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By RICHARD PÉREZ-PEÑA

Helping the indigent
get the medical service
they don’t know about
or can’t afford.
The foundation plans to publish its
first request for grant proposals this
month.
Yet the group has barely begun to
define its identity and purpose. Mr.
Knickman has not yet hired a staff,
and the request for proposals is expected to be very broadly worded.
Talk to Mr. Knickman, or to the
voting board members appointed by
the governor and legislative leaders,
and what emerges is less a specific
set of ideas than excitement about
the range of possibilities. One issue
that arises repeatedly is the epidemic of obesity and diabetes.
“We are very interested in finding
three or four areas, to focus on these
and really have an impact,” Mr.
Knickman said.
The foundation has a broadly
worded, three-part mandate from
the state: to expand health insurance
coverage for people who cannot afford it, improve access to care for
people who have trouble finding it,
and educate people about health issues and help them address those
problems.
Tackling such enormous problems
head-on — to insure the uninsured, or
open new clinics — could cost billions
of dollars, clearly beyond the foundation’s capacity. And its leaders say
they are not particularly interested
in being a “think tank,” writing and
commissioning papers on various issues; many groups do that already.
What they talk of instead is supporting small-scale, neighborhoodlevel efforts by community groups,
clinics or schools, finding what
works, and trying to show how it can
be replicated elsewhere. “We’re
thinking in terms of demonstration
projects,” said Deborah Konopko,
the foundation chairwoman.
Mr. Knickman said, “We want to
find innovative people trying innovative things and support them, and

maybe join forces with other organizations.”
He cited some examples to emulate, like the Harlem Children’s
Zone, a group that works on a range
of problems, from asthma to drug
abuse, in central Harlem. He also
spoke enthusiastically of a project in
Upper Manhattan by a national organization,
Community
Voices,
working with neighborhood groups to
connect low-income, uninsured people with clinics and doctors.
“I’d like to take something like
that and do it in 10 communities,” he
said. “I could see helping community
health centers with investment in
technology and better management,
to make them more efficient.”
The board members, and others in
the health care field, see the hiring of
Mr. Knickman as a coup. Most recently, he has been a vice president
of the Robert Wood Johnson Foundation overseeing health care grants,
and chairman of the Robert Wood
Johnson University Hospital in New
Jersey. Earlier, he was a longtime
professor of health policy at New
York University’s graduate school of
public service, and he worked for a
time on health policy in Mayor Edward I. Koch’s administration.
Despite their enthusiasm, some of
the foundation’s supporters cannot
help but view it wistfully, believing
that it should have been wealthier.
In January 2002, the Legislature
and governor passed a law allowing
Empire Blue Cross Blue Shield to
convert from a nonprofit corporation
to a profitmaking one, under a new
parent company, WellChoice. As a
condition of the deal, the state
claimed ownership of some of the
newly issued WellChoice stock, as
compensation for Empire’s decades
of being tax-exempt.
Some states that had allowed such
conversions, including California,
had used most of the revenue, billions of dollars in some cases, to create foundations promoting health
care for the poor.
But New York lawmakers, over
the objections of a few of their colleagues, seized on the conversion as
a source of money to pay for a new
contract with the powerful hospital
workers’ union. They set aside just 5
percent of the stock for a foundation.
No one knew for certain what price
WellChoice would fetch on the open
market, but at the time the law
passed — in the midst of a recession
— state and company officials estimated the value of all the outstanding stock at $1 billion, and the foundation’s portion at $50 million. When
the state sold some of the stock nine
months later, it found that the market price was about twice that high.
Consumer advocates who believed
that more of the stock should go
toward public health challenged the
conversion law in court, with a string
of lawsuits and appeals that prevented sale of most of the stock for long
stretches of time. Paradoxically,
those delays turned out very well for
the state and the foundation. The
economy improved, health insurance
industry stocks soared, and WellChoice was taken over by WellPoint,
a national insurer, pushing the stock
still higher.
Today, the foundation’s assets are
worth about $250 million. In all, the
windfall to the state has been about
$5 billion, much of it still in the form
of stock. It is not clear how that
money will be spent.
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After 4 Years, Health Group
For the Poor Gets Started
More than four years after it was
promised, a foundation created by
state lawmakers to help New Yorkers get health care is, at last, up and
running — and with much more
money at its disposal than expected.
The Legislature and Gov. George
E. Pataki created the New York
State Health Foundation in early
2002, but the law was challenged in
court, freezing the plan for almost
four years. By the time the foundation could begin operating, the assets
the state had given it had grown
from a value estimated at $50 million
to more than $250 million.
There are charitable foundations
with billions of dollars, but they have
much wider missions. The New York
Health Foundation has enough grant
money to give away to become important within its narrow mandate,
limited to health care and to New
York.
Its board hired James R. Knickman in April as its president and
chief executive, giving it a leader
with deep experience in health care,
the charitable world and New York.
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Vision
Judith Jamison is artistic director of the Alvin
Ailey American Dance Theater and adviser to the
Ailey II company and the Ailey School — “the
overseer of all that is Ailey,” as she describes
herself.
Ms. Jamison joined the Ailey company in 1965:
“I learned eight dances in two weeks, and then we
were on the road.”
She says Ailey dancers “are all sizes and shape
— all muscle, but tall, short, a little wider, a little
narrower, from everywhere in the world, and
every dancer knows when you start in my
company, you come out on stage a 10; then you
can work your way up to wherever you’re going.”
“I tell my dancers you achieve that by
understanding that the body God gave you is a
10,” she says. “He gave you something perfect to
work with.”
Ms. Jamison looks for dancers with “a person
inside of them, who can translate their life.”
She is originally from Philadelphia, but has
spent most of her life in New York City. “This was
my path. I feel like an ordained minister; I was
supposed to preach here. Through dance, we’re
as close to God as we’re going to get — until he
calls us home.”

