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Dedication
To Vicky, my love and life-long companion, and our children Tim and Mike, but with no
obligation on their part to read even part of this memoir, and to the memory of Becky and Paul,
our departed children.

Preface

One day while having a drink on the patio of our Fort Collins Country Club, Vicky and I
were recounting our close call with a mature rhino while on a jungle walk in the lowlands of
Nepal known as the Terai. Someone sitting at a table next to us who had been listening said I
should write about this adventure. I had been thinking about writing a memoir about our
overseas experiences for a long while. So, this was the stimulus [ needed. Thus, in May
2004 I began jotting down random thoughts by possible chapters. Now, over 13 years later I
finally have completed the last chapter. It has been an interesting exercise.



MY INTERNATIONAL CAREER
Chapter 1: How it began

It all started with Miss Tillapaugh, my third grade teacher in Cedar Rapids, IA. She

stood about five feet, weighed perhaps 150 pounds, had dark bobbed hair and an engaging smile.
I especially liked her geography lessons. More than anything she captured my imagination with

her pictures of the pyramids of Egypt and the pineapple and sugarcane fields of Hawaii.
Entranced, I leaned over to the boy sitting next to me and said, “We’ll go to those places
someday.” On another occasion, I recall her telling us to look closely at the oranges, bananas
and other tropical fruit displayed at our corner grocery store and to think how long a journey it
was for them to arrive at our store. That too tweaked my imagination about wanting to visit
foreign places.

Fast forward to the family’s move to Grinnell, a town of 7,000 in central lowa, as a result
of their purchase of a small hotel comprising 40 rooms, a small dining room that they soon
closed, and little else. Because Pearl Harbor happened within a few months of the purchase,
Dad enlisted in the Navy Band at the Pre-Flight School and was stationed in lowa City come 70
miles away. Mom took over as manager of the hotel with the help of a maid who made the beds
and cleaned the rooms and a part-time handyman to aid in cleaning and stoking the furnace.
Except for my occasional help at the desk and otherwise, Mom was virtually on full-time duty 24
hours a day seven days a week. During the long evenings, [ would often sit by the radio in the
lobby and listen to the evening war news narrated by H. V. Kaltenborn and Gabriel Heater, who
often opened with “Ah yes, there’s good [or bad] news tonight” as he described Russian
resistance to the German army’s advance across Russia and subsequent retreat. [ traced out on
blank paper a crude map of Russia and periodically located the scene of the major battles. In
this way my mind lived these battles. I had time for such things at this time, for as an only child
in a new town I had lots of time to my self.

During this time I came across The Weeping Wood by Vicki Baum (1943)--a novel about
rubber production in Brazil. It cast a lasting memory about the mystery of jungle plantations and
the plight of the peasant families laboring there. The thoughts of the steaming Amazon, heavy
vegetation, wild animals, and the rustic life of the workers translated into visions of a lush and
colorful land. And the thrill of the Latin beat of songs like the E/ Manicero and Frenesi added
to my enchantment of Latin America. [ wanted to go there too. Yes, I was a romantic! I
expressed these feelings about travel and life below the border in the several short stories I wrote
for my senior creative writing class.'

' By my third year as a senior I had finally established myself in Grinnell: I was captain
of our reasonably successful football team (first in a long time) while concurrently gaining
All-State honorable mention as a guard, sat second chair trumpet in our fine 100-piece
symphonic band, had written the lead of three plays and acted in that and another one for our
highschool Creative Writing class, was working for the Railway Express, mowed greens at the
country club, pulled corn tassels during long-day sessions for two summers, made good friends
with my classmates, and dated some of the more attractive highschool girls, but I had held no
class office nor did I strive academically not even knowing where I ranked upon graduation.






By the time I was about to turn eighteen, my father had retired from the Navy and had
returned home. He encouraged me to enlist rather than being drafted by saying no one in our
family had ever been drafted. He thought that by enlisting I had a better chance at choosing the
branch of service I wanted, rather than ending up in the infantry. Based on what I had seen at
the Pre-flight school I wanted to become a Navy pilot, motivated primarily by the severe physical
training program there. So, we as a family drove to the Naval recruiting office in Des Moines
only to find out that the Pilot Program was not accepting candidates, but the Naval Crewman
program was open. Once in that I could apply for the Pilot Program should opportunities open
up there. So, I enlisted in that with the promise that I would not be called up until I had finished
high school two months later. But, within two weeks, I got the notice to report right away for
indoctrination in Chicago. (Thus, I never formally graduated from highschool, but was granted
a degree nevertheless.) From there it was boot camp at the Naval Air Technical Training Center
in Memphis followed by several weeks of training in radio-radar technology, which included
intensive exposure to Morris Code. During this time, [ applied and received word that I would
be accepted for the Naval Pilot Program once it opened up again.

But then I pulled a bone-head stunt. One afternoon, a non-com from the base dropped by
our barracks. He told those of us standing outside that he had the answers to an upcoming test.
“Would anyone of us want them?” Without thinking 1 accepted one of the sheets he passed
around. The test was routine and similar to a series we had taken before. [ had had no trouble
with these and was not anxious about the upcoming test. 1 was not in the habit of cheating on
tests, certainly not in highschool nor earlier; and, I hadn’t cheated once in the Navy. [don’t
know why I did it, but it was career changing! After finishing the test without reference to the
answers, | reached into my pocked to pull out the slip of paper with the answers on it intending to
check against what I had written. That was a mistake. Immediately, the monitor standing
behind me grabbed my wrist and said, “Give me what’s in your hand,” which I did. That led to
a Deck Court,? with the imposition of 20 hours of latrine duty and a minor blight on my record.
However, within weeks I received written notice simply saying that I had been removed form the
Pilots Program because / had had deck court!

Swallowing my disappointment and doing the latrines, I continued the training program
without further incident. The long hours of taking morris code were not difficult. Eventually, I
could copy code while my mind was wandering, not paying attention to what I was writing.

With that and the courses in radio and radar technology I ended up in the top five percent of my
group, which gave me a choice in selecting where I would receive training next. The options
were not many: either the twin-engine, land-based, multi-crew planes at Pensacola or
torpedo-dive bomber training in southern Florida. I preferred dive bombers (SB2C) because the
radio/radar man sat just behind the pilot under the single canopy. Should that not work out I
would become part of a three-man crew in torpedo bombers (TBFs/TBMs). [ was willing to run

2 The purpose of a deck court is to try enlisted personnel for minor offenses which,
however, warrant greater punishment than the Commanding Officer is empowered to impose.



the risk. But I lost, ending up receiving gunnery and flight training in torpedo bombers at
Opa-Locka in southern Florida. The strategy protecting the torpedo planes as they approached a
naval target was to depend on a simultaneous dive bomber attack aimed at distracting a ship’s
attention while the torpedo bombers made their long run just above the water.

Although there were a few accidents during training the events were not close to us, so
the crews of our five planes were not overly concerned. For my part, [ weathered the uncertainty
by not thinking much about the future. However, our group did experience one scary event
when our five planes, flying in tight V formation, nearly collided when the lead plane’s engine
failed and the other planes had to quickly change direction to avoid a mid-air collision. But I
and my crew mate didn’t know about it until we had landed. But a much bigger event happen
after we had been transferred to the Naval Air Base in Ft Lauderdale. The pilots of five torpedo
bombers undergoing a routine three to four hour flight called scout training became disoriented
over what is known as the Bermuda Triangle. They all went down at sea and were never found.
I assumed that my parents, who had only recently visited me and had returned home, would be
better off not knowing about this tragedy. So, I didn’t inform them, thinking this would be only
be local news. But, of course, this made national news . . . and is still mentioned as part of the
mystery associated with the Bermuda Triangle.

