Donald B. Whitney

An Autobiography


My Mother and Father were married on Saturday Evening, June 3, 1922, at the Congregational Church on Quint Avenue in Allston, Massachusetts.  The Rev. Manly Albright officiated, and Albert’s daughter, Barbara, was flower girl.  I was told it was a beautiful wedding.

Mother and Dad had been next door neighbors on Quint Avenue, within sight of the church in which they were married.  Mother reports first being smitten on Albert, my Father’s oldest brother, partly because he was a proficient dancer.  They even danced together on roller skates.  In the end, though, Dad won out and Albert didn’t even get to be best man.  That honor was bestowed on Dad’s close friend, Ed Kemp, who was later to become his boss.

My parents’ honeymoon was arranged by Colpitts Tours, and seems elaborate for its day.  They stayed their first night at a Boston hotel, and the following morning boarded a train for Albany where they spent their second night.  On Monday they cruised down the Hudson to New York City, where they stayed at the Prince George Hotel just below Herald Square.  On Wednesday evening, they boarded a ship for an overnight cruise back to Boston.  Elaborate though it may seem, the cost of the complete honeymoon (except for meals) was $37.50 each.

I was born on a snowy evening at New England Baptist Hospital on top of Parker Hill in Boston on January 18, 1925.  It was a Cesarian birth, and things didn’t go well.  My Mother hemorrhaged, and for a time her life was in question.  We both remained in the hospital for six weeks, after which we joined my Father in our apartment on Quint Avenue, just a few houses up the hill from the houses where both my Grandparents lived.  That short street was certainly full of Whitney residences.

I don’t remember the Quint avenue apartment, but I do vaguely remember the apartment on Glendale Avenue to which we moved when I was less than a year old.  It was just around the corner from Quint Avenue, and within easy walking distance of both my Grandparent’s homes.  My memories of that apartment are sketchy, but I distinctly remember two things  — the layout of the livingroom, and playing with a toy street car on a platform part way down the front steps of the brick building.

My Father, who had worked as buyer for the music department of Jordan Marsh Company,  and then worked for the Walker Stetson Company selling shirt collars, finally took a job as a traveling salesman for E. F. Kemp and Company, selling nuts and candy.  When I was 2 ½ years old, we moved from Allston to Newtonville where my parents purchased a small California Bungalow on a short dirt street named Wyoming Road.  Though they paid only $7000 for the house, the great depression was just around the corner, and had they wanted to sell, it would be more than twenty years before they could have realized their initial investment.











      The Wyoming Road Neighborhood - 1927




My Father’s family moved from their Quint Avenue residence about the time we moved to Newton, but my Mother’s family remained.  My Grandfather Barlow was employed at the Watertown Arsenal, where he walked the several miles to and from work.  I called him Grandpa, and my Grandmother Barlow was called Nana.  My Mother’s two sisters, Vestie and Madeline, lived at home.  Vestie worked for Schraffts Company in Boston, while Madeline worked as a legal secretary, also in Boston.  I loved Nana and my two maternal Aunts very much, and that love was returned many times over.  I was fond of Grandpa, too, though he was a bit more aloof.

Though we had moved to Newtonville, that was still only a few miles from Allston, and we kept in very close touch.  Mother would phone her mother, and her two sisters, every evening and have long conversations.  We made frequent visits back and forth, and I have many fond memories of holidays spent at the Barlow house on Quint Avenue.  Two doting maiden aunts made Christmas and birthdays relatively lavish events.

The move to Wyoming Road in Newtonville was a blessed event.  Our house, though small and unassuming, abutted a beautiful 18 hole golf course.  Our back yard looked down a banking of perhaps 10 feet to a sand trap beyond which was the 16th green.  Next door was a vacant lot, which would become the site of many a ball game.  Directly across the street was another vacant lot, which would be built on within a couple of years.

Though it was a beautiful rural setting, what really set it apart was some very special neighbors.  Next door, on the opposite side from the vacant lot, lived the Pilsbury family.  Their son, Bobby, had been born just a few months before we moved in, and his sister Sally arrived a year and a half later.  Bobby was to become a close playmate.

Across the street and beyond the vacant lot was a stucco house occupied by the Burt family.  Billy was just year younger that I, and became an immediate close playmate.  When a house was built on the lot across the street, it was bought by the White family, and Bob (also one year younger) became my third close friend.

The Pilsburys, Burts, Whites, and Whitneys were more than just neighbors; they were an extended family.  We kids were allowed to enter each other’s houses without even knocking.  The neighborhood mothers looked after all of the kids as if they were their own.  In the pre-school years, and during school vacations, the four boys were nearly inseparable.  During the Summer months, there were frequent neighborhood picnics, where the four families would get into their cars, drive to an appropriate location, spread out blankets, set up portable stoves, and have a feast.  The most popular location was the reservation atop Prospect Hill in Waltham; it was about a 15 minute ride, and using binoculars from the summit we could see each of our houses off in the distance.  Other popular picnicking locations included Purgatory Chasm in Whitinsville, Old Silver Beach near Falmouth, Castle Island adjacent to Boston Harbor, and the Nantasket and Revere Beaches.  I also remember an elaborate maze north of Waltham, which provided entertainment while the food was being prepared.

Walter Burt, Bill’s father, was a man of many talents.  He built an elaborate Jungle Gym, complete with a set of wooden boards which could be arranged so as to convert the Gym to a playhouse.  He built an enormous swing set, supported by two full sized telephone poles, which enabled us to swing to heights which challenged nearby two-story houses.  He was a school teacher by profession, but in the Summer months he became a professional photographer, taking pictures of summer camp attendees all over eastern Massachusetts.  He had an elaborate darkroom in his cellar, with a chair which moved on rails so that all of the enlarging and processing could be done from a sitting position.  As we grew older, we kids enjoyed using these darkroom facilities.















When we were quite young, Bill Burt’s sister, Dorothy, used to delight in dressing us in girls clothes which were stored in the Burt’s attic   We four boys weren’t entirely sure we liked this form of amusement, but on occasion we went along with it.  Our parents were sufficiently impressed that they took pictures to mark the occasion.

The Fourth of July became a major neighborhood celebration.  Elaborate fireworks were purchased and accumulated months in advance of the big day.  On the morning of the fourth, I remember my Father getting up early with me so that we could begin the celebration at the crack of dawn.  Firecrackers of various sizes were the order of the day, with snakes and torpedoes serving to provide variety.  The vacant lot next to our house served as the gathering point, and excitement abounded.  In the evening, a crowd began to gather.  My relatives came up from Allston, and the extended neighborhood gathered for what would be a spectacular nighttime display.  Walter Burt had built a small rocket launcher, from which the sky rockets were set off.  Being beside our house, the vacant lot overlooked the golf course, so rockets could be set off with no danger of setting fire to any buildings.  During the dozen or so years this lavish event took place, nobody ever got hurt.  This is because all activities were carefully supervised by the four fathers, at least one of whom was always in attendance during the entire day.  It was, in fact, a safe and sane fourth, and so much fun that I remember wondering which was the more exciting day  — Fourth of July or Christmas.  

During the Winter months, the golf course became the center of snow activities.  Starting from our back yard, we could mount a sled and ride down the hill onto and across the course for a distance of a couple of hundred yards or more.  Around the corner from our house was an even steeper hill, also adjoining the golf course, and that’s where we would head if we were in the mood for a really fast ride.  As the sun began to set, we would head back to our individual homes where our Mothers had prepared a hot evening meal.

In the Summer, we had a ringside seat with our back yard overlooking the golf course, and its sixteenth green.  When we first moved into our house, we had several encounters with errant golf balls flying through our cellar window or, if the ball had been hit really hard, through one of the windows of our back sun porch.  Though we got to keep the balls (I never remember a golfer owning up to sending the ball our way), it was also a bit disconcerting and not a little dangerous.  After a couple of years, the course erected a high screen fence, out of sight from our house in back of the Pilsbury’s place.  This stopped the problem, but slowed our collection of golf balls.  However, as we neighborhood kids grew older we discovered that the rough to the left of the green, below our yard, could be mined for balls quite successfully.  During my grammar school years, I would set up a table on hot summer days, and offer so sell lemonade and golf balls to the foursomes as they moved through hole sixteen.   

When I was four years old I served as ring bearer at two weddings.  The first was for Uncle Donald Whitney at his wedding to Irene Jewett, and it took place at Harvard Church in Brookline.   The second was for Aunt Vestie at her marriage to Walter Ingram, which tool place at the Barlow home on Quint Avenue in Allston.  Shortly before the second wedding, I became very ill, and was diagnosed as having acidosis.  I was rushed to Children’s Hospital in Boston, and my parents were told that I was within hours of dying by the time I arrived at the hospital.

Back in the late twenties, it wasn’t unusual for a family to have a laundress.  Nana had one by the name of Mary Winston, a black woman who lived in a very poor section of Boston.  When we moved to Newton, Mother decided to see if Mary were willing to make the trip to our house on a weekly basis.  Though it involved at least an hour each way on trolleys and busses, she agreed and was a regular Wednesday visitor for most of my growing up years. She was a likeable, motherly type person, and she seemed like one of the family.  As I grew older, Mother would feel comfortable to leave me with Mary, and make a shopping trip to Boston for a few hours.  She didn’t do this often, but when she did I felt completely secure being in Mary’s care.

When my father was a bachelor, living with his family, he bought himself a Victrola.  Actually, it wasn’t really a Victrola because it wasn’t made by the Victor Company, but rather was a Sonora record player.  He had always had an interest in music, and he accumulated a modest collection of classical recordings.  He was always one to take careful care of his things, so when other members of the family began using the Sonora, handling the records and the machine a bit less gently than he would have liked, he laid down a ultimatum that the record player was for his use only.  Dad was, however, a generous man by nature, so he bought his family a Victrola of their own  — a real Victrola this time.

At our home on Wyoming Road, I remember Sunday afternoons when Dad would get out his records, and play them for the family.  He was especially fond of opera, and had a collection of overtures, as well as vocal selections by Galla-Curci, Madame Schumann Heink and others.  John Phillip Sousa’s marches were also prominent in his collection.

My formal education began with Kindergarten at the Adams School in Newtonville.  I remember crying on the first day, but I don’t remember much about that school because Mother had me transferred to Horace Mann after just a few days trial.  The reasons for the transfer are unclear, but I don’t remember being unhappy at the new school.  My kindergarten teacher, Miss Bowers, was a gem.   I remember arriving at school in the morning, and playing on the asphalt playground until the bell rang, the doors opened, and it was time to go inside.  The boys had to go in once entrance, the girls the other.  

I seldom had a baby sitter.  But when I did, it was an older woman by the name of Mrs. Brown.  She lived on Fair Oaks Avenue, not far from our home.  She was a kindly woman, and I didn’t mind being left with her.  One time I was brought to her house, which turned out to be an interesting experience because she had an electric player piano.  One of the piano rolls was the Overture to Mignon, and I fell in love with that selection.  It seems an unlikely piano selection, but it was a part of my introduction to classical music that I have never forgotten.

I remember one Saturday afternoon when I was still quite young, Mother and Dad took me to Boston to see my first musical play.  It was Music In The Air, and I remember we sat in the balcony.  Not far into the performance, I became fidgety.  I was bored.  Dad took me out of the theater and we went for a walk in the Boston Common while Mother remained and saw the play.  As I grew older I came to deeply regret having left that play.  The music was by Jerome Kern, and the score contained what became one of my favorite songs, I’ve Told Every Little Star.  I was too young to appreciate it.

My father had four brothers and a sister, and as a consequence I had several cousins.  Albert had a son, Richard, and a daughter, Barbara, who died at the age of twelve, reportedly as the result of a physician’s failure to recognize appendicitis.  Though Dad was very close to Albert in his growing up years, we seldom saw him or his family.  Ida, his wife, became reclusive after Barbara’s death.

Donald had three sons: Bobby, John, and Bruce.   We saw then fairly often, and I remember as I grew older being concerned when they would all descend on our house.  I was very protective of my possessions , and they represented a threat to their integrity.

Carleton had two sons, Norton and Alan, and they lived in Needham.  We would visit them frequently, and I remember my mother saving my outgrown clothes which we would give to them.  It was during the depression years, and Carleton had left his position with the Boston American newspaper to become a Chiropodist.  He later became highly successful, and both his sons became foot doctors.

Franklin was one of my very favorite uncles.  He had a son, who we referred to as ‘Little Franklin’, just a year younger than I.  In 1932, ‘Little Franklin’ was run over and killed by a drunken driver who hit him while he was walking on the sidewalk.  I clearly remember the telephone call we received telling of the tragic accident.  It was the first time I ever saw my parents cry.  Though Edith had been told by her physicians that her health was such that she should never have another child, they disregarded this advice after Little Franklin’s death, and had a daughter they named Carol.

