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Memoirs of Bertrand Fox, 1908-2000

FIRST MEMORIES

My first memory was from Manhattan, Kansas, where my father had taken me. Apparently, I had a bad stomach ailment in my early years, so that I was more or less an invalid at that time; and there was a question of whether I was even going to make it. But, my first memory was of my grandfather putting me in a stroller; and every morning he would wheel me down a couple blocks to the railroad tracks and see the morning train come by.

I don't remember my grandfather too well except that he was a very, very kind person. I remember a moustache. He was a retailer.

What was his name, Dad?
Simeon M. Fox. My grandmother was an invalid. I've forgotten exactly what the nature of her problems were. But I remember her always in either a wheelchair or a chair. I never saw her walk. Dad absolutely worshiped her. She was a very good musician and apparently extremely well educated. Dad, I think, was much more partial in his love and affection to his mother than to his father.

What was her name?
Her name was Esther Butler. She had been brought up out in western New York state and came on to Kansas, I've forgotten exactly when.

Dad, by the way, was brought up in Manhattan, Kansas, and then went to Kansas State Agricultural College, Kansas Aggies, which was in Manhattan. He graduated from college, I think, early; and the day of his graduation he was mustered into the 20th Kansas infantry and went out to the Philippines, in the Spanish-American War in, I think, 1898 or 1899.

Do you have any idea what he studied in college?
No, I don't remember. I think it was just a kind of a general liberal arts course. He came to Dartmouth to take his senior year over again. 

At the end of the Spanish American War he apparently landed in a ship from the Philippines and was mustered out there in San Francisco - in full uniform, pack, rifle and so on. His father met him out there. He was mustered out as totally disabled; they doubted whether he could live a year. He was about the same size and frame as I am; but he weighed, in full uniform, 98 pounds! Very, very severe amoebic dysentery. He spent at least a year at home in Manhattan, recovering; he was treated extensively by his mother. And he did make it, as we now know.

Do you know anything about his experiences in the war? Was he actually in battle?
Yes, he was. He was commissioned in the field to a commissioned officer, lieutenant in the field of battle; and he apparently had only minor wounds, if any. But the thing which did him in was the dysentery.

One other episode that I've been told many times by my father is that a cousin of his, also living in Kansas, called Ernest Fox Nichols, was brought up on a farm. He came to Manhattan, I think at the death of his parents. He had never had a day of formal schooling. He lived there with Dad's family; and my grandmother tutored him. After a year of her tutoring him, he passed his entrance examinations to college and went to Kansas Aggies - a tribute to the caliber of the man but also to the competence of my grandmother, to be able to do that kind of a job in a year's time.

Do you think it was unusual for a woman in that time to be as educated? Did she herself go to college?
Probably. Yes, I think she went to Genesee College in New York.

Ernest Fox Nichols went on after college to graduate work and was a physicist. When Dad went to take his senior year over again, he went to Dartmouth because his cousin Ernest Fox Nichols was by that time the head of the Physics Department at Dartmouth; and shortly thereafter he became the president of Dartmouth. He was a very outstanding physicist. Some major discoveries were made by him. He was elected to the National Academy of Science, which is the greatest honor in this country for a physical scientist, or I guess almost any other branch of science. He actually became the president of the National Academy; and he was selected as president of MIT, but I don't think he ever served in that capacity.

There's one other story about him. The outgoing president of the National Academy always gives the presidential address at their annual meeting. His address was a kind of summing up of the field of physics that he had been so outstanding in, and then pointing out the directions that he thought that physical research should take. He was kind of paving the way, saying how he thought it should go or how he would have taken it if he had lived. He finished his address and sat down. The incoming president apparently took over the podium, and he turned to speak to Nichols. His head was bowed, slumped over. He had died.....

Do you have any idea how old he was?
No, I don't.

What a finish to a career.
Just absolutely amazing. That's a story. What a way to go!

My reason for mentioning Nichols at all is to give you an impression I've always had about the caliber of my grandmother - what she could accomplish in that short period of training or tutoring him. The other reason is that that is the reason Dad went to Dartmouth to take his senior year over again, because that's where Nichols was. He persuaded my grandparents to have Dad come there for that further training. Nichols was the man who got Dad started in the field of astronomy.

The man who was head of the Dartmouth observatory at that time was Edwin B. Frost, who also took Dad under his wing. He, by the way, was director of Yerkes Observatory in Williams Bay, Wisconsin, at the time I was born there. 

I doubt if I saw my grandparents more than once or twice after those first memories. I know Grandfather came on to Evanston at one stage; and Dad and I went out to Manhattan once more; I was in high school, I think, but that's the last time I saw them alive. Both of them lived into their nineties, so they had very long, rich lives.

Can you talk any about your father's siblings?
Yes. Grandfather had been married twice, with Dad's mother being his second wife. His first wife had died some years before. From that marriage there was one surviving child that I knew of, Charles James Fox, our Uncle Charlie, who was older than Dad. Then Dad had two sisters: Florence, who was older than he was; and Patricia, Aunt Pat, who was younger than he was. Aunt Flossie had married a Manhattan resident by the name of Bertrand Harropp. I was named directly for him, but indirectly for General Bertrand, who was Napoleon's chief of staff. Dad was always very conscious of the military side. He always called my grandfather General Fox; and he was an ardent admirer of General Bertrand, so maybe I was named for him, at least indirectly. 

Aunt Flossie lived in Manhattan all of her life. I remember I saw her the two times I went on to Manhattan after I was in high school or college. The last time I went out I had been running in the Kansas Relays, which were in Topeka, Kansas, in my senior year in college. I went on to Manhattan after that just to spend the night and see my relatives in Manhattan.

Let me say something about Dad's early career. After he went to Dartmouth for his senior year again, he then was persuaded to follow a career in astronomy by Ernest Nichols and Professor Frost. So, he took some additional training in this country. When Frost went to the University of Chicago and to the Yerkes Observatory in Williams Bay, Wisconsin, he persuaded Dad to come as a research assistant and get some additional training through that role and astronomy. While he was there, they went down to Chicago from Williams Bay (which is a bay of Lake Geneva, and where the Yerkes Observatory was.) He came down to Chicago quite frequently; and, through his interest in music, both singing and orchestral music, he met my mother.

This was in Williams Bay?
No, he met her in Chicago. They both sang in light opera stuff in and around Chicago and also played the violin. Dad sang very well and played the violin, the cello, and the piano. I don't know the details of it, but my father and mother met through music. They were married in Chicago and went up to Williams Bay. That must have been 1903 or 1904 - something like that. Then Dad went over to Berlin in Germany to the University of Berlin, because that was where the most advanced research and training in astronomy was at that time. So he went to the University of Berlin. My brother Steve was born in Berlin in 1906.

A couple of interesting anecdotal stories that you may find amusing. One, Dad was quite an athlete, mainly track, but he had played football at Kansas Aggies too. While they were in Berlin there was some kind of a track meet that he entered and won. The prize was a new pair of pants. The price of a pair of pants was very dear to him at that time because he was living hand-to-mouth. 

The other was a story which both he and Mother told; and I guess I have to believe them. One day walking down a street there was a heavy rainstorm. He was on a wooden kind of catwalk along this one sidewalk. Dad was coming from one end; and he saw coming from the other end a German army officer who was acting very arrogant, getting his elbows out and swinging them. There was no possibility that the two of them could stay on this catwalk and pass each other because the German had his elbows out. He was going to make this individual, just a civilian, get off into the puddles on the side so he could walk by dry. I guess that Dad was a little bit irritated, so he did not move out of the way. He got his elbows going and knocked this German officer off the catwalk. He fell horizontally in the deepest puddle around. Dad then went on his way. 
He apparently told his story to a friend of his who said, "Oh, boy, you can expect a challenge. That's something no German officer will take sitting down, so you'd better be prepared to be challenged to a duel." They were apparently worried about him, but Dad found out that the person who was challenged always had the choice of weapons. He said, "I'll take care of it." The story, as I heard it, was that he was challenged to a duel, and he was given the choice of weapons. He told the emissary that he would be very glad to give him satisfaction, and the weapons would be Bowie knives, with arms locked. Apparently he demonstrated how he to use a Bowie knife, what a Bowie knife was, and so on. The challenge was withdrawn....

How do you use a Bowie knife with arms locked? Locked behind your back?
No, they lock arms, elbows locked together, and the other arm with the Bowie knife; obviously they were going to be cutting up their opponent if possible.

What a great story!
When Dad, Mother and Steve came back to this country, after his period of training at the University of Berlin and also at the Bonn Observatory, he came back to the Yerkes Observatory in Williams Bay, Wisconsin, as a young staff observer. That's part of the University of Chicago. I was born there in 1908. Then, I think it was in 1909, Dad was given the appointment as director of the Dearborn Observatory at Northwestern in Evanston. We moved to Evanston for the start of the academic year, 1909-1910. So I was about a year old when we came to Evanston.

Evanston, as you know, is next door to Chicago, so we had come into the area where Mother's family lived. I think I saw her father once, and her mother not more than once or twice. They died very shortly after we came to Evanston. He was a tobacco merchant and had one or more tobacco establishments in Chicago. But I have very little memory of either of them.

What was their family name? Were they Snows?
They were Snows.

Do you know anything about how they got from New England to the Midwest?
They lived first up in Montpelier, Vermont; there are quite a number of Snow ancestors there. Actually, Mother's father and mother were first cousins. I'm not sure where they met. They, I think, they were married in Chicago and lived there all of their lives.

What was your grandmother's maiden name?
Snow. She was a Snow. They were both Snows. As I said, first cousins.

Yes. Tell us about your mother. Ethel?
Ethel. Ethel Snow Fox. Ethel Lillian Snow was her maiden name. She was a very short person, very thin, slight in her early marriage days. She was a very, very fine mother and housekeeper, and so on. A very fine person.

Did she have any formal education, college education?
No, she did not. Her advanced training was in music. As I said, they met through music; and there was constantly music in the house. Most of the entertaining that Dad and Mother did in Evanston was musical gatherings. They would have both orchestral music and a lot of singing going on. There was constant music in our household. Mother was about 5'2" tall. Dad was 6'.

CHILDHOOD IN EVANSTON

Why don't you start by talking a little bit about some early childhood memories? I know that you lived in a big house on a lake. What can you remember or what can you tell us about growing up with your brothers and sister, and life with your parents?
As you know, Dad was an astronomer. Whenever it got dark, he was usually up in the dome of the observatory, observing. So we saw very little of him during the late evening or early morning. He got his sleep from around 5:00 in the morning to 10:00, when he had to go teach his first class at 11:00. One thing I do remember is that right after dinner, every night, he made us play games with him; usually the games were cribbage or casino. We played for a half hour each evening, Steve and me playing with him. I never realized until afterwards what the purpose of those two games were, both of which involve a great deal of addition and use of figures. He was trying to improve our arithmetical skills by the use of these two games; and he was very successful, at least as far as I was concerned. 

For almost every other kind of athletic game we got into, he would somehow or other appear and have a few choice words of advice about what we were doing. He was a very good teacher. He had the capacity to always bring out the best in me. I was always amazed by it.
Tell us about your brothers and sister.
The older brother Steve was 20 months older than I am. There was a second brother who died stillborn, who would have been Arthur.

I never knew that.
Then came Gertrude in 1913, I think it was, and Bob in 1915. So, Steve and I were a pair and Gertrude and Bob were a pair - they saw more of each other.

Were all children born at home at that time?
All were born right in the house, right. No hospital. I remember those occasions for Gertrude and Bob. On the eventful day, we went over to the observatory and slept over there while they were being born.

Another thing I remember especially about our early childhood - The observatory house was a big old place and had a fairly big, wide attic. It must have been about thirty by twenty-five feet of open attic. We set up a basketball floor up there. First, barrel hoops for our baskets; and then, when we'd saved up enough pennies, we bought some regular basketball hoops from Sears and Roebuck. We had about a ten or twelve foot ceiling to the rafters. Initially we probably had our baskets about six feet high, and then we moved them up to eight feet, and so on. Our boyhood kid friends would come over and play up basketball up in that attic; we'd just hammer away. How my mother stood it, I don't know; but she did. That was the center of activities around the neighborhood; the kids just flocked to our house almost every season of the year to play games of one kind or another.

Another feature I remember so well is that we lived very close to the lake front. We were in the water practically all the time. Mother used to come down and be the lifeguard. Dad would come down every once in awhile, too. He was a stronger swimmer than Mother, but Mother had a good solid breast stroke. She was a good lifeguard. But I'm afraid we sneaked down a lot of times when she didn't know about it and did some swimming.

One thing we prided ourselves on - We were always the first ones in in the spring. I know a couple of times we had to dive off the ice. It was crazy, but we had to maintain that record.

What do you think the water temperature was?
I don't know, but it was very cold. We kind of bounced into the water and bounced out quickly. Then we'd brag that we were the first ones in. 

As I said, we were very close to the lake, so that we were down at the lake a great deal of the time in the warm weather. The level of the ground was probably 20 or 30 feet above the water level. There was a kind of small dune there; it went down from the level of the ground up above to the water front. Wintertime, we got snow. We all had wooden skis - no such thing as bindings or harnesses. We had foot straps - (just like the foot strap on my exercise bicycle.) For the most part, we didn't do any turning. We just shot down the hills and then fell down before we hit the water. But, in the winter time, the waves coming in built up big icy hummocks, so that there was not much danger of getting out into the water. There was usually enough of a beach so that we could fall down in snow without hurting ourselves much.

We lived on the lake front and learned how to swim at a very early age, in Lake Michigan and in the Northwestern University pool. The swimming coach was our swimming instructor; Tom Robinson, a wonderful fellow. 

The building one hundred yards away on one side of the house, was the university gymnasium, Patton Gym. In between, there was an athletic field, an eighth-of-a-mile running track, a couple of football goal posts around, and so on. So we had a private athletic field, so to speak; and we used it intensely.

Do I remember a story about you getting caught on the ice on the lake or am I dreaming?
No, there is a story. Twice, maybe three times in my memory, we had a peculiar set of conditions, starting with a very strong wind from the west. It broke off the heavy piled-up hummocks of ice and floated them out into the lake. And then the wind would stop and there'd be intense cold. Then the wind would reverse itself and come from the east, holding this ice flow on shore. Ice as smooth as could be in that intense cold, and no wind. We had about eight inches of ice, smooth as the devil, up and down the lake front, from two towns to the north of us all the way to the municipal pier in Chicago - this one unbroken ice. When those things happened, we didn't lose the chance to get out on the smooth ice and go for miles and miles. We took advantage of it. Among other things we got canoe sails, and lashed them on our arms, using the other arm as kind of a boom. We'd tack up and down this lake.

On ice skates?
On ice skates. Sometimes you could go on one tack for twenty miles. It was really thrilling. 

Once, Dad and I were out there together and the wind suddenly came up strongly from the west. Whenever that happened, boy, you'd have to get off that ice in a hurry. So we both started just as hard as we could go. We must have been about half to three quarters of a mile out, skating for land. We were still quite a ways off when we heard the crack of the ice breaking loose - and not more than maybe twenty-five feet of open water by the time we got to the landward end of the ice flow. Dad was calling the shots. He said, "Run and jump just as far as you can toward land!" We landed on a sand-bar, about three or four feet deep and got to the heavy ice hummock stuff quite easily from there. We headed to the observatory and stayed there until we got our clothes dry, before we went home to face Mother.

There is one thing more about the lake-front, and the lake. When the wind was blowing in on the shore, the surface water was much warmer, much more pleasant for swimming. When it was blowing off the shore, it took the surface water out, so it was pretty cold. We had some really wing-ding storms. When there was a storm, it usually came from the northeast, so it blew down south along the shore. Big high waves came in. A lot of people liked to come play in the waves; it was loads of fun. Steve and I got pretty darn good at it.

During the worse storms, there was a terrific cross current flowing down south along the shore. Somebody might dive off the end of the pier; and, if he didn't know what he was doing, he would end up about twenty feet to one side of the pier instead of going straight out. An awful lot of people got panicky, but Steve and I were used to it and were self-appointed lifeguards. I venture to say that for every big storm, Steve and I between the two of us must have pulled out a dozen people. We brought them into shore and then go back out to the pier again and watch for the next one to get into trouble. We enjoyed it; it was fun because we knew how to handle it - not fight the current but let it take us and just inch gradually to shore. We were fine - but you had to know how to do it......

A little bit later, as the war threatened and our involvement in it became more likely, Dad, who had been an officer in the Spanish American War, organized an informal ROTC unit at Northwestern. Then, as it got even more clear that we were going to be involved in this war, he got into various training programs himself. As soon as the war actually broke out, he was commissioned as a major. Practically the entire war period he was away in various training camps, in this country and then overseas in France.

During the war, they had to have additional space for military activities at Northwestern; so, since Dad was gone, they commandeered our house for military activities. We were forced to find other quarters, which were actually about a half mile away from where we were.

What did they use your house for?
For offices for the military men who were in charge of various war time activities there at the university. They made quite a mess of the house, I'll tell you that. They had to do an awful lot of work on it before we got back in the house. When we got back in to the house not too long after the war ended, they had completely refurbished the place. 

