
     
 

 

                                                                                                            Fall  
 

P R E S I D E N T       
 

A Hearty Welcome & a Sincere “Thank You!” 
 

A 
s we enter the holiday season and approach the end of the 
year (a very successful one for Quest), I want to extend a 
hearty welcome to the 30-or-so new members who have 
joined us this semester.  I know I speak for all of us when I 

say that we are truly delighted to have you with us.   

 
And a big thank you is due both to our “old” members (have to watch 
the use of that word at Quest!) and our new ones.  To our veterans, 
thank you for reaching out to your “friends and relatives” and bring-

ing into Quest such a wonderful crop of “freshmen.”  And to these new members, I want to 
say what a joy it is to see your willing participation in our wonderful volunteer organization.  
Wherever you turn at Quest today, you’ll find a new member actively participating in one 
way or another:  speaking up in class, making coffee (and cleaning up), leading a “Lunch & 
Learn” session, or actually presenting in one of our nearly 40 classes.  Each of you newcom-
ers is an asset to the organization. Indeed, you are what makes our “Community for Life-
long Learning” truly a community. 
 
This is Quest’s 20th Anniversary year, and I am confident that all of the original founding 
members – about a dozen of whom are still with us today – are very proud of the progress 
that has been made in these 20 years.  You’ll hear more of that in upcoming publications.  
For now, all I can say is “Keep up the excellent work!”  We are truly a community, and we 
are so much better with everyone pitching in and helping out – in whatever way is most 
appealing. 
 
I wish each of you a happy holiday season and a new year filled with peace and joy.  I look 
forward to seeing you in 2015 – and for many years thereafter.  Meantime, thank you for 
all you do for Quest. 

Michael Wellner 
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E-Team 

The prizewinning film E-Team, available on 
Netflix, features Fred Abrahams, son of our 
members David and Carole Abrahams.    

 

When atrocities are committed in countries held 
hostage by ruthless dictators, Human Rights 
Watch sends in the E-Team (Emergencies Team), 
a collection of fiercely committed individuals 
who document war crimes and report them to 
the world. Within this volatile climate, the film 

takes us to the front lines of conflict zones in Syr-
ia and Libya, where shrapnel, bullet holes and 
unmarked graves provide mounting evidence of 
atrocities committed by government forces.  

Footage of Fred Abraham’s eye-witness testimo-
ny in the trial of Slobodan Milosevic is also 
shown. 

The film won the Cinematography Award at the 
Sundance Film Festival. 

New Play Premiered at Quest  
 

During “Lunch and Learn,” Myra Nissen and Bob 
Hartmann starred in an original play, The Zoom 
Factor, by Donna Rubens.   
 

Disillusioned, a history 
professor has resigned 
his post and secretly 
arranged to go on a 
permanent space 
trip; now he must per-
suade his wife to leave 
with him —
immediately.  
Consequences, both 
humorous and serious, 
ensue. 
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Meet Richard Salter

Richard Salter can  spend only six months a year in 

the U.S.  Because 

he is a Canadian 

citizen (and wants 

to keep it that 

way), he has a 

tourist visa, which 

restricts his stay.  

But given this limi-

tation, Rick has 

managed to give 

more than half a 

dozen presenta-

tions at Quest in 

his three years of membership. His wife, Liora, is also 

a Quest member. She is currently enjoying a sabbati-

cal from her position as Professor of Law and Environ-

mental Studies at York University in Toronto, and is 

studying at the Art Students League in NYC.  

Growing up in Toronto, Rick frequently visited family 

in NYC, where his mother was born, and he knew that 

one day he would live here. When the Salters are 

here, they live in Tudor City.  

Bored in his fifth year of high school (his 13th year of 

primary school in the Canadian system), Rick applied 

to the State University of New York, in Buffalo.  He 

spent the next seven years in Buffalo, receiving his 

undergraduate degree and an MA in sociology. He 

served as president of Students for a Democratic Soci-

ety (SDS) while at the university.  

Back in Canada, Rick worked with the Company of 

Young Canadians, Canada's domestic peace corps, 

helping to support young people doing community 

organizing  It was here that he confronted the prob-

lems facing Canadian indigenous people or, in their 

own terms, Aboriginals.  He then went to work for the 

Alberta Indian and Metis Associations and later the BC 

Union of Indian Chiefs, traveling the length of Canada 

working with Aboriginal groups.  