It was when I was in the third grade that the All Newton Music School offered piano lessons, given once a week after classes were over for the day.  Mother and Dad apparently felt this was would be good for me, even though we had no piano in our home.  No matter, I was supplied with a cardboard keyboard to practice on.  After a few weeks, my folks prevailed on Dad’s family to donate their seldom used piano to the cause.  It was a big, heavy upright and took up a sizeable part of our small livingroom.  However, its keyboard was a great improvement over the cardboard one and, though the improvement wasn’t great enough to make me enjoy practicing, I managed to spend nearly a half hour a day working on my lessons.  When school ended in June, a piano recital was scheduled for Saturday Morning, June 17.  Each of the 32 first year students was assigned two numbers.  One, The Elf and the Fairy by Bentley, was assigned to all participants.  The second selection was different for each pupil; mine was Bells at Evening by Phillips.  When the recital was over, it was announced that I had won a scholarship for a half year of free lessons from a rather well known Newton pianist and organist.  I was rewarded that very day by being given a brand new sandbox.  I think Mother and Dad, as well as Mother’s two sisters, decided on the spot that I was destined to be a concert pianist.  This was clearly a mistake in judgement, but it took four more years of lessons for me to convince them of that mistake.
I think it was in the fourth grade that my class went to the Boston Pops.  It was an evening concert, we sat in the rear section of the second balcony, and admission cost 25 cents.  This was the first of many Pops experiences, most of which were with Mother and Dad.   It turns out that Symphony Hall was one of my Father’s customers, so he set it up that we receive by mail the Pops programs a week or two in advance.  This gave us an opportunity to choose our programs.

Since my Father was a traveling salesman, he was away from home a good part of most weeks.  Typically, he would leave on a Monday morning, and return on Friday evening.  Sometimes he wouldn’t return until Saturday morning.  This was the routine four weeks out of six.  On one of the remaining two weeks we would be gone only a couple of nights, and on the sixth week he would be home every night.  This left Mother alone with a small child, and it was up to her to run the house.  This meant shoveling coal into the furnace, carrying the ashes up the narrow cellar stairway for disposal, emptying the water which drained from the ice chest, arranging for house repairs, and a whole myriad of household chores.  Most of the time, Dad just wasn’t home to take care of those details.  But my parents were very close.  Promptly at 7:00 PM, every night, the telephone would ring and it would be my Father checking in at the end of the day,   When I was quite young, he would write me letters on hotel stationery, substituting drawings for many of the words.  He was clever, and these letters became a real keepsake.

Once or twice a year, usually during the Spring or Summer months, Mother would accompany Dad on one of his trips.  When this happened, I would stay with Aunt Vestie and Uncle Walter at their house in Waban.  I always enjoyed these visits. Aunt Vestie was like a second mother, and I felt very much at home with her.  She had a nice big yard, and loved gardening, and I have fond memories of helping my Aunt working in her flowerbeds.  When Uncle Walter got home from work, he would often challenge me to a footrace down his gravel driveway.  Aunt Vestie was a good cook, and the meals were great.  She had the first electric refrigerator I remember seeing (a Monitor Top GE), and I liked that especially because it enabled her to make ice cream.  After supper, it was the ritual for Uncle Walter to turn on the radio and we would listed to Lowell Thomas and Amos & Andy.

I clearly remember when we got our own console radio.  We previously had a radio that ran on storage batteries, with a separate loudspeaker which sat on top of a built-in bookcase.  But that was difficult to operate, and the receptions was only fair.  The console, though, was a beautiful instrument, and I took to it immediately.  I especially enjoyed the hour between 5:00 and 6:00 PM, when the children’s serials were on.  My favorites were Tom Mix (and his Ralston Straight Shooters), Little Orphan Annie, Dick Tracy, Jack Armstrong, and Don Winslow of the Navy.  As a young boy, I seldom missed any of these broadcasts.

When I grew old enough, Mother and I would both accompany Dad on his trips.  They would often be one-day trips, but on occasion we go on trips involving an overnight stay of one of more nights.  This was special fun, and I have fond memories of overnight trips to Springfield (the Kimball Hotel), Greenfield (the Weldon Hotel), and Providence.  The most exciting trip, though was to the Cape, and for this we would be gone from Monday through Friday.  The first night would be spent at the Elm Arch Inn at Falmouth, with the remainder being at the Melrose Inn at Harwichport.  The Melrose ran on the American Plan, which meant that all meals were included in the room rate.  And the meals there were fabulous.  We could have lobster every day, or even twice a day, if that’s what we wanted.  The hotel was owned by Gerald Smith, and his wife was in charge of the kitchen.  She certainly did it justice.

Downstairs at the Melrose was a game room, complete with a pool table, ping pong, etc.  Outside were tennis courts and croquet courses.  A short walk through the woods would bring us to the hotel’s private beach.  It was a great place to stay, so much so that I always found it difficult to break away on the day Dad made the trip to Provincetown.  We always did, though, and the hotel put up a box lunch for us.  Provincetown was an art colony in the 1930's, and has pretty much remained so.  But not everyone liked it.  I remember an old Sea Captain, who resided at the Melrose, used to say that the good Lord made a mistake when he built the Cape  — he should have cut it off at Truro.  











                                                                   The Melrose

One summer when we visited the Melrose we found gaming machines in one of the lobbies.  One, in particular, was a horse racing game, with six or eight slots where you could insert your nickels.  The odds would change, depending on how many nickels were in play.  You could play several horses at once, or several different people could play. When ready, you’d push a button, metal horses would race, and if yours won, the machine would deliver a bunch of nickels to the tray below.  I assume this must have been legal at the time; of course, I was a minor but that seemed to present no problem.  I thought it was great fun.  The machines lasted only one year, though, so perhaps it wasn’t legal after all.

When she was a girl, Mother would spend part of each summer in Farmington, Maine, where her mother had grown up.  Dad spent his early summers in North Adams, but after all six kids were born, his father arranged for the family to spend much of the summers at Oak Bluffs on Martha’s Vineyard.  This was in the early 1900's, and they managed to own a cottage bordering the park near Tuckanuck Avenue.  They would travel by train to Boston, and thence to Woods Hole.  The family was large, and made larger by two maids who accompanied them.  My father’s family was far from wealthy, but somehow they managed to carry this off.
When I was 2 ½ years old, Mother and Dad took me to Oak Bluffs.  We stayed at the Treat Cottage on Tuckanuck Avenue, then owned by Mr. Finney.  We had our meals at the nearby Pequot Hotel, run by Mr. Tait.  I remember hearing stories of the first time they took me to the beach at the end of the street.  I started walking right into the ocean fully dressed and headed, to hear my mother tell it, for Nantucket.  I was quickly returned to the cottage, changed into my bathing suit, and returned to the beach.  Now, I wanted nothing to do with the water.		           The Treat Cottage
							
Three of the four neighborhood families had a favorite summer spot.  Ours was Oak Bluffs, the Pilsburys had a cottage at Ferry Beach in Maine, while the Whites had a summer place in South Harpswell, Maine.  The Burts were tied down by Walter’s photographic work.  Is spite of vacation time, there was still much of the summer when the entire neighborhood gang could be together.

Vacation at Oak Bluffs was always a joyous occasion.  Sometimes we would take the car, usually to Woods Hole but sometimes to New Bedford, and catch one of the four steamers to Oak Bluffs.  Other times we would take the train from Boston to Woods Hole.  When it was to be the train, we packed a steamer trunk, and sent it off by Railway Express two weeks in advance.  For the first few years we stayed at the Treat Cottage and had meals at the Pequot.  Later, we stayed at the Tower Cottage which was part of the Pequot complex.  Either way, the meals prepared by Mr. Tait and his staff were something to look forward to.  We usually stayed for two weeks, and we had the same waitress for the whole time.  I usually developed a crush on our waitress.

Mr. Tait ran a tight ship.  There was never any liquor in sight, and on Sundays the game equipment (croquet, ping-pong, shuffleboard) would be put away.  Everyone was in proper dress at mealtime.  It sounds rather prim and dull, but there was great comradery and the two weeks just flew by.  On every day that weather permitted, we would walk to the beach at the end of Pequot Avenue for a morning swim, and repeat that procedure in the afternoon. 

Some years we were joined at Oak Bluffs by my Uncle Franklin, Aunt Edith, and their young daughter Carol.  Franklin was a great sport, and fun to be with at the beach.  He was also a good shuffleboard opponent.  At the evening meal, he would usually whisper to me that we would try to  persuade the waitress to bring us two deserts.  Those two weeks spent at Oak Bluffs would go by like lightening.

Since Dad was away four out of six weeks, we made the most of weekends.  He usually had to go into the Kemp factory in Somerville on Saturday mornings, but he was home by 1:00 PM.  Often, a trip to Boston took up our Saturday afternoons.  Mother and Dad both loved to shop, and I took after them.  Dad would usually drive to Newton Corner, and we would take the street car in to Park Street station.  R. H. Stearns, Filene’s, Jordan Marsh, and R. H. White were among the departments stores we visited.  We sometimes stayed in Boston to have dinner at Patton’s restaurant, quite a fine eating place.                                                       During a trip to Boston

During the week, when school wasn’t in session, Mother and I would often go to Boston by ourselves.  We would walk to the bus stop at the end of California Street, switch to street car at Newton Corner, and ride in to Park Street.  We shopped in the morning, had lunch at Thompson’s Spa or Filene’s Salad Bar, and then go to a movie in the afternoon.  

During my growing up years, movies played an important part in my life.  Often, during supper on Saturday evenings, we would look over the paper and choose a movie.  It would usually be at the Paramount at Newton Corner, or the new theater in West Newton.  However, we would sometimes venture to the Capital in Allston (where we might be joined by Aunt Madeline), or theaters in Watertown, Cleveland Circle, or the Embassy in Waltham.  If we didn’t go Saturday evening, we would sometimes go to a Boston theater on Sunday.  I think my mother and father  felt a bit guilty about this, because both of them had been brought up that entertainment on Sunday was improper.  I remember my father telling a story about how, before he was married, he was playing cards with members of his family when the minister made an unexpected call at the house.  They quickly hid the cards, and did it so well that they never found them again.  An that wasn’t even on Sunday.

Every two or three weeks we would have my Grandfather Whitney over for Sunday dinner, and to spend the afternoon.  We also had Aunt Margaret, who was then working as a telephone operator at the Faulkner Hospital in Roxbury.  I would often go with Dad to pick up my grandfather and Aunt Margaret in the late morning, while Mother would stay home and prepare the meal.  The afternoons were usually filled with political discussion, sometimes enhanced by one or more of Dad’s brothers dropping by.  These discussions were often quite heated, and Dad did his part to make them that way.  Whatever political leaning my grandfather and/or Dad’s brothers would have, Dad seemed to delight in taking the opposite side.

Other Sundays we would sometimes go out to eat after church.  At first we went to Dutchland Farms; those restaurants were distinctive by having a windmill on top, but they began to disappear in the later thirties and were replaced by Howard Johnson’s.  After that happened we began going to Mary Hartigan’s.  All of these restaurants were on Route 128, on the way to the Blue Hills.  In the 1940's our Sunday dinners out would usually be at the Berkeley, on Route 16 in Wellesley Hills.  It is here that Uncle Franklin met the Evelyn, the woman he would marry after his first wife, Edith, died. 

About the time I was preparing to move from Grammar School to Junior High, Mother and Dad got the idea I would benefit from summer camp.  It’s hard to imagine how they came by this ill-fated decision, but in later years I was told that my two maternal Aunts had felt it would help me become a real boy.  I clearly remember when the camp director appeared on our doorstep one early Spring evening carrying a movie projector.  We were treated to a silent film on the fun and games which went on at Camp Kabeyun on Lake Winnipesaukee in New Hampshire.  I don’t remember being overly impressed, but apparently my folks were, because I was signed up for the whole Summer.  It was a relatively expensive camp for the times, and it took all the money Mother and Dad had set aside in a savings account in my name, originally intended to pay for college tuition.  I was all right on the way up, but the minute Mother and Dad left I suffered a severe attack of homesickness.   When I learned the ritual I was expected to follow in the ensuing weeks, things didn’t get any better.  To add to my joy, I was subjected to hazing, in the form of a snipe hunting excursion.  All I could think of was that this was my school vacation; I was supposed to be having fun.  Well, this was organized fun, and that was no fun at all.  I promptly  began writing letters home, pleading to be let out of the miserable environment, and after about ten days I found myself back home where I belonged.

One would think that this experience would have taught us all a lesson, but the following year I found myself back at camp, this time at the Newton YMCA camp on South Pond in Brookfield, Mass.  Two of my neighborhood friends were also going, and my folks seemed to believe, and I was talked into believing, that this would make the difference.  It didn’t.  I was back home within the week.  I don’t remember for sure, but I think I escaped camp in time to make the Oak Bluffs trip on at least one and perhaps both of these ill-fated years.

I don’t remember any such thing as Trick-or-Treating on Halloween, but we had its predecessor.  My father always made it a point to be at home on Halloween evening.  During the afternoon, Mother and I would carve out a pumpkin.  When it got dark, my father and I would go to the houses in the immediate neighborhood and I would try to scare the neighbors as they opened their doors.  If there were any treats involved, and I don’t remember that there were, they certainly were,’t given in response to any threat, stated or implied.  It was fun, though, and a rare opportunity for me to be with Dad on a weekday evening.

Christmas was always a wonderful time at our house.  We always had a large tree, and Mother’s two sisters came to help trim it.  On Christmas day, I was the recipient of some great gifts which included, over the years, an electric train, my own radio, a small printing press, tricycles, bicycles, and just about anything a young boy could want.  During our first years in Newtonville, we ventured to my grandmother’s house in Allston for Christmas dinner.  After my grandmother died, the dinner was held at our home with my Grandfather Barlow, Aunt Vestie, Uncle Walter, and Aunt Madeline joining us.  Christmastime brings back many fond memories.