One thing I remember very vividly - We kept wondering “When is Dad coming home?” The house had a big front porch, screened in; and we very frequently on warm nights slept out on the porch. I remember being wakened one morning very early by somebody walking up the front walk, completely unannounced. Who was it but Dad? Oh, what a homecoming! It was a complete surprise; we had no indication whatsoever that he was on the way or that he had arrived in this country. Gee, what a homecoming that was!

How long had it been since you had seen him?
It must have been between two and three years. It was wonderful.

How did you get interested in the Boy Scouts?
I don't know exactly how I did, but in those days there was no such thing as Cub Scouts. Boy Scout activities started at the age of 12. I knew a lot of the older kids who were in the Boy Scout troop near us, Troop 3. And Steve had already joined the Boy Scouts, so I heard a lot about it from him. I just itched to be able to join. I think I actually joined the Boy Scouts on my twelfth birthday. I went down to the Boy Scout headquarters and took the oath, and so on. I became a tenderfoot.

I got a great deal out of it. The group activities; the relationships with another group of kids in various organized activities. We had a good scoutmaster. I went at it by trying to learn as much as possible as fast as possible. You couldn't become a second class scout for at least sixty days, from tenderfoot. When sixty days were over, I passed my second class scout examinations. The same thing for first class scout. Then I went at the various merit badges. I learned an awful lot in many fields by going after merit badges, studying the various handbooks to learn skills in first aid. I was just waiting for the chance to pass those tests, like swimming and life saving. I think I got that badge almost the first week I became a first class scout.

How did you become a bugler? Was that part of the Boy Scouts?
I don't where we got our first bugle; but, no, I had acquired a bugle somewhere or another as a very young kid. I just practiced and learned the bugle by myself; I learned the various bugle calls. One of my closest friends as a boy was Marshall Kester whose father was an advertising executive in Chicago; they were very well-to-do. Mitch had a bugle too, so we used to bugle back and forth. Our houses were probably eighty to a hundred yards apart; but we bugled back and forth and learned that way. But, there a lot of bugle calls I didn't learn or get to know until I had become a Boy Scout. Then I learned some more - very systematically, all the calls that were involved in the camp program. 

One other thing - Both Dad and Mother were Episcopalians. We were involved in St. Marks Church in Evanston, which was about a mile away. I don't know how old we were, probably ten or something like that, we got into the boys' choir and were very active choirboys for a good many years. We got a very good education in singing and in choral work, learning to read music very well because we had different anthems and hymns for every Sunday. Also, in the choir they had a system of medals and rewards. I was really amazed - There were medals for attendance and music and singing and attendance and all that sort of stuff; and one that they called general excellence. Gee, I was selected to get the medal for general excellence. I know Dad was overseas, so I wrote enthusiastic letters to him about that great honor. I seemed to get honors of that kind before Steve which was very bothersome to him; but he also got a lot of choir medals, just as I did. That was a very important part of our lives at that time.

At a slightly later date, I was picked to sing the solo in the Benedictus of the St Cecila Mass by Gounot. Something was happening over at the house, so I was sleeping over at the observatory under Dad's watchful eye. I guess it was the Saturday before the Sunday I was to sing this solo, I woke up very early in the morning and felt kind of funny. Without any breakfast at all, I headed for church for the final choir rehearsal at around 10:00 that Saturday morning. I got there much earlier than that. The choir-master, who was also the curate at the church, found me sitting on the steps very early. He was surprised, but saw that I wasn't feeling very well. So he took me over to his house, gave me breakfast, and called my father. Before Dad got there, he realized I was really under the weather. Well, I was. I had just come down with chicken pox. And then, I was quarantined for chicken pox. I never did get to sing that solo. At that time, it was a really sad event.

How about a little about camp, about Boy Scouts? Did Boy Scouts bring you to your camp experience?
The dates are a little hazy, but the Evanston scouts had gone up to the Chicago Boy Scout camp, called Owasapee which was not far from Whitehall, Michigan, across the lake from Evanston and just north of Muskegon. Both Steve and I had gone to Camp Owasapee for one two-week stretch. Then the next year, Evanston got a camp of its own, not too far from Owasapee, right on a lake called Duck Lake. Duck Lake had an outlet into Lake Michigan. Big sand dune area. I don't know how many acres it had, but it was a big area. We had almost one mile frontage on Lake Michigan. 

I think it was the first year that we got to that camp that I became an Eagle Scout.

How long before you first became an Eagle Scout?
I think I got it not long after I was thirteen years old. I got it very fast. I worked like the devil to get that badge, and I learned an awful lot in the process. I was selected to be one of the counselors in the camp, certainly the youngest of them all. I couldn't have been more than thirteen or fourteen. I was selected because I was a bugler.

Anyway, we drove up to camp in a Model T truck, which had seats along each side for passengers. Camp was about 250 miles away from Evanston; this was a two-day trip in a Model T in those days, due to the nature of the roads. I remember that on the way up, we had to sleep not far from Muskegon. We stretched out our blankets along the sand dunes, but we didn't realize what happens to bodies on sloping sand dunes. We just slithered down the side of the dune, and I ended up in a great big patch of poison ivy. After we finally got to camp and were setting up the camp for the arrival of the campers, the poison ivy just broke out on my back. My whole back was just covered. The scout executive was a fellow named Dr. E.D. Kelly. He was the camp doctor, too. He had a new thing for poison ivy that he wanted to try out, stuff called skinofire. He coated me with the stuff; and, boy, skinofire was the right name for it. It was terrible! My back was just burning up, so I took off, ran from the hospital tent right down to the lake front and dove in, clothes and all. That was one of the worse cases of poison ivy I ever had; but I must admit the skinofire worked, and cleared the thing up.

We were really building a camp there. Initially, we were almost entirely in tents, and a great big canvas covered the mess hall. Each year, we did more building of new buildings. For the most part, we had army pyramidal tents, sixteen-by-sixteen, and tent floors.

When I graduated from high school, that ended my period as a counselor in the Boy Scouts. It was the end of my Boy Scout career. But I was a very active and loyal Scout, I can tell you that. I learned a lot; and many of the lessons I learned about camping and hiking paid off in our Canadian adventures.

FOOTBALL and TRACK

The main high school building was a couple of miles from the house. At the end of my junior year, they built a new high school out in the western part of town. Beautiful structure. Good athletic fields right there. For the most part, I had been fairly small in high school. I went out for football from my sophomore year on, but playing on a light-weight team - always playing quarterback, always doing the kicking - place kicking, drop kicking. The ball was not as pointed and narrow as it is now, so that you could get a truer bounce for drop kicking. Drop kicking was much more the vogue than long distance kicking.

Then I got on the varsity in my junior year and my senior year. I think I got into one game in my junior year. I weighed about 120 pounds then. When you think of the size of high school athletes these days, you can imagine what that was like. But I got into one game. The first play was on defense, playing safety. A pass was thrown out into my area, and I intercepted it. But I got messed up a bit on the tackle and had my usual problem of getting a wild nose bleed. The coach almost pulled me out when he saw my whole face bloody; but I said, "I'm all right; this is usual." I don't think I ever played a game of football without having a nose bleed. And, that nose has been pretty well battered.

I think going to Northwestern was almost natural, with Dad teaching there; but there were a series of scholarships for World War I veterans called the Noyes scholarships. I got one of those which paid all of my tuition.

Isn't that ironic?
Actually our house on Sheridan Road was at the foot of Noyes Street....

But also, my older brother had gone to Northwestern. I was being recruited by various fraternities at that time. Actually, between the end of my senior year football season (I was the varsity quarterback then) and when I arrived at Northwestern, I'd grown between six and eight inches. And I'd gained substantially in weight. So I weighed about 160 pounds and was at my present height as I arrived at college. So, when I went out for football, I had to do some major adjusting to my new-found height and weight, as you can imagine.

What sports did you play in college?
I played four years of football, one year on the swimming team, and two years in track. 

Can you talk a little bit about the differences between football then and football now?
Number one, the equipment was just rudimentary as compared to the equipment they have now. And the rules were totally different. 

The game today is so wide open, with its emphasis on offense, so that they whenever the ball is run out of bounds, it's brought in fairly close to the middle of the field before the next play is run off. The situation that we had was, if a ball ended up a foot from the sideline, the next play started from that point. Often, you had to waste a down to move the ball fifteen yards across the field so that you could use a normal lineup.

Today, a forward pass can be thrown from anyplace behind the line of scrimmage. By our rules, the passer had to be at least five yards behind the line of scrimmage to throw a pass. If any pass went over the goal line and was dropped, the ball went over to the other side, so that an incomplete pass over the goal line meant that you lost the ball. If you had two successive incomplete passes, that was a penalty. You can see how that changed the nature of the game entirely from what it is today. Much more emphasis on the running game because of the serious penalties of incomplete passes.

Most of the set ups of that time had a seven-man line on defense with a one linebacker and two semi-cornerbacks. I was one of the fastest men on our team. One of the customary pass plays of any team was a flat pass out to the strong side. That's where I played all the time because I could break up those flat passes pretty well. But also it meant that I was subject to pretty heavy blocking and got a lot of rugged tackles. For example, I had to tackle Bronco Nagurski a couple times by myself, which was not very pleasant. He was probably the toughest running fullback seen at that time. 

Can you talk a little bit about the differences in equipment; you've talked some about that and certainly in the pictures the equipment is very different.
I think the main difference in the equipment was the difference in weight. It was much heavier in those days, so that you were carrying a lot more weight during the game. The other thing that I'd note is that the current equipment, at least as far as your head is concerned, is much more shock-proof. The helmets are lighter weight and they have a protector for your face, so that you don't smash up your face anywhere near as much. As a result, you watch more and don't close your eyes quite as much.

Were there a lot of broken noses in football?
There certainly were. I don't think I ever played a game when I didn't come out of that game or out of a practice with blood all over my face. I always got nose-bleeds as a result of the impact of the game.
Another thing I notice today is that they have much more in the way of preventive braces. They've got the arms bandaged, braces on the knees. Some of them have ankle braces in a game. The players have a more protection these days than they did then.

One more thing - the invention of the de-mountable cleats on shoes. Each cleat screwed into the sole of the shoe and was made of hard rubber so that your shins weren't raked over by the nail-studded shoes. Also, you could change the cleats, depending on the type of field: much longer mud cleats for a wet field; and a shorter sharper cleat for a dry field. You have to remember also that in those days all fields were grass. There were no artificial turf fields. That makes quite a difference.

There was another change from the character of today's game - you could only be substituted once each half. If I started the game and he put in another quarterback, I could not get back in again until the second half. And then, if I was taken out again, that was the end of the game for me. We were much more on our own, calling plays and so on. That makes one heck of a difference. Whereas now, you can substitute after every play. One play; come out; back and forth. You can have a different backfield in to protect against passes from the one against the run. If you think the only way the other team can win is by long passes, today you can load up your secondary and send in your special pass defense crowd. It's totally different now.

How about some stories about track? Track in college. I know you ran some track, and there some great stories about you doing the quarter-mile.
I got into track in the first place as a result of my running at my ROTC camp at Fort Sheridan. As is always the case, there were various kinds of athletic competitions between the companies. I was given the command of our company. We had a track meet coming up, and there were a couple of individuals in my company who had been on the Northwestern track team. I got after them to run for us; but one of them said, "OK, I'll run but not unless you run too." So I ran on the relay team and the quarter mile; and, much to my surprise I won both of them. The manager of the Northwestern track team was there in my company at that time, and he later talked to the track coach. As a result, I was persuaded to come out for track that next winter. I probably would never have done that if it hadn't been for that experience up at Fort Sheridan. 

The track coach, Frank Hill, was a grand old guy, a tough old Navy officer who really knew his running, and his people - a fine person. He thought that I had the strength to be a good quarter miler. So he started me off in that event. The first meet - that was my junior year in college, so that would be in 1927 - we had a dual indoor meet down in Notre Dame. About the middle of the evening, they called the quarter. It was an eighth-of-a-mile track, so that's two laps for the quarter-mile.

Is an eighth-of-a-mile pretty standard?
No, that was one of the longer indoor tracks. Ours at Northwestern was two-and-a-half laps to the quarter mile instead of two. There were usually dirt, or dirt and cinder tracks indoors. 

I started the quarter with another fellow from Northwestern; and it was going fine. I had a good lead. I was going to win that race if I could possibly do it. Just after the last turn, it was geared so that you would have one long straight-away at the end. Well, I turned into that final section, and my legs just tied up. I was running just as hard as I could - straight up. I think at every stride I might have gained a half a foot. Finally, Frank Hill, the coach, came out and said, "Bert, walk! Walk!" I guess I couldn't hear him; I was just tied up in knots by then. I came in last by fifty or sixty yards, whereas before I had had a good twenty-five or thirty yard lead. I stepped on that finish line and just passed out. It was a cinder track; and I really got scraped up. 

After that I went into the locker room where the trainer got working on me, kneading my legs. Then the last event was called, the mile relay. The coach and the captain were trying to work out who they were going to get to run the anchor leg. I said, "I'm going to do it." They said,” You can't do it." I said, "You're damn right I can do it!" I did. I ran the anchor leg; we won the relay; and, we won the meet. I didn't tie up the least bit....

The next race I had to run, I tied up; but by that time I knew what to do. The coach taught me so much. He got the idea that, because I was strong enough and had terrific wind, in advance of every race I would run, with sweat clothes on, a full quarter mile just as hard as I could go; and I would inevitably tie up.

Every time you had to run a race?
Every time. And the coach was there as soon as the tie-up came. He would grab me, to keep me from running further. We'd go downstairs for work on the rubbing table. If I did it that once, stretched the muscles in there, I was strong enough to run a second and a third race, freely.

Do you think that affected your times?
I don't know. But, I never tied up in a second race, so he had me run one to tie up, and then the next one to count.

Wasn't that painful?
Yes. The difference is in the way you use your leg muscles in football as compared to track. In football you're trying to get a drive, and you also try to keep from getting tackled; so, you run with knees high and with a much shorter stride. In track, especially as you get into the middle distances, you run with a much longer stride; you stretch out; none of this high stuff; and you keep your knees close together - because you're trying to get the maximum out of every stride. All of my training for my legs up until the first time I ran track was football training, for that kind of running. I also did a great deal of bicycling because I was carrying the mail way out to the farthest reaches of Evanston. A bicycle gives you the up and down motion more than the stretching out.

All of this shows the differences between Peter's and my running. We're pretty close to the same height, but Peter has much shorter legs and a longer torso. I have longer legs, so that there's a difference of an inch and a half when we stand up where our hips meet. Peter is a sprinter. With those shorter legs, he can get more rapid movement of his legs. It's a shorter stride but there were more of them. He could beat me on the sprint but I could beat him on a quarter. That's the difference.

COLLEGE

Tell us a little about college, what was college like in 1927- 1929? What was college life like? Did you live at school or did you live at home?
Remember that our home was on the campus because we lived in the observatory house. If we went out our back door, it was not more than 30 or 40 yards to the back door of the fraternity house. So, although most of the time we lived at home, we spent a great deal of time over at the fraternity house. I joined a fraternity immediately. As a matter of fact, I was pledged while I was still in high school, the fraternity where Steve was; but I lived at home until my senior year. My senior year I lived at the fraternity house because I was head of the house. Always the best room in the house was for the head of the house, as you can imagine. I had to be on tap most of the time anyway. 

Also in that period, this was prohibition. For anything in the way of an official school function, there was no liquor, no liquor in sight at all. Evanston itself was dry, dry as a bone. That was the headquarters of the Women's Christian Temperance Union, WCTU, just down the campus. So, Evanston itself was dry, but around the outside boundaries of town, there were quite a few speakeasies. It was always known as West Campus, where they would sell home brew and usually a red wine that we called dago red. It was home brew, just a very strong beer.

Other than the difference caused by prohibition, which changed a lot of things, college life was about the same as I saw later when I was teaching at Williams. It was same kind of age group. I didn't see much difference.

Were there women at Northwestern?
Yes, Northwestern was co-ed. All of my schooling was co-ed - high school, grammar school, Northwestern. Harvard was practically co-ed because of Radcliff. Many classes were mixed and many of the instructors taught the introductory classes over at Radcliff. Maybe there were more formal, traditional kinds of dances like the junior prom, and the senior prom, and the military ball - usually with a grand march and all that sort of stuff....

Were there only specific places outside of class, such as common rooms and things like that, where you could sit and talk with the girls? I assume there were plenty of chaperones around.
Oh, yes. I started going with this girl Janet Kimbark in high school, and went with her all through college. Classes started at 8:00 on the hour; then there was a gap from 10:00 to 10:30, with no classes. We always used to meet in front of the university hall. We'd spend that half hour together and then go on to our various classes. 

All through college, I had an 8:00 every day of the week, an 8:00 and a 9:00, and then maybe one other class in the morning; but, for the most part I was through classes by 12:30, when the last morning class ended. I wanted to be able to get out to athletic practice in the afternoons and, in the mornings, use every minute I could either studying or going to class, so that I had all my studying done for the next day before I went out to play football.

What time was football?
For the kickers it started at 3:00. There was a set of rules in the Big Ten Conference on the length of time you could be out on the field. We observed them pretty well. Our coach the last couple years had done a bit of cheating. Quarterbacks almost always had an evening skull session. In those days, no signals could be called by the coach from the sidelines. The quarterbacks had to devise the entire strategy on the field, depending on what was going on. 

