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			Foreword


			by Tom Rachman


			An obituary is the news column most brimming with life: full of endeavor, blunders, repentance and humor, and the industry of those you’ll never meet but perhaps wish you had. Each obit records the intersection of a singular personality with an era shared by billions. In some cases, the epoch prevails; in others, the individual. Either way, the account humanizes history, recalling events long forgotten and animating decades that preceded our own.


			Nearly unique in news, these are stories with endings. In the international section of a paper, wars conclude, but there’s always a reconstruction ahead. In business articles, a bankrupt corporation is landscape in the saga of the economy. In sports, the championship team soon looks to next season.


			But an obit is the completed story. After all that striving, this is what there was, flawed or inspirational, with no further outcomes. An ending defines one life, while a multitude of lives begins to define living, sketching out the range of human pursuits, the price of error, the weight of chance, and the disparate uses of time that, in the case of these subjects, ran out over a single year.


			There are politicians in this volume, many musicians, a number of poets. There’s an author of experimental fiction that some struggled to read; a writer of lurid novels that fans devoured; a children’s author whose books were “roundly praised, intermittently censored and occasionally eaten.” There are businessmen with vision enough to popularize the bagel, miniature golf and the Doritos corn chip. One inventor produced millions of couch potatoes with his wireless remote control, while another’s shipping container, his obit states rather astonishingly, “is now acknowledged to have been the spark that touched off globalization.”


			There are Nobel Prize recipients, including one who passed away before hearing the good news. Several award-winning journalists died over the year, two of them while covering the violence in Syria. A third longtime correspondent earned renown for his retorts as much as his reports, savaging foes while enchanting allies with his champagne wit.


			Several are profiled for their experiences during World War II, including those who survived the Holocaust and others who battled the Nazis, as well as a man convicted of complicity in the murder of thousands of Jews. A number of the subjects battled for equality during the postwar period, suffering and denouncing injustices based on race, gender and sexuality whose repercussions still roil contemporary society.


			Other profiles record final connections to vanished worlds, such as the last veteran of World War I; or a man whose job — that of tummler — is now so obscure that it requires a definition; and a 111-year-old silent-movie scriptwriter whose obit contains this dynamite opening: “She told of Hollywood moguls chasing naked would-be starlets, the women shrieking with laughter.”


			Those who died young underscore current preoccupations: a conservative blogger, for example, and a tech innovator who named his company after a piece of fruit. There are coincidences, such as the deaths of three iconic TV music presenters; plus two dictators and the daughter of a third, who escaped her cruel father yet never escaped his shadow.


			The best way to contemplate what it is to possess a human life is to consider what others have done with theirs.


			Some are included for their peculiarity, including an artist preoccupied with U.F.O.’s (“By his reckoning, 1 in 50 Americans has been abducted by an alien and simply does not know it”); an explorer who rowed across both the Atlantic and Pacific oceans; and a gambler who played poker with two presidents, a drug lord and a pornographer — though presumably not at the same time.


			Most were public figures but some were private, and likely would have remained so had they not been profiled. There is a Coast Guard seaman who, patrolling a foggy Long Island beach in 1942, bumped into a bunch of German saboteurs. There’s the owner of a Brooklyn dive bar who, after all the biographies of deceased laureates and powerbrokers, might seem an ordinary subject. Yet hers is a memorable and touching tale, and a reminder of something familiar from experience but exceedingly hard to convey in news: how full are the lives around us, and how little we know of them.


			That defunct lives regain vibrancy in this volume is credit to the superlative New York Times obituarists, who find what is noteworthy in the obscure and what is obscure in the noteworthy. Their accounts are not dry résumés of the eminent; they are what a famed British obituary editor once described as “biographical short stories.”


			Now, some readers may still be uneasy about the obit, touched as it is by the taboo of death. They might be reluctant even to open this book in public, wary of appearing ghoulish, especially if entries provoke a smile, as many should. But there is nothing macabre about this form. The obituary is only occasioned by death; it never dwells on that empty source. Readers ought never shrink from an interest in how others think and behave. 


			There may, of course, be egoistic motives for reading obits, too. What are the ways in which people die and which might be mine? What are the rewards and risks of living differently than I do? For what might I be remembered?


			Such questions cannot be answered. After all, people will never know their own life story. The first years are lost to memory and the last may fade in clarity; or the end arrives abruptly, without the chance for a reckoning. If there is time for review, how accurate can it be, from a perspective that is simultaneously the most privileged and the least objective?


			The best way to contemplate what it is to possess a human life is to consider what others have done with theirs. So, we listen to family lore, read literature and turn, with sympathy and curiosity, to the obits.


			Introduction


			by William McDonald


			An obituary in The Guardian happened to catch the eye of a New York Times reporter in London one day, and she sent a Twitter message about it, telling her followers, You have to read this. So I did, and she was right: it was quite a story — precisely the kind that I and my colleagues on the New  York Times obituary desk hope to come across every day (without wishing anyone’s demise, of course). Devoted readers do, too, I suspect. 


			The obituary was about Count Robert de La Rochefoucauld, a dashing man with an elegant name, an illustrious lineage and a rather spectacular past. A descendant of one of France’s oldest families, he was a saboteur in World War II, though that description alone doesn’t do him justice. He was also a freedom fighter and an escape artist (not to mention a mayor in a later life), a man of bravery, cunning and ingenuity who had plenty of luck and no compunction about killing. Not surprisingly, The Times commissioned an obit of its own, and it can be read in full further on, but here is an excerpt to suggest why we couldn’t resist writing it:


			“His exploits were legend, involving an eclectic and decidedly resourceful collection of tools in the service of sabotage and escape, including loaves of bread, a stolen limousine, the leg of a table, a bicycle and a nun’s habit — not to mention the more established accouterments of espionage like parachutes, explosives and a submarine.”


			It’s fair to assume that few readers who came upon this obit had ever heard of Count de La Rochefoucauld. Certainly editors at The Times had not. But our lack of familiarity was no reason to disqualify him from a Times obit. Yes, great fame (or great infamy, for that matter) is a sure ticket to the Times obituary columns. (Turn to Andy Griffith and Col. Muammar el-Qaddafi, respectively.) So is great accomplishment, even if the name attached to it draws a blank from most readers. (Eugene Polley, inventor of the wireless television remote control.) But a third way into The Times is to have been, like the count, the protagonist in a story that even if dimly remembered will rightly cry out be told.


			An obituary of this type often revolves around an event that attracted wide publicity at the time — that is, it was news. The obit presents an opportunity to recount the event in all its vivid detail through a biographical portrait of someone who was central to the story — that is, a newsmaker. John Fairfax falls into this group with great panache: an erstwhile pirate and lone-eagle adventurer who, in publicists’ lingo, got a lot of press when he rowed across oceans. His story, too, can be found here.


			And then there are the more anonymous souls who found themselves caught up in history and doing their small part to shape it. The last veteran of World War I. A homeless woman whose plight influenced housing law. A Hollywood love child who lived a lie. That aforementioned bomb-planting aristocrat. They illuminate the past, and the likes of them populate much of this book as well.


			This is the second annual compilation of selected obituaries from the pages of The Times, and if it carries a theme, it is the idea of story. Most of the obits here, a fraction of the total published over the course of a year, were chosen for their narrative pull. Some, to be sure, are about famous people, revealing sides to them that the spotlights may never have reached. But most are about the uncelebrated — people whose names may not register but whose lives nevertheless resonate.


			Something in human nature requires a story — to be entertained, to be moved, to be edified, even to be given meaning. As children instinctively know, stories help us understand what it is to be alive in this world.


			Obituaries perform the same function. They turn real lives into true stories. Indeed, more than any “story” in the newspaper, the obit, at its best, lives up to that billing: it is a rounded account whose arc has a clear beginning and end. That a certain artifice is involved in the writing is undeniable, and accepted by the reader. We know that no life reads like a novel or a script (although Count de La Rochefoucauld would make a smashing basis for either). But we grant the obituary writer a degree of literary license because we understand a life best when its various strands can be woven into a story, driven by events and moving in chapters to, in this case, an inevitable conclusion.


			Where an obituary may differ from other forms is at the juncture of journalism. An obituary has news as well as a story to tell, and it tells it right at the top, under a headline. In an obituary, unlike a biography, The End comes first.


			But that’s an organizational matter, a journalistic convention that serves a newspaper’s purpose and a reader’s needs. With the news of the death duly reported, what draws the reader on is the promise of a story that made that death newsworthy in the first place — an account of a fascinating and consequential life. Many lie ahead in these pages.
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			Rudolf Brazda


			Branded in Pink at Buchenwald


			June 26, 1913 - Aug. 3, 2011
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				Surviving victim: Rudolf Brazda, in 2008, in front of the German National Monument to Homosexual Victims of the Nazi Regime.


			


			Rudolf Brazda, who was believed to be the last surviving man to wear the pink triangle — the emblem sewn onto the striped uniforms of the thousands of homosexuals sent to Nazi concentration camps, most of them to their deaths — died on Aug. 3 in Bantzenheim, in Alsace, France. He was 98.


			Mr. Brazda, who was born in Germany, had lived in France since the Buchenwald camp, near Weimar, Germany, was liberated by American forces in April 1945. He had been imprisoned there for three years.


			It was only after May 27, 2008, when the German National Monument to the Homosexual Victims of the Nazi Regime was unveiled in Berlin’s Tiergarten park — opposite the Memorial to the Murdered Jews of Europe — that Mr. Brazda became known as probably the last gay survivor of the camps. Until he notified German officials after the unveiling, the Lesbian and Gay Federation of Germany believed there were no other pink-triangle survivors.


			A statement by Mémorial de la Déportation Homosexuelle, a French organization that commemorates the Nazi persecution of gay people, said that Mr. Brazda “was very likely the last victim and the last witness” to the persecution.


			“It will now be the task of historians to keep this memory alive,” the statement said, “a task that they are just beginning to undertake.”


			One of those historians is Gerard Koskovich, curator of the Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Trans­gender History Museum in San Francisco and an author, with Roberto Malini and Steed Gamero, of “A Different Holocaust” (2006).


			“We know of instances where gay prisoners and their pink triangles were used for guards’ target practice.”


			“The Nazi persecution represented the apogee of anti-gay persecution, the most extreme instance of state-sponsored homophobia in the 20th century,” Mr. Koskovich said.


			During the 12-year Nazi regime, he said, the police identified up to 100,000 men as homosexuals, about 50,000 of whom were convicted of violating Paragraph 175 of the German criminal code, which outlawed male homosexual acts.


			There was no law forbidding female homosexual acts, he said, and only men were imprisoned. They totaled 5,000 to 15,000, according to research by Rüdiger Lautmann, a German sociologist, who found that about 60 percent of them died in the camps, most within a year.


			“The experience of homosexual men under the Nazi regime was one of extreme persecution, but not genocide,” Mr. Koskovich said, when compared with the “relentless effort to identify all Jewish people and ultimately exterminate them.”


			Still, the conditions in the camps were murderous, said Edward J. Phillips, the director of exhibitions at the United States Holocaust Memorial Museum.


			“Men sent to the camps under Section 175 were usually put to forced labor under the cruelest conditions — underfed, long hours, exposure to the elements and brutal treatment by labor brigade leaders,” Mr. Phillips said. “We know of instances where gay prisoners and their pink triangles were used for guards’ target practices.”


			Two books have been written about Mr. Brazda. In one, “Itinerary of a Pink Triangle” (2010), by Jean-Luc Schwab, Mr. Brazda recalled how dehumanizing the incarceration was. “Seeing people die became such an everyday thing, it left you feeling practically indifferent,” he is quoted as saying. “Now, every time I think back on those terrible times, I cry. But back then, just like everyone in the camps, I had hardened myself so I could survive.”