 

In 1976, these Aboriginal groups told Rick they need-

ed legal advice to help make new treaties with the 

Canadian government.  Rick realized he would need a 

law degree and enrolled in law at the University of 

British Columbia. After graduating at age 40, he 

opened his own law firm in Vancouver; today the firm 

also has offices in Toronto.   His firm specializes in Ab-

original-rights law, land claims and self-government; 

it works with Aboriginal groups across Canada’s north 

as well as in several urban areas.   

Rick has served as legal counsel to Canada's First Na-

tions at all levels of the courts, including the Supreme 

Court of Canada.   As legal counsel to the Yukon First 

Nations, he was a negotiator for many landmark 

agreements.  He is called to the Bar in Ontario, British 

Columbia, Yukon and the Northwest Territories.  Rick  

has been recognized as  "most frequently recom-

mended" leading practitioner in the field of Aboriginal 

Law in peer rankings published by Lexpert Magazine. 

Rick currently works part time, but vows he will retire 

at the end of the year. He will, however, continue  

working with his former partners as General Counsel.   

When not crisscrossing Canada in behalf of the First 

Nations, Rick enjoys a wide variety of Quest classes 

and reading B-class mystery novels. For light reading, 

he recently finished Thomas Piketty’s book, Capital in 

the Twenty-first Century.  “It was a tough slog.”  A 

(very) frequent flyer, he was twice designated a mem-

ber of the million-mile club by Air Canada. 

Rick and Liora have three children.  April is a high 

school teacher in Vancouver and Ammon is a profes-

sor at the University of Bath, in England.  Colin is liv-

ing in Toronto and is a partner in Pape, Salter Teillet, a 

firm that works in behalf of Aboriginal groups.   

There are six grandchildren in the Salter family. 

If Rick remains true to his word and retires on Decem-

ber 31, we are sure to see more of him and his wife at 

Quest, which will be our good fortune. 

Rick Salter 
Photo by Lila Heilbrunn 
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CRISIS IN UGANDA    

by Jennifer Jolly 

I lived in Uganda from October 1965 to October 1966 
because my husband, Cliff, a physical anthropologist, 
wanted to study baboon evolution. He intended to 
collect blood samples from wild baboons to trace 
their genetics, using techniques that were completely 
new at the time.  

Uganda seemed an ideal place for field work. English 
was widely spoken, Makerere University provided a 
base in Kampala, the capital, and baboons lived 
throughout the country. I had never been to Africa, 
and although excited to go, I had no idea what to ex-
pect. On October 1 we set sail from the London docks 
with our daughter, Caroline, who was not quite two. 
The journey took three weeks through the Mediterra-
nean Sea and Suez Canal to Mombasa, and two days 
by steam train from Mombasa across Kenya to Kam-
pala. During the sea voyage I discovered I was preg-
nant. I would have to give birth in Africa, but blithely 
assumed with a second child it would be easy. 

While I could still travel, we went on field trips in a 
battered old Land Rover often camping in the bush 

with scarce-
ly any 
amenities.  

But we saw 
magnificent 
mountains, 
forests, 
lakes, grass-
lands and 
wild                     
animals.  

Between baboon- hunting trips we lived in a shady 
bungalow, one of about twenty, nestled in its own 

lush grounds on an 
old coffee estate 
belonging to Mak-
erere University, 
about seven miles 
north of Kampala. 
For medical check-
ups I went to Mengo 
Hospital, an old mis-
sionary hospital in 
idyllic surroundings, 
with an excellent 

maternity ward. It was on Mengo Hill in Kampala, 
near the palace of Kabaka, king of the largest of the 
four kingdoms of Uganda.  When we arrived, Uganda 
was a Federal Republic having gained independence 
in 1962. The Kabaka from the south became Presi-
dent, while Milton Obote, his political rival from the 
north, became Prime Minister and head of the army.  
The country seemed outwardly peaceful, but in early 
1966 we began to hear disturbing rumors that Obote 
intended to seize complete power in a military coup. 
Things finally came to a head on May 24, 1966 just 
before the baby was due, when he ordered the Ugan-
dan Army, led by General Idi Amin, to attack the Kaba-
ka’s palace right next to Mengo hospital.  A violent 
civil war broke out. Suddenly my life turned upside 
down. What would I do if I couldn’t go to Mengo?   

