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What One Person Can Do (77 0

by Alan Tillier
MAN ON A BRIDGE

The most compassionate newsman I've
ever known is Theodore Andrica, a
short, roly-poly man with thick s
tacles and a thick Rumanian a t,

has ;ust_r%t_l;ei;;lf_{?frfm
Cleveland Press. Ted's beat was
Europe from the Baltic to the
and his title at the Press was nati 5
editor.

t title sounds a bjt strang
reporter to carry aro
Ted is the only Ameri
far as I know, who
that way on a
meant, simply,

0

T a

ern Europe ar decades,
keeping ope of- communication
between 500, jic-group Cleve-
landers an elatives abroad.

s )Hungarians, Ruma-

s, Ted was not just someone

s\a human bridge with the
éone who took letters,
parcels, and medicines to
made on-the-spot checks

—.-‘e tions all over Eastern Europe.
will be sorely missed in all those East-
A ern/European towns and villages where

iis visiting card was a cheery “I'm from

\
\—Cleveland,” delivered always in the local
\_ tongue.
Communist_authorities, on the other

hasd; will heave a sigh of relief knowing

Alan Tillier is a free-lance writer living in

Paris. He is a former European correspon-
dent for Newsweek magazine.

veland man” will no longer
o make their life troublesome.
rity men, with their obsessive |
in a ne 's

ﬁpent many a year puffing after the in-

defatigable Ted as he bounced across
f a continent.

In his days as a roving reporter, he
used every mode of transport, from don-
keys to a Chevvy with a ial 100-
CoVi ion

ga 4 ]
miles, and when he retired recently at

seventy-three, it was because his wife

had finally put her foot down, saying he
should spend more time with her and
his dogs.

Tep HAD two bases—Cleveland and Vien-
na. His desk in the corner of the Press
city room had a salami as a paperweight,
for Ted was as Balkan (if he will allow
me to use the term in the non-pejorative
sense) as the people he wrote about, He
had walked into editor Louis Seltzer’s of-
fice in 1926 (when he was in his mid-
twentiés) asking for a job. During the
interview that followed, he talked about
his background—boyhood in Rumania,
immigration to the United States, two

ears as parish priest of the Rumanian
Orthodox Church in Buffalo, New York,
a bit of mash-mixing for a bootlegger,
and clerking in a bank in Canton, Ohio.
His journalistic credentials consisted of
having covered the activities of the for-
eign-horn for a Canton newspaper and
writing a lovelorn column under the
name Molly Stark (shades of Miss
Lonelyhearts!). He told Seltzer that the
Press should help immigrants, while
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The “Broken-English Editor"—Andrica, right, meets with visiting Italians.

Paul Topplestein

boosting its readership by writing abou
their activities.

Seltzer was not sold easily, “
people don't read us,” he said, “becaus ’
they dont trouble themselves to read’
English.” The quick-witted Andrica
shot back: “And the only way to (make
them read English is to writecabout
thém.” That did it! Ted got the n
ities editorship, the first and only.
its kind in U.S. journalism. Soon/He
covering the Germans on,
West Side, the Czechs ar
Street, and the Slovenes
along Saint Clair Avenue

He dragged immigran
isolation by orgar festivals, dances,
and, in 1930, an tions Exposition,

Then he set off dfirst of dozens of
trips to Europe. Before-he sailed, the
newspaper | pﬁﬁl%oup‘r ns so readers
could £ill in‘the name< and addresses of
i y wanted Ted to visit. Ted was to
collect thousands 6n thousands of cou-
pons over the years. When I went to his
apartfnohifim}(j/nd the Opera House in
Nienha, 1 usually found him looking
rough bundles of these slips, noting
down names on region-by-region lists,
“whigh he’always carried with him.
n fhe years before World War 11, his
N ion was to corroborate information
about relatives that flowed back to
Cleveland in letters. The war and its
aftermath changed his “beat” entirely:

readers’ urgings, he checked
died and who had survived.
eep, loaded with food parcels, let-

d gifts of clothing, became a fa-
ght between Berlin-and Sofia. He
came restrictions within occupation
nes, fought for and obtained visas even
ter the Iron Curtain slammed down,
and somehow, perhaps by always ad-
dressing them in their own language,
won over even the Soviets. He loves to
tell the story of how he sought traveling
papers from a Soviet political officer in
Hungary, and how the man leaned over
the desk and whispered: “I have rela-
tives in Cleveland.” He got the papers
immediately,

THE roav on Ted during the Fifties
grew and grew; the demand for his
services always expanded in times of
crisis—times such as the bitter Trieste
dispute of 1951 and the ugly Budapest
weeks of 1956. In some Eastern Euro-
pean cities, his hotel room looked like a
doctor’s waiting room, as peaple literally
queued up to see him for news, parcels,
and medicines.

