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Colleagues, 

  

Good Wednesday morning! 

  

We lead off with a heart-warming story for the family of an AP employee, Robyn 

Goldberg, who is based in Phoenix. 

  

And more memories have arrived from Connecting colleagues who share their 

first-job experiences. If you haven't shared yours, send along to me. 

  

Paul 

  

  

A medical miracle for Robyn Goldberg's family 
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The family of Robyn Goldberg (Email) - who works for The Associated Press in 

Phoenix as a Human Resources Information Systems senior analyst - has been 

blessed with a medical miracle. 

  

Shares Edward John of AP's Enterprise Business Solutions, Human Resources-

New York, "She is a tireless employee who helps implement HR/Benefits plans 

and policies. Although working closely with her for many years, we did not know 

of the challenges and energy she dedicated after work hours to her hearing 

impaired son." 

  

The Goldberg family's story has appeared in three recent news broadcasts - the 

first airing locally on ABC15 (KNXV-TV) in Phoenix, and the others by ABC News 

and Fox News. Robyn has been with the AP since 2000. 

  

Here is the story from ABC15: 

  

  

Family celebrates life-changing surgery as Valley child hears for first 

time 

  
By Stephanie Hockridge 

  

PHOENIX - The rhythmic strains of a brand new life ... a sweet, simple, sound. 

  

For Valley residents Robyn and Michael Goldberg, that heartbeat belonged to 

their yet-to-be-born son, Asher. 

  

But despite a problem-free pregnancy and routine hospital delivery, something 

seemed amiss.  
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Whether being serenaded with one of his mother's sweet lullabies or nurtured 

by his father's tender guitar playing, Asher did not respond. 

  

After a battery of examinations, over the course of several months, a diagnosis 

was confirmed. Despite earlier assurances Asher was fine, doctors delivered 

some devastating news. 

  

"It was profound hearing loss," said Robyn, tearfully reflecting on that life-

changing day. "It was difficult. It was very hard, because we were so hopeful that 

we were mistaken." 

  

For the next two years, the Goldbergs struggled to overcome their son's hearing 

loss. 

  

They learned sign language, tested hearing aids and went to therapy sessions, 

but nothing seemed to work.  

  

They were resigned to the idea Asher may never hear, when they were offered 

the option of a cochlear implant - a device that literally bypasses the ear, 

channeling noise from the environment and sending it to the brain through an 

under-the-skin implant and cochlear electrode. 

  

(An earlier copy of this story insinuated that the devices channel noise directly 

into the brain, but they instead are placed just below the skin with an electrode 

to the cochlea. It is a common misconception that these implants are placed in 

the brain.) 

  

It's a delicate surgery. And not without risks. 

  

But after weeks of careful consideration, the Goldbergs made the call and moved 
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forward with Asher's surgery. 

  

Considered by some to be routine, doctors can still never be sure of the surgery's 

outcome. Pain is a factor for some. Others never quite make sense of the 

kaleidoscope of noises they suddenly find themselves hearing. 

  

Two months after surgery at Phoenix Children's Hospital, the big moment 

arrived.  

  

With the flip of a switch, Asher emerged from a world void of sound to that of his 

mother's voice. Excited by the sensation, the child smiled sweetly, before burying 

his head in Robyn's lap. It was though the years of silence had simply slipped 

away.   

  

It's been nearly a year since Asher heard those first astonishing sounds.  

  

As the days pass, his sense of hearing and even his speech continue to improve.  

  

And while by no means a cure all for the scourge of deafness, the cochlear 

implant has proven to be a miracle for one Valley family. 

  

Click here to see the story and video. 

  

Click here for video from ABC 

  

Click here for video from Fox. 

  

(Shared by Bryan Baldwin, Edward John) 

  

Battle of Bulge evokes a special memory 

  

For one of our Connecting colleagues - Albert Habhab (Email) - the AP Today in 

History for Tuesday listed an event that had very special meaning.  

  

The item: "On Dec. 16, 1944, the World War II 

Battle of the Bulge began as German forces 

launched a surprise attack against Allied forces 

through the Ardennes Forest in Belgium and 

Luxembourg (the Allies were eventually able to 

turn the Germans back)." 