Confusion reigned.  We heard the Kabaka’s palace 
was on fire and shouting broke out all over our estate. 
A great wailing rose from the nearby tribes’ people 
when it was falsely reported that their beloved Kaba-
ka was dead. That evening we heard mortar bombs 
exploding. A curfew was imposed between seven at 
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night and six in the morning. During those hours we 
daren’t leave the house.  

With no radio or phone, it was hard to know exactly 
what was happening. The only way we got infor-
mation was when people on our estate shared sto-
ries or we heard from a neighbor, an ex-U.S. Army 
man with a short-wave radio.  

Unsubstantiated news coming from Kampala was 
horrendous, with reports of deaths and beatings of 
many innocent people. Two European surveyors 
were among those killed at a police station by a mob, 
and two European hitchhikers were reported killed. 
Trucks full of bodies were seen leaving the Kabaka’s 
palace to be burned or dumped in Lake Victoria. A 
German tourist was seen taking a photo of Security 
Police, who stopped him, beat him up and put him in 
the back of their van; he wasn’t seen again. Two men 
who tried to dig a trench across a road leading to 
Makerere University were shot dead by police and 
left to rot for two days. The chief tsetse control 
officer and his assistant had head injuries from being 
beaten up. They were slashed with pangas and the 
chief was expected to lose one arm from below the 
elbow. 

The road from Kampala to Entebbe was especially 
dangerous.  A bus going to Entebbe airport was over-
turned and no one knew what happened to its pas-
sengers, who included some Americans. A woman 
told us she knew a man who set off for Entebbe and 
was stopped at several road blocks on the outskirts 
of Kampala. He got out of his car, and survived only 
because he threw himself on the ground behind the 
car when police drove past and riddled it with bul-
lets. Another car was found on the Entebbe Road, full 
of bullets with all passengers dead. Getting to Enteb-
be airport appeared to be impossible and anyway, on 
May 26 we heard that the last plane had left at mid-
night. We couldn’t get out.  

My pregnancy may have saved us from being un-
witting victims of slaughter. Had I not been ready to 
give birth, we too could have been out on the roads. 
Meanwhile, I was supposed to go to Mengo Hospital 
any day to have the baby, but it was close to the cen-
ter of fighting. Even if fighting died down and the 
hospital was intact it might not be safe: we heard 
that bullets had struck the operating room walls. Be-
sides, if I were to go into labor at night it would be 

too risky to drive the seven miles to get there during 
curfew. Our neighbors claimed that even with police 
permits to travel, we would probably be shot before 
anyone bothered to check our permits. I felt trapped 
and helpless. I also had to think about protecting Car-
oline. A friend on the estate said if I went into labor 
at night she would deliver the baby, but she had nev-
er done this before and I was terrified of unforeseen 
complications she couldn’t handle.  Thus I lived in a 
perpetual state of fear, waiting for contractions to 
start.  

The chaos continued. We saw open-backed trucks 
with young men who seemed nervous and poorly 
trained carrying rifles pointed unsteadily outwards. 
Fearing they would shoot at the slightest provoca-
tion, we stayed off the roads as much as possible and 
ventured forth only when necessary to buy food.  

Time passed, my due date went by, and the fighting 
on Mengo Hill gradually died down. Unfortunately 
the curfew continued along with my worries.  But the 
baby hung on, and when I was more than two weeks 
overdue the doctor decided to induce the birth. On 
June 14th I went into Mengo where I was surrounded 
by kind nurses. The birth was indeed accompanied by 
complications, but thanks to a wonderful doctor I 
survived and gave birth to a healthy boy on June 15th 
just after the curfew struck! I saw a bullet hole in the 
operating room wall but heard no more fighting and 
my fear of going into labor during curfew hours final-
ly lifted.  However, my extraordinary good fortune 
really hit home when the nurses told me the tragic 
news that many women in outlying villages, who 
needed professional care and even Caesarian sec-
tions, might die, unable to get to the hospital. To me, 
fate was kind. Without an overdue baby, the out-
come might have been very different. 

Things finally settled down, and three months later 
we flew back to London. We’d had an incredible 
year. I had missed Eng-
land’s changing sea-
sons, but felt deep sad-
ness at leaving good 
friends, the convivial 
lifestyle, and that amaz-
ing country, Uganda, so 
aptly named, “The Pearl 
of Africa.” 
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WE WENT EXPLORING AT THE           
EXPLORERS CLUB 
by Ruth Kovner 

We were quite a crowd on East 70th Street one Friday 
morning, waiting for the doors to open at The Explorers 
Club.  This was to be a unique experience for most of 
us.  All,  that is to say, but Bob Moore and his wife, 
Mac, who had been there several times before.   

