vineyard. She was 84.


She had lung cancer, a friend told The Associated Press. Ms. Neal had a home in Manhattan as well.


Ms. Neal received her Oscar, as best actress, for her performance in 1963 as the tough, shopworn housekeeper who does not succumb to Paul Newman’s amoral charm in “Hud.” By then she had already endured the death of her first child and a calamitous injury to her infant son, who was brain-damaged in an accident. Then came three strokes, a year after the Oscar, leaving her in a coma for three weeks. Afterward she was semiparalyzed and unable to speak.


But she learned to walk and talk again with the help of her husband, the British writer Roald Dahl. And in 1968, despite a severely impaired memory that made it difficult to recall dialogue, she returned to the screen as the bitter mother who used her son as a weapon against her husband in the screen version of Frank Gilroy’s play “The Subject Was Roses.” Once again she was nominated for an Oscar.


Ms. Neal’s career started swiftly and brilliantly. Before she was 21 she won a Tony and a New York Drama Critics’ Circle Award for her Broadway debut in “Another Part of the Forest” by Lillian Hellman. Her picture was on the cover of Life magazine.


Signed by Warner Brothers, she went to Hollywood as the sought-after young actress of her day. She had talent, a husky, unforgettable voice and an arresting presence, but no training for the camera. Of her movie debut opposite Ronald Reagan in the comedy “John Loves Mary” (1949), Bosley Crowther, the movie critic for The New York Times, wrote that she showed “little to recommend her to further comedy jobs.” 


Yet Ms. Neal had already been assigned the role that Barbara Stanwyck coveted — the leonine Dominique in the film adaptation of Ayn Rand’s best-selling novel “The Fountainhead” (1949). As Dominique was swept away by the godlike architect Howard Roark, Ms. Neal, at 23, fell in love with the 48-year-old movie star who played Roark, Gary Cooper. Their affair lasted three years but ended when Mr. Cooper chose not to leave his family.


“The Fountainhead” was a failure. Ms. Neal saw it at a Hollywood premiere. “You knew, from the very first reel, it was destined to be a monumental bomb,” she said. “My status changed immediately. That was the end of my career as a second Garbo.” 


Ms. Neal’s next movie, “Bright Leaf” (1950), an epic story of a 19th-century tobacco farmer played by Cooper, was also a failure. Ill served by Warner Brothers, Ms. Neal acquired screen technique while being wasted in mediocre movies. The exceptions were the screen version of John Patrick’s play “The Hasty Heart” (1950) and “The Breaking Point” (1950), based on Ernest Hemingway’s “To Have and Have Not.” 


“Warners finally let me know they weren’t so keen on my staying on,” Ms. Neal once said. “They didn’t fire me. I took the hint.” 


She was 27 and apparently washed up after five years and 13 movies when Hellman insisted that Ms. Neal star in the Broadway revival of her play “The Children’s Hour” in 1952. It was at Hellman’s house that Ms. Neal met Dahl, then a writer of macabre short stories; they would marry and have five children in a troubled, 30-year marriage.


In 1957, Ms. Neal triumphantly returned to the screen in Budd Schulberg’s “A Face in the Crowd,” directed by Elia Kazan. Showing a range she had lacked before, she was praised for her portrayal of a radio reporter who builds the career of a folksy guitarist (played by Andy Griffith).


As the 1950s ended, she appeared to great acclaim in Tennessee Williams’s “Suddenly Last Summer” on the London stage and in “The Miracle Worker” on Broadway, then went on to even greater screen success in “Hud” and “In Harm’s Way” with John Wayne. Riding the crest, she signed to star in the John Ford movie “Seven Women.” But at 39 and pregnant with her fifth child, she suffered the strokes.


Patsy Lou Neal was born in the coal mining town of Packard, Ky., on Jan. 20, 1926, to a mine manager and the daughter of the town doctor. Ms. Neal grew up in Knoxville, Tenn. At 10, she attended an evening of monologues in the basement of the Methodist church and wrote a note to Santa Claus: “What I want for Christmas is to study dramatics.” By high school, Patsy Neal was giving monologues at social clubs and had won the Tennessee State Award for dramatic reading.


In 1942, before her senior year, she was chosen to apprentice at the prestigious Barter Theater in Virginia. After two years as a drama major at Northwestern University, she headed to New York, where she worked as an understudy before replacing Vivian Vance in a road company production of “Voice of the Turtle,” which had been produced on Broadway by Alfred de Liagre. He had insisted that this patrician-looking new actress call herself Patricia.
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THAT OSCAR GLOW: Ms. Neal at her home in England, in 1964, two days after winning an Academy Award for her role in “Hud.” 


Her big break came as a backwoods girl who allies herself with the devil in a summer stock production of “Devil Takes a Whittler” in Westport, Conn. Eugene O’Neill, who became her mentor, saw the performance, and so did much of the Broadway establishment. In less than 24 hours she had two offers to star on Broadway. Ms. Neal turned down Richard Rodgers’s offer of the lead in “John Loves Mary” for Hellman’s “Another Part of the Forest.” 


Hollywood soon called, and she signed a seven-year contract with Warner Brothers that included the starring role in the film version of “John Loves Mary.” In other studio roles she played a woman waiting to see if her child survived a plane crash in “Three Secrets” (1950) and John Wayne’s love interest in “Operation Pacific” (1951).


A contract at Fox followed, and she played opposite Tyrone Power in the espionage thriller “Diplomatic Courier” (1952) and worried through the science fiction film “The Day the Earth Stood Still” (1951).


During her affair with Cooper she became pregnant and had an abortion, according to the autobiography “As I Am” (1988), written with Richard DeNeut. “If I had only one thing to do over in my life,” she wrote, “I would have that baby.” 


Eager to have children, she married Dahl in 1953, even though she did not love him then, she wrote. A former R.A.F. fighter pilot who became a renowned writer of often darkly humorous children’s books (“James and the Giant Peach,” “Charlie and the Chocolate Factory” ), Dahl took control of Ms. Neal’s life. After their 4-month-old son, Theo, was left brain-damaged when his baby carriage was crushed between a taxicab and a bus on a New York street in 1960, Dahl decided that they would move to the village of Great Missenden in England. Two years later, their eldest daughter, Olivia, who was 7, died of measles encephalitis, perhaps for want of sophisticated medical care that would have been available in a big city.


Still, Ms. Neal continued to work in film and in guest appearances on television. In “Breakfast at Tiffany’s” (1961), she played an older woman who supports a young writer (George Peppard) who falls in love with the gentlemen’s escort Holly Golightly (Audrey Hepburn).


Ms. Neal survived the strokes in 1965 in part because of the knowledge Dahl had acquired when Theo had eight brain operations. After the shunt that drained fluid from Theo’s brain kept clogging, Dahl worked with a retired engineer and a neurosurgeon to design and manufacture a better one, the Wade-Dahl-Till valve.


When Ms. Neal collapsed in their Beverly Hills house, Dahl knew enough about her symptoms to call a leading neurosurgeon. Fourteen days after a seven-hour operation, the surgeon told Dahl that his wife would live but added, “I’m not sure whether or not I’ve done her a favor.” 


Dahl badgered her into getting well, pressing her to walk and arranging for hours of physical and speech therapy. She learned to read again. Six months after her brain operation, Ms. Neal gave birth to a healthy daughter.


Early in 1967 Dahl announced that Ms. Neal was ready to perform and that she would give a speech in New York that spring at a charity dinner for brain-damaged children. Terrified, Ms. Neal worked day after day to memorize the speech, which she delivered to thundering applause. As she wrote in her autobiography, “I knew at that moment that Roald the slave driver, Roald the bastard, with his relentless scourge, Roald the Rotten, as I had called him more than once, had thrown me back into the deep water. Where I belonged.” 


A few months later Frank Gilroy and the director Ulu Grosbard journeyed to Great Missenden to discuss a role in a film version of Mr. Gilroy’s “The Subject Was Roses.” “We didn’t know whether she could memorize a line,” Mr. Grosbard said later. “The memory element was the uncertain one. But when we started to shoot, she hit her top level.” 


Ms. Neal’s illness and recovery became the subject of a television movie in 1981, with Glenda Jackson and Dirk Bogarde playing Patricia and Roald. Two years later, Ms. Neal and Dahl were divorced after Ms. Neal discovered that her husband had been having a long affair with one of her best friends. Dahl died in 1990.


Ms. Neal is survived by her four children, a brother, a sister, 10 grandchildren and step-grandchildren, and a great-grandchild.


In her later years Ms. Neal was often seen in guest roles in television series like “Little House on the Prairie” and “Murder, She Wrote.” In 1999 she had a small role as the title character, a Southern dowager who commits suicide, in Robert Altman’s comedy “Cookie’s Fortune.” 


Ms. Neal also put much time and energy into raising money for brain-injured children and adults and establishing the Patricia Neal Rehabilitation Center in Knoxville. In dozens of speaking engagements, she showed that a brain injury was not necessarily the end of life or of joy.


“I can’t see from one eye,” she said in 1988. “I’ve been paralyzed. I’ve fallen down and broken a hip. Stubbornness gets you through the bad times. You don’t give in.” 


— BY ALJEAN HARMETZ



TED STEVENS



Alaska’s Champion in the Senate


NOV. 18, 1923 - AUG. 9, 2010


Ted Stevens, the former United States senator who helped shape modern Alaska with federal laws and billions in federal dollars, died on Aug. 9 in a plane crash while on a fishing trip there. He was 86.


Mr. Stevens was one of five people killed when the single-engine craft crashed into a mountainside in remote southwest Alaska after weaving through the mountains in clouds, rain and darkness on its way to a fishing lodge. Many of the nine on board had strong connections to his political career. Mr. Stevens had survived a plane crash in Alaska in 1978, suffering injuries while his first wife, the former Ann Cherrington, and four others were killed.


Serving in the Senate for 40 years, longer than any other Republican, Mr. Stevens was known as a fierce and often hot-tempered advocate for his state.


But that long and productive Senate career ended ignominiously in October 2008, when a federal jury in the District of Columbia found that he had concealed more than $250,000 in gifts. It convicted him on seven felony counts. Eight days later, as he sought a seventh term, voters turned him out of office, giving his seat to Mayor Mark Begich of Anchorage, a Democrat.


The following April, the conviction was thrown out by Judge Emmet G. Sullivan at the request of Attorney General Eric H. Holder Jr. During the trial, the judge had chided prosecutors for withholding information from the defense, and now Mr. Holder said they had concealed interview notes in which the chief witness against Mr. Stevens told a story different from the one he had told on the stand.


Mr. Stevens said the case against him had shaken his faith in the judicial system. But after Mr. Holder’s and Judge Sullivan’s actions, he said, “My faith has been restored.” 


Mr. Stevens liked to remind Alaskans of what he had done for them. “From frozen tundra,” he said in his 2008 campaign, “we built airports, roads, ports, water and sewer systems, hospitals, clinics, communications networks, research labs and much, much more.” He drew large amounts of military spending to the state as well as money for small businesses.


Mr. Stevens’s legislative work in the 1970s included passing major bills settling native land claims that had been left in limbo when statehood was established in 1959; creating the Trans-Alaska Pipeline, which made the state rich; and protecting the state’s fisheries from exploitation.


In 2000, the State Legislature named Mr. Stevens the Alaskan of the Century, saying he “represents Alaska’s finest contribution to our national leadership.” In his farewell speech on Nov. 20, 2008, he told the Senate, “Working to help Alaska achieve its potential has been and will continue to be my life’s work.” 


But he was roundly and repeatedly criticized for the billions he funneled to his state. The watchdog group Citizens Against Government Waste said Mr. Stevens got Alaska more dollars per capita than any other state, often through earmarks, the pet projects that lawmakers attach to legislation.
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ELECTORAL VERDICT: After Mr. Stevens’s 40 years in the Senate, his 2008 corruption trial cost him his re-election. The conviction was later thrown out.


“Ted Stevens was a prolific procurer of pork-barrel projects,” said Tom Schatz, the group’s president, when Mr. Stevens left the Senate. “While his friend Senator Robert Byrd was called ‘the king of pork,’ Ted Stevens was the emperor of earmarks. Since we started counting in 1991, Senator Stevens has accumulated 1,452 projects worth $3.4 billion. That is a record amount.” 


Mr. Stevens fiercely defended earmarks, saying Alaska had special needs because the federal government owned much of its land; because the state’s rugged terrain and severe weather required particular help; because, as the 49th state, Alaska needed to catch up with its elders; because its proximity to Russia made it strategically important; and because its oil and gas were national resources.


The most well-known earmark he fought for was a $450 million allocation for two bridges in Alaska, the so-called bridges to nowhere. When Senator Tom Coburn, Republican of Oklahoma, proposed shifting the money to Louisiana to rebuild a highway wrecked by Hurricane Katrina, Mr. Stevens warned that he would wreak havoc.


“If you want a wounded bull on the floor of the Senate, pass this amendment,” he said. The measure was defeated, 82 to 15, but Alaska later dropped the project.


Mr. Stevens’s conviction, for seven violations of the Ethics in Government Act, did not allege that he had traded any of this spending for personal favors. The bulk of the gifts, which he failed to report on a Senate form, consisted of renovations to his home in Girdwood, Alaska. They were paid for by Bill Allen, a longtime friend and the owner of an oil services construction company.


Testifying in court, Mr. Stevens said that his wife, Catherine, had been in charge of the renovation and that he did not know what Mr. Allen had provided.


After the government moved to throw out his conviction, within months of his election defeat, Mr. Stevens expressed dismay at the political cost, both to him and to his party, saying, “It is unfortunate that an election was affected by proceedings now recognized as unfair.” 


Theodore Fulton Stevens was born on Nov. 18, 1923, in Indianapolis, the third of four children of George A. Stevens and the former Gertrude S. Chancellor. The family later moved to Chicago, where his father lost his job as an accountant after the 1929 stock market crash. His parents divorced, and after his father died, young Ted moved to Manhattan Beach, Calif., to live with an aunt.


Joining the Army Air Corps in World War II, Mr. Stevens flew transport planes over the perilous “Hump” route in the eastern Himalayas to take supplies into China from India. He was awarded two Distinguished Flying Crosses and two Air Medals.


After the war, he graduated from the University of California, Los Angeles, and Harvard Law School. He joined a law firm in Fairbanks, Alaska, in 1953 and soon afterward became the federal prosecutor there. In 1956, he went to Washington, D.C., to work in the Department of the Interior on Alaska statehood.


Moving back to Alaska, he opened a law firm in Anchorage, served in the Legislature and made two unsuccessful runs for the Senate before he was appointed to fill a vacancy in December 1968. He was elected to fill the last two years of the term in 1970 and easily won reelection until his defeat in 2008. Republicans made him their Senate whip in 1977, though he was defeated in a bid for majority leader by Bob Dole in 1984.


In December 1978 Mr. Stevens was aboard a twin-engine Lear jet when it crashed at Anchorage International Airport while returning from the capital, Juneau. Five people on the plane, including Mr. Stevens’s first wife, Ann, 49, were killed. Mr. Stevens, one of two passengers to survive, was hospitalized with head, neck and arm injuries.


In 1980, he married Catherine Chandler.


Besides his second wife, survivors include five children from his first marriage, a daughter from his second marriage and 11 grandchildren.


Mr. Stevens often expressed contempt for those he called “extreme environmentalists” for their opposition to development in Alaska.


“Most of them are hired people who are just hucksters selling slick-backed magazines and national memberships,” he said in 1990. But in 2006, he opposed construction of the Pebble Mine, a vast open pit to extract gold, copper and molybdenum, saying it would threaten the Bristol Bay salmon fishery.


He was critical of environmental objections to drilling for oil in the Arctic National Wildlife Reserve. In 2003, after another effort to open up the area for drilling had failed, he said: “People who vote against this today are voting against me. I will not forget it.” 


Though generally conservative in his votes, Mr. Stevens questioned President Ronald Reagan’s level of military spending, supported the Title IX legislation to give women equal access in institutions receiving federal aid, backed spending for public radio, supported a ban on smoking in federal buildings and endorsed tougher fuel efficiency standards for cars and trucks.