			Rudolf Brazda was born on June 26, 1913, in the eastern German town of Meuselwitz to a family of Czech origin. His parents, Emil and Anna Erneker Brazda, both worked in the coal mining industry. Rudolf became a roofer. Before he was sent to the camp, he was arrested twice for violations of Paragraph 175.


			After the war, Mr. Brazda moved to Alsace. There he met Edouard Mayer, his partner until Mr. Mayer’s death in 2003. He had no immediate survivors.


			“Having emerged from anonymity,” the book “Itinerary of a Pink Triangle” says of Mr. Brazda, “he looks at the social evolution for homosexuals over his nearly 100 years of life: ‘I have known it all, from the basest repression to the grand emancipation of today.’”


			— By Dennis Hevesi


			

			Bernadine P. Healy


			A Battler for Women’s Health Undone by 9/11


			AUG. 2, 1944 - AUG. 6, 2011 
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				DECISIVE ADMINISTRATOR: Bernadine P. Healy led both the N.I.H. and the American Red Cross.


			


			Dr. Bernadine P. Healy, the first woman to lead the National Institutes of Health and the first physician to lead the American Red Cross until she was forced out in a storm of criticism over flawed responses to the Sept. 11 terrorist attacks, died on Aug. 6 at her home in Gates Mills, Ohio. She was 67.


			The cause was recurring brain cancer, which she had battled for 13 years, her husband, Dr. Floyd D. Loop, said.


			In a hybrid career in the largely male domains of medicine and government, Dr. Healy, a cardiologist and feminist, was a professor at Johns Hopkins University, dean of the Ohio State University medical school, a White House science adviser and president of the American Heart Association. She wrote scientific papers and magazine columns, and once ran for the United States Senate.


			But she was best known as a tough, innovative administrator who, as director of the National Institutes of Health from 1991 to 1993, championed studies that overturned false assumptions about women’s health. And as president of the American Red Cross from 1999 to 2001, she struggled to coordinate its complex, often contradictory missions of humanitarian disaster relief and the businesslike maintenance of blood supplies.


			Dr. Healy’s résumé was a compendium of academic and professional achievements that in its cold detail omitted a central fact: her relentless effort to counter the misperception that heart attacks were men’s problems. Heart disease was by far the leading killer of American women, who accounted for nearly 40 percent of its victims. Women’s groups had long sought a greater focus on women’s coronary health, cancers and the role of hormonal changes and therapy.


			Dr. Healy, who had pushed similar concerns within cardiology, went to Washington and made the issue her own.


			“The problem is to convince both the lay and medical sectors that coronary heart disease is also a women’s disease, not a man’s disease in disguise,” Dr. Healy wrote in The New England Journal of Medicine in 1991. At the institutes of health, the country’s largest medical research organization, Dr. Healy, a Republican appointed by President George H. W. Bush, inherited a sprawling agency of 15,000 people. It had gone without a director for two years and was beset by bureaucratic infighting, political interference and declining morale.


			“I am willing to go out on a limb, shake the tree and even take a few bruises,” she told reporters. “I’m not particularly concerned about being popular.”


			Dr. Healy cracked the whip on bureaucrats, recruited new talent, expanded the Human Genome Project and reversed policies that, like the medical establishment, had focused largely on men’s health and virtually excluded women from clinical trials. She mandated the inclusion of women in trials wherever appropriate.


			She began the Women’s Health Initiative, a $625 million study of the causes, prevention and treatment of cardiovascular diseases, osteoporosis and cancer in middle-aged and older women. Long after her tenure, the initiative continued yielding important findings. In 2002, it found that prolonged estrogen-progestin hormone replacement therapy in postmenopausal women increased risks of breast cancer, stroke and heart attack.


			“Dr. Healy’s stubborn insistence that the N.I.H. concern itself with women’s health was not broadly supported at the time,” Anne M. Dranginis, an associate professor of biological sciences at St. John’s University, wrote in a 2002 Op-Ed article in The New York Times. “Had Dr. Healy not championed research on women’s health, how much longer would healthy women have been encouraged to take hormone drugs?”


			Dr. Healy stepped down when President Bill Clinton named a new N.I.H. director in 1993.


			Six years later, Dr. Healy faced even more daunting challenges at the Red Cross. While it was widely seen as an icon of humanitarian work, the organization was an unwieldy behemoth with 1,000 chapters, 1.2 million volunteers, 3,000 staff members and a $3 billion budget. It was also a house divided, with nonprofit disaster-relief on one side and, on the other, a blood business run like a corporation.


			Recovering from a brain tumor as she took over, Dr. Healy found what she called “turf battles, gossip and very little teamwork.”


			Her reform efforts stumbled in the face of resistant autonomous chapters, a staff that chafed under her hard-driving style, cases of embezzlement and lax controls, which led to record fines for infected blood products. She made the safety of blood supplies a priority.


			But she upset many by auditing local chapters’ finances, overriding veteran administrators’ decisions and strongly supporting Israel’s Red Shield of David in its effort to join the international Red Cross and Red Crescent societies without having to accept a cross or crescent as its emblem. When the effort failed, she withheld dues from the international body in protest.


			Missteps after the Sept. 11 terrorist attacks precipitated her downfall. Red Cross disaster-relief units responded poorly, especially at the Pentagon crash site, critics said. Later, her handling of blood donations for 9/11 victims came under fire. Collections far exceeded amounts needed. Some blood was kept for other users, but much of it expired and had to be discarded.


			She was excoriated in Congress and by chapter leaders and donors over her Liberty Fund, established to aid victims of the terrorist attacks. It collected $564 million but kept $264 million for other uses, including aid in future attacks. She said it had never been intended just for Sept. 11 victims, but her critics insisted that the money had been raised under false pretenses. In response to the protests, the Red Cross redirected all the money to Sept. 11 relief.


			Critics called Dr. Healy autocratic and said she had jeopardized the goodwill of a revered charity. Allies defended her as smartly decisive, even if she sometimes ignored political realities. She resigned under pressure, although one Red Cross director acknowledged, “We hired a change agent for a culture resistant to change.”


			Bernadine Patricia Healy was born in New York City on Aug. 2, 1944, one of four daughters of Michael and Violet McGrath Healy. Her parents ran a small perfume factory in Long Island City, Queens, where she grew up.


			She graduated from Hunter High School in Manhattan in 1962, got through Vassar College in three years and graduated from Harvard Medical School in 1970. After postdoctoral work, she became a full professor at Johns Hopkins in 1982 and directed its cardiac care unit from 1976 to 1984.


			Her first marriage, to Dr. George Bulkley, a surgeon she had met in medical school, ended in divorce in 1981. In 1985, Dr. Healy married Dr. Loop, a cardiac surgeon. Besides Dr. Loop, she is survived by a daughter from her first marriage and a daughter from her second.


			Dr. Healy was President Ronald Reagan’s deputy science adviser in 1984 and 1985, president of the American Heart Association in 1988 and 1989, and from 1985 to 1991 practiced cardiology and directed research at the Cleveland Clinic Foundation, which was operated by Dr. Loop.


			She lost a Senate primary in Ohio in 1994, was a professor and dean at Ohio State from 1995 to 1999 and an adviser on bioterrorism to President George W. Bush.


			— By Robert D. McFadden


			

			Hugh L. Carey


			Governor to City: I’m Here for You


			April 11, 1919 - Aug. 7, 2011
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				A matter of urgency: Hugh L. Carey, left, governor of New York, with Mayor Abraham D. Beame, right, and others during an Emergency Financial Control Board meeting in 1977. He rescued New York from fiscal ruin.


			


			Hugh L. Carey, the governor who helped rescue New York from the brink of financial collapse in the 1970s and tamed a culture of ever-growing spending, died on Aug. 7 at his summer home on Shelter Island, N.Y. He was 92.


			From 1975 through 1982, as the state’s 51st governor, Mr. Carey led a small group of public servants who vanquished the fiscal crisis that threatened New York City and State — the direst emergency a governor had faced since the Depression — by taking on powers over the city’s finances that no governor had wielded before and none has wielded since.


			A liberal Democrat, Mr. Carey reversed the upward spiral of borrowing, spending and entitlement under one of his predecessors, Nelson A. Rockefeller, a Republican who had presided in an era of seemingly limitless government promise. But even after eight years as governor, Mr. Carey remained an enigma. The witty storyteller who could charm an audience alternated with the irascible loner who alienated many of his allies. The brooding, private man, father of more than a dozen children, who mourned the deaths of his wife and, earlier, two sons killed in a car crash, gave way to a man who engaged in an exuberant, very public romance that led to a second marriage.


			Hugh Carey rose to power as a Democrat outside his party’s machine. He began the 1974 campaign for governor as a recently widowed congressman from Brooklyn, a long shot who was not taken seriously, then cruised to one of the most resounding victories in the state’s history.


			He spent his final years as governor frustrated, however. Absent an emergency, he often seemed bored with the job.


			The political strategist David Garth, who was one of Mr. Carey’s closest associates, once said of him: “Hugh Carey on the petty issues can be very petty. On the big stuff, he is terrific.”


			Mr. Carey’s stature grew in his decades out of office, and he was hailed as a hero by Republicans and Democrats. As he acknowledged, his handling of government finances overshadowed all else he did. In an interview in 1982 in his last days in office, he said, “The objectives I set forth I’ve achieved in terms of a state that’s respected fiscally, a city that’s now well on its way back to concrete foundations.”


			In four terms as governor, Mr. Rockefeller had built a legacy of state universities and highways but also of much higher taxes and enormous debt. The pattern was repeated at the local level; under Mayor John V. Lindsay, a Republican turned Democrat, New York City had to borrow money for day-to-day operations. The 1974-75 recession opened yawning deficits and exposed years of unsound practices.


			On Jan. 1, 1975, Mr. Carey declared in his inaugural address, “This government will begin today the painful, difficult, imperative process of learning to live within its means.”


			He immediately faced a cascade of emergencies, as New York City, Yonkers, various state authorities, several school districts and ultimately the state itself flirted with collapse.


			New York City lay at the core of the crisis. Mr. Lindsay’s successor as mayor, Abraham D. Beame, was taking drastic action, cutting tens of thousands of jobs, but a solution lay beyond the city’s grasp. In May 1975, Wall Street firms refused to sell the city’s bonds, threatening its ability to pay its bills.


			Mr. Carey responded with a series of audacious moves to keep the city afloat. He created the Municipal Assistance Corporation to borrow money for the city. He created and headed the Emergency Financial Control Board, with the power to reject city budgets and labor contracts, giving him vast new authority at Mr. Beame’s expense.


			By seizing control of the city’s finances, and then telling the mayor that he had to fire his closest aide to placate the bankers, Mr. Carey permanently soured his relationship with Mr. Beame, who had helped him get elected. But such tough measures were necessary to keep the enterprise from sinking. Felix G. Rohatyn, the investment banker whom the governor appointed to head the Municipal Assistance Corporation, later said of Mr. Carey, “He was the only one who had any credibility left.”


			The governor engineered more than $1 billion in state loans to the city and $200 million in new city taxes. He persuaded banks to refinance city debts and accept a moratorium on some debt payments, and he got municipal unions to invest their pension funds in Municipal Assistance Corporation bonds.


			Despite those measures, New York City at one point came within hours of having to file for bankruptcy.


			On Oct. 29, 1975, President Gerald R. Ford vowed that he would veto “any bill that has as its purpose a federal bailout of New York City.” The next day, the front page of The Daily News famously proclaimed: “Ford to City: Drop Dead.”


			A fierce backlash ensued, and a chastened Ford was persuaded that the governor had the situation under control. The president agreed in early 1976 to $2.3 billion in federal loan guarantees to the city. The greatest peril had passed.


			Outside the fiscal realm, Mr. Carey promised an era of openness and clean government. He mandated financial disclosure for top state officials, barred party leaders from holding major state posts, signed campaign finance laws that set limits and required disclosure and secured voter approval of a constitutional amendment providing for appointment, rather than election, of judges to the Court of Appeals, New York’s highest court, a change that was viewed as insulating the court from politics.