In 1910, Stephen C. Clark, grandson of the co-founder 
of the Singer Sewing Machine Company, commissioned 

an architect to design an urban version of a classic Eng-
lish Manor House. His vision was correct. Once we were 
inside we were transported to the English countryside.  
At least, it seemed that way to me. The Explorers Club 
purchased it from Mr. Clark’s family after his death. 

The Club itself was founded in 1904 by a group of the 
world’s leading explorers of that era.  Today the Club 
has about 3,000 members worldwide, 32 chapters, in-
cluding 12 international chapters from 60 different 
countries.  To become a member of the Explorers Club 
you must have participated in some form of scientific 
exploration or field research and be sponsored by two 
members. 

Listed among the Famous Firsts in their membership 
are Robert E. Peary — first to the North Pole;  Roald 
Amundsen — first to the South Pole; Don Walsh & 
Jacques Piccard — first to the deepest point in the 
ocean; and Neil Armstrong & Buzz Aldrin —first to the 
surface of the moon. That’s pretty good company for 
the explorers from Quest.  Did I mention that Theodore 
Roosevelt was also a member?  And, not to leave the 
ladies out, Jane Goodall and Sally Ride. 

We were gazing at so many things all at once that my 
head was constantly whirring.  There was the beautiful 
linenfold paneling around the fireplace.  Looking up at 
the ceiling in the Members Lounge we saw an overall 
pattern of plaster birds flying north.  The coffee table in 
front of the fireplace had a previous life as the hatch 
cover for the survey ship Explorer, which was an un-
armed research vessel and was the American ship near-
est the Japanese fleet responsible for the bombing of 
Pearl Harbor.  Because the Explorer was out to sea she 
avoided the fate that befell the ships that were berthed 
at Oahu on that terrible day. 

Every wall, nook and cranny had fabulous collections 
and paintings and they all had a story to tell.  In the 
center of the Rear Lobby there is a globe on which leg-
end has it that Thor Heyerdahl first proposed his plans 
for the famous Kon-Tiki expedition.  In 1947, Heyerdahl 
and his five-man crew successfully sailed the balsa 
wood raft, Kon-Tiki, 4300 miles from Peru to Polynesia, 
proving that prehistoric South Americans could have 
originally settled the islands of the South Pacific.   
 
The Explorers Club walls on every floor are covered 
with fabulous paintings of landscapes both jungle and 
arctic.  We noticed a bust of Lowell Thomas adjacent to 
the coat room.  It was he who first publicized in his war 
travelogues the story of T.E. Lawrence and the Arab 
revolt.   Thomas was an active member of the Explorers 
Club for over 50 years. 
 
I found the Trophy Room on the fifth floor, the most 

exciting.  There we 
were greeted by 
stuffed heads of  
many animals from 
forest and jungle.  
This most impres-
sive, high ceilinged 
room, with all those 
glass eyes looking at 
us, was a tad un-
settling.  Our docent 
reassured us that 
they are no longer 
collecting prized 
artifacts of this sort.  

The Explorers Club has a great deal to offer the muse-
um goer, and on Monday nights there are scheduled 
events open to the public.  For a mere $20 on Monday 
nights, you too can be transported.  And they have re-
freshments to make your visit even more enjoyable.   
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Thanks to Sandy Gordon, our distinguished-
guest lecturer series continues to stimulate 
and amaze us.  Some highlights from Fall 
2014: 
 
GUEST:  Dr. Alon Ben-Meir 
SUBJECT:  Crisis in the Middle East:  Iraq, Syria, 
ISIS, and the Implications for Israel 
 
To a packed auditorium, Dr. Meir, Senior Fellow 
and Professor at the N.Y.U. Graduate Center for 
Global Affairs, presented an up-to-the-minute in-
sightful analysis of Middle East dynamics.   He ex-
plored how the U.S. inva-
sion of Iraq affected geo-
political conditions in the 
region and indicated the 
difficulty of introducing 
democratic principles to 
communities that “had 
no clue how a democracy 
works.”  He showed how 
counter-revolutions have 
negated the Arab Spring because a democracy 
takes hundreds of years to develop.  
 