When he faced a tough Senate debate, Mr. Stevens wore a tie featuring the image of the Incredible Hulk, the comic book superhero.


“I’m a mean, miserable S.O.B.,” he once proclaimed as appropriations chairman.


Indeed, in the halls of Congress, he was known for his temper; it was voted the “hottest” on Capitol Hill in 2006 in a poll of Congressional staff members by Washingtonian magazine.


Mr. Stevens did not argue with the characterization. “I didn’t lose my temper,” he once said. “I know right where it is.” 


— BY ADAM CLYMER



DAVID L. WOLPER



The Maestro of the Mini-Series


JAN. 11, 1928 - AUG. 10, 2010


David L. Wolper, an award-winning movie and television producer best known for the groundbreaking mini-series “Roots,” died on Aug. 10 at his home in Beverly Hills, Calif. He was 82.


Mr. Wolper produced hundreds of films and television shows, including the hit 1983 mini-series “The Thorn Birds,” a romantic drama set in Australia, with Richard Chamberlain and Rachel Ward. But he made his biggest mark with “Roots,” shown in eight parts on ABC in 1977.


The saga of an African-American family’s journey from Africa to slavery and then to emancipation, “Roots,” based on the best-selling book by Alex Haley, was not the first mini-series, but it was the first to have a major influence on American culture, igniting a lively national discussion about race. Starring LeVar Burton, Ben Vereen and many others, “Roots” was one of the highest-rated entertainment programs in television history and won nine Emmy Awards.


Another of Mr. Wolper’s productions, “The Hellstrom Chronicle” (1971), a film concerned with mankind’s real and imagined difficulties with insects, won an Academy Award.


Mr. Wolper was a tireless showman and a flamboyant organizer of major events. He oversaw the opening and closing ceremonies of the 1984 Summer Olympic Games in Los Angeles, replete with sky divers, break dancers and 84 pianists playing music by George Gershwin. He again dazzled an international television audience when he choreographed a celebration in New York Harbor on July 4, 1986, to observe the 100th anniversary of the dedication of the Statue of Liberty, in which several thousand rockets were set off against a backdrop of hundreds of majestic tall ships.


Mr. Wolper gained notice at first as a producer of documentaries and fictionalized accounts of historical events. He drew his share of criticism: it was sometimes suggested that his documentaries were not sufficiently probing, that his so-called docudramas took too many liberties with the facts, that he was more showman than historian.


Critics were also cool to many of his big-screen productions, among them “If It’s Tuesday, This Must Be Belgium” (1969), “I Love My Wife” (1970) and “One Is a Lonely Number” (1972). But he fared better with “Willy Wonka & the Chocolate Factory” (1971) and “L.A. Confidential” (1997), which was nominated for nine Oscars and won two.


“The Bridge at Remagen” (1969), about a World War II battle in Germany, was probably the Wolper movie that attracted the most attention — not for what was on the screen, but because his production company was run out of Czechoslovakia when the Soviet Army invaded.


Mr. Wolper scored an early success in 1963 with the television documentary “The Making of the President 1960,” based on Theodore H. White’s best-selling book about John F. Kennedy’s quest for the White House. It won four Emmys, including program of the year.





A tireless showman and a flamboyant organizer of major events, Mr. Wolper dazzled audiences with fantastical ceremonial displays and compelling docudramas.





He also found success in television in the 1960s with the series “Biography,” “Hollywood and the Stars” and “The Undersea World of Jacques Cousteau.” In the 1970s he branched out into sitcoms, producing “Chico and the Man” and “Welcome Back, Kotter” with James Komack.


David Wolper (he had no middle name, but used the middle initial L to distinguish himself from an uncle, also named David Wolper) was born on the East Side of Manhattan on Jan. 11, 1928, the only child of Irving S. Wolper, a businessman, and the former Anna Fass. As a teenager he spent a lot of time watching movies, and people noticed that he had a knack for selling things.


After graduating from Columbia Grammar and Preparatory School, he entered Drake University in Des Moines, remained there a year, then transferred to the University of Southern California for two more years. He left the university at the end of his junior year because he thought he could make money by purchasing old movies and selling them to television stations all over the country. He was right.


In 1958, sensing that film footage of the Soviet satellite Sputnik would be worth something, he purchased 6,000 feet of it from Artkino, the official Soviet distributor, and used it as the basis for the documentary “The Race for Space,” which he sold to more than 100 stations in the United States after all three networks had turned it down.


Making documentaries for television, he soon learned, was not easy. The networks had large news and public affairs departments staffed by seasoned journalists, and network executives tended to be wary of documentaries produced by outsiders.


Undaunted, Mr. Wolper began Wolper Productions on a shoestring. The company’s early projects included “The Rafer Johnson Story” (1961), “Hollywood: The Golden Years” (1961) and “D-Day” (1962). Reviews were mixed, but viewers were receptive. By the mid-1970s Wolper Productions had grown from two people in a one-room office to more than 200 employees using 40 cutting rooms.


In 1971 Mr. Wolper produced “Appointment With Destiny,” a series that mixed historical footage with dramatic re-enactments. John J. O’Connor, writing in The New York Times, criticized it as “pure fiction cleverly masquerading as reality.” Mr. Wolper responded in a letter to the editor: “How else can we approach the past? Shall we leave it, defeated and ignorant, because we cannot fully reconstruct it any more than we can relive it?” 


Married three times, Mr. Wolper is survived by his wife of 36 years, the former Gloria Hill; two sons; a daughter by his second wife, the former Margaret Dawn Richard; and 10 grandchildren.


Mr. Wolper remained active as a producer of mini-series and documentaries well into the 1990s. Besides “The Thorn Birds,” his noteworthy later productions included the Civil War drama “North and South” (1985). In 2002 he revisited his most famous production with the television special “Roots: Celebrating 25 Years.” 


Mr. Wolper was inducted into the Academy of Television Arts and Sciences’ Hall of Fame in 1989. In 2003 he published an autobiography, written with David Fisher, titling it simply “Producer.” 


— BY RICHARD SEVERO



BRUNO S.


The Enigma of Berlin


JUNE 2, 1932 - AUG. 11, 2010


He wrote songs and sang them on the streets of Berlin. One told of a poor boy who grows up wishing for a little horse. The horse arrives years later pulling his mother’s hearse.


The man who sang the songs — in a croaky voice, accompanying himself on the accordion and glockenspiel — was known as Bruno S. He was a street musician, a painter of pictures, a forklift operator and, at one time, a mental patient. But perhaps most remarkably, he was the lead actor in a movie that won the Grand Jury Prize at the Cannes International Film Festival in 1975.


His full name, which he seldom used, was Bruno Schleinstein. He died on Aug. 11 at the age of 78 in Berlin.


Werner Herzog, one of the innovators of postwar German cinema, twice in the 1970s cast Bruno to play pretty much himself, a damaged but somehow transcendent character.


The first of those films, the one that won at Cannes, was “The Enigma of Kaspar Hauser” (1974), based on a true story. In the film the character played by Bruno appears in a square in 19th-century Nuremburg. He cannot speak and can barely stand, having apparently been kept in a kind of dungeon. The only clue to his identity is a paper giving his name as Kaspar and asking that he be taken into service as a soldier.


Kaspar is taught to speak and to read and write, and then, in a fashion as mysterious as his appearance, he is murdered.


Bruno’s acting moved Richard Eder of The New York Times to write: “Kaspar’s extraordinary face, his eyes strained wide to see better, his whole posture suggesting a man trying to swallow, trying to grasp a world of strangeness, is the film’s central image.” 


As he learns to speak, Kaspar finds much of society repulsive. “Every man is a wolf to me,” he says. He has no ego: “Nothing lives less in me than my life.” 
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IN CHARACTER: Bruno S., right, in a still from Herzog’s 1977 film, “Stroszek.” A Berlin street musician, he gained wide recognition when Werner Herzog tapped him as a leading man.


Bruno Schleinstein was born on June 2, 1932, most likely in Berlin. Some accounts say his mother, a prostitute, had beaten him so badly when he was 3 that he became temporarily deaf. This led to his placement in a mental hospital, where he was the subject of Nazi experiments on mentally disabled children.


Nobody visited him, not even relatives he knew. He spent 23 years in institutions, including jails and homeless shelters. When on his own, he broke into cars for a warm place to sleep.


As an adult he held various jobs — his fork-lift work was at a steel plant — and began to sing in courtyards around Berlin in the oral tradition that inspired Brecht’s “Threepenny Opera.” 


He didn’t sing songs, Bruno said; he transmitted them. One song, “Thoughts Are Free,” concerned the impossibility of finding refuge even in one’s thoughts.


Mr. Herzog first glimpsed Bruno in a 1970 documentary about street musicians.


“I instantly knew he could be the leading character in ‘Kaspar Hauser,’ ” Mr. Herzog said in an interview with NPR in 2006. Bruno did not want his name known, and so Mr. Herzog began calling him “the unknown soldier of cinema.” Mr. Herzog said Bruno would have moments of “utter despair” and start talking, sometimes screaming, in the middle of a shot and continue in that way for two hours.


Bruno’s second film, “Stroszek” (1977), was based on his life; Mr. Herzog had written the script expressly for him. Some scenes were shot in Bruno’s own apartment. In the film, Bruno befriends a prostitute and moves with her and his aging landlord to the mythical Railroad Flats, Wis., where they live in a trailer. Bruno, who refers to himself in the third person in the film, has sharp comments about America. “Bruno is still being pushed around,” he says, “not physically but spiritually; here they hurt you with a smile.” 


Bruno said in interviews that he had never wanted to be a movie star, and in time the benefits of fame faded, other than the occasional free haircut by a friendly barber.


“Everybody threw him away,” Bruno said of himself.


He continued to carve out a life with his music and artwork, some of which was compelling enough to be exhibited at shows of so-called outsider art, including one in New York. When playing for street audiences, he never asked for money. Sometimes a friend would pass a hat for him. He drew a small pension. He apparently had no survivors.


In 2002, the German filmmaker Miron Zownir made a documentary called “Bruno S.— Estrangement Is Death.” In it, Bruno seems to answer the many who worried that he had been exploited by Mr. Herzog.


“I have my pride, and I can think,” he said, “and my thinking is clever.” 


— BY DOUGLAS MARTIN



DAN ROSTENKOWSKI



Power Broker on Capitol Hill


JAN. 2, 1928 - AUG. 11, 2010


Dan Rostenkowski, who mastered the craft of brokering and compromise to become one of the nation’s most influential congressmen but whose imprisonment on fraud charges came to symbolize the excesses of power, died on Aug. 11 at his vacation home on Benedict Lake in Wisconsin. He was 82 and also lived in Chicago, in the house where he was raised.


His longtime spokesman, Jim Jaffe, confirmed the death, saying Mr. Rostenkowski had been treated for lung cancer for some time. In the 1990s he was treated for prostate cancer.


Mr. Rostenkowski, the son of a ward heeler and alderman from Chicago, was reared by the Cook County Democratic political machine under its longtime leader, Mayor Richard J. Daley, and won a seat in the Illinois legislature almost right out of college. First elected to the House of Representatives in 1958 at 30, he was its youngest member for many years.


From the beginning, the plainspoken Mr. Rostenkowski showed a knack for deal-making, often with his Republican colleagues, and in 1961 it helped him land a coveted seat on the House Ways and Means Committee, the powerful tax-writing panel. He served on the committee for most of his 36 years in Congress, 13 of them as its chairman, from 1981 to 1994, and was a central figure in shaping Congressional tax policy.
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HOUSE LEADER: Mr. Rostenkowski, center, conferring with House Speaker Tip O’Neill, left, and Representative Charles Rangel in 1986.


As a young lawmaker, Mr. Rostenkowski helped write the legislation that created Medicare in 1966. As the committee’s chairman, he helped fashion laws on taxes, trade and welfare. In 1983, he brokered the deal that led to the passage of a bill that kept the Social Security system solvent.


“During that period, my daughters said there’s not going to be a Social Security system for them — that it’s going to go belly up,” he said in an interview in 1990. “Congress was concerned, and legislators made the difficult decisions and enacted a balanced compromise of tax increases and benefit reductions that saved the system from going bankrupt.” 


Mr. Rostenkowski also forged compromises that led to the 1986 tax reform act, a major rewriting of the federal tax code that sharply reduced nominal tax rates and eliminated vast numbers of loopholes, special preferences and tax-avoidance schemes.


The Social Security and tax laws were both passed when power in Washington was divided between a Democratic House and the Republican administration of President Ronald Reagan. Yet legislative achievements were almost a sidelight to Mr. Rostenkowski’s true passion: the cajoling, arm-twisting and posturing that are the stuff of Washington lawmaking. He was so good at the game that for a time in the 1970s he was under consideration to succeed the House speaker, Carl Albert of Oklahoma.


But his candidacy for the post was hurt by the violence in the streets of Chicago during the 1968 Democratic National Convention, and the post went to Thomas P. O’Neill Jr. of Massachusetts. Still, Mr. Rostenkowski had become a significant force in the House, gaining entry to a small circle of the most powerful figures on Capitol Hill.


Republicans came to rely on him as a bridge to the Democratic leadership, and presidents of both parties sought his support in advancing their legislative agendas. He was especially close with Presidents Reagan and Bill Clinton and the elder George Bush.


“Rostenkowski over the years has built a reputation on the Hill as likable, earnest, cautious and absolutely trustworthy,” Time magazine wrote in 1981. “Among the show horses of Congress, he is a workhorse.” 


But Mr. Rostenkowski’s esteem and power on Capitol Hill eroded and then collapsed, starting in 1992, when a federal grand jury began investigating reports of wrongdoing in the House post office. Mr. Rostenkowski was pushed to the center of the scandal after investigators asserted that he had bought $22,000 in stamps from the House post office with public money and may have converted them to cash.


The federal inquiry lasted two years, during which Republicans, led by the Georgia congressman Newt Gingrich, accused Democrats of corruption and held up the accusations against Mr. Rostenkowski as symptomatic.





Mr. Rostenkowski showed a knack for deal-making.





In 1994, Mr. Rostenkowski was formally charged with 17 counts of abusing his Congressional payroll by paying at least 14 people who did little or no official work; trading stamp vouchers for at least $50,000 in cash; misusing his office’s expense accounts to charge Congress for $40,000 in furniture and fine china and crystal; misusing personal vehicles and paying for them with $70,000 in House funds; and obstruction of justice.


Mr. Rostenkowski fought back. “I did not commit any crimes,” he told reporters. “My conscience is clear, and my 42-year record as an elected official is one I am proud to once again run on.” 


Continuing his re-election campaign, he was beaten by a Republican, Michael P. Flanagan, in the watershed 1994 midterm elections in which Republicans won control of both the House and the Senate. The House post office scandal was widely viewed by political historians as a factor in that electoral triumph.


Two years later, as his federal trial approached, with a long prison sentence looming, Mr. Rostenkowski, the veteran power broker, negotiated his last important deal, pleading guilty to two counts of mail fraud. He served 15 months in federal prisons in Minnesota and Wisconsin and finished his sentence by spending two months in a halfway house and paying a $100,000 fine.


On his release Mr. Rostenkowski issued an unapologetic statement that expressed some bitterness at how he was treated. “Bureaucracies all have a certain mindless logic,” he wrote. “I’ll reserve my critique of America’s criminal justice system for another day. I do believe that a strong case can be made for doing things better.” 


Mr. Clinton, as he prepared to leave the White House, pardoned Mr. Rostenkowski in December 2000.


Daniel David Rostenkowski was born in Chicago on Jan. 2, 1928, the only son and youngest of three children, in a house built by his grandfather in the city’s 32nd Ward. His father, Joseph P. Rostenkowski, was the ward’s alderman from 1933 to 1955. His mother, Priscilla R. Rostenkowski, died in 1949 when her son was 21.


Tall and strong, the young Rostenkowski attended St. John’s Military Academy in Delafield, Wis., where he played three sports and was skilled enough in baseball to attract an invitation from Connie Mack to try out for the Philadelphia Athletics. Reluctantly, he turned down the offer, abiding by his father’s wishes that he pursue a career in politics. It was during this period that Mr. Rostenkowski changed his last name to Rosten, which he kept through much of his 20s.


