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Colleagues, 

  

Leading off the Saturday Connecting with this wonderful story in 

Friday's Washington Post by Tracee Herbaugh, whose mother Sharon 

Herbaugh was the first woman bureau chief for the AP to die while on 

assignment.   
  

  

Attack on AP journalists in Afghanistan rekindles a 

daughter's pain 
  

  

By Tracee Herbaugh 

  

When news broke this month that two Associated Press journalists were 

attacked in Afghanistan, a familiar feeling of loss and powerlessness 

immediately took hold of me. Anja Niedringhaus and Kathy Gannon 

were sitting in a car when an Afghan police officer fired on them. While I 

never had the fortune to know Anja, who was killed instantly, Kathy has 
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filled an important role in my life for two decades, since my mother, a 

foreign correspondent with the AP, was killed when the helicopter she 

was riding in crashed into a mountainside in Afghanistan. 

  

    

 (Tracee with her mother at Parkview Elementary School in Lamar, Colo.,  

during a presentation Sharon gave on foreign correspondents in 1990.) 

  

  

Hearing of the attack on Kathy, who was seriously wounded and 

remains hospitalized in Germany, felt like my life had come full circle in 

a single moment. In 1993, my mother, Sharon Herbaugh, was the first 

woman bureau chief for the Associated Press to die while on 

assignment. In the days following the crash, the phone at my 

grandparents' home in Colorado rang nonstop with calls from State 

Department officials, friends and journalists from all over the world. 

Kathy took charge of maintaining communication between my family 

and the AP. She also oversaw the return of Sharon's body back home, to 

a farming town on the dusty plains of southeast Colorado. 

  

Kathy traveled from Islamabad to Kabul for the grisly task of confirming 

that it was indeed Sharon lying in the morgue. Her body, along with the 

14 others who were on the helicopter that day, was not retrieved for 

several hours after the crash. The bodies sat baking in the hot Afghan 

sun, so the decomposition process was well under way. This was 

particularly unsettling, Kathy would later tell me, because Sharon was 

always very proud of her looks: She was a slim 130 pounds at 5 feet 8 

inches tall. She kept her hair in long tresses and wore expensive clothing 

and high-heeled pumps. But none of that mattered anymore. 

  

In the two decades that have followed Sharon's death, Kathy has 

maintained a regular presence in my life. I exchanged e-mails with her 
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only two days before she was attacked on the eve of Afghanistan's 

elections. Much of what I know about my mother I've learned from 

Kathy. And she was often a source of support as my grandmother and I 

navigated the grieving process. 

  

After the violent death of a journalist, much attention is focused on the 

bravery of the fallen individual. Words like "hero" and "trailblazer" are 

commonly used. Journalists take on a role much like our military 

warriors in that they put themselves in harm's way for a cause in which 

they believe. The difference is that most journalists are armed only with 

pens and notebooks with the goal of bringing about a better 

understanding of our world. 

  

As a survivor of a journalist who died in the line of duty, I ignore all the 

accolades and think only of the families and loved ones left behind, who 

have to try to make sense of something that is incomprehensible.  The 

pain left in the wake of Sharon's death has been very real, but very 

different for my grandmother and me. My grandmother will talk 

endlessly about the love and adoration she has for her daughter. But my 

experience has been far more complicated emotionally. It seems the 

only similarity in our pain is that we both have never gotten over it. 

  

Sharon's decision to pursue a foreign post in a conflict region, while 

leaving me with my grandmother, has been the single most defining 

factor in my life. I was 13 at the time of her death, but she'd left the 

United States about six years before the helicopter accident, stationed 

first in New Delhi, and later in Islamabad. She spent four years covering 

the Soviet withdrawal from Afghanistan and the country's subsequent 

civil war, which included the rising insurgencies from the Taliban and 

mujahideen. 