  

Habhab, 89, is a retired judge and former chief 

judge of the Iowa State Court of Appeals who 

has been close to the Connecting editor's 

family for six decades. Back on that date in 

1944, he was an 19-year-old Army private with 

the 87th Infantry Division that played a key 
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role in the battle, on the front lines in his first combat experience just 10 months 

after being drafted. His unit was under heavy German machinegun fire when one 

of his fellow soldiers, Pvt. Arthur Kingsbury, was hit in an open field.  

  

"He laid out there yelling and screaming, "I don't want to die" and "help me, help 

me", Habhab recalled. "There was not a medic around. Understandably so. We 

had medics that were assigned to us, but it was a miserable day." With bullets 

flying all around him, Habhab crawled to his assistance and dragged him to 

safety. Both men were nicked by bullets. Kingsbury survived. For his military 

experiences, Habhab was awarded the Bronze Star along with the Combat 

Infantryman's Badge and three Battle Stars. 

  

The war continued for Habhab until weeks later 

when his toes became frozen and he was evacuated 

to hospitals in Paris and in London, where doctors 

almost amputated his toes before he returned to 

the United States and he received his discharge. He 

and Kingsbury never met again but Habhab was able 

to find where he lived, in Baltimore, and the two 

exchanged letters for a number of years before 

Kingsbury died. 

  

"All I can tell you," Habhab said, "is that I went into 

the Army on January 25, 1944. I was in Europe in 

November 1944. I was in the hospital just a few months later. I lived a lifetime in 

about 10 months. I was just a common ordinary guy. I never thought much about 

it until my later years. Although Kingsbury states in his letters that I saved his life, 

I still believe it was divine intervention. I am not and have not pretended to be a 

hero." 

  

  

Memories of that first journalism job - 

continued 

  

 
  

Hal Bock (Email) - I was a freshman at NYU, writing sports for the school 

newspaper and in frequent contact with the school's sports information director, 
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Hy Kurzner. One day, he asked if I would like a part time job helping with high 

school sports at The World Telegram & Sun. This was a major newspaper in my 

town. Kurzner didn't have to ask twice. 

  

My job was to hustle down to the paper after classes, take information on high 

school games and write a short piece for the next day's paper. I made $25 a 

week but they could have paid me 25 cents. I was in print every day in a major 

New York City newspaper, rubbing elbows with people I had read all my life. I 

was hooked, but good. 

  

-0- 

  

Mike Holmes (Email) - I got my first job in journalism by "winning" a lottery. The 

military draft lottery, that is.  My birthday in the draft lottery came up No. 64 out 

of 365 while I was working my way through college. A draft number that low 

during the Vietnam war meant the minute I graduated and lost my student 

deferment, I was going to be drafted.  

  

I followed a buddy's example and joined the Navy instead. After boot camp, we 

were allowed to request a duty assignment, so I asked for a submarine base in 

Scotland. Of course, they sent me to an aircraft carrier bound for Vietnam. (The 

Navy has a real sense of humor.)  

  

I hadn't yet "made rate" (qualifying for a specialized Navy occupation) when I 

arrived aboard the U.S.S. Oriskany, so I was fodder for wherever they needed a 

warm body. But a sharp personnelman looked at my file, saw that I'd been 

studying journalism in college and said, "They'll probably want you in the Public 

Affairs Office." He told me to stay put while he went to check with the PAO.  

  

While I sat there, a second personnelman grabbed my file, saw that I could type, 

processed my paperwork and told me to report to the weapons department as a 

yeoman (Navy for clerk).  

  

I went where I was told. I spent about a week typing correspondence and supply 

orders. Unbeknownst to me, the top enlisted man in the public affairs office, JO2 

Phelps Hawkins, was trying to find out what had happened to me. No small task 

on a ship with more than 3,000 crewmen coming and going.  

  

Then on morning the gun boss -- an old commander who'd worked his way up 

through the ranks -- called me into his office and said, "Holmes, they want you 

up in Public Affairs. Would you rather be doing that than working for me?"  

  

I couldn't say "yes, sir" fast enough. The transfer came through that same day.  

  

For the rest of my hitch, I wrote for the ship's daily newspaper and quarterly 

magazine, helped run the TV and radio stations, put out news releases and 

escorted "real" reporters when they came out from Saigon to cover the Tonkin 
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Gulf fleet. With all that experience, I was able to land a newspaper job on my 

first interview.  