By the time our squadron finished our training program I hoped to be assigned one of the
carriers soon to be commissioned. Instead, we were disbanded. 1 was shipped out to North
Island in San Diego for a brief stay before moving to Terminal Island in San Pedro (Los Angeles
harbor) for about six months, and finally to the Naval Air Test Station in Inyokern in the Mojave
Desert for the last four months of my enlistment.

Fast forward again. With the war over and having been discharged in Los Angeles a
buddy and I decided to hitchhike home thereby saving our transportation money. In uniform and
with our duffle bags at our side, we quickly caught a ride as far as Las Vegas, then we were
stranded in the middle of the night alongside I-15 heading north. Around four in the morning a
couple picked us up in a modest two-door car. They too had left Los Angeles and were
team-driving straight through to Grand Junction, Colorado. Iremember the woman saying that
she felt sorry for us standing there in the middle of the night. Once on the road the two of us
tried to sleep while the man and woman in the front seat talked, I think to help stay awake. By
her talk and the way she drove, I felt she was inexperienced. But that didn’t keep her from
driving fast. Consequently, I thought about the possibility of an accident and, should that occur,
how I would switch off the engine if it were running so as to keep the car from catching fire from
spilled gasoline. Sure enough as day broke just south of St George, I became wide awake as the
car dropped off the right siding of the road. Approaching a culvert she over-corrected and we
shot us across the road. Trying to get back onto the pavement caused us the car to roll as she let
out a plaintive Oh! The scrape of the fenders against the pavement is a sound that haunted me for
years.

Both my companion and I remained in the back seat and were conscious throughout the
crash. My feet which were hooked under the front seat as I stretched out to sleep plus the



momentum of the roll kept me in place as we rolled ending right-side up. As I had imagined, I
did crawl into the driver’s area and switched off the engine. I hadn’t smelled gasoline, but I
didn’t want the car catching fire. Both the driver and her male companion had been thrown out
of the car. She lay unconscious on the ground some 30 feet away, her dress bunched up around
her waist. Her companion cried out, “For God’s sake someone cover her up.” He then crawled
on hands and knees over to her. By that time several cars had stopped and the occupants began
milling around the wreckage. Irecall remaining calm after the crash. Calm? Oh yes, since |
just stood and watched as others attended to the two lying on the ground. My buddy doing the
same. Eventually, the woman was taken for dead and covered with a blanket. As we waited for
an ambulance to arrive, I felt something moist on my shin. I pulled up my pant leg and saw an
inch-wide ribbon of blood flowing down my shinbone. Somewhat later, an itch on my thigh
revealed a shallow six-inches long cut. Until that time, I felt I had come through the accident
unscathed.

As we milled around the wreck waiting for an ambulance to arrive, a passerby offered my
buddy and me a ride as far as Denver. We declined the offer but a ride into St George. There, in
an second story office, a local doctor sewed up my wounds. Imitating some movie I had seen I
gripped the brass rods of a clinic bed as he cleaned out the cuts and made about twelve stitches.
Wasn’t so bad. But I can still recall the double stitch he took, going in one way then back again
and tying a knot on the side. Shortly thereafter while walking around town waiting for the
Greyhound bus heading east, both of my ankles tightened up. And by the time we boarded for
home, my buddy for Ohio and I for Iowa, both ankles had stiffened to the point I could scarcely
walk. So as to prepare my parents in Grinnell, I wired home saying that I would soon be home,
“slightly lame.” Being the optimist he was, my dad interpreted the cable as reading “returning
home slightly late.” Despite the trauma, my buddy and I thanked our lucky stars that we had
survived; I got religion having been baptized in boot camp); and pledged to God that I would
dedicate myself to helping others. Because of my romance with things foreign, I imagined it
would be working for the poor in Latin America.

Two months later, [ began my freshman year at lowa State College. Without much
discussion, if any, my mother had enrolled me there, which was fine with me. Both she and her
older brother, George, had graduated from there. On my own, I had preferred civil engineering
because I liked the idea of a profession that combined engineering and outdoor work. Towards
the end of my freshman year, I recall sitting in the Student Union with a friend and saying that |
owed something to society because life had been so good to me. Then, during my junior year two
from our boarding house returned from Venezuela with photos and stories about their job with
Creole Petroleum Corp, a subsidiary of Std Oil of NJ. Pictures showing the production fields,
company housing, and camp life convinced me that this is where I wanted to work. I
immediately wrote to Creole headquarters in New York City expressing my interest. Return mail
said the company was not hiring at the moment, but they would keep my letter on file. In
anticipation of eventually working in South America and the limited number of electives in the
civil engineering curriculum I stayed in school another quarter. That allowed me to take
Spanish and a few extra electives as well as play football another season. One evening after
practice and having eaten at Friley Hall, the men’s dorm, I happened to look across the street to a
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two-story building with a single lighted window. I thought to myself that I wanted to find work
that is so interesting that I end up working late into the night like that. Eventually, that wish
came true once I joined Stanford Research Institute and Colorado State University.

As graduation time approached I again wrote to Creole, but with the same response. 1|
also wrote some 200 letters to organizations, even the CIA, that might offer me international work
without delay, but came up short. In the fall of 1950, the economy was recovering nicely so that
opportunities from on-campus interviews were ample. I selected only those companies I felt
could offer me overseas employment. [ ended up with eight solid offers: one with Standard Oil
of Indiana, which wanted to start me off at its refinery in Whiting, Indiana; one from Caterpillar
Tractor, which promised me an oversees assignment, but only after three years training in sales;
one with Firestone Tire in Akron, but as a plant engineer, but my visit there turned me off, as did
my interview with the guy who went on and on about their retirement program (here I was looking
forward to an exciting career and this guy was talking about retirement!); and one with Stanley
Engineering in Muscatine. The latter came about as a result of Max Stanley, the founder, asked
Prof Stewart, CE Dept Head, if there was anyone not on his list that he still needed to interview.
And my name came up.

I drove my Model A to Muscatine for the interview with Lowell Titus accompanying me.

Lowell and I met for the first time in freshman football, where I at 160 pounds attempted to play
guard as I had in highschool. Lowell weighed nearly 200 pounds. I had been able to handled
those of that weight in highschool because they were either fat, slow, or both. But not now.
Once during tackling practice Lowell caught me on his shoulder, lifted me up, and slammed me to
the ground. My back was sore for a week. The following season I switched to halfback, a
position I had never played before, and made the varsity squad. Lowell and I remained friends
from that point on. We both had lived in Des Moines at the same time, entered kindergarten a
half semester apart, and were now beginning Civil Engineering classes concurrently. We even
went skiing at Winter Park with the same group. Stanley offered to hire both of us. I declined
because I didn’t want to start off working in lowa, while Lowell accepted the offer. He
eventually became Vice President of Stanley International working and traveling overseas as
much as did I. And we both graduated as Civil Engineers in December, 1950.

Eventually, I accepted employment with Robert H. Ray an oil exploration firm
headquartered in Houston because they promised me an assignment in Latin America once [ had
learned the ropes while working in the States. My first assignment was as a rod man in a
three-man crew that measured surface elevations via a bucket-like instrument that measured the
pull of gravity. My first assignment was in Ft Morgan, Colorado in the dead of winter working
fifty hours a week. With little else to do I spent many of my leisure hours during the cold winter
months reading an earlier edition of The Epic of Latin America by John A. Crow (1952,
Doubleday & Co., NY).

Then to King City, below Salinas on Hwy 101, where [ manned the instrument instead of
being a rod man. Though a small town of 2,500 it was a lively place, with fine men’s and



women’s softball teams. The women’s team as I recall was one of the best in Northern
California. In no time at all I became one of two rotating pitchers on one of the better teams. As
a pitcher with the fans shouting my name it wasn’t long before I was recognized by many in town.