After serving in the Army in Korea with the Seventh Infantry Division, he attended Loyola University in Chicago, graduating in 1951. The next year he ran for the Illinois House of Representatives and won. After a term as a state senator, he was elected to Congress in 1958 for the first of 18 terms.


His survivors include his wife, LaVerne, whom he married on May 12, 1951, and three daughters. His youngest daughter died in 2007.


Mr. Rostenkowski’s later career included stints as a political commentator on the Chicago television station WFLD, and as a college teacher and the head of Danross Associates, a consulting firm in Chicago.


And just as he did during his political career, Mr. Rostenkowski continued to keep his family home in the 32nd Ward, transformed from a neighborhood of immigrants into an enclave of young professionals. When asked about his loyalty to the neighborhood, he replied, “I felt like I should live where the people I represented lived.” 


— BY KEITH SCHNEIDER



EDWIN NEWMAN



Newsman and Language Maven


JAN. 25, 1919 - AUG. 13, 2010


Edwin Newman, the genteelly rumpled, genially grumpy NBC newsman who was equally famous as a stalwart defender of the honor of English, has died in Oxford, England. He was 91.


He died of pneumonia on Aug. 13, his lawyer, Rupert Mead, said, adding that Mr. Newman and his wife had moved to England in 2007 to live closer to their daughter.


Mr. Newman, recognizable for his balding head and fierce dark eyebrows, was known to three decades of postwar television viewers for his erudition, droll wit and seemingly limitless penchant for puns. (There was, for example, the one about the man who blotted his wet shoes with newspapers, explaining, “These are The Times that dry men’s soles.” ) He began his association with NBC in the early 1950s and was variously a correspondent, anchor and critic there before his retirement in 1984.


An anchor on the “Today” show in the early 1960s and a familiar presence on the program for many years afterward, Mr. Newman also appeared regularly on “Meet the Press.” He won seven New York Emmy Awards for his work in the 1960s and ’70s with NBC’s local affiliate, WNBC-TV, on which he was a drama critic and the host of the interview program “Speaking Freely.” 
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‘FOR NBC NEWS …’: With his genteelly rumpled appearance, Mr. Newman was a staple of television news for decades.


He also moderated two presidential debates — the first Ford-Carter debate in 1976 and the second Reagan-Mondale debate in 1984 — and covered some of the signal events of the 20th century, from the coronation of Queen Elizabeth II to the assassination of President John F. Kennedy.


Mr. Newman’s best-known books, both published by Bobbs-Merrill, are “Strictly Speaking: Will America Be the Death of English?” (1974) and “A Civil Tongue” (1976). In them he declared what he called “a protective interest in the English language,” which, he warned, was falling prey to windiness, witlessness, ungrammaticality, obfuscation and other depredations.


But Mr. Newman “was never preachy or pedantic,” Brian Williams, the anchor and managing editor of the NBC “Nightly News,” said in a statement after Mr. Newman’s death.


“To those of us watching at home,” Mr. Williams added, “he made us feel like we had a very smart, classy friend in the broadcast news business.” 


Edwin Harold Newman was born in New York City on Jan. 25, 1919, the second of three children of Myron Newman and the former Rose Parker. He graduated from George Washington High School in Washington Heights in Manhattan and in 1940 earned a bachelor’s degree in political science from the University of Wisconsin, where he worked on the campus newspaper. He was briefly a graduate student in government at Louisiana State University before finding work in print journalism. (Mr. Newman’s older brother, Morton, known professionally as M. W. Newman, was a reporter at The Chicago Daily News.)


Edwin Newman’s first journalism job was as a “dictation boy” in the Washington bureau of the International News Service. He next joined United Press, to which he returned after serving in the Navy from 1942 to 1945. He later worked in the Washington bureau of the progressive New York newspaper PM before joining the Tufty News Service, founded in 1935 by Esther Van Wagoner Tufty, a Washington journalist.


In 1947 Mr. Newman joined the Washington bureau of CBS News, where he helped the commentator Eric Sevareid prepare his nightly radio broadcasts. Two years later he moved to London to work as a freelance journalist, joining NBC as a correspondent there in 1952. He went on to become the network’s bureau chief in London, Rome and Paris before settling in New York in 1961.


Mr. Newman was fond of saying that he had “a spotless record of being in the wrong place at the wrong time,” as he told Newsweek in 1961. There was the time in 1952, for instance, that he left London for Morocco, only to learn on arriving that King George VI of England had just died.


But in fact Mr. Newman helped cover numerous historic events, among them the shootings of Robert F. Kennedy, the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., George Wallace and Ronald Reagan. He announced the death of President John F. Kennedy on NBC radio. He also narrated many NBC television documentaries.


His role as a moderator for presidential debates seemed only fitting, for it was the dense thicket of political discourse, Mr. Newman often said, that helped spur him to become a public guardian of grammar and usage.


Among the sins that set his teeth on edge were idiosyncratic spellings like “Amtrak” ; jargon of any kind; “hopefully” as a sentence adverb (he was said to have had a sign in his office reading, “Abandon ‘Hopefully’ All Ye Who Enter Here” ); “y’know” as a conversational stopgap; a passel of prefixes and suffixes (“de-,” “non-,” “un-,” “-ize,” “-wise” and “-ee” ); and using a preposition to end a sentence with.


This prescriptive approach to English did not win favor with everyone. In an article in The Atlantic in 1983, the linguist Geoffrey Nunberg took Mr. Newman and the author Richard Mitchell to task for writing “books about the language that rarely, if ever, cite a dictionary or a standard grammar; evidently one just knows these things.” 


Mr. Newman’s other books include a comic novel, “Sunday Punch” (1979). Other honors were an Overseas Press Club Award in 1961 and a Peabody Award in 1966.


His survivors include his wife, the former Rigel Grell, and a daughter.





Mr. Newman helped cover numerous historic events.





Despite his acclaim, Mr. Newman’s constitutional waggishness kept him from taking himself too seriously. In 1984, the year he retired from NBC, he appeared on the network as a host of “Saturday Night Live.” (One sketch portrayed a distraught woman phoning a suicide hotline. Mr. Newman answers — and corrects her grammar.) A few years before that he delivered the news on David Letterman’s NBC morning show. He was also a frequent guest on the game show “Hollywood Squares.” 


In 1996 Mr. Newman shocked the journalistic establishment by serving as the anchor of the USA cable channel program “Weekly World News,” a short-lived television version of the supermarket tabloid. Among the “news” items Mr. Newman introduced was a report on a South Seas island tribe that worshipped the boxing promoter Don King.


“Apparently it is thought that my presence lends some authority,” Mr. Newman told The Washington Post that year. He added, “If I’m leading into a story about a couple with a poltergeist in their lavatory, I have to do it soberly.” 


— BY MARGALIT FOX



ABBEY LINCOLN



Inhabiting Every Song


AUG. 6, 1930 - AUG. 14, 2010


Abbey Lincoln, a singer whose dramatic vocal command and tersely poetic songs made her a singular figure in jazz, died on Aug. 14 in Manhattan. She was 80 and lived on the Upper West Side.


Ms. Lincoln’s career encompassed outspoken civil rights advocacy in the 1960s and fearless introspection in more recent years, and for a time in the 1960s she acted in films, including one with Sidney Poitier.


Long recognized as one of jazz’s most arresting and uncompromising singers, Ms. Lincoln gained similar stature as a songwriter only over the last two decades. Her songs, rich in metaphor and philosophical reflection, provide the substance of her final album, “Abbey Sings Abbey,” released on Verve in 2007. As a body of work, the songs formed the basis of a three-concert retrospective presented by Jazz at Lincoln Center in 2002.


Her singing style was unique, a result of bold projection and expressive restraint. She was often likened to Billie Holiday, her chief influence, for the way she could inhabit the emotional dimensions of a song. But Ms. Lincoln had a deeper register and a darker tone, and her phrasing was more declarative.


“Her utter individuality and intensely passionate delivery can leave an audience breathless with the tension of real drama,” the jazz writer Peter Watrous wrote in The New York Times in 1989. “A slight, curling phrase is laden with significance, and the tone of her voice can signify hidden welts of emotion.” 


She had a profound influence on other jazz vocalists, not only as a singer and composer but also as a role model. “I learned a lot about taking a different path from Abbey,” the singer Cassandra Wilson said. “Investing your lyrics with what your life is about in the moment.” 


Ms. Lincoln was born Anna Marie Wooldridge in Chicago on Aug. 6, 1930, the 10th of 12 children, and raised in rural Michigan. In the early 1950s, she headed west in search of a singing career, spending two years as a nightclub attraction in Honolulu, where she met Ms. Holiday and Louis Armstrong. She then moved to Los Angeles, where she encountered the accomplished lyricist Bob Russell.


It was at the suggestion of Mr. Russell, who had become her manager, that she took the name Abbey Lincoln, a symbolic conjoining of Westminster Abbey and Abraham Lincoln. In 1956, she made her first album, “Affair … a Story of a Girl in Love” (Liberty), and appeared in her first film, the Jayne Mansfield vehicle “The Girl Can’t Help It.” Her image in both cases was decidedly glamorous: On the album cover she was depicted in a décolleté gown, and in the movie she sported a dress once worn by Marilyn Monroe.


For her second album, “That’s Him,” released on the Riverside label in 1957, Ms. Lincoln kept the seductive pose but worked convincingly with a modern jazz ensemble that included the tenor saxophonist Sonny Rollins and the drummer Max Roach. In short order she came under the influence of Mr. Roach, a bebop pioneer with an ardent interest in progressive causes. As she later recalled, she put the Monroe dress in an incinerator and followed his lead.


The most visible manifestation of their partnership was “We Insist! Max Roach’s Freedom Now Suite,” issued on the Candid label in 1960, with Ms. Lincoln belting Oscar Brown Jr.’s lyrics. Now hailed as an early masterwork of the civil rights movement, the album radicalized Ms. Lincoln’s reputation. One movement had her moaning in sorrow, then hollering and shrieking in anguish — a stark evocation of struggle. A year later, after Ms. Lincoln sang her own lyrics to a song called “Retribution,” her stance prompted one prominent reviewer to deride her in print as a “professional Negro.” 


Ms. Lincoln, who married Mr. Roach in 1962, was for a while more active as an actress than a singer. In 1964 she starred with Ivan Dixon in the film “Nothing but a Man,” a tale of the Deep South in the 1960s, and in 1968 she was the title character opposite Mr. Poitier in the romantic comedy “For Love of Ivy,” playing a white family’s maid. She also acted on television in guest-starring roles in the 1960s and ’70s.
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A VOICE TO BE HEARD: Over her 40-year career, Ms. Lincoln went from glamorous songstress to jazz innovator and civil rights advocate.


But with the exception of “Straight Ahead” (Candid), on which “Retribution” appeared, she released no albums in the 1960s. And after her divorce from Mr. Roach in 1970, she took an apartment above a garage in Los Angeles and withdrew from the spotlight for a time. She never remarried.


Ms. Lincoln is survived by two brothers and a sister.


During a visit to Africa in 1972, Ms. Lincoln received two honorary appellations from political officials: Moseka, in Zaire, and Aminata, in Guinea. (Moseka would occasionally serve as her surname.) She began to consider her calling as a storyteller and focused on writing songs.


Moving back to New York in the 1980s, Ms. Lincoln resumed performing, eventually attracting the attention of Jean-Philippe Allard, a producer and executive with PolyGram France. Ms. Lincoln’s first effort for what is now the Verve Music Group, “The World Is Falling Down” (1990), was both a commercial and a critical success.


Eight more albums followed in a similar vein, each produced by Mr. Allard and enlisting top-shelf jazz musicians like the tenor saxophonist Stan Getz and the vibraphonist Bobby Hutcherson. In addition to elegant originals like “Throw It Away” and “When I’m Called Home,” the albums featured Ms. Lincoln’s striking interpretations of material ranging from songbook standards to Bob Dylan’s classic “Mr. Tambourine Man.” 


For “Abbey Sings Abbey” Ms. Lincoln revisited her own songbook exclusively, performing in an acoustic roots-music setting that emphasized her affinities with singer-songwriters like Mr. Dylan. Overseen by Mr. Allard and the American producer-engineer Jay Newland, the album boiled each song to its essence and found Ms. Lincoln in weathered voice but superlative form.


When the album was released in May 2007, Ms. Lincoln was recovering from open-heart surgery. In her Upper West Side apartment, surrounded by her own paintings and drawings, she reflected on her life, often quoting from her own song lyrics.


After she recited a long passage from “The World Is Falling Down,” one of her more prominent later songs, her eyes flashed with pride. “I don’t know why anybody would give that up,” she said. “I wouldn’t. Makes my life worthwhile.” 


— BY NATE CHINEN



JAMES J. KILPATRICK



A Forceful Conservative Voice


NOV. 1, 1920 - AUG. 15, 2010


James J. Kilpatrick, a forceful and sometimes combative conservative voice for half a century as a newspaper columnist, author and television personality, died on Aug. 15 in Washington. He was 89.


A prolific writer and a sharp debater, Mr. Kilpatrick was widely remembered for his heated intellectual combat with the liberal journalist Shana Alexander on “60 Minutes.” When he was not tackling national issues, he took aim at flabby prose and bureaucratic absurdities.


In the mid-1950s, Mr. Kilpatrick became something of a national figure, articulating constitutional arguments justifying the policy of “massive resistance” to the Supreme Court’s decision outlawing school segregation. But as the South changed, so did Mr. Kilpatrick, who dropped his fervent defense of segregation a decade later.


Writing in Nation’s Business magazine in 1978, Mr. Kilpatrick defined his ideological stance.


“Conservatives believe that a civilized society demands orders and classes, that men are not inherently equal, that change and reform are not identical, that in a free society men are children of God and not wards of the state,” he wrote.


“Self-reliance is a conservative principle,” he continued. “The work ethic is a conservative ethic. The free marketplace is vital to the conservative’s economic philosophy.” 


James Jackson Kilpatrick was born on Nov. 1, 1920, in Oklahoma City, and grew up there as the son of a lumber dealer. He received a degree in journalism from the University of Missouri and was hired as a reporter by The Richmond News Leader of Virginia in 1941.


An energetic newsman, he became a favorite of Douglas Southall Freeman, the paper’s long-time editor, and was named its chief editorial writer in 1949, when Mr. Freeman retired. Two years later, Mr. Kilpatrick was appointed the paper’s editor.


In 1953, he persuaded the governor of Virginia to grant a pardon to a black handyman serving a life sentence for killing a police officer. A News Leader investigation he led had concluded that the man was falsely charged.


Mr. Kilpatrick’s views on the larger issue of race came to the fore after the Supreme Court’s 1954 Brown decision outlawing school segregation. In a series of editorials, he provided a framework for Southern politicians who were resisting the court’s decision.


Mr. Kilpatrick popularized the doctrine called interposition, according to which individual states had the constitutional duty to interpose their separate sovereignties against federal court rulings that went beyond their rightful powers and, if necessary, to nullify them, an argument traced to the writings of Thomas Jefferson, James Madison and John C. Calhoun.


He debated on television with the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. and wrote on race and states’ rights in “The Sovereign States: Notes of a Citizen of Virginia” in 1957 and “The Southern Case for School Segregation” in 1962.


At times, Mr. Kilpatrick went beyond constitutional arguments. In 1963, he drafted an article for The Saturday Evening Post with the proposed title “The Hell He Is Equal,” in which he wrote that “the Negro race, as a race, is in fact an inferior race.” 


But the magazine’s senior editor, Thomas B. Congdon Jr., decided not to publish the article after four black girls were killed in the Birmingham, Ala., church bombing. As recounted in the 2006 book “The Race Beat” by Gene Roberts and Hank Klibanoff, Mr. Congdon viewed Mr. Kilpatrick’s article as in “bad taste” and “inflammatory.” 


Mr. Kilpatrick ultimately acknowledged that segregation was a lost cause and re-examined his earlier defense of it.