			Like so many New York governors, Mr. Carey harbored presidential ambitions, but trouble at home doomed any hope he might have had. His austerity measures made him unpopular with many voters, and his support for Westway, a proposed highway along the West Side of Manhattan, made more enemies than friends.


			In 1978, when Mr. Carey ran for a second term, he was challenged in the primary by his own lieutenant governor, Mary Anne Krupsak, an unheard-of affront to a sitting governor. But in the general election he managed a narrow victory over the Republican candidate, Perry B. Duryea, a former Assembly speaker.


			Mr. Carey brought into government an impressive cadre of people. One was Mario M. Cuomo, his second lieutenant governor, who succeeded him as governor (and whose son Andrew was elected governor in 2010). Among the others were Mr. Rohatyn and Richard Ravitch, a lieutenant governor under Gov. David A. Paterson.


			But Mr. Carey eventually feuded with nearly everyone around him, beginning with Ms. Krupsak, who felt ignored. In 1977, he helped orchestrate the downfall of his old ally, Mr. Beame, after one term as mayor. He encouraged Mario Cuomo’s challenge of Mr. Beame’s renomination, but Congressman Edward I. Koch defeated them both and became mayor.


			Mr. Carey’s relations with the Legislature turned rocky in his second term. The governor let legislators know that he considered them petty and parochial, while they accused him of being distant from the business at hand. In 1981 and 1982, the Legislature cut him out of the budget-making process; when he vetoed dozens of spending items, both houses overrode his vetoes. He was the first governor of New York in a century to see his veto overridden.


			In 1982, the state approved the most significant legislation of his second term, an $8 billion package to restore New York City’s crumbling transit system. But that was largely the doing of legislators and Mr. Ravitch, chairman of the Metropolitan Transportation Authority. The governor had been reduced to a bystander.


			Mr. Carey acquired a reputation for erratic behavior. He created a furor by saying that one of New York’s seats in the United States Senate had been and should remain “a Jewish seat.” He offered to drink a glass of PCBs to allay fears of contamination at a state office building where an electrical transformer fire had spread soot laden with the toxic chemical.
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				Brooklyn-born: Mr. Carey followed an educational path well worn by Irish-Catholic boys.


			


			But it was his marriage to Evangeline Gouletas, a wealthy real estate investor, that made many people wonder about his judgment. They met at the inauguration of Ronald Reagan as president in January 1981 and married less than three months later. Ms. Gouletas said that she had been married twice before and that her first husband had died, but shortly after her wedding to Mr. Carey, reporters discovered that she had three former husbands, all quite alive.


			To the dismay of his staff, the governor began dyeing his silver hair — not always quite the same shade — and including his wife in policy discussions. The newlyweds were often seen out dancing, and they turned up regularly at black-tie events; Mr. Carey suddenly seemed more bon vivant than sober executive.


			Finally, it became clear that he would be challenged by other Democrats if he ran for a third term. Although Mr. Carey had been a prime sponsor of Mr. Cuomo’s political career, their relationship had so deteriorated that Mr. Cuomo, as Ms. Krupsak had done, was considering running against him.


			In January 1982, Governor Carey announced that at the end of his term later that year, at age 63, he would retire from politics. After leaving office, he practiced law and was an executive at the chemicals conglomerate W. R. Grace & Company. He and Ms. Gouletas divorced after several years. Mr. Carey quickly faded from the public eye, though he turned up occasionally at the Capitol in Albany to bask in encomiums for his handling of the fiscal crisis.


			In 2010, the State Legislature voted to rename the Brooklyn-Battery Tunnel after Mr. Carey. Mr. Koch applauded the move, saying: “I have been trying for years to get something named for Hugh Carey. I think he’s the greatest governor of the modern era.”


			Hugh Leo Carey was born on April 11, 1919, in Park Slope, Brooklyn, the fourth of five sons of Margaret and Denis J. Carey, both children of Irish immigrants. Denis Carey founded a successful business delivering fuel oil and kerosene, and the family lived comfortably.


			Hugh Carey followed an educational path well worn by Brooklyn’s Irish-Catholic sons: St. Augustine’s Academy and High School, St. John’s College. He left school to enlist in a National Guard cavalry unit in 1939 at Camp Drum, near Watertown.


			He fought with the 104th Division in Europe, helping to capture Cologne and liberate prisoners at a concentration camp at Nordhausen. At his discharge in 1946, he was a lieutenant colonel.


			In 1947 he married Helen Owen Twohy, the widow of a Navy flier killed in the war, and adopted her daughter. They had 13 more children together and divided their time between Park Slope and Shelter Island, where their rambling white house with a wraparound porch became the family homestead.


			Mr. Carey is survived by five daughters, six sons, three brothers, 25 grandchildren and six great-grandchildren.


			After the war, Mr. Carey returned to St. John’s, where he finished his undergraduate education and graduated from law school. He then entered the family oil business. His eldest brother, Edward, struck out on his own, creating the New England Petroleum Corporation and amassing a fortune that would help underwrite his brother’s political career.


			In 1960, Hugh Carey ran for Congress in a Brooklyn district that stretched from Park Slope to Bay Ridge, challenging a popular Republican incumbent. Running in a strongly Catholic district in a year when John F. Kennedy was pulling Catholics to the Democratic line, Mr. Carey squeezed out a 1,097-vote victory.


			In seven terms in Congress, Mr. Carey ranked high on the scorecards of liberal groups and adhered to positions, like opposing the death penalty, even when they were unpopular. But he portrayed himself as a moderate, playing up his support for federal aid to parochial schools.


			In Congress he became an influential member of the New York delegation. He sat on the House Education and Labor Committee, which handled most of the social welfare legislation enacted under Kennedy and President Lyndon B. Johnson, and later on the powerful Ways and Means Committee.


			But Mr. Carey became restless. In 1969 he ran for mayor of New York as an independent, angering Democratic Party leaders and prompting predictions of his political demise. But he abandoned the race after his sons Peter and Hugh Jr., both teenagers, were killed in a car accident on Shelter Island. Another son, Paul, died of cancer in 2001. After Helen Carey, who had been treated for cancer three years earlier, learned that the disease had returned, Mr. Carey decided to retire from politics.


			Hailed for helping New York avert bankruptcy, then criticized for feuding and a bon vivant manner.


			In December 1973, however, when Mr. Rockefeller resigned as governor, leaving Lt. Gov. Malcolm Wilson to serve the year remaining on his term, Mr. Carey saw an opening and began to prepare a run. Then, on March 8, 1974, Helen Carey died. Her husband, with seven school-age children still at home, was expected to bow out of the race. But on March 26, he announced his candidacy. Friends said he needed the challenge to distract him from his grief. After winning the Democratic nomination, he trounced Governor Wilson, 57 percent to 42 percent, in a national post-Watergate sweep by Democrats.


			“All my life, people have been underestimating me,” Mr. Carey often said. In rising to power, he repeatedly ignored the conventional wisdom and trusted his own judgment, and he would again as governor.


			Years later, he told a reporter: “A mentor long departed told me that the greatest gift in political life, in any life, is to view yourself objectively, at arm’s length, to make an assessment of yourself. So whom do I rely on? I rely on myself.”


			— By Richard Pérez-Peña; Frank Lynn contributed reporting.


			

			Nancy Wake


			A Belle of Paris, a Heroine of War


			Aug. 30, 1912 - Aug. 7, 2011
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				“The White Mouse”: Nancy Wake saved the lives of hundreds of Allied soldiers during World War II.


			


			Nancy Wake did not like killing people, but in wartime, she once told an interviewer, “I don’t see why we women should just wave our men a proud goodbye and then knit them balaclavas.”


			Ms. Wake led a life that Hemingway might have sketched, rising from impoverished childhood in New Zealand to high-society hostess in the south of France, from freelance journalist to decorated heroine of the French Resistance during World War II. She was credited with saving the lives of hundreds of Allied soldiers and downed airmen between 1940 and 1943 by escorting them through occupied France to safety in Spain.


			She helped establish communication lines between the British military and the French Resistance in 1944 that were deemed crucial to weakening German strength in France in advance of the Allied invasion.


			By her own account, she once killed a German sentry with her bare hands and ordered the execution of a woman she believed to be a German spy.


			“I was not a very nice person,” Ms. Wake told an Australian newspaper in 2001. “And it didn’t put me off my breakfast.”


			Ms. Wake, who died on Aug. 7 in London at the age of 98, received so many medals for her wartime service that she lived out her old age on the proceeds from their sale, she said. She was given the George Medal, Britain’s second-highest civilian honor, and the Medal of Freedom, the United States’ second-highest. France gave her the Legion of Honor, the highest military honor it bestows.


			She once described herself — as a young woman — as someone who loved nothing more than “a good drink” and handsome men, “especially French men.” The German military described her as “la souris blanche,” or “the white mouse,” for her ability to elude capture.


			Between 1940 and 1944 she had close calls but always managed to give her pursuers the slip, her biographer, Peter FitzSimons, said in a radio interview in Australia after her death.


			In film documentaries and in her 1985 autobiography, “The White Mouse,” Ms. Wake said she underwent a metamorphosis during the war, from fun-loving girl to Resistance fighter.


			It began, she said, with a visit to Vienna in the mid-1930s as a freelance journalist. There, she saw roving Nazi gangs randomly beating Jewish men and women in the streets. The attacks made her promise herself that “if ever the opportunity arose, I would do everything I could” to stop the Nazi movement, she said.


			“My hatred of the Nazis was very, very deep.”


			The opportunity arose.


			Nancy Grace Augusta Wake was born Aug. 30, 1912, in Wellington, New Zealand, the youngest of six children. Her father, a journalist, left the family shortly after moving them to Sydney, Australia.


			Ms. Wake left home at 16, worked briefly as a nurse, and managed with the help of a small inheritance from an aunt to leave Australia at age 20. She traveled to London, New York and Paris, and decided Paris was the place that suited her best. While writing journalism she managed to live “Parisian nightlife to the full,” according to Mr. FitzSimons.


			In 1936, she met a Marseilles industrialist named Henri Fiocca, whom she married and settled with in Marseilles three years later.


			With the German invasion of France, Ms. Wake’s wealth and social standing gave her a certain cover as she began helping members of local Resistance groups.


			She became a courier and then an escort for Allied soldiers and refugees trying to leave the country. “It was much easier for us, you know, to travel all over France,” she told an interviewer for Australian television. “A woman could get out of a lot of trouble that a man could not.”


			In 1943, when occupation authorities became aware of her activities, she fled France. Her husband, who stayed behind, was arrested and executed.


			Ms. Wake found her way to England and was accepted for training by the British Special Operations Executive, or S.O.E., an intelligence group working with the French Resistance. In April 1944, when she was 31, she was among 39 women and 430 men who were parachuted into France to help with preparations for D-Day.


			There she collected night parachute drops of weapons and ammunition and hid them in storage caches for the advancing Allied armies, set up wireless communication with England and harassed the enemy.


			“I was never afraid,” she said. “I was too busy to be afraid.”


			By most accounts, Ms. Wake never figured out what to do with her life after the war.


			“It’s dreadful because you’ve been so busy, and then it all just fizzles out,” she told an Australian newspaper in 1983.


			She worked briefly for the British government, then returned to Australia and ran unsuccessfully for public office in the early 1950s. She married a retired Royal Air Force pilot, John Forward, in 1957. He died in 1997.


			Ms. Wake returned to London in 2001.


			Film and television producers have used Ms. Wake’s early life as the basis for various works, and she generally approved of them, except for those suggesting that she had love affairs during the war.


			She did not have affairs, she insisted in a 1987 Australian documentary.


			“And in my old age, I regret it,” she said. “But you see, if I had accommodated one man, the word would have spread around, and I would have had to accommodate the whole damn lot!”