Walking the streets in the small downtown, young boys would call out to me, “Hi, Bill.” The
principal of the highschool, the chief of police, the postmaster, the waitresses, and so on knew
who I was. Soon I was dating the first baseman on the women’s team, who was also the lifeguard
at the town’s swimming pool, a bit of a tomboy, and well-liked. The town, made up largely of
Swiss-Italian immigrants and Spanish-Mexicans, was agriculturally based. My work took me
into the rugged coastal range accessed by narrow dirt roads and frequented by flocks of deer.
When deer season arrived the hunters flocked to the hills. I even joined them, although it was not
in my nature to hunt. But the deer suddenly became hard to find and I never fired a shot. Some
five miles from town on one of the back roads was a rustic bar frequented by the locals. At the
bar behind the bartender was a sign that read ITYWYBMAD?, which translated to If I Tell You
Will You Buy Me a Drink? One time word circulated around town that there was to be barn
dance that weekend some ten miles from town. A good share of the town showed up. Asa
young bachelor, I could not have had a more enjoyable time. Then, by mid-summer headquarters
in Houston informed me that I was being transferred to Saudi Arabia. Latin America as I had
been promised was out. So, I quit. Joe Leyous, the local farmer who managed our softball team
and owned the filling station where we gassed up our vehicles said he would put me to work on
the night shift at the station so I could remain in town till the end of the softball season. When
that time arrived I went to San Francisco in search of work in Latin America.

I narrowly missed a position of assistant to the chief engineer for a project to build a
railroad for a bauxite operation in Jamaica. I welcomed this opportunity, but delays in the mail
between my address in lowa and my local address in California fouled the deal. Aside from this
possibility, my effort to find overseas employment south of the border was thwarted by my lack of
overseas experience. How does someone just out of college go about gaining such experience if
none are willing to give one the opportunity to work there? However, it wasn’t long before I
overcame this problem.

Because nothing of interest turned up, I accepted what I considered a temporary position
with the engineering-construction firm of Brown-Pacific-Macon. Our large bullpen of an office,
replete with drawing boards, was at the foot of Market Street where we could watch the ferries
dock and ships pass under the Oakland-Bay bridge. I began as a detailer® of the reinforced
concrete structures the company was building on Guam. This wasn’t overseas work, but the
connection to the South Pacific was there. Within a few months I became the checker of other
detailers’ work. H.D. Peoples, a middle-aged engineer who was head of this branch office, said
I could expect a raise in my next pay check. Great, I thought. I could use the money. The raise

amounted to five cents an hour! For a forty hour week, that’s two dollars But then Peoples

3 A detailer is one who converts engineering specifications to a list of materials and a

set of installation drawings to be used in construction. It’s a step above drafting that requires
construction experience—something I gained in Grinnell during my summers of employment.



once told me that money shouldn’t matter to someone young like me. If I got more money, I’d
just spend it. Better, he said, to get lots of diverse experience. Do that by taking a variety of
jobs so that I would be constantly exploring new areas of work. Occasionally Peoples and I
attended Masonic Lodge meetings together; once, he even invited me to his home for dinner with
him and his wife.

Bill Gamalero, a Guatemalan with an Italian father and Guatemalan mother, supervised
our section of about 20 detailers. Bill was an excellent yet light-hearted structural engineer who
was fond of telling self-deprecating stories about himself. One of his favorites was about the
time he was taking his girlfriend out to lunch when he became involved in a fender bender at an
intersection in downtown Guatemala City. He told his girlfriend to stay in the car while he
appraised the damage and haggled with the driver of the other car. To his chagrin the driver of
the other car was his wife. And here he was with his girlfriend sitting in the front seat of his car.
Knowing Bill it was hard to tell if the story was true or not. But then this was Latin America and
Bill could have been the reputed Latino male with a girlfriend on the side. The incident hadn’t
ruined their marriage, however, because his wife, Choli, was still with him.

I took a strong liking to Bill, not just because he was a Latino, but because he was simply a
nice, light-hearted guy. Our friendship eventually led him to introduce me to Lucy Arrivillaga, a
pretty young lady who was also Guatemalan. She had a trim figure, narrow hipped but spindly
legs, black hair, and clear, white skin suggesting her parents were of Spanish descent. No great
romance here, because I had my sights set on working in Latin America and wanted to remain
unattached. Strange that I paid so little attention to her figure mainly because she dressed to kill,
wearing blouses up to her neck often covered with a bulky sweater or a Bolero jacket. I figured
she must have had money beyond her salary as a key-punch operator. It wasn’t till we went to an
oasis-type picnic area near Stanford with a crowded swimming pool in a setting surrounded by tall
eucalyptus, with expanses of green grass and shrubbery that I saw her in a swimming suit. And
she was stacked! We didn’t try conversing in Spanish, although I had begun taking night classes
in Spanish at San Francisco State University. Idon’t think I had that much command of the
language at that time. Still, her descriptions of Guatemala’s beauty, including how Lake Tahoe
reminded her of Guatemala’s deep blue mountain lake of Aticlan. This lake, which Vicky and I
eventually were to visit is surrounded by pine-studded mountains with small Indian villages along
its shore named after the apostles.

During these months in San Francisco, about nine in all, I enrolled in night school at the
University of San Francisco to study Intermediate Spanish. Now, with summer approaching, our
instructor, a native of Spain, told us about his plans to off a summer course at the Teachers’
College in Zacatecas, Mexico. During this time as I pursued job opportunities in Latin
America, my friends would sometimes ask, “What are you running away from?” [ answered, “I
am not running away from anything! It’s just that I want to do something useful with my life and
do that overseas. “Why can’t you find something to do usefully to do in the States?” My
answer? “It’s just that the idea of working overseas excites me. And I want to go there while
I’m still young and burden free.
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So, the summer of 1952 found me driving the Ford Coupe that I had bought earlier in San
Francisco, through El Paso, Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua, and Durango. Julio Castafieda, a Cuban
acquaintance of our instructor, accompanied me. As we set out, he suggested that we confine our
discussion to Spanish so as better to prepare me for our time in Mexico. Foolishly, I declined. 1
eventually figured out why he must be going there. It was not to learn Spanish, since that was his
mother tongue. [ think this bachelor. who was pushing 40, was hoping to make some lady
friends. Our trip down the good asphalt highway in Mexico traversed high plateaus bordered by
rugged, barren mountains. We overnighted at a modest hotel in Chihuahua where a boy of
perhaps 12 offered to watch our car. Julio told him it wasn’t necessary. Nevertheless, the next
morning we found him by the side of our car saying he had guarded our car all night. So, when
we paid him some small amount, he pulled our two windshield wipers from his back pocket and
reattached them to our car. First lesson, it pays to go with the system.

On the fifth day of our trip we arrived in the picturesque mining town of Zacatecas, where
we were to spend the next six weeks studying Spanish. We spent the mornings in traditional
language classes and in the afternoons one of the resident teachers taught us local songs and
dances. About a week after arriving, a severe case of diarrhea accompanied by high fever and the
resulting aches and pains put me in bed for three days. No one had warned me to watch what I
drank, or to stay clear of salads and uncooked vegetables.

After my recovery, the parents of two of our female teachers invited a few of us for lunch
at the family’s apartment facing the city square. The father, a large, ruggedly handsome farmer
who lived in town by the main plaza had a full cup of chili jalapenas by his plate and proceeded to
finish a good portion of it during the meal. Along with the meal came Pepsi-Cola. And here is
where I learned a second lesson. Growing up I was taught to finish what was on my plate and in
my glass. Observing that mine was empty, the father asked if [ wanted more Pepsi. “No thanks,
I’ve had enough,” I responded. “Then you didn’t like it,” he said. “Oh, yes I did,” was my
response. “Then have some more.” This routine continued until I must have finished off several
bottles. The problem was that I continued to drain my glass each time he filled it up, signifying
to him that [ wanted more. The lesson: always leave something on the plate and in the glass. |
suspect he wondered at this young American who was so fond of Pepsi-Cola.