“I was brought up a white boy in Oklahoma City in the 1920s and 1930,” he told Time magazine in 1970. “I accepted segregation as a way of life. Very few of us, I suspect, would like to have our passions and profundities at age 28 thrust in our faces at 50.” 


Apart from surveying the national scene, Mr. Kilpatrick exposed overbearing local laws and judicial rulings.


His campaign got under way in 1959, when a pedestrian who climbed across the hood of a car that had blocked a downtown Richmond intersection was hauled into court by the driver, an off-duty policeman, and fined $25 for malicious mischief. That inspired Mr. Kilpatrick to create the Beadle Bumble Fund, named for the Dickens character in “Oliver Twist” who proclaimed “the law is a ass.” 


The fund, Mr. Kilpatrick said, was devoted to “poking fun and spoofing the hell out of despots on the bench.” It paid the fines of victims of legal travesties in the Richmond area with contributions from readers.


Mr. Kilpatrick railed against turgid prose in a 1984 book, “The Writer’s Art.” In his “On Language” column for The New York Times Magazine, William Safire wrote that Mr. Kilpatrick’s essays on “the vagaries of style are classics.” 


Mr. Kilpatrick left The News Leader in 1966 after embarking on a column for the Washington Star Syndicate, “A Conservative View,” which was carried by newspapers throughout the country. Writing later for Universal Press Syndicate, which took over the Washington Star Syndicate, he continued “A Conservative View” until 1993, when he began a weekly column, “Covering the Courts.” He ended that column in January 2008 and discontinued his other remaining column, “The Writer’s Art,” in January 2009.
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DEBATING RACE: Mr. Kilpatrick in 1962, the year he wrote “The Southern Case for School Segregation.” He later changed his views.


In the 1970s, he sparred with Nicholas von Hoffman and later with Ms. Alexander on the “Point-Counterpoint” segment of “60 Minutes.” The Kilpatrick-Alexander clashes on issues like the Vietnam War and the women’s movement were parodied on TV’s “Saturday Night Live” by Dan Aykroyd and Jane Curtin. Mr. Aykroyd would proclaim, “Jane, you ignorant slut,” and Ms. Curtin would reply, “Dan, you pompous ass.” 


While based in Washington, Mr. Kilpatrick owned a home in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia. His columns with a Scrabble, Va., dateline extolled the joys of rustic life.


His first wife, the former Marie Louise Pietri, died in 1997.


Mr. Kilpatrick is survived by his wife, Marianne Means, a Washington columnist whom he married in 1998, as well as three sons, four stepdaughters, seven grandchildren, nine stepgrandchildren and seven great-grandchildren.


At his country home, Mr. Kilpatrick flew two flags, the Stars and Stripes and another alongside it that seemed to embody his views on the rights of individuals confronting the powers of the state. That flag, from the era of the American Revolution, bore the image of a snake and the words “Don’t Tread on Me.” 


— BY RICHARD GOLDSTEIN



BOBBY THOMSON



A Legend With One Swing


OCT. 25, 1923 - AUG. 16, 2010


Bobby Thomson, who swatted the most famous home run in baseball history — the so-called shot heard ’round the world — for the New York Giants against the Brooklyn Dodgers on Oct. 3, 1951, to cap baseball’s most memorable pennant drive, died on Aug. 16 at his home in Savannah, Ga. He was 86.


Partly because of the fierce rivalry between the Giants and the Dodgers; partly because it was broadcast from coast to coast on television; and partly because it was indelibly described in a play-by-play call by the Giants radio announcer Russ Hodges, Thomson’s three-run homer at the Polo Grounds endures as perhaps baseball’s most dramatic moment. It was a stirring conclusion to the Giants’ late-summer comeback, known as the Miracle of Coogan’s Bluff, and a vivid symbol of victory snatched from defeat (and vice versa).


“I can remember feeling as if time was just frozen,” Thomson once said. “It was a delirious, delicious moment.” 


It was the bottom of the ninth inning in the third game of a three-game playoff. The Giants were down by two runs and the count was no balls and one strike. The pitcher Ralph Branca, who had just come into the game, delivered a high fastball to Thomson, perhaps a bit inside. In the radio broadcast booth, Hodges watched the baseball fly off Thomson’s bat.


“There’s a long drive … it’s gonna be … I believe — the Giants win the pennant! The Giants win the pennant! The Giants win the pennant! The Giants win the pennant!


“Bobby Thomson hits into the lower deck of the left-field stands! The Giants win the pennant, and they’re going crazy, they’re going crazy! …


“I don’t believe it, I don’t believe it, I do not believe it!” 


Thomson’s home run propelled the Giants to a 5-4 victory, he and Branca became bonded as baseball’s ultimate hero and goat, and the moment became enshrined in American culture. In 1999, the United States Postal Service issued a stamp commemorating Thomson’s drive, and Don DeLillo used the baseball he hit as a relic of memory in the acclaimed 1997 novel “Underworld.” 


Robert Brown Thomson was born on Oct. 25, 1923, in Glasgow and arrived in the United States at age 2. The son of a cabinetmaker, he grew up on Staten Island and signed with the Giants’ organization for a $100 bonus in 1942 out of Curtis High School.


A right-handed batter with good power and excellent speed, Thomson was in his fifth full season with the Giants in 1951. He got off to a slow start, playing center field, then went to the bench in May when the Giants called up a 20-year-old rookie named Willie Mays. But Thomson was playing regularly again by late July, this time at third base, and he hit better than .350 over the final two months of the season.


In mid-August, the Giants trailed the first-place Dodgers by 13 ½ games. “The Giants is dead,” the Dodgers’ manager, Charlie Dressen, had proclaimed. But they went on a 16-game winning streak, and they tied the Dodgers for the National League lead on the season’s final weekend.


The Giants won the playoff opener, 3-1, at Ebbets Field, behind Thomson’s two-run homer off Branca, the Dodgers starter. But the Dodgers romped, 10-0, the next day at the Polo Grounds.


On Wednesday afternoon, the teams returned to the Polo Grounds to play for the pennant. It was an overcast day, and the attendance was just 34,320 — some 22,000 below capacity — for a duel of pitching aces, the Giants’ Sal Maglie against the Dodgers’ Don Newcombe.


Thomson blundered in the second inning, trying to stretch a hit into a double while his teammate Whitey Lockman was standing at second base; Thomson was tagged out in a rundown. His fly ball tied the score at 1-1 in the seventh, but in the eighth he let two ground balls get by him at third base for singles in the Dodgers’ three-run rally, giving them a 4-1 lead.
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PENNANT CLINCHER: Thomson, left, heading for home after hitting the “shot heard ’round the world.” 


In the bottom of the ninth, the Giants had runners on second and third with one run in and one out. Dressen removed Newcombe and waved in Branca to face Thomson, who had hit 31 home runs that season, two against Branca.


“I kept telling myself: ‘Wait and watch. Give yourself a chance to hit,’ ” Thomson remembered.


Branca threw a fastball and Thomson moved his bat slightly but took a strike.


Branca delivered a second fastball, and this time Thomson sent the ball on a line toward the 16-foot-high green wall in left field. “Sink, sink, sink,” Branca told himself.


The Dodgers’ Andy Pafko slumped against the wall as the ball cleared the top and landed in the lower deck.


Thomson galloped around the bases as Branca began a long walk to the center-field clubhouse. Eddie Stanky, the Giants’ second baseman, and Leo Durocher, the manager, hugged each other in a madcap dance in the third-base coach’s box and grabbed at Thomson as he reached the bag. He broke away and arrived at home plate with a leap, surrounded by teammates who carried him on their shoulders.


“Now it is done,” Red Smith wrote in The New York Herald Tribune. “Now the story ends. And there is no way to tell it. The art of fiction is dead. Reality has strangled invention. Only the utterly impossible, the inexpressibly fantastic, can ever be plausible again.” 


Thomson’s home run eventually became entangled in revelations of a sign-stealing operation conducted by the Giants in 1951, related by the sports columnist Dave Anderson of The New York Times in his book “Pennant Races” (1994) and by Joshua Prager in The Wall Street Journal in 2001 and in his book “The Echoing Green” (2006).


Prager reported that several players on the 1951 Giants, including Thomson, had confirmed that they stole opposing catchers’ signals for much of the season via a buzzer system using a “spy” with a telescope in the center-field clubhouse at the Polo Grounds. But Thomson told Prager that he was not tipped off to the kind of pitch Branca would be throwing when he hit the pennant-winning homer.


In an interview in July, Branca said he felt that Thomson did receive a signal from the Giants’ bullpen that a fastball was coming on that fateful pitch.


“When you took signs all year, and when you had a chance to hit a bloop or hit a home run, would you ignore that sign?” Branca said. “He knew it was coming. Absolutely.” 


The rest of Thomson’s career was anticlimax. He performed no World Series miracles as the Giants were beaten by the Yankees in six games. He was traded to the Milwaukee Braves in February 1954, but soon afterward broke an ankle sliding in an exhibition game. He played for the Giants again in 1957, then with the Chicago Cubs, the Boston Red Sox and the Baltimore Orioles. He retired after the 1960 season with a .270 batting average and 264 home runs over 15 years.


After leaving baseball, Thomson, a quiet, modest man, became a sales executive with the Westvaco paper-products company, now part of MeadWestvaco. “I wanted to get a responsible job, stay home more with my wife and daughter and live a normal life,” he said.


He is survived by two daughters and six grandchildren. His wife, Elaine, died in 1993. Thomson lived in Watchung, N.J., until 2006, when he moved to Savannah to be near one of his daughters.


In an interview the day after Thomson’s death, Mays, who was on deck when the epic homer was hit, recalled how grateful he was to Thomson for helping him adjust to the major leagues when he arrived with the Giants as a rookie in 1951 and Durocher put him in center field.


“Leo wanted him to move to third base,” Mays said of Thomson. “He didn’t have a problem with that. That’s class.” 


Thomson appeared with Branca at old-timers’ games, baseball dinners and autograph shows. They donated much of the money they made to charity and forged a certain closeness.


At one joint appearance on the 40th anniversary of his home run, Thomson remarked that “Ralph didn’t run away and hide.” 


Branca responded, “I lost a game, but I made a friend.” 


— BY RICHARD GOLDSTEIN



FRANK KERMODE



Self-Made Man of Letters


NOV. 29, 1919 - AUG. 17, 2010


Frank Kermode, who rose from humble origins to become one of England’s most respected and influential critics, died on Aug. 17 at his home in Cambridge, England. He was 90.


His death was announced by The London Review of Books, which he helped create and to which he frequently contributed.


The author David Lodge called Mr. Kermode “the finest English critic of his generation,” and few disagreed with that assessment.


The author or editor of more than 50 books published over five decades, Mr. Kermode was probably best known for his studies of Shakespeare. But his range was wide, reaching from Beowulf to Philip Roth, from Homer to Ian McEwan, from the Bible to Don DeLillo. Along the way he devoted individual volumes to John Donne, Wallace Stevens and D. H. Lawrence. Unrelentingly productive, he published “Concerning E. M. Forster” just last December.


His collections of literary criticism and lectures — among them “The Sense of an Ending: Studies in the Theory of Fiction,” “The Genesis of Secrecy” and “The Art of Telling: Essays on Fiction” — became standard university texts. The poet and critic Allen Tate called “The Sense of an Ending” “a landmark in 20th-century critical thought.” 


Mr. Kermode also wrote for the general book-reading audience, chiefly in The London Review of Books and The New York Review of Books, and his judgments were typically measured but pointed, whether reviewing John Updike or Zadie Smith. His pungent take on Updike’s series of “Bech” novels managed at once to express a certain awe at the writer’s talents while discounting the books in question, calling them “works of the left hand.” 


Yet despite the variety of his work, he almost invariably tied what he wrote to a recurring central concern: what the English literary critic Lawrence S. Rainey, writing in the London newspaper The Independent, described as “the conflict between the human need to make sense of the world through storytelling and our propensity to seek meaning in details (linguistic, symbolic, anecdotal) that are indifferent, even hostile, to story.” 


For instance, in his best-known book, “The Sense of an Ending,” Mr. Kermode analyzed the fictions we invent to bring meaning and order to a world that often seems chaotic and hurtling toward catastrophe. Between the tick and the tock of the clock, as he put it, we want a connection as well as the suggestion of an arrow shooting eschatologically toward some final judgment.


Yet as he pointed out in “The Genesis of Secrecy,” narratives, just like life, can include details that defy interpretation, like the Man in the Mackintosh who keeps showing up in Joyce’s “Ulysses,” or the young man who runs away naked when Jesus is arrested at Gethsemane in the Gospel according to Mark.


Mr. Kermode’s critics sometimes faulted him for a deliberately difficult style and for what Mr. Lodge called “intellectual dandyism.” In “The Art of Telling,” Mr. Kermode suggested that innovative French approaches to literary criticism like structuralism and deconstructionism might eventually find a place in the mainstream, but he took to task some of the more radical attempts to subvert traditional texts through gender or racial perspectives. In “An Appetite for Poetry” (1989), he reaffirmed his belief in the value of reading literary classics as a way of gauging both ideals of permanence and the forces of change.


The view of him as uppermost an establish-mentarian was only reinforced in 1974, when he attained what is considered the pre-eminent post in English literary criticism: the King Edward VII chair of English literature at King’s College, Cambridge University, an appointment made by the crown at the suggestion of the prime minister. He was knighted in 1991.


But even his detractors respected him for his brilliance, his evenhandedness and his humaneness. The critic Richard Poirier, reviewing “Puzzles and Epiphanies” (1962) for The New York Review of Books, praised Mr. Kermode’s criticism for its freedom from “polemical or theoretical limitations” and for possessing “the power, which Arnold required of good criticism, ‘to ascertain the master-spirit in the literature of an epoch.’ ” 





“There was nothing left for me except to become a critic. …;” 





John Frank Kermode was born on Nov. 29, 1919, in Douglas, Isle of Man, the only son of John Pritchard Kermode, a storeroom keeper who earned three pounds a week, and the former Doris Kennedy, a farm girl who had been a waitress. She had given her son his unwanted “habit of deference” and had inspired his love of words, as he wrote in his 1995 memoir, “Not Entitled.” 


He transcended his unpromising background beyond all expectations, winning scholarships to the local high school and to Liverpool University, from which he graduated in 1940. He learned to read Greek and Latin as well as French, Italian and German, and he went on to become a professor of Renaissance and modern English literature.


Yet as a child he was a disappointment to his father, “being fat, plain, shortsighted, clumsy, idle, dirty,” as Mr. Kermode wrote in “Not Entitled,” “and very unlikely to add to the family store of sporting cups and medals.” 


He devoted a full third of that book to the six years he spent in the Royal Navy, much of it in Iceland, after graduating from Liverpool, rising to the rank of lieutenant. But he chose not to write about his two marriages, the first to Maureen Eccles, from 1947 to 1970, the second to Anita Van Vactor; or his son and daughter, both of whom survive him. Nor did he mention his knighthood.


Mr. Kermode wrote modestly, perhaps ruefully, of his career prospects, concluding that his incapacity “at least to be able to surmise how very complicated things are done” — or “even simple ones” — prevented him from becoming a playwright or novelist.


“It was also emerging that my poetry wasn’t up to much,” he added, “so there was nothing left for me except to become a critic, preferably with a paying job in a university.” 


That career took him to teaching positions in English and American universities and eventually to his appointment in 1967 as Lord Northcliffe professor of modern English literature at University College London, where he was credited with helping to introduce contemporary French critical theory to Britain.


Before taking that post, he also served as co-editor (with Melvin J. Lasky) of the prestigious magazine Encounter, where he succeeded the poet Stephen Spender in 1964. But he resigned in 1966 on learning that the magazine, sponsored by the Congress of Cultural Freedom, had received money from the Central Intelligence Agency.


From London he went on, seven years later, to his prestigious chair at Cambridge, leaving in 1982, in part because of an unsuccessful tenure battle on behalf of the structuralist-oriented film and literary scholar Colin MacCabe, then a junior lecturer.