  

But I owe my first job to Phelps Hawkins, who wouldn't let the Navy bureaucracy 

keep a budding journalist typing letters, and to a gunnery officer who took the 

time to look after one of his crew.  

  

-0- 

  

Carl Leubsdorf (Email) - My first job: AP in New Orleans. As I neared completion 

of my year at Columbia Journalism, I began to make serious job inquiries. After 

letters to about 20 metropolitan papers produced nothing - most didn't even 

answer - one of my professors suggested I go down to the AP and take their 

tests. I was enthusiastic, since I had followed the AP closely while working on my 

college paper, The Cornell Daily Sun, the oldest collegiate member of the AP.  

  

Soon after, I was offered and accepted a job as No. 2 in Tampa, far smaller than 

today's metropolis with a two-person AP correspondency. I had barely begun to 

consider life in Tampa when AP called me back; the job in Tampa was mine, but, 

if I was interested, someone in New Orleans had a house he couldn't sell in 

Tampa and I could go there. It took me about 30 seconds to accept; while I 

hadn't been to either, Tampa was a sleepy place known best for cigars and 

hurricanes, and New Orleans was, well, New Orleans. But little did I know how 

lucky that choice would be.  

  

For one thing, the public schools there were about to be desegregated, 

something of which I was totally unaware but turned into a major Page 1 story 

everywhere. For another, the bureau chief was the late Ken Davis, a gentleman 

and a good newsman who was to help me each my goal, which was Washington. 

And the civil rights story got so big that, when the University of Mississippi was 

desegregated two years later, another major story,  

  

General News Editor Sam Blackman, another fine person and newsman no longer 

with us, came down to supervise the coverage and wound up helping me get to 

Washington when I was barely 25 (after a brief detour to the General Desk). That 

was 51 years ago, and I'm still there, writing a weekly column for The Dallas 

Morning News and the Tribune News Service. And all because that guy in New 

Orleans couldn't sell his house in Tampa. 

  

-0- 

  

Jim Mangan (Email) -  Fresh from Columbia College with a BA in liberal arts, I 

started my 36-year AP career in the San Francisco bureau in 1952, after Asst. 

COB Paul Kern Lee - dismayed over my inability to touch-type and my lack of 

experience - told me in these exact words: "You have two weeks to sink or 

swim."  
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I managed to swim and subsequently served as  bureau chief in New Orleans, 

Dallas and Bonn before serving for 10 years in New York as vice president in 

charge of newspaper membership. I've always had fond memories of Paul Kern 

Lee, a delightful guy who broke tradition to give me a start, as well as of crusty 

FX news editor Charles McMurtry who could cut a 200-word story to a 50-word 

brief in seconds and showed me how to do it. 

  

-0- 

  

Joe McGowan (Email) - Not counting newspaper routes and selling papers on a 

street corner on weekends while in junior high, my first job was summer of 1944 

between the 8th and 9th grades. I was hired as stereotypist for the Rock Springs, 

WY, Daily Rocket-Miner. The previous stereotypist went off to the final stages of 

WWII. I worked about 5 hours a day pouring the molten lead into "pigs" which 

weighed about 18 pounds and were hung on Linotypes over the lead pot which 

produced slugs of type. Then when school started and I went into freshman year 

of high school, the sports editor quit to go into the army. The editor (my father) 

hired me as  sports editor and I worked fulltime after school for my freshman 

and sophomore years. If there was a late night game, because I was not yet a 

touch typist and would be slow writing my story,  I would go to the paper and 

dictate my story to one of the adult reporters.  

  

My folks moved to Cheyenne in the summer of 1946 and my dad became editor 

of the Wyoming-Utah Labor Journal, a UMW weekly. Because of my credentials 

from Rock Springs, the (Cheyenne) Wyoming Eagle, a morning tabloid, hired me 

as sports editor. I held that through high school graduation and quit to go to 

Laramie and enter the U. of Wyo. I got a job as sports editor of the morning 

Laramie Bulletin, which I held through university graduation and until I went into 

the Navy in February, 1953. The Rock Springs, Cheyenne and Laramie papers 

were all part of the Tracy S. McCraken chain of Wyoming newspapers. 

  

-0- 

  

Fran Mears (Email) - My first newspaper job - as a general assignment reporter 

at The Courier-Times in New Castle, Ind. - was an internship that morphed into 

my first fulltime newspaper job. My college career and my first marriage were 

both ending, so the job was key to getting my degree and to providing for my 

daughter.  