I and our group from the States had a lot to learn during the early days of our stay. For
instance, once, while walking through the streets with a few young men strumming their guitars,
Delores of our group was about to apologize for her poor Spanish. She began by saying Estoy
embarasada . . . . but she didn’t finish before they burst out laughing. In this case, the cognate
doesn’t work. To be embarrassed in Spanish means I am pregnant! Or, for my part [ wanted to
take a photo of an old man in rags sitting on the curb, but the Mexicans persuaded me not to do
so. They apparently thought it in poor taste to photograph someone like this. Or, at a local
dance where some of our group attended I didn’t understand why things got so rowdy. I saw
nothing alcoholic being served. What I didn’t know was that the Cola being served was actually
cuba libre! Before long some of the local men became aggressive towards the Filipinos who
were part of our Spanish group. Inever found out why.



During our stay, Julio fit in nicely with the locals one of whom invited the two of us to a
country club several miles from town. Once we arrived I realized that this was not a club as we
know it in the States, but a pleasantly landscaped area with a small restaurant and bar. Later,
when the waiter brought us the bill for the drinks, I offered to pay the bill, or at least part of it.
To my great surprise, my offer nearly resulted in a fight with our host. Later, Julio informed me
that I had greatly insulted his friend by refusing his hospitality. Since then I have learned to
accept gifts gracefully.

Still another lesson occurred on the day our group left Zacatecas. Most of us were
destined for Mexico City where we would sightsee for a few days before departing for home.
About mid-way through our stay in Zacatecas, I had struck up a pleasant relationship with Teresa
Contreras, one of the teachers. She was about my age, nicely rounded but not fat, modest and
sweet with just a touch of mestizo blood, perhaps 5' 2" and 115 Ibs. We communicated as best
we could, given that I was only beginning to know enough Spanish to carry on a conversation; she
knowing no English at all. Even so, we got to know each other though un-chaperoned mid-day
visits in the park just up the street from our hotel. We occasionally held hands. Thinking that
we would have one last chance to see each other before departing for Mexico City, we agreed to
meet arriba. 1thought she meant up in the park which was our usual meeting place; she meant
up in the sitting lounge on the second floor of our hotel. I waited in the park for over half an hour
before returning to the hotel. When we finally met there she was distant and reserved.  That
was where I learned to say créame (believe me). But it didn’t work. She never did believe me
when I tried to explain what happened. Not even during our occasional encounters in Mexico
City where she had accompanied some of the female members of our class. The lesson?  Just
shows how delicate the foundation of confidence can be among neophytes at cross-cultural
relations when language can be a barrier.

The trip to Mexico City was culmination of our Mexican experience where there was so
much to see. Nearly all of our class, including our instructor and his family made the trip. Even
though I was running low on cash I decide to risk it by making the trip. Ihad money in a
checking account back home, but figured it would be difficult to cash a check outside the States.
By the time I departed for home I had just enough money to pay for gas and a little food, provided
I slept in the car at night. But before I reached the border I had two flat tires that needed repair;
and ended up subsisting on bananas and tortillas before reaching Dallas. Once there two friends
from Grinnell could vouch for my check. Even though I felt starved the thought of eating the few
bananas and tortillas I had left turned my stomach. With only the two dollars I had left I entered
a small diner and ordered a single egg, toast, and coffee. That simple fare remains in my memory
as one of the most delicious meals of my life.

Back in Grinnell, I was anxious to tell my friends about my Mexican experience. To my
disappointment no one seemed interested. In fact, some hadn’t realized I had been gone the past
two years. Continuing my search for work in Latin America I wrote to Creole and others
describing my summer in Zacatecas. Still to no effect. Meanwhile I hired on as a common
laborer on a construction gang without saying anything about my Civil Engineering degree.
Willis Rayl, who had graduated from ISC about the same time as I, worked along side me. A
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romantic, he dreamed of working his way across the Atlantic on a freighter and living a simple life
in Europe doing odd jobs that would allow him to write and pursue his musical interests. After a
couple of months excavating soil for foundations, shoveling pea gravel, and hauling concrete, we
decided to head for New York City--he for a work on a ship to Europe and I for work in
Venezuela. We rode in the Ford Coupe that I had bought in San Francisco. Along the way
during our stops to eat he kept feeding quarters into the jukeboxes, listening to Sarah Vaughn
when we could, even though he was nearly out of money. As I entered the YMCA on 34" St
Rayl asked me to loan him twenty dollars since he was out of money.

The next day I visited the Creole office where I was told that my correspondence with
them was on-file. Before making me an offer, the personnel officer said that the company was
not interested in hiring anyone for just two years: they were looking for long-term employees. |
readily agreed, although I wasn’t sure I wanted to spend my whole career there. As it turned out [
didn’t, but as an option, it wouldn’t have been bad. Those who stayed with Creole long-term
ended up wealthy; and life there, as I’ll relate in the next chapter, was good. Earlier that day I
had visited Gulf Oil, headquarters for Mene Grande of Venezuela, and received a job offer from
them as well. Going to Zacatecas had been a good idea.

Rayl was also successful, but in a far different way. After we parted he worked in a
hospital until he was able to gain a position on a ship destined for Europe where he worked for
awhile. He met up with a Norwegian who was looking for someone to sail down the coast and
into the Mediterranean. After that he bummed around Europe some more, marrying an
accomplished opera singer whom he eventually divorced. Rayl was handsome, a talented
saxophonist, well-read (he introduced me to Dostoevsky), and always a dreamer. The girls loved
him.
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Chapter 2: Getting to Venezuela

Within a month I had taken a physical, received the necessary inoculations,
and bought a small wardrobe of tropical clothes. My trips to Mexico and New
York City, together with my meager construction earnings, left me short of cash.
Rather than rely on my parents, although they would gladly have bankrolled me, I
took out a short-term loan at the local bank. In November, 1952 I flew to Miami,
where the scheduled over-night delay gave me a chance to retrace some of the
places I recalled from my Navy days here: Flagler Street, my favorite restaurant
near Biscayne Bay with its royal palms, north to 19" St. which was the site of our
Navy barracks converted from a partly finished luxury hotel.. We refueled in
Kingston, Jamaica, and Aruba, and finally into Maracaibo late at night. When |
landed there, I had a footlocker with my meager possessions and a $600 debt with
the bank. As the plane taxied to the terminal, I noticed tanks bordering the
runways and army troops strategically stationed at the terminal. “So, this is what
Latin America will be like,” I thought to myself. Customs officials were thorough,
but not demanding, and I got through without difficulty. A Creole employee
holding a sign with my name on it greeted me as I walked into the main lobby of
the one-story airport terminal. We drove through softly lit residential areas until
we reached a small two-story hotel. The night was calm, the air was warm, trees
were in full bloom, and the sent of frangi pangi filled the air. This was what [ had

imagined, what I had been looking for. I was thrilled.

Maracaibo, Venezuela’s second largest city with perhaps 200,000, borders
the western side of Lake Maracaibo in western Venezuela. (By comparison

Caracas, the capital, had a population of a million; the country, a total of six



million.) Located just 10° north of the equator, the area was hot and humid; but
temperatures, moderated by winds off the Caribbean seldom exceeded 95°.  The
lake was commonly described as being 90 miles north to south, 90 kilometers east
to west and 90 feet deep. Its waters were mildly brackish due to limited intrusion
of sea water over a 20' bar freshened seasonally from streams entering the lake to
the south.