  

   

I was a precocious kid, and the relationship between my mother and me 

had fractured early on. I remember once when my mom visited us in 

Colorado in 1990, and I was avoiding my homework. She began to get 

frustrated with me, but there were no parental boundaries in place. 

"You should go back to India," I hissed. She asked if that was what I 

wanted, and I simply replied, "Yes." 

  

When she couldn't get home for an extended period, she would call and 

ask to speak to me. Every time I refused. Once my grandmother asked 

me why I wouldn't speak to my mother on the phone. I didn't answer. I 

only asked if my mother would come back if I were sick and dying in a 

hospital. "She would if she could," my grandmother responded. I wasn't 

happy with the answer, but it was not unexpected: It was a familiar 

feeling of dismissal. 
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The years following Sharon's death have been filled mostly with anger. It 

wasn't the usual teenage angst. A question posed by an innocent person 

could elicit a long line of expletives from me. And I've corrected people 

who have referred to her as "Mom," saying she was only a vessel for my 

birth. I was hugely embarrassed about my family. Sharon refused to tell 

me, or anyone, any information about my father. Not even his name. 

My grandmother, to this day, doesn't have any more details than I do. 

I've reached out to Sharon's closest friends and none of them say they 

know. 

  

People were intrigued by Sharon's career, which I knew little about. 

How did she get into journalism? Are you moving abroad to be with 

her? And I'd become annoyed at people who assumed I would follow in 

my mother's footsteps and pursue journalism. And yet, I did. I was 

encouraged down the path into journalism by friends, family and 

acquaintances. I didn't know what else I wanted to do. But once I 

 headed in this direction, it became impossible to change course. I 

learned to love writing and I love the intellectual part of it, examining 

larger issues in society and looking at why humans - even mothers -

 behave the way they do. 

  

Being able to find a peace regarding my relationship with my mother 

has been an enormous blessing. It didn't come easy, and I can't pinpoint 

when it happened. Now that I have a 3-year-old son, I've gained a better 

understanding of the everyday difficulties in maintaining a successful 

and happy life. Perhaps it was the years that have elapsed, too. 

  

I've come to realize that although I may not have memories of a mother 

who took long walks with me or who was there to celebrate my 

achievements, I am proud of Sharon's work in Afghanistan and her role 

in breaking glass ceilings for women. And I have gained other important 

relationships in the wake of her death, such as my friendship with Kathy, 

that are invaluable. I will never have an emotionally satisfying 

relationship with my mother, and I've accepted that. It's not what I 

want, but it is what I have. 

  

Tracee Herbaugh is a freelance writer who lives in Boston with her 

husband and son. Follow her on Twitter. 

  

(Click here for the story as it appeared in the Post. Thanks to Paul 

Colford and Valerie Komor for sharing.) 
  

  

From the AP Wall of Honor at New York headquarters: 

  

Sharon Herbaugh was killed April 16, 1993, in a helicopter crash in the 

central mountains of Afghanistan, 100 miles north of Kabul. She was 39 

and the first AP newswoman and bureau chief to die on assignment. 
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Herbaugh had spent three years covering the Afghan civil war and its 

aftermath. "One of Sharon's editors once said, She's always looking for 

the next hurricane,'" AP President and CEO Louis D. Boccardi said after 

her death. "That search ended in a field in Afghanistan but Sharon 

leaves a legacy of brave, insightful work that helped us all understand a 

distant, bitter conflict." Herbaugh, a native of Lamar, Colo., joined the 

AP in Denver in 1978, and worked in Dallas, Houston and New York 

before transferring to New Delhi in 1988, where she was named news 

editor the following year. She became chief of bureau in Islamabad in 

1990. 

  

  

Terry Anderson: "We honor the courage of 

Anja" 
  

Terry Anderson is the latest to respond to my call for your responses to 

a reader comment to a Spiegel Online International story that said slain 

AP photojournalist Anja Niedringhaus "accepted the risks, let's move 

on" - and the situation that confronts journalists who go into a danger 

zone to cover news, as well as the editors who assign them to that duty.  