I was involved not only in athletics but a lot of other activities as well. For example, in my senior year I was president of the athletic association, which handled all the intramural athletics of the university. One of the other things we did was an informal dance every Saturday night after a local football game, as well as various other informal dances all year round. To give you an illustration of what prohibition did, we had a Negro band that everybody loved, called the Society Syncopators. Well, they had to have a little stimulant. I had keys to everything in the gymnasium, so I gave them a place to go down in the coaches and faculty dressing room. I always managed to find a couple bottles of white lightning that somebody got for me. Mother probably does not know to this day about the line-up of bottles behind the books in my bookcase. The student crowd itself did not do any obvious drinking at those dances; that was solely reserved for the orchestra! 

I was involved in several other things, yearbook stuff and various other things. I was president of my class, president of the fraternity. I was head of the military unit and ended up as the top officer in Northwestern's ROTC unit. I was going to all kinds of things all the time. There was never a dull moment.

I understand that you have a couple more things you want to tell about high school.
I had really superb training in Evanston Township High School. There was a national ranking system for high schools. I don't know who the ranker was, but two schools were ranked one and two; they alternated back and forth. Evanston was ranked number one for a good part of the time I was there. The other years it was number two in the country. This was so typical of a suburban school where the parents are on the whole fairly relatively well-to-do, and are interested in their children, like in Lexington. As Evanston became apartmentized, that type of family moved further north along the lakeshore to Winnetka. The school there, New Trier High School, assumed the rank that Evanston always had before. It had much stronger support than the lesser support from the apartment dwellers who lived in Evanston. But I was blessed that we had really a top-notch school there. That paid off for me. I also found later on that one of the persons who had attended the number two ranked school, or the alternate number one, Newton High School, was Mary Ziegler....

Because my training was so good, I found Northwestern relatively easy; I had no trouble whatsoever in achieving a good academic record. I found I could do it with less intensive effort than I had done in high school. And I did achieve a very good academic record. I made Phi Bete. I was admitted to the honorary scientific society, Sigma Chi. I owe that to the quality of my high school education.

I was in all kinds of other activities. You know I was involved in football all the way through college, earning my numerals and varsity letters. In my freshman year, I was on the freshman swimming team and earned my numerals; but I was told by the coach I was going to have to choose between football and swimming because the type of muscles that are involved in swimming and football are so totally different. One has to be pliable and flexible, but the other has to be very hard. I found it awfully difficult to shift from football to swimming, and I just hated the shift.

At the end of my sophomore year football season, I was dreading going out for swimming again. We were in the gym shooting baskets when I came down hard on an ankle and broke it. But I didn't realize it then. I went down to the athletic trainer, who felt around and said, "That's going to be all right. Just walk on it." Well, I did; I walked on it. During the Christmas vacation, I always became a mailman. We walked the routes. No jeeps. The first day, with a very heavy mailbag, my ankle was just killing me. Finally, I told the postmaster that I couldn't continue with the route; I'd have to quit. He fixed it up so that I got a non-route job inside the post office; but, after one day of all that standing, I found that pretty rugged. So, on the way home, I passed the office of our family doctor and said, "I'm going to check this thing." I went up to Dr. Clark. He was there and free, and he took a look at it and said, "Hmmm. Do you mind if I call your father?" "Go to it." He did. I heard him say, "Will you meet me up at the hospital? I'm taking Bert up there right now. That ankle of his is broken. It's partially healing, so I'm going to have to break it again before I put a cast on it and set it right." I'd broken the outside of the bone, just broken it clean. He had to break it again and set it and put a cast on it. Then he had a sly smile on his face and said, "We're going to decorate this a little bit." He got one of the markers they used on casts and drew the head of a cat on the toe of cast; and then underneath the cat he put "WC." He and Dad just laughed, so I said, "What's the joke?" They said, "It's a wild cat; that's what they call your football team, the Northwestern Wild Cats." 

I never got the point of that joke until I went over to London with Dad. We walked down the corridor of the hotel we were staying at, the Russell Square Hotel. I saw on the glass door of a room along the way, " WC." I never realized that the WC was a water closet. He was flagging the cast as a good place for dogs. That was a crazy one! 

That accident meant the end of my swimming career - probably just as well. I moved on then to track, but of course I was into practically everything else. I was president of my junior class, president of the fraternity, president of the athletic association. I was the senior officer in the Northwestern ROTC. Best of all, I was the recipient of the conference medal for Northwestern, the medal given to someone in each of the Big Ten schools for outstanding combination of scholarship and athletics. I'll tell you I was very proud of that.

Thinking back on it, I was also doing a lot of the same kinds of things in high school too. I was president of my class there; I was involved in the publication of the Evanstonian; I was top officer of the ROTC unit at Evanston High School; year-round athletics, and so on.

Didn't rub off on your children at all, did it?
I guess I had some kind of drive in me that wanted to be involved in leadership roles. I was quite proud of them.

One thing from my college years that I remember so vividly is that I went with this one girl all through high school and college. She lived a couple of miles further south than us in south Evanston. Often times, after a date late at night, I would walk her home. When I got back fairly near home, I ran by the back end of the gymnasium, which is very close. Time after time when I got there, I would hear the organ going. I knew exactly what it was. There was a North Shore festival held at Northwestern. They had built a floor over the whole running track, with big seating capacity for choruses. And, they put an organ in there. This was the Chicago Symphony Orchestra, and a chorus of almost 1,000 voices who would sit there. One would never know it was a running track! But Dad somehow or another got the key to the gym, and to the organ. So, when he got tired of observing and wanted to relax for a little bit, in the absolute dark, with no lights at all, he would just play his head off. He'd never played the organ before but he learned how. (He also played the piano, as well as the fiddle.)

So, I'd come along there at night, hear the playing, and knew who it was. Since I was president of the athletic association and had keys to the gym, I would sneak up behind him and then sit down beside him. We'd chat for three-quarters of an hour or so while he was playing. We'd talk about all sorts of things. We had a closeness that was very worthwhile. Anyway, I think I must have done that a dozen times during the spring of my senior year.

Another thing about my relationship with him, he would come out to almost every home athletic event where I was involved. He would watch, both indoors and outdoors. At my last race, the Big Ten meet held on the Northwestern track, I didn't know he was there; but, when I got back to the fraternity house afterwards, somebody said, "There's a call for you. Your father wants to see you over in the observatory." I said, "OK." So I went over found him at his desk writing something. He didn't stop writing until he got through, and said, "I was out there at the track today. I had a stop-watch. As you know, we've had this arrangement that whenever you beat me in swimming, running, various things, I give you five dollars. So here." I looked at it. It was twenty-five dollars. I asked, "What's this?" He said, "I know that you can beat me, but that beats the fastest time I ever ran." He was always doing crazy things, quite unexpected. He had very great pride in his children and showed it. 

One more story about him - When we were in Paris, we met these two classmates of mine and former students of his. We all went out to dinner one night to a little restaurant on the Left Bank, where the artistic community and musicians are. As the music students came in, one of them took his violin and began playing for everybody. It was not a very big restaurant, but it took five or ten minutes to go around the room. He put down his violin and started to pass his hat. We were pretty close to the end of the line. When he got to our table, Dad said, "Here. Now, let me take your violin." So he took the violin and started around the room, playing beautifully. When he got back to our table again, the music student was standing there with his mouth open. Dad then asked for his hat; and he passed the hat. He must have collected about five times as much as the music student did. He, of course, passed the full hat back to the student, who thanked him profusely. It was a crazy thing to do, but he enjoyed it. I at first was embarrassed but then, of course, proud.

One other thing, the spring of my senior year, I applied for a Rhodes Scholarship. I went through all the ropes, the examinations, and so on. But I did not succeed in getting a Rhodes Scholarship. I was the alternate, and the alternate was never called. If I had gotten a Rhodes Scholarship, I almost certainly would have gone on in astronomy. I had a major in both math and astronomy at Northwestern and was leaning toward going on in astronomy. If I had gotten the Rhodes Scholarship, I would've gone on in astronomy with a very close friend of Dad's by the name of Joel Turner who was the Savillian professor of astronomy at Oxford. But I didn't....

One day, I was working over at the observatory when an old friend of Dad's came in, Homer Van der Blue; he had been at Northwestern and was a good friend of Dad's. Among other things, he asked me what I was going to do. He said that he was the number two man in a business forecasting organization. He was a professor at the Harvard Business School, in business economics, and in this business forecasting concern, which was called the Harvard Economics Society. He said he'd heard about my interest in math and astronomy; and he told me that they did all of their hiring from young men who had mathematics majors, because they did a lot of statistical work. Their policy was to hire men with math majors who were Phi Betes, which I did get, Phi Beta Kappa. Then they would teach them economics by sending them for graduate courses in the economics department at Harvard. They didn't care whether you were an economics major at all. He said, "I'd like to interest you. Why don't you think about it?"

Actually, I was intrigued because an awful lot of my fraternity brothers were in the school of commerce rather than liberal arts, Northwestern's undergraduate business school. The toughest course they had was statistics. I used to do practically all of their homework for them because it was very simple mathematics. They just weren't used to handling numbers. So, it kind of intrigued me to think of going on in statistics. Then, the last half of my senior year, I took a course in the mathematics of statistics. So, Dad and I talked about all of this after the Rhodes didn't come through, and I finally accepted their offer to report there in the fall. 

EUROPE

Shortly thereafter, Dad's appendix burst in the middle of the night. Dad wouldn't call the doctor, but his secretary saw the doctor in the street. When he asked about Dad and the family, she told him that he was in trouble at the moment. So he came up and found the trouble. He got him to the hospital in a hurry and removed it. He was draining for a couple weeks, but he was due to go over to Europe in the summer. He was resigning from Northwestern to take over as head of the Adler Planetarium, the first planetarium in this country, and set up an astronomical museum. So, he was going over to Europe at the end of the school year. But the doctor told him he couldn't go over by himself; it was too dangerous. Dad asked me if I would shepherd him over there and he got Adler to agree to it. So, Dad took me along; this was that wonderful trip that we had.

We went over on the Leviathan. One of the passengers was General Goureau, who was the hero of Verdun. He'd lost his arm - a one-armed general, probably one of the greatest in France. When we first met him on board, one of the things he asked my father was "How do you grow such fine big sons without wine?" Dad said that I was, among other things, an athlete. He looked at me and said, "Ahh, un ass." He was saying an "ace". Dad and I both laughed like hell. He looked mystified. Finally we said that in the United States an ass is a donkey. The last I saw of him was when he got off the boat to go to shore. He looked up and saw us, and put his one hand in his ear and waggled it back and forth. I'd been called an ass by a pretty fine gentleman. 

We went first to London then up to Oxford and then we went to Cambridge.

You went there by train? Train and car?
Train entirely. Dad knew astronomers from all over the world. It's a fairly small group. So, we saw an awful lot and got shepherded around. 

There's another story. Coming up the channel, it was very cold and raw, and I got an awful sore throat. We went up to Oxford and were having dinner with Turner. He served us wine, which I managed all right; but then he served us Benedictine. I never had such a thing in my life, and didn't know anything about it. During prohibition, we didn't have any experience with that kind of stuff. I looked over at Dad and said, "What do I do with this?" Motioning up, he meant to be telling me, "sip"; but I thought he was trying to say, "toss it off." I tossed it off. Dad said I got absolutely purple in the face. But I kept it down; and by the time we got to the train to go back to London, I didn't have a sign of the sore throat.... 

Next, we went over to Paris. I was back in the hotel, doing something or other, when he came in with two of my classmates who were also former students of his. We had just about lined up a purchase of an old Model-T Ford. The way to rent a car at that time was to buy it with an option to sell it back at the end of your trip. So, we bought this car. They were very much interested in going along with us, so they did. The four of us took off. 

One thing Dad wanted to do, with all of his army maps with him, was to wander over all the battlefields that he had been working with all during the war. We got up to the Argonne Forest, and parked the car. We went into the Argonne Forest following his maps, and got to the Crown Prince's dug-outs, five stories deep. That was his headquarters all the latter part of the war. Then we went on to various other battles that he'd been involved in planning. He was a staff officer.

After we left the Argonne, we kept on toward the east and toward the areas where he had been billeted during the war. We got to the town of Nancy. He got me up early in the morning and drove about ten miles to the town of Toul. He directed me down the street; then we turned a corner and he said, "That's the house there. Stop." So we stopped, and he said, "That's the house where I was billeted during the last three or four months of the war." He went to the door and knocked, and this man opened the door in heavy underwear - the kind of underwear kids used to always have. It was splattered with red wine, not a very prepossessing looking guy. He looked out, and his wife stuck her head outside; and, all of sudden, "Ahh, mon major!" My major. Oh gosh, nothing was too good for us!

How many years had it been?
Oh, a dozen years. They were so happy to see us; and what a thrill for him, too! He was the mayor of Toul at that time. That was quite an exciting experience.

We went from there down the Rhone - I can't think of all the names of the towns. We kept on and went over the Maritime Alps down to the Mediterranean and the Cote d'Azur, the plush area along the Mediterranean coast between France and Italy. We went along that whole area.

I remember one spot. We got there just about dusk. There we were along the side of the road he said, "Let's go for a swim." So out we got and went down to the edge of the water. Nobody could see us, so we stripped off our clothes, dove in and swam in the Cote d'Azur.

Then we went on to Monte Carlo, and then crossed into the Italian plush coast and then over the mountains. Dad spoke very good French; also, later, very good German. He said, "I'll take care of the French and the German. It's up to you to take care of us in Italy. After all, you've had a lot of Latin." 

We were going over the mountains. There was some kind of a train set-up. We came up behind this open car which was stopped for a rail crossing with gates down. I pulled myself up, stood up, and said, "El dove la lina pizza?" He looked around, with a beret on, and said, "What do you want, buddy?" So we told him we wanted pizza. But actually we had to go down off into La Spezia.

I don't know if you know how a Model T works. The planetary transmission had a set of three bands: a reverse band, a brake band, and a forward band. You get more power when you push the pedal in way far. Then when you let it all the way out (half way is neutral), you're driving high. There're just two speeds. If you want to brake, you push the brake on; if reverse, you hit another part of this planetary thing. It got kind of of hot!

We were coming down to the Italian seaport called La Spezia, and suddenly realized that we didn't have any brakes anymore. I made the others get out of the car:" I don't want to have your lives on my head." There were a series of switch-backs. Fortunately I had a light car, and the drums were not too hot anymore. I came out to one edge of a switch-back, pushed on my reverse, and backed away from it. Then I turned and backed away from it to make an H turn. About fifteen switch-back turns. Exhausting! 

We went up in the Tower of Pisa, where the famous experiments were. That's where they found the nature of the power of gravity. We dropped a feather. Except for friction, it falls at the same rate as a cannon ball. Or you can take a small pebble and drop it...That is the demonstration of the force of gravity that Galileo established at the Tower of Pisa.

Then we went on to Florence, Firenze, where Galileo's home was. The astronomer in Florence was Dad's old assistant and colleague at Yerkes, Giorgio Abbete; to me, he was always Uncle Giorgio. He showed us the source of a lot of outfits that made antique astronomical instruments, astrolabes, sextants, and so on, and replicas of Galileo's telescopes - all that sort of thing.

Then my two classmates and I wanted to get some Italian shawls to send back to our girls. Mrs. Abbete said, "I know the place to send you. Don't buy anything until I get there." So, we went over there one morning and looked around - beautiful things. Finally she came in the door; and we were all set to go ahead and buy. She said, "How much does he want for these?" We told her, and she just went into a tirade. In the end, we got them for about the quarter of the price they were asking originally. She wouldn't let him get away with anything. Those are a couple of the things I remember....

In Florence I remember museums, the art. This was the home of Michelangelo. Then we headed north from there to Verona and the amphitheater of Verona where they had the lions, and so on. Then we went up over the Alps.

In the same Model T?
In the same Model T - up into Austria. It was getting very, very cold up there at the top of the Alps, so I wanted to put a sweater on. Dad helped me. I said "You grab the steering wheel while I put the rest of this sweater on." He let go, and we went "Bang" into the side, fortunately on the cliff side of the road, and smashed the wheel something awful. But we had to get up to the top, so we walked up. We got somebody to bring a wheel down. We made it over, down into Innsbruck. At that time it had gotten dark as we were going over into southern Germany. Then we had a second puncture but we didn't have another tire. So, we took the tire off and propped up the car, and told the two guys to stay at the car. We would walk down to town. We walked the rest of the night. We got to the bottom and found a garage. Just as they opened, we were there. He let us have what we needed. We slung it over our shoulder and started to walk back up. It was beautiful, winding between there these lakes. Then, all of a sudden, we thought we heard some noise. I said, "That's our car up over there." I called; and then for probably two hours, we were talking back and forth across this lake as we went around it, until we got back to the car. That was darndest thing you ever saw in your life. 

We got down to the bottom, finally. As we crossed from Austria into Germany, the rules of the road shifted. You had to drive on the opposite side of the road that we had been driving in Austria. We crossed the border just under a viaduct and almost met head on with another car. Ahh, crazy!

Finally on into Munich and southern Germany. 