The next morning another driver arrived to take me to Creole’s Western
Regional Headquarters some two miles away. Traffic was fairly heavy.  Along
the way, venders strolled in and out of traffic selling magazines, combs, and coffee.

The latter, they offered in thermos bottles with a small spout, much like that used
in pouring shots from a liquor bottle. Eventually, when I tried the coffee, which
the vendors poured into a small paper cup, I found it hot, sweet, and stronger than
the heaviest espresso. At the several stop signs, impatient drivers with arms
hanging outside their window would bang on the side of the door since the
government had outlawed the use of horns. Rules such as the first to arrive, or if
simultaneously, the one to the right had right of way, did not apply. Whoever was
the most aggressive got through first. Otherwise, you’d remain at the intersection
with traffic lined up behind you accompanied by the din of banged car doors in
your ears. Later, while driving our own car, | learned to turn my head as though I
were unaware of competing drivers. But of course I strained my peripheral vision

so that I could stop in case my bluff was not working.

Years later while living in Maracaibo, we observed a full intersection
stalemate: four drivers each attempting to make a lefthand turn completely blocked
the path of the car in front. Cars backed behind each car whose drivers were
unwilling to give in blocked traffic for what seemed like an hour. Oh yes, the
Marachucas could be stubborn, partly because they thought it beneath their dignity
to give in.  So, they just sat in their cars banging the side of their cars. Eventually

a traffic officer cleared up the mess and got traffic moving again, while assuaging
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the drivers’ dignity. On another occasion, a male driver was ogling a young girl in
tights who was walking along the sidewalk. A woman driver watching him instead
of where she was going and rear-ended him. His lame excuse was that it was not
his fault. “She was the one with the tight pants. What could I do?”

The headquarters were situated in a pleasant residential area that comprised a
relatively large office complex, social club with swimming pool and tennis courts,
some staff housing, and large lawn studded with coconut palms and flowering
bushes. 1 was ushered into the office of Jim Barclay, Chief Engineer of the region.

He was a large man, perhaps 6'-1" and 210 pounds, who looked much like Daddy
Warbucks in the Little Orphan Anne cartoon strip. He flashed me an Eisenhower
smile and asked me to take a seat. He welcomed me to Creole and Venezuela
(many of Creole employees were long-termers, expected to end their careers here).
I later found that Jim’s friendly nature did not extend to the golf course, where as a
lousy golfer with the same disposition, he could find all sorts of reasons why his
game was not going right. But that didn’t keep him from playing a couple of times
a week. For some time now, the Western Division had been Creole’s major oil
producing area, with all of the production coming from Lake Maracaibo where the
wells were atop platforms supported by reinforced-concrete piles or caissons.
Several others in the office gathered around as the Chief wanted to know about my
experiences at the airport. Without my knowing, I had landed shortly after a
successful coup. The new president, Peres-Jimenez (P.J. for short), had gained
power during the day by means of a bloodless coup, the aftermath of an national
election that was not going his way. I could only say that I thought what I saw was
simply the way things were in Venezuela. The overthrow apparently did not seem
all that threatening to everyday Venezuelans. The deposed was considered the
zero in what was called 101, i.e., he was a nothing in the middle propped up by a

general on each side.



A Creole driver arrived for me early the second morning here. Early meant
6:30, since working hours in the camps were 6:30 to 11:30, lunch and siesta, then
1:00 to 4:00. Those who worked on the lake or in the Industrial Area worked
straight through to 2:30 and grabbed lunch as best they could. This arrangement
caused the Venezuelan laborers and craftsmen no problem, since their custom was
to take the time they needed to eat while on-the-job. We rode through the city and
down the hill to the dock, where we waited in a long line to board one of the ferries
that crossed the lake throughout the day and early evening. Lines of cars and
trucks were typically long. It was not uncommon to see dignitaries crash the line
by forming a separate line close to the loading point. I soon learned of the Latin’s
disdain for orderly waiting one’s turn, quite the opposite of the English penchant

for proper conduct. Now, a bridge spans the mouth of the lake.

Once across the lake we followed the bumpy asphalt road weaving around
melted soft spots and the washboard left by a soft road base and overweight trucks.
Mangy dogs with their skins stretched tightly across their ribs wander alongside the
road, cowering when someone approaches, almost oblivious to the threat of being
run over. Life cannot be worth much if constantly hungry. Some do not make it.
Their carcasses being stripped clean by some of the largest vultures I’ve ever seen.
The locals refer to these birds as natural garbage collectors. To the west of us,
between the road and lake, we pass occasional simple, palm-studded picnic areas.
The odor of methane drifts through the air. Off in the distance, gas is being flared
from wells and the lake reflects the sheen of oil from the nearby wells sitting on
shallow platforms in the lake. Eventually we pass through the village of Cabimas:
a scrubby little town with muddy roads, few shops of interest to expatriates, a few
wooden municipal buildings, and a square-block grassless plaza bordered by a squat

catholic church.



Slowly, we proceed on to the nearby oil camp of La Salina where I am to be
stationed. Tia Juana, another Creole camp, lies 20 miles beyond and Lagunillas, a
third Creole camp, is another 20 miles south. Beyond that is the Bachaquero camp
with only a token staff, made up primarily of production engineers and drillers.
These four locations make up the heart of Creole’s highly productive western
division. Also operating in this region is Mene Grande, the Gulf subsidiary, and
Shell (Royal Dutch Shell with headquarters in the Hague and in cooperation with
the British). 1 didn’t know it at the time, but I soon learned that Creole’s
operations in Venezuela along with the pay scale, opportunities for advancement,
and general amenities were far superior to these other two companies. In fact,
consultants from Northwestern Business School who visited the area, likened
Creole to the Air Force during WW-II, where fliers often became lieutenant
coronals at an early age. If a Creole staff member wasn't progressing up the salary
and position ladder by age 35, he was considered a failure. Truly, these oil-field
expatriates were an interesting group: venturesome men and the female teachers

who taught in the camp schools. [ was happy to be among them.

The superintendent in each of these three camps held a powerful position.
He had command over an annual budget of millions of dollars, perhaps 300
expatriate staff, and many times that number of Venezuelan professionals,
craftsmen, and laborers. He was practically the mayor of the expatriate community
and strongly influential over those Venezuelans employed by Creole. The
Superintendent of La Salina was Hugh de N Wynn. The locals called him Don
Lava Sol after the local detergent, because he made such a fuss over keeping the
camp and industrial area so clean. Part of Wynn’s interest in a clean camp was
associated with his desire to keep lost-time due to injuries to a minimum. Later,
we learned that he was a Yale or Princeton graduate, had important Washington

contacts, and carried himself like Franklin D.



Because this was the oil industry, the majority of Creole expats came from
Texas and Oklahoma. They came here to ply their trade and earn as much as they
could, while also living a comfortable life. Lacking my romanticism about Latin
American culture, language, and history, they paid little heed to the Spanish
language. They got along, but often butchered it in the process, with their limited
vocabulary and American accents. Nevertheless, they frequently substituted
Spanish for English. Even now I refer to a sudden storm as a chusbasco, a small
dry ditch as a quebrada, good deal as a pan grande, oiga for listen(!). These we
carry over because they feel comfortable. Then there’s the pst pst to get a waiter’s
attention. I can stop Vicky on a dime from fifty feet away when I do this to her.
She feigns annoyance, which I don’t take seriously. Interestingly I can do this in a

crowd and Vicky seems to be the only one who hears it.