  

The job didn't offer much in terms of pay - I recall bringing home about $110 a 

week - but it was great for experience. When you answered the phone you got 

the story, no matter what it was. I did a little bit of everything, from writing 

pieces for the "women's" page, to covering car wrecks, to handling the police 

beat when the regular guy was off. I got along well with the photographer, who 

encouraged me to shoot pictures and taught me how to develop film in the 

paper's tiny darkroom. Some even got used. 
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Although it was 1978, we used manual typewriters. I learned how to cut and 

paste content the old-fashioned way before handing the hard copy over the wall 

to the typesetter. I thought I'd hit the jackpot when I moved on to my next job, 

at The Clearwater (Fla.) Sun, which used electric typewriters. 

  

-0- 

  

Walter Mears (Email) - It's been 60 years since I first walked into the AP bureau 

in Boston. I was still in college, looking for a temp job for the summer. Through a 

family connection, I went for an interview at the Boston Globe, at which one of 

their desk editors showed less than no interest. I also had a tenuous contact at 

the AP - the PIO at Middlebury College, with whom I worked as an editor on the 

college paper, was a friend of the late Tom Henshaw, an AP man whom I would 

only meet later, and find to be a tremendous reporter and writer.  

  

So, turned away at the Globe, I went downstairs to the AP bureau. It was in the 

old Boston Globe building, in what was then called Newspaper Row, on 

Washington Street in Boston. The bureau was noisy, dirty with carbon paper 

residue, and a thrill for a 20-year-old would-be newsman to enter. I was 

interviewed by L.P. (Pat) Yale, the long time bureau chief. We talked and he 

handed me a newspaper tear sheet, marked a story, pointed me to a typewriter 

outside his door, and told me to go rewrite it. I did, and took it back to his office.  

  

He couldn't believe I'd already done the rewrite, but I was fast at the typewriter 

even then. Not always good, but fast. Happily, I was good enough that day, and 

Pat Yale hired me. I'd be on a rewrite desk, $55 a week. I would have paid to be 

there. I got a three-month stint, went back to college, graduated in 1956, and 

joined the AP the next day. 

  

As you know, I stuck around for a while. 

  

-0- 

  

Michelle Morgante (Email) - I fell in love with the idea of a journalism career 

without knowing a single professional journalist or attending a university with a 

journalism program. By chance, I fell into the Daily Nexus newsroom at U.C. 

Santa Barbara and I was hooked. I say all this so you'll understand how little 

guidance I had in terms of finding the path to a real job. With no journalism 

advisors, and no personal connection to working journalists, I made my way 

through a fortunate sequence of events. 

  

In my junior year at college, I was asked by the paper's EIC (Editor in Chief) to be 

her news editor. One of the perks of the job was to join the EIC at the annual 

College Media Association convention, which was in New Orleans that year. The 

convention also ran a job fair and every delegate was randomly given three 

appointments with recruiters. I brought three copies of my resume and some 

clips and, wearing my just-bought interview suit, made my way down to the 
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hotel's basement, where the job fair was being held.  

  

Outside the door to the job fair room, there was a fellow calling out the names of 

students as their appointment time approached. As I waited, I noticed that some 

times, a name was called out and no one stepped forward. I couldn't believe it. 

How could a would-be journalist just not show up? Then, I was stoked to realize 

that if someone didn't show up, anyone else there could grab the appointment. 

The fellow shouted out things like "New York Daily News? Anyone want the New 

York Daily News?" and whoever was ready and aggressive enough suddenly got 

an interview. Well, after my first scheduled interview was over, I ran up to the 

hotel's business center and copied off about 20 packets of my clips and resume 

and hustled back down to the basement. Soon, the fellow yelled out: "Time 

Magazine! Who wants Time Magazine?" There was a half-second of silence as 

the name of the prestigious publication left me and the handful of other would-

be interviewees looking at each other, briefly wondering if we were ready for 

Time. "I'll take it!," I said. 

  

I was led to the right corner of the room where there was a big fellow with thick 

white hair, wearing a white-and-blue seersucker suit. It was Frank Trippett, a 

senior writer for Time. In his charming Mississippi accent, he pounded me with a 

volley of questions, everything from my favorite foods and hobbies to my 

knowledge on current events. I kept up as best I could. Then, he asked: "What's 

your favorite novel?"  