Mr. Kermode then moved to the United States and taught at several universities, including Columbia, where for many years he was the Julian Clarence Levi professor emeritus in the humanities.


His writing, though, reached beyond academia. His “Shakespeare’s Language” (2000) — which traced the development of the playwright through the evolution of his poetry and concluded that “Hamlet” signified a major turning point — was a best seller in England.


At the time, Mr. Kermode worried about the book’s accessibility, telling The Irish Times: “What I do is despised by some younger critics, who want everything to sound extremely technical. I spent a long time developing an intelligible style. But these critics despise people who don’t use unintelligible jargon.” 


Perhaps there was a touch of sarcasm in the comment, a bit of grumbling. But he clearly had little patience for critics who seemed to write only for other critics. As he wrote in “Pieces of My Mind: Essays and Criticism 1958-2002,” criticism “can be quite humbly and sometimes even quite magnificently useful.” But it must also “give pleasure,” he added, “like the other arts.” 


— BY CHRISTOPHER LEHMANN-HAUPT



MARIO OBLEDO



The Back Seat for Hispanics Would Not Do


APRIL 9, 1932 - AUG. 18, 2010


Mario G. Obledo, who slept on the floor with 12 siblings as the child of illegal immigrants and went on to become a leading champion of Hispanic-American rights and an acid critic of stereotypical treatment of Mexicans, died on Aug. 18 in Sacramento. He was 78.


The cause was a heart attack, his wife, Keda Alcala-Obledo, said.


Mr. Obledo, the founder and leader of major Hispanic-American organizations, was called the “Godfather of the Latino Movement.” 


His overarching accomplishment was to help usher Hispanics toward the center of the American political discussion, declaring that they would no longer “take a back seat to anyone.” Known just as Mario, in the manner of his ally Jesse Jackson, he helped forge alliances with other minorities and build political power by registering hundreds of thousands of Hispanics to vote.


During the administration of Gov. Jerry Brown, he became the first Hispanic chief of a California state agency: health and welfare, the largest in both budget and workers. In 1982, he was the first Hispanic citizen to mount a serious run for governor of California. When President Bill Clinton presented him with the Presidential Medal of Freedom in 1998, the citation said that Mr. Obledo had “created a powerful chorus for justice and equality.” 
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HONORED AS HERO: Mr. Obledo with President Bill Clinton after being awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom in 1998.


His approach was as unsubtle as it was impassioned. He created a national commotion in the 1990s by protesting the stereotypical Mexican accent of the Chihuahua in Taco Bell commercials. When someone put up a sign at the California border reading, “Illegal Immigration State,” he threatened to burn it down personally.


He ignited an explosive response in 1998 when he said in a radio interview that Hispanics were on the way to taking over all of California’s political institutions. He suggested that people who did not like it should go back to Europe.


In the face of criticism that Hispanics had lagged behind blacks in creating political and civil rights institutions, he created and led many. These included the Mexican American Legal Defense and Educational Fund, the Hispanic National Bar Association, the Southwest Voter Registration Education Project and the National Coalition of Hispanic Organizations.


He was president of the League of United Latin American Citizens and chairman of the National Rainbow Coalition, the liberal political organization that grew out of Mr. Jackson’s 1984 presidential campaign.


Mario Guerra Obledo was born in San Antonio on April 9, 1932, and grew up in a tiny house on an alley off a dirt street. His father died when he was 5, and he and his 12 brothers and sisters had to hustle to find chores to help supplement welfare to pay the $5-a-month rent and other expenses.


His mother hammered into him the importance of education, telling him that “teachers are second to God.” The pharmacist he started working for at 12 urged him to go to college. His four brothers were convicted of crimes like burglary, robbery and narcotics, but he himself was never jailed.


“I was involved in everything, I guess, that everyone else was,” he said in an interview with The New York Times in 1982. “I just never happened to get caught in a serious situation that would embitter me to the point where I would continue in that pattern.” 


Mr. Obledo entered the University of Texas at Austin in 1949, then interrupted his studies to enlist in the Navy in 1951. He specialized in radar technology and was on a ship during the Korean War. He returned to the university and graduated with a degree in pharmacy. He worked as a pharmacist while earning a law degree from St. Mary’s University in San Antonio.


One day, another young lawyer, Pete Tijerina, spotted Mr. Obledo at a dinner for the League of United Latin American Citizens. Mr. Tijerina was pondering how to start a legal organization to fight for the rights of Hispanics in the United States. “I need a guy like him,” Mr. Tijerina recalled thinking.


The two men founded the Mexican American Legal Defense and Educational Fund with $2.2 million from the Ford Foundation and guidance from the NAACP Legal Defense and Educational Fund.


They had no trouble finding injustices. They filed a suit saying a utility had discriminated against Hispanic job candidates by having a height requirement, and they won. They forced schools to desegregate, courts to reform jury selection, swimming pools to integrate and businesses to take down signs barring Mexicans from entering.


“Discrimination was so widespread, I claimed that filing a lawsuit was like picking apples off a tree,” Mr. Obledo said in an interview.


He joined the Harvard Law School faculty as a teaching fellow for eight months in 1975. Then Governor Brown of California named him secretary of health and welfare. He held the post for seven years, and sharply increased the number of minorities working in the agency. After losing badly in his bid for California’s Democratic nomination for governor, he practiced law and consulted.


Besides his wife, Mr. Obledo is survived by nine brothers and sisters and three children by his first wife, the former Mary Robles: two daughters; a son; and four granddaughters.


Saying he was alarmed at what he saw as rising anti-Hispanic sentiment in immigration and education, he re-emerged in the late 1990s to take on issues as diverse as the exclusion of a Latino float from a Fourth of July parade and cutbacks in bilingual education — not to mention that Taco Bell Chihuahua.


In 1987, he wrote a letter to The Los Angeles Times protesting proposals to raise excise taxes on gasoline, liquor and cigarettes. He said the taxes disproportionately harmed the poor.


He accepted The Times’s editorial argument that such taxes would help limit consumption and that this was good. But then he zeroed in: “Is it our government’s intention to deny these everyday items only to the poor?” 


— BY DOUGLAS MARTIN



BILL MILLIN



The Gallant Piper of D-Day


JULY 14, 1922 - AUG. 18, 2010


Bill Millin, a Scottish bagpiper who played highland tunes as his fellow commandos landed on a Normandy beach on D-Day and lived to see his bravado immortalized in the 1962 film “The Longest Day,” died on Aug. 18 in a hospital in the western England county of Devon. He was 88.


Mr. Millin was a 21-year-old private in Britain’s First Special Service Brigade when his unit landed on the strip of coast the Allies code-named Sword Beach, near the French city of Caen at the eastern end of the invasion front chosen by the Allies for the landings on June 6, 1944.


By one estimate, about 4,400 Allied troops died in the first 24 hours of the landings, about two-thirds of them Americans.


The young piper was approached shortly before the landings by the brigade’s commanding officer, Brig. Simon Fraser, who as the 15th Lord Lovat was the hereditary chief of the Clan Fraser and one of Scotland’s most celebrated aristocrats. Against orders from World War I that forbade playing bagpipes on the battlefield because of the high risk of attracting enemy fire, Lord Lovat, then 32, asked Private Millin to play on the beachhead to raise morale.


When Private Millin demurred, citing the regulations, he recalled later, Lord Lovat replied: “Ah, but that’s the English War Office. You and I are both Scottish, and that doesn’t apply.” 


After wading ashore in waist-high water that he said caused his kilt to float, Private Millin reached the beach, then marched up and down, unarmed, playing the tunes Lord Lovat had requested, including “Highland Laddie” and “Road to the Isles.” 


With German troops raking the beach with artillery and machine-gun fire, the young piper played on as his fellow soldiers advanced through smoke and flame on the German positions, or fell on the beach. The scene provided an emotional high point in “The Longest Day.” 


In later years Mr. Millin told the BBC that he did not regard what he had done as heroic. When Lord Lovat insisted that he play, he said, “I just said ‘O.K.,’ and got on with it.” He added: “I didn’t notice I was being shot at. When you’re young, you do things you wouldn’t dream of doing when you’re older.” 


He said he found out later, after meeting Germans who had manned guns above the beach, that they didn’t shoot him “because they thought I was crazy.” 


From the beach, Private Millin moved inland with the commandos to relieve British paratroopers who had seized a bridge near the village of Ouistreham that was vital to German attempts to bring in reinforcements. As the commandos crossed the bridge under German fire, Lord Lovat again asked Private Millin to play his pipes.


Bill Millin was born in Glasgow on July 14, 1922, the son of a policeman, and lived with his family in Canada as a child before returning to Scotland. In 1954 he married Margaret Mary Dowdel. A widower, he is survived by their son.


After the war, he worked on Lord Lovat’s estate near Inverness, but found the life too quiet and took a job as a piper with a traveling theater company. In the late 1950s, he trained in Glasgow as a psychiatric nurse and eventually settled in Devon, retiring in 1988. He visited the United States several times, lecturing on his D-Day experiences.


He recalled how British commandos cheered and waved as he played his bagpipes, though he said he felt bad as he marched among ranks of wounded soldiers needing medical help. But those who survived the landings offered no reproach.
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JUNE 6, 1944: Private Millin, right foreground, storms the beach at Normandy, bagpipes in hand.


“I shall never forget hearing the skirl of Bill Millin’s pipes,” one commando, Tom Duncan, said years later. “As well as the pride we felt, it reminded us of home, and why we were fighting there for our lives and those of our loved ones.” 


— By JOHN F. BURNS



JACKSON GILLIS



If You Watched It, He Probably Wrote It


AUG. 21, 1916 - AUG. 19, 2010


Cops and detectives, doctors and lawyers, spies and cowboys, heroes, superheroes and semi-superheroes. These are staples of television drama, and one of the unsung people who stapled them was Jackson Gillis, a prolific slogger in the trenches of television writing whose career spanned more than four decades and whose scripts put words in the mouths of Superman, Perry Mason, Columbo, Wonder Woman, Zorro, Tarzan, Napoleon Solo, Jessica Fletcher and, in a manner of speaking, Lassie.


Mr. Gillis died on Aug. 19 in Moscow, Idaho. He was 93.


Mr. Gillis was not an award winner — he was nominated for a single Emmy, in 1972, for an episode of “Columbo” — but his résumé traces a remarkable path through the evolution of prime time. His niche was the plot-driven tale of distress, in which danger disturbs the serene status quo, is cranked up to crisis dimensions and is resolved with dispatch by the protagonist, all in a neat half-hour or hour.


The formula stayed remarkably consistent during his career — and it has remained so — but Mr. Gillis showed he could adapt to the tenor of the times.


In the 1950s, his dialogue, in “The Adventures of Superman” and “Lassie,” for example, was replete with homespun clichés (if sometimes winkingly so) and not especially subtle repartee. In the 1960s, when he wrote for shows like “I Spy” and “The Man From U.N.C.L.E.,” with their wisecracking secret agents, he incorporated the hip lingo that television, however tentatively, was invoking to reflect the decade. Later, in “Columbo,” he helped define the low-key nature of the title character (played by Peter Falk), with lines that were understated and wry.


Jackson Clark Gillis was born in Kalama, Wash., on Aug. 21, 1916. His father, Ridgway, a highway engineer, moved the family to California when Jackson was a teenager; his mother, the former Marjorie Lyman, was a piano teacher. He went to Fresno State University and graduated from Stanford. He acted after college, working in Britain and at the Barter Theater in Virginia. (Gregory Peck was also in the company at the time.)





His scripts put words in the mouths of Superman, Perry Mason, Columbo, Wonder Woman, Zorro, Tarzan, Napoleon Solo, Jessica Fletcher and, in a manner of speaking, Lassie.





“One play he did was by George Bernard Shaw, who came to see the play and sent him a postcard afterward criticizing his exit,” his daughter, Candida Gillis, wrote in an e-mail. “I have the postcard.” 


Mr. Gillis served as an Army intelligence officer in the Pacific during World War II. After his discharge, he and his wife moved to Los Angeles, where he began writing for radio, including the mysteries “The Whistler” and “Let George Do It.” 


He shifted to television in the early 1950s; his first regular assignment was for a cop show, “I’m the Law,” which starred George Raft as a New York City police detective. He wrote numerous episodes of “The Adventures of Superman,” beginning in 1953, and from 1954 to 1960 he was a frequent contributor of heroic canine feats and communicative barks for “Lassie.” 


He spent several years writing for “Perry Mason,” beginning in 1959. He also wrote popular serials for children that appeared on “The Mickey Mouse Club” : “The Adventures of Spin and Marty,” about boys living on a ranch; and two adventures featuring the teenage amateur detective brothers the Hardy Boys, “The Mystery of the Applegate Treasure” and “The Mystery of the Ghost Farm.” 


Mr. Gillis’s 62-year marriage to Patricia Cassidy, whom he met when they were fellow actors at the Barter Theater, ended with her death in 2003.


In addition to his daughter, who lives in Moscow, he is survived by a brother and a grandson.


Ms. Gillis said in a telephone interview that as she was growing up, the soundtrack of the house was the constant rat-a-tat of her father’s typewriter, and certainly what is most impressive about Mr. Gillis’s career is its sheer breadth. He worked on “Racket Squad,” “Sugarfoot,” “The Fugitive,” “Lost in Space,” “The Wild, Wild West,” “Mission: Impossible,” “Mannix,” “The Mod Squad,” “Bonanza,” “Ironside,” “Land of the Giants,” “Hawaii Five-O,” “Medical Center,” “Starsky and Hutch,” “Police Woman” and “Murder, She Wrote.” 


His daughter described him as a freelance worker bee who was never a Hollywood insider. When he brought her to the studio, he would warn her not to stare at anyone she recognized.


“He was not impressed by the business,” she said, adding that he didn’t watch much television himself.


“He watched football,” Ms. Gillis said. “He thought most of what was on TV was junk.” 


— By BRUCE WEBER



CORINNE DAY



A Fashion Photographer Who Refused the Airbrush


FEB. 19, 1962 - AUG. 27, 2010


Corinne Day, whose frank, unadorned photos of a teenage Kate Moss in the early 1990s helped inaugurate a new era of gritty realism in fashion photography that came to be called “grunge,” died on Aug. 27 at her home in Denham, a village in Buckinghamshire, England.


The cause was a cancerous brain tumor. Ms. Day was 45, according to her Web site, but public records indicate she was 48.


Ms. Day’s passion to record the most profound human experiences with a camera was never more evident than the day in 1996 when the tumor was discovered after she had collapsed in New York. She promptly asked her husband to shoot pictures of her, and they continued the project through her treatment and decline.


“Photography is getting as close as you can to real life,” she said, “showing us things we don’t normally see. These are people’s most intimate moments, and sometimes intimacy is sad.” 


Ms. Day built her reputation on unrelenting visual honesty. She refused to airbrush the bags from under models’ eyes or de-emphasize their knobby knees. She eschewed pretty locations or even studios in favor of shooting people in their own environments.


It added up to a startling detour from the glossy world of supermodels — “subversion,” in Ms. Day’s own phrase.


There were two career-defining moments along the way, both involving Ms. Moss. The first was in 1990, when some of the first published fashion photographs of Ms. Moss, taken by Ms. Day, appeared in the British magazine The Face. One showed Ms. Moss topless; another suggested she was naked. She wore a mix of designer and secondhand clothes and no makeup over her freckles, and her expression was sincere. The photos seemed to usher in a new age of anti-fashion style. Artlessness became art. Some called it “grunge.” 


The second moment, in 1993, was a shoot for British Vogue that featured a pale and skinny Ms. Moss in mismatched underwear. A public outcry ensued, as some claimed that Ms. Moss’s waifish figure seemed to imply she was suffering from an eating disorder or drug addiction.
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ARTIST AND MUSE: Ms. Day, right, with model Kate Moss. Both were instrumental in each other’s career.


On her agent’s advice, Ms. Moss stopped working with Ms. Day, with whom she had become close friends. Ms. Day said she was tired of taking fashion pictures, anyway.


“I think fashion magazines are horrible,” she said in an interview with the British newspaper The Observer in 1995. “They’re stale and they say the same thing year in and year out.” 