For their part, the Venezuelans had their own version of the Spanish
language. For instance, they used pescao instead of pescado for fish once caught;
pa’lante instead of para adelante for up ahead; dale clavo means literally strike
the nail, or get going; ojo pelao instead quedate tus ojos pelados for keep your eyes
pealed; pa ya instead of para alla for over there. Or, without a sound. pursing the
lips and moving them forward, left, or right to show someone where to look. Years
later, when standing on a street corner in Sevilla, we overheard the same sort of
shortened words. We thought the speakers to be Venezuelans. To our surprise,
we were later told that the original Venezuelan settlers had come from this part of

Spain and simply had maintained the manner of speech of their homeland.

The majority of those who were successful and stayed for any length of time
eventually become millionaires several times over. Such wealth was not confined
to professionals, such as managers, engineers, and accountants. Joe Heitman, head
of “Reclamation” (otherwise known as the junk yard), had arrived in Venezuela

during the 1930s, had invested in Creole stock, and had accumulated so many



shares that the Board of Directors in New York City would call him before
proposing major changes in operations. Sounds exaggerated, maybe it is. But that
was the story circulating through the camp. But such assumed wealth had little
effect on him. I remember being in his littered office with Joe dressed in
grease-stained overalls banging away on a small steel boiler with a large sledge
hammer. Another long-term employee was Ed Foley, head of camp maintenance.
His daughter, Betty, had lived all her formative life in the Creole camps and, after
her marriage to Phil Lybrook, she remained in Venezuela. Her body had become
so accustomed to Venezuelan conditions that each time she returned to the States on
home leave, she experienced the same sort of dysentery as the rest of us do when

first going abroad.

For my part, I progressed from Engineer-in-Training to Senior Engineer
within four years; and from being in debt upon arrival in Venezuela to having
saved $30,000. By the time I left, I had saved enough to finance two years of
graduate school at Harvard, the birth of Tim, our second child, to put one-third
down on a three bedroom house in Los Altos, California, and still have money left

OVCr.

Even new arrivals felt flush with their ample salaries combined with
company accommodations provided at little or no cost, the short weekends, and few
opportunities to spend, except during annual leaves. As a result, the bachelors
especially often looked for ways to invest their surplus funds motivated by the
desire to eventually return to the States in time to take early retirement, start up
some new business, or otherwise take advantage of their wealth. One source of

income growth was investment in the stock market.

Risque Benedict, a particularly naive new arrival, was assigned to the

Corrosion Control Unit. This small unit, headed by Frank Chuck, was located in



the industrial area and staffed by six who followed the stock market closely. One
day, Risque heard them talking about how some stock had gone up two points,
which meant they had earned $500 for the day. “Wow,” thought Risque. “How
do I get in on this?” His associates told him about contacting a broker and setting
up an account. “But,” said Risque, “I don’t have that kind of money yet.” “No
problem,” was the response. “You can buy on the margin.” They went on to tell
how that was a method whereby the broker arranged for the investor to borrow
money so as to increase the size of his investment. So, time passes and Risque sets
up an account and proceeds to leverage his investment with borrowed funds.
Then, reality sets in. Risque came back to the group with the question, “What
happens if the market goes down and I’'m forced to cover the loss. You know, |
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am still rather short on funds.” “No problem,” his friends said. “You set up a
stop loss.” “What’s that?” “You decide how much of a loss you are willing to
take before you sell. If the stock goes down to that level, your broker sells your
stock and you limit your loss to that amount.” “Fine,” said Risque and he
proceeded to follow this suggestion. Now, because money was still dear to Risque,
he set the stop loss rather close to the current market level. And, sure enough, in a
few days, the market in its gyrations dropped and ticked off Risque’s stop loss and
his broker sold his stock. So, within a couple of weeks, Risque was a thousand
dollars poorer, but definitely smarter. How did I learn about Risque’s fiasco? La

Salina was a small community and stories like this got spread around.

The size of Creole’s operations was revealed one morning when, chortling to
himself, George Seeley (chief of operations) stuck his head in the doorway of the
office of Dave Pugh (Creole’s surveyor) and said, “I just placed an order for two
million dollars worth of pipe!” In another instance, Frank Chuck made a pitch to
management as to how he could save the company a million dollars within a year
through erosion control by wrapping the thousands of miles of pipe lying (and

corroding) on the lake’s bottom. Management wasn’t interest because, “we can



earn that much in a single day. Just tell us how to get oil out of the ground more

29

quickly.” Undeterred, Frank told whomever would listen that he expected to one

day be on Creole’s board of directors.

Back to my morning in Venezuela, the driver dropped me off at the main
office building, an extended two-story wooden farmed building. A burst of cold
air from the central air conditioning unit that nearly knocked me over when I
opened the door. Upstairs, I met the district’s chief engineer, who said that I
would be working as an understudy to Don Sheng, a mild-mannered civil engineer.
Don and his wife had been residents of La Salina for perhaps five years. Unlike
some of the others, Don was not a mover and shaker. Having settled into the
routine activities of everyday engineering and camp life, he turned his attention to
accumulating as much money as he could thereby shortening the time until he could
retire with a sizable nest egg. That focus led him to service the soft drink
dispensers that dotted Creole and other camps up and down the lake. [ don’t recall
any of the work Don assigned me. But I do recall accompanying him on one of his
trips to collect money from those managing the dispensers. When he checked in at
one of the worker’s homes in this regard, the wife said her husband was gone for
the afternoon, referring to him as a pdjaro bravo. Literally, a brave bird, but |

think she was referring to him as puffed up, aggressive, and leaving in a huff.

Don and his wife had nicely assimilated into the local community, which was
not difficult, since Venezuelan professionals and the expatriates (mostly those from
the USA) lived together within the camp. Don’s Spanish had become good, as
were his mannerisms, one of which was to raise one of his hands up in front of his
shoulder facing outward whenever he meant to show denial or lack of
responsibility. (A favorite saying accompanying such a physical expression, was
la culpa no es via, 1.e., it is not my fault.) Years later, when President Pérez

Jimenez fled to Miami, a photo in the local newspaper showed such positioning of
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both hands with the translated caption, “All I want to do now is live in peace and
quiet.” Why wouldn’t he? He had probably absconded millions of dollars. Back
to Don. He and his wife introduced me to Beatriz Armas, a delicate, dark-eyed
young lady with a rosebud mouth. She was staying with her brother, Dr. Armas, a
local physician, his wife, Esmeralda, and the mother-in-law. While Beatriz was
pretty, I eventually saw her in a bathing suit (chaperoned, of course), and found her
scrawny. Aside from this one instance, my exposures to Beatriz were at the camp
movies and at her home playing bingo with the family, using toothpaste tube caps
as markers. Only the doctor spoke English. So, these evenings gave me good
opportunity to improve my Spanish. Throughout, I played it cautiously because of
the stories I had hear about commitments, honor, and the like concerning young
women’s dealings with Gringo men. Not to mention the wrath of young

Venezuelan men defending the honor of the lady folk.

This arrangement caused some stir among the expatriate bachelors in camp:
not that I was dating Beatrix, but that I was in the company of her sister-in-law,
Esmeralda. Esmeralda exuded sex. Sloe-eyed, nicely filled out, and with a sweet,
suggestive smile. When thrice weekly the Dr. Armas and family (wife, Esmeralda,
Beatrix, sister, and mother-in-law) would attend the movies shown at the Club,
Esmeralda would saunter down the isle hips subtly swaying past gaping men, young
and old. Rather than being annoyed Dr. Armas seemed proud and self-assured.

After all, he was not only a medical doctor, but a military officer.