  

I fired back, "One Hundred Years of Solitude by Garcia Marquez." 

  

His volley stopped. He sat back and looked at me. "Oh," he said. "And, can you 

tell me the first line of that book?" 

  

Dizzy from the rapid-fire questions, I went blank. No, I couldn't. 

  

He put down his pen and looked at me, then said: "Many years later, as he faced 

the firing squad, Colonel Aueliano Buendia was to remember that distant 

afternoon when his father took him to discover ice." 

 

  

I was stunned, and damn impressed. Frank soon ended the interview, saying he 

had liked our talk and he said "I'm going to put a big star right here on your 

name." A few months later, I had my first "real" job, an internship on the Nation 

desk at Time, just down the hall from Frank. 

  

I never made it to a single convention session. I spent the entire time grabbing 

job interviews. I don't know who the student was who missed that opportunity 

with Time, but I'm glad he or she did. Maybe it was the same guy or girl who 

missed their appointment with the AP, because I stole that meeting, too, which 

led to an internship with the AP bureau in Detroit the next summer and a career 

that continues more than 20 years later. 
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-0- 

  

Bruce Richardson (Email) -  Great question - How did you get first job in 

journalism?  Well, I never really had an interest in journalism until I went to 

Southern Illinois University majoring in math and with a minor in psych.  I got to 

know one of the math professors who was also connected with the university's 

high school and wanted to create a newsletter for kids interested in math.  I 

worked on that for him and that led to a "menial" job at SIU's Information 

Service, the publicity arm for the college. 

  

The senior people working there mostly had newspaper backgrounds.  I really 

had no idea what I wanted to do with a math degree, and one of my friends 

there said, "why not try out the newspaper game?" 

  

And to be honest, I had never been inside the working plant of a newspaper 

before I decided to take his advice.  I answered a want ad in Editor and Publisher 

magazine (many AP retirees will remember that publication.)  The ad was for a 

sports editor for an 8,000 circulation afternoon newspaper in Dixon, Il., about 

320 miles north of my hometown. 

  

Well, they asked me to come up there for an interview.  I did, and in November 

1961, I moved to Dixon and ended up working several newsroom jobs in the 

course of the next six years until Joe Dill, a former friend at SIU and then 

assistant COB in Chicago, asked me if I wanted to apply at AP. 

  

I learned a lot in those years at Dixon Evening Telegraph.  Actually I met my wife, 

Helen, shortly after I moved to Dixon.   She was a reporter for the local radio 

station WSDR  and was the Dixon stringer for the Rockford Morning Star.  We 

covered lots of stories together but we remained competitive. We were married 

in 1962 and our first child was born in 1963. 

  

I joined AP in Chicago in 1967 and reported during the riots, the days of rage 

during the '68 convention, some sports, along with various editing assignments 

and later succeeded Joe as assistant COB before transferring to an administrative 

assignment outside of the news division in New York City in 1971. I retired in 

2004.  

  

I feel very fortunate that someone 50-plus years ago took a chance that I could 

learn the newspaper business.   Unfortunately, that business has changed so 

dramatically. 

  

-0- 

  

Jesse Washington (Email) - My first job: I had just finished my freshman year at 

college. A family friend was the advertising director for the Poughkeepsie 

Journal. He told me there was a summer internship in the sports department. I 
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had never done any journalism before. I got the job and spent a week answering 

phones, taking scores of Little League games. Then they sent me to cover some 

sort of American Legion baseball game. It was the first job I ever had where I 

wasn't looking at the clock all day to see if it was time to leave. The next summer 

I interned in the news department. That was the summer of Tawana Brawley. 

The courthouse where all the drama happened was three blocks from my 

family's apartment in the projects. I believe I was the only black person in the 

news department. I got my first front-page byline on my 19th birthday, when 

Louis Farrakhan showed up at Brawley's house. I had no idea what I was doing." 

  

  

AP reporter told to leave St. Louis municipal 

court 

  

ST. LOUIS - The city of St. Louis is leading regional efforts to reform municipal 

traffic courts, but getting an up-close look at the system isn't always easy. 

  

Court officials and St. Louis marshals ordered an Associated Press reporter to 

leave the municipal courthouse Monday during an open court docket, despite 

state laws that generally allow for public access to legal proceedings with limited 

exceptions. 