  

On March 16, 1985, while serving as AP's chief Mideast correspondent 

in Beirut, Terry was abducted and held captive for the next six years and 

nine months. His captors were a group of radical Shiite Muslims called 

Hezbollah, who were supported by Iran. He was the longest-held of the 

American hostages captured in an effort to drive U.S. military forces 

from Lebanon during the Lebanese Civil War. Terry was released on 

December 4, 1991. 

  

  

Terry Anderson:  

  

Paul, re the "she knew the risks" comment: Despite the great sympathy 

and support the Lebanese hostages received from Americans and others 

during and after our captivity, there were not a few similar comments. I 

heard some of them in person when I came home. And yes, those 

comments were true.  

  

We knew the risks, whether all of us paid attention or not. To me, it's 

self evident that all of us made some kind of mistake that got us 

captured, if only in not evaluating the risk properly that particular day, 

or taking sufficient precautions. I certainly did - despite warnings and an 

earlier attempt to kidnap me, I continued to do my job as I thought it 

should be done. Certainly I had become arrogant about my judgment of 

the risks of Beirut in 1985. And I paid for it.  
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That is not to say Anja made a mistake, or Danny Pearl or any of the 

journalists around the world who have paid an even greater price for 

doing their job. Just that "knowing the risks" doesn't prevent them from 

doing it anyway.  

  

Every journalist, unless they're a fool, weighs those risks every day. They 

weigh them against the importance of what they do. And usually go 

ahead and take them. But a comment like "She knew the risks. Move 

on" can only come from someone who neither knows nor cares about 

the importance of reporting the truth from dangerous places. Do we 

say, "he knew the risks" about a soldier, or a fireman? That would, 

indeed, be brusque and inhumane.  

  

Instead, we honor the courage of Anja and all the others, and keep 

them in mind, and yes, move on -- usually, to more risks. 

  

Connecting welcomes your own reactions and thoughts based on your 

personal experiences to share with your colleagues. Send them to me 

at:   stevenspl@live.com 

  

Resending Anja comments 

  
Technical issues with the newsletter provider Constant Contact 

prevented many of you from receiving Friday's Connecting newsletter. 

If you did not receive and would like it sent, drop me a note. However, 

I am including here the comments from several Connecting colleagues 

on Anja's death: 
  
Richard Pyle:   (AP, 1960-2009) 
  
  

         On April 3, AP photographer Anja Niedringhaus and her equally 

intrepid AP reporter-colleague Kathy Gannon were victims of a bizarre 

attack as they covered Afghanistan's pre-election preparations. 

Shouting ``Allahu akbar,'' (God is great) an Afghan military officer 

riddled their car with AK-47 bullets, killing Anja outright and severely 

wounding Kathy.  

  

     It was in Cambodia, 44 years ago, that murder began to replace 

combat action as the leading cause of death for news media people. Of 

74 journalists who lost their lives in the Vietnam war between 1965 and 

1975, more than a third were killed or vanished, presumably kidnapped 

and slain. 

  

     In wars since, the greater number of journalist casualties have been 

local people, rather than foreigners, and most of these were not victims 
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of combat, either. Local vendettas and score-settling, along with cold-

blooded murder like Anja's, have been commonplace.    

  

     Among reader comments posted after the German magazine Spiegel 

wrote a glowing obituary for her was one saying simply, ``She knew the 

risks. Let's move on.''  

  

     Regardless of who they are or how it happens, the reaction to the 

deaths of journalists is rarely that cynical or insensitive. But the question 

is always there: What motivates people with cameras and notebooks to 

voluntarily risk their lives for the sake of a story or a picture? 

  

     I don't know whether Anja Niedringhaus was ever asked that 

question. Nor do I remember it ever being a serious subject of 

discussion during my own war-reporting career in Vietnam, Lebanon 

and the Persian Gulf. It was always a given, a possibility, but no more 

than that.  