My school days were spent mainly at Horace Mann, F. A. Day Junior High, and Newton High School.  I probably enjoyed grammar school more than the other two, but I was really not a school enthusiast.  My interests at home overshadowed those at school.  I was not a very good mixer, and certainly was no athlete.  This led to my being bullied on occasion, but I did make some close friends.  In Junior High I was exposed to introductory language and science courses.  I liked science, but had a problem with math because I didn’t always do the problem the way the teacher thought I should.  I got the right answer, but to her way of thinking my methodology was sloppy.  This resulted in my being placed in slower math group than was really warranted, in my freshman high school year.  It also mislead my guidance counselors to placing me in a Language rather than a Math curriculum.  In High School, I hated language, and did poorly in it.  Unfortunately, I was coerced into taking two years of Latin and three years of French.  I was a solid C student in both.  On the other hand, I liked Math and loved Chemistry, where I was a class leader and an A student.  But language was to be my undoing.

When the four neighborhood boys were at the appropriate age, we all became Cub Scouts.  Mrs. White was our Den Mother, and a Boy Scout named Lennie White (no relation) was our Den Chief.  We had additional members, which included Jack DuPont, from nearby Fair Oaks Avenue, and Charlie McKusick from across the golf course.  Meetings would take place in or around the White’s house, and I enjoyed the experience.  We did woodworking projects in the White’s cellar, and I remember making the usual knot board, and a tie rack which I gave to Dad for Christmas. 

When we reached the age of 12, we became Boy Scouts.  This I didn’t like nearly as well, and I never did get beyond Tenderfoot.  The meetings were held in a building which looked like the predecessor to the Quonset Hut, which was located near Newtonville Square.  I don’t remember ever doing anything interesting there, but I did take one stab at an overnight camping trip to the Boy Scout retreat at Nobscott Hill in Framingham.  Once again, I was put through an initiation which consisted of blindfolding me, taking me to a spot deep into the woods, and then leaving me to see if I could find my way back to the cabin.  I did and, in fact, beat my tormentors back to home base.  I always had a good sense of direction, and though I had been turned around many times with the blindfold on, I didn’t lose my orientation.  Everyone was very surprised, and not a little disappointed, that I got back so quickly.  But the whole thing reminded me of camp, and I never went there again.

On the afternoon of September 21, 1938 I took the usual walk home from F. A. Day Junior High School.  It was a Wednesday and, on arriving at home, I found a note from Mother saying that she had gone to Boston, but would be back by about 4:00 P.M.  Mary, our laundress, would be leaving to return to her home at 3:30 P.M.  Dad was away on a business trip, this time to Providence, where he was staying at the Biltmore Hotel.  As the afternoon progressed, the sky became darker, and was apparent that we were to have a storm.  Looking out the window, I saw the leaves blowing on the trees, and it was becoming increasingly windy.  To my surprise, I saw that a tree had fallen not far from our house.  About that time, the telephone rang and it was Mother calling from Newtonville Square.  She said it was storming rather badly, and wondered if I might ask Leon White to pick her up at the Newtonville station.  I gave Mr. White a call, and he willingly obliged.  The wind grew stronger, and it was a while before Mother came up the front steps.  She reported that it had been an exciting ride, as many trees had fallen and they had to take detours to get home from the Square.  

No one had ever heard of a hurricane striking New England, and nobody thought that’s what was happening.  But it was.  We, of course, lost our electricity, but we were better off than most because we were an all gas house  — we still had refrigeration.  There was no telephone call from Dad that evening, but our phone was out, and we didn’t really know how extensive the storm was.  It turned out that Providence was very badly hit, not only with wind, but with serious flooding.  When Dad returned home the following Friday, we learned that he had been down in the center of Providence, but had left for East Providence hill just twenty minutes before the flood stuck.  The customer he had called on was forced to throw away her pocketbook and swim across the square to the steps of a public building.  Later that evening, after the flood had receded, Dad was given a ride by another of his customers back down to the center of Providence, where he spent the night at the Biltmore Hotel.  There was no electricity, and the sound of shorted automobile horns could be heard throughout the night.

We were glad to be reunited, and we didn’t sustain any serious damage.  Trees were down everywhere, and I had several days off from school during the cleanup period.  Uncle Donald’s house in Newton Highlands had a tree fall on it, and while it damaged his front porch, he was only one of several on that street to have a tree leaning against his house. 

Since a very early age I had been interested in photography.  This had been my father’s hobby so I had access to some equipment and knowhow.   I was first given a red box camera, which was followed later by a Baby Brownie.  About the time I entered Junior High School, I was given my mothers folding camera which used 120 film.  I took many pictures with this over the years, and set up a darkroom facility in the cellar so that I could process the films.  I had no enlarger, but the 120 film size was big enough so that contact prints were satisfactory.

On Christmas day, 1939, I was presented with a Kodak 35 camera with an f4.5 lens.  A few weeks later I was given a 35mm slide projector and screen, and so began my experience with color photography.  I didn’t relinquish the 120 folding camera, for I still enjoyed being able to do my own processing.  Without an enlarger, I used the 35mm camera primarily for color slides.  However, an unfortunate thing happened with my Kodak 35.  Just a few weeks after Christmas, the shutter mechanism got jammed.  We brought the camera into the Kodak store on Bromfield Street in Boston, and they said  it would have to go back to the factory for repair.  Dad had purchased the camera from one of his druggist customers;  had it been purchased at the Kodak store, they would have given me a new one.  But, since it wasn’t bought there, I had to be without my new camera for about six weeks while it was sent to Rochester for repair.

During my last year at junior high school, I became increasingly aware of popular music.  One day during the Summer vacation preceding high school, I remember riding my bicycle down to Newtonville Square with the intention of buying my first phonograph record.  I wasn’t sure what I wanted, but I remember the proprietor of the music shop telling me that Artie Shaw had the most popular band at that point in time, but that Glenn Miller was beginning to come on strong.  I settled for Miller’s recording of Over the Rainbow, with Ding Dong the Witch Is Dead on the ‘B’ side.  The record cost 35 cents.

That was the beginning of a life-long interest in dance band music, and a deep devotion to Glenn Miller.  My first choice had been the right choice for me.  Throughout my high school years, when most other boys were turning their attention toward sports, I was listening to the 920 Club on radio station WORL in Boston, soaking up the music of the big bands.  Just about every penny of my allowance went toward big band recordings.

The bands made personal appearances in ballrooms and theaters across the country.  My first opportunity to see many of them came through their Boston theater dates.  These appearances would alternate with a first run movie on a continuous basis, starting early in the morning and lasting until late at night.  A well known band would bring a large crowd, so one of the morning shows provided the best opportunity to get in without having to stand in long lines.  The first well known group I remember seeing was the Andrews Sisters, and that was right at the time they were making themselves famous with their big hit, Bei Mir Bist Du Shon .  Mother and I went together to the Metropolitan theater to see them.

My burning desire, though, was to see Glenn Miller, and I didn’t have to wait long for that band to appear at Keith’s RKO theater on Washington Street.  Again, Mother and I made the journey to Boston, and I still remember the thrill of hearing the theme, Moonlight Serenade, as the band rose from the orchestra pit.  The live music had quite a different sound from what I was used to hearing on the radio or record player in those days before high fidelity, and it was most impressive.  I would later get to see most of the big name bands at their theater appearances in Boston.

Glenn Miller had a radio program three times a week, sponsored by Chesterfield cigarettes.  They would appear of Tuesdays, Wednesdays, and Thursdays from 10:00 to 10:15 PM.  From the time I latched on to Miller in 1939, until Glenn broke up the band to join the Army Air Force in the Fall of 1942, I missed very few of those broadcasts.  Toward the end, the band also had a sustaining broadcast on Saturday afternoons from 5:00 to 6:00 PM on NBC’s Blue Network, and I remember going to the top floor of the Bradford Hotel in to see the broadcast though the large glass studio window.  For reasons I never understood, we were the only ones there.  It was a great opportunity to see the band up close.

During my high school years, my parents decided I needed to have my teeth straightened.  Strange as it may sound, they knew of a Boston orthodontist who was the son of an Allston undertaker, and they decided I should go to him.  This meant a trip after school, by bus and street car, to Kenmore Square and back.  In the beginning it was as often as twice a week, but that slacked off a bit as the procedure progressed.

One Summer at Oak Bluffs I discovered that Bob Perry, chief announcer for the 920 Club, was also a guest at the Pequot.   To me, he was quite a celebrity, and I was delighted to make his acquaintance.  His wife, Helen, was with him and it developed that she was the station secretary, Miss Russell, to whom he often referred on the radio.  Bob Perry’s vacation was over before ours, and when he left be bequeathed to me his fishing line, which became a cherished possession. 

It turned out that the WORL studios were located at Kenmore square, in a building I walked right by when going to my orthodontist.  It was a natural thing that I pay a visit to Bob Perry, and I got to go into the studio with him while he was broadcasting the 920 Club.  I made several such visits, and this made my trips to the orthodontist something to look forward to.  Though he was several years older than I, we became good friends, and we even had Bob and Helen out to our home in Newtonville for an evening meal.

One summer during my high school years, I decided to ride my bicycle over to Waltham to A. T Ball, a store which sold records.  I had done this on several previous occasions, but this time I must have been a bit careless.  While climbing a small hill on Walnut Street, I hit a pothole in the street, and flew over the handlebars.  The next thing I knew, I came to on the grass with a policeman beside me.  I had a bloody gash on my chin, and a variety of other bruises.  The policeman drove me home, and I had to go to a doctor to have the wound on my chin stitched up.  I didn’t know it then, but that wound would come in handy a few years later.

During the 1930's and early 1940's, it was our custom to invite my father’s Aunt Jennie to spend one week during the summer with us.  She would take the train from North Adams to Waltham, where we would meet her. Aunt Jennie had been a teacher in North Adams, and still made her residence in that town where my father was born.  She was quite a lot of fun to have around, and I vividly remember the Sunday during her stay when my Grandfather, Aunt Jennie’s brother, would join us for the day.  Politics was the main topic of discussion, and those discussions would become quite heated at times.  Aunt Jennie was a great admirer of General Douglas MacArthur, and took pride in the fact that she was descended from a line of MacArthurs.  She was especially pleased that she spelled her name as he did; ‘Mac’ rather than ‘Mc’.   Looking back at my family genealogy, however, it appears that all her ancestors spelled their name ‘McArthur’.

Much as I enjoyed Aunt Jennie’s yearly visits, I came to look forward to her departure, for she always handed me a dollar bill as she was leaving to get the return train from Waltham.  In my high school years, this meant at least two big band records.

One Christmas, when I was in Junior High School, I was given a phonograph oscillator, put out by RCA.  This was intended to allow phonograph records to be played through a radio, without any direct wire hookup.  It also came with a microphone and, when I was given a turntable for my birthday, the stage was set.  I put together a radio studio, and began ‘broadcasting’ shows to our livingroom radio.  It soon became apparent that I needed a larger audience, so I configured an outside antenna, attached it to the oscillator, and I was in business.  Of course, this was highly illegal, but either nobody knew that or they looked the other way.  I began broadcasting my programs to the immediate neighborhood  Though my audience was still small, I got a real kick out of playing disc jockey

In the Spring of 1940 there was a Drug Show, held at Mechanics Hall in Boston.  It was, in effect, a sort of druggist’s convention, and was an opportunity for companies who sold to drug stores to display their wares.   Since drug stores were the primary outlets for my father’s line of nuts and candy, he had the responsibility of manning the E. F. Kemp display at that show.  It lasted the better part of a week, and on at least one evening during that week Mother and I went to the show.  I remember being very proud of Dad when I saw him at his exhibit.  One thing which made the show of very special interest to me was the presence of Horace Heidt and his Orchestra, who were set up on a stage not far from Dad’s display.  This was a great opportunity for me to be up close to one of the big bands of the era.

1940 was an election year, and Dad decided that he and I should attempt to see both major presidential candidates when they visited Boston.  We saw Franklin Roosevelt in the Boston Garden, which was packed for the occasion.  We had good seats, though, and that evening in burned into my memory.  James Michael Curley managed to get the microphone before Roosevelt appeared, and he hung onto it to the extent he usurped some of Roosevelt’s air time.

We saw Wendell Wilkie at Braves Field a short time later.  Wilkie’s voice had already begun to suffer from the rigors of the campaign, but he was sill understandable and it was an interesting evening.

Dad also decide that he and I should visit the Ringling Brothers Barnum & Bailey Circus when it toured Boston.  That event, too, was held at the Boston Garden, and while I was never a real circus fan, I enjoyed that evening of togetherness with my father.  Mother and Dad had brought me to the circus when I was a rather small boy, and I have memories of feeding the elephants and watching the clowns from that visit in the early thirties.

Newton High School was a large, three-building complex housing about 3000 students.  There were underground tunnels connecting the buildings, so the walk between classes could be either indoors or out.  The school was located just under a mile and a half from our house, but I was  fortunate that Mr. White, who lived across the street, taught at the Trade School which was a part of the complex.  This meant that I had a ride to school most of the time, but he stayed later in the afternoon so I usually walked home.  School buses were available for students who lived a considerable distance from the school, the a mile and a half didn’t come even close to qualifying.

During April vacation week during my junior year, Don Silcox asked if I would like to spend a week with him visiting Washington, DC.   Don had once lived there, and had an Aunt who would allow us to stay in the attic of her Connecticut Avenue apartment.  I asked Mother and Dad, and they invited Don’s parents over to learn more about the offer.  They must have liked what they heard, because they gave their blessing, and come April we were off.  I remember the train ride to New York, where we crossed the Hudson on a ferry, and boarded a Baltimore & Ohio train for the second leg of the journey.  It was nighttime when we arrived at Union Station, and I remember how impressed I was when I first saw the Capital Dome lighted up. 