			— By Paul Vitello


		

			Mark O. Hatfield


			A Liberal, Anti-War, No-Nukes Republican


			July 12, 1922 - Aug. 7, 2011
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				Bucking the PARTY: Mark O. Hatfield opposed the Vietnam War and budget cuts.


			


			Mark O. Hatfield, a liberal Republican who challenged his party on the Vietnam War and on a balanced-budget amendment to the Constitution during his 30 years as a United States senator from Oregon, died on Aug. 7 in Portland, Ore. He was 89.


			Mr. Hatfield served in the Senate from 1967 to 1997, spending eight years as the chairman of the Appropriations Committee. But he came out against the Vietnam War even earlier, during his second term as governor of Oregon.


			At a meeting of the National Governors Association on July 28, 1965, as his colleagues rallied behind President Lyndon B. Johnson and his escalation of the war, Mr. Hatfield declared, “I cannot support the president on what he has done so far.”


			The American bombing campaign, he said, had resulted in “the deaths of noncombatant men, women and children” and “merits the general condemnation of mankind.” American troops, he said, should not be shouldering South Vietnam’s responsibility “to win or lose.”


			He was the first prominent Republican to come out against the war, joining only a few leading Democrats to have done so, among them Senator Wayne Morse, a fellow Oregonian.


			By the time Mr. Hatfield reached the Senate, opposition to the war was growing. In 1970 and 1971, he worked with Senator George S. McGovern, Democrat of South Dakota, on unsuccessful efforts to set a deadline for withdrawing American troops. At a Washington prayer breakfast in 1973, he described the war as a “sin that scarred the national soul” and that demanded national repentance. President Richard M. Nixon, who was in attendance, had just signed a cease-fire that ended the combat role for American forces.


			Mr. Hatfield was one of the most liberal Republicans in the Senate, averaging a 65 percent favorable rating from the liberal advocacy group Americans for Democratic Action.


			Those stands often put him at odds with fellow Republicans. His most serious breach with the party’s senators came in 1995, when he cast the only Republican vote against a constitutional amendment to require a balanced federal budget. His vote meant defeat for the measure, which had 66 votes, one short of the required two-thirds majority.


			Mr. Hatfield had voted for a balanced-budget amendment in 1982, but changed his mind in 1986, saying the spending cuts necessary to achieve the amendment’s requirement for ever-smaller deficits would cause serious harm to the country.


			When he cast that decisive vote in 1995, young Republican senators demanded that he be stripped of his appropriations chairmanship. But senior Republicans blocked that effort.


			“Oregon has always prized a flinty independence,” said Norman J. Ornstein, a resident scholar at the American Enterprise Institute, and Mr. Hatfield’s willingness to break with Republican orthodoxy, along with a courtly and unpretentious manner, appealed to Oregonians.


			In 1982, Mr. Hatfield joined with Senator Edward M. Kennedy, Democrat of Massachusetts, to campaign for a mutual United States-Soviet freeze on nuclear weapons. “I see all life as a part of God’s creation,” Mr. Hatfield told The Christian Science Monitor, “and I think it’s rather audacious and presumptuous of humankind to consider that it has the right to destroy creation, to destroy all life.”


			The Senate nevertheless rejected the freeze in 1983 and again the next year.


			Mr. Hatfield’s experience in World War II focused his thinking. A Navy lieutenant, he commanded amphibious landing craft that took Marines ashore at the battles of Iwo Jima and Okinawa and carried the wounded offshore.


			When the war ended, he was sent to Vietnam to ferry Chinese Nationalist troops to fight the Communists. Writing to his parents, he told of observing squalor and people begging for food, conditions he attributed to French colonialism, not the Japanese. The experience influenced his views years later.


			“It has remained my conclusion that the Vietnamese people have been fighting for over 20 years for the cause of nationalism,” he wrote in a memoir, “Not Quite So Simple,” published in 1968 at the height of the Vietnam War. “They are fighting in the name of social, political and economic justice, and although we may believe their view of ‘justice’ to be false and devilish, it is a vision for which they are prepared to die.”


			Before Vietnam he was sent to Japan in the wake of the atomic bomb attacks on Hiroshima and Nagasaki. “One month after the bomb, I walked through the streets of Hiroshima and I saw the utter devastation in every direction from nuclear power,” he told Sojourners Magazine in 1996.


			Mark Odom Hatfield was born in Dallas, Ore., on July 12, 1922. He graduated from Willamette University in Salem, Ore., in 1943, and taught political science there from 1949 to 1956. He began his political career in 1950, when he was elected to the State Legislature. He was elected secretary of state in 1956 and governor, for the first of two terms, in 1958.


			Mr. Hatfield worked well with a Democratic-led Legislature, concentrating on economic development. He brought industry to the state and helped local companies, especially the timber industry, supporting its requests for increased logging. He took credit for an increase of 138,000 jobs in his eight years in office while taxes remained lower than in other West Coast states.


			He also took leading roles in passing two state civil rights laws, drawing on an experience at Willamette, where he had the task of driving the singers Paul Robeson and Marian Anderson to Portland after performances because Salem hotels would not admit blacks. As a legislator in 1953, he managed the passage of a public-accommodations bill to bar such discrimination. As governor, he backed a fair housing law.


			Mr. Hatfield was a strong advocate of federal spending on medical research, motivated in part by his father’s Alzheimer’s disease and other relatives’ cancers. For his home state, he pushed for appropriations for the Oregon Health and Science University in Portland, and he backed bigger budgets for the National Institutes of Health and the creation of the institutes’ Office for Rare Diseases Research. Medical research, he wrote in 2001, is one of the few things “the government does extremely well.”


			In March 1996, he told the Senate that with the end of the cold war, “the Russians are not coming,” alluding to the 1960s film comedy “The Russians Are Coming, the Russians Are Coming.” Instead, he said, “the greatest enemy we face today, externally, is the viruses that are coming, the viruses are coming.” Money being spent on the military should be shifted to human needs, he argued.


			After he retired from the Senate, he remained a vocal advocate of spending at the health institutes, which named a facility for him, the Mark O. Hatfield Clinical Research Center.


			He is survived by his wife, the former Antoinette Kuzmanich, whom he married in 1958; two sons; two daughters; and seven grandchildren.


			One blemish on his Senate career came in 1992, when the Ethics Committee rebuked him for failing to disclose gifts from a former university president who had sought his support for a government grant. But the committee found that there had been no “quid pro quo,” and said his handling of the grant requests, from the University of South Carolina, had been routine.


			Mr. Hatfield, a prominent Baptist layman, frequently spoke before church groups, and his liberal positions were often criticized by religious conservatives. He called the movement’s growing role in the Republican Party an “embarrassment.” Still, he said, its influence on the party was not what he was concerned about.


			“What I’m really concerned about is the impact it’s having on the cause of Christ,” he said in the Sojourners interview, “that somehow I’m going to come into a relationship with Christ by agreeing to their political agenda. That is not the key to salvation from the biblical teaching.”


			— By Adam Clymer




			Budd Hopkins


			From Abstract Art to Alien Abductions


			June 15, 1931 - Aug. 21, 2011
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				Colorful VISION: Before becoming the father of the alien-abduction movement, Budd Hopkins was part of a celebrated circle of abstract artists that included Mark Rothko.


			


			Budd Hopkins, a distinguished Abstract Expressionist artist who — after what he described as a chance sighting of something flat, silver, airborne and unfathomable — became the father of the alien-abduction movement, died on Aug. 21 at his home in Manhattan. He was 80.


			A painter and sculptor, Mr. Hopkins was part of the circle of New York artists that in the 1950s and ’60s included Mark Rothko, Robert Motherwell and Franz Kline.


			His work — which by the late ’60s included Mondrian-like paintings of huge geometric forms anointed with flat planes of color — is in the collections of the Metropolitan Museum of Art and the Museum of Modern Art in New York, the Corcoran Gallery of Art in Washington and the British Museum.


			In later years Mr. Hopkins turned to large, quasi-architectural sculptures that seemed to spring from primordial myths. In 1985, reviewing one such piece, “Temple of Apollo With Guardian XXXXV” — it was part house of worship, part archaeological ruin, part sacrificial altar — Michael Brenson wrote in The New York Times:


			“If the work is about sacrifice and violence, it is also about ecstasy and illumination. In the course of trying to re-establish the broadest meaning of the abstract geometry that has fascinated so many 20th-century artists, Hopkins makes us consider that ritual, worship, cruelty and superstition have always been inseparable.”


			Some articles about Mr. Hopkins made much of the relationship between these pieces and his fascination with otherworldly visitors, for by then his books, lectures and television appearances had made him well known as a U.F.O. investigator. Mr. Hopkins, however, disavowed a connection.


			He was also quick to point out that he had never been abducted himself. But after what he described as his own U.F.O. sighting, on Cape Cod in 1964, he began gathering the stories of people who said they had not only seen spaceships but had also been spirited away in them on involuntary and unpleasant journeys.


			As the first person to collect and publish such stories in quantity, Mr. Hopkins is widely credited with having begun the alien-abduction movement, a subgenre of U.F.O. studies. High-profile writers on the subject, including Whitley Strieber and the Harvard psychiatrist John Mack, said he had ignited their interest in the field.


			In eliciting the narratives — many obtained under hypnosis — of people who said they had been abducted, Mr. Hopkins was struck by the recurrence of certain motifs: the lonely road, the dark of night, the burst of light, the sudden passage through the air and into a waiting craft, and above all the sense of time that could not be accounted for.


			He went in search of that lost time. What he found, in story after story, was this: The aliens were technically sophisticated, and many spoke improbably good English. They were short, bug-eyed, thin-lipped and gray-skinned. They stripped their subjects naked and probed them with instruments, often removing sperm or eggs.


			These narratives, Mr. Hopkins wrote, led him to a distasteful but inescapable conclusion: The aliens — or “visitors,” as he preferred to call them — were practicing a form of extraterrestrial eugenics, aiming to shore up their declining race by crossbreeding with Homo sapiens.


			In 1989 Mr. Hopkins founded the Intruders Foundation, based in Manhattan, to help sound the alarm.


			He wrote four books on the subject, including “Intruders: The Incredible Visitations at Copley Woods” (1987), which spent four weeks on the New York Times best-seller list and was the basis of a 1992 TV movie starring Richard Crenna.


			Mr. Hopkins’s work drew inevitable fire; in interviews he sometimes likened his attackers to Holocaust deniers, an analogy that incurred further criticism.


			Elliott Budd Hopkins was born on June 15, 1931, in Wheeling, W. Va., and at 2 survived polio. He earned a bachelor’s degree in art history from Oberlin College in 1953 and afterward settled in New York, where he soon made his artistic reputation.


			After the Cape Cod sighting he described — a silvery disc over Truro, Mass. — Mr. Hopkins began researching U.F.O.’s. In 1976 he published an article about abductions in The Village Voice, which led to an article in Cosmopolitan.


			The exposure drew sacks of letters from readers wondering if they too had been abducted, and his second career was born. By the 1980s, it had eclipsed the first.


			Mr. Hopkins’s three marriages, to Joan Baer, April Kingsley and Carol Rainey, ended in divorce. He is survived by his companion, Leslie Kean; a daughter from his marriage to Ms. Kingsley; a sister; and a grandchild. He died of complications of cancer.


			His memoir, “Art, Life and UFOs,” was published in 2009 by Anomalist Books.


			Unlike some writers in the genre who described their own abductions as spiritually transformative, Mr. Hopkins believed that no good could come of being the unwilling subject of a vast human genome project in the sky. He called his informants “victims” and ran group therapy sessions for them in New York.


			Many who shared their stories with Mr. Hopkins had no conscious memory of their abductions at first. But they had lived for years, he said, with the nagging feeling that somewhere, something in their lives had gone horribly wrong.