Death of Newborn Girl Leaves Mother’s Neighbors Baffled
By FERNANDA SANTOS
and EMILY VASQUEZ
They had known each other since
third grade and, by his account, were
the best of friends. Shirley Courcelle
and Lloyd Morgan, both 20, grew up
together at a public housing project
in Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn, and
eventually fell in love. They had been
dating off and on for about a year
and cared for each other “like husband and wife,” he said.
Mr. Morgan said he did not know
that she was pregnant, though; at
least not until Sunday, when the police said she gave birth inside his
apartment on Avenue X.
In fact, no one at the Sheepshead
Houses seemed to know that Ms.
Courcelle was expecting a child —
not the neighbors who had known her
since she was a little girl, not her
mother or siblings, and not any of her
friends. She managed to hide the

pregnancy beneath the oversize
T-shirts she took to wearing a few
months ago, neighbors said, when it
was likely that her belly began to
bulge.
Ms. Courcelle’s baby girl was born
about 8 a.m. and weighed about six
pounds, said Ellen Borakove, a
spokeswoman for the city medical
examiner’s office. Nine hours later,
Ms. Courcelle stepped inside Coney
Island Hospital, alone and bleeding
badly, and told doctors that she had
miscarried, the police said. A subsequent exam, however, showed otherwise, the authorities said.
Doctors summoned the police, who
asked Ms. Courcelle what really happened. According to the police, she
said that she had given birth and
then thrown the baby down a garbage chute in the building where she
lives, at 3661 Nostrand Avenue,
which is around the corner from Mr.

No one seemed to
know that a Brooklyn
woman was pregnant.
Morgan’s home. But that also turned
out to be a lie.
On Monday, about 2:15 a.m., the
police found the baby dead inside a
closet at Ms. Courcelle’s apartment,
wrapped in a dark plastic bag.
“She couldn’t have been in her correct state of mind. If anything, she’s
for kids,” Mr. Morgan said yesterday. “It had to be a panic-out-of-thehead move. That’s not what she’s
about.”
The baby was carried to term,
though it will be a few more days until test results show whether it was
stillborn, Ms. Borakove said. Only af-
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A small shrine at the Brooklyn building where a woman gave birth. Her baby’s body was found in a closet.