The grunge aesthetic took hold for several years in designer imagery of the 1990s, most visibly in Calvin Klein’s influential fragrance and jeans campaigns, and also in street fashion, with the throwaway style of flannel shirts and distressed jeans, as popularized by Kurt Cobain and the burgeoning Seattle music scene.


Ms. Day eventually took fashion photos again, including ones of Ms. Moss that are in the permanent collection of the National Portrait Gallery in London. But her aspiration was to document the lives of the people she knew best, and her “Diary,” published in 2000, told visual stories, including those of a single mother struggling to survive.


Corinne Day was born in Ealing, a town in west London. She said that her mother had run a brothel and that her father had robbed banks. They divorced when she was 5, and her grandmother raised her. As a girl, she said, she liked to spend hours in the photo booth at Woolworth’s with her friends.


Ms. Day left school at 16, worked briefly as a trainee in a bank, then flew around the world as an airline courier. A photographer she met on a plane suggested that she take up modeling, and she did, for Guess Jeans.


In Japan she met a filmmaker, Mark Szaszy, who taught her to use a camera — they would later marry — and she began taking pictures of the drab private lives of her fellow models, who seemed so glamorous in public.


“There was a lot of sadness,” she said in an interview with The Guardian in 2000. “We couldn’t buy the clothes we were photographed in, couldn’t go out and do the things we would have liked to do as teenagers.” 


She took her work to the art director at The Face, who asked her to shoot some fashion pictures. She prowled the modeling agencies with a Polaroid and found Ms. Moss, whom she likened to “the girl next door.” They lived, worked and prospered together for three years.


“Corinne’s pictures, you might say, made Kate, and Kate made Corinne’s reputation,” The Evening Standard said in 2007.


Ms. Day is survived by her husband as well as her parents and two brothers.


Even at the height of her celebrity, in 1993, Ms. Day told The Guardian that her personal sartorial goal was to look “unstyled.” 


“I don’t take fashion too seriously,” she said.


— BY DOUGLAS MARTIN



JOHN FREEBORN



The One Downed Plane That Haunted Him


DEC. 1, 1919 - AUG. 28, 2010


Seventy years ago, John Freeborn was one of the Royal Air Force’s leading fighter pilots, acclaimed for his exploits off Dunkirk and in the air above English villages during the Battle of Britain.


Of the nearly 3,000 Allied fliers who dueled with German aircraft in that battle, thwarting Hitler’s ambition to conquer Britain, none logged more combat hours than Wing Commander Freeborn. He was credited with shooting down at least 12 German planes during World War II, and he was twice decorated with Britain’s Distinguished Flying Cross.


But Mr. Freeborn, who died on Aug. 28 at the age of 90, was also a central figure in a long-remembered episode of “friendly fire” — one that brought him anguish throughout his long life.


On Sept. 6, 1939, three days after Britain had gone to war with Germany, Mr. Freeborn, flying a Spitfire fighter, was among a group of pilots sent aloft from their base at Hornchurch to intercept what were reported to be German planes headed toward the Essex coast in southeast England. Mr. Freeborn and a pilot flying alongside him each shot down a plane.
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‘IT’S ONE OF OURS’: Mr. Freeborn never forgot the pilot he shot down.


But it was a case of war jitters. There were no German aircraft. What Mr. Freeborn and the other pilot presumed to be German planes were in fact a pair of British Hurricane fighters, which had also been sent up, from the nearby North Weald airbase.


Pilot Officer Montague Hulton-Harrop, the flier shot down by Mr. Freeborn, became the first British fighter pilot killed in the war. The other Hurricane pilot shot down that day survived.


Mr. Freeborn, accused by his commanding officer of disregarding a last-minute order to hold his fire, was court-martialed. But he maintained that his commander had lied — that he had, in fact, been told to attack. He was exonerated together with his fellow Spitfire pilot, the affair attributed to miscommunication.


In May 1940, Mr. Freeborn took part in covering the British Expeditionary Force’s escape from Dunkirk when German forces were overrunning France. He shot down two German planes, but his Spitfire was later downed. He was rescued, and he returned to England.


When the Battle of Britain raged in the summer of 1940, Mr. Freeborn returned to combat with his No.74 Squadron, a unit with a tiger’s face as its emblem and the motto “I Fear No Man.” 


On Aug. 11, the “tiger” squadron flew into battle four times in a span of eight hours and reported destroying 23 German planes — 3 of them downed by Mr. Freeborn himself — and damaging 14 others.


Mr. Freeborn came to the United States in 1942 to train American fighter pilots, then returned to England to escort bombers on missions off the French and Dutch coasts. He became one of Britain’s youngest wing commanders in 1944, overseeing a fighter unit based in southern Italy.


Mr. Freeborn’s death, in Southport, in northwest England, was announced on the 74 Squadron Association’s Web site by his biographer, Bob Cossey, author of “A Tiger’s Tale” (2002). (In 2009, Mr. Freeborn collaborated with Christopher Yeoman on a memoir, “Tiger Cub.” )


Mr. Cossey said that Mr. Freeborn was his squadron’s last surviving Battle of Britain pilot.


John Connell Freeborn was born on Dec. 1, 1919, in Middleton, England, outside Leeds. His father was a bank manager.


He joined the R.A.F. in 1938, and left military service in 1946, working as a regional manager for a soft-drink distributorship.


He is survived by a daughter from his marriage to his first wife, Rita, who died in 1980. His second wife, Peta, died in 2001.


Mr. Freeborn never forgot about the British pilot he shot down in those frenzied first days of World War II. In a 2004 interview with the author Gavin Mortimer, reprinted in the Smithsonian’s Air & Space magazine on Mr. Freeborn’s death, he recalled how that episode could have become even more tragic if another pilot had not intervened after Pilot Officer Hulton-Harrop was shot down.


“I think I would have shot down more if it weren’t for Hawkins,” he said of that fellow flier. “He got in the way, and I was shouting at him to get out of the bloody way, either shoot or let me shoot. But then he said, ‘It’s one of ours.’ ” 


In September 2003, Mr. Freeborn visited Pilot Officer Hulton-Harrop’s grave in a churchyard near the old North Weald airfield.


“I think about him nearly every day,” Mr. Freeborn told the BBC in 2009. “I always have.” 


“I’ve had a good life,” Mr. Freeborn said, “and he should have had a good life, too.” 


— BY RICHARD GOLDSTEIN



VANCE BOURJAILY



In the Thick of Postwar Literature


SEPT. 17, 1922 - AUG. 31, 2010


Vance Bourjaily, a novelist whose literary career, like those of Norman Mailer and James Jones, emerged out of World War II and whose ambitious novels explored American themes for decades afterward, died on Aug. 31 in Greenbrae, Calif. He was 87.


Mr. Bourjaily (pronounced bor-ZHAY-lee) never achieved the top rank of recognition that was predicted for him in 1947 after publication of his first novel, “The End of My Life.” But he had a long and substantial career in letters of the sort that was far more prevalent a half-century ago than it is today.


Not only a serious novelist, Mr. Bourjaily was also a teacher who spent more than 20 years at the Iowa Writers’ Workshop and five years at the University of Arizona before becoming the first director of the Master of Fine Arts program in creative writing at Louisiana State University. He worked as a journalist and an editor. He wrote short stories, essays and reviews.


He was also a serious literary socialite.


“Everyone came to Bourjaily’s parties in the early 1950s,” Esquire magazine said about him in the 1980s, naming Mr. Mailer, Mr. Jones, William Styron and others as attendees. At one party Mr. Bourjaily introduced Mr. Jones to the actor Montgomery Clift, a pairing that would lead to one of Mr. Clift’s signature roles, the brooding bugler Prewitt in the film version of Mr. Jones’s novel “From Here to Eternity.” 


Mr. Bourjaily’s novels often explored what it meant to be an American at a particular historical moment. His second book, “The Hound of Earth” (1955), grounded in the cold war, is about an Army scientist who has gone AWOL in guilt-ridden flight after contributing to the development of the atomic bomb. His third, “The Violated” (1958), a psychologically astute profile of four characters over 25 years — a period with World War II at its center — prompted the critic Irving Howe to write that Mr. Bourjaily was “one of the few serious young novelists who has tried to go directly toward the center of postwar experience.” 


His other books include “Confessions of a Spent Youth,” a picaresque, autobiographical tale largely about the war and sex; “The Man Who Knew Kennedy,” which tells of the decline into suicide of a young man who seemingly has everything, and which reflects Mr. Bourjaily’s view that the nation’s golden postwar years were curtailed by the assassination of the president in 1963; and “Brill Among the Ruins,” a Vietnam-era parable focusing on a middle-age Midwestern lawyer.





Novelist, teacher and bon vivant. Though Mr. Bourjaily never achieved the top rank of recognition, he had a long and substantial career.





As generally well reviewed as these and other books of his were, Mr. Bourjaily seemed always to be measured against his first, “The End of My Life,” which was commissioned by the editor Maxwell Perkins while Mr. Bourjaily was still in the Army. The novel, about a young man coping with his war experiences, was lavishly praised by the critic John W. Aldridge in his influential book “After the Lost Generation.” Mr. Aldridge drew comparisons to Fitzgerald and Hemingway.


“No book since ‘This Side of Paradise’ has caught so well the flavor of youth in wartime,” Mr. Aldridge wrote, “and no book since ‘A Farewell to Arms’ has contained so complete a record of the loss of that youth in war.” 


Vance Nye Bourjaily was born in Cleveland on Sept. 17, 1922. His father, Monte Ferris Bourjaily, a Lebanese immigrant, was a journalist who became editor of the United Features Syndicate. His mother, Barbara Webb, wrote feature articles and romance novels.


After his parents divorced when he was 12, Mr. Bourjaily split time with them in New York and Virginia. He went to Bowdoin College in Maine, but interrupted his studies to serve in the war, first as an ambulance driver for the American Field Service in Syria, Egypt and Italy, and later as an Army infantryman in Japan.


He returned to Bowdoin to complete his degree after the war, but as he said in a 1987 radio interview, for a lot of college students of the era “our education was the Second World War.” 


Mr. Bourjaily lived for a time in San Francisco, where he was a feature writer for The San Francisco Chronicle, and then moved to New York, site of the memorable parties. He was a founder of Discovery, a short-lived literary journal of some cachet, and wrote reviews of Broadway shows for a new publication, The Village Voice. He left the city for Iowa and the writers’ workshop in 1957.


Mr. Bourjaily’s first marriage, to Bettina Yensen, ended in divorce. Two of their children survive him, a daughter and a son, Philip, of Iowa City, an outdoors writer who wrote a book with his father titled “Fishing by Mail: The Outdoor Life of a Father and Son.” 


He is also survived by his wife, Yasmin Mogul, a former student he married in 1985, as well as their son, a brother, two half-sisters, a stepdaughter, four grandchildren and a stepgranddaughter.


Besides being an avid outdoorsman, Mr. Bourjaily was a jazz aficionado and an amateur cornet player. (He bought his first instrument when he left the Army with his mustering-out pay.) His novel “The Great Fake Book” (1987) has an amateur jazz cornetist as a protagonist, and at Iowa he was known for organizing jam sessions (and parties and pig roasts) at his farm, Redbird, outside of Iowa City.


“Vance was a key member of the workshop,” Marvin Bell, a poet who was Mr. Bourjaily’s longtime colleague at the writers’ workshop, said in a telephone interview after Mr. Bourjaily’s death. “Not only for his teaching. For his socializing. There was a lot of socializing.” 


— BY BRUCE WEBER



LAURENT FIGNON



A Cyclist Admired if Not Loved


AUG. 12, 1960 - AUG. 31, 2010


Laurent Fignon, one of France’s greatest and most enigmatic cyclists, who alienated fans even as he won the Tour de France in back-to-back years before losing the event in 1989 to the American Greg LeMond in the race’s closest finish, died in Paris on Aug. 31. He was 50.


His death was confirmed by the French cycling federation. In April 2009, Fignon, who lived in Paris, learned that he had advanced cancer of the digestive tract and that it had spread to his lungs.


From 1982 to 1993, Fignon won more than 75 races and earned as much as $900,000 a year. His victories included the Giro d’Italia (Tour of Italy) in 1989 and the Milan to San Remo Classic in 1988 and 1989. He won the Tour de France in 1983 and 1984. But as he said years after the 1989 race, “Nobody talks about the two Tours I won, only about the one I lost.” 


The more than century-old Tour de France, the world’s premier bicycle race, lasts three weeks. In 1989, it covered 3,285 miles, including the final day’s 15.5-mile (25-kilometer) time trial from Versailles to Paris. At the start of the day, Fignon was the overall leader and LeMond was second, 50 seconds behind.


In a time trial, the riders start one by one. LeMond was the next-to-last starter and Fignon the last, starting two minutes apart. LeMond, helped by an aerodynamic helmet and new triathlon handlebars, kept up an almost superhuman pace in the time trial and averaged 33.8 miles (54.4 kilometers) an hour, still a Tour record.
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ENIGMATIC CHAMPION: Fignon during the final lap of the Tour de France in 1983.


Fignon, his blond pony-tail blowing, could not match that pace, and LeMond won the trial by 33 seconds and the Tour by 8 seconds. The Tour director, Christian Prudhomme, speaking to The Associated Press, said of Fignon, “I remember that lost look in his eyes on the finish line at the Champs-Élysées, which contrasted with Greg LeMond’s indescribable joy.” 


In 2003, a survey of Tour journalists, authors and former riders voted the time trial the Tour de France’s greatest race.


The defeat effectively ended Fignon’s career, though he did not retire until 1993.


In a statement after Fignon’s death, Lance Armstrong, the American seven-time Tour champion who has been treated for cancer, called Fignon a “dear friend” and “always a friendly face with words of advice.” 


Yet as much as the French public adores its cycling stars, there was little love for Fignon. He was remote and brusque and could be willful, even arrogant, never reluctant to snatch victory away from deserving teammates in a race. He struck photographers, and ignored reporters and fans. Journalists awarded him their Prix Citron, the lemon prize for the least likable rider in the 1989 Tour.


“At least I won something,” he later said.


Fignon also generated ill will among his fellow riders. In his 2009 autobiography, “We Were Young and Carefree,” published last year, he said drug use had been common among racers, an accusation many of them angrily denied. He admitted to having used cortisone, amphetamines and other drugs, and twice failed doping tests.


“In those days, everyone did it,” he wrote.


Laurent Fignon was born on Aug. 12, 1960, in Paris. He rode his first race at 15 and won more than 50 races as an amateur.


He won his first Tour in 1983, when he was not quite 23 and was known mainly as a lieutenant to his team leader, Bernard Hinault, who could not seek his fifth Tour victory that year because of tendinitis in his right knee. Fignon later taunted Hinault when Hinault became his main rival on another team.


Fignon was the rare rider at the time to wear glasses and to read books. Having spent a term in veterinary school — “college” to most others in the bicycle racing world — he was nicknamed the Professor.


That changed to the Playboy after he won the Tour and began showing up at late-night discos, cocktail parties and celebrity ski weekends.


In later years, he organized semiclassic one-day races and then operated the Paris-Nice race for a few years. Bicycles were marketed under his name. Most recently, he opened a hotel in the foothills of the Pyrenees and was a commentator at bicycle races for France 2 television. During the last Tour de France, he sounded weakened by his illness — his voice gravelly, sometimes a whisper — but characteristically grumpy and perceptive.


He is survived by his wife, Valerie, whom he married in 2008; a son; and a daughter from a previous marriage.


Fignon spoke openly about his illness, saying in interviews that he suspected his drug use as an athlete had led to the cancer. Last January, he told the magazine Paris Match: “I do not want to die at 50 years. I love life, love to laugh, travel, read, eat well like a good Frenchman. I’m not afraid of death. I just do not want it.” 


— BY FRANK LITSKY AND SAMUEL ABT





EILEEN NEARNE



No One Would Have Guessed Her Past


MARCH 15, 1921 - SEPT. 2, 2010


After she died in early September, a frail 89-year-old alone in a flat in the British seaside town of Torquay, Eileen Nearne, her body undiscovered for several days, was listed by local officials as a candidate for what is known in Britain as a council burial, or what in the past was called a pauper’s grave.