GUEST:  Ms. Lynda Gravatt 
SUBJECT:  In conversation  with a consummate 
actor, director and teacher.  
 
Responding to Sandy Gordon’s queries, Ms. Gra-
vatt traced her fascinating 
life trajectory. Raised by 
adoptive parents, she 
forged for herself a suc-
cessful career in the thea-
ter, receiving critical praise 
for  roles in Guess Who’s 
Coming to Dinner, A Raisin 
in the Sun, and more re-
cently in a new play, Skele-
ton Crew.  A lively dialogue 
on race relations highlighted the Q & A session. 
 
 

GUEST:  Ms. Alexis Gelber 
SUBJECT:  The Data Overthrow: The Transfor-
mation of the World of Media, Advertisement, 
and Entertainment 
 
Ms. Gelber, editor 
and journalist, and 
professor at the 
N.Y.U. School of 
Journalism, spoke to 
us on big data and 
the loss of privacy 
commonplace in the 
new digital world.  
Most recently, she 
was editorial direc-
tor of the book The Human Face of Big Data. 
 
GUEST:  Ms. Marlene Sanders 
SUBJECT:   The Transition:  From Radio News to 
TV News with Marlene Sanders                
 
Marlene, a Quest member, treated us to a fasci-
nating talk on her career in television journalism.  
Marlene was the first 
female field corre-
spondent in the Vi-
etnam War for ABC 
News and later be-
came the first woman 
to anchor a nightly 
network newscast. 
She garnered three 
Emmys along the way 
and went on to be-
come a producer of 
award-winning docu-
mentaries and author 
of the book, Waiting 
for Prime Time: The 
Women of Television News (1994).  Marlene com-
mented on the current state of television journal-
ism in the age of cable and the internet in the live-
ly Q & A that followed.  

QUEST DISTINGUISHED-GUEST LECTURER SERIES 
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“Let’s go again to Niagara  
This time we’ll look at the falls…” 
(Song, “Let’s Get Away From It All”) 
 
by Betty Farber  

Led by Carolyn McGuire, a dozen Questers 
looked at the falls on a June 2014 trip to the 
Shaw Festival at Niagara-on-the-Lake in On-

tario, Canada.  We attended theater, visited 
wineries, shopped and enjoyed a variety of 
delightful restaurants on this many-faceted 
trip.  

We flew to Buffalo and were driven to the 
elegant Pillar & Post Inn, where we occupied 
rooms overlooking the charming courtyard 
and outdoor pool. Each morning, our day be-
gan in the spacious dining room with a sump-
tuous breakfast buffet. 

A healthy walk took us into the flower-laden 
village of Niagara-on-the-lake, a town just 
made for strolling, shopping and eating. The 
hotel also provided complimentary car ser-
vice to and from town, and to the theaters 
and back. For lunches and dinners, we found 
a variety of fine restaurants, including an 
Irish pub where we enjoyed the buzz from 
their potent Irish Coffee.  

How do you attend four plays in two days? By 
seeing a matinee Wednesday and Friday at 
2:00 PM and evening performances at 8:00 
PM.  Believe it or not, we did it! 

Although he is the festival’s namesake, 
George Bernard Shaw wrote only one of the 
four plays we saw, Arms and the Man, his 
first play to be made into a musical (The 
Chocolate Soldier in 1908). The other three 
plays were, The Charity That Began at Home, 
by St. John Hankin (1906); When We Are 
Married, by J.B. Priestley (1938); and The 
Philadelphia Story, by Philip Barry (1939). The 
latter was adapted as a film in 1940. Both the 
play and the film had starred Katharine Hep-
burn and it was difficult not to picture Ms. 
Hepburn while watching the contemporary 
version. 

After breakfast on Thursday, Questers were 
taken on a tour of Niagara and Wine Country, 
while our tour guide discussed the history of 
the region. Lunch was in a restaurant over-
looking the magnificent falls, followed by 
taste tours of two wineries, both featuring 
“Ice Wine”, a new taste sensation for most of 
us.  Mmm good! 

Although we packed a variety of activities in-
to a few days, nothing seemed rushed. We 
loved the beauty and charm of the village of 
Niagara-on-the-Lake, enjoyed seeing  the  

plays, most of 
which we had not 
seen before, and 
as always with a 
Quest trip, we 
enjoyed the com-
pany of friends. 

 

 

Bernice Schwartz 
Tastes the Ice Wine 


