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The CHAMBER of REMEMBRANCE 
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There is that almost reverential hum that you associate with 

courthouses.  The coming and going of court officials, lawyers, the 

bailed, press and the public. But as you shall see, the proceedings in 

this roo, are different to what transpires in the others. For this room is 
not for conferences toward conviction – there is no prosecuting 

machine here; this is a rendezvous for recognition. Because of its 

special status in the minds of the petitioners it is known as the 

Chamber of Remembrance. 
 

The Adjudicator enters. He is a tall, grey bearded black man; an august 

figure - as if moulded for the role he is undertaking. 

 
Adjudicator: Good Morning. I hope all participants are ready to begin. A 

general nodding of the head. Let's set the ball rolling then. Clerk; who is, or 

who are, the first of the rememberers today. 

 

Clerk: It is two persons Adjudicator, in recognition of Mr. Oliver Harrington.  
 

Adjudicator: Will the persons here, on behalf of Oliver Harrington, please step 

forward. 

 
Two people stand up, amongst the few assembled. A black man, in his 

nineties, supported by a cane. He is assisted by another man, white, in 

his seventies. They sit at a table opposite the presiding official, which 

the usher guides them to.  
 

Adjudicator: Good Morning gentlemen – I hope you're both well. Who would 

like to speak first? 

 
Josef Vertreten (speaking in an Americanised German): I've spoken with 

my esteemed elder here, who agreed that if given the option, that I would 

speak first – as I need to return to Germany today. 

 

Adjudicator: And your name is?  
 

Josef Vertreten: Josef Vertreten 

 

Adjudicator: By the way, when did you arrive from Germany? 
 

Josef Vertreten: Yesterday 

 

Adjudicator: Yesterday! And you're going back today? 
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Josef Vertreten: Yes. 

 

Adjudicator: I'm looking forward to what you have to say Mr. Vertreten. Tell 
me why you think Oliver Harrington deserves the recognition. Please 

proceed.... 

 

Josef Vertreten: Because he made us laugh. He waved a wand of smiles and 
grins. I'd never really thought about humour as a weapon, before I came 

across the work of Ollie Harrington. He generated laughter in Europe, as well 

as in America. Through laughter we learnt; via the curriculum of cartoons, we 

entered his classroom. It was like sitting at the feet, of the savant of satire. 
 

Adjudicator: I like that – savant of satire. Sensing you have much more to 

say about his art, I will let you continue in a moment. But before that, tell me 

how he came to live in Germany. 

 
Josef Vertreten: While living in France, he'd arranged a meeting with a 

German publisher. Boarding a train without inappropriate travel documents, he 

disembarked in East Germany. When the Wall went up, he was trapped. 

 
Adjudicator: So how long did he live there for? 

 

Josef Vertreten: For the last three decades of his life. 

 
Adjudicator: Amazing! Thank you Mr Vertreten, please continue with your 

representation. 

 

Josef Vertreten: Overall, it's simply the appreciation of great art. With him, 
art was a constant classroom; continual provision, from his self-designed 

curriculum. We were the first to receive his teachings in colour. For it was 

Eulenspiegel, the East German humour magazine, that gave him the 

opportunity, for caricatures in colour. 

 
He became a respected artist here, some would say a cult figure. For his 

defiance, as well as his art. We knew he'd been watched by the FBI here – that 

he'd been watched by the Stasi over there. Watched in America, due to being 

dangerous Red, as well as active Black. Watched in East Germany, due to his 
criticism of the creative and travel blockade  imposed by the ruling body, on 

artists within the GDR. That's why I'm here today; so this Unknown Soldier, 

who fought on many fronts, can finally be recognised. 

 
Adjudicator: Do you know what time period he was under observation? 

 

Josef Vertreten: No, I do not. But once they've got their eyes on you, they 

rarely take them off. It's just the level of surveillance that may change. 

 
There is a murmur from the attendees. 

 



Adjudicator: Yes, I guess so. Please continue. 

 

Josef Vertreten: Through him, our eyes were opened. We saw the need for 

the Black Press. We began to understand the legendary Bootsie. 
 

Adjudicator: (animated) You knew of Bootsie? 

 

There is laughter from some of the attendees. The Adjudicator laughs 
also. 

 

Josef Vertreten: Yes! We came to love him too. Because Harrington was 

living in Berlin, through him, copies of the Pittsburgh Courier and Chicago 
Defender would be in circulation; precious papers, passed around with 

reverence, like sacred medieval documents. An introduction to African America 

- from Alexanderplatz. This was supplemented by copies I was able to bring 

back. 

 
Adjudicator: Is that where he lived? Tell me something of his life there? 