Munich was one of the most exciting places you ever saw, great beautiful city. The museum, the Deutches Museum, had our second planetarium. They had two of them; one, the modern type which was the type we were going to get, and the original one. They had the second planetarium ever built. We saw them both and spent a long time there in that museum and planetarium.

We kept on going north and went where the planetarium was built at Iena. That was a fascinating experience, to see how they made those instruments, how they did all of the lenses, ground by hand and polished. We had a great time there. The head of the Zeiss-works there in Iena gave Dad beautiful, very powerful binoculars. I think maybe we still them somewhere. He gave me a camera. A lot of the pictures that I have from there are pictures I took with that camera.

Then we went on to Dresden, and Leipzig, and on to Berlin. Each of these towns had a planetarium which we visited, listened to the lectures, saw what they were doing, and so on. Dad was getting tips all the way along on up to Berlin, where we saw two or three operas.

Then we went across Germany to the Rhine, just opposite Cologne, Koln. From there, we started out for Paris, down the Rhine to the east, up-stream. The next town was Beethoven's home, Bonn, with an observatory there. That's a very famous one, with a lot of the star maps of the world. We stayed around there for a few days - astronomical visits, and all sorts of music.

Then we made a stop in a German steel town, Barmen, in the Ruhr district, the heavy industry area in Germany. Dad had to go in to see somebody about something, so we sat waiting in the car. Just about that time the work shift ended, and the steel workers came streaming out. They saw that we had a French license plate, and they didn't like it. I tried in my faulty German to say we're Americans, but that didn't help much either. They were pretty darn threatening so I left Dad and took the car away. The three of us drove around the block several times. Finally, Dad came out. We were glad to get out of town....

Going along the Rhine, I had my first taste of German wine, Rhine wines. Oh, they were delicious! We stopped at a place called Nerstein. We had a bottle of wine and relaxed - nothing to get very inebriated on. We went on to the next town, ..... and then to Oppenheim. I think we stopped about three or four times to have a cool bottle of wine. Then we spent the night at Heidelberg.

Did you leave for England then to go back or did you ship the car?
We had to take the car back to Paris. Actually we went on to Strasbourg. On the way to Strasbourg, the car didn't behave any more. It was very clear that we had a connecting rod trouble, so when we got to a hotel in Strasbourg, Dad said, "You take care of this." I found where the Ford place was and took it over there. I had never learned anything in my German classes, in classical German, about the innards of an automobile; but fortunately, the mechanics and I got along very well. He could hear what the trouble was. He put enough new parts in to make it a totally different car, and charged us practically nothing. We drove back from Strasbourg to Paris. Gee, we had a car that was behaving an awful lot better than at any time along the route. 

We did stop at one place along the way, someplace where the Germans had gotten the closest to Paris. It was on this estate of a French officer whom Dad had gotten to know very well in the war, so he made us go in there. It was fascinating. We were treated beautifully. The old French officer took us around and showed us hollowed-out trees used to observe the French lines. That was their observation post, hollowed-out trees on his property. It was fascinating. Just charming people. Both he and Dad said afterwards that French people in Paris are not very nice; but when you get out in the country, you see what the real Frenchmen are like. We had a wonderful time.

Then, we drove on to Paris to the mechanic at the garage where we bought the car. His eyes just popped out of his head as he saw this car come back. He'd written us off. But now it was a lot better car there than he had before.
We stayed there a day and then went out to the coast and took a liner, a German ship called the Dresden. We made one stop on the way, in Ireland, and then straight over to New York.

HARVARD

For my return trip from our junket in Europe, we ended up in New York. I took the night train up to Boston, leaving Dad to get home by himself. I'd never been to Boston, or Cambridge. I ended up in the railway station, South Station, and was told to take the subway to Cambridge, which I did. It happened to be the first day of the registration of Harvard for the 1929-30 academic year. I left my bags at the station and tried to find out where the Harvard Economic Society was; I didn't have an address or anything. So I went down to the Business School; they told me the address was at Harvard Square. So I headed back there and found the place. It happened to be the street address of the Harvard Square Theater. I dashed in there, up on the fourth floor, and made it by 8:00. I was thinking of Middle West starting times, because when I got where the Society was, nobody was there at all. There was a big gate blocking you out. So I waited, and pretty soon one of the secretaries arrived. I said who I was, and she said "Well, we don't start business until 9:00 here." Finally the others arrived. I was introduced around and met three people who were to be my roommates over at the Business School. There was a group of six of us together, four in the Economics Society. They took me across the street in Harvard Square to the university where I registered for my first course, which happened to be the graduate statistics course taught by Leonard Crumb, one of the key people in the Economics Society, too.

Living over in the Business School was very helpful, because it gave me a core group of friends. Through them, I got involved in various touch football games. Then I was introduced to the game of squash, which I'd never seen before; I didn't know anything about it. All of the young men in the Economics Society played squash, especially during the noon hours. It's a game where a half hour of hard squash is real exercise. Anyway, I watched several of them a couple of times, and then bought a squash racquet and got involved. I had to do some learning; but, having played a good deal of tennis in the past, racquet games came fairly easily, so I developed pretty rapidly. I got a lot of exercise playing squash not only with my colleagues but with a lot of guys at the Business School, younger fellas. Boy I got a lot of work-outs!

I learned very early that Harvard was quite different than Northwestern. Boy, I had to work! This wasn't any push- over. In my classes, I did reasonably well; and I did reasonably well at the Society. They started me first in a kind of training program, which was relatively easy for me, because it was primarily major statistical computations. I'd had a pretty good introduction to computation with my father at the observatory. I was also given the slide rule I still have, my twenty inch slide rule. For most people coming there that was a new experience; but, for me, it was a push-over. I was pretty proficient at the slide rule as well as various other calculating machines. So, I learned pretty rapidly. But, even though I'd had a course in mathematics statistics, I'd never been exposed to a really systematic course. Boy, what a workout!

We had a nice set-up on the top floor of Hamilton Hall at the Business School. Six of us were in the suite. We brought all of our desks into one big room; that was a place only for work. Then we had another room that was our living quarters, where we'd play and where we had our radio.

Four of us were taking courses over in the Economics Department. One was a student at the Business School, and one was a research assistant at the Business School, going for his doctoral degree. So, all of us had plenty of work to do. 

After my second year at Harvard, I was out in Evanston to be best man at Steve's wedding and I got a wire from Leonard Crumb saying, "Have arranged for you to be offered an instructorship in the Economics Department, to be a tutor." Because they had the tutorial system there for everybody, he urged me to accept the position. I learned the reason later. Things were moving rapidly in 1931 and early '32, into a deep depression. The Economics Society had made some unfortunate forecasts and was losing members rapidly. Leonard saw that the Economics Society was probably going to fold up; but they had a policy that, if one of their staff had an appointment at the university, they would keep them on the payroll at the Economics Society until the end of their appointment at the university. So, he got me an appointment, which I accepted, as an instructor in the Economics Department. About the middle of the year, I was called in by the head of the Society who said, "We're going to have to be cutting back at the Society and probably closing down. But, since you have an appointment at the Economics Department, we would like to make a deal with you." The deal was, if I would let them cut my salary down to one-half, they would cut my required working time to one-half day a week.

What was it? How much were you working?
Four or five days a week. So I thought that over, and I talked to Leonard Crumb about it. He said, "For goodness sake, take it; and get going as hard as you can on your graduate work. You need more economics training before you can be really successful in this field." Well, I did so. In the second half of the year, I signed up for every course I could take. I used my half-time salary to finance myself; but I can assure you that I didn't have much spending money!

Do you have any idea what a course cost back then?
About $500.

That's very steep.
Yes, particularly since my original salary was something like $1,800. I can assure you that I was strapped, but I worked like the devil. Then, it came to the attention of the senior tutors in one of the houses that I might be interested in an appointment as a resident tutor in one of the houses, specifically Kirkland House. I signed on as the resident tutor starting in the year 1932, and was there from 1932 to '35. I had a very nice suite and one free meal a day. It was assumed I'd be doing graduate work at the same time. I think I was on a two-fifths time basis; that was $1,000 a year.

I was taking the last of my required courses for my generals in the first half of that year. The other two tutors were also in the Economics Department, so the three of us would meet together almost every evening, say after 9:00 o'clock; and they would quiz me about my economics background in preparation for my general examination. Oh, it was just as valuable as it could be. They would quiz me; and, if I didn't answer well enough, they'd tell me what other work I'd have to do. It was just a superb situation for me. What a break! I took my generals in the spring and passed with flying colors. 

There was one amusing incident I pulled on my close friend, Doug Brown. (He and Eli Monroe were the other two tutors in the house.) It was about an economist by the name of Menger. A whole line of economic thought was ostensibly invented in large part by an economist by the name of Jevens in England. I had found that this series of ideas had been initiated first by an economist by the name of Menger, twenty years earlier. Doug and Eli were quizzing me about Jevens and the line of his thought. I came back to them and said, "Now why do you attribute this line of thought to Jevens? Menger had all of these ideas twenty years before. How do you know that Jevens just didn't copy the whole thing from Menger?" I'd found in a preface in an obscure early edition of Jevens that this question was raised. Jevens just hated everything Germanic and would not read anything that came out of Germany or in German, so these ideas originated independently of him.

Doug Brown happened to be having lunch on the day of my generals with Ed Mason, who was on the generals board that quizzed me on theory. Doug pulled this story on Ed. Ed didn't know the answer. So the first question asked me by Ed Mason, the initial guy examining me on theory, was, "Will you play squash with me next week?" That was a nice break, because he happened to be a very good squash player; but I was playing pretty well too. His next question was, "I see you want to talk about this line of thought introduced by Jevens. How had he arrived at this theory independently? Have you ever heard of an economist by the name of Menger?" I said, "You've been talking to Doug Brown. I pulled this one on Doug Brown." He said, "Yes, he pulled this on me at lunch." So, we started off my generals with a very light frame of mind; it broke the ice. I passed the whole examination very successfully.

There's a thing called a visiting committee that visits classes, particularly of the young instructors. One member of the visiting committee was staying with the master of Kirkland House, who was his good friend and one-time classmate. Ed Whitney was the master of the House, and he wanted to know a little bit more about me. So, he persuaded this guy to attend my class, the beginning economics course the next morning. Well, the visiting committee member was Walter Lippman, probably the outstanding economic columnist of the 1930s - an extremely able and very influential person. I was very much surprised the next morning when I got to that early morning class and saw sitting in the back of the room, Walter Lippman. By chance we were dealing with a chapter which talked about the creation of money and the role of banks in this process. Professor Towsig, who wrote the text, just left it as a very serious dilemma. He said banks do it but he could not explain why. Well, I had a lot of this stuff in my advanced courses in money and banking. So, when I got to this part of the chapter, I tried to get the boys to explain the process. They were all up in the air, so I started off with how an individual bank makes a loan, and what it does, and so on. After I got through explaining how it all worked, Lippman came up at the end of the hour and said, "This is the first time I have ever understood this." He gave me a terrific build-up, which made an awful lot of difference as far as my standing in the Economics Department was concerned. That was that was a real break. 

MARY, and WILLIAMS

I got playing a lot of bridge at Harvard. Some of the people I played bridge with in and around the school were fellas I also played squash with. There was one fellow named Jack Muther, who was going with a girl, Peg Blunt, at Simmons College. Her closest friend was a gal whose name I've absolutely forgotten. She lived out in Roslindale, and she and I were dating together quite a bit. But, this wasn't right for us; but her younger sister, Sally, was apparently very interested in me. So, shortly after I broke up with her sister, she started calling. Her closest friend in the school she was going to, I think it was Simmons too, was a girl by the name of Mary Zeigler. That's how I met Mary. We hit it off together very well immediately, much to Sally's regret; she was left in the lurch.

How long did you court Mary?
Probably not more than two or three months in the spring 1935. Then Mary went up to Southwest Harbor with her family, while I was scheduled to go on a cruise with Jack Muther and Peg Blunt and her father, who had a big yawl. I went on a cruise with them. We started from the Cape and Martha's Vineyard and on to Block Island, and then on to the outer end of Long Island and Montauk Point, back to Saybrook and various harbors along the Connecticut coast, and finally back to Falmouth again. But, after that, I was invited to come up to Southwest Harbor, and things got moving pretty fast. It was about that time that we decided to get married.

Also at about that time I was faced with a decision. An opening came up for an assistant professorship at Williams. My friend Ed Mason, who was very influential in placing young graduate students, got in touch with me and said, "There's this opening that has just come in at Williams. You're going to be faced with a choice. You'll be offered what is called a faculty instructorship here at Harvard, which is a three year appointment in the Economics Department; and, at the end of the three years, you'll be eligible for perhaps an assistant professorship here at Harvard." He said, "I would urge to take the Williams appointment. It's the best assistant professorship that is available since the last one was available five years ago. It's a first class institution. You'll get excellent teaching experience. I know that you love the outdoors and sports. You'd love that up there at Williamstown. I think you'd be happy there. I would urge you to follow up and let me recommend you, and then you go up and explore it yourself." Which I did. I did like it. I liked and respected the president, Tyler Dennett. I was definitely offered the job, and I accepted. But, going up there as a new assistant professor to a new school, I thought I'd better go for the first semester alone and get married before the second semester started. So that was our decision.

How old were you?
That was 1935, so I was 27.

And so we were married. Mother came on: Steve came out, as my best man. Dad got there in time for the wedding. So, we got married at the first opportunity and went back to Williams together for the second semester, after Christmas vacation.

I had an apartment in a building where there were six other apartments, all involving individuals or couples; no children. I had one of the first floor apartments which had one bedroom, living room, bath, dining room, kitchen; perfectly OK. We had some furniture and acquired a little bit more; we got along fine. But we were there only that first semester and then moved. We had to have a house for the next year because by that time Mary was pregnant. There was no way we could bring up a young child in that apartment, so we moved to another place on Southworth Street. At a later stage, we moved from there to 11 Park Street, what we called "St. John's behind". It was back behind St. John's church. Then after the war, we moved to 51 Park Street so that we were specialists on Park Street in Williamstown.

Phil was born there in 1937, and Tom in 1939. By then, we had moved to 11 Park Street, a delightful little house. The former faculty resident of that house had died suddenly. I had my name in wanting the place, and I got it. All three of the older boys were born in Boston.

Tell me about Wimpy.
Wimpy was a mixture. His mother was a Norwegian elkhound, and his father was an Australian Collie. The owners of both the father and mother were members of the Williams faculty. Al Cluett, who was the Cluett of Cluett and Peabody, the makers of Arrow shirts, had his place in Williamstown; and he had a kennel of Norwegian Elkhounds. The Bloedells had acquired their elkhound from the Cluett kennels. But, when Al Cluett heard about this litter of mixed breeds, he immediately got hold of Larry Bloedell, the owner of the mother, and said, "You, of course, are going to put them away, aren't you, because we don't want to dilute this breed." There were four in the litter; two of them were very good dogs and two were not. Larry had already taken care of putting away the two that were not. But he said, "These look like very good dogs and I'm not going to do it. I'm not going to put them away." Cluett offered a goodly sum of money to Larry to buy the two of them, so he could put them away; but Larry told him no. He gave this one to Nelson Bushnell, another close friend of both of ours. And so we acquired Wimpy from Nelson.

At the time, Phil was a young baby. We had a young colored girl who came in and helped Mary every day taking care of Phil and working around the house. Whenever she took Phil out in the stroller to walk around town, Wimpy went along. The story is that whenever anybody approached Phil in his stroller, the dog was always between Phil and the visitor. No one could get near Phil over Wimpy. We heard this same story from every conceivable source. Even people who were friends of ours, who came to the house and of course fondled and played with Phil, it didn't make any difference when Wimpy was guarding that child. It was just amazing to watch! 

Just before Wimpy was turned over to us, I had accepted a summer teaching job out at Northwestern; we were going out there to stay with my family while I taught. Nelson, who loved to hike and climb, had taken Wimpy up on the Long Trail in Vermont and Wimpy had gotten into a porcupine and had been messed up pretty badly. But Nelson said he had been taken care of, all the quills were out. Well, I drove out to Evanston for the teaching, taking Wimpy in the car with me; we got to know each other pretty well. But shortly after we got out there, we found that he was very lame. So, I took him to a vet, and he put a cast on. We then put Wimpy on a rope in the backyard so he couldn't run too far. But, the cast was no good. He kept trying to get the cast off and almost licked all the hair off his leg. So we took him to the vet again. He took the cast off; and, there, sticking right out of the middle of that knee joint were three porcupine quills. Well, this doctor had never seen a porcupine quill, nor a porcupine; but as soon as we got those quills out, Wimpy healed up immediately.