			Their condition, Mr. Hopkins said, was not as rare as one might suppose. By his reckoning, 1 in 50 Americans has been abducted by an alien and simply does not know it.


			— By Margalit Fox




			Nick Ashford


			The Power Couple From Motown


			May 4, 1941 - Aug. 22, 2011
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				MOTOWN HITMAKER: Nick Ashford and Valerie Simpson were one of the genre’s leading songwriting and producing teams, creating hits for superstars like Marvin Gaye.


			


			Nick Ashford, who with Valerie Simpson, his songwriting partner and later his wife, wrote some of Motown’s biggest hits, like “Ain’t No Mountain High Enough” and “Ain’t Nothing Like the Real Thing,” before they remade their careers as a recording and touring duo, died on Aug. 22 in a New York hospital. He was 70.


			Mr. Ashford had throat cancer and was undergoing treatment at the hospital, the music publicist Liz Rosenberg said.


			One of Motown’s leading songwriting and producing teams, Ashford & Simpson specialized in romantic duets of the most dramatic kind, professing the power of true love and the comforts of sweet talk. In “Ain’t No Mountain High Enough,” from 1967, lovers in close harmony proclaim their determination that “no wind, no rain, no winter’s cold, can stop me, baby,” while also making cuter promises like “If you’re ever in trouble, I’ll be there on the double.”


			The song was their first of several hits for Marvin Gaye and Tammi Terrell, who also sang the Ashford & Simpson songs “Your Precious Love,” “Ain’t Nothing Like the Real Thing” and “You’re All I Need to Get By.” After leaving the Supremes in 1970, Diana Ross sang their “Reach Out and Touch Somebody’s Hand,” and later that year her version of “Ain’t No Mountain High Enough” became her first No. 1 single as a solo artist.


			“They had magic, and that’s what creates those wonderful hits, that magic,” Verdine White of Earth, Wind and Fire told The Associated Press after learning of his friend’s death. “Without those songs, those artists wouldn’t have been able to go to the next level.”


			Nickolas Ashford was born on May 4, 1941, in Fairfield, S.C., and grew up in Willow Run, Mich., where his father, Calvin, was a construction worker. He got his musical start at Willow Run Baptist Church, singing and writing songs for the gospel choir. After briefly attending Eastern Michigan University, in Ypsilanti, he headed to New York, where he tried but failed to find success as a dancer.


			Mr. Ashford met Ms. Simpson in 1964 at White Rock Baptist Church in Harlem. He was homeless at the time; she was a 17-year-old recent high school graduate who was studying music. They began writing songs together, selling the first bunch for $64. In 1966, after Ray Charles sang “Let’s Go Get Stoned,” a song Ashford & Simpson wrote with Josephine Armstead, the duo signed on with Motown as writers and producers.


			They wrote for virtually every major act on the label, including Gladys Knight and the Pips (“Didn’t You Know You’d Have to Cry Sometime”) and Smokey Robinson and the Miracles (“Who’s Gonna Take the Blame”).


			While writing for Motown, Ashford & Simpson nursed a desire to perform, but Berry Gordy Jr., the founder of the label, discouraged it. They left the label in 1973 and married in 1974.


			Ashford & Simpson’s initial collaborations as recording artists sold poorly, but by the late ’70s they had become fixtures on the upper rungs of the rhythm-and-blues charts with songs like “Don’t Cost You Nothing,” “It Seems to Hang On” and “Found a Cure.” Their biggest success was “Solid,” from 1984, a paean to enduring love (“Solid as a rock/And nothing’s changed it/The thrill is still hot, hot, hot, hot, hot, hot, hot, hot”). It went to No. 12 on the pop chart in the United States and in Britain climbed as high as No. 3.


			They sang of monogamous devotion, and on their album covers the couple were usually pictured pulling each other close in various states of undress. But with his shock of slicked black hair, shirts open to the sternum and playful smile, Mr. Ashford also cut a perfect figure as a seducer for the swinging ’70s.


			They continued to write for other singers. “I’m Every Woman” was a hit for Chaka Khan in 1978, and later for Whitney Houston on the soundtrack to the 1992 film “The Bodyguard.”


			In 1996, they opened the Sugar Bar on West 72nd Street in Manhattan. In 2006 they received a credit on Amy Winehouse’s song “Tears Dry on Their Own,” which features a sample from “Ain’t No Mountain High Enough.”


			Mr. Ashford, who lived in Manhattan, is survived by Ms. Simpson as well as two daughters, three brothers and his mother.


			Ashford & Simpson toured throughout their career, their harmony and vocal interplay illustrating the passion of their lyrics and of their life together.


			“When Ms. Simpson sits down at the piano and begins to sing in a bright pop-gospel voice, unchanged since the 1970s,” Stephen Holden wrote in The New York Times in 2007, “she awakens the spirit and tosses it to Mr. Ashford, whose quirkier voice, with its airy falsetto, has gained in strength from the old days. Soon they are urging each other on. By the time their romantic relay winds to a close, both are sweating profusely, and the audience is delirious.”


			— By Ben Sisario




			Jerry Leiber


			Wordsmith of Rock ’n’ Roll


			April 25, 1933 - Aug. 22, 2011
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				SPIRITED LYRICIST: Jerry Leiber, right, looking over the sheet music for “Jailhouse Rock” alongside his partner Mike Stoller and Elvis Presley in 1957.


			


			Jerry Leiber, the lyricist who, with his partner, Mike Stoller, wrote some of the most enduring classics in the history of rock ’n’ roll, including “Hound Dog,” “Yakety Yak,” “Stand By Me” and “On Broadway,” died on Aug. 22 in Los Angeles. He was 78.


			The team of Leiber and Stoller was formed in 1950, when Mr. Leiber was still a student at Fairfax High in Los Angeles and Mr. Stoller, a fellow rhythm-and-blues fanatic, was a freshman at Los Angeles City College. With Mr. Leiber contributing catchy, street-savvy lyrics and Mr. Stoller, a pianist, composing infectious, bluesy tunes, they set about writing songs with black singers and groups in mind.


			In 1952, they wrote “Hound Dog” for the blues singer Willie Mae Thornton, known as Big Mama. The song became an enormous hit for Elvis Presley in 1956 and made Leiber and Stoller the hottest songwriting team in rock ’n’ roll, though they loathed Presley’s interpretation of it. Still, they continued to write songs for him, including “Jailhouse Rock,” “Loving You,” “Don’t,” “Treat Me Nice” and “King Creole.”


			In the late 1950s, having relocated to New York and taken their place among the constellation of talents associated with the Brill Building, they emerged as perhaps the most potent songwriting team in the genre.


			Their hits for the Drifters remain some of the most admired songs in the rock ’n’ roll canon, notably “On Broadway,” written with Barry Mann and Cynthia Weil. “Spanish Harlem,” which Mr. Leiber wrote with Phil Spector, gave Ben E. King his first hit after leaving the Drifters. Mr. King’s most famous recording, “Stand By Me,” was a Leiber-Stoller song on which he collaborated.


			They wrote a series of hits for the Coasters, including “Charlie Brown,” “Young Blood” with Doc Pomus, “Searchin’,” “Poison Ivy” and “Yakety Yak.”


			“Smokey Joe’s Cafe,” a 1954 hit written for the Robins, became the title of a Broadway musical based on the Leiber and Stoller songbook. In 1987, the partners were inducted into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame.


			“Jerry Leiber and Mike Stoller have written some of the most spirited and enduring rock ’n’ roll songs,” the hall said in a statement when they were inducted. “Leiber and Stoller advanced rock ’n’ roll to new heights of wit and musical sophistication.”


			Jerome Leiber was born on April 25, 1933, in Baltimore, where his parents, Jewish immigrants from Poland, ran a general store. When Jerry was 5, his father died and his mother tried, with little success, to run a small store in one of the city’s worst slums. When he was 12, she took him to Los Angeles.


			It was while attending Fairfax High in Los Angeles and working in Norty’s Record Shop that he met Lester Sill, a promoter for Modern Records, and confessed that he wanted to be a songwriter. After Sill urged him to find a pianist who could help him put his ideas onto sheet music, he met Mr. Stoller through a friend, and the two began writing together.


			“Often I would have a start, two or four lines,” Mr. Leiber told Robert Palmer, the author of “Baby, That Was Rock & Roll: The Legendary Leiber and Stoller” (1978). “Mike would sit at the piano and start to jam, just playing, fooling around, and I’d throw out a line. He’d accommodate the line — metrically, rhythmically.”


			Within a few years they had written modestly successful songs for several rhythm-and-blues singers: “K.C. Lovin’” for Little Willie Littlefield, which under the title “Kansas City” became a No. 1 hit for Wilbert Harrison in 1959.


			In 1952, Sill arranged for Mr. Leiber and Mr. Stoller to visit the bandleader Johnny Otis and to listen to several of the rhythm-and-blues acts who worked with him, including Big Mama Thornton, who sang “Ball and Chain” for them. Inspired, the partners went back to Mr. Stoller’s house and wrote “Hound Dog.”


			“I yelled, he played,” Mr. Leiber told Josh Alan Friedman, the author of “Tell the Truth Until They Bleed: Coming Clean in the Dirty World of Blues and Rock ’n’ Roll” (2008). “The groove came together and we finished in 12 minutes flat. I work fast. We raced right back to lay the song on Big Mama.”


			In 1953 they formed Spark Records, an independent label, with Sill, but without national distribution it failed to score major hits. Atlantic Records, which had bought the Leiber and Stoller song “Ruby Baby” and “Fools Fall in Love” for the Drifters, signed them to an unusual agreement that allowed them to produce for other labels. The golden age of Leiber and Stoller began.


			Their seemingly endless list of hit songs from this period included “Love Potion No. 9” for the Clovers (later a hit for the Searchers).


			In the mid-1960s, Mr. Leiber and Mr. Stoller concentrated on production. They founded Red Bird Records, where they turned out hit records by girl groups like the Dixie Cups (“Chapel of Love”) and the Shangri-Las (“Leader of the Pack,” “Walking in the Sand”).


			They sold the label in 1966 and worked as independent producers and writers. Peggy Lee, who had recorded their song “I’m a Woman” in 1963, recorded “Is That All There Is?” in 1969.


			Mr. Leiber, who died of cardio-pulmonary failure, is survived by three sons and two grandchildren. With Mr. Stoller and David Ritz, he wrote a 2009 memoir, “Hound Dog: The Leiber & Stoller Autobiography.”


			— By William Grimes




			Eugene A. Nida


			Bibles for a Babel-Like World


			Nov. 11, 1914 - Aug. 25, 2011 


			The Rev. Eugene A. Nida, a linguist and Baptist minister who spurred a Babel of Bibles, recruiting and training native speakers to translate Scripture into a host of languages around the world, died on Aug. 25 at his home in Madrid. He was 96.


			The American Bible Society, his longtime employer, announced the death. Mr. Nida, who also had a home in Brussels, had lived in Europe in retirement.


			Widely considered the father of modern Bible translation, Mr. Nida (pronounced NYE-duh) was for four decades the head of the Bible society’s translation program. He was known in particular for developing an approach to translation — and a method of training translators — that has influenced translators of religious and secular literature.


			What defined Mr. Nida’s work was his insistence that Bible translations be accessible to the people for whom they were intended. After joining the Bible society in 1943, he visited scores of countries, where he recruited native speakers and trained them as translators.


			Previously, most Bible translations had been done by Western missionaries, who rarely had great familiarity with the local language. Not surprisingly, the word-for-word translations that resulted were often stiff, unpalatable and largely inaccessible.


			“The genius of Nida was that he also developed a pedagogical approach,” Philip C. Stine, the author of a biography, “Let the Words Be Written: The Lasting Influence of Eugene A. Nida,” said in a telephone interview. “You could take people with very unsophisticated linguistic backgrounds and actually train them, using Nida’s methods.”