 

Josef Vertreten: Yes, he lived in Alexanderplatz - at least in the initial stages 

of his time in Berlin. I think he might have shared his first flat with a musician. 
I can't tell you that much really. As you can tell from my accent, I've spent 

considerable time here, due to my diplomatic duties, so I'm not completely 

aware of his Berlin sojourn. As I said before, he was a popular figure, a local 

celebrity. I know he was friends with the exiled baritone, Aubrey Pankey; that 
he received visitors, such as the polymath Paul Robeson and the writer 

Langston Hughes. I get a picture that he was content there. He married a local 

woman, Helma Richter, which appears to have been a happy union, producing 

one son. His art kept him busy. As well as Eulenspiegel, he contributed to 
another German publication, Das Magazin and other European publications. He 

continued his work with the African-American newspapers, I previously 

mentioned. His work might have been published in France also, as well as 

Russia – I'm thinking of Krokodil, the Moscow satirical magazine. He seemed 

content there. Remember, he'd already left America to live in France. So with 
his political thinking, why not Germany, of the GDR? By most accounts he was 

content there – and we were happy to have him there. 

 

Someone enters the room. Finding she is in the wrong one, she 
apologises and leaves 

 

Adjudicator: If there is nothing else you'd like to add, please give your 

concluding statements. 
 

Josef Vertreten: Ollie Harrington deserves to be remembered, because of our 

appreciation of great art. He intertwined that creativity, with aids to learning – 

laughter being his greatest aid. He provided education, interspersed with 

humour. In our learning, we laughed. Blessed is the cartoonist, for his gift of 
laughter. 

 



Someone says Amen 

 

Adjudicator: Thank you, Mr Vertreten, for fitting this into your evidently busy 

schedule. I hope you catch your return flight alright. I wish you a safe journey. 
 

Josef Vertreten: Thank you for listening, Adjudicator. I hope it helps in giving 

respect, to where it is long overdue. May I ask you a question? 

 
Adjuticator: Go ahead. 

 

Josef Vertreten: Could you please clarify for me, what happens if Harrington 

is recognised? 
 

Adjudicator: There are varied ways. To name a few, we suggest to local 

authorities that they design educational packages for schools, mount 

commemorative plaques, plan history walks, stage exhibitions of his artwork – 

and place permanent displays in local museums. 
 

Josef Vertreten: Perfect! I'm honoured to have been part of this 

remembrance process. I thank you again. Goodbye. 

 
Adjudicator: You have been a worthy representative, Mr Vertreten. Once 

again, I wish you a safe return. 

 

Looking at his fellow speaker beside him, he clasps his hands and 
bows his head, then turns to leave. On the way out, the gathered ones 

smile, nod their head or shake his hand. At the door he nods and 

thanks the usher, then exits the room. 

 
Adjudicator: Will the second rememberer please state his name. 

 

David Sankofa: My name is David Sankofa. 

 

Adjudicator: Mmmm, Sankofa. Before we proceed, I'm eager to know how 
you came by that surname. 

 

David Sankofa: For two reasons. To celebrate my West African ancestry, for 

Sankofa is associated with the Akan peoples, of which the Asante or Ashanti, 
are probably the most well known grouping. There is an Akan proverb, which 

translated into English goes something like...''It is not wrong to go back, for 

that which you have forgotten''. In other words, always remember your roots. 

As well as a symbol on Adrinka cloth, Sankofa is represented as a bird – it's 
head looking back. And there is the second reason; for when I became a 

Tuskegee Airman, Sankofa as bird, seemed like a fitting name. I always loved 

history, especially Black history; always had my head in a book, or an 

academic paper. But the legal change to Sankofa didn't happen till the sixties – 

back then I was David Smith. 
 

Adjudicator: Thank you, Mr Sankofa. A Tuskegee Airman! There is a burst 



of applause from the attendees. I'm in the presence of heroism. We are 

honoured to have you here. Please take your time Sir, and tell us why Oliver 

Harrington, deserves to be remembered. 

 
David Sankofa: Throughout our saga of segregation, he saluted us. He was 

there at Cassino, he was there at Anzio; he knew the lot of the soldier. In his 

copy, he mentioned our names and told our stories. It was only he and a few 

other Black journalists, such as Vincent Tubbs and Ollie Stewart that reported 
on the Black units. He made sketches of us also. It was kind of comforting, 

having him around; knowing that our stories would be told, even if we couldn't 

tell them. Because he'd shared the danger, he celebrated us, as we lauded 

him. He was our hot shot in the hot spot! 
 

Adjudicator: So he was there alongside your unit, during Operation Shingle? 

 

David Sankofa: Yes, he was there. He was with us going north, from Sicily. 

We became the guardians, protecting the naval transports, bringing soldiers 
and the weaponry of war. Ollie was there as we engaged the Luftwaffe in the 

sky above Anzio beach. That was our first real combat experience. Due to our 

performance, we were able to shoot down the chauvinistic thinking that said 

we couldn't fly, that we'd be inept, an embarrassment to the Armed Forces. 
Both Time magazine and the New York Times, wrote glowingly of our time in 

the combat zone. But nothing meant more to us, than what Ollie wrote, in the 

Pittsburgh Courier. 