On the way home to Williamstown from Evanston, Mary, who had gone by train, was to meet me up in Canada. We were going up near Moosehead Lake to a camp where our friends the Adriances had been a couple times; they had loved it - very good fishing. Well, we took the dog with us and went to the Reipigenis Dam, which a lumber company had put on the Pinouski River. There, Mary and I stripped off our clothes and dove in. Pretty soon, there came Wimpy, dashing out of the woods. He dove in and swam out to me immediately. Oh, you never saw such a mess; his face was just bristling with quills. There must have been fifty of them. But he knew he had to come to me; he knew he had to have help. But they were so slimy I couldn't do anything with him. I dashed out, and took the dog and put a rope around his neck. When I got to the dam, I asked for some help. "For what?" "The dog has a mouth full of porcupine quills." "No, sir. Get that dog away from here. I wouldn't touch a dog with that situation. They can go mad with that." So, Mary and I headed back to the camp. I hollered to the head people what our problem was. They said they'd take care of it, to bring the dog to them. So, he called for somebody, a dentist who had his forceps with him. We got Wimpy to put his head in my lap; and they insisted on putting a faggot of maybe two or three inches in his mouth so that he couldn't clamp down on my fingers. The dentist then used his forceps and cleaned out one at a time, first one side to let the dog rest and go to the woods, then he was ready to do the other side. I called Wimpy who came right to me; he laid his head down in my lap and pulled his mouth open. I said, "I don't want that log in there; he won't bite me." He then cleaned out every other quill - and the dog made no attempt to clamp down on my hands at all. He knew we were helping him, because he certainly had a sore mouth. No problems whatsoever. 

Isn't there a story about Ken in the traffic?
In Washington during the war. Mary was on the phone and Ken was out on the front porch; no sign of the dog anywhere. This house we had had been part of a tree nursery, with wonderful shrubs - and a long sidewalk eight or ten steps down to the level of the street, one of the busiest thoroughfares anywhere in Silver Spring, called Colesville Road. Anyway, Mary was on the phone, but watching Ken as he climbed down the front porch steps and started down the sidewalk to the street. Mary was just about to hang up on the person she'd been telling what was going on, when all of a sudden, at the top step, there was Wimpy. Ken tried to go around him; but Wimpy just blocked him and slowly pushed Ken all the way back up that sidewalk, up the front step until he got up on the porch again; and then Wimpy disappeared again.

What a wonderful story.
It's a wonderful story. But our love for that dog was terrific.

Nelson Bushnell and his wife were among our best friends. Nelson owned an island in Blackstone Lake, very near the town Parry Sound. Initially, Phil and I went up and had a long weekend, three or four days up there at Blackstone Lake. Nelson had canoes and fishing. That's where Phil got his first fish. 

The next summer Mary and I both went up with the Bushnells to their place. There's one story that I must tell. At one end of the lake there was a swamp alive with frogs, big frogs. Nelson had a .22 and said, "Let's get some frogs legs for dinner." I had the first shot, and I was deadly; one at a time, I think I got three or four big frogs, and got them in the canoe. Then it was Mary's turn. She asked, "What are you supposed to do?" I said, "Notice the air pouch under the chin? Don't puncture that. Otherwise they'll sink and we'll lose them. Shoot them in their right eye." So, Mary got Nelson, who was steering the canoe, to maneuver around so she could get a shot. About a half a dozen shots in a row, every one right through the right eye!

Have you ever seen frog’s legs cooking? You cut them off at the leg, dip them in flour, and cook them in grease and flour. The movement of those legs sounds like sexual ecstasy. Darndest thing you ever saw in your life!

That's where I first learned about Canada and got to love it; and that was the area where we went back to later on.

The next time we went up to Canada, I had taken a leave of absence from Williams to work on this investment banking anti-trust case and I was down in New York every week for five days a week. Friday afternoon I'd come out on the 4:00 o'clock train. I had a car parked along the way, so I'd jump in the car and get home on Friday night. 

That summer we took this cottage down in Noroton, Connecticut (where Wardy Howell's house was, too.) It was very clear that things were not good, that Albert Keep was of very great interest to Mary. There was a psychological type of place that I later learned handled cases of pending divorces; Mary wanted to go there. After I went up to Southwest Harbor for a short vacation, and when we got back to Noroton and then about to go to Williamstown, she went into this New Canaan place. That was the first time I realized that she wanted a divorce. I knew things weren't right, but I didn't realize how bad they were.

Toodie Adriance was the wife of one of our very good friends in Williamstown; Ted Adriance, who was the alumni secretary, had recently died. Toodie had gotten a place down in Darien, right next to Noroton. She consented to go up to Williamstown to our house and look after the three kids. I heard from the New Canaan place that they wanted me to come out and talk to them and help to arrange a divorce. So I went there. They were seemingly wanting to act as intermediary. They made clear that Mary wanted the divorce, that she wanted to marry Albert Keep, and that she wanted custody of the children. I said "If she wants a divorce, there's nothing I can do to stop her; but I'm not interested in giving up the custody of the children."

That was a pretty rough year, back and forth. I didn't get up to Williamstown very often because I wasn't welcome there. I finally went to see a very good friend of mine. The two of us had arrived in Williamstown the same year. He was a doctor and an instructor. We were very close friends, and he was my doctor for everything. There had been a murder and a suicide at Williams College, involving a couple of students; and the powers-that-be realized that they had to get psychiatric assistance for the college. So Dana Farnsworth went to the Riggs Sanitarium in Stockbridge, got a great deal of training in psychiatric work, and came back to Williamstown. (Incidentally, he and I were the first Williams faculty members to leave for the war. He was out in the Pacific, the chief psychiatrist on a hospital ship. The stories he had to tell! Anyway, when he came back to Washington, we got together again two or three times. He became head of psychiatric activities out at the Bethesda Naval Hospital. Quite a guy! He and I several times talked about going back to Williams, and we both decided that we wanted to go back. He lasted only about six months before he was called to take on the entire health activities of MIT.) 
Anyway, Doug Brown, who was then at MIT, made a date for me to see Dana. I had at least a couple of hours with him, and he convinced me that I had to give up the custody of the children. I didn't want to accept it, but he made it pretty clear that I had to. I was not built for that kind of fighting so I finally consented, or rather I agreed with him.

The Zieglers were then living in Longwood Towers. I went over to see Mary's mother before I took the train to Williamstown; and I told her what I had been advised and what I had said I would do. I'm sorry to say that she called Mary while I was on the way; I would rather have told Mary myself. So, I did agree to give up custody, but I insisted that there be no question of having any visitation rights that I wanted.

I did not come back to live in Williamstown in our house again. I stayed in New York. The kids came down, usually one at a time, and spent the weekend with me. They did this all through the spring of 1949. In the meantime, Bushnells were going over to India for a year. Nelson and Tony knew what was happening and said that if you and your sons would like to have the house in Blackstone for the summer, you're very welcome to it. So, we agreed to move out of the house in Williamstown, and I arranged to take my stuff and stored it in my friend Kermit Gordon's house in Williamstown. Then I took the three boys with me to Blackstone Lake. We picked up Dick Waite on the way, and so for a week or two did some fishing and a lot of canoeing all around that area exploring. Then I drove the boys from there directly to Southwest Harbor and left them there, where Mary was already. I delivered the kids there and then headed back down to my apartment in New York.

In the meantime, Bill Piel was one of the lawyers I was working with very closely. Driving up with him one night to his home in Sharon, Connecticut, (He went there every weekend) I finally screwed up my courage and said, "Bill I need help. I need legal help. I'm involved in a divorce." He said, "Well, you've come to the right person because so am I." So, from then on, Bill lived with me in my apartment in New York, so that his wife could not accuse him of infidelity; he was with me every night.

I take it divorce in those days was a lot different than it is today.
Yes. During that spring, Bill and I went up to Sharon quite a few times, to his father's house. He had a wonderful fishing stream. Wonderful spot.

Then I learned that Mary was going to Arizona to establish residence for a divorce out there. I found out when they were coming through New York. I took the train up to New Haven, picked up the car, and drove them through the city and out the other side. They were to pick up the sitter who was going out to Arizona with them, to help take care of the kids. She lived in New Jersey near the turnpike, so I guided them there and said goodbye to the kids. 

Bill, God bless him, invited me to come out that weekend to his father's house in Sharon. There was a party, known as a hat party, where everybody had fancy hats and make-up, over at the Sharon Country Club. Bill took me there, and that's where I met Pat. I'd never seen her before, but I met her that night, along with quite a few of her sisters. We got along pretty well. I think we played tennis together the next morning over at the country club. But I never had seen her until Mary was on the way to Arizona.....

Can you tell me why Mary went to Arizona? Was it to help with the separation, to have the boys in a different place, or something?
She had to go to a state where she could get a divorce.

Was it legal in Massachusetts?
Yes, but it was only on a very strict basis - proven adultery, that sort of thing. She knew she couldn't prove such a thing, so she went out there. Initially, she wanted to establish the grounds for divorce as desertion. I said that I would not agree to that lie; I don't care what you do. Anyway, that's when I met Pat. 

Shortly after Mary got out there to Tucson, she came down with this disease, with the eyes especially. I forget the name. (I don't want to remember it.) She had to have contact lenses put in to keep her eyelids from freezing into the eyeball. She was one sick person. But, her doctor, Dr. Baratell - awfully nice, very able - found this article which had the basis for her cure. Curiously enough, the article by a dermatologist whom I was later sent to for a skin problem. One day I took Phil in there, since he was having very bad skin problems; and the doctor prescribed the same kind of salve that had been prescribed for Mary out in Tucson. I mentioned this to Phil, saying, "Phil, you may remember this is the salve that saved your mother's life, and her vision." The doctor, I can't remember his name, said, "What's this?" I told him she had this disease, which I could remember then. He said, "When was this? Do you know anything about how it happened?" I said I was told that the doctor saw this article in a particular journal; she prescribed the drug, and it saved Mary's life. He said, "Just a minute." He came back, "Here's the article." It was his article.

Oh, my goodness! What a funny coincidence.
It was this drug that saved Mary's life. But, when she was in the hospital, I went out immediately. Her father came out too. We really took over the waiting room of the hospital. And, when I arrived out there, Albert Keep, who had been there, disappeared. But it was very obvious that I was most unwelcome, even though I was helping out a great deal with the boys. But I had to go back to be at work, so I left. Mary and I were really through. Nothing was going to change that.

So Pat and I got more and more interested in each other, and here you are. I got word in December 1950 that Mary's divorce had gone through, so Pat and I got married that next month. 

Tell us some more about Williamstown. And I'd like to know how is it that you ended up in Washington during the war.
I went to Williamstown as an assistant professor. Williamstown itself had been pretty hard hit by the Depression. Williamstown had been a textile town, and textiles had been pretty badly hit. There grew to be two sections of the town, the mill town and the hill town; the hill town is where the college was. But we found that for the bulk of our shopping, we did it down in the mill town. Oh, the cuts of meat that were there - the best! There were surpluses down there because nobody down in that area could afford them. But we would get the best steaks around for twenty-five cents a pound. So, for somebody on an academic salary, which had not been hit as hard as the mill town wages were, we lived better than you can imagine on a modest salary. It was great! 

One of the other people living at 81 Park Street was Jack Fanshaw. He and I were very close friends. He had been, among other things, a ski instructor at Deerfield Academy just before coming to Williamstown, so he was my ski instructor. That's where I got started skiing again. All of my skiing experience had been with just toe straps and no kind of harness, so we couldn't turn. I had to learn all of this over again. We did all kinds of things together.

I was very well received as a teacher. Quite a few times, I was voted by the student vote "best instructor." So, I got my associate professorship ahead of time. Usually it takes six years as an assistant, but I was promoted at the end of five, which was a big coup. 

Just about that time, I got a call from Northwestern. Homer van der Blue had gone out there as Dean of the School of Commerce. That's the business school out there. One of my former roommates from the first year I was in Harvard, Art Tebett, had gone out there as professor of statistics. Homer van der Blue had been the number two man in the Harvard Economics Society who had persuaded me to accept the appointment at the Society. He called and offered me a full professorship to come to Northwestern in the fall of '40. This posed a real problem for me. Dad heard about it and immediately wrote to me, saying this would be kind of a replica of his coming. We'd be coming at the same age, coming to Northwestern as a full professor, and so on - and how pleased and happy he was about the idea. Well, Mary had not liked Evanston. It was too flat. You could look out forever and never see a mountain. She was a New England gal; she was not very happy about the idea. I was very leery of going out there in business economics; my field of interest was money and banking, monetary economics, international finance, and so on. I didn't want to change fields. So I went back to Williams, even though Northwestern's offer was for a heck of a lot more money and rank; but I said no. Dad couldn't understand it. "How could I do such a thing?" But I think I made the right decision. 

Very shortly thereafter, I got a call from a statistician or economist for U.S. Steel, asking if I would come down and work with him in the National Defense Advisory Commission at least for the summer of 1940. I had a reserve commission, then; I could see what was going on. I had a feeling that our getting involved in the war was inevitable, and I wanted to help in any way I could, so I accepted the offer. I went down to Washington in the summer and worked on all kinds of resources problems, especially raw materials. Apparently, I made some contribution down there; and I certainly learned an awful lot.

I then came back and taught the year 1940-4l in Williamstown. I introduced my third or fourth new course. I wanted to see the breadth of offerings by the department increased, but the only way I could do it was to teach the first course myself. I introduced at least four courses into the curriculum. They're still there.

During that year, I had quite a few requests to come down to Washington for the summer of '41. I finally accepted a particular offer for that next summer, and went. Another friend from Williams went too. 

I never got back. During the course of the year, the Army-Navy Munitions Board had a chief statistician, who had also been a key man in World War I, who was the economist for the Cleveland Trust Company, by the name of Leonard Ayers; he'd been the head of the statistical set-up in World War I. He said he was going to call me up into active duty to work with him in the Army-Navy Munitions Board. I would not be allowed to go back to Williamstown. If I stayed on in the Office of Production Management, he would not call me to active duty. So, on the basis of that show of strength, I got a leave of absence from Williams to stay on in Washington. That's how I got into the war effort.

WASHINGTON

I got into the war preparedness effort fairly early, the first summer of 1940, with the National Defense Advisory Commission, which focused primarily on raw material and other resource problems. The second summer I went back, in '41, things were a little further advanced. The name had been changed to the Office of Production Management. I got into the Military Division of the Bureau of Statistics, in the raw materials or resources side. This was an extremely vital job because the war effort had to achieve the maximum production of munitions with the resources which we had or could build. At the same time, we had to restrict the military's take so that they didn't set up programs which we couldn't sustain with the raw material resources we had. For that purpose, we had to have pretty clear ideas of what a given military program would require in the way of resources. 

The job I had involved getting the best set of requirements we could obtain for the resources required by the military program. And, this process set the tone for the regulation of the entire economy. We would ask the military for their requirements of resources, but they really had to develop a whole system by which they would calculate the resource requirements of the whole military program - which we did. It was called the bill of materials approach. You find out how much resource you needed for a particular piece of munitions and then develop a schedule of how many they needed and how many they could produce; add it all up and get an estimate of a total of requirements on our economy and whether we could sustain it. For the military, this was a new job for them. They had a lot of people but they weren't very good at it. 

I remember one job, very early in the war effort. They came out with an elaborate requirement of munitions. We asked them what are their material requirements. At that time, it was the Army-Navy Munitions Board which was required to respond. They said, "Gee, this will take us about eight months to prepare." That was just impossible. Well, we had been screening these requirements and had some early information, so we devised a key short-cut method. We identified a couple hundred pieces of munitions - like certain kinds of ships to be built, number of tanks, certain artillery ammunition, number of aircraft, stuff of this kind - and we got a pretty good idea of how much materials were required for those things. We got the idea that if we got the detailed requirements for maybe three or four hundred munitions items, they would account for as much as 90 percent of the total requirements for the rest of the program. So, every time they came up with a new program or a new set of programs, we would use this calculation for these two or three hundred items. We could get an answer back in three or four days. 

When we got the word from the Munitions Board that we they couldn't get an estimate of requirements for seven or eight months, which was totally unsatisfactory, they called me up. "How soon can you get an approximation of these requirements." I said, "First of the week." I got my staff going hard and fast, and we got them out and gave the information to them before the end of the week. They had all weekend to study them, and they also gave it to the Army- Navy Munitions Board. The next week we were having a staff meeting when my secretary came in and said, "You're wanted on the telephone." I said, "Will you tell them I'll call back after this meeting." "I think you'd better come take this call. This man is mad!" The man was Ferdinand Eberstadt. The purpose of these requirements was to find out how much of any program would have a top priority rating, so that they could get materials before anybody else. We had the answer to this priority rating in my estimate. So, I went in my office. This Mr. Eberstadt, he was madder than hell. He said, "This is treason to have these figures out. They're absolutely absurd!" I asked, "What's the specific thing that bothers you? Is it the requirements we cite for the Army as compared to the Navy and Air Force Maritime Commission?" He said, "Of course it is. Those are the most absurd figures I have ever seen. And they've got to be withdrawn in a hurry." I said, "What's the difficulty with them?" He said, "The idea that these are supposed to be the materials required for this amount of production to be delivered in 1942...." And I said, "These are the materials required for the production of these deliveries. Mr. Eberstadt. Have you forgotten lead time?" There was dead silence at the other end. You had to have the flow of materials start before delivery of the final products. You had to think of the whole time necessary to produce the product. All you'd have of the materials required in a particular year for the munitions to be delivered in that year was maybe a third of the deliveries; all the rest of it had to be from the preceding year.

There was dead silence at the other end; and all of a sudden he came back on, "I apologize." and banged the phone down. He saw we were right.