Court administrator Cathy Ruggeri-Rea said public attendance is restricted 

because of privacy concerns and requires advance permission from the presiding 

judge. She later said the judge had agreed to allow the press in. 

A spokeswoman for Mayor Francis Slay said the request for the reporter to leave 

was a mistake. 

  

Connecting mailbox 

  
Don't paint a sloppy gridiron on top of a baseball diamond 

  
Terril Jones (Email) - With all the Heisman hype this past week, and Wisconsin's 

Melvin Gordon a candidate because he was closing in on Barry Sanders' college 

football rushing record for a 

single season, I was reminded 

of when I handled the AP 

coverage of Sanders winning 

the Heisman - and the 

debacle in covering the game 

afterward.  

  

I was a reporter in AP's Tokyo 

bureau, and was to cover the 

1988 Coca-Cola Classic, a 
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regular-season NCAA Division I football game played in Japan, It was Oklahoma 

State (with Barry Sanders) vs. Texas Tech. Sanders was favored to win the 

Heisman that very day, and so I had to get to the CBS studio in Tokyo at around 7 

a.m. on game day for the live Heisman announcement in New York. Sanders was 

there, with a number of extremely large teammates. (I later learned that Sanders 

didn't want to show up for the announcement, so coach Pat Jones got the 

Cowboys' offensive line to go with them for camaraderie and support.) 

  

Sanders was typically stone-faced, and went into a small soundproof studio 

where he could see the Heisman proceedings on a TV screen and his reaction 

could be recorded. He was in a small room with a big soundproof door - it made 

me think of those decompression chambers they have on board ships for divers 

who surface too quickly, and who get put in those chambers so they don't get 

the bends.  

  

The offensive teammates jubilated boisterously when Sanders was announced as 

the Heisman winner, but Sanders stayed typically expressionless and didn't say 

much beyond thanking his teammates and parents. There was much anticipation 

for the game later that day because Sanders was expected to break Marcus 

Allen's single-season NCAA rushing record 

  

A few hours later Oklahoma State faced Texas Tech in the last regular-season 

game of 1988 in what has to be one of the worst ergonomic situations ever to 

play football. The game was at the brand new Tokyo Dome, a covered baseball 

stadium that had just opened earlier that year and was (is) the home of the 

Yomiuri Giants baseball team. For this NCAAF game however, the gridiron had 

been laid out with one end zone outside first base and the other end zone 

beyond third. There were five-yard markers along the length of the sidelines, but 

no yard lines crossing the "field." And the lines of the baseball field were still in 

place! Therefore it was extremely difficult to see where players were tackled or 

where the ball was marked. Tokyo colleague David Thurber and I followed closely 

with binoculars, and we got out the urgent in the first quarter that Sanders had 

surpassed Marcus Allen's milestone.  

  

At the end of the game, however, (a close one with 12 touchdowns which 

Oklahoma State won 45-42), the Sports Information Directors from the two 

teams were going nuts trying to fill in all the stats because it had been so hard to 

see details on the field clearly. We kept waiting for the numbers as they dribbled 

in (usually they're available very quickly at game's end). Meanwhile AP Sports in 

New York was having fits that the agate, typically urgented after each game, 

wasn't coming in.  

  

Eventually the stats came out and we were done with our urgent stories and 

wrapup, amid NYSports' displeasure. I did feel vindicated however when, a few 

days later, the NCAA revised Sanders' numbers after reviewing tape of the game, 

and added four yards to his total that day because they had trouble figuring it 

out too. So, you'll see in our AP stories of that day that Sanders ran for 328 yards 
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in that game, finishing the regular season with 2,624 yards, a new record. But the 

record books today reflect the revised yardage and say he gained 332 yards for a 

season total of 2,628.  

  

The moral of the story is painfully clear: don't paint a sloppy gridiron on top of a 

baseball diamond ... especially when NCAA records are at stake.  

  

I imagine others must have sports-coverage disasters to relate (I remember the 

legendary "Will Overhead Indy Winner" bulletin) and would be interested to hear 

any.  

  

(Terril supplied the photo above, taken of the AP Tokyo staff in 1984 when John 

Roderick (right foreground) retired, feted by COB Roy Essoyan (left foreground) 

and bureau staff. Terril is in the white shirt and glasses, right under the picture on 

the wall .) 