That week in Washington was a great experience.  We bought one week passes on the city’s public transportation, and with Don’s knowledge of the city, we saw just about everything there was to see.  His aunt was very friendly, but left us to ourselves to do as we wished.  I especially remember visiting the Capital Building, riding on the Senate Subway, viewing the House and Senate, touring the White House, traveling to Mt. Vernon, and visiting the Supreme Court and the Library of Congress.  I had my camera with me, and took a couple rolls of Kodachrome slides.

Don had another aunt who lived in Washington, but one who he viewed as being over-protective.  She had invited us over to supper, and following the meal Don and I left to go to the movies.  After we had been there a relatively short time, Don noticed the aunt silently slipping into the theater.  He so resented this intrusion that we got up and left.

I remember another amusing anecdote.  We had used a public telephone and lost our nickel.  Don took this as a personal affront, and decided we should go to the telephone company and demand our nickel back.  We did, filled out some papers, and the nickel was retrieved.  The incident was a source of amusement for some telephone employees.

On the afternoon of December 7, 1941, we were in the livingroom .  Fred and Bessie MacDonald were visiting, and we had the radio playing in the background.  Suddenly, we heard the announcement that the Japanese had attacked Pearl Harbor.  I was a senior in high school at the time, and was in Mr. Hall’s chemistry class when President Roosevelt’s address to Congress was piped over the school’s P.A. system.  World War II had begun.

The advent of war changed everyone’s life.  Rationing was instituted, and I remember Mother doling out stamps as well as money when she purchased meat, butter, sugar, and a whole host of food items.  I can’t say that we starved, or even suffered very much, but our way of life was changing.  Gasoline was one of the most severely rationed items, but my father’s business required that he travel.  He was, after all, a traveling salesman.  Accordingly, our car was awarded a C sticker, giving us a considerably larger gasolene ration than any of our neighbors.  Of course, he used it up on business, but I think we were still envied by those with lowly A or B stickers.  Gasoline, though, wasn’t the only thing limiting automobile travel.  Tires (and the necessary inner-tubes) were not only rationed but hard to come by.  My father now had a valid excuse for using the car less and public transportation more.  He never liked to drive, anyway.

As the days went by, we began having air raid warnings.  We all had to have a means for covering our windows at night, so that no light seeped past the window shades.  In our case, this meant large sheets of heavy tar paper, which was rolled up above the windows for rapid deployment.  Mr. White became an Air Raid Warden, and he would join many others roaming the streets during a night air raid alert, looking for any telltale patches of light.  There weren’t many  — we all took it very seriously.

Our automobile headlights were painted black half way up, to minimize the amount of light visible from the sky.  Even the Martha’s Vineyard Ferries were painted grey, instead of their usual white.  The tops of the lamps along the oceanfront at Oak Bluffs were painted black, as was the gold dome on the State House in Boston.

People began being inducted into the armed forces.  The draft had begun a couple years before Pearl Harbor, and uniforms had been on the increase.  Once war was declared, though, their presence increased at a rapid pace.  It became pretty obvious that military service was in my future, but I was probably safe from the draft until I became 18 years old.  That wouldn’t happen until the January after I had graduated from high school.  Mother, Dad and I had a few months to consider my options.

Meanwhile, I had applied to go to college.  My high school yearbook lists my intention to go to Tufts, but I ended up at Harvard.  To this day I’m not sure how I ever got in.  My grades, while not terrible, certainly weren’t outstanding.  Languages had been a bummer for me, and my junior high experience had prevented me from taking the math I should have had in my senior year at high school.  However, my College Boards turned out to be reasonably good except, of course, for the foreign language element.  Anyway, I was accepted to what many considered to be the most prestigious mens college in the nation.  I don’t remember being particularly excited.

Of all my high school subjects, I liked chemistry best.  I got excellent grades in that class, and by the time the year was over I decided to make chemistry my major when I got to college.  It was my senior year in high school, and in my home room I sat directly in front of a girl named Betty Warner.  I considered her very attractive, and as the time of the senior prom approached, I decided to ask her to go as my date.  I had been out of school with a serious ear infection for five weeks that Spring, and is was toward the end of that time that I gave Betty a call.  I remember being shocked at her response — she said she would consider my bid.  But in the end, she accepted my invitation.  I had a great time, and it was my first experience dancing cheek-to-cheek.  I immediately developed a crush on Betty.  We went out together many times over the next couple of years, but it became increasingly obvious that her attitude toward me was strictly platonic.  I finally went on to greener pastures, but she was my heartthrob in the Summer
 of ‘42.

During that summer, it seemed I should get some kind of a job to keep me busy until college got underway.  I gave some thought to being an usher at a local movie theater, but there were no openings.  There was, however, a part time position as a waiter and overall helper at Randall’s Sandwich Shop in Newtonville Square.  It was no great opportunity, but it was only for a couple of months, so I took the job.  It was for two or three hours a day, centered around the noon lunch period, and I earned 35 cents per hour.  When I was a waiter, I was assigned to the lunch counter where tips were scarce to nonexistent.  When the regular waitress was out for any reason, I got to take her job waiting on tables, where there usually were tips.  Also, hers was an eight hour job, so the money situation was vastly improved.  Unfortunately, that didn’t happen often.  When I wasn’t waiting on tables or the lunch counter, I would be assigned to dishwashing or general cleaning, It wasn’t much of a job, but it allowed my folks to discontinue my allowance, and it gave me money for a few Glenn Miller records.

Finally the big day came, and it was time to start my college career.  I commuted to Harvard my freshman year with Ed Mahoney, a long time school friend.  I would walk over to his house in the morning, and we would walk together down to Newtonville station and catch the train to Allston.  There, we would transfer to a bus for the final leg of the journey to Harvard Square.  We would usually return via street car to Watertown Square, where we would transfer to a bus;  I would get off at the intersection of Watertown and Nevada Streets and walk home.  There were classes on Saturday, so this was a six day-a-week occurrence. 

I had elected to major in Chemistry, so my Freshman Advisor was on the faculty of the Chemistry Department.  His office was in Mallinkrodt Laboratory, a relatively new and impressive building.  The thing I most remember about my interviews with him centered around the Language Requirement.  To obtain a degree at Harvard, it was necessary to demonstrate a proficiency in a foreign language.  I hated foreign languages, and they were my poorest subjects.  So, when my advisor suggested it might be wise to postpone taking any language during my Freshman year, I jumped at the idea.  Events to follow would call into question the wisdom of that advise.

As my eighteenth birthday approached, Mother, Dad, and I began thinking more seriously about what, if any, action I should take regarding military service.  There were some options which would cease to be available after I reached eighteen, and one of these was the Navy V-1 program.  This program was set up to allow enrollees to become members of the Naval Reserve, but remain inactive while they were enrolled as undergraduates in college.  Early in January of 1943 I went to Boston and applied for that program.  After undergoing a physical, which I almost flunked because I was one half pound under the minimum weight limit for my height, and after obtaining a pair of low powered prescription eyeglasses, I was accepted into the program.  Being a member of the U. S. Naval Reserve, I didn’t have to register for the draft.

But my inactive duty status didn’t last for long.  In June of 1943, all V-1 enrollees were transferred to the V-12 Program and placed on active duty as Apprentice Seamen.  I swapped my civilian clothes for Navy Blues, but was fortunate to remain at Harvard and be allowed to continue my course of study.  Things were different, though.  My major course load was increased from four to six, and numerous additional Navy duties were added to my day’s activities.  I was billeted at Elliot House, in room G-44, together with three other Apprentice Seamen..  Promptly at 05:15, an amplified bugle sounded reveille, and we raced to muster on the parade ground below to commence our morning run around the Charles River.  After two laps, we ran back up to our room, changed into uniform, and raced back to the parade ground to stand inspection.  Breakfast followed, and then the day’s classes began.  But by 1530 (3:30 P.M.) we were off to the athletic field to undergo Navy calisthenics.  Lights-out and Taps was at 2200 (10:00 P.M.), and there was no studying (or anything else) allowed until the sound of reveille again pierced the quiet dawn.

There was one sadistic exception to the lights-out rule.  Every night, one Apprentice Seaman was assigned to ‘Fire Watch’ duty.  This entailed patrolling the basement of the dormitory from taps until reveille.  There was absolutely nothing in the basement that could catch fire, and if there were a fire anywhere else in the building, the basement was so isolated that such a fire would go unnoticed.  Fire Watch meant a night without any sleep  — in fact, without any rest.  I guess that was an important part of our training, though its value always escaped me.

All Apprentice Seamen had to remain in the Harvard Square area and be on base (in dorm) at 1900, except for Wednesday, Saturday, and Sunday evenings.  On Wednesdays we were allowed to be out until 2100, and could leave Harvard Square if we so desired.  On weekends, we would be given a pass extending from 1300 on Saturday until 2100 on Sunday. This allowed me to go home on weekends when I wanted to, and that was most of the time.  Being regimented so much of the time encouraged me to escape from that environment whenever possible.

Thus began my Sophomore year at Harvard.  I had done extremely well in my major, Chemistry, during my Freshman year, achieving a nearly perfect score in Qualitative Analysis.  But that was Inorganic Chemistry.  I now found myself in Organic Chemistry, and it was like running into a stone wall.  There was lots of memorizing, which had been my downfall in foreign languages, and I soon determined that Chemistry was not in my future.  I changed my major to Astronomy, and became one of only two students with that major in my entire class.  I elected to again put off taking any language courses; flunking a course now would mean immediate transfer to boot camp.

My choice to major in Astronomy was a happy one.  All of my courses interested me, and my advisor, Dr. Bart J. Bok, was a real gem.  As my observing courses required me to be at class after dark, the Navy provided me with a special pass allowing me to be on the streets when other classmates had to be on base.  And the fact that I was one of only two Astronomy majors provided me with special attention and visibility.   My other Sophomore courses were also interesting, but there were too many of them.   Six full courses, plus smaller courses and athletics, plus the Navy’s mandatory routines, left too little time for study.  To further complicate matters, I began experiencing nausea spells, some of which were quite intense.  I remember having to walk out of classes because of these episodes.  I even remember going over to the Harvard Stadium one afternoon and running to the point of near exhaustion, thinking that might alleviate the nausea, but it didn’t help.  I really didn’t need any additional exercise.  I sought medical attention, but no answers were forthcoming from that source.  So, I endured it.

Entrance ‘G’ of my dorm housed something like 25 student sailors, spread out over four floors.  We were quite a varied group.  My personal roommate introduced me to the two-finger piano styling of Lionel Hampton.  John Gogle, in the other bedroom of G-44, had three unusual hobbies:  speed typing, precision lettering, and volunteering as a projectionist at movie theaters.  His roommate, John Monahan, was a very devout Catholic who planned on becoming a priest.  Two floors below lived Siegel and Guildea, regular Navy men who had been pulled from sea duty and offered the opportunity to join the V-12 program.  Whereas the rest of us were USNR, they were USN.  I especially enjoyed Mort Siegel, and spent much of what little spare time I had down in his room.

While we were a reasonably disciplined group, a few things happened that would tend to refute that statement.  One night, after Taps, a water fight began which engulfed the entire Entry.  Students came running up the stairs carrying condoms filled with water.  Soon, the entire Entry was drenched.  One student, now carrying a pail of water, dashed out of his room to be confronted by one of the officers, who had been alerted to trouble in ‘G’ Entry.  Asked by the officer what was going on, the student thought quickly and responded, “Putting out a fire on the 4ht floor, sir.”  It didn’t work.  All in habitants of ‘G’ Entry were put on Report, and subsequently restricted to base for a couple of weeks.  All, that is, except me  –  I had been on Fire Watch that evening, and was completely unaware of the goings on.  I couldn’t have been a participant, so I was excused from the punishment.

One Saturday evening, a group of John Monahan’s friends decided it was time to introduce him to one of the finer things of life.  They took him to a performance at the Old Howard Theater, a famous burlesque house located in the Solly Square section of Boston.  Whether or not he enjoyed the show is unknown, but this much is certain  – his conscience bothered him considerably, and everyone was made to promise that they would keep the little expedition a secret.  It was, nonetheless, whispered throughout ‘G’ Entry, and probably beyond.  To some, this seemed like too good an opportunity to overlook.   They prevailed on John Gogle to fabricate  an official-looking letterhead from the Old Howard, and to type up a letter saying something like:

	“Congratulations!  You were the one millionth visitor to the Old Howard Theater on Saturday night.  In recognition of this event, you are being awarded a pair of free tickets for another performance, and your picture will appear in the rotogravure section of this week’s Sunday Herald.”

The letter was delivered the next day, and John nearly had a heart attack.  He took the letter seriously  – very seriously, and he was mortified.  Nearly a whole day went by before someone finally took pity and told him that the letter was a hoax.  He didn’t see the humor of the situation, and decided upon revenge.  The next afternoon, when all Entry inhabitants were off to class or doing Navy calisthenics, he went throughout the entire dorm making pie beds, and filling each one with sand.  For some reason, John thought I was innocent of the offensive letter episode, so he warned me of what he had done, adding that he had used very little sand in my bed.  He said he had put some, so as not to make it look as though I wasn’t one of the gang.  The only trouble is, he incorrectly identified my bed, so I received the same healthy amount of sand as did everyone else.  However, I had been forewarned and knew what to expect.  Exactly at 2200, a roar resounded through the entire Entry.  John was satisfied that he had gotten his revenge.