As a sequel to this story, three days later he left the Army-Navy Munitions Board and came over to head the requirements division of the War Production Board. The morning he came the War Production Board, I had a call from my boss, Stacey May, who was head of the statistics division. He said, "I've just had a call from the program vice chairman, Mr. Eberstadt. He demands that I have you transferred from the statistics division to work with him." And I did. I worked with him the rest of the time.

I was involved in practically all of the requirements work, which was the foundation for all of the later allocation work of the War Production Board, deciding on the level of programs we could sustain. I was working with the top military people and all the top people from industry. So, I had a very key role and apparently was reasonably effective at it. Later on, I moved up to being in charge of all of the planning work, programming work, the requirements work of the whole War Production Board. I had a staff at the end of 1,800 people. 

This was the key to the control of the whole war effort - the provision of all of the information for the whole decision making process. And, in the course of it, I met an awful lot of people. The impact was that as the war came to a close, I got more job offers than you can shake a stick at - really top notch jobs: chief economist for the Federal Reserve Board; chief economist for the Curtis Wright Aircraft Company; the key economist for two or three big banks in New York. There were a couple of university president offers. I think one of the most interesting would have been joining a small group of four to control all of the investments and activities of the Mellon Family Foundation. Finally, I got a request at least once every three months to come work for Mr. Eberstadt. 

Was it during the war that your dad died?
Yes. Dad had a whole series of posts mostly in the South, training program jobs. Then he was assigned to the Signal Corps here in Cambridge. He was in charge of the electronics training center at Harvard, the underwater sound laboratories at Harvard and MIT - head of all the military units that are involved in those activities at these two major research centers. For example, the key radar inventions were done here. He was involved in the military side, not the civilian side; but he was the liaison between them. But because he was scientist himself, it was an ideal assignment for him. Well unfortunately, according to the tenure system in the Army, you had to retire at the age of 65. Dad reached the age of 65 in 1943, so he got warning that he was going to be retired. I obviously heard about it. Since my connections in the army by that time were extremely good, I got through to General Clay and then he to General Somerville and he to the Chief of the Signal Corps, to see if Dad's tenure could be extended, because this was such an ideal arrangement. I was successful. I got the retirement orders changed, and I know he knew about it. 

When the next year came along, that was a year beyond what was legal; so they wouldn't do any more. I think it really broke his heart. But Conant, who was then president of Harvard, appointed Dad as a full professor and asked him to assume in a civilian role the liaison function that he had played in uniform before; so he had a joint appointment at Harvard and at MIT.

In late spring, he had a stroke and went into the hospital. I came up about three times during this period to see him. His mind was just as keen and sharp as ever. This was the period when there were rockets coming over from the mainland of Europe to London. He said this is just like mapping meteors. Organize people along the coast of England. As they see the rockets coming over, they can see from their trails the direction they came from. Two people tracking from miles apart, measuring precisely the direction, could pinpoint the origin of the bomb. Then you could get bombers over to bomb these sites. His mind was good even then. We got this strategy into the proper channels and they started using it. This was the method they used to identify the sources of these rockets that were coming over and devastating London. It was simply the application of an astronomical technique used for spotting the origin of a meteor shower.

I was in the middle of a meeting in Washington when the call came. My secretary said that the Chief of Signal Corps was on the phone to speak with me. He said, "I don't know whether you've heard your father is very ill." I said that I'd known that for some time; but he said, "It may be that there's been a turn for the worse." So, I made arrangements to go up and see what the status of things was. Then I went back to the meeting. General Hopkins, who was the Air Force representative on the requirements committee, and I got chatting. I said I had to go to Boston; and he replied, "I'll fly you up. I need some time in the air."

Just at that time a terrific storm hit, so he got grounded. I got on a train, but there were no seats left, so I sat in the men's room of the sleeping car. I just sat, and slept a bit, I suppose. 

When I got to the hospital and said I wanted to visit my father. "I know it's not visiting hours, but I think he wants to see me." And the receptionist said, "Just a minute." Somebody else came out and said, "Do you want to see Colonel Fox?" I said, "Yes." He said, "He died last night." That was rough.....

I got hold of Mr. Zeigler, who was in town. (Mary was up in Southwest Harbor with the boys.) Mr. Zeigler was a tremendous help. We reached Steve and Gertrude. Mother happened to be visiting Gertrude out in California, so Gertrude broke the news to Mother. We deferred the funeral until they could get here. He was cremated. Steve and I took the ashes out to Manhattan, Kansas, where he wanted his ashes to buried at the foot of his mother - which we did.

AFTER THE WAR

I had a lot of job offers at the end of the war, but I'd decided I wanted to go back to Williams. Mary wanted to go back to Williamstown, and I wanted to stay in academic work.
Steve at the time was in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, with Bethlehem Steel. This story I can recount - One of the key people I worked with during the war on problems involving the steel industry was a fellow named Jess Honeycut from Bethlehem Steel. At the end of a meeting, he asked if he could see me for a minute. He said, "I don't know who you were working for before the war, but I'd like to have you come work with me in Bethlehem Steel." I said, "Jess, I don't think you know what I was doing before the war, what I was. I'm a college professor." Jess said, "Oh, my God." and turned and left. About ten minutes later, my secretary came in and said, "Mr. Honeycut would like to speak to you." When he came on, he said, "I don't give a goddamn what the hell you were doing before the war; I want you to come work for me." Steve loved that story. 

I did come back to Williams and never regretted it. I don't think I ever enjoyed teaching as much as I did in the couple of years after the war at Williams. We had so many returning veterans, and they were so anxious to learn! It was an absolutely superb teaching experience. I loved it. 

Somewhere during that time, Don David, who was Dean of the Harvard Business School, knew of me through various faculty members there who had been in Washington during the war. He wanted to entice me to come to the Business School. I said no. I wanted to keep doing what I was doing at that time. We were trying to introduce a new major at Williams in Political Economy, which was an attempt to blend the political science department and the economics department. Most of the key economic problems were of a political nature, so the need was to blend the two disciplines; we were attempting to do that. 

The demands on the Economics Department were absolutely absurd. We had approximately half of the senior class electing to major in economics, whereas in prewar times we had one section of senior majors in a class we called Ec 20. We had to have nine sections of it just before I left! We built up a terrific department up there. We had as good an economics department as all but about half a dozen universities in the country. 

So, I said no to the Business School. But Don David was also a trustee of the Merrill Foundation for the Advancement of Financial Knowledge, Inc. They needed an administrator to guide them on how they should invest their money in research. He nominated me and pushed it; so I was asked to do that. This was a part-time job, on the side; but in that job at the Merrill Foundation, I found a lot of people in the Merrill Lynch firm that I'd known in the war.

Not too long after that new part-time job started up, I was asked by one of the key people from the War Department, who was then the head of First Boston Corporation, if I would come down to New York to recommend somebody who could help them in their anti-trust suit. It was arranged for me to meet first with their lawyers, the law firm of Sullivan and Cromwell; Arthur Dean was the key man there at that time. We began to talk about it over lunch in one of the plush clubs. I learned there were seventeen firms that were indicted in this anti-trust case. There were quite a large number of law firms involved. At the lunch, there were seven representatives from the various investment banking firms, and seven lawyers. It became very obvious almost immediately that this was not a meeting to seek my advice; this was to get me to take on this job. I finally said," I can't do this. I'm too involved in my teaching at Williams; and I have a research report that I have to complete for the Committee on Economic Development, for which I have a grant. I am doing some work for the Merrill Foundation. Finally somebody else spoke up and said, "Let me take your points one by one. First, as far as Williams is concerned - President Baxter is downstairs right now. We just got word from him that arrangements could be made to take on your work at Williams so that this would be no obstacle. As far as number two is concerned, the Merrill Foundation - We talked to Mr. Winthrop Smith, the president of the foundation, this morning; and that's going to be taken care of. As for this research report, we understand that it has a deadline of January 1. You had indicated that you would be able to meet that deadline. So, if you can meet that deadline, we would like to have you start work on January 1." Oh, boy! What an arm twisting I got! 

Actually, I'd come down on the train that morning with Jim Baxter, and I'd told him that I'd been asked to come down and advise them on this matter. But I certainly had no idea this was going to happen. Some of the other people had gotten a hold of him to have lunch and to do this job on me. Whatever it was, I was really pushed awful hard. But it sounded like an extremely interesting assignment, so, in the end, I accepted it and started work January 1, 1948. 

I had a long talk with Mary about this because I'd have to be away a great deal; but it was the thought then that it would take, at most, a year. It took five and a half years.... That was probably a major turning point in my life, because it led to my divorce. Things got more and more strained, being away, but maybe it would've happened anyway; I don't know. So, it led to that; and then, after she and the boys went out to Arizona, it led to my meeting of Pat. It led to our marriage and it turned into three more kids.... 

These were the key financial firms in the country, investment bankers; and there were ten law firms involved all together. My work was a very vital part of the winning of that case; and, probably as a result, it led to any number of other cases where I've participated as expert working with lawyers in designing a defense, doing the research involved, and so on. I wouldn't take on any case that didn't involve my being fully involved with the lawyers, and doing research. It was always a research job for me. During that time, I must have been involved in twenty-five different anti-trust cases; and, on at least ten of those cases, with Sullivan and Cromwell. I was involved in some of the most important anti-trust cases in all of the post-war period. These were very exciting; but, very importantly, they were lucrative. They allowed a mere college professor to have enough income to provide the best education I could imagine for six children. That was a key thing.

Finally, because of the divorce, it led to my leaving Williams. I would not go back to Williams, with Mary and Albert there. So I submitted my resignation, and it was accepted, regretfully. Two days after my resignation it was accepted. Don David was on the phone offering me a full professorship at Harvard.

Tell me about Canada. Tell me how you started going up to the north woods, and all the wonderful stories, and how the Magnetawans came to be. Things like that.
My first step to Canada was with Nelson Bushnell and Phil. We went to Blackstone Lake where the Bushnells owned an island. It was a very rugged area. We went out from the island in canoes or boats to fishing areas and then portaged over to other lakes. That's where Phil caught his first fish. That was in 1947. Then we went up again this time with Mary. Mary and Nelson and Tony and I were there for almost a week. It was a great experience.
Then, at the time that my marriage had broken up and we were to leave Williamstown, I went again. I'd seen Nelson earlier, as they were going over to India. I saw them at the boat, where he told me that if I'd like to use the island at any time, please do so. So I took the three boys and Dick Waite, and we went up to Blackstone. We had our first experience there of canoeing and fishing, and portaging, and so on.

Then, after the boys and Mary had gone out to Arizona, and after I'd met Pat, the Waites (Dick and Bev) and Pat and I went up to Canada. We stayed at a place called Britts' Cabins on a little lake further north, on the other side of Parry Sound, up in the Georgian Bay Provincial Forest area. We had some problems. We went in with what we thought was a reasonable supply of food, but we had a definite understanding that we could acquire additional food at two other places along the way. Well, it happened to be the time of a railroad strike in Canada. When we got to the first place to replenish our food supply, they couldn't give us anything - in Bolger. They couldn't give us a darn thing, but they told us we might be able to get it if we went down to a place called Ardbeg.

Were you canoeing from place to place?
Yes, we were. 

We had just arrived at Bolger over on Bolger Lake, after a long, very tough portage from Miskokway. Dick and I then walked down to Ardbeg along the railroad track, probably two or three miles, to see if we could get some food there. We got very little. But we got some, canned goods and bread and so on - pretty meager rations, I can tell you. Then we went on to our third place over on the Magnetawan, the South Branch, and couldn't get a thing. Actually there was an old man there who I swear was ready to shoot a gun at us!

Then we went along the arm of this river, down to a place called Wolf Lake; and from Wolf Lake, we portaged over to Clear. I remember I got up very early the next morning. We had practically nothing to eat, so I went out by myself; nobody joined me. And, in this wonderful fishing lake, I got four nice big bass that we had for breakfast. I'll tell you they were welcome! 

From there, after a couple of portages, we got to a place called Rock Lake, just before Naiscoot Lake, which was the way back to our starting point, Britts. Well, one thing that we hadn't finished was our whiskey supply; so we had our last lunch there on Rock Lake, and we finished the whiskey. We then portaged out to Naiscoot, Pat and I went first because we had a big heavy canoe, a heavy work canoe. It was a two-man portage, I'll tell you. When we got over there, we waited for Dick and Bev to arrive, but there was no sign of them. Finally Bev arrived. "Where's Dick?" She said, "I think he had too much whiskey." So I went back and found him. I had to portage his canoe back. Dick trailed along behind. He was just sweating whiskey, and the bugs were something awful. But we got back on Naiscoot. Then somebody came along with the outboard motor, and, fortunately, we got them to pull us back up the lake. This was a five-mile lake, and we were tired. 

That was our first experience really out by ourselves with no guides, just maps. We had a pretty rough time, but it was a great experience. 

Then the divorce took place, and Pat and I were married. I made various kinds of arrangements to be able to get the boys with me. They came down to our apartment in New York that first summer. It was pretty rough going for them, and very tough for Pat. She didn't know the boys well and I had to go to work. I remember one experience. They were to go out and get haircuts. Somehow, Tom and Ken must have irritated the barber because when I got back to the apartment, their heads were absolutely shaved. Oh, they looked awful. Both of us wondered what Mary would say when she saw those three boys again. (Somehow or another, it had not involved Phil.) 
Then we decided that the Waite family and the Fox family would get together and go off to Canada again. We got to this lake further north of Blackstone, a lake called Whitestone. We thought it was going to be a nice rugged spot, but it was just on the edge of a town, with farms and all kinds of things. We had to go quite a ways to get by ourselves on the lakes, and find fishing. It was not an ideal set-up, and it was pretty rough for Pat, with these three boys for the first time. She can probably tell you more stories about that than I can......

After that summer at Whitestone, there were seventeen straight years where I went up into the woods in the area that Pat and Dick and Bev Waite and I started to explore in the Georgia Bay Provincial Forest. Dick and I went by ourselves one year; then with Tom; then with Tom and Ken. Then we got to know the Kellehers, and John Kelleher joined us. Then a pal of his, also a junior fellow at Harvard during the same time that John was, Steve Vickers. He joined us, and he was quite a character. Then another guy whose name was Alan something. Steve Vickers was a fine arts professor at the University of Toronto. John Kelleher had the only professorship in the United States in Irish History and Literature; he was a tremendous scholar in that field. 

But I could tell you any number of stories. There's one especially. One of our favorite lakes up there was Sinclair. We had a wonderful campsite there. We'd built a camp table there for eating, and had a good place for our tents and for fish cleaning and all that sort of thing. An ideal campsite. We arrived there - I think it was Steve Vickers with John, and Ken, Tom, and I in the other canoe. Our campsite was occupied so we looked around and found another island not too far away and decided we could make a campsite there. That was the origin, I think, of the Magnetawans, because we had our first council there. We decided at that point that Tom and Ken had earned enough eagle feathers to be able to join the clan. 

And the thing expanded. Probably its greatest expansion took place when we spent half of each summer up in on Lake Sunapee at Darkwater. All of our friends and relatives who came there got initiated in the Magnetawans and got Magnetawan names. The clan expanded...

It's really a crazy sort of a family clan, but in many ways it has been a superb device for knitting the family together, really the two families - the three older sons and the three younger children. This is a superb family relationship that the six children share together with me and with Pat.

Can I ask you one question? Where did Wacanda come from?
Wacanda came from Dick Waite. Dick Waite's father was a minister, and he ran a summer camp of his parishioners some place in Michigan not far from where I had been a camper and counselor. But for the god that looked over everybody there, they had invented the name Wacanda. I don't think that the carving that John Kelleher made out of a pine nut is really what Dick Waite thought of as Wacanda. But he became our Wacanda. And we had various things we had to do all the time, jobs we were responsible for. Wacanda was looking after us and made sure that we did our duty on various things. It was a crazy arrangement but fun. Our trips up there, especially the one involving Ken and Tom and Peter one year, were just wonderful as far as my relationships with them. When you're up there, you have to do everything yourself - looking for campsites, setting up a camp every night, setting up a place to cook, doing your cooking, doing your dishes, your wrenching, and then cleaning up and so on. Leaving a clean campsite next morning, loading up, getting ready, all of the things that you have to do when you're out in the woods in this sort of a place. There's no way that you can dissemble. You do your jobs willingly. You see what has to be done. It's a partnership arrangement. To see this develop: The first time we went, we had to tell them everything to do. The next year, we didn't have to tell them to do it; they would willingly do it and see what had to be done. After that they began to innovate themselves. To see that evolve and to see my relationships with them and their relationships with me, this was just a tremendously valuable experience. 

It was a great experience for me physically too because my work was on the whole pretty high stress work, entirely mental - negotiations and working with other people in stressful conditions; and I was thoroughly tired. In Canada, though, a curtain came down over everything I'd been doing. It was very interesting, especially my relationship with Dick Waite. It was rugged physical exercise - that is the paddling and portaging - but Dick tended to be a little on the over-weight side. He would lose anywhere from ten to fifteen pounds in our two weeks. Me, I did the same amount or more than he ever did, but I gained weight. I took off weight with my stressful normal activity and was down too thin, so this was just a healthful experience for me, as well as being an awful lot of fun. I can't imagine anything that was better for me than to have this experience with the boys growing up. It made for pretty solid relationships. Later on Peter got into it too and he loved it, too. 