The Club was a popular spot: with families, bachelors, and school teachers.
The teachers would sign on for two years, but more often than not extended their
stay. They taught Creole staff’s children from kindergarten through the eighth
grade. Beyond that, the children of American staff would usually continue their
schooling in the States, often attending private schools. The Club was a simple

structure open on three sides to catch the breezes off the lake, with a bar and
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short-order restaurant, a dance floor where folding chairs were placed for the
aforementioned films that were shown, and a good-sized swimming pool (perhaps
100" x 30") with one and three meter boards surrounded by grass. Many of the “old
timers”, especially those who finished work at 2:30 would head there for drinks
while they played dominoes. Zulia and Meta, the local beers were good, especially
when accompanied by the savory tequerios: goat cheese wrapped in pastry dough

and deep fried.

After my short discussions at the office, one of the engineers drove me to my
quarters. These were one of perhaps twenty such buildings, all alike with four
spacious bedrooms, a central sitting room, and a small kitchenette with a sink, small
cooking stove, and refrigerator. The stove got little use from the bachelors, since
the company mess hall was just around the corner. At times, they would eat and
drink at the Club. My three room mates, Paul, Dave, and Claude, were civil
engineers who had arrived in La Salina shortly before I did. They were
“rounders.” One of their “brighter” ideas was to purchase a case of whisky
because it was cheaper than buying bottles one at a time. This occurred on a
Saturday afternoon and by Sunday evening the case was gone. A fight or two
broke out among them and the sitting room was a mess with empty whisky bottles,
splotches on the waxed concrete floor from spilled drinks, and a few broken
glasses; but no busted furniture. While I drank to some extent, even had the bed
slowly rotate on me when first lying down, I was not in their league. When not
drinking, we got along just fine. We heard that Paul eventually died of alcholism.
Dave soon transferred to Creole’s Technical Engineering Group in Maracaibo
where he became an understudy to Creole’s premier structural engineer. He
married an extroverted Venezuelan divorcee, sobered up, and became a successful
structural engineer. Claude married an attractive, level-headed school teacher who

made him tow the line.
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When lunch time arrived, I wandered over to the mess hall some 200 yards
away where I met Ed Dooley. He was seated at his customary spot surrounded by
a small group of other bachelors and female teachers who listened more than they
talked. I listened too. Ed was stocky, fair-skinned (later to suffer considerably
from skin cancer), well built, a competent engineer from Georgia Tech with its
quality engineering program, a prideful Southerner with a inborn dislike for
nonwhites, well-read, opinionated, and still bitter since his arrival in Venezuela.
The latter resulted because his wife of a few years who had left him for another
man. As a result, he could often be seen in the evenings at the Club sitting by
himself and nursing a beer. Before my stay in Venezuela was over, life had
changed for Ed. He married Mary K, one of the expatriate school teachers who
was venturesome, having left a small-town Iowa to teach in Japan, upbeat, and
supportive. They had two marriages: one in Cabimas and the other back in the
States. At that brief ceremony in Cabimas, all in Spanish, Mary K, without
knowing it, had agreed to follow Ed on his burro while she walked behind. In a
short time Mark K had succeeded in nursing Ed’s damaged spirits back to health.

Mary K was a clown in some respects in that she loved to tell stories about
herself and her family. She told us how when she was perhaps seven that she and
her cousin of about the same age were visiting her grandmother. The latter loved
to play jokes on the kids. So, one night when her cousin was to spend the night
sleeping with her grandmother, the grandmother went to bed before the others, took
out her false teeth, closed one eye but opened the other that stared vacantly into
space, opened her mouth, and held her breath. The cousin came into the bedroom
took one look at her grandmother’s apparently lifeless body and ran out of the room
yelling, “Jesus Christ, grandmother’s dead!” Mary K also talked about staying up
evenings while in college talking with some of her girl friends. They would relate
to her all of the “moves” the guys would make on them and how they had to fend
them off. Mary K said that she never had to fend off any of her boyfriends, that
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they had never been fresh with her. In disbelief, the girls asked Mary K to describe
how her boyfriends treated her. After telling them of her experiences, her friends
screamed, “That’s it, Mary K That’s it! You just don’t know a pass when it

comes your way.”

Mary K’s story about how Ed proposed to her, ranks right up there with her
other stories. It went something like this:

Ed and I had been going together for quite some time. Ed seemed
attracted to me and I to him, especially for his wide-ranging knowledge about
so many things. He was a voracious reader. One evening we were sitting
in his pickup and I was about to go into my room when he looked at me and
said, “Mary K you are not getting any younger and if you stay here for
another five years you’ll be thirty-five. By then no one will want to marry
you and I won’t be around here any more. So, why don’t we get married?”
Mary K said she was stunned by this backhanded proposal, coming “out of
the blue” as it had. After thinking it over for awhile, she came to think Ed

was right, so she accepted. How romantic!

Although Ed could have held down a technical or management job, which
would keep him comfortably in the office, he preferred working in the industrial
area or on the lake. When I first met him, he supervised the pipe-coating
operation—a difficult, and even dangerous job in the industrial area. The danger
came from the application of hot asphalt to the pipe moving through the machine.
When the machinery malfunctioned, he would make the repairs himself often
resulting in serious burns on his forearms and chest from the hot bitumen. Ed
would rail against management for not providing better equipment, but still he
stayed with the job. Nor would he ask others to do this dirty and dangerous work.
He felt that those in management would reward his steady, hard work rather than

chastise him for what he might say about them. Unfortunately for Ed, it didn’t
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work out that way. He particularly objected to the smooth-talking Frank Chuck.
Frank exemplified the bright, ambitious young engineers who saw in Creole the
opportunity to rise quickly within the organization while making lots of money.
Both were important to him because he grew up in an exceptionally poor rural

family in Iowa.

The following is typical of how Ed got himself in trouble. One evening in
the mess hall, Sam Mathis, a new arrival in his mid-forties joined our group, sat
down, and quietly listened to Ed rambling on about life in general and Creole in
particular. Ed’s thoughts about those above him in the main office were not
complimentary. He was in rare form. Not long afterwards, we learned that Sam
was to be the new Deputy Superintendent. If all went right the Deputy could expect
to become the Superintendent who, in turn, would often move to a high-ranking
position in Caracas. Ed was not embarrassed by the revelation, for he prided
himself in saying what he thought. Even so, Ed’s blunt speech could not have

helped his career. Ed eventually left La Salina to pursue other work.

My work with Don Sheng was cut short when I learned I was to go to Caracas
for an intensive, one-month course in Spanish. Although I had recently spent time
studying the language in Mexico and San Francisco before that, I wanted to get
better at it. Three of us made the trip to Caracas together. The other two were Hal
Thomas, Seeley’s record keeper, and Dave Tilson, an industrial engineer, who were
also recent arrivals. Following their lead, we stopped over for a few days in the
Dutch Antilles island of Curagao. What I remember most were the red-tiled roofs,
the official changing of the guard in front of some important building, the tourist
shops, the clear water at the rocky beach we visited, and hearing young men and
women yelling to each other in a mixture of English, Spanish, Dutch, and

Papiamento, a creole language. What we heard was something like this, “Oye
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(listen in Spanish),” (a couple of phrases in Dutch or Papiamento, then) “Hey, come

2

on.” Strange listening to such a mixture.

After we had been in Caracas for awhile, I received a call saying that
McCammon, Creole’s chief engineer, wanted to see me. Apparently, it was his
custom to meet the company’s engineers while they were attending the Spanish
course. | thought this to be simply a courtesy call, but I walked out of the meeting
feeling vulnerable. It was not that his questions to me were difficult to answer.
They were only of a general nature. The uncomfortable feeling came from how
little he said, while I talked “my head off,” and how closely he focused his attention

onme. This was a new experience for me, and one I have tried to avoid since then.