But after the police looked through her possessions, including a Croix de Guerre medal awarded to her by the French government after World War II, the obscurity Ms. Nearne had cultivated for decades began to slip away.


Known to her neighbors as an insistently private woman who loved cats and who revealed almost nothing about her past, Ms. Nearne has emerged as a heroine in the tortured story of Nazi-occupied France, one of the secret agents who helped prepare the French resistance for the D-Day landings in June 1944. And the anonymity she treasured for so long has now been denied her in death.


On Sept. 21, a funeral service was held in Torquay featuring a military bugler and piper and an array of uniformed mourners. A red cushion atop her coffin bore her wartime medals. Eulogies celebrated her as one of 39 British women who were parachuted into France by the Special Operations Executive, a wartime agency known as “Churchill’s secret army,” which recruited more than 14,000 agents to conduct espionage and sabotage behind enemy lines.


Funeral costs were paid by the British Legion, the country’s main veterans organization, and by donors who came forward after the circumstances of Ms. Nearne’s death made front-page news in Britain. In accordance with her wishes, her ashes were to be scattered at sea.


Ms. Nearne, known as Didi, volunteered for work that was as dangerous as any that wartime Britain had to offer: operating a secret radio link from Paris that was used to organize weapons drops to the French resistance movement and to shuttle messages back and forth between controllers in London and the resistance.


After several narrow escapes, she was arrested by the Gestapo in July 1944 and sent to the Ravensbruck concentration camp near Berlin. Ravensbruck was mainly intended for women, and tens of thousands of them died there. But Ms. Nearne, unlike other women working for the Special Operations Executive who were executed in the Nazi camps, survived.
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AGENT ROSE: Ms. Nearne parachuted into Nazi-occupied France to set up a secret radio link.


As she related in postwar debriefings, documented in Britain’s National Archives, the Gestapo tortured her — beating her, stripping her naked, then submerging her repeatedly in a bath of ice-cold water until she began to black out from lack of oxygen. Yet they failed to force her to yield the secrets they sought: her real identity, the names of others working with her in the resistance and the assignments given to her by London. She was 23 at the time.


The account she gave her captors was that she was an innocent and somewhat gullible Frenchwoman named Jacqueline Duterte, and that she had been recruited by a local businessman to transmit radio coded messages that she did not understand.


She recalled one interrogator’s attempts to break her will: “He said, ‘Liar! Spy!’ and hit me on the face. He said, ‘We have ways of making people who don’t want to talk, talk. Come with us.’ ” 


From Ravensbruck, Ms. Nearne, her head shaved, was shuttled eastward through an archipelago of Nazi death camps. After first refusing to work in the camps, she changed her mind, seeing the work assignments as the only means of staying alive.


In December 1944 she was moved to the Markleberg camp, near Leipzig, where she worked on a road-repair gang for 12 hours a day. But while being transferred yet again, she and two Frenchwomen escaped and linked up with American troops.


Even then, her travails were not over. American intelligence officers at first identified her as a Nazi collaborator and held her at a detention center with captured SS personnel until her account, that she was a British secret agent, was verified by her superiors in London.


Asked by her postwar debriefers how she kept up hope, she replied: “The will to live. Will power. That’s the most important. You should not let yourself go. It seemed that the end would never come, but I always believed in destiny, and I had a hope.” 


“If you are a person who is drowning, you put all your efforts into trying to swim.” 


Ms. Nearne was born on March 15, 1921, into an Anglo-Spanish family that later moved to France, where she grew up speaking French.


The family fled to Spain ahead of the German occupation of France and arrived in Britain in 1942. Ms. Nearne, her older sister, Jacqueline, and their brother, Francis, were recruited by the Special Operations Executive. In March 1944, Didi Nearne followed her sister in parachuting into France and remained there, under the code name Agent Rose, after her sister was airlifted back to Britain.


The Gestapo had infiltrated many of the Allied spying networks, and Ms. Nearne lived on a knife’s edge. On a train journey to a new safe house south of Paris, her cover came close to being blown when a German soldier offered to carry her suitcase, which contained her secret radio. After telling him that it contained a gramophone, she hurriedly got off the train and walked with the case the rest of the way.


Describing how she lived undercover, she said after the war: “I wasn’t nervous. In my mind, I was never going to be arrested. But of course I was careful. There were Gestapo in plain clothes everywhere. I always looked at my reflection in the shop windows to see if I was being followed.” 


In July 1944, the Gestapo arrived at her Paris hideout moments after she had completed a coded transmission. She burned the messages and hid the radio, but the Germans found the radio and the pad she had used for coding the transmissions.


Parts of her story were later told in books written about wartime secret operations, including the 1966 history “SOE in France, 1940-1944,” by Michael Foot, part of a government history series by authors given special access to secret government records.


But wartime friends said after her death, on Sept. 2, that she had found it difficult to adjust to peacetime life, and a medical report in the government archives said she was suffering from psychological symptoms brought on by her wartime service. She never married, and she lived alone after her sister died in 1982.


Friends said that she withdrew into herself and shunned all opportunities to earn celebrity from her wartime experiences. In 1993, she returned to Ravensbruck for a visit, but otherwise she cherished her anonymity. As she told an interviewer several years before she died: “It was a life in the shadows, but I was suited for it. I could be hard and secret. I could be lonely. I could be independent. But I wasn’t bored. I liked the work. After the war, I missed it.” 


— BY JOHN F. BURNS



PAUL CONRAD



Drawing With a Skewer


JUNE 27, 1924 - SEPT. 4, 2010


In the Watergate Scandal, he drew Richard M. Nixon nailing himself to a cross. He stood Dick Cheney at a vast graveyard of veterans, saying, “For seven years, we did everything to keep you safe.” And on the frieze over the United States Supreme Court, he etched the hallowed words: “Of the insurance co’s. By the insurance co’s. And for the insurance co’s.” 


Paul Conrad’s editorial cartoons in The Los Angeles Times, The Denver Post and other papers slashed presidents, skewered pomposity and exposed what he saw as deception and injustice for six decades. Subjects squirmed. Readers were outraged and delighted. And he won a host of awards, including three Pulitzer Prizes.


“No one’s ever accused me of being objective,” he liked to say of his take-no-prisoners career, which branched into sculpture, books and helium balloons. At the age of 86, Mr. Conrad, who lived in Rancho Palos Verdes, Calif., died of natural causes at his home on Sept. 4.


In the tradition of Thomas Nast, whose caricatures hounded a corrupt Boss Tweed from power in New York in the 19th century, and of Herbert R. Block, the renowned Herblock of The Washington Post, Mr. Conrad captured complex issues and personalities in simple pen-and-ink drawings that touched the major political fights of his era.


Wars, elections, scandals, the legerdemain of politicians and the shenanigans of charlatans — all were grist for the Conrad Truth Machine, a moveable feast that began at The Denver Post in 1950, went to The Los Angeles Times in 1964 and, after 1993, was syndicated in publications that had printed his work for decades. He won Pulitzers in 1964, 1971 and 1984.


“Conrad’s name strikes fear in the hearts of men all over the world,” the humorist Art Buchwald wrote, with echoes of the Shadow and Superman. “Where there is corruption, greed or hypocrisy, everyone says, ‘This is a job for Conrad.’ ” 


He was a Democrat with liberal leanings and relished attacking Republicans. His Nixon was a sly, secretive scoundrel in need of a shave. He made the Nixon “enemies list,” and his taxes were audited four times. Ironically, he later secured the Nixon lecture chair at the president’s alma mater, Whittier College, in 1977–8.
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POWER OF THE PEN: Mr. Conrad’s incisive political cartoons angered subjects and delighted readers.


In 1968, Mr. Conrad drew Gov. Ronald Reagan of California on his knees retrieving papers marked “law and order,” “patriotism” and “individual liberty” from under the feet of former Gov. George C. Wallace of Alabama, a presidential candidate. “Excuse me, Mr. Wallace,” he says, “you’re stepping on my lines.” As president, Mr. Reagan became Napoleon, “The War Powers Actor.” 


But Mr. Conrad also took aim at Democrats. President Lyndon B. Johnson and Vice President Hubert H. Humphrey were cowboys riding a Dr. Strangelove bomb as it plunged toward Vietnam in 1968. Years later, when Robert S. McNamara, the former defense secretary, expressed regrets over the war, Mr. Conrad drew him at the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, beside the names of 58,000 dead, saying, “Sorry about that.” 


In the 1976 and 1980 presidential campaigns, Mr. Conrad rendered Jimmy Carter with a toothy grin of vacuity. He portrayed yup-pies as rich brats, reporters as backward donkey riders and himself as a scruffy artist — a lanky drudge in shirt sleeves with a jutting chin, horn-rimmed glasses and thinning hair — who drew six cartoons a week, inspired by news.


“I decide who’s right and who’s wrong, and go from there,” he told Writer’s Digest.


Paul Francis Conrad and his twin brother, James, were born in Cedar Rapids, Iowa, on June 27, 1924, sons of Robert H. Conrad and Florence Lawler Conrad. Paul drew his first cartoon on the wall of a parochial school boys’ lavatory. After graduating from high school, he went to Alaska and worked in construction.


He joined the Army in 1942 and was in the invasions of Guam and Okinawa. In 1946, he enrolled at the University of Iowa. His grades were mediocre, but his cartoons for the college newspaper impressed teachers, who sent samples to The Denver Post. The paper hired him after graduation.


In 1953, he married Barbara Kay King; they had four children. His wife, children and a granddaughter survived him.


With syndication, his popularity grew exponentially. Soon after his first Pulitzer, he joined The Los Angeles Times. He often focused on nonpolitical subjects. When Apollo 11 landed on the moon in 1969, he conceived a mailbox awaiting the astronauts. A 1964 vision showed the moon looming larger in four rocket porthole panels, the last at the landing site, revealing a parking meter with an expiration flag: “Violation.” 


In 1993, Mr. Conrad accepted a buyout and left The Times. But he continued to produce cartoons that were syndicated for years.


He drew Mr. Nixon and George W. Bush side by side, chubby pals in beanies, called “Tweedledumb and Tweedledumber.” After the 2008 election, he depicted Gov. Sarah Palin of Alaska, the losing vice-presidential candidate, holding a smoking AK-47 in one hand and, in the other, the trunk of a dead G.O.P. elephant.


Much of his work was collected in books. A PBS documentary, “Paul Conrad: Drawing Fire,” was aired in 2006.


In the 1980s, he became a helium balloon enthusiast. He also sculptured bronze busts of presidents — George W. Bush in a 10-gallon hat atop a pair of cowboy boots with nothing in between — and other prominent Americans. Many have been exhibited at the Los Angeles County Museum of Art.


In 1991 he created “Chain Reaction,” a 26-foot mushroom cloud of chain links and concrete. The sculpture stands outside the Santa Monica Civic Center. “This is a statement of peace,” the artist’s inscription says. “May it never become an epitaph.” 


— BY ROBERT D. McFADDEN



JOHN W. KLUGE



Builder of a Media Empire


SEPT. 21, 1914 - SEPT. 7, 2010


John W. Kluge, who parlayed a small fortune from a Fritos franchise into a multibillion-dollar communications empire that made him one of the richest men in America, died on Sept. 7 at a family home in Charlottesville, Va. He was 95.


Mr. Kluge created Metromedia, the nation’s first major independent broadcasting entity, which grew to include seven television stations, 14 radio stations, outdoor advertising, the Harlem Globetrotters, the Ice Capades, radio paging and mobile telephones.


An immigrant from Germany, Mr. Kluge (pronounced KLOOG-ee) came to the United States in 1922 and took his first job at the age of 10 as a payroll clerk for his stepfather in Detroit. He made his first million by the time he was 37.


He made his first billion in 1984, when he took Metromedia private in a $1.1 billion leveraged buyout and then liquidated the company, more than tripling his take.


He sold the television stations, including WNEW in New York, for more than $2 billion to Rupert Murdoch, who was expanding his communications empire. His sale of 11 radio stations brought close to $290 million. The outdoor advertising business went for $710 million. The Harlem Globetrotters and the Ice Capades, which together had cost the company $6 million, brought $30 million.


In 1986, Forbes magazine listed Mr. Kluge as the second-richest man in America (after Sam Walton, the founder of Wal-Mart Stores). By 2010 he had dropped to 109th on the list with a fortune of $6.5 billion, a reflection in part of the collapse in 2008 of two restaurant chains owned by Metromedia, Bennigan’s and Steak and Ale.


Mr. Kluge had no patience for those he called “self-important corporation types cut out of the same cookie cutter” who stuck to what was safe. He often took Wall Street by surprise, but as the financial analyst Allen J. Gottesman said in 1986: “Whatever he does works out real well. You always assume there was a good reason, and you usually find out later that it was a good move.” 


Not everything he touched turned to gold. In 1965 he bought Diplomat magazine in Washington and tried to change it from a society sheet into a serious publication of world affairs. “I lost a million dollars before I ever knew I lost it,” he said.


Three years later he negotiated a proposed $300 million merger of Metromedia with Transamerica only to join in calling off the deal “by mutual consent” in a two-paragraph statement months later, saying a merger would “adversely affect” the growth plans of both companies.


But he never lost his zest for developing new businesses or his taste for complex financial deals.


“I love the work because it taxes your mind,” he said in an interview for this obituary in 1986. “Years ago, I could have taken a few million dollars and joined the country club and gotten into this pattern of complaining about the world and about the tax law.” 


He was critical of corporation executives who are hungry for the limelight. There were no public relations officers on his payroll. He liked to do business behind an unmarked door. His interview with The Times was one of the few he ever gave.


“I think a great deal of publicity becomes an obstacle,” he said. “I’d love to be in the woodwork all my life. I enjoy it when I know who the other people are and they don’t know who I am.” 


But it was inevitable that people would come to know who he was, first in the business world as the man with the Midas touch and then as a generous contributor to schools and hospitals.


In his later years his name appeared in the society columns as the host for charity parties that he and his third wife, Patricia, gave on their yacht, the Virginian, or as a guest at dinner dances. (He taught dancing at an Arthur Murray studio when he was in college.) He grew flowers and collected paintings, African sculpture and Indian, Chinese, Greek and Egyptian objets d’art.


But nothing gave him more pleasure than putting a deal together. And the creation of Metromedia, considered a triumph of financial structuring, may have been Mr. Kluge’s greatest pleasure of all.
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MEDIA MOGUL: Mr. Kluge in 2007, at the announcement of his $400 million gift to Columbia University. In the background are New York mayor Michael Bloomberg, far left, and Rep. Charles Rangel.


The most satisfying day in his life, he said, was the day Barney Balaban of Paramount told him, “Young man, you bring me $4 million and you’ll be able to have the Paramount stock in the Metropolitan Broadcasting Company.” 


With that $4 million, Mr. Kluge got into the television business as chief executive of Metropolitan, then consisting of two stations — WNEW and, in Washington, WTTG — and two radio stations. He renamed the company Metromedia in 1961 because he intended to expand it beyond broadcasting.


Mr. Kluge held to a simple maxim: make money and minimize taxes. He made it his business to study the tax code. In 1981, for example, he received tax benefits when he bought buses and subway cars from New York’s Metropolitan Transportation Authority and then leased them back to the authority for a tax savings of $50 million over five years.


He also found a way to enhance the company’s revenue by marrying the profits of broadcasting to the depreciation that came with billboard advertising.


“I sold the banks the idea that the Ford Motor Company that advertises on radio and television would also advertise on billboards,” he recalled. “From a financial orientation, if you took the pretax profits of radio and television and the depreciation of outdoor advertising, you increase the cash flow. I impressed the bank so much that I borrowed $14 million and got our money back in 27 months.” 


John Werner Kluge was born Sept. 21, 1914, in Chemnitz, Germany. His father died in World War I. After his mother remarried, John was brought to America by his German-American stepfather to live in Detroit. The stepfather, Oswald Leitert, put him to work as a boy in the family contracting business.


Mr. Kluge said he left home when he was 14 to live in the house of a schoolteacher. “I was driven to have an education,” he said.