I do remember one story. I think it was a trip with just Tom, Dick Waite and me. I think that's the first time that Tom ever carried the canoe on a portage, and it was great. We were going down Mag. Dick was dragging the line and hooked a big one, probably a Northern Pike. He gradually brought it into the canoe. Tom got out the gaffe; and, in the process of trying to gaffe the thing, I guess he knocked it off the hook; and we lost him. Dick was very, very upset by that. A little later on, Tom had hooked one. Dick offered to gaffe it, and he knocked it off. Whether it was intentional or not I don't know. The third time the gaffe had to be used, Tom landed a big fish of Dick's, so things from then on were all hunky dory. It was amusing to watch that process.

MORE TALES

You wanted a couple of other background stories. Let me give you a couple. One involved me just as we were graduating from Northwestern. Janet and I were out this evening with one of her sorority sisters. During the evening we began to talk abut how I had gone out earlier to the landing field west of Evanston to pick up Ruth Fischer's date. I think we were at the Edgewater Beach Hotel. As we got talking, I said I'd never been up in a plane. Brownie Grey, who was an instructor at the municipal airport in Chicago, said, "You drive me back out tomorrow morning. I'll take you up." I said, "Great!" And the two girls wanted to go along too. We all went. Brownie and I got into the plane, an open cockpit bi-plane, and strapped ourselves in. The two girls sat down in my Model T Ford to watch us as we went up. The first thing he did was climb and then made a power dive right at that car! Oh, though I don't know where my stomach was, he flipped it up nicely and then flew down over Evanston. Among other things, I remember he went out by the Dyke Stadium. He said, "I doubt if you've really been close to that." So we went down and just missed going between the the uprights of the goal posts at one end of the field and up through the ones at the other end of the field. Oh, my god, my stomach was turning. Then he climbed back up and got a good altitude again, when all of a sudden the engine stopped. He said, "How are you doing? Are you all right?" I said, "Sure, I'm doing fine." He said, "You well strapped in?" I said, "Yep." Then he turned the ignition on again, and it caught. When he got up over the field, he gave the girls an exhibition of all of the known stunts I've ever heard of - loops, outside loops, wing overs, everything. 
I didn't know where the hell I was, but then we came up on the far side of the field. I guess he came down too far off, because the wheels hit a ditch and crashed. Somersaulted. My next memory was hanging from the seat belt, which I loosened and dropped down to the ground and went and pulled him out. Fortunately the darned thing didn't catch fire, but it was smashed. We didn't have any wings left. We finally got to the car, and I suddenly realized what had happened! Boy, did I get the shakes! We all agreed we weren't going to say anything to anybody about this.

Whose plane was this?
It belonged to the flying school in Chicago. They came up for him with another plane. The plane itself was a total wreck; nothing could be salvaged. I had a piece of the propeller that I kept for a while. I remember later on that day I went back to the fraternity house. While I was just standing inside the door, somebody was outside on the porch telling about this wild plane crash that I'd been in. How they heard, who talked, I don't know. Dad got word about it. His only remark was, "You're awful damn lucky, son. Don't do it again for awhile." He didn't have to warn me about that.

Tell us about the World's Fair.
That happened in 1934. The astronomer of Yerkes Observatory conceived the idea that it would be just ideal if this Fair could be associated somehow with the Columbian exhibition - the last world's fair in Chicago, in 1892, on the anniversary of 1492. He conceived the idea that if we got light from stars forty light years away and got the light coming from those stars to hit a photoelectric cell, this energy could be used to light the new fair in 1934. He apparently proposed this to Dad; and Dad sold it to the people running the Fair. They planned it all around Arcturus, which is exactly forty light years away. He lined up four observatories around the country to observe or open their telescopes aimed at Arcturus, and he kept the light coming from Arcturus to hit a photo-electric cell. All that energy would be transmitted to Chicago. The four observatories worked in sequence. (There's a recording of this; I have the original.) Dad ran this thing in very dramatic fashion: "Are you ready? Are you ready such and such observatory? Then open your shutters and observe." As if by magic, a light started flashing on the board, showing that this observatory had gotten the light from Arcturus. Finally the fourth one came in after the first three, and lit up on this big board and set off this switch. As if by magic, the whole exhibition burst into light. Oh, it was as dramatic as it could be! And to hear it all! Dad was a real ham; and, boy, he made it live! It was a very exciting affair. 

It was very high tech for then.
Yes, it was, but it was a great affair. Again, this was his using knowledge of science to do something. 

One other thing. Let me give you one other - Betsy. I had the original Betsy. Dad gave it to me in the middle of the 1930s. He said he got it from a garage mechanic who knew how to work it but didn't know why. He knew who Dad was and he hoped Dad would figure it out. Dad passed it on to me and he told me, "You figure it out." He took the thing and noticed that the propellers were little bit off center. You take and swing your arm in a circle; and pretty soon this is going to start to go around. Now what makes it do that, how do you reproduce that motion? Well he never showed me. I finally got it and passed it on. I take the thing and make it go, and do it in such a way very few people can see what I'm doing.

People spend hours trying to figure it out.
But it's a wonderful example of trying to use something of science and motion to achieve this very simple thing.

What is the principle? Do you have things coming from two different sides?
No, you have your hand the on top of it as the thing runs over and it necessarily bumps it up and down a bit. Then you push your thumb against one side and that makes it go up and down and this is the sideways motion and then you stop and pull your thumb off and put your finger on the other side and she starts to go around the other way. See.

This is the original Betsy. 

But Dad couldn't tell me how to do it. He made me figure it out. He gave me the key clues and later on we matched up techniques; I had just as good a technique as he did, not better. Oh I've had an awful lot of fun with that.

I haven't said anything about Trudy and Bob. I'm sure you're aware that there had been a fifth child between Gertrude and me who was stillborn, so there's a gap of five years. Bob had about the same time relationship to Trudy as I did to Steve, about twenty months apart. But the gap in between the four of us was such that Steve and I were one pair and quite separate in our activities, as compared to Trudy and Bob. They both headed for medicine; Gertrude at the University of Chicago, Bob at Northwestern - medical schools.

Was it unusual at that time for a woman to be accepted to medical school?
Not too many were. But Trudy very probably had the best mind of the four of us. She was really a bright, able girl. And also she was the best swimmer of the bunch. She was a terrific swimmer, winning all kinds of prizes. Bob was a strong swimmer, never a flashy one; but he showed his stuff on the water polo team at Northwestern every year. 

Both of them went into medicine, Bob I think really following Trudy. Trudy initially wanted to get into pediatrics. Bob then decided he wanted to get into gynecology, so the two of them teamed together: Bob delivering babies, working at that end, and then Trudy taking over on the pediatrics side. Trudy went out to do her intern work on the west coast at the Los Angeles Center Hospital. But with not more than a month to go to finish her intern work, she came down with TB. She was flat on her back for quite a few years. As she gradually recovered, she was in a good many sanitariums there on the west coast. At that stage, she realized that, with that history of TB, it would be almost impossible to break into pediatrics. So, she shifted her focus to diseases of the chest. Gradually she got expertise in that area. She eventually recovered completely and set up a practice in Los Angeles in diseases of the chest. 

For Bob the war intervened a bit. He then shifted his focus to thoracic surgery, again with the idea that the two of them would team up sometime; those things that needed surgery would be his side, and stuff done medicinally would be Trudy's side. Bob stayed on in thoracic surgery in the Evanston, Chicago area, and was a very skillful surgeon. (Did you ever play this game, "pick-up sticks?" We played a lot of that; and Bob was utterly fantastic. He could go into the pile, and his hands were so steady that he could pull the thing right out of the middle of the pile. He put us all to shame. He must have been a very, very skillful surgeon with hands like that.) He was very well recognized and finally ended up as a professor in the thoracic surgery field at Northwestern Medical School. 
Steve and I didn't see anywhere near as much of them as we saw of each other. But our respect and love for them is just as great. Two very swell people. When Bob retired he built a retirement home in Boulder, Colorado. I don't know the details, but he essentially turned it over to his second son, Tom, who now has the place. His older son, a specialist in wireless and radar and all that electronic kind of stuff, went out and set up a shop in the San Juan Islands out in Puget Sound. He is doing repair work for all of the boats in that area, commercial boats as well as pleasure boats - repairing the radar, the radios and sonars and so on. He established a place in Friday Harbor out in San Juan Islands.

Bob, when he finally did retire, bought a place in Friday Harbor. He and his wife Jenny live out there, near his older son, who does not have any children. Bob is now a lecturer at the whale museum out in Friday Harbor. Trudy is probably not more than ten miles away as the crow flies, but on the other side of the harbor, over in Sequim. So they're very close together; but it takes them quite a while to get together.

I want to ask you about the name Tom. It's funny that both you and your brother named your second sons Tom. Is it from Thomas Fox in Concord?
I don't know. I think that Tom was also in the Hale family line, so the name Tom came from that side of the family rather than mine. Philip obviously you know; the next two came from the Zeigler side. Ken is named for Mary's brother who died very, very young.

Where did Tarzan come from?
Oh, my! Well, this goes back a long, long time and really originated with my father, who very frequently would have a story to tell Steve and me as we went to bed. He was a disciple of Kipling; we heard all the Kipling stories, the Just So Stories, first from him. We didn't read those stories until much later. Dad told them to us. We loved it -just ate it up. Then he invented a new character called Jimbo. Jimbo was the character that he made up stories for. Dad invented a whole series of those, and that's how I got into it at first - trying to replicate that process with the boys, telling Jimbo stories and the Kipling stories. 
Because I had read as a boy all the Tarzan books, I kind of elaborated. They were all really invented stories but all had their origin somehow or other in Tarzan stuff. The boys loved those. 

Later on when we were in Washington, and the boys had been away from Williamstown a long time, I thought we ought to build their interest again. So I invented a character called Whipperken Jones. Whipperken Jones lived on the other side of the railroad tracks. His father was a railroad engineer, from Boston to Maine. I invented a whole series of stories about him and various activities in the Williamstown area - climbing, hiking around and various features of the outdoors, always featuring Whipperken, to build up the idea that they'd like to duplicate those activities, too. They were too darn good! When the boys got back to Williamstown, because Whipperken was just about the same age as Phil, he got to school and asked his classmates, "Where's Whipperken?" These were all invented stories.... But they served their purpose; the boys were very anxious to get back. 

Then Ann came along and we had to do a slightly different slant for her so we invented the character Julie Wahealie. Julie Wahealie was a good friend of Tarzan's too. We went on and on and on. 

Then there was one other which taxed my imagination about as much as anything else. I'd read the book Drums Along the Mohawk. We were leaving Southwest Harbor to come back to Noroton, Connecticut the year just before Mary went into this psychiatric place. A couple of the boys started with me. Then, when we had to stop and get gas, I started to tell this story from what I could remember and what I could invent and fill in of Drums Along the Mohawk, so the third one, who I think was Phil, joined in. I don't know how long a drive it was all day, but I didn't finish that story until we arrived at Noroton, Connecticut. I talked this story the whole way along; the kids were just leaning over back of the front seat.

It must have been ten hours.
It was. I don't have that kind of imagination anymore. But I did an awful lot of inventing of stories, and the boys just loved to be told stories - just as outlandish as can be. They loved them. This was a high point, the evening story from their old man whenever he got home. I don't think I could invent them anymore. I think that phase of my life is over.

PAT AND LEXINGTON

I've indicated how the war experience gave me some distinctions. You probably do not know that I was one of the co-authors of the national defense mobilization plan of 1947, and every one thereafter. I have been active as a consultant to every national defense mobilization plan ever since. I still am, technically, but I am not active anymore. One repercussion is that when the Korean War came along, immediately the word went out to try to get people back who had certain experiences and roles to do the same thing for the Korean affair. The Business School faculty lost an awful lot of people to the Second World War effort, so Don David wanted to avoid that kind of loss again. So, he created a thing at the school called the National Defense Advisory Committee, of which I was co-director. Almost the first year I got back to the school to start teaching, I had to leave to take on a couple of projects down there in Washington as a consultant as part of this National Defense Advisory Council. Though I was not an active participant we provided the research and set up a lot of the procedures for that affair. I'm still listed as one of the wise men in the field of national mobilization planning and thinking. 

One other thing you probably know, again stemming from the research side, I think that Don David got me involved in this Merrill Foundation work to test me out on administering research and screening research proposals. I think that led him to push hard to get me on the faculty to succeed Doc Copeland as director of research at the school. Also, the experience of the directorship of the research at the School, plus my active research experience in the consulting jobs, was what went behind my becoming the research director and chief of staff for the Commission on Money and Credit - that plus the fact that that had been my original field of economics training. 

As I stepped down from the research director's job at business school, I joined this consulting firm in Cambridge called Cambridge Research Institute. I did that for two reasons: One, I wanted to stay active after I retired from Harvard, which was in '74, and I needed back-up people, trained people, to work with me on a lot of these consulting jobs. I thought I could get this kind of support from the staff CRI, which I did. But there was another reason. After I finished at Harvard, I had not built up anything in the way of any assets. My assets were in my six children. But CRI gave me a solid base of earning something to pass on to support Pat, because she would certainly outlive me. She's eleven years younger and women are likely to be longer lived than men anyway. So this was a very important move to build up some assets to be able to pass on, which I had not been able to do up to that time. It was the combination of those two things that led me into CRI. Again, I guess it was a successful and useful thing for me. I got some very useful experience and some very successful projects out it. That went on until 1981, so I had about seven years after Harvard where I stayed very active, until the medical problems caught up with me. Now I am retired completely as far as being gainfully employed is concerned; but I'm playing around trying to keep my assets intact and make them grow.

A little bit about how you met in New York...? Is there anything you could mention again about your courtship and then about your marriage?
We had seen a great deal of each other in New York during the time that Mary and the kids were out in Arizona. But I thought as soon as I was legally free to remarry, I should be formal about it and ask her mother if I could marry her daughter. So, when we were up in Sharon for a weekend, I went into her bedroom where she was making beds and asked for Pat's hand, so to speak, and she burst into tears. She said, "I'm sorry I cannot give you my blessing." She said something to the effect that her church didn't permit Pat to marry a divorced man. But, she said, "I know you're going to go ahead with it." And, she gave me to understand that, except for the objections stemming from her faith, she was quite happy with the idea. Doug and LeMoyne were living in Bedford Hills and said we could be married in their house, they would be delighted to have us be married there. 

Four or five of the children had abandoned the Catholic faith. Ann, the youngest, and her husband Bobby Fowler were both practicing Catholics; and obviously Pat's brother was, as he was a priest. Her oldest sister Isabelle was also still a practicing Catholic. All of the non-Catholic members of Pat's family were there at Lem and Doug's house for the wedding; but Mrs. Noyes, Ann and Bobby, and Isabelle stayed outside and did not come into the house until after the wedding was over.

We had some other complications. Who was going to marry us? I got in touch with our minister up in Williamstown from the Episcopal Church, by the name of Grant Noble. Grant and I were very good friends. We played a lot of tennis together and had done some skiing together. We were quite close friends, but he said, "Bert, I'm sorry that I cannot. I can't do it because of your divorce. But what I would like to do if you will let me is to come down and be there at your wedding and perhaps be able to say a prayer; but I cannot marry you."

Was divorce that uncommon at that time?
No, but the strictness of the certain religious faiths was pretty strong.

You were an Episcopalian?
At that time I was an Episcopalian.

Would they accept a divorce? Did that church recognize divorce?
Yes, I think so because I know various people in the church up there who had been divorced; and it was nowhere near as strict as the Catholic Church. But he would not marry us. So we had to scout around and got somebody from a Congregational or Presbyterian church in Bedford Hills who said he would be glad to come over and officiate for us. 

Both Pat and I were pretty upset at those of her family who wouldn't come to her wedding....

It was very cruel.
We thought so.

What was Mom like as a young woman? Can you describe her at all?
Yes, she was very vivacious. She was athletic. She was a very good tennis player. One time during the summer before we were married, we were up at the family house in Sharon and went over to the country club. Pat and I played against the then doubles champions; and, by gosh, we beat them. We were quite pleased with that! She loved the outdoors. She loved that trip we made together. That was a rugged camping trip. I've already spoken about the railroad strike and the difficulty of the food and so on, but she was a great sport about the whole thing. I was then and am now just terribly lucky that everything went right after that problem. 
Pat was very anxious to have children, so we didn't waste too much time. We were married late in January of 1951, and Ann was born the day after Christmas later that same year.

Did you have a honeymoon at all?
Yes, we went up for a skiing weekend to the Laurentians. I had never been up there, but had heard about it; so we decided to go up to the Laurentians for a week or so. 