Lt. Hodnutt was commanding officer of the Harvard V-12 Unit, and was housed in a suite of rooms adjacent to the entrance of Elliott House.  He was a reserved man, who looked the part.  He commanded a reasonable amount of respect, and a considerable amount of fear.  It is ironic, then, that an AWOL student elected his window to climb into when attempting to return to his barracks about 0200 one morning.  Needless to say, that was the end of the student’s V-12 status.  What else he may have received as punishment is unknown.

I survived three semesters in that V-12 unit at Harvard, and then it was time to ship off to Midshipman School.  The trouble was, all schools were full.  To take care of that contingency, the Navy had established a Pre-Midshipman School at Asbury Park, New Jersey.  The site consisted of two resort hotels, the Berkeley and the Monterey, each of which has been stripped of any semblance of luxury.  Even the elevators had been deactivated.  The hotels were surrounded by a high solid wooden stockade, topped with barbed wire, just as one might expect to see surrounding a prison.  Indeed, this place was a sort of prison.

Still being wet behind the ears insofar as Navy procedures were concerned, and realizing that it was June, and Asbury Park was noted as being a fine summer resort, I elected to report to the facility two days early.  Big mistake.  I was immediately placed on a work detail, and spent those two days sweeping streets, cleaning kitchens, and other assorted miserable tasks.  I learned, the hard way, that in the Navy you never report early.  A corollary was that you never volunteer for anything.

I was billeted on the top floor of the Berkely, in a suite consisting of two small rooms and a private bath.  These suites were intended to house two people, or at most two couples.  The Navy assigned twelve of us to the suite, six in each of the two rooms.  There were three sets of upper and lower bunks in each room, and I had the misfortune to be assigned to the upper bunk by the window.  This window was large and, being summertime, the top section was kept open   From my bed, the sensation was one of floating high in the sky.  It was really a dangerous situation, for rolling out of bed would result in a fall of ten stories to the cement pavement below.  However, the Navy managed to develop a set of daytime activities that were sufficiently exhausting that, when night came, we could sleep under almost any conditions. 

I didn’t enjoy my stay at Asbury Park.  In the first place there was a lot of unnecessary and foolish discipline.  For example, from the time of Lights Out at 2200 until Reveille at 0600, we were not allowed out of bed for any reason  – even to go to the bathroom.  Our doors had to remain open, and the corridors were patrolled all night.  Of course, there were instances where we had to go, and we did, but we had to time it carefully, and risked being put on report by so doing.  My room was ten flights up and the elevators had been deactivated; that was bad enough, but we had to run up and down stairs.  Failure to do so also resulted in being put on report.  During the daylight hours, our time was split between standing at attention in formation under the sweltering sun, attending asinine classes (at a grammar school level), or participating in especially obnoxious athletics.  

In all fairness, there were a couple of activities which I viewed as worthwhile.  One was the rifle range, which we accessed by bus about once a week.  Here we were not only taught how to fire various weapons, but learned how to take guns apart, clean them, and put them back together.  This is pretty standard  training, but it was the only time in my military career when I was exposed such activity.  Had I not gone to Pre-Midshipman School, I might have missed it entirely.

Secondly, we were, after all, in the Navy, so on one occasion we boarded busses and traveled to a Jersey port where we boarded a Minesweeper.  Off we went, out to sea, in what was probably the Navy’s least stable vessel.  Rock and roll was the name of the game, and everyone became seasick.  The ship would get underway for about an hour, and then would lay anchor for about an hour.  It kept doing this throughout the day.  There seemed to be a group of guys who were desperately sick while the ship was moving, but felt better when we lay anchor.  Another group reacted in the opposite way; these sailors were pretty good as long as the ship was moving, but became violently ill as soon as the motors stopped.  I was somewhere in the middle; I felt lousy all of the time, but never had to hang over the rail as did so many others.  Just what we learned from this one day seagoing experience isn’t quite clear, except perhaps to give us pause to think about the desirability of sea duty.  Even with all the seasickness, it was a welcomed relief from the normal daily routine.

On hot, sunny days, were mustered on the parade ground, and marched out the stockade to the boardwalk, where we were forced to stand at attention, eyes forward, while attractive young female bathers stood at a distance and watched.  While standing in formation, corpsmen were stationed throughout the ranks to attend to those who passed out (and there were always several).  It seemed to me this was cruel and unusual treatment.  We weren’t being punished for anything; it was simply part of the daily routine.

One week of every month, a platoon would be placed on Work Detail.  The work consisted of a wide variety of menial tasks such as sweeping the streets inside the stockade, washing floors, emptying large GI can full of grease, etc.  At the start of one of the work weeks, our platoon was assembled and the officer in charge asked, “Is there anyone here from Harvard?”  I didn’t know what to do  – it was generally unwise to do anything which called attention to oneself.   However, I took a chance and raised my hand.  I was then informed that I would be in charge of handing out assignments.  I was given a desk, and spent the week behind that desk handing out all those nasty tasks.  It’s not a way to win a popularity contest, but I don’t think I made any lasting enemies.  And, under the circumstances, nobody dared make sarcastic remarks about Harvard.  

Athletic activities consisted of boxing, an obstacle course at the high school field, or various calisthenics on the beach.  I hated boxing, but I had an accident shortly after arriving at Asbury Park which got me excused from that activity.  While running to evening chow, I tripped, fell, and split open my old scar from the bicycle accident on Walnut Street in Newton.  It again required stitches, so that halted my boxing career.

But I wasn’t fond of the other athletic activities.  Every morning following breakfast, we would assemble on the parade ground between the two hotels, and promptly at 0800 we would march off to the high school field to tackle the obstacle course.  We were forced to change from our uniforms into our gym shorts on some wooden bleachers, in sight of anyone who cared to watch.  The course was wicked, and I couldn’t master the rope climbing or scaling the wall.  When the session ended, we had to get back into our uniforms, without an opportunity to shower or clean up in any way, and march back to the fenced in courtyard which served as the parade ground.  I decided to attempt an escape from this miserable routine.

I had always been bothered by hay fever during the summer months, and my summer at Asbury Park was no exception.  Every morning, while we were mustered on the parade ground but before marching off to the high school field, Sick Call was announced.  I decided I was sick (I had a very runny nose), so I answered the call and reported to Sick Bay.  The medical corpsman would check me over, decide I probably had a cold, and would issue me some APC tablets.  I wasn’t sick enough to be given an excuse from any activities, but by the time I got back to the parade ground my platoon had already marched out of the stockade.  Since they would never allow anyone to go outside by himself, except when issued a liberty pass, I had no choice but to go to my room and await the return of my platoon.

I followed this procedure on several occasions, and it worked for awhile.  Eventually, however, it aroused suspicion, and I was summoned to the office of my commander and accused of faking my illness.  I insisted I was sick.  The officer replied, “Whitney, you’re a goldbrick.  I answered, “Yes, sir.”  This situation was about to become serious, when nature intervened.  We had a hurricane. 

The storm struck in mid-afternoon on Thursday,  September 14, 1944.  I remember looking out a window in the Berkeley toward the ocean, which was becoming more ferocious by the minute.  As the storm grew in intensity, the waves came further and further onto the beach until the wooden stand, on which our instructors stood to holler out instruction during calisthenics, was lifted and carried out to sea.  This brought forth a roar of enthusiasm from all of us who were watching.  The storm slacked off as nightfall descended, but we were without power.  At dawn, we beheld a glorious sight.  The stockade fence, which closed us off from the outside world, had been knocked down in several places.  We all felt a sense of freedom.

With Asbury Park being right on the ocean, considerable material damage was done.  Most shops along the boardwalk were badly damaged or destroyed.  The boardwalk itself was heavily damaged, with parts of it missing and other parts tipped up on end.  There was enormous need for cleanup, and also for maintaining order to prevent looting.  I was assigned to Shore Patrol, and ordered to police the area along the oceanfront.  Sad though it was to see the extent of the damage, at last I felt I was doing something worthwhile during my few remaining days at Asbury Park.

It was only a few days after the hurricane that I received my orders for Midshipman School.  Among the locations having Midshipman Schools to which I might have been assigned were Columbia, Cornell, Northwestern, and Plattsburg.   I drew Cornell.

The trip to Ithaca, New York, was by special train, and it was a daylong journey.  At times our car was shunted to the side to allow more important traffic to flow past, and night had fallen by the time we arrived.  We were checked in, and assigned a place to spend the night.  In the morning I awoke to a beautiful sight.  

Cornell is located on a hilltop, and the campus was  picturesque;  it was what anyone might picture as the ideal college campus.   The first thing I learned on arrival, from other classmates a month or two ahead of us, was the need to memorize the eye chart.  I had never had any problem with vision, other than my need for low powered glasses to pass my Navy physical.  However, I was assured by upperclassmen that, after the rigorous academic training I would undergo in the coming weeks, I would need to know the eye chart.  So, I did what I was told.  It seems that, while the Navy could test ones eyes using any kind of chart, when it came to pass or fail, they had to use the standard chart.  This chart consisted of several rows, each consisting of eleven letters, all the same size.  I can still remember the first two lines of that chart:
A E L T Y P H E A L T

O H C D L F N T C O C


					


The upperclassmen were right.  There came a time, close to graduation, when I was very glad I had spent the time to memorize those letters.

Cornell’s Midshipman School had a tough reputation  – only 65 to 70 percent of the incoming class would survive for graduation.  And the stakes were high.  Graduate, and you received a commission as Ensign in the United States Naval Reserve.  Flunk out, and you were sent to boot camp to serve out the war as an enlisted man.  

We all worked very hard during the next 3 ½ months.   The courses consisted of Seamanship, Navigation, Fire Control, Damage Control, and Recognition.  Fire Control, which required a lot of manual mathematical calculation, and Damage Control, which required considerable memorization, were considered the most difficult, though all were challenging.  But the courses were well taught, they had substance to them, and they were things we needed to know.  I felt no resentment toward attending these classes, as I did those foolish classes at Asbury Park.

The athletic program, too, was reasonable.  There was the usual drilling and calisthenics, but it was obvious that scholastic achievement was given top priority.  We had to march in formation from class to class, and that wouldn’t have been a problem if it hadn’t been wintertime.  Cornell has a hilly campus, and it wasn’t easy marching diagonally down an icy hill.  More than once someone slipped, and then the whole platoon would go down.

Of course, it was the Navy, and so we had the usual inspections to contend with.  A couple of months after our arrival, our Company Commander got in a feud with the commander of a rival company.  That Saturday morning they swapped off, and each inspected the other’s company.  That inspection was unreal.  I remember the officer going to my bureau, opening the top drawer, and shaking it.  Messy drawer, one demerit.  He then reached under my bunk, picked up my shoes, turned them over, and declared “Sole of shoes not shined.”  Another demerit  – enough to restrict me to base for the weekend.  But it turns out I knew the Junior Officer of the Day, a fellow Midshipman.  The report slips were turned in to him, so I went over, located mine, and removed it.  On the one hand, that would have been enough to get me thrown out of the unit if I had been caught.  On the other hand, I have always wondered if that wasn’t exactly what I was supposed to do  – perhaps it was part of my training.

On weekends, there was a building called Willard Straight Hall, which provided a comfortable place to relax, read a book, or play a round of pool or ping pong.  During the holiday period, a dance was held, and Vaughan Monroe and his orchestra were brought in to provide the music.  My date for that occasion was a somewhat older college girl who lived in a dorm not far from where we were housed.

Since we were not given leave to get home for Christmas, Mother and Dad decided to come to Ithaca.  It was the furthest either had ever been from home, and they traveled there by train.  They stayed for two nights at a downtown hotel, and I spent Christmas Day with them.  I remember I was given a sterling silver identification bracelet.  It was during their stay that I learned that Glenn Miller was missing from a flight over the English Channel, and was presumed dead.

One weekend, close to graduation, a friend and I took the bus to Syracuse, and stayed overnight at a YMCA.  We didn’t do anything very exciting, but we saw a movie and it provided a change of scenery.  The movie we saw was “Meet Me in Saint Louis”.

One day in January, when we were mustered outside our dormitory, an announcement was made that I should report to Captain Chippendale’s quarters.  He was the commander of the entire  Midshipman School, and a man none of us had ever seen close up.  It was rumored that he was removed from sea duty and placed in this rather mundane assignment as a sort of punishment for having lost a submarine under his command   My classmates were all convinced something terrible was going to happen to me, and I thought they might well be right.  However, when I arrived I was greeted warmly, and asked to sit down.  He then told me that he had received a letter from his friend, Jennie Whitney.  Aunt Jennie!  Mother and Dad had told her I was going through Midshipman School at Cornell, and she had written her old friend.  When it became known that my encounter with Captain Chippendale had been a social visit, and that we was a friend of my Great Aunt, I was treated with respect.

Early in January the day came when it was time to apply for assignment after graduation.  There were many choices, and I considered a few, but soon narrowed my first choice down to Communications School.  When I was interviewed by the officer who would make the final decision, I remember the following questions and my answers:

     Q.                Let’s see, Communications School is located at Harvard, isn’t it?
     A.                Yes, sir.
     Q.                Where is your home?
     A.                Newton, Mass, sir.
     Q.                How far is that from Harvard?
     A.                About 5 miles, sir.
     Q.                Does that fact have any bearing on your choice for assignment?
     A.                Yes, sir.  It is a very important reason for my choice.
     Comment:  Well,  I can’t think of a better one.

And so, if I graduated, I would return to Harvard.