			Drawing on linguistics, anthropology and communication science, Mr. Nida devised an approach to translation known as “dynamic equivalence.” (It was later called “functional equivalence.”)


			Dynamic equivalence was intended to produce translations that read naturally, were rooted in the local idiom and yet retained fealty to the original Scripture. The approach, which took as its starting point Hebrew and Greek biblical texts, centered, quite literally, on the art of faithful adaptation.


			Traversing the globe by plane, train and canoe, Mr. Nida set in motion the painstaking process of translating Scripture into more than 200 languages, among them Navajo; Tagalog and Ilocano, spoken in the Philippines; Quechua, an indigenous language of Peru; Hmong, spoken in Southeast Asia; and Inuktitut, an indigenous language of the Canadian Arctic.


			Mr. Nida also played an active role in creating the Good News Bible, a colloquial English-language edition produced by the Bible society and published in two volumes — the New Testament in 1966, and the combined Old and New Testaments in 1976.


			Sometimes criticized for its linguistic simplicity (“Behold the fowls of the air,” for instance, became “Look at the birds flying around”), the Good News Bible was originally intended for speakers of English as a second language. Embraced in unanticipated droves by native English speakers, it has sold millions of copies.


			Eugene Albert Nida was born in Oklahoma City on Nov. 11, 1914. He earned a bachelor’s degree in classics from the University of California, Los Angeles, followed by a master’s in New Testament Greek from the University of Southern California. In 1943, he earned a doctorate in linguistics from the University of Michigan and was also ordained as a minister.


			Traversing the globe by plane, train, and canoe.


			One of his first tasks at the Bible society, as he recounted in a memoir, “Fascinated by Languages” (2003), was evaluating a translation of the Gospel of Mark into Yipounou, a language of Gabon, in West Africa.


			In linguistics, Mr. Nida did important early work in morphology, which studies the internal architecture of words.


			Mr. Nida’s first wife, Althea Sprague, died before him. His survivors include his second wife, Elena Fernandez-Miranda, and stepchildren. Information on other survivors was not available.


			Translated back into English, some of the Bible passages produced using Mr. Nida’s method yield a resonant poetry. As The New York Times reported in a 1955 article about his work, “‘I am sorrowful’ gets a variety of translations for tribes within a small area of central Africa: ‘My eye is black,’ ‘My heart is rotten,’ ‘My stomach is heavy’ or ‘My liver is sick.’”


			— By Margalit Fox




			Stetson Kennedy


			He Rode With the Klan, and Exposed It


			Oct. 5, 1916 - Aug. 27, 2011
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				UNDERCOVER KLANSMAN: Stetson Kennedy’s infiltration of the K.K.K. led to an investigation by the I.R.S. and a revocation of the Klan’s national corporate charter.


			


			Stetson Kennedy, a folklorist and social crusader who infiltrated the Ku Klux Klan in the 1940s and wrote a lurid exposé of its activities, “I Rode With the Ku Klux Klan,” died on Aug. 27 in St. Augustine, Fla. He was 94.


			Mr. Kennedy developed his sense of racial injustice early. A native of Jacksonville, Fla., he saw the hardships of black Floridians when he knocked on doors collecting payments for his father’s furniture store. His social concerns developed further when he began collecting folklore data for the Federal Writers’ Project in Key West, Tampa and camps for turpentine workers in north Florida, where conditions were close to slavery.


			After being rejected by the Army because of a bad back, he threw himself into unmasking the Ku Klux Klan as well as the Columbians, a Georgia neo-Nazi group. He was inspired in part by a tale told by an interview subject whose friend had been the victim of a racial murder in Key West.


			As an agent for the Georgia Bureau of Investigation, Mr. Kennedy, by his own account, infiltrated the Klavern in Stone Mountain and worked as a Klavalier, or Klan strong-arm man. He leaked his findings to, among others, the Washington Post columnist Drew Pearson, the Anti-Defamation League and the producers of the radio show “Superman,” who used information about the Klan’s rituals and code words in a multi-episode story titled “Clan of the Fiery Cross.”


			In a celebrated exploit, he stole financial information from a wastebasket outside the office of the Klan’s Imperial Wizard, Sam Roper, in Atlanta.


			The information led the Internal Revenue Service to challenge the group’s status as a charitable organization and demand nearly $700,000 in back taxes. He helped draft the brief that Georgia used to revoke the Klan’s national corporate charter in 1947.


			After writing a series of articles on the Klan for the left-wing newspaper The Daily Compass — some with datelines like “Inside the Invisible Empire” and “Somewhere in Klan Territory” — he published “I Rode With the Ku Klux Klan” in 1954. It was republished in 1990 as “The Klan Unmasked.”


			In 2006, Stephen J. Dubner and Steven D. Levitt, the authors of “Freakonomics,” reported in The New York Times that Mr. Kennedy had greatly exaggerated and dramatized his Klan-busting. The authors had interviewed Mr. Kennedy for their book and used his information about Klan symbolism, language and gestures to illustrate an economic point, but in telling Mr. Kennedy’s story they elicited new interest in his claims, especially from a Florida writer, Ben Green.


			Mr. Green, while researching the life of Harry T. Moore, a black civil rights advocate murdered in 1952, and collaborating for a time with Mr. Kennedy on the project, read Mr. Kennedy’s archives in Atlanta and at the Schomburg Center for Research in Black Culture in Harlem.


			Mr. Green concluded that Mr. Kennedy had relied heavily on the experiences of a man identified by the pseudonym John Brown, a union worker and former Klan official who had changed his ways and offered to infiltrate the Klan. Mr. Kennedy later confirmed that he had relied in part on an informant and that he had woven some of his testimony into his first-person account to make it more compelling. But he was unapologetic.


			“I wanted to show what was happening at the time,” he told The Florida Times-Union of Jacksonville in 2006. “Who gives a damn how it’s written? It is the one and only document of the working Klan.”


			William Stetson Kennedy was born on Oct. 5, 1916, in Jacksonville, where he developed an interest in local turns of phrase and sayings that he called “folksays,” jotting them down in notebooks.


			While attending the University of Florida, where he took a writing course with Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings, he struck out on his own to do field work in Key West. There he married the first of his seven wives, a Cuban who gave him entree into the local émigré community for his folklore work. While gathering material for the Federal Writers’ Project, he traveled across Florida with the writer Zora Neale Hurston.


			His Florida research found its way into “Palmetto Country” (1942), a folkloric survey of territory from southern Alabama and Georgia down to Key West, and the series American Folkways, edited by Erskine Caldwell. In 1994 he returned to folklore in “South Florida Folklife,” written with Peggy Bulger and Tina Bucuvalas, and “Grits and Grunts: Folkloric Key West” (2008).


			Most of his writing was devoted to campaigns for social justice. A series on racial segregation written with Elizabeth Gardner for The Daily Compass in 1949 formed the basis of “Jim Crow Guide to the U.S.A.” His other books included “Passage to Violence” (1954), a fictionalized version of his Klan experiences; “Southern Exposure” (1946); and “After Appomattox: How the South Won the War” (1995).


			In addition to his wife, Sandra Parks, Mr. Kennedy is survived by a son, a grandson and several stepchildren.


			Mr. Kennedy pursued the Klan and racist politicians through a variety of means. In 1950 he ran a write-in campaign for senator. Woody Guthrie, who lived on Mr. Kennedy’s lakeside property near Jacksonville, writing 88 songs there, composed a campaign song for him, titled “Stetson Kennedy,” declaring:


			Stetson Kennedy, he’s that man;


			Walks and talks across our land;


			Talkin’ out against the Ku Klux Klan.


			For every fiery cross and note;


			I’ll get Kennedy a hundred votes.


			Ridicule, too, formed part of Mr. Kennedy’s arsenal. In 1947 he tried, unsuccessfully, to incorporate his own shadow Klan so that he could sue the real Klan whenever it used the same name. He appointed himself Imperial Wizard and installed, as senior officers, an African-American, a Roman Catholic, a Jew, a Japanese-American and a Cherokee.


			— By William Grimes




			Keith W. Tantlinger


			A Simple Invention, a Shipping Revolution


			March 22, 1919 - Aug. 27, 2011
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				OUTSIDE THE BOX: Keith W. Tantlinger created the first commercially viable modern shipping container.


			


			Nearly six decades ago, Keith W. Tantlinger built a box — or, more accurately, the corners of a box. It was a seemingly small invention, but a vital one: it set in motion a chain of events that changed the way people buy and sell things, transformed the means by which nations do business and ultimately gave rise to the present-day global economy.


			Mr. Tantlinger’s box, large, heavy and metal, is known as the shipping container. Though he did not invent it (such containers had been in use at least since the 19th century to haul heavy cargo like coal), he is widely credited with having created, in the 1950s, the first commercially viable modern one.


			The crucial refinements he made — including a corner mechanism that locks containers together — allowed them to be hefted by crane, stacked high in ships and transferred from shipboard to trucks and trains far more easily, and cheaply, than ever before.


			Thus, without ever intending to, Mr. Tantlinger, an engineer who died at 92 on Aug. 27 and who had long worked out of the limelight, helped bring about the vast web of international trade that is a fact of 21st-century life. More than any other innovation, the modern shipping container — by turns venerated and castigated — is now acknowledged to have been the spark that touched off globalization.


			As Marc Levinson, the author of “The Box: How the Shipping Container Made the World Smaller and the World Economy Bigger” (2006), said in a telephone interview after Mr. Tantlinger’s death, “The scale of modern container shipping would not have been possible without Tantlinger’s innovations.”


			He explained: “Most consumer goods, by a wide margin, come in by ship. Containerization made it possible to ship goods very long distances at very low costs. Globalization in the way we know it today just would not be possible without the container.”


			Mr. Tantlinger’s work is everywhere. Thanks to the stacking and locking mechanisms he devised, a ship can now carry thousands of containers at once. Tens of millions of shipping containers roam the world today, filled with lumber, coal and hay, not to mention computers and cars. Refrigerated containers carry seafood, meat and other perishables across previously unimaginable distances.


			Until the mid-1950s, however, seaborne cargo transport had changed little since the day man first lashed together a raft, stocked it with trade goods and set out for distant shores. For centuries, on waterfronts worldwide, goods as diverse as flour, coffee, whiskey and mail were literally manhandled — loaded by longshoremen onto ships in sacks and crates and barrels and, at the other end, loaded off again.


			The method was expensive and took time. In 1954, Mr. Levinson’s book reports, the cargo ship Warrior left Brooklyn for Germany carrying 194,582 separate items. These had arrived at the Brooklyn docks in 1,156 separate shipments.


			Containerization unified the process, letting a single shipper move merchandise across land and sea. In 1958, The New York Times described the new technology this way:


			“A trailer is loaded, for example, in Springfield, Mo. It travels by road to New York or San Francisco, sealed, virtually damage-proof and theft-proof. By ship it goes to France or to Japan, eliminating warehousing, stacking and sorting. Each ship takes on her cargo with a few hundred lifts, compared to 5,000 individual lifts by the old method.”


			But designing a container 40 feet long and 8 or 9 feet tall that could be safely stacked six high on a rolling ship was no simple task. That was where Mr. Tantlinger came in.


			The son of a citrus grower, Keith Walton Tantlinger was born in Orange, Calif., on March 22, 1919. (The family name is pronounced TANT-lin-gurr, with a hard “g.”)


			Mr. Tantlinger earned a bachelor’s degree in mechanical engineering from the University of California, Berkeley. During World War II he worked for the Douglas Aircraft Company, a precursor of McDonnell Douglas, where he designed tools used to produce the B-17 bomber.


			In the mid-1950s, Mr. Tantlinger — then vice president of engineering at Brown Industries, a maker of truck trailers in Spokane, Wash. — took a call from the Pan-Atlantic Steamship Corporation. The company’s owner, Malcolm P. McLean, wanted to devise a way to stack loaded trailers, minus the trucks, directly on ships.