    

     The question did arise, inescapably, when AP photo genius Horst Faas 

and I were working on our 2003-2004 book, ``Lost Over Laos,'' the story 

of four top photojournalists killed when their South Vietnamese 

helicopter was shot down over the Ho Chi Minh Trail on Feb 10, 1971.  

  

     If we hoped to find in that incident a simple, clear answer to the 

question of risk-taking, we fell short. Ultimately the best we could offer 

was the obvious one - no ``grand motive'' but simply the ``reporter's 

creed, the telling of a story so that others might know it.''  

  

     It had to be more complicated than that, we thought.  

  

     Was there some kind of suicidal impulse common to the breed? Horst 

said that in years of covering armed conflicts in Africa and nearly a 

decade in Vietnam, he never met anyone with a ``death wish.''  

  

     British photographer Tim Page, a legendary figure for his daring and 

survival of serious wounds, might have mystified some readers (but not 

those who knew him) by calling the Vietnam war ``the ultimate 

experience, laden with a magic, a glamorous edge, that none who went 

through it can truly deny.'' 

  

     However, given the elements of adventure, excitement and romance, 

and the idea of doing something professionally that most people could 

not imagine for themselves, it would be foolish to suggest that reporting 

war can be ``just a job,'' so to speak. 

  

     Nor can the power of camaraderie be overrated in a situation where 

even a single companion offers a reinforcing presence. 
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   As the odds of getting killed were said (in the absence of any evidence) 

to be always 50-50, assessing the actual danger of a particular 

battlefield assignment depended on experience, knowledge and maybe 

gut instinct. 

  

     None were better at this than the veterans Larry Burrows of Life 

magazine and AP's Henri Huet. Widely acknowledged as the war's two 

finest camera craftsmen, They were also uncommonly courageous; 

neither of them would have chosen not to fly into Laos on that day.    

  

     Burrows once told an interviewer that he felt simply that 

photographing the war was important enough to take the risks. ``I have 

a sense of the ultimate-death. And I must say, `to hell with that'. '' 

  

     Perhaps the most telling comment about Huet came from Jim 

Bourdier, who in 1970 had replaced Horst Faas as AP's Saigon photo 

chief:   While Henri's work was impeccable, Bourdier said, his ``most 

important trait was his sheer, utter devotion to duty... his photography. 

Henri took it more seriously than life itself.'' 

  

     The readiness of Burrows, Huet and their colleagues to climb aboard 

that helicopter can be readily applied to many others, Anja 

Niedringhaus and Kathy Gannon most recently among them. But the 

answer to that question of ``why'' remains, at best, elusive. 

  
  
(Vietnam was the first of six wars Richard covered and he was there five 

years, 1968-73, the last three as Saigon bureau chief.) 

  

  

Neal Ulevich:  (AP, 1966-2002 not continuously) 

  

I note with bemusement that none of the postings regarding "let's move 

on" are from photographers. I was an AP combat photographer in 

Vietnam. Accepting the risk, briefly mourning those who succumbed to 

risk and then moving on, was a part of life. So I can't agree with George 

Krimsky who sees it as "brusque and inhumane."   Nor can I agree with 

Robert Meyers, who said "The commenter who wants to move on was 

never interested in the first place." How does he know? 

  

Advice to move on does not suggest callousness or a lack of respect. 

Rather it goes to the heart of what we do, and the risks we accept. 

There is not much to say beyond that. 

I have in my collection a crude, hand printed sign summoning journalists 

to the Huong Giang Hotel in Hue for a drink honoring Terry Khoo, Sam 

Kai Faye, Tran Van Nghia and a freelancer named Hebert, all killed in 

combat in July, 1972. We loved and respected them. We had a drink and 
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talked about them. Then we moved on. 

  
  
(Neal worked as an AP photographer, photo editor, newsman and 

electronic communications specialist, mostly in the last century.) 