Finally, in mid January graduation day arrived.  We had purchased our uniforms a few days earlier, and by the time the day arrived I knew that I had made it.  I would graduate, but I felt sad for many others who would not.  We gathered that morning in the auditorium at Cornell, and the ceremony took place.  There were few in attendance except the graduates, and I remember little of the ceremony itself.  I remember vividly, however, the ending when we went back up the isle of the auditorium to the triumphant strains of Pomp and Circumstance played on the theater organ.  It was a very proud moment in my life.

One of my good friends at Cornell had been Ted Willis, and he invited me to spend graduation night at his home in New Jersey.  I had given thought to staying overnight in New York City, but had been unsuccessful in getting a hotel reservation.  I enjoyed meeting Ted’s parents, and that evening I remember him playing a recording of Guy Lombardo, Humoresque, on the phonograph.  It wasn’t exactly Glenn Miller, but I liked it too.

The following day we went together to New York City, and in mid afternoon, I boarded a train to Boston and then on to my home in Newtonville.  Mother and Dad were delighted to see me, and I had a few day’s leave before commencing Communications School.  I made the most of them.

I was back to Harvard for Communications School, but this time as a commissioned officer.  That made a difference.  There was relatively little Navy foolishness and much more personal freedom.  The Navy couldn’t let go of its ‘Fire Watch’, however, and I remember spending a couple of nights keeping the halls of Littauer, part of Harvard Law School, safe.   This time I carried a pistol.

It was at Communications school that I learned two skills that would serve me well later in life.  One was Morse Code, and the other was Typewriting.  In fact, these two subjects were taught simultaneously.  Wearing a set of earphones, I would hear, ‘dit da da dit’.  I would first have to think what letter (or number) that piece of code represented, and then would have to think where that key was on the typewriter.  The keys were not labeled, so if I couldn’t remember, I would have to resort to a chart hanging in the front of the room.  As the code speed increased, there was no time for looking.  We got up to thirteen words per minute, at which point the code training was discontinued and we were brought up to thirty five words per minute on the typewriter.

It was while mustered on the parade ground at Communications School that I learned of the death of President Franklin D. Roosevelt.  Regardless of our politics, that event saddened us all.

The basic Communications School curriculum was completed in three months, but I applied for another month’s training to specialize in Air Communications.  Following that, it was time to be assigned to a Naval Air Base.  I remember five candidate sites, which included Norfolk, Corpus Christie, Coronado, Alameda, and Quonset Point.  To determine who got what assignment, we drew from a deck of cards.  I drew the Queen of Spades, so I was guaranteed my first choice.  That choice was Quonset Point, Rhode Island.

Quonset Naval Air Station was commanded by Commodore Dixie Kieffer, famous for having been skipper of the aircraft carrier featured in the movie Fighting Lady.  One of the few things I remember about my brief assignment there was my first experience in an airplane.  It was felt that all officers assigned to the Naval Air Force should at least have experienced flight, so they gathered a group of new arrivals together and we were taken for a short spin in a C-54 transport/cargo plane. The seats were simply boards along the sides of the plane, and the windows were small, but at least I could now say I had been up in the air.

Liberty provided an opportunity to get to downtown Providence, and I remember taking the bus to see the movie Diamond Horseshoe.  I don’t have any clear recollection of my duties at that station, probably because the main purpose of being there was to await reassignment. 

Part of the Quonset command were several Naval Auxiliary Air Stations, among which were Squantum, Groton CT, and Martha’s Vineyard.  Having spent part of my summers at Martha’s Vineyard, and it being June, I wanted that assignment, but drew Groton instead.  I applied to change my assignment, and much to my surprise my request was accepted.  Then a funny thing happened  – I met a girl at Wellesley College who’s home was just outside of New London, and a stone’s throw from Groton.  I decided to try switch back.  I got a cool reception to that request, but was told it would be approved if I could find someone to swap with me.  No problem  – no one in his right mind would turn down an opportunity to spend part of the summer at Martha’s Vineyard.  But by the time the swap went through, I had stopped seeing the girl.  It had been a foolish move on my part, but I was off to Groton Naval Auxiliary Air Station.  

At Groton I was placed on temporary assignment as Assistant Communications Officer.  The Communications Officer, my boss, was a Lieutenant in the WAVES.  She was pleasant to work for, and I rather enjoyed the assignment.   My duties consisted mainly of sending and receiving messages using a teletype machine, complete with Western Union type punctuation such as STOP rather than a period.

The airfield was used as a training ground for carrier takeoffs and landings.  For the pilots it was a dangerous time, and I remember how nervous everyone was during catapult takeoffs.  Accidents occurred, and I’ll never forget one in which a plane crashed and body parts were found strewn over the local neighborhood.

During World War II the armed forces were segregated.  I would occasionally draw duty to inspect enlisted men’s barracks after Taps, and remember being cautioned to be prepared with open holster while inspecting the colored men’s barracks, which we always did in pairs.  Segregation seems so wrong today, but at the time I accepted it as a fact of life.

Though I wasn’t stationed at Groton for long, I did take the opportunity to get home on at least a couple of weekends.  On one of these I remember waiting at the base bus stop, when I was told there was a plane leaving Squantum Auxiliary Air Station.  I jumped at the opportunity to fly, rather than ride the rails, so I ran to the field and flagged down the departing plane already on the runway.  It was a small biplane, but it turned out fine and gave me my second experience in the air.

During June of 1945 my orders came through  – I was to report to CINCPAC at Pearl Harbor for further assignment.  I had a few days leave, which I extended by electing to fly to the West Coast rather than take the train.  Commercial aviation was in its relative infancy during this period, and the most common plane in the sky was the Douglas DC-3.  I flew TWA (then Transcontinental and Western Airlines) on such a plane, which carried 21 passengers, one Flight Hostess, a Pilot, and a Co-Pilot.  In the passenger area there were two seats down one side of the plane, and one seat of the other.  I sat in one of the single seats.

Though a transcontinental flight, the plane stopped everywhere.  I left Boston at 8:00 AM, and our first stop was Albany.  We then went on to stop at Williamsport, Pittsburgh, Chicago, Kansas City, Amarillo, Albuquerque, and Lost Angeles, before arriving at our destination, San Francisco.  The plane had four changes in crew.  

On the flight between Chicago and Kansas City, I became friendly with a very pretty hostess, whose name was Cathy Foster.  During part of that leg, she sat on the edge of my seat, and I must admit it made the flight especially enjoyable.  We developed a correspondence, and planned to meet after the war was over.  It came close, but we never did.

By the time we were flying over New Mexico, it became dark.  Under such conditions, flames can be seen shooting from the exhaust of a DC-3.  I remember an middle aged woman, who sat across the isle, and a little bit ahead of me, fell asleep somewhere above Arizona, and woke up to see the flames.  She panicked, and the hostess had her hands full assuring her that the plane wasn’t on fire.

During World War II every passenger flying in a plane was assigned a priority.  There was very little casual flying, and most people had some real need which caused them to travel.  Being a Naval Officer on his way to an assignment, I had a relatively high priority.  Each time the plane landed, new people would board, and some people on the plane would be bumped by someone with a higher priority.  I remember some military officers, much higher in rank than I, getting bumped about midway through the trip.  My luck ran out in Los Angeles, where I was thrown off the plane to make space available for someone with a more urgent need to travel.  I wasn’t alone  – another Naval Officer met with the same fate. We were reassigned a flight leaving Los Angeles early the next morning, so the other officer and I decided this was an opportunity to see Hollywood.  I can’t remember whether we went by bus or taxi, but I do remember crawling around on our hands and knees outside of Grumman’s Chinese Theater, striking matches so that we could see the famous footprints in the cement.  By about 3:00 AM we got sleepy, so we went into the lobby of a hotel and grabbed a few winks while sitting up on one of the sofas.  Somehow we managed to meet a starlet on her way to work, who offered to drive us back to the airport that morning.

On arrival in San Francisco, I reported to a Naval office which helped me get a hotel room while awaiting transportation to Pearl Harbor.  I was fortunate to land a room in an old hotel (The Whitcomb) right on Market Street, which put me within walking distance of the shopping district. I was very much taken with the city, and had an opportunity to see a few of the sights while awaiting word of my flight.  Somehow I got word to my folks, who were about to start their vacation on Martha’s Vineyard , as to where I was staying, and they said they would try to phone me from Oak Bluffs at 6:00 PM the following evening.  I remember getting to my hotel room right before 6:00, and the call came through exactly on time.  I learned later that, in order to accomplish that, Mom and Dad had to start working on the call early in the day.  I had forgotten that there were priorities on phone calls, too, and the fact that they were able to put a call through at a given time was a small miracle.

In a few days I got the call to report at Oakland for my flight to Pearl.  We took off in late morning on a Naval Air Transport Service (NATS) C-54.  About three quarters of an hour out over the Pacific, I remember looking down and seeing a Pan American Flying Boat headed toward the mainland, probably en route from Honolulu to San Francisco.  At almost that very moment I saw one of our propellers come to a stop.  While I was thinking about the significance of that event, our plane suddenly began a 180 degree turn, and the pilot announced that we were returning to Oakland.

It was a four engine plane, and three engines should be enough to allow the plane land safely.  That it did, though the crash trucks were out in force, with red fire apparatus lining both sides of the runway.  We were told that it would be a few hours before a replacement plane could be located, and our luggage transferred to it.  Meanwhile, we were in a location where slot machines abounded, and I began feeding them with nickels.  It seemed as though I could do no wrong, and it wasn’t long before I had a group of people following me around, astounded at my gambling prowess.  I, of course, knew nothing about gambling, but I kept feeding the nickels.  When it was over, I was just a bit over thirty dollars to the good.

By the time we boarded our replacement plane, it was getting dark.  This time, the flight was uneventful, and we landed at Hickam Field in Honolulu just as dawn was breaking.  I remember there were Red Cross women welcoming us with coffee and doughnuts.  Soon, we were driven to our temporary quarters at Pearl Harbor.  It was a bright, sunny morning, and as I approached what was to be my barracks I saw one of the largest spiders I had ever seen in my life spread out on the outside wall.  The inside reminded me of a typical enlisted men’s barracks, and I immediately took a disliking to it.  I wasn’t alone  – another fellow officer had a similar opinion, and it turned out we didn’t have to stay there.  Being commissioned officers, we were free to rent a hotel room in Honolulu, as long as we checked in at the base each morning.  That’s exactly what we did.  It coast us a few dollars, but we had comparatively nice quarters for the few days while we were awaiting assignment.

It soon became apparent that we would not be staying in Hawaii; in fact, it was rumored that we were about to be assigned to a ship headed for Okinawa, and it appeared that my training in Air Communications would be going to waste.  I had previous success in asking for specific assignments, so I decided to try it again.  This time, I was confronted with an officer who looked like he could chew nails  – in fact, it looked like he was chewing nails.  It took a bit of courage, but I explained that it appeared my training in Air Communications might have been overlooked, and I requested an assignment with the Navy Air Corps.  He let out a loud growl, and I thought sure I had made one request too many, but the next morning I learned that I was being transferred to ComAirPac on Ford Island.  I was assigned to a very nice BOQ, sharing the room an aviator who had recently had to bail out of his plane at low altitude, and was reconsidering just how much he wanted to remain a pilot.   

I was assigned to the Air Communications Office on Ford Island, and learned that I would be a Coding Officer.  This was an assignment that interested me, and I really enjoyed the work.  I was cleared through Top Secret, so I got to code and decode any message that came through the office.  I worked a shift which was six hours on, six off, six on, six off, six on, six off, six on, and then thirty six off.  This system of rotating shifts resulted in working each of the available six hour shifts, separated by thirty six hours of relaxation.  It was a good arrangement.

Sometimes at night there would be a need to hand deliver a high priority message to the commanding officer of one of the ships in the harbor.  This required an Officer Messenger, and I frequently drew the assignment.  It was interesting to be shuttled out into the middle of the harbor, have to locate the ship in question, pull alongside, and climb the ladder to the deck.  I was usually greeted with great excitement, as I was granted use of the Admiral’s Barge to make these early morning soirees.  

The rotating shift schedule prevented me from seeing much of my roommate, but I remember on one occasion he offered to take me up in a small fighter plane to visit one of the other islands.  I decided that he had lost his plane once, and I wasn’t anxious to see just how completely he had recovered from his harrowing experience.  Anyway, there was plenty to see on Oahu.

Honolulu was an interesting place, but it didn’t seem very clean to me.  For one thing, there were cockroaches just about everywhere you looked.  When I got out of bed to go on duty, the first thing I had to do was swish the cockroaches down the sink.  Walking along the streets in Honolulu, it was usual to see roaches the size of mice walking along the edge of the sidewalks.
Then one morning I woke up, looked under an upholstered chair in our room, and saw a spider hanging upside down from a web.  On closer examination I discovered the notorious orange hourglass on its underbelly.  Black Widow.  I went out to the front desk, where I encountered a house boy who came from Louisiana.  He proclaimed there were no Black Widow spiders in Hawaii, but he admitted he had seen many in Louisiana, so I convinced him to take a look.  Amazed though he was, he confirmed my suspicion.  Meanwhile, the spider tired of our intrusion on her privacy and climbed back into the upholstery.  After a brief discussion of our alternatives, I gave the order to take the chair outside and burn it.

Most of my free time in Hawaii was spent at the beaches.  Waikiki Beach was smaller than I expected, but the water was warm and the ocean was nice.  The Royal Hawaiian Hotel, the largest on the beach at the time, was used as a rest and recuperation facility by the Navy, so I had access to their beach.  Even nicer, though, was an Officer’s Club at Kailua on the other side of the island, which was accessed by taking a  bus over Pali Pass.  This was a place to go when I had thirty six hours off.  I did take one bus tour of the entire island, which I found educational but not as much fun as a day at the beach.