 
He kept us on the radar, when others thought us doomed. Like William Nell, 

who kept Crispus Attucks alive; or Thomas Chester, the 25th Army Corps, Ollie 

Harrington documented the Tuskegee Airman. 

 
Adjudicator: Sorry Mr Sankofa, please enlighten me. I know of William Nell, 

but not Thomas Chester. 

 

David Sankofa: Thomas Morris Chester was a pioneering figure. Teacher, 

educator, journalist, editor, lawyer and soldier. During the Civil War, he was 
employed by the Philadelphia Press, to report on Black regiments at the front 

line. 

 

Adjudicator: Thank you Mr Sankofa, I'll look into him. Maybe one day others 
will come here in remembrance of Thomas Morris Chester. 

 

David Sankofa: I hope so.  

 
Adjudicator: So he was a key figure? 

 

David Sankofa: Key is a perfect word to use here, Adjudicator. For through 

his reporting, he helped to open minds, locked in eugenics and darkness. He 

brought balance to the white reader. Where once there was Audie Murphy, now 
there was Charles McGee. 

 



Adjudicator: Charles McGee? 

 

David Sankofa: Yes. He's the most decorated of all the Tuskegee Airman. But 

what a haul, collectively! If I remember correctly, around eight hundred and 
fifty medals were garnered between us; Distinguished Flying Medals, Purple 

Hearts, Bronze Stars, Air Medals - as well as Distinguished Unit Citations. We 

had proved ourselves – we became the owners of pride. Mr Harrington 

documented it all. 
 

As a footnote to that statement, it's sad that in this country, some nicknamed 

us Spookwaffe; yet the German pilots, in admiration of our airbourne skills, 

called us Schwartze Vogelmenschen – Black Birdmen. 
 

Adjudicator: Isn't there a connection with medals and George Bush? 

 

David Sankofa: I've never been a fan of George Bush, but I was touched by 

what he said – and his salute to the old veterans. Six of my fellow pilots were 
given the Congressional Gold Medal on behalf of the rest of us, in a March 

2007 ceremony. 

 

May I ask you a question? 
 

Adjudicator: Please do. 

 

David Sankofa: What happens after this session? 
 

Adjudicator: Two other adjudicators and I will peruse what the clerk has 

recorded, then a decision will be made, with a possible recommendation from 

myself as the presiding official. Then a final decision will be made. 
 

David Sankofa: Thank you. I was curious to what the final stages entailed. 

 

Adjudicator: That's OK. I would ask the same question, if our roles were 

reversed. Is there anything else you'd like to add?  
 

David Sankofa: So many deserve to be remembered. Such as Benjamin 

Davies, the Tuskegee Airmen leader. He went on to become the first Air Force 

Black general. He was tough on us - endeavouring to produce aviation quality, 
in each and every recruit. We were the first, the vanguard – so we had to 

shine. Eventually, accolades came from Eisenhower and Patton, but the ones 

we cherished the most, came from Colonel Benjamin Oliver Davies. 

 
I would like to pay my respects also to Robert Vann, the editor and publisher of 

the Pittsburg Courier. For its Double V Campaign; towards victory at home, as 

well as abroad. For its contributing journalists, such as the historian and author 

Joel Rogers. But most of all for Oliver Harrington. He was there, in the mud 

and the mayhem. He saw the everyday suffering and the resultant heroism; so 
he created Jive Gray, a Tuskegee Airman, as a reflection, a mirror image of the 

Red Tails men. A comic strip of great adventures, centred around a trailblazing 



black hero. 

 

He wrote of us, sketched us, spoke of us. As I've come to represent him here, 

he was an ambassador for us. I struggle to walk, propped up by this cane - but 
I had to come here. At a time when we were designated places in the 

doldrums, Ollie conferred on us diadems of dignity. He came, he saw, he 

celebrated. We achieved what many thought was impossible – and Ollie was 

there to record it all. For us, he was like a Patron Saint of the Press. 
 

Adjudicator: Oliver Harrington is privileged to have been represented by you 

and Mr. Vertreten. I've learnt a lot today. I shall definitely be recommending 

that he is given Recognition Status. 
 

David Sankofa: That's good to hear. It's warming the heart of an old man. 

 

Adjudicator: Thank you for blessing this room with your presence, Mr 

Sankofa. I wish you and your escort, a safe journey home. I salute you. 
 

David Sankofa: I salute you also. Looking forward to hearing from you. 

Farewell. 

 
David Sankofa exits, helped by a younger person. The few other 

attendees watch him pass; awed, respectful - then leave. 

 

The Adjudicator and Clerk then leave by another door, talking excitedly 
as they go. 

 

 

The End 
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