  

  

Connecting wishes Happy Birthday 

   
To  

  

Susanne Shaw 
  

  

Stories of interest 

  

At least 66 journalists were killed in 2014 as attacks grow more 'barbaric' 

  

KIEV, Ukraine - Reporters Without 

Borders said Tuesday that at least 66 

journalists were killed over the course 

of the year as the number of 

reporters' kidnappings soared in 2014. 

  

While the number of journalists' 

deaths dropped slightly from 71 in 

2013, the high-profile beheadings of 

Western reporters at the hands of Islamic State militants in the Middle East 

signaled a grisly new threat in the types of violence used against the media, 
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according to the latest report on abuses against journalists by the international 

media watchdog. 

  

"The murders are becoming more and more barbaric and the number of 

abductions is growing rapidly, "The murders are becoming more and more 

barbaric and the number of abductions is growing rapidly, with those carrying 

them out seeking to prevent independent news coverage and deter scrutiny by 

the outside world," the report says. 

  

-0- 

  

Why Journalists Take the Risk to Report from Dangerous Places 

  

Ninety-five percent of my job is just to get to places, to read body language, to 

get past people who are trying to stop me from taking my pictures. The other 

five percent is once you realize you're in that moment and you push the shutter 

on your camera and you start getting what you arrived for. 

  

People ask me why I take the risks that I do to do this job. We take these risks 

because we want to validate what's happening around the world. We hope that 

by being there to document it firsthand that it will bring truth and hopefully 

positive change. 

  

-0- 

 

  

The allure of a finishable news experience 

  

"Name me a paid-for news site with a payment method so easy that a new 

subscriber could sign up in less than five minutes while in a dark room after 

having consumed a few glasses of festive punch." 

  

-0- 

  

There's never been a better time to run a niche media business 

  

As new-media players like BuzzFeed, Vox Media and VICE raise huge sums of 

money that value their companies in the billion-dollar-plus range, it's easy to see 

the media landscape as one in which the big get bigger and the small fry get 

annihilated. In fact, that's exactly the sense you get from reading two recent 

pieces, one by Fusion writer Felix Salmon and one by media gadfly Michael 

Wolff. There's just one problem with this apocalyptic vision, however: It's not 

true. 

  

Salmon argues that because such huge investment sums are flowing to entities 

like Vox and BuzzFeed, smaller players serving more niche markets - such as The 

New Republic, which has been falling apart in fairly dramatic fashion over the 

past few weeks, due to a series of management mis-steps by its owner, Facebook 
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co-founder Chris Hughes - are essentially doomed. 

  

-0- 

  

Covering The Protests In Iran, Then Fleeing Her Homeland Covering The 

Protests In Iran, Then Fleeing Her Homeland 

  

In the summer of 2009, when the Iranian journalist Nazila Fathi was covering the 

popular uprisings in Tehran for the New York Times, she received a threatening 

phone call and soon attracted the attention of undercover agents. Fathi fled the 

country with her husband and two children. She discusses this exile, as well as 

the turmoil and instability in Iran, in The Lonely War: One Woman's Account of 

the Struggle for Modern Iran. 

  

The Final Word 
  

   

  

Today in History 

By The Associated Press 
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Today is Wednesday, Dec. 17, the 351st day of 2014. There are 14 days left in the 

year. 
Today's Highlight in History: 
 

  
On Dec. 17, 1903, Wilbur and Orville Wright of Dayton, Ohio, conducted the first 

successful manned powered-airplane flights near Kitty Hawk, North Carolina, 

using their experimental craft, the Wright Flyer. 
 

  
On this date: 
 

  
In 1777, France recognized American independence. 
In 1865, Franz Schubert's Symphony No. 8, known as the "Unfinished" (because 

only two movements had been completed) was first performed publicly in 

Vienna, 37 years after the composer's death. 
In 1914, during World War I, Britain declared Egypt an official protectorate. 
In 1925, Col. William "Billy" Mitchell was convicted at his court-martial in 