The BOQ (Bachelor Officer’s Quarters) where I was staying had a very nice swimming pool associated with it, at the end of which was a stage and a piano.  It was at this point that I first developed an interest in playing the piano  – playing the things I wanted to play.  It was all by ear, and not very good, but I enjoyed it, and thus began an interest in keyboard music which would last me all my life.

It was while I was at Ford Island that VJ day was celebrated.  Japan had surrendered, and World War II was over.  My chief memory of the happy occasion was watching fireworks over Pearl Harbor.  We knew, of course, that such as event would be soon in happening, because of the atomic bomb.  My sense of relief on learning that such a bomb had been dropped on Japan cannot be overstated.  There was never any question then, nor is there in my mind today, but what dropping the bombs was the right thing to do.  

Now that the war was over, I decided to revisit my nausea problem which, while somewhat better since having received my commission, still lurked in the background.  I reported to Sick Bay, explained the history of my problem, and again underwent a myriad of medical tests.  As in the past, nothing showed up.  It was suggested that the problem might be psychological, and that if it persisted after I was released from active duty, I should consider seeing a psychiatrist.  I asked if the Navy had one available in Pearl Harbor, and I was told yes.  That set off a round of events which I find hard to believe, even to this day.

I was told to pack my things and given orders to report to the Naval Hospital at Aiea Heights, just outside of Honolulu.  As the name implies, the hospital was situated on a hillside, and consisted of a large number of separate buildings.  On reporting to the hospital, I remember being escorted up the side of the hill, until we reached a relatively small building at what seemed to be the end of the line.  On entering, I found myself being checked into a psychiatric ward where there was a long row of padded cells.  As the paperwork was being completed, I told the nurse that I felt a mistake was being made  – that I didn’t feel I belonged in that place.  She took a better look at me, hesitated a moment, and then placed a phone call.  When she hung up, she said a mistake had, indeed, been made.  She even said she didn’t think I looked like I belonged there.

Now I was escorted back down the hill, past facilities which I believe housed Japanese prisoners of war, and into one of the main hospital buildings where I was assigned to the fifth bed in a four bed ward.  I was given an appointment with a psychiatrist for the following morning, and was told to make myself comfortable.  My four roommates seemed nice, and were ambulatory.  Before long, a nurse came in and attached a card to the end of my bed.  The card contained the usual hospital type information, but following the word ‘diagnosis’ was the term ‘Conversational Hysteria.’  That seemed as unreal as the padded cells, so I went to the nurse and told her I thought there had been another mistake.  Meanwhile, my roommates began to treat me rather strangely, as if they were afraid to get into a conversation with me.  Who could blame them?  The nurse listened patiently, and after some persistence on my part, patronized me by removing the card and erasing the diagnosis.  She left that part blank.  Who was she to argue with a crazy man diagnosed as having Conversational Hysteria?  Dinner that evening was noticeably quiet  – it was as though nobody wanted to talk with me.

At 2100 we all got into bed.  My four roommates each put on earphones, and listened to the radio for about an hour.  Being the fifth patient in a four bed ward, I didn’t have any earphones.  It was a weird sensation when my roommates would burst out laughing, all at once.   They had heard something funny and I, of course, had heard nothing at all.

The next morning I had my first visit with a psychiatrist.  My opening question was, of course, why had I been diagnosed as having Conversational Hysteria.  Now it has his turn to laugh.  It seems there is no such thing as Conversational Hysteria  – the temporary diagnosis was supposed to have been Conversion Hysteria, which meant that something bothering my subconscious was manifesting itself in some particular way  – in my case, nausea.  

My morning appointment with a psychiatrist was my only responsibility for the day, so I was free to do whatever I wanted.  I usually elected to explore Honolulu.  This went on for a few days, and then one morning I was asked how I would like to return to the mainland for discharge.  The conclusion of the psychiatrist was that there was something about military service which was bothering my subconscious, and he felt that my problems would probably disappear once I was released from active duty.  The war was over, and there really wasn’t any good reason to remain in the service.  This was the Navy’s recommendation, it sounded good to me, so it was agreed I would be assigned transportation back to San Francisco.

In a few days I found myself boarding the aircraft carrier Saratoga, which was serving as a transport vessel now that large numbers of service personnel were going home.  It was crowded, and I had a bunk in a hallway, but I didn’t mind  – we were moving in the right direction.  I made friends with a fellow officer from Boylston, Mass, who had been diagnosed as having Anxiety Hysteria.

The trip took about five days, and we had good weather the whole way.   I remember being impressed with the flying fish  – something I had never before seen.  Though the war was over, we still sailed without lights at night; some errant Japanese submarine might not yet have gotten the word.  A walk across the flight deck in the pitch darkness was quite an experience.  Finding the ladder to get off the flight deck was a special challenge, and, once down, it was another challenge to find one’s way back to our assigned quarters. An aircraft carrier is a very large ship, with a myriad of passageways on every deck.

I will never forget our arrival in San Francisco.  It was morning, and we knew we would be docking soon.  But it was foggy, and visibility beyond the ship was zero.  I was on the flight deck, and suddenly there was a most attractive young female standing up on the superstructure.  It turns out that a large ship like the Saratoga required special guidance to get into San Francisco Harbor, and the ship had taken on a Pilot whose responsibility was to provide that guidance.  The female who attracted such attention was the Pilot’s daughter.

Now we knew we were close, and the fog began to lift just a bit.  We were all straining to get a glimpse of the Golden Gate Bridge ahead, when suddenly somebody hollered, “Look!”  He was pointing straight up.  Sure enough  – we were passing directly under the great bridge.

We were greeted with a band, and a small welcome home committee.  I was assigned to a Naval Hospital in the Mission District of San Francisco.  On checking in, I found that the only requirement was for me to be on hand for a possible meeting with a doctor at 10:00 each morning.  Other than that, my time was my own.  This situation lasted for two weeks, and it gave me a wonderful opportunity to explore San Francisco.  The movie Rhapsody in Blue was playing at one of the downtown theaters, and once I saw it I fell in love with the music, especially Concerto in F, a portion of which was played by Oscar Levant.  I must have seen that movie at least five times during my San Francisco stay.

Before leaving the area I wanted to view the city from the ‘Top of the Mark’ However, that was a cocktail lounge, and though I was an officer in the Navy, I wasn’t yet twenty one, and thus was banned from any place which served alcohol (a city ordinance).  I decided to do something which was quite out of character  – forge an ID Card.  For reasons I don’t remember, I had two ID cards, each embedded in a plastic folder sealed with a grommet.  I used a knife to open the plastic encasement on one of them, and carefully changed the year of my birth from 1925 to 1924.  It was far from a perfect job, but it worked.  I visited the Top of the Mark, admired the spectacular view, saw Carmen Cavallaro and his orchestra, and then left.  I consumed no alcoholic beverages.

The next step was to assign me to a Naval Hospital nearer to my home in preparation for discharge.  That turned out to be Chelsea Naval Hospital, so I boarded a train in San Francisco for the four day’s ride to Boston.  I rode in a sleeper car, so the trip was pleasant, if a bit boring.  It was during this ride home that I smoked my first cigarette.  I had gone through my whole Navy experience without either smoking or drinking.

I arrived at the Chelsea Hospital in the morning, had a couple of interviews, and was told I was free until the following morning.  So I went home to Wyoming Road.  Mother and Dad were delighted to see me, though they were somewhat concerned that I was being released from the Navy for some sort of medical reason.  When I returned to Chelsea the next morning, I was told I needn’t report again for a week.  The next time it was extended to two weeks.  I lived at home, and enjoyed an extended paid leave.  Finally, in mid January I was given an honorable discharge and released to inactive duty.  I immediately applied to resume my education at Harvard under the GI Bill. 

When it was known that I would be getting out of the service, I told my folks that I wanted to buy a car with money I had saved from my Navy pay.  Dad had put my name in at the local Ford dealer in the Fall in 1945, and it’s fortunate he did.  Cars were next to impossible to get, but on my birthday, January 18, I received a telephone call from the dealer that he had a car for me if I wanted it.  It was a dark blue, two door Ford DeLuxe Sedan, and I jumped at it.  I paid $1110.00, without a spare tire.  That would provide my transportation to and from school.  As it turned out, it satisfied an absolute requirement for one of the Astronomy courses I would be taking. 

But now I had a problem.  Though I had only completed five semesters at Harvard, the accelerated program I had taken there while in the V-12 program, coupled with the courses I took at Cornell and at Communications School, provided all the credits I needed for graduation except for one thing  – I hadn’t satisfied the Language Requirement.   I decided to gamble on taking a course in French History, half of which would be given in French and the other half in English.  The exams would be handled the same way; half of the questions would be asked in French, to be answered in English, and half would be asked in English, to be answered in French.  Being February, I had to start with the second half of the course.

One of my astronomy courses for that semester was an observing course, using the telescopes at the Observatory in Harvard, Mass.  This was about an hour’s drive from Cambridge or Newton, and the observing sessions lasted all night.  It was an interesting experience, but I didn’t get much sleep.

That Spring I started dating a girl I had met at Church around Christmas time.  Janet Stillman claims she had known me for years, but I had to have Mother introduce me to her at a  church dinner.  For me, it was an unlikely place to meet  —  I was not an enthusiastic churchgoer.  Shortly after the New Year, Jan gave a party and I was invited.  We began to date shortly thereafter.

One of my final exams for the Spring semester was given at Memorial Hall in Harvard Square.  I remember parking my 1946 Ford near the Hall, and about 100 feet from a policeman directing traffic.  When I came out from the exam, my car was gone.  My first thought was that I had incorrectly remembered where I had parked it, but after a few minutes of increasing panic, the truth sunk in.  My new car had been stolen.  I took the subway to Police Headquarters in Central Square, and reported the theft.  That evening, I remember listening on the police radio from any indication that my car had been recovered, but I heard nothing.  Then came a phone call; the police had located my car, and had it towed to a garage in Medford.  Dad drove me over, and  I recovered the car, less the radio and some miscellaneous items that were inside.   The thieves had jimmied open the side ventilator window, broken the steering wheel lock, jumped the starter switch, and driven off.  I was lucky to get the car back in one piece.

As for my exams, I passed the French course, but not with a high enough grade to satisfy the Language requirement.  I took the summer off, and my romance with Jan began to blossom.  Our favorite date was to go to the Totem Pole Ballroom, which we did on a regular basis.  During one of those Totem Pole dates in early Fall, we took out a canoe during intermission, and it was there that I proposed.  Jan said ‘Yes’ and we went together to Bigelow Kenard to buy the engagement ring.  On October 2, 1946 we became officially engaged at a party given by Jan’s folks.  

In the fall Jan enrolled in Leland Powers School of Radio and Theater in Boston.  I went back to Harvard and took the first half of the same French course, with the same result.  I missed by just a single point on the final exam.  It was during this semester that I took a course in Public Speaking with Professor Packard, held in the Germanic Museum.  It was a small class, and I became friendly with a young fellow who I found to have a lot of appeal.  I remember an amusing episode where we grouped into pairs, and were supposed to go into the radio studio and put on a commercial.  My newfound friend and his partner did an advertisement for Packard’s Funeral Parlor, which was hilarious.  My friend’s name was Jack Lemmon, and he was to go on to great fame in the theatrical field.

At the end of that semester, I had enough schooling; I wanted to get a job, and get married.  I got a letter from Harvard saying that I had passed all the requirements for a degree in Astronomy, except for the Language Requirement.  I was off to start a career.

Having majored in Astronomy, a logical occupation for me would be something related to optics.  I sent applications to Eastman Kodak, Bausch & Lomb, and American Optical, and was interviewed by all three firms.   Kodak had nothing to offer me at the time, B & L made me a tentative offer, but AO made me a firm offer.  Jan and I made the trip to Southbridge together, and I remember we were a bit less than impressed with the approach to town along Worcester Street.  However, with a job offer in hand, we decided this would be a good place for me to start.

The Company arranged for me to rent a room at the Baybut house on Elm Street, and I rented a garage on Williams Street, just a short walk from the house.   My first day at AO was on Monday, March 30, 1947.  After a brief welcome interview with Byron Ziegler, I was turned over to John Davis, who would be my boss.  They had set up a desk for me toward the back of a room used by Dr. Edgar D. Tillyer, Director of Research, as an optical laboratory.  I had an office-mate, Marcel Benjamin, who soon became a close friend.

My job was titled Apprentice Lens Designer, and involved trigonometric computations which would be done using logarithms or a mechanical calculator.  It represented a challenge because it involved ophthalmic optics, whereas what little optical training I had was in classical optics.  There is quite a difference.  I was fortunate, though, in having fine teachers including my boss, John, Henry Fernald, a coworker, and even Dr. Tillyer.

I started work Monday and continued on Tuesday.  Just before midnight on Tuesday, I became violently ill, and began vomiting.  I knew from experience that such things hit me hard, so I headed for the car and drove the sixty five mile trip back to Newton in little more than an hour and a quarter, including stops to throw up.  Mother sent for the doctor on Wednesday morning, and he gave me an injection which put me out long enough to interrupt the spells of vomiting.  I finished recovering on Thursday, and was back at AO on Friday.  Not an auspicious way to start a new job, but at least I made it back to work in a couple of days.  The doctor blamed the episode on a piece of Boston Cream Pie I had eaten for supper at a local restaurant.  Cream fillings, it seems, are a good breeding ground for the grippe bug.