  

  

Madge Stager (AP, 1972-2009) 

  

There are always people who will/have said move on, no matter the 

circumstance, my bet is that this person has said it to a loved one. Just 

because a journalist, soldier, police officer, firefighter or good samaritan 

walks toward danger does not mean they cannot be mourned.  

  

I have lost colleagues/friends and have had to 'get over it' same day 

because I was involved in the the news coverage of their death or 

coverage about unrelated events, which to me that day seemed 

meaningless. Richard Cross, Hansi Krauss, Miguel Gil Moreno de Mora 

and Anja Niedringhaus are just among those who deserved to be 

mourned full strength. I believe if I have trouble with the way someone 

else mourns it is my responsibility to turn away, not tell them what to 

do.  

  

No one has ever asked my opinion on the subject, thanks for letting me 

get that off my chest. 

  

  

  

  

Welcome to Connecting 

  

Chris Tomlinson - Chris is the business columnist for the Houston 

Chronicle, focusing on energy, business and policy. Until April 2014, he 

was the supervisory correspondent for The Associated Press in Austin, 

responsible for state government and political reporting in Texas. 

Previously he was East Africa COB from 2004-2007 and was the Nairobi 

correspondent from 2000-2004. He served as editor on the international 

desk in New York from 1998-2000. He started with the AP in 1995 as the 

Central Africa correspondent based in Rwanda and regularized in 

Minneapolis in 1997. 
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Bebeto Matthews - AP staff photographer/videographer based in New 

York. 

  

Ed Breen - retired Indiana journalist, formerly of the Fort Wayne 

Journal-Gazette and the Marion Chronicle 

  

  

  

Stories of interest 

  

  

  

This Week in Review: Making sense of the Pulitzers, and a new daily 

paper in Los Angeles 

  

This week's essential reads: If you're pressed for time, the key pieces 

this week were The New York Times' Margaret Sullivan on the value of 

the Pulitzers, sociology professor Zeynep Tufekci on the role of the 

Internet in protests and government in Turkey and elsewhere, and 

journalism professor Duy Linh Tu's video report on the state of news 

video. 

  

-0- 

  

Baltimore To Pay $250K for Videos Deleted by Police: A Vindication of 

Photographers' Rights (Doug Pizac, Bob Daugherty) 

  

The City of Baltimore and its police department have agreed to pay 

$250,000 to settle a claim of unlawful seizure and destruction of cell 

phone videos that belonged to a citizen who allegedly recorded police 

arresting and beating another person 

  

-0- 

  

World's Most Generic News Report | Charlie Brooker . (Mark 

Mittelstadt) 

  

-0- 

  

Tim Berners-Lee on the Web at 25: the past, present and future 

  

In 1989 I delivered a proposal to CERN for the system that went on to 

become the world wide web. This year, we celebrate the web's 25th 

birthday. Like the average 25-year-old, the web has been shaped by a 

vast array of influences -- in fact, it was built through the efforts of 
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millions. So this anniversary is for everyone. We should look proudly on 

what we've built. And as with most twentysomethings, the web's full 

potential is just starting to show. A radically open, egalitarian and 

decentralized platform, it is changing the world, and we are still only 

scratching the surface of what it can do. Anyone with an interest in the 

web's future -- and that's everyone, everywhere -- has a role in ensuring 

it achieves all it can. 

  

-0- 

  

How dogs poop - True north - or south   (Scott Charton) 

  

Connecting editor's note: Columbia Daily Tribune publisher emeritus 

Hank Waters III, one of my favorite people and a journalist 

extraordinaire, opines on matters weighty and not so weighty, as this 

column demonstrates. He writes: 

  

I bet not many of you regularly read our page Did You Know Kids, which 

runs each Wednesday. You're missing a bet. This week I learned from an 

article by Mike Szydlowski, the Columbia Public Schools science 

coordinator, that when dropping their doo-doo, dogs face north or 

south. Apparently they have some sort of inner compass that tells them 

how to line up for this important exercise. Who knew? 
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