ter that can prosecutors decide
whether to charge Ms. Courcelle.
Ms. Courcelle has lived at the
Sheepshead Houses for most of her
life, in a first-floor apartment she
shares with her mother, stepfather
and six siblings. She has a high
school diploma, but no steady job,
her neighbors said. She does, however, help out at home by watching her
three young brothers while her mother is at work and doing the laundry,
they said. Ernest Fowler, one of her
neighbors, said he often sees her
pushing a small shopping cart full of
dirty clothes to a nearby laundry.
“She’s quiet, but she’s a very nice
girl,” Mr. Fowler said. She was also
skilled at braiding hair, he said, and
many times offered to braid his son’s
hair.
Another neighbor, Latisha Bracey,
30, described Ms. Courcelle as “a
regular girl who couldn’t cause no
one no harm.”
Ms. Courcelle returned home at
2:30 p.m. yesterday, wearing a pair
of jeans and a navy-blue hospital
gown over a light-blue shirt. She
pulled up in a silver Buick and silently walked into her building, with
two police detectives by her side. The
detectives spent a half-hour inside.
Mr. Morgan also went upstairs but
quickly came back down.
“I don’t think she’s ready to see
me,” he said, and then walked away.
Earlier in the day, friends and
neighbors propped a cardboard box
on its edge outside the entrance to
Mr. Morgan’s building. They placed
some candles, a vase of carnations
and four stuffed animals inside.
A poster board was taped to the
wall a few feet above, and Mr. Morgan wrote on it a message that read:
“In loving memory of baby M.
You’re in God’s hands now.” The M
stands for Morgan, he said, which
would have been the baby’s last
name.
Mr. Morgan said the baby did not
have a first name because he has not
had a chance to talk to Ms. Courcelle
since she was hospitalized on Sunday. “When I do,” he said, “we’ll find
out the name for our girl and plan a
nice service for her.”

A Roar for the Fourth, Echoing Back Six Decades
Continued From Page B1
now some of the planes are going for
$1.5 million to $2 million, and there’s
an entire industry of air shows and
memorabilia built in large part
around them.
Mr. Dameo, director of the museum’s flight operations, gives his
age as “69 and holding.” He is largely
retired from a trucking business he
owned but still flies corporate jets.
He said his favorite of the war birds
was whichever one he happened to be
flying. But as much as he loves the
planes, he’s more likely to be moved
by how people react to them, the old
pilots and crew members who get
E-mail: peappl@nytimes.com

misty-eyed when allowed to climb
into the cockpits, the guy in the
wheelchair who just wanted to be
wheeled out to touch the plane.
Which he did.
Maybe that’s just the American
nostalgia machine in action, but you
couldn’t tell it by the pilots who fly
out of here.
“We live in a fast moving, MP3-,
iPod-oriented, Internet-driven country where you’re only as good as
your last moment on an Internet
blog,” said Mr. Clyman, a pilot and
the founder and president of the museum, which is nonprofit. “We try to
get away from that and transport
people back to an era where things
moved more slowly and people were
committed to ideals that didn’t shift

Planes from World
War II, and vintage
patriotism.
so much with the political winds. The
pilots here feel they’re not just flying
planes; they’re doing a service.”
So the half-dozen or so pilots, two
in their 20’s, most a good deal older,
find the time on holiday weekends to
get in the air, pay their noisy tribute
to the past, bring the old planes to life
and then bring them back down. No
one is quite sure how long this will
last. The soaring price of fuel, which
has doubled in the past two years,

makes the dicey economics dicier. It
costs a fortune to train new pilots, insurance isn’t cheap, and maintaining
the planes is an expensive labor of
love left to a few men with the dedication of monks. At 69, whether holding or not, Mr. Dameo can do this for
only so many more years.
But then, one part of it does seem
eternal. The planes are regularly
taken apart: propellers changed, engines rebuilt, every rivet checked
and rechecked. We get old, but the
planes, with their ferocious roar,
their colorful markings like war
paint, their odd angles and Marvel
Comics names — Avenger, Albatross, Mustang, Thunderbolt — seem
ageless. As long as there’s someone
to climb into the cockpit, they seem
like they can fly forever.