During the 1956 Hungarian uprising,
e chartered a jet airliner to fly tons of,
clothing fron Cleveland to | refuges

camps tria. Hundreds of telegram
arrived asking him to do something, anyy
thing, to help relatives of people back
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home. He hd% some families leave
Hungary, watched over them in the Aus-
trian camps, then guided them through

the formalities that enabled many to
reach the United States.

Ted was always full of these tales
because it helped him remember names
and addresses, although he never di-
vulged them. They were not nostalgic
yarns spun by an old newsman, for Ted
rendered the same services after the
Soviet invasion e. He was always
on the move. You had to be up early to
catch him, and if you went along, you
would find him veering from the foreign
ministry and the Western embassies to-
ward the markets and the back s
personally witnessed the w:
he got in Buda; where the fam

{ hﬁmﬁlcﬂy gather
him; in Bucharest, where th
identical; in the Slovak
Bratislava; and in various tiny Hu
villages.

endous constitution.
survive lhe l'our or_

xf , as a fellow reporter, I some-
mes_ traveled wi im, we would rise
early and hurry from house to farm to
marketplace, meeting “the relatives.”
ed often perspired in the sticky Balkan
weather, grumbling in a good-natured

‘way. But he kept going—talking, ques-

tioning, listening. Inherited Rumanian
shrewdness always helped him stay one
step ahead of the Communist regimes,
and in his articles he would finesse
points past censorship. “Chickens are
plentiful in Budapest,” he once wrote,
“which is marvelous for people who have
not seen veal for twenty years.”

His personality was always his best
tool in trade. “I am Balkan myself, and
T understand how these people talk, how
they view life, and 1 feel, along with
them, their love of their soil.” He would
add this basic truth about Eastern Eu-



: “People remain people despite the
system. I have seen them dig in
their heels in the face of coercion, and
today only five percent of the population
are what you would call activists. You
don’t meet many now who proclaim the
virtues of the party, thump their chests,
or call for a New Man. They have come
to appreciate the enormous and enduring
power of traditional values, including
nationalism, and the ‘ultras’ are trying
to hamess these old forces.”

Ix recenT vEARs Ted undertook another
service: checking into the ancestry of his
readers and satisfying their new pride
in their ethnic stock. There was less need
than before to deliver clothes and food,
because times, even in Eastern Europe,
have improved. Most mail is opened, but
it gets through. Ted would still travel to
a remote village to light a church taper
on behalf of an old-timer back in Cleve-
land, row out into the Adriatic to throw
a wreath upon its waters for a lost sailor,
or act as proxy best man or godfa at
East European weddings and bnp

I always wondered how Ted fi
the energy at the end of a

European [tmm and ofté

tural management.
prices, about relations
nist fathers md L

he meant the communiqués in_gobh
degook party prose), “and
meet my sort of people.” All
camed those lists of relatiyes

. He would sit lung
into the passing on information
the gther half of the family, jotting
a note to take back to Cleveland.
the Rumanian Orthodox
v date back to the Twenties, but
isé the vocation remains alive. In

m

e Pyle. His persistence enabled him
toovercome considerable physical ob-
&acles in the form of blocked mountain
passes in Yugoslavia, terrible roads, little
sleep. His warmth of character melted
all but the hardest of Communist offi-
cialdom.

Once, when we were taking a quick
breather on a café terrace in Budapest,
Ted peered at me through his thick spec-
tacles and said: “I've never been an
intellectual. I'm as hardheaded as my
readers”—which was not true. Former

Mayor Carl Stokes in 1970 proclaimed
“Theodore Andrica Da 'ﬁﬁ%‘mﬂn
cnﬂt?ﬂ'“nﬂ'ﬂﬁmﬁ:{? of g?_o% will to
international understanding. s old

editor, Louis Seltzer, added: “He has
been good for this world—for America
B

and for Europe.”