Finishing the course, we returned to La Salina. Once there I learned that I
was to be the engineer on the largest of Creole’s three floating pile drivers. Creole
claimed this one to be the world’s largest. It was a simple job. Under the
command of the pile driver captain, Slim Linger, my principal function was to count
and record the number of blows of the pile driver’s hammer within a given distance
to establish the point at which the pounding could stop. The job was what one
made of it. With the pile driver captain’s help, I found plenty to keep me busy.

For example, the captain (I didn’t call him Slim or Mr. Linger) wished to know how
much of a upward lift he could exert using the pile driver’s winch. To do this, the
crew attached a cable around one of the pilings that supported one of the well
platforms. The upward pull of the cable, depressed the barge. By measuring the
amount the barge sunk into the water, it was possible to estimate the upward pull.
Others didn’t find the challenge. Tommy Gimmell, for example, wrote in his
engineer’s log, that he “Sat on my ass all day reading a novel.” Tommy had more
than his share of self-confidence, having been a successful Golden Glove
light-middleweight boxer. He was not completely remiss in taking this job lightly.

Creole’s pile driver captains were seasoned professionals who certainly knew their
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work better than we “wet nosed” engineers. And the crew’s performed their jobs
efficiently. The presence of an engineer, plus the records he kept, lent authority to
the construction of the well platforms should their structural soundness ever be
questioned. Although my knowledge of the Spanish language was sufficient for me
to get along, my exposure to the Venezuelan crew that manned the barge brought me
into contact with another segment of the language. Without exaggeration, perhaps a
third of the words they spoke were unspeakable in polite company. I have since
found that the use of foul words in a foreign language does not carry the same force

as do similar words in one’s native language.

After a few months, I was glad to be reassigned to the La Salina industrial
area where I was responsible for designing a reinforced concrete entrance, replacing
large sections of asphalt, and other activities. The area spread out over hundreds of
acres adjacent to the lake. It contained a marine workshop that overhauled the
launches that carried the production crews to their jobs on the lake. A dry dock
facilitated the overhaul of tug boats and barges. Gantry cranes running on railroad
tracks facilitated the pouring of concrete for the 24" x 24" piles and 6' diameter
caissons. Also there were large warehouses, pile casting yard, welding and
electrical shops, and the pipe-coating operation where Dooley worked. The area
was a beehive of activity that supported the Western Division’s huge oil producing

activity.

Spending time in the industrial area gave me the opportunity to observe the
Venezuelan laborers first hand and some of the cultural differences between them
and us expatriates. For example, the local laborers and craftsmen sitting on their
haunches with their elbows resting on their knees, hands skyward, and in a circle
sharing a meal. Taking their turns, they would dip their fingers into one of a three
tiered set of containers that each carried to work. They would lift their hand, tilt

back their head, and let the contents from their dripping fingers fall into their
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mouths. [ never joined them, but the smells drifting our way were pleasant. What
got under our skin as much as anything was their waiting around until the siren blew
before sitting down to eat. Another cultural clash was the locals’ unrealized wish
that they get paid double while on vacation because they incurred more expenses
during this period. That seemed strange then, but now I have read how some
European workers receive bonus pay during vacations and at Christmas time for just

this reason.

Through my discussions with Creole workers, even some professionals, I
noted how often they talked about money implying how important it was to them.
But, then, many of the expatriates were in La Salina for the very same reason. This
side of the lake had been scantily populated before oil was discovered, so the
Venezuelans who came here had money on their mind—a strong enough draw to

make it worthwhile to leave their family and culture behind.

And I noted how frightened they became when they came down with a cold or
the gripe (a severe, but not life-threatening combination of a cold and flu) or how
they would cover their nose and mouth with a handkerchief whenever dust was in
the air, or when sitting next to someone with the sniffles. 1 kept it to myself, but
secretly ridiculed them for being so fearful. Since then, I’ve come to realize that
without good access to medical care or having poor nutrition, they rightfully worried
about their health and the possibility of sudden death. Creole did provide good
medical care for all of its workers, but those who were concerned probably came
from an area where it wasn’t. And they brought their old habits, and fears, with
them. Even though fearful, they could be lighthearted about their problems. After
a visit from Tongalele, an out-of-country Tahitian-type dancer at a bawdy tent show,
the locals began calling the gripe, the Tongalele because the got feverous while

watching her.
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Through such contacts I came to believe that life for them was generally a
happy one, even though their living conditions were modest. They had a roof over
their head, enough food to eat, and had acclimated themselves to the heat. It was

only when they became sick or they were ambitious that life was not fulfilling.

The local workers had names for each other as well as for the expatriate staff:
el gato (the cat) for a laborer who was particularly adept at climbing construction
scaffolding, e/ colorado (red) for the color of Dooley’s face, el bigote (the mustache)
for Bob Eck because of the small tuft of hair at the front of his balding pate, boca
sapa (frog mouth) for George Seeley because of his large jaw and under bite, and
camaron (shrimp) for the pink color of one of the Venezuelan softball players. The
locals would not use such names to an expatriate’s face; and I never learned what my

moniker was. Probably just as well not to know.

Because the engineering group in La Salina was relatively small, Ed and
Frank were frequently thrown into contact with each other. Their polar opposite
characteristics caused friction, but little more than that. Frank gave the impression
that he was not busy. He would wander through the engineering offices, talking
with people or glancing at magazines giving the appearance that he had little to do.
Ed, by contrast, worked hard, was serious, and not prone to talk during the working
hours. Ed thought that Frank was simply b-s’ing his way to the top. What Ed
didn’t know, was that Frank wished to give the impression that he had things under
control. But when it came time for Frank to make a presentation to upper
management, he was ready, having spent hours in preparation. This effort, he

largely kept to himself.

Occasionally, one of the engineers would encounter an accounting problem of
some sort: for example, a line item needed for the acquisition of materials not

included as a budget item, but clearly needed. Such inconsistencies, which are not
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uncommon, happen simply because it is almost impossible to get all of the details
correct at the time a project is put together. The solution, one would think, would
simply be to modify the paperwork. But, acting like guardians of company funds,
accountants often like to follow the rules. Moreover, they are more likely to be
chastised for allowing unauthorized expenditures than for helping “get the job
done.” At least that was how we engineers felt about it. One day, when such a
problem arose, one of the engineers and I went to the accounting office to make our
request for such a change. There, we encountered Jack Sunderland for the first
time. To our surprise, he patiently listened to our problem, why it had occurred,
and what we wanted done about it. He said, “Give me some time to look into this.
I think I can find a solution.” And he did. And what a surprise. Finally, we had
found someone in accounting who was on our side, not one who was simply trying

to cover his back side.

Well, Jack was more than a helper in solving our requisition problems, he was
impressive in other ways. In his mid-twenties, he came to Venezuela shortly after
graduating from UCLA with a degree in business administration.. He was tall,
emaciated-appearing, but handsome in a way, venturesome, and extremely bright.
He assimilated quickly into the local culture, learning more than enough Spanish to
just get by, made friends with the locals, and read voraciously. Unlike most of my
friends here, he was not athletic. His venturesomeness revealed itself as a result of
an unexpected encounter one evening when he, along with others in camp, went
aboard a German freighter that had docked at the industrial area’s pier. We in the
camp had only recently been favored with such arrivals because of the recent
dredging of the sand bar at the mouth of Lake Maracaibo. The ship’s canteen was
open to us, serving strong German beer, rollmops, strong cheeses, thick-crusted
bread—all items not readily available to us. There, Jack met Rosmarie, a lovely
young Swiss girl of about his age: dark eyes, bobbed dark hair, trim, a friendly,

inquisitive look, and fluent in English. She was by herself, one of perhaps two
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dozen passengers who had made the trip. Though the ship