I liked my work at AO from day one, and found my associates to be not only helpful but good company.  As it turns out, I had made a fortunate decision to join AO’s Research Department.  It is a move I have never regretted..

With just a few weeks to my upcoming wedding, where we would live became a burning issue.  Being so soon after the end of World War II, housing was scarce.  However, we had a lucky break in that one of Jan’s close friends grew up in Spencer, and her family knew of a furnished apartment which was available for the months of July and August.  That took a little of the pressure off, and we settled for the apartment.

On Friday afternoon, June 20, I left work a bit early to start the weekend of my wedding.  I remember, as I went out the North Street Gate at AO, the guard stopped me and asked where I was going.  I replied that I was off to get married.  His response, which I will never forget, was, “Why, you’re just a child!”

That Friday evening we had the wedding rehearsal at Central Congregational Church, followed by a dinner for the weeding party at Hartwell Farms, a well known restaurant just north of Waltham.   The following morning I awoke to a bright, sunny day.  As I was getting out of bed I remember my father saying to me, “This is one of the most important days of your life.”  There was no disagreement with that statement.

The wedding was held at 4:00 PM, followed by a reception in the church parlors, and then a smaller reception back at Jan’s home.   The reception in the parlors included the usual receiving line, and though it was rather long, things went smoothly.  Back at the house, Walter Burt tasted punch from one of the bowls, and went around telling people to avoid that bowl  – there was something wrong with it.  Mr. Burt had been a teetotaler all of his life, and I don’t think he had ever been exposed to spiked punch.

Jan changed into her going away outfit, the photographer did his thing, and we took off, being chauffeured by Ed Mahoney, my best man.  We were chased for a few blocks, but finally lost them and headed for the Ritz Carleton Hotel in Boston, where we spent our first night.

Since I had been with AO less than three months at the time of the wedding, I was told by Laboratory Manager, Byron Ziegler, that the company would allow me to take a week off without pay.  He added, however, that if we would settle for three days, then the company would pay me for the entire week.  Our financial situation was such that there was little choice  – I took three days off from work.

After our first night’s stay in Boston, we boarded the train for New York City.   Because of my previous experience with trying to get a hotel room in New York, I had decided to take no chances.   I made reservations at five hotels many months in advance, telling each of them that I was on my honeymoon and wanted nice accommodations.   As the time approached, I relinquished all but two of them.  Guided by the AAA Handbook, I selected the McAlpin in Herald Square, and the Biltmore near Grand Central as a second choice.   It was mid afternoon when we arrived in New Your, and we took a taxi directly to the McAlpin.  The lobby was jammed full, and it was a while before the desk clerk checked us in.  Finally, a bellboy escorted us to a room on the second floor, and when he opened the door, I couldn’t believe what I saw.  There was an old metal bed in the middle of a very small room, with a bare bulb lamp hanging from the ceiling.  The room was dirty and generally deplorable.  I looked at Jan in dismay, and she indicated that it would be ok  – she said we s\wouldn’t be spending all our time here.  I said we wouldn’t be spending any of our time her if I could help it, and asked her to wait in the room while I went down to the front desk to see what could be done.  

Before approaching the desk, I decided to check to make certain our reservation at the Biltmore was still being held.  It was.  I then went to the room clerk, and explained that our room was totally unsatisfactory, explaining, again, that we were on our honeymoon.  He said that as the best they could do  – they had nothing else.  I then said I wanted to check out at once, and would find a room elsewhere.  He told me that there were no rooms left in all of Manhattan, and that I was crazy to leave.  I told him I would take my chances.

So we left the McAlpin, took a taxi to the Biltmore, and had a beautiful room  – just as nice as the other was awful.  It was large, comfortable, nicely appointed, and probably better located than the McAlpin would have been.  There was a floor-lady stationed on each floor, just opposite the elevators, and she was both friendly and helpful.  

We made the most of our three day stay.  We went to Radio City Music Hall and, when it came time to leave, Jan announced that she had lost a shoe.  It was, of course, a continuous performance, and pitch black, so I went after an usher, who used his flashlight to locate the shoe a couple of rows down.  Jan got a cinder in her eye during a windy afternoon on Sixth Avenue, and blisters on her feet from wearing new shoes,   Our floor-lady was helpful in both instances.  On our last night in New York, we went to the Rainbow Room at the Waldorf Astoria.  It was a nice honeymoon. 
On Wednesday, we took the train back to Boston, and picked up our car in Newton.  It turned out that some wedding pranksters had thought we would be taking the car on our honeymoon, so during the wedding reception they went to the garage, took the doors off the hinges, and place a bunch of marbles inside the hub caps of our wheels.  This was a minor annoyance, and I was happy to learn how disappointed the pranksters were when they learned we wouldn’t be using the car on our honeymoon.

Our apartment in Spencer was very nice and, being furnished, was simple to move into.  It had everything we needed, and it was a good arrangement for the summer months.  I wasn’t especially fond of Spencer as a town, and Jan spent much of her time trying to find a place to live when September came.  Nothing was available.  We were shown houses out in the boondocks, without electricity or running water.  Finally, at the very last moment Jan received an offer from our mailman and his wife to move into their attic.  And so we did, but it was far from an ideal arrangement.  Alice agreed to provide us breakfast, but at a price we really couldn’t afford.  The biggest problem was that there were no windows in the window frames, and as the nights grew colder, it became obvious that we would have to get out.  Then, we got a last minute reprieve.

Harold Moulton, Assistant Director of Research at AO, had a small apartment become available in his house on South Street in Southbridge.  Again, it was furnished, but had no kitchen.  We were told if would be all right for us to set up a hot plate, but there was no place to wash dishes.  The only sink, in the bathroom, had a bowl something like six inched in diameter, and it was impossible to get anything but the silverware into the sink.  We made do by eating our evening meals at the Rendezvous Restaurant in downtown Southbridge, and by going home to Newton every weekend.

Shortly after we moved into the Moulton apartment, Jan began having morning sickness, which became increasingly severe and lasted all day.  She was pregnant.  This increased the pressure on finding a more suitable place to live.  But in the middle of everything Jan’s nausea became so severe that she was hospitalized for a week in Newton.  And while she was in the hospital we learned that her beloved summer place in Fortunes Rocks, Maine, had burned to the ground in a firestorm.  In spite of all this, she recovered sufficiently to rejoin me in our little apartment, and together we continued to look for housing.

By this time we had several real estate agents searching for us, and one of these, a Mrs. Perkins, came up with a house on Litchfield Avenue which seemed just right for us  – just right, that is, except for the price.  The owner was asking $14,500, and I was earning $2600 per year.  It couldn’t be done.  The owner then came down to $12,500.  It still couldn’t be done.  Then the owner offered to drop to $10,500, but without some of the land.   We said we would pay $10,500, but with the land.  The owner accepted.

Now the trick was to get a mortgage at the bank.  I still was over my head as far as house payments were concerned relative to my annual earnings.  But, I qualified for a GI loan, and Mr. Horsley at the Savings Bank said he felt I had a good future with AO.  He approved the loan.
Papers were passed, and we became proud owners of a new (to us) house.  The only trouble was the previous owners hadn’t yet moved out.  I took advantage of this period to learn how to operate the coal fired steam furnace.  Every night, I would go to the house and, under the guidance of the previous owner, shovel coal, empty ashes, adjust the water level, and all those good things which go with that kind of heating plant.  Then, one snowy December evening, I went over to the house to find the previous owners had moved out.  I had no key to the house, and no idea where they had gone.  Fortunately, a next door neighbor said she thought they had a place on Cedar Lake, and suggested they might have moved there.  In the middle of a blizzard, Jan and I went to Cedar Lake, and succeeded in tracking them down.  They gave me the key, and at last we took complete possession of the house.

Jan was still suffering from twenty four hour morning sickness, but she learned to manage the problem.  We went back to Newton just about every weekend and, since we had no permanent home when Jan’s pregnancy was discovered, she was under the care of a Newton doctor, Herbert Morrison.  It was a stormy winter, and there was much snow to shovel in order to get the car up the driveway.  The trip back and forth to Newton often required mounting and removing tire chains, often at the side of the highway.  But we were young, and took it all in our stride.

Susan was born on May 16, 1948,  and Jan had started her labor pains while still in Southbridge.  Even so, she paused long enough to pick some flowers from the back of our yard, before starting off for Boston.  Jan remained in the hospital for the better part of a week, and then spent another week at her parent’s home in Newton.  Jan’s mother hired a full time practical nurse to assist with the care of the baby during that week, and then arranged for her to come with us back to Southbridge for at least another week.  That was a luxury, but it really helped get us off to a good start.

Meanwhile, things at work were going well.  I had been at AO for about a year, and, among other things, had assumed responsibility for the calculation of special prescriptions.  AO had several hundred prescription laboratories located across the country.  When these laboratories received a specially complicated prescription, for they lacked the knowhow or the equipment to fabricate, such prescriptions were sent to the Special Prescription Laboratory in Southbridge.  When these problem prescriptions required special calculations, beyond the capability of Special Prescription Laboratory personnel, they were referred to the Research laboratory and to me.  Because there were often sales considerations regarding how or if the prescription would be accepted, I would meet every afternoon with Ben Greene, from Lens Sales, and we would review the ramifications of each of these unusual prescriptions.  It is amazing the amount of time and effort that went into trying to help patients with unusual visual problems.  This was certainly not a money making aspect of the business.

Most of my time at AO, during this period, was spent performing lens design computations, using a mechanical calculator, or sometimes just logarithms.  I worked not only on spectacle lens design, but also on a wide range of optical problems ranging from simple camera lenses to Schmidt corrector-plates for projection television.  I became involved in not only the design of these items but also in performing laboratory measurements.  It was enjoyable work, and provided a marvelous training ground.  The whole experience was made was made special by the fine group of people with whom I was working.

When we first arrived in Southbridge, our folks encouraged us to get active in the church.  Have both been Congregationalists in Newton, it was logical that we have our papers transferred to the Elm Street Congregational Church in Southbridge.  However, we never got deeply involved with that church, in part because we went home to Newton nearly every weekend.  Meanwhile, a new young minister arrived in town to become pastor of the Central Baptist Church.  He was Bob Crist who, together with his wife Marion, were like a breath of fresh air.  Jan and I took to the young couple immediately, and shortly after their arrival we transferred out membership to the Baptist Church.  We even went through baptism by immersion, a ceremony for which our folks drove up from Newton to witness.  Almost immediately, Bob and Marion became our closest friends.

In spite of the difficult time Jan had during her pregnancy with Sue, she felt certain she wanted another child and I went along with the idea, albeit with a bit of reluctance.  The first pregnancy had been and eight month nightmare.  Jan was sick the second time around, too, but we both had learned how to do a better job of coping.  It was also made easier by the fact that were in our own house, and relatively settled down.  Dick was born in Southbridge on August 11, 1951, and things went well.

Rather, I should say David was born.   All during Jan’s pregnancy, Mother Stillman extolled the virtues of the name, David.   She applied various forms of subtle pressure for us to name the forthcoming child ‘David’, if it should turn out to be a boy.  Frequently she would say, “I hope someday I will have a grandson named David.”  And so when the big day arrived, and the nurse asked Jan what the baby’s name would be, in her partially anaesthetized state she answered ‘David’.  We, of course, had previously agreed upon Richard, and there had never been any difference of opinion between us.  But when I arrived at the hospital to see the new arrival, I was introduced to my son ‘David’.  Needless to say, the paperwork was changed post haste.

Since Jan’s folks had provided us with help in the form of a nurse when Sue was born, they decided to do it again with Dick.  Unfortunately, the great nurse we had for Sue wasn’t available, so they had to settle for a different individual from the same agency.  Mother and Dad Stillman brought her to Southbridge on the afternoon that Jan was scheduled to come home with the baby from the hospital.  Mom Stillman had made it clear that the plan was for the ‘nurse’ to remain at our house, while we went to pick up Jan and young Dick.  I left directly from work to go to the hospital and, when I arrived, I was surprised to see not only Jan’s folks but also the ‘nurse’.   Mother Stillman was a very strong willed person, and when she made a decision it usually stuck.  But not this time  – the ‘nurse’ had overruled her, which didn’t bode well for what was to come.

The ‘nurse’ made it clear that the baby was her responsibility, and that things would work out great just as soon as we got used to her ways.  Jan’s mother wasn’t happy, Jan wasn’t happy, and I could sense impending doom as Jan’s folks took off to return to Newton.  I was right  – things went from bad to worse, and by suppertime it became obvious that the tension had grown to a point where we couldn’t make it through the night.  I called Jan’s folks, who had just arrived home, and we agreed the ‘nurse’ would have to go.  Dad Stillman suggested we meet in Worcester, and I called Bob and Marion Crist to see if they could help in the crisis.  They came right up, and Marion stayed with Jan while Bob and I hustled the ‘nurse into my car and took off to make the connection in Worcester.  The addition of a rather heavy thunderstorm added to the already eerie atmosphere, and I well remember hearing the nurse call out, as we were climbing the long hill in Charlton, that she had left her eyeglasses on the kitchen window sill.  I said we would mail them to her.

We got through the first couple of nights with the new baby by ourselves, but Mother and Dad Stillman arranged to have a longtime friend and neighbor, Mrs. Cronin, come up and assist Jan with the baby for a week or so.  Though not a ‘nurse’, Jan knew and liked her, and she worked out fine.  It turned out that a couple of months later Jan developed a breast infection, had to stop nursing Dick, and Mrs. Steinfeldt was again engaged by the Mother and Dad Stillman to give an assist.
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