Washington of insubordination for accusing senior military officials of 

incompetence and criminal negligence; he was suspended from active duty. 
In 1939, the German pocket battleship Admiral Graf Spee was scuttled by its 

crew, ending the World War II Battle of the River Plate off Uruguay. 
In 1944, the U.S. War Department announced it was ending its policy of 

excluding people of Japanese ancestry from the West Coast. 
In 1957, the United States successfully test-fired the Atlas intercontinental 

ballistic missile for the first time. 
In 1964, the film "Zorba the Greek," starring Anthony Quinn, opened in New York 

and Los Angeles. 
In 1979, Arthur McDuffie, a black insurance executive, was fatally injured after 

leading police on a chase with his motorcycle in Miami. (Four white police 

officers accused of beating McDuffie were later acquitted, sparking riots.) 
In 1989, the animated TV series "The Simpsons" premiered on Fox with a 

Christmas-themed episode. 
In 1994, North Korea shot down a U.S. Army helicopter which had strayed north 

of the demilitarized zone. The co-pilot, Chief Warrant Officer David Hilemon, was 

killed; the pilot, Chief Warrant Officer Bobby Hall, was captured and held for 

nearly two weeks. 
In 2011, North Korean leader Kim Jong Il died after more than a decade of iron 

rule; he was 69, according to official records, but some reports indicated he was 

70. 
 

  
Ten years ago: President George W. Bush signed into law the largest overhaul of 

U.S. intelligence-gathering in 50 years, creating a national intelligence center and 

a powerful new position of national intelligence director. Pfizer Inc. said it had 
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found that Celebrex, an arthritis painkiller, raised the risk of heart attack when 

taken at very high doses. 
 

  
Five years ago: Large pieces of a climate deal fell into place on the next-to-last 

day of the United Nations Climate Change Conference in Copenhagen. Cincinnati 

Bengals receiver Chris Henry, 26, died a day after falling out of the back of a 

pickup truck in Charlotte, North Carolina. Academy Award-winning actress 

Jennifer Jones, 90, died in Malibu, California. 
 

  
One year ago: Germany's Parliament elected Chancellor Angela Merkel (AHN'-

geh-lah MEHR'-kuhl) to a third term as the leader of Europe's biggest economic 

power, nearly three months after an awkward election result forced her to put 

together a new governing coalition. A suicidal gunman opened fire at a Reno, 

Nevada, hospital campus, killing one person and critically wounding two others 

before ending his own life. 
 

  
Today's Birthdays: Actor Armin Mueller-Stahl is 84. Pope Francis is 78. Singer-

actor Tommy Steele is 78. Rock singer-musician Art Neville is 77. Actor Bernard 

Hill is 70. Actor Ernie Hudson is 69. Political commentator Chris Matthews is 69. 

Comedian-actor Eugene Levy is 68. Actress Marilyn Hassett is 67. Actor Wes Studi 

is 67. Pop musician Jim Bonfanti (The Raspberries) is 66. Actor Joel Brooks is 65. 

Rock singer Paul Rodgers is 65. Rhythm-and-blues singer Wanda Hutchinson (The 

Emotions) is 63. Actor Bill Pullman is 61. Actor Barry Livingston is 61. Country 

singer Sharon White is 61. Producer-director-writer Peter Farrelly is 58. Rock 

musician Mike Mills (R.E.M.) is 56. Pop singer Sarah Dallin (Bananarama) is 53. 

Country musician Tim Chewning is 52. Country singer Tracy Byrd is 48. Country 

musician Duane Propes is 48. Actress Laurie Holden is 45. DJ Homicide (Sugar 

Ray) is 44. Actor Sean Patrick Thomas is 44. Actress Claire Forlani is 43. Pop-rock 

musician Eddie Fisher (OneRepublic) is 41. Actress Sarah Paulson is 40. Actress 

Marissa Ribisi is 40. Actor Giovanni Ribisi is 40. Actress Milla Jovovich (YO'-vuh-

vich) is 39. Singer Bree Sharp is 39. Actress Jennifer Carpenter is 35. Singer-

songwriter Ben Goldwasser (MGMT) is 32. Rock singer Mikky Ekko is 31. Actress 

Shannon Woodward is 30. Actress Emma Bell is 28. Actress Vanessa Zima is 28. 

Rock musician Taylor York (Paramore) is 25. Actor-singer Nat Wolff is 20. 
 

  
Thought for Today: "The man who has done his level best, and who is conscious 

that he has done his best, is a success, even though the world may write him 

down a failure." - B.C. Forbes, Scottish journalist (1880-1954). 
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