He worked hard, and successfully, to lose his foreign accent and to win a scholarship to college. He first attended Detroit City College (later renamed Wayne State University) before transferring to Columbia University when he was offered a full scholarship and living expenses.


At college he distributed Communist literature. “I was never an official member of the Communist Party, but I was quite liberal,” he said. What got him in trouble was his card playing. At one point the dean warned him that he was in danger of losing his scholarship.


“I told him, ‘Dean, you will never catch me gambling again,’ ” he recalled, “and it was then that I realized that the dean of Columbia University didn’t understand the English language. I had told him he’d never catch me gambling again.” 


Mr. Kluge channeled his fondness for gambling into high-stakes finance. “I don’t really get comfortable when I haven’t got something at risk,” he said. Even as a billionaire twice over, he borrowed money to leverage his next ventures.


Mr. Kluge graduated from Columbia in 1937 and went to work for a small paper company in Detroit. Within three years he went from shipping clerk to vice president and part owner.


After serving in Army intelligence in World War II, he turned to broadcasting and, with a partner, created the radio station WGAY in Silver Spring, Md., in 1946. “It cost us $90,000,” he recalled. “I went up and down the street on Georgia Avenue in Silver Spring to get investors.” 


In the 1950s he acquired radio stations in St. Louis, Dallas, Fort Worth, Buffalo, Tulsa, Nashville, Pittsburgh and Orlando. Meanwhile, he invested in real estate and expanded the New England Fritos corporation, which he had founded in 1947 to distribute Fritos and Cheetos in the Northeast, adding Fleischmann’s yeast, Blue Bonnet margarine and Wrigley’s chewing gum to his distribution network.


In 1951 he formed a food brokerage company, expanding it in 1956 in a partnership with David Finkelstein, and augmented his fortune selling the products of companies like General Foods and Coca-Cola to supermarket chains.


Mr. Kluge served on the boards of numerous companies, including Occidental Petroleum, Orion Pictures, Conair and the Waldorf-Astoria Corporation, as well as many charitable groups, including United Cerebral Palsy.


His philanthropy through the John W. Kluge Foundation was prodigious. About a half-billion dollars went to Columbia alone, mainly for scholarships for needy and minority students. One gift, of $400 million, was to be given to the university when he died.


Mr. Kluge also contributed to the restoration of Ellis Island and in 2000 gave $73 million to the Library of Congress, which established the Kluge Prize for the Study of Humanities.


Mr. Kluge and his third wife, the former Patricia Rose Gay, lived in a Georgian-style house on a 6,000-acre farm near Charlottesville called Albemarle House. He had another home in New Rochelle, N.Y., on Long Island Sound, and an apartment in Manhattan, where he kept much of his art collection, including works by Alberto Giacometti, Frank Stella and Fernando Botero.


Mr. Kluge became acquainted with the woman who would become his third wife when she was in her mid-20s and he was about 60. “At one party,” he said, “she cooked the dinner and then she did a belly dance on the table and I said to myself, ‘Where have I been all my life?’ ” 


A small scandal erupted in 1985 when Mrs. Kluge was chairwoman of a charity ball in Palm Beach, Fla., attended by Charles and Diana, the prince and princess of Wales. The British press disclosed that a nude photograph of Mrs. Kluge had been published a decade before in a British magazine called Knave, which was owned by her first husband. To avoid embarrassment, the Kluges were traveling abroad on the night of the ball.


Their marriage ended in divorce in 1991, and Mrs. Kluge received a big settlement as well as the Virginia estate. He married again, to Maria Tussi Kuttner, who survives him. Two earlier marriages, to Yolanda Galardo Zucco and Theodora Thomson Townsend, also ended in divorce.


Mr. Kluge is also survived by his two sons, a daughter, a grandson and three stepchildren.


A convert to Roman Catholicism when he married his third wife, Mr. Kluge said he often went to church. He had planned to be buried in a crypt in a chapel he built on the grounds of Albemarle but changed his mind after the house was awarded to his third wife in the divorce.


Mr. Kluge acknowledged that he had been ruled by his ambitions, and traced them to the struggles of his boyhood. He recalled a conversation he had had with friends in college about their aspirations. “One fellow said he wanted to be a lawyer, another a doctor,” he said. “I said one thing — that the only reason I wanted money was that I was always afraid of being a charity case and of being a ward someplace. That’s what really drove me all my life.” 


— BY MARILYN BERGER



BARBARA HOLLAND



Defender of Small Vices


APRIL 5, 1933 - SEPT. 7, 2010


Barbara Holland, a best-selling writer whose humorous essays sang the simple pleasures of drinking martinis, cursing and eating fatty foods, died on Sept. 7 at her home in Bluemont, Va. She was 77.


The cause was lung cancer, her daughter said.


In her essay collection “Endangered Pleasures: In Defense of Naps, Bacon, Martinis, Profanity, and Other Indulgences” (1995), Ms. Holland put forward a hedonist’s credo:


“Joy has been leaking out of our life. We have let the new Puritans take over, spreading a layer of foreboding across the land until even ignorant small children rarely laugh anymore. Pain has become nobler than pleasure; work, however foolish or futile, nobler than play; and denying ourselves even the most harmless delights marks the suitably somber outlook on life.” 


She even mounted a defense of smoking, which, along with drinking, she identified as her principal hobbies. Appalled readers found comfort in her next collection, a celebration of rural life titled “Bingo Night at the Fire Hall: The Case for Cows, Orchards, Bake Sales & Fairs” (1997), but she returned to contrarian form in “The Joy of Drinking” (2007).


“I was getting sick and tired of being lectured by dear friends with their little bottles of water and their regular visits to the gym,” she explained to The Washington Post in 2007. “All of a sudden, we’ve got this voluntary prohibition that has to do with health and fitness. I’m not really in favor of health and fitness.” 
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EAT, DRINK, BE MERRY: Ms. Holland celebrated the joys of life’s wicked pleasures.


Late in her career, she drew on her childhood and youth to write the memoir “When All the World Was Young” (2005), a best-selling bittersweet account of growing up in the 1940s and ’50s. Critics responded enthusiastically to her compelling portrait of a sensitive, acutely observant girl desperate to find a place in the world, and the light touch with which she handled dark themes. Molly Jong-Fast, in The Chicago Tribune, wrote, “Imagine Lauren Bacall narrating ‘Tristram Shandy.’ ” 


Ms. Holland was born Barbara Murray on April 5, 1933, in Washington and grew up in Chevy Chase, Md. Her mother, the former Marion Hall, was a Swarthmore graduate who studied law for a year at Columbia but gave up a career to marry and rear five children. She divorced when Barbara was quite young and married Thomas Holland, a lawyer for the Department of Labor.


Barbara loathed her stepfather, and his dark, looming presence inspired her vivid picture of patriarchy’s heavy hand in postwar America. “My friends and I were all deathly afraid of our fathers, which was right and proper and even biblically ordained,” she wrote. “Fathers were angry; it was their job.” 


Her mother later wrote popular children’s books under the name Marion Holland, including “A Big Ball of String” and “The Secret Horse.” She also passed along a sharp, pithy verbal style. “Any fool can be a Yankees fan,” she once told her daughter. “It takes real talent to be a Senators fan.” 


After graduating from high school, and undergoing an illegal abortion that she describes unsparingly in her memoir, Ms. Holland struck out on her own, landing on her feet with a low-level job at Hecht’s department store in Washington. For the first time she enjoyed independence, a cherished state to which she devoted a book, “One’s Company: Reflections on Living Alone” (1992).


While working as an advertising copywriter in Philadelphia, she began contributing short fiction, essays and articles to magazines like McCall’s, Seventeen, Redbook and Ladies’ Home Journal.


Her three marriages ended in divorce. Besides her daughter, she is survived by two brothers, two sisters, two sons and two grandchildren.


Her other books include “Hail to the Chiefs: How to Tell Your Polks From Your Tylers” (1990), “Wasn’t the Grass Greener?: A Curmudgeon’s Fond Memories” (1999) and “They Went Whistling: Women Wayfarers, Warriors, Runaways, and Renegades” (2001). She also wrote the children’s books “The Pony Problem” (1977) and “Prisoners at the Kitchen Table” (1979).


Her fight for ground to stand on as a young woman remained central to her reading of the world. A steady paycheck and self-respect were the keys to her brand of feminism, not the allowance and room of one’s own proposed by Virginia Woolf.


“No, Mrs. Woolf,” she wrote in her memoir. “A job, Mrs. Woolf.” 


— BY WILLIAM GRIMES



IRWIN SILBER



For an Editor, Song Was a Way to Speak Out


OCT. 17, 1925 - SEPT. 8, 2010


Irwin Silber, who as a founder and the longtime editor of the folk-music magazine Sing Out! was a prime mover behind the folk-music revival of the 1950s and ’60s and who famously treated Bob Dylan to a public scolding for abandoning his political songs, died on Sept. 8 in Oakland, Calif. He was 84.


The cause was complications of Alzheimer’s disease, his son Frederic said.


Mr. Silber, an ardent leftist, found common cause with Woody Guthrie, Pete Seeger, Lee Hays and others who regarded folk music as a form of political protest and a way of affirming the dignity of working people. In 1946, he and other folk-music supporters founded People’s Songs Inc., which published a bulletin “to create, promote and distribute songs of labor and the American people.” Mr. Silber became the group’s executive secretary.


After People’s Songs went under in 1949, having exhausted its meager funds on Henry Wallace’s failed 1948 presidential campaign, Mr. Silber, Mr. Seeger and others founded Sing Out!


Mr. Silber borrowed the title for the magazine from the third verse of “The Hammer Song” (later known as “If I Had a Hammer” ), written in 1949 by Mr. Seeger and Mr. Hays, with its refrain “I’d sing out danger, I’d sing out a warning, I’d sing out love between all my brothers (and my sisters) all over this land.” 


The song appeared on the cover of the first issue, in May 1950.
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REVIVALIST: For Mr. Silber, folk music was a meaningful form of political protest.


Mr. Silber assumed the title of editor within a few issues and continued in that post until 1967, steering the magazine through a heady period in which a growing audience embraced Southern blues singers, guitar and banjo pickers from the Appalachians and a new generation of protest singers like Joan Baez and Mr. Dylan.


Under Mr. Silber, the magazine printed, for the first time, “Sixteen Tons,” “This Land Is Your Land,” “Michael Row the Boat Ashore,” “Bells of Rhymney” and “Cotton Fields.” 


“He was one of a handful of people who can be called the architects of the folk revival, other than the performers themselves, and he helped move the music forward,” said Mark D. Moss, the current editor of Sing Out! “A lot of people thought of folk music as a white guy writing his own songs and playing guitar, but Irwin went deeper, presenting songs from different cultures in different languages. He always saw this as an empowering, people-up movement.” 


Mr. Silber, who wrote a monthly column called “Fan the Flames,” kept the pages lively. In an open letter to Mr. Dylan in November 1964, he accused him of becoming a sellout more interested in his own image and his entourage than in his audiences.


“I saw at Newport how you had somehow lost contact with people,” Mr. Silber wrote, referring to that year’s Newport Folk Festival. “It seemed to me that some of the paraphernalia of fame were getting in your way.” 


Even worse, he argued, Mr. Dylan had turned away from the political protest songs that first brought him fame. “Your new songs seem to be all inner-directed now, inner-probing, self-conscious — maybe even a little maudlin or a little cruel on occasion,” Mr. Silber wrote. “And it’s happening onstage, too. You seem to be relating to a handful of cronies behind the scenes now — rather than to the rest of us out front.” 


Mr. Dylan was not amused. Mr. Silber is often proposed as a target of the Dylan song “Positively Fourth Street.” One line goes: “You say I let you down. You know it’s not like that./If you’re so hurt, why then don’t you show it?” 


Irwin Silber was born on Oct. 17, 1925, in Manhattan, where he attended Seward Park High School. Politically active from an early age, he joined the Young Communist League, the American Student Union and American Youth for Democracy while still in his teens.


At Brooklyn College he formed the American Folksay Group, a politically minded folk-music and folk-dancing organization. After graduating in 1945 with a bachelor’s degree in English, he developed a close relationship with the musicians and folklorists, like Alan Lomax, who were presenting and preserving folk music.


He would later be brought before the House Un-American Activities Committee for questioning, but he managed to deflate the atmosphere of high drama. On being asked what subject he had taught at the Communist-sponsored Jefferson School of Social Science, he answered, truthfully, “Square dancing.” He left the Communist Party in the late 1950s.


After leaving Sing Out!, Mr. Silber wrote for Guardian, a radical weekly, and was its executive editor from 1972 to 1978.


Mr. Irwin’s first two marriages ended in divorce. In addition to his son, he is survived by his wife, the singer Barbara Dane; another son; a daughter; two grandchildren; two stepsons; a stepdaughter; two stepgrandchildren; and one step-great-grandchild.


Besides editing Sing Out!, Mr. Silber recorded protest songs from liberation movements around the world on the Paredon label, which he and Ms. Dane founded in 1970 and ran until the early 1980s.


He published many important folk-song collections, notably “Songs of the Civil War” (1960), “The Great Atlantic and Pacific Song Book” (1965), “Songs of the Great American West” (1967) and, with Fred Silber, “Folksinger’s Wordbook.” He also wrote “Press Box Red” (2003), a biography of Lester Rodney, the sports editor of The Daily Worker.


— BY WILLIAM GRIMES



GEORGE WILLIAMS



Evolution, He Found, Starts With the Gene


MAY 12, 1926 - SEPT. 8, 2010


George C. Williams, an evolutionary biologist who helped shape modern theories of natural selection, died on Sept. 8 at his home on Long Island, near Stony Brook University, where he taught for 30 years. He was 84.


Dr. Williams played a leading role in establishing the now-prevailing, though not unanimous, view among evolutionary biologists that natural selection works at the level of the gene and the individual and not for the benefit of the group or species.


He is “widely regarded by peers in his field as one of the most influential and incisive evolutionary theorists of the 20th century,” said Douglas Futuyma, a colleague and the author of a leading textbook on evolution.


Dr. Williams laid out his ideas in 1966 in his book “Adaptation and Natural Selection.” In it, he seized on and clarified an issue at the heart of evolutionary theory: whether natural selection works by favoring the survival of elements as small as a single gene or its components, or by favoring those as large as a whole species.





Asking questions evolution didn’t seem to answer: Why is there menopause? Why do we grow old and die?





He did not rule out the possibility that selection could work at many levels. But he concluded that in practice this almost never happens, and that selection should be understood as acting at the level of the individual gene.


In explaining an organism’s genetic adaptation to its environment, he wrote, “one should assume the adequacy of the simplest form of natural selection” — that of variation in the genes — “unless the evidence clearly shows that this theory does not suffice.” 


The importance of Dr. Williams’s book was immediately recognized by evolutionary biologists, and his ideas reached a wider audience when they were described by Richard Dawkins in his book “The Selfish Gene” (1976).


Those ideas have continued to draw attention because group selection still has influential advocates. In highly social organisms like ants and people, behaviors like altruism, morality and even religion can be more directly explained if selection is assumed to favor the survival of groups.


Dr. Williams had a remarkably open turn of mind, which allowed him always to consider alternatives to his own ideas. David Sloan Wilson, a leading advocate of group selection, recalled in an interview that as a graduate student he once strode into Dr. Williams’s office saying he would change the professor’s mind about group selection. “His response was to offer me a postdoctoral position on the spot,” Dr. Wilson said.


Dr. Wilson did not take the position but remained close to Dr. Williams, though the two continued to differ. One matter of dispute was whether a human being and the microbes in the gut and the skin could together be considered a superorganism created by group selection. Dr. Williams did not believe in superorganisms. (Nonetheless, when Dr. Wilson came to visit him one day, Dr. Williams had taped to his door a hand-lettered sign reading, “Superorganisms welcome here.” )


Dr. Williams’s interests extended to questions that evolution seemed not to answer well: Why should a woman forfeit her chance of having more babies by entering menopause? Why do people grow old and die when nature should find it far easier to maintain a body than to build one?
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