			Mr. McLean, who died in 2001 and is sometimes called the father of containerization, had been a trucking magnate. After buying Pan-Atlantic in 1955, he sought to make possible the seamless integration of land and sea transport for a wide range of cargo.


			Intrigued by the challenge of making Mr. McLean’s pipe dream a mechanical reality, Mr. Tantlinger joined Pan-Atlantic, later renamed Sea-Land Service. Among the foremost problems he would have to solve was devising a safe means of stacking shipping containers many layers high.


			He designed a set of steel fittings, which were welded to each corner of a container. Each fitting contained a hole into which a lock he designed, called a twist-lock, could be dropped. A second container could then be stacked atop the first, a handle turned, and the two locked together. The process could be repeated, building a tall stack.


			Cranes could latch directly onto Mr. Tantlinger’s corner fittings, neatly lifting containers on and off ships. His twist-lock could also be used to secure a container to a truck chassis or a railroad car.


			In the early 1960s, Mr. Tantlinger prevailed on Mr. McLean to relinquish the patents to the corner fittings and twist-lock, permitting them be used industrywide.


			In later years, Mr. Tantlinger held executive positions with the Fruehauf Trailer Company and the Rohr Corporation, an aerospace manufacturer, before starting his own consulting concern.


			Mr. Tantlinger died at his home in Escondido, Calif. His first marriage, to Marjorie Cunningham, ended in divorce. He is survived by his second wife, the former Wanda Gunnell Delinger, whom he married in 1981; a daughter from his first marriage; a stepson; and two grandchildren.


			In 2009, he was awarded the Gibbs Brothers Medal, presented by the National Academy of Sciences for outstanding contributions in naval architecture and marine engineering.


			Like many innovations, containerization has had its detractors. Longshoremen’s unions worldwide vehemently opposed it at first, staging a series of bitter strikes. In the wake of the Sept. 11 attacks, United States officials have voiced concerns that terrorists, or the instruments of terror, might reach American shores inside shipping containers.


			There is also a direct link between containerization and the decline of American manufacturing. “Manhattan used to be one of the great garment centers in the world,” Mr. Levinson said. “That went away because of the container. It was cheaper to have apparel made in Asia and ship it to Macy’s in Herald Square than to have apparel made in the Garment District.”


			On the other hand, Mr. Levinson said, containerization has made a profusion of low-cost goods available to consumers.


			“Right now, shipping costs for most of the goods we import and export by sea are just an afterthought,” he said. “They’re not really a big part of the cost of your shoes, or your bottle of Australian wine, or that nice blouse you just got from China.”


			And all this sprang — improbably, unimaginably and indisputably — from a set of steel corners and a lock, conceived by a man who built a better box.


			— By Margalit Fox




			John Cullen


			On a Foggy Night, War Came to Long Island


			Oct. 2, 1920 - Aug. 29, 2011
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				‘SAND POUNDING’ HERO: John Cullen received the Legion of Merit after stumbling upon German spies on a Long Island beach during a late-night Coast Guard patrol.


			


			In the spring of 1942, Seaman John Cullen was assigned to one of the Coast Guard’s less glamorous tasks in an America newly at war.


			Seaman Cullen was a “sand pounder,” the term for Coast Guardsmen who patrolled beaches looking for signs of lurking German submarines or perhaps someone or something suspicious on the sand.


			“Once in a while you might run into somebody, but very rare,” Mr. Cullen told a Coast Guard oral history interviewer in 2006, recalling his patrols on the eastern Long Island shore near his station at Amagansett.


			On Saturday the 13th of June ’42, Seaman Cullen was on patrol about a half-hour past midnight, when it was “so foggy that I couldn’t see my shoes.”


			He spotted a figure in the mist and the outlines of three others behind him. “Who are you?” he called out, shining his flashlight at the group, his Coast Guard insignia visible.


			The man closest to him said that he and his companions were fishermen who had run aground. He spoke English well enough, but one of the others, dragging a bag, shouted something in German.


			Seaman Cullen, “armed” with only a flare gun for sending signals, figured they were surely German spies and fled, heading back to his station to sound an alarm. Later he led some fellow Coast Guardsmen to the spot where he had come across the four. They were long gone, but the Coast Guard dug up explosives they had buried.


			Thus began a hunt for saboteurs who had been sent to the United States on U-boats by the German military spy service in a plot to blow up rail facilities and war-industry plants.


			Eight men — the four who landed on Long Island and another four who arrived in Florida — were arrested before any sabotage could be carried out, and Seaman Cullen became a hero.


			Mr. Cullen, who was 90, died of congestive heart failure on Aug. 29 in Chesapeake, Va. He had retired there with his wife, Alice, in the early 1990s after working as a dairy company sales representative on Long Island and living there in Westbury.


			John Cornelius Cullen was born on Oct. 2, 1920, in Manhattan and grew up in Queens. He enlisted in the Coast Guard a few weeks after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.


			A few minutes after he discovered the supposed fishermen on that foggy night in 1942, the leader of the group, dropping all pretence, asked Seaman Cullen if he had a mother and father who would presumably grieve for him. The man did not display a weapon but said, “I wouldn’t want to have to kill you.”


			Then the tone changed. The man offered Seaman Cullen what he said was $300 in American money. “Why don’t you forget the whole thing?,” the man said. Seeing a chance to escape, Seaman Cullen took the money, promised he would never identify the men and ran back to get help. (He then found he was shortchanged; he had been given $260.)


			The four German agents, minus their explosives, took the Long Island Rail Road into Manhattan that morning, arriving at Pennsylvania Station. A week later, the group’s leader, George Dasch, shaken by his encounter with Seaman Cullen, traveled to Washington and surrendered to the F.B.I., hoping he would be regarded as a hero in America by exposing the plot.


			That led to the roundup of his fellow conspirators in Operation Pastorius, named for Franz Pastorius, who in 1683 led the first German settlement in America.


			At a secret military trial in Washington, Seaman Cullen identified Mr. Dasch as the man he had encountered on the beach. Six of the eight saboteurs were executed on Aug. 8, 1942. Mr. Dasch and another conspirator who cooperated were given prison terms and deported to West Germany after World War II.


			Seaman Cullen became enveloped in the Coast Guard’s publicity machine. He was presented at news conferences to tell of his adventure; appeared at parades, ship launchings and war-bond drives; and received the Legion of Merit. He remained stateside throughout the war as a driver for high-ranking Coast Guard officers, then left military service. He is survived by his wife, Alice; a son; a daughter; two sisters; five grandchildren; and six great-grandchildren.


			During the hullaballoo over the spy story, a personnel employee at Macy’s in Herald Square who had hired Mr. Cullen as a deliveryman’s helper before his Coast Guard enlistment described him to The New Yorker as “a thoroughly wholesome, typically American boy” with “a modest demeanor.”


			Seaman Cullen played down the hero angle when he appeared at a Coast Guard news conference in 1942. “The German fellow was nervous,” he said, “but I think I was more nervous.”


			— By Richard Goldstein




			David Honeyboy Edwards 


			Up From the Delta, Singing the Blues


			June 28, 1915 - Aug. 29, 2011
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				PERENNIAL SIDEMAN: David Honeyboy Edwards played with everyone from Charley Patton to Muddy Waters. His career lasted over eight decades and took him across the country.


			


			David Honeyboy Edwards, who is believed to have been the last surviving member of the first generation of Delta blues singers, died on Aug. 29 at his home in Chicago. He was 96.


			Mr. Edwards’s career spanned nearly the entire recorded history of the blues, from its early years in the Mississippi Delta to its migration to the nightclubs of Chicago and its emergence as an international phenomenon.


			Over eight decades Mr. Edwards knew or played his guitar with virtually every major figure who worked in the idiom, including Charley Patton, Muddy Waters and Howlin’ Wolf. He was probably best known as the last living link to Robert Johnson, widely hailed as the King of the Delta Blues. The two traveled together, performing on street corners and at picnics, dances and fish fries during the 1930s.


			“We would walk through the country with our guitars on our shoulders, stop at people’s houses, play a little music, walk on,” Mr. Edwards said in an interview with the blues historian Robert Palmer, recalling his peripatetic years with Johnson. “We could hitchhike, transfer from truck to truck, or, if we couldn’t catch one of them, we’d go to the train yard, ’cause the railroad was all through that part of the country then.” He added, “Man, we played for a lot of peoples.”


			Mr. Edwards had earlier apprenticed with the country bluesman Big Joe Williams. Unlike Williams and many of his other peers, however, Mr. Edwards did not record commercially until after World War II. Field recordings he made for the Library of Congress under the supervision of the folklorist Alan Lomax in 1942 are the only documents of Mr. Edwards’s music from his years in the Delta.


			Citing the interplay between his coarse, keening vocals and his syncopated “talking” guitar on recordings like “Wind Howling Blues,” many historians regard these performances as classic examples of the deep, down-home blues that shaped rhythm and blues and rock ’n’ roll.


			Mr. Edwards was especially renowned for his intricate fingerpicking and his slashing bottleneck-slide guitar work. Though he played in much the same traditional style throughout his career, he also had the distinction of being one of the first Delta blues musicians to perform with a saxophonist and drummer.


			David Edwards was born June 28, 1915, in Shaw, Miss., in the Delta region. His parents, who worked as sharecroppers, gave him the nickname Honey, which later became Honeyboy. His mother played the guitar; his father, a fiddler and guitarist, performed at local social events. He also bought David his first guitar and taught him to play traditional folk ballads.


			Mr. Edwards’s first real exposure to the blues came in 1929, when the celebrated country bluesman Tommy Johnson came to pick cotton at Wildwood Plantation, the farm near Greenwood where the Edwards family lived at the time.


			“They’d pick cotton all through the day, and at night they’d sit around and play the guitars,” Mr. Edwards recalled in his autobiography, “The World Don’t Owe Me Nothing” (1997). “Drinking that white whiskey, that moonshine, I’d just sit and look at them. I’d say, ‘I wish I could play.’”


			After spending the better part of two decades as an itinerant musician, Mr. Edwards made Chicago his permanent home in the 1950s. He performed frequently in its clubs and at the open-air market on Maxwell Street, but he recorded only sporadically during his first years there, notably for the independent Artist and Chess labels.


			Mr. Edwards achieved new popularity during the blues revival of the 1960s. Near the end of the decade he appeared with Willie Dixon and Buddy Guy on sessions that produced both volumes of the album “Blues Jam in Chicago” by the British rock band Fleetwood Mac.


			In 1972 Mr. Edwards met Michael Frank, a blues aficionado and harmonica player, who would be his booking agent, manager and collaborator, on both stage and record, for the rest of his life.


			Mr. Edwards was elected to the Blues Hall of Fame in 1996 and named a National Heritage Fellow by the National Endowment for the Arts in 2002. In 2007 he appeared as himself in the movie “Walk Hard: The Dewey Cox Story.”


			Survivors include a daughter, a stepdaughter and several grandchildren.


			Mr. Edwards won a Grammy Award in 2008 for the album “Last of the Great Mississippi Delta Bluesmen: Live in Dallas,” a collaboration with Henry Townsend, Pinetop Perkins (who died in March 2011) and Robert Lockwood Jr. He won a lifetime achievement Grammy in 2010.


			He was still playing as many as 100 shows a year when he stopped touring, in 2008, though he continued to perform occasionally until this year. His last appearance was in April, at a blues festival in Clarksdale, Miss.


			— By Bill Friskics-Warren




			Betty Skelton


			Breaking Barriers With Wheels or Wings


			June 28, 1926 - Aug. 31, 2011
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				THE WORLD’S FASTEST WOMAN: Betty Skelton was a three-time national aerobatic flight champion and crossed the country in a Corvette in under 57 hours. She even flirted with space flight.


