
In Memory of Alfred E. Smith IV 

The Global Tracheostomy Collaborative lost a special friend, 
colleague, and member of our family when Alfred E Smith IV passed 
away unexpectedly November 20.  Al was the consummate cancer 
survivor and tracheostomy patient, and he and his wife Nan (Moore) 
Smith threw themselves into the GTC mission with an enthusiasm and 
sense of mission that was inspiring to all of us who met them. 

Al became one of the youngest NYSE members in history when, 
immediately after his father’s early passing in 1972, he took over his 
father’s seat.  He had a successful 36-year career there, retiring as a 
managing director at Bear Wagner in 2008.  His accomplishments in 
business are too numerous to mention.  But that was only his day job. 

Al was diagnosed with laryngeal cancer in his 30s, and although 
he was cured he lived with a tracheostomy for the rest of his life.  He 
spoke to me privately about some of the many difficulties his 
tracheostomy created for him, particularly in a career where he lived 
by shouting out stock orders.  But he shared these issues with me only 
because he wanted me to understand how important the GTC’s work 
was.  Otherwise, he took his tracheostomy in stride, dealt with every 
problem it imposed without complaint, and could regale for hours with 
stories of both humorous and terrifying tracheostomy misadventures – 
and he never stopped laughing at them.  He told me, “I realized right 
away that I could be the guy who complained all the time, and had no 
friends, or I could shut up and get on with my life.”  Al got on with his 
life in spectacular fashion. 

Al founded Hackers for Hope, an annual charity golf tournament 
that raised more than $15 million for cancer care and treatment.  Al 
was the great-grandson and name-bearer of Al Smith, governor of 
New York and Democratic Presidential candidate.  In that role he 
served for 35 years as MC of the Al Smith Dinner, which raised tens of 
millions of dollars for Catholic Charities in New York.  It was traditional 
for the presidential candidates to attend each election year; it is one of 
the few times during the campaign when the candidates are expected 
to appear together, be positive and polite, and accept some gentle 
ribbing.  Al was a puckish, hysterically funny MC. His tenure was 
marked by such gems as telling Barack Obama “It’s never a good thing 
when your opponent has produced more sons than you’ve produced 



jobs,” and following that by complimenting Mitt Romney on his white 
tie and tails, or “as you call it, governor, business casual.” The dinner 
was a highlight of the presidential campaign for decades under his 
stewardship.  Behind the scenes, Al and Nan spent thousands of hours 
organizing and fundraising for this event, which raised millions of 
dollars annually. 

I met Al and Nan in 2017, when Gerry Healy and I drove to 
Connecticut to meet with Al and Nan for lunch and tell them about the 
GTC.  None of us had met before, but we took to each other instantly 
and had one of the most enjoyable meals I recall.  Al and Nan were an 
incredibly well-matched, close couple and it was a joy to be around 
their relationship.  Both of them were thrilled about the GTC’s mission 
and almost immediately were committed to help us succeed.  At a time 
when other couples would be planning to slow down, Al and Nan were 
overjoyed and enthusiastic at the chance to do more.  From that 
afternoon, the GTC had no better friends and colleagues.   Al and Nan 
joined the board, supported us financially, co-chaired a board 
committee, attended meetings in Texas and London, gave inspiring 
keynote speeches, and by their example challenged each of us to give 
our very best.  I worked harder, took our mission more seriously, and 
found more joy in my work because of the example they set for us. 

I’ll remember a lot of things about Al.  He was an absolute 
gentleman, a great raconteur, a wonderful friend, a special colleague.  
I’ll never forget watching Al and Elliana Kirsch co-serenade the crowd 
with “It’s a wonderful life,” or his stories about launching tracheostomy 
mucous into unplanned landing spots.  But the thing I’ll remember 
most happened the day we met.  After an exciting lunch planning for 
the GTC, as Gerry and I walked out to drive back to Boston, Al called 
us back.  Bubbling over with enthusiasm, he had to share one more 
story.  A young patient who was contemplating tracheostomy had seen 
him MC the Al Smith Dinner that year, and had reached out to him in 
fear for what a tracheostomy might mean for her life.  Al took this 
complete stranger under his wing, talked to her at length, and 
encouraged her to not be limited by her tracheostomy – or anything 
else.  He could not contain his excitement that he’d been able to help a 
stranger.  That was Al.   

Nan, I am sure this is a very difficult time; you were blessed 
with a wonderful partner and the void in your life is hard for me to 
imagine.  All of our thoughts and prayers are with you.  Al, my friend, 
Godspeed.