There's one story. We drove up leisurely, spent one night in Montreal, and then went straight north to the Laurentians. We didn't have any advanced reservations at all, but we got brochures along the way. One place, almost up to Mont Tremblant where we were anxious to ski, was called Gray Lodge. We came to their driveway and decided to go and look that over and see if they had a space. So we pulled up in front of it. Pat, in her inimitable fashion, said, "Gee, this looks nice. Why doesn't one of us go in and see what's possible while I wait in the car." I got the message. We had a lot of fun there. 
Pat had had a ski accident which had occurred earlier. We went to Jiminy Peak which is about fifteen miles south of Williamstown, by the Massachusetts western border. We were coming down together. Pat was a little concerned about one steep spot we were coming to, but she continued, slowing herself down with snowplow. At the bottom of this stretch, there was pretty deep snow, and she didn't stop her snowplowing soon enough. She went into it with skis stemmed pretty badly and broke her ankle. We got her out of there on a toboggan, and I took her right to Williamstown because my doctor up there, a fella named Ebby Couglin, was an orthopedic guy. Being up in that area, he had a lot of experience with ski injuries. He set the thing quickly, and we got back to New York all right. A couple times we went to the theater when she still had the cast on. I know I ended up with one leg in a cast on my lap as we watched the theater. 

Her doctor down there was just a little bit leery about the kind medical help that was available in a little town like Williamstown. I think he took the cast off and put another one on. This was completely unnecessary because I can tell you that the doctors up in that area probably see more ski injuries in a year than New York orthopedics do in their whole career. And I knew Ebby and had known him for a long time; he probably did a better job on her than her own doctor would've done. 

Back to Pat's being pregnant that first year. We were in the house in Belmont. I remember very well wondering whether we would make it through Christmas day. We got into bed late Christmas day. We had actually celebrated the day before because we wanted to make sure to get Christmas in before she had to go to the hospital. We sat up in bed all night long doing either crossword puzzles or (Pat said) double crossticks, with a clock beside us counting the frequency of the spasms, and wondering at what stage we should call the doctor to alert him what the story was, and whether we should start to the hospital. I think finally we got a hold of him about six or seven in the morning, and he said to come in. But Ann was not born until 12:26 on 12/26; everything went well. 

Ann was born in Boston?
Ann was born in Boston, at Boston Lying In Hospital. So were you. So was Peter. All three of you were born at the same hospital. 

Our first house was at 51 Hillcrest Road, a very nice small little house. Ann was a colicky baby, so sometimes it was kind of rough, especially because I still had to go down to New York quite a bit to finish up that investment banking case. But we got along.

At this point were you employed at the Business School? Were you teaching or were you Director of Research or both?
No, I had not been named as Director of Research at that time. I was teaching first year Finance. In the middle of the year, I had been made the head of what was called Mobilization Analysis Center. I was spending a great deal of time down in Washington in the early stages of the Korean War doing various studies for parts of the armed forces to help them mobilize for the war in Korea. So Pat, I'm afraid, had kind of a lonely life there for a while. And Belmont was not right for us. Belmont is a bedroom town. It doesn't have a real focus of its own as Lexington does. I think the only friends we had there were the neighbors on either side of us, whom we were very friendly with, and certain of our colleagues from the Business School; but that's all the friends we really made our first year there. Pat was pretty lonely. I don't blame her.

Peter's birth was a different story. When we were expecting, I got this invitation to run a program relating to the war and national policy in a time of national emergency. I was to spend a couple days at Wellesley running this program. The first day went along all right. I checked very carefully with Pat in advance. "Are you sure everything is all right?" "No problems. "Don't give it a thought." But the second day, just before I was to speak in the evening, I called the house. "How's everything?" "Everything's fine...When will you be back?" We're going in for dinner now and then I have to speak. I'll be back probably around 9:00 o'clock or 9:30." She said, "Not before then?" "No." "Are you sure everything's OK?" "Absolutely, you go ahead." I went in and had just finished my remarks to this crowd of a couple hundred students when a state policeman came in the back door. He came up and spoke to the moderator of the program. The moderator turned immediately to me and said, "You are wanted urgently at home." I said, "OK, I know what this is about so I'm going to have to run. I will not be able to answer questions. A baby is arriving." I went into the coatroom and came dashing down the side aisle one arm in the coat, and you should have heard the cheers.... 

Did you make it home?
I got the car and dashed for home. I think I was not within the speed limit. I pulled up in front of the house, dashed in, and said, "Where's Pat?" The sitter said, "Auntie Ruth has taken her into the hospital." And so I dashed off again and got to the hospital before Pat did. I was there as they pulled up in front, met them at the door with a wheelchair. The nurses grabbed her immediately and took her up. By the time I got things straightened out and got up to her room, they'd taken her into the delivery room; they didn't have time to give her any drugs or sedatives or anything else. He was born immediately. Boy, that was a close shave!

That's fast.
Really a close shave. But he was a very healthy baby. After the fact, Pat said was very happy that she had been conscious during the whole thing and had not been sedated in any way. 

We soon saw, however, with the two children, that the house was too small with only three bedrooms, a big master bedroom and then two small other bedrooms. Whenever the boys came down, we had to send them up to the attic. You should have seen that attic room the way they had it set up! Boy, they had more pictures of baseball players than you ever saw in your life.

But we knew were going to have to move out because it only had one bathroom. Whenever it was more than just Pat and me, Ann and Peter, we were jammed up. We knew we were going to have to get a bigger place.

How did you ever decide on 18 Edgewood Road? A big house for a family of four.
That's right but we were thinking not only of a house for a family of four, but we wanted to be sure to be able to have the boys there too - the older boys. Whenever they were there, we had space for them. It was a very good move. I remember that at first we thought it wasn't right for us; but the more we thought of it, the more we said, "Let's go for it." We spent a good deal of money in relation to the original purchase price to rebuild the kitchen. When we got in, there was only a soapstone sink; so we made the kitchen into a breakfast room. Then, along the southeast corner of the house, there were three pantries side-by-side. We took the walls out between two of them - one a butler's pantry and the other for canned goods and stuff - and made it into a kitchen. That was very successful.

We had to make a new kitchen and then we had to do the bathrooms over. It was a very old fashioned house. We did a lot ourselves. Later on we took a window out in the back corner of what was our living room and made another little stoop and a back porch to go out to the garage. Later on we added the deck and so on. We put in another bathroom. That was a very satisfactory house from every point of view. 
Moving to Lexington came from, more than anything else, friendship with the Matthews. They were very enthusiastic about it. Lexington has kind of a town focus and a feeling of friendliness. Pat got into various things. She was very active in the town celebrations committee for a few years. I don't think she ever had a Girl Scout troop, but she had a Campfire Girls group.

After about a year, we started off in the Episcopal Church, because of my affiliation; but we found that wasn't right for us. So, we got in the First Parish Unitarian Church; that's been ideal for us. We met lots of very fine friends there. We like the whole atmosphere of the place. Pat got involved in what they call Lend A Hand. That started her in making those stuffed animals. How those sold at the Lend A Hand fair! There was one guy... every new type of animal Pat came up with, he wanted a sample of it. It went like a million bucks. Here we found a warm community, and we were very happy with it. 

Initially we did all our tennis on the town courts, which are hard courts - not ideal. We got somewhere in mixed doubles tournaments; and Tom and I won the father and son's once; and Pat and Tom almost won the parent and child, instead of just a father and son. This was after Tom had broken his jaw up in Williamstown; he had his jaw wired together and practically all of his meals came through a glass straw. You'd take a piece of steak and put it in a blender with mushroom soup; and that's how he ate steak. Anyway, with his jaw wired together, he couldn't get enough oxygen in him so we had to ask for extra time outs after a lengthy point so he could get his breath back, before more points. That was a rough time.

Getting swimming was a little difficult. We joined an establishment out at White's Pond out in Sudbury. We went out there regularly and also fairly frequently up to Crane's Beach.

Where was Briardale?
Briardale was on White's Pond. That was the name of the area where we got a membership so we could go out there. That was our makeshift way to get swimming in the summertime. It was very successful. All of you three kids learned to swim beginning out there.

I learned to swim in Sunapee.
But the real place we got was up in Sunapee - Dark Water. A very close friend and associate in Washington, Lincoln Gordon, who also was a professor at the Business School before I got there, had a wonderful place up on Lake Sunapee. He was named as Ambassador to Brazil, so that his summer place was then available. I don't know how we got wind of it, or whether I initiated it, or he did. But for three or four summers we rented his place for half the summer. That was a wonderful spot. Well-wooded. Terrific swimming. They had a private dock. I took the canoe up, of course, and we had a couple of smaller boats. His place was adjacent to his brother's place. There was a wonderful sandbar off there. I think we played frisbee out there on the sandbar. 

Who taught us to water ski?
We learned how to water ski. I also rented a sail fish so that each of the kids learned something about sailing.

You remember my first trip?
I remember your first trip, Joan, and your mother was scared to death when we tipped.

You promised her you wouldn't tip over with her baby.
I had enough experience with that sort of thing to know what to do; but you were not damaged in any way; and we got back aboard and sailed back in. I think she was very glad to see you coming in. 
By the way there was a tennis court in the place too. We got it in shape to play, so we played a lot of tennis, too. One morning we were playing tennis and you three kids were swimming out there on the sandbar area. All of a sudden we saw the sitter running back toward the house; and we said, "Where are you going? Where are the kids." She said, "They're out on the sandbar; they're all right." But she was going off leaving you out there by yourselves without anybody watching you on that sandbar. She'd broken a strap on the bra-part of her bathing suit. Oh, we were furious. Just furious. But she was the poorest of our sitters up there.

 Our best, obviously, was one that got the name in the Magnetawans of Giggly Water. We call her Giggly Water still. She was wonderful. Mary Fletcher, who was a daughter of Edith Fletcher of our church. She and I were on the parish committee together. Giggly Water was a very wonderful sitter, and we all loved her very greatly. I thought at one stage that Ken might go for her in a big way, but it didn't work out quite.

One thing I think I should say ....Because of the fact that I was running the research program at Harvard during that period which ended in '68, an awful lot the projects were going full steam in the summer; I had to be around to shepherd them. So I couldn't get away as much as I could later on in the summertime. But as soon as I got away from the director of research job, then I could go on bird trips with Pat. All the birding for me started after the research job ended. An awful lot of the trips that Pat and I had together on birding came after I got away from that job. Also it meant that I could accept summer things. The first summer that I was free of the research job, I could join the group teaching in Hawaii. That was a wonderful thing because the first time we taught out there, all three of the younger three went with us. Then, following the six weeks at Hawaii, we were asked to go on to Japan. We went up first to Tokyo and then on up to Sapporo, the northern island. So we had that experience. For me it was a very rough teaching experience because I had to teach in English; then my questions were translated into Japanese;, and then the Japanese would answer in Japanese;, and then I would have to wait for the translation. It was a frustrating give and take. 

We had some interesting side trips. I remember going where we saw active volcanoes. Then we went up to see one of the oldest civilizations in Japan. We had some very fascinating experiences there. After we got back to Tokyo, we really had a unique experience of being invited into the home of one of the leading Japanese businessmen, Atori. He's head of the Seiko watches and cameras. He invited us into his home which is very much out of keeping with the traditional Japanese.

As long as we were that far, we went the rest of the way home by going around the world. We went down to Hong Kong and to Bangkok, and then a very brief overnight stop in India, in Bombay. We had an awful rough trip from Bangkok. It was a tropical storm and that plane just bounced all over the place! We were awfully happy to get on the ground. Then we went from Bombay to Nairobi. We didn't have an awful lot of time there, because we were going on to see Tom and his family. (He was in the Peace Corps over in West Africa.) So we lined up this schedule with people called the Wing Safari. We had a little plane to ourselves and scheduled stops; we were flown from one stopping place to another. First up in Secret Valley, I think, where we were going to see leopards. There were windows where you sit and watch the animals; and then there were these stands where they put raw meat carcasses up on top and an infrared light shining on the thing. In the middle of the night we got up; it was as cold as the devil on Mount Kenya. But there were the leopards springing fifteen feet up in the air and grabbing something and pulling themselves up on top. God, what magnificent animals!

Then we went on to this game preserve up in the northern part. Samburu. We were there for three or four days and got to know the head of the preserve. We went to his house. I think that was where I saw my first mongoose. They had a lot of animals; and we saw a lot of birds too, a lot of different kind of birds. Then we were picked up by plane, went on to Uganda and had two stops there. This was along the upper reaches of the Nile. Then back to Nairobi and the national park just outside. We had a wonderful time there. We also went out to see the home of Karen Blixen, From Out of Africa and went through her whole place. That was fascinating.

Then we had a little problem with a blond bitch at the airport. Pan Am. She knew we had too much baggage but she wanted to charge us for everything. Then we flew on to West Africa. I think we had to stop in Nigeria because we got out and were looking for birds with our binoculars. Boy, they came after us in a hurry! They thought we were spies, so we had to get back on the plane; we hid the binoculars and got out of there safely. I guess we then went on to Ivory Coast.

And then we went up to Upper Volta, where Tom and his family were. He was head of the Peace Corps unit up there in Upper Volta, located at the capital city called Ouagadougou. We had a wonderful time there, seeing the kind of work that the Peace Corps was doing. I got an awfully good feel for the tremendous respect that Tom was getting there in Upper Volta and the terrific work they were doing. 
One thing I remember - as we were about to leave, Tom said, "Let me handle this at the airport." He had all of our baggage checked through to Dakar and then had the baggage transferred directly on to our Pan Am flight, so that we wouldn't get the overweight baggage situation with the Pan Am people again. Tom knew the people at the airport; they were old pals. Things just went through like nobody's business. 

That trip around the world was a really special thing for all of us. We all got a great deal out of it. 

Can you imagine what that would cost now?
We went out to Hawaii again the next year and you were the only one who went with us. You and Peter. Ann did not go. Then there was a severing of connections between the University of Hawaii and the Business School, so that the Business School was not providing people for this program any longer. But the first year the connection was being severed, Larry Foraker, who was the dean at that time, said, "By the way, you might be able to interest some of our emeritus professors." So Ken West, who was kind of head of the program out there, got a hold of me and asked me if I would organize a group to do it that next summer.

I don't know which summer it was that we went on to Alaska.

1970. You and Mom went back several years later.

Yes we went back in '79, with Charlie Bliss and Art Turner. It was a very successful year, but I had to drop out because I had a trust case I was on. Charlie headed the program that next year. Going out to Hawaii was again a very pleasant thing. This led to a trip out to Australia later on to see about setting up a new program out there. Nothing happened finally, but that got us down to Tasmania too where we saw some new special birds. That was wonderful fun. 
FAMILY

What did you do to try to bring your two families together, your six children? Do you have any thoughts about how all that worked out. Did we all get along?
Yes, you certainly did. We did some bringing together. Usually either one at a time came down when we were in Belmont, or sometimes two of them at a time. But we didn't have all three until we got to Lexington. Most often they came down in the summer. Then, just gradually, it came to be expected that they would be here every Thanksgiving. We didn't in the divorce arrangements with Mary set up any rigid or vigorous visitation rights. I had given up custody, but it was kind of an unwritten thing that they would have Christmas with their mother and Thanksgiving down here in Lexington. Ken had a whole year with us; and Tom had a couple summers when he was working with the Soule Brothers learning some carpentering and painting skills. But the two families just kind of blended in beautifully. I think it's now a pretty close knit group of six. They got, of course, even closer after the death of Mary. I was the only parent then, so they've shared holidays with us. It worked really fine. 

I should say something else. I did send all of the older three boys away to boarding schools. Phil, the first one, going up to Putney; and the second one, Tom, went to Andover. The third one, Ken, went to Berkshire School. It was the understanding that I would be looking out for their education; and, quite frankly, I was interested in making sure they got the best education possible. Williamstown High School was not of the best. I wanted them to have a good grounding, so they all went away to boarding school. I wanted to do the same thing as far as you three were concerned. Ann went to Concord Academy, but as a non-boarding student, Peter went to Belmont Hill. And our daughter Joan was rebellious. She wanted to stick at Lexington High School where she had many good friends. Fortunately, I think she got a very good education. 

Peter especially provided a focus for Pat and me, virtually every weekend during the school year at Belmont Hill. Peter was a really red-hot football player. He played basketball all the winter season, but he was nowhere as good in basketball as he was in football. And we went to every track meet in the spring. He was a real sprinter, awfully fast; I think some of his records still hold over there. The last time I was around there, his name was still up on the board holding the track records. Peter was really a terrific athlete. In a way, I hoped he would go to Williams. They have good football teams and it's at a league level where he would've shone. He would've been a terrific star, but there isn't the emphasis there is at some of the bigger athletic schools. That would have been his choice if he hadn't wanted to get further away. He went out to Stanford; and there he realized what the kind of pressures there were in that kind of an athletic program. He got out of varsity activities in both football and track and got into lacrosse, because it was not a regular sport; it was a club sport. He didn't have to subject himself to the pressure. He loved that and shone in lacrosse. As evidence, he still coaches the Stanford lacrosse team. Peter was a very fine athlete. Of all of you younger kids, Ann was the least athletic. Joan got into all kinds of sports, field hockey, basketball, and lacrosse, too. I have to say I didn't see as many of her games as we did Peter's but they were taking place about the same time.

Undoubtedly, Pat has many more stories to tell about you three kids. I must say that I probably spent too much time focusing on getting the where-with-all for all of this education, and getting involved in a lot of things which kept me far too busy; but Pat did a superb job at all times. It's hard for me to express how lucky I have been in getting Pat as a mate and how grateful I am that she was and continues to be as wonderful a stepmother for the older three and a mother for the younger three.

As a final thing, let me say I couldn't be more happy or proud of my six offspring.
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