			


			The “inverted ribbon cut” was one of her most daring maneuvers. In her single-seat, open-cockpit biplane, Betty Skelton would fly upside down at 150 miles per hour or so, maybe 10 feet above the ground, and slice through a ribbon stretched between two poles.


			In a race car, she set women’s land-speed records. In one 1956 event, she hit 145.044 m.p.h. in her Corvette on the sand flats of Daytona Beach, Fla. (The men’s record at the time was just 3 m.p.h. faster.)


			Whether in the air or on land, Ms. Skelton, who died on Aug. 31 at the age of 85, was a celebrated daredevil who shattered speed and altitude records. She was a three-time national aerobatic women’s flight champion when she turned to race-car driving, then went on to exceed 300 m.p.h. in a jet-powered car and cross the United States in under 57 hours, breaking a record each time.


			“In an era when heroes were race pilots, jet jocks and movie stars, Betty Skelton was an aviation sweetheart, an international celebrity and a flying sensation,” Henry Holden wrote in his 1994 biography, “Betty Skelton: The First Lady of Firsts.” Her “enviable record is still recognized today by pilots and competitors.”


			She also broke gender barriers.


			“Betty proved that women were capable of professional aerobatic flight competition,” said Dorothy Cochrane, curator of general aviation at the National Air and Space Museum of the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, where Ms. Skelton’s Pitts S-1C plane, Little Stinker, hangs near the entrance, upside down. “She paved the way for women like Betty Stewart, Mary Gaffney and Patty Wagstaff, who in 1991 became the first woman to win the national championship competing against both men and women.”


			In 1960, Ms. Skelton appeared on the cover of Look magazine, in an astronaut’s flight suit. The headline asked, “Should a Girl Be First in Space?”


			Ms. Skelton, who never grew beyond 5-foot-3 and about 100 pounds, acquired her passion for speed as an 8-year-old redhead sitting on her porch in Pensacola, Fla., finding herself riveted by the pilots from the nearby Navy base swooping overhead. Entering competitive flying, however, she was matched only against other women. She won the United States Feminine Aerobatic Championship in 1948, 1949 and 1950.


			While the gender divide has disappeared — men and women both compete in what are now known as the United States National Aerobatic Championships — the maneuvers required to win the title are essentially the same as those in Ms. Skelton’s day.


			One is the hammerhead, in which the pilot soars vertically to a certain altitude, snaps the plane 180 degrees and roars straight down before pulling up. Judges also rate precision in the triple snap roll, which requires three horizontal 360-degree rolls while maintaining altitude. Another feat is the outside loop, a circle flown around a point in the sky with the cockpit facing outward.


			“Difficult in an open-air cockpit like Betty’s Pitts,” Ms. Cochrane said.


			Difficult, too, on the day in 1949 when Ms. Skelton became the first woman to perform the inverted ribbon cut at an airfield in Oshkosh, Wis. In an oral history for the National Aeronautics and Space Administration in 1999, she recalled how risky the maneuver was.


			The first time she tried it, she said, “I misjudged slightly and flew underneath the ribbon, which put me even closer to the ground.”


			“I never made that mistake again.”


			In her six years as a competitive pilot, Ms. Skelton set women’s records for light planes. In one, in 1951, she reached 29,050 feet in a Piper Cub at an airfield in Tampa, Fla. She traveled around the country in the air-show circuit, performing what she declined to call stunts.


			“I considered it an art,” she said, “and I spent a great deal of time trying to convince people that it was not simply diving to thrill a crowd, to make a lot of noise and to put out a lot of smoke. It was an art that took many thousands of hours to perfect.”


			By 1951, Ms. Skelton had become friends with Bill France Sr., a founder of Nascar. He had little difficulty persuading her to slip behind the wheel of a stock car during Speed Week at Daytona Beach. She went on to set a series of women’s land-speed records.


			Ms. Skelton appeared on the cover of Look magazine with the headline, “Should a Girl Be First in Space?”


			In addition to the 145.044 m.p.h. she reached in her Corvette in 1956, she set a transcontinental speed record (for both sexes) that year, driving from New York to Los Angeles in 56 hours, 58 minutes. In 1965, on the Bonneville Salt Flats in Utah, she took a jet car, the Green Monster Cyclops, to a top speed of 315.74 m.p.h.


			By then, she had also become the first woman to be hired as a test driver in the auto industry and a spokeswoman for Chevrolet, appearing at auto shows and in national print advertisements and television commercials.


			At news conferences, she was often asked, “What makes you tick?”


			“My heart makes me tick” was her ready response, she said in the 1999 interview, “and it’s my heart that makes me do these things. I don’t think I have any better answer than that, except that everyone is built a little differently, and my heart and my will and my desires are mixed up with challenge.”


			Born on June 28, 1926, in Pensacola, she took her first solo flight at 12, not old enough under the law. She was already enthralled by those overhead Navy flights (and model planes and aviation magazines) when her parents, David and Myrtle Skelton, began taking her to a local airport and allowing her to hop rides on private planes.


			She soloed legally on her 16th birthday and soon after earned her license. An aerobatic pilot, Clem Whittenback, taught her how to do a loop and roll for a charity air show that her father was organizing.


			Ms. Skelton was inducted into 10 halls of fame, including the International Aerobatic Hall of Fame in 1988 and the Corvette Hall of Fame in 2001. She died at her home in The Villages, Fla. Her first husband, Donald Frankman, died in 2001. She later married Allan Erde, her sole immediate survivor.


			In 1991, when Patty Wagstaff became the first woman to win the American aerobatics championship in a competition with men, Ms. Skelton sent her a letter, at one point referring to the plane she had flown to fame. “Receiving my first Medicare card a few months ago was not much of a thrill,” Ms. Skelton wrote. “I wanted to burn it immediately and go out and buy a Pitts!”


			Well into her 80s, she continued to drive her Corvette.


			— By Dennis Hevesi
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			Ralph J. Lomma


			Spouting Whales Were Par for the Course


			March 13, 1924 - Sept. 12, 2011
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				MINI-GOLF MOGUL: Ralph J. Lomma brought miniature golf to the masses in the mid-1950s.


			


			Ralph J. Lomma, who at midcentury helped set the static pastime of miniature golf in motion, letting players tilt at windmills, shoot across rising drawbridges and, at game’s end, watch the ball vanish forever into the maw of a voracious clown, died on Sept. 12 in Scranton, Pa. He was 87.


			Mr. Lomma (pronounced LOW-muh) did not invent miniature golf: the game, originally genteelly landscaped, has its roots in 19th-century Britain. Nor was he the first to seed the courses with whimsical figures like castles and gnomes.


			But Mr. Lomma and his brother Alphonse are widely credited with having shaped the game’s familiar postwar incarnation by giving those figures moving parts, a distinguishing feature of the first miniature golf course they opened, in Scranton, in the mid-1950s.


			They also were among the first people to mass-produce and sell its components (including artificial greens and obstacles like revolving wagon wheels and flashing traffic lights), which let operators install the courses relatively cheaply.


			As a result, the Lomma brothers — responsible for thousands of miniature golf courses around the world — helped make the game a mass entertainment for the entire family on par with bowling or drive-in movies. Miniature golf’s sheer ubiquity, enduring popularity and satisfyingly campy appearance are largely owed to them, historians of the game say.


			During much of the early 20th century, miniature golf in the United States was simply a scaled-down version of the real thing. Early courses could be lavish, in their small way, with sand traps, water hazards and gracious shrubbery.


			In the 1920s, when the game was intensely in vogue, its reach broadened, with simple courses found in suburban parks, on urban rooftops and in empty lots across America.


			By the late ’20s, some courses had begun to be adorned with sculptural figures like horses and whales. But for the most part, the figures just sat there, meant more to divert the eye than to challenge the players.


			Ralph John Lomma was born in Scranton on March 13, 1924. He served in the Pacific with the Army Air Corps in World War II and afterward studied architecture at the University of Scranton.


			The Lomma brothers opened their first miniature golf course after taking shrewd note of the fixed quality of existing courses. Ralph conceived many of the obstacles — his whale spouted water when a ball was hit through — and Alphonse did the mechanical engineering.


			The moving figures were intended to catch the eye of passing motorists. They also made the game more involving, forcing players to time their swings, for instance, so that the ball might sail cleanly between a windmill’s passing blades.


			The brothers’ company, Lomma Miniature Golf, has sold more than 5,000 indoor and outdoor courses in countries around the world, including Kenya, Vietnam and China.


			Over the years, their work influenced that of other miniature golf course designers; the tens of thousands of courses in the world today, with their lavish designs and huge moving figures, are in a sense the Lomma brothers’ cultural heirs.


			Ralph Lomma’s other ventures included the development of residential communities in Pennsylvania and Florida and the Elk Mountain Ski Resort in Union Dale, Pa.


			Mr. Lomma’s first marriage ended in divorce. He is survived by his second wife, the former Joyce Jean Hydeck; their son; and a grandchild.


			Among the miniature golf innovations his father claimed with greatest pride, Jonathan Lomma said, was the insatiable clown at the end of the course.


			— By Margalit Fox
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			A Pop Art Pioneer Hired by the Beatles


			Feb. 24, 1922 - Sept. 13, 2011
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				Everyday objects: Richard Hamilton’s art explored consumer culture (and wound up in stores as ‘The White Album’).


			


			Richard Hamilton, a British painter and printmaker whose sly, trenchant take on consumer culture and advertising made him a pioneering figure in Pop Art and who found a bit of pop music fame by designing the cover of the Beatles’ “White Album,” died on Sept. 13 at his home near Oxford. He was 89.


			In the grim, rationed Britain of the early 1950s, Mr. Hamilton joined a circle of fellow artists, critics and architects at the Institute of Contemporary Arts to discuss the place of new technology, advertising and mass culture in modern art.


			When the Independent Group, as it was known, organized the groundbreaking exhibition “This Is Tomorrow” at the Whitechapel Gallery in 1956, Mr. Hamilton contributed a 10-inch-by-9-inch collage, “Just What Is It That Makes Today’s Homes So Different, So Appealing?”


			Using images cut from mass-circulation magazines, the collage depicted a nude bodybuilder and a nude woman, posing alluringly on a sofa with a lampshade on her head, in a living room stocked with the goods and emblems of the postwar good life, American-style. A canned ham sits on an end table. A cover of Young Romance magazine is framed on the wall. The man holds a giant Tootsie Pop, with the word “Pop” occupying the center of the collage at eye level.


			It became his most famous work, often referred to as the first example of Pop Art.


			“Such was the success of this tiny and painstaking collocation that many people are still stuck with the idea of Hamilton as the man who single-handedly laid down the terms within which Pop Art was to operate,” the critic John Russell wrote in the catalog for a 1973 Hamilton retrospective at the Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum in New York.


			With the stated mission of expressing, and critiquing, the essence of consumer culture, which he described as “popular, transient, expendable, low-cost, mass-produced, young, witty, sexy, gimmicky, glamorous and big business,” Mr. Hamilton went on to create many of the paintings that defined first-generation British Pop Art.


			Notable among these were “Hommage à Chrysler Corp.,” in which the seductive curves of a car bumper and headlights blend with the ghostly image of a red-lipsticked Venus, and “She,” in which a toaster, vacuum cleaner, refrigerator and breasts float in a consumer dreamspace that Mr. Hamilton regarded with a certain ambivalence.


			“It looks as though the painting is a sardonic comment on our society,” Mr. Hamilton wrote of “She” in Architectural Design. “But I would like to think of my purpose as a search for what is epic in everyday objects and attitudes.”


			Richard William Hamilton was born on Feb. 24, 1922, in London. After studying painting at Westminster Technical College and St. Martin’s School of Art, he went to work for the advertising department of a commercial studio. During World War II he worked as a jig and tool designer.


			After the war he returned to the Royal Academy, where he had studied briefly before the war, but he was expelled for “not profiting by instruction” and was drafted into the British Army. On completing his military service, he studied for three years at the Slade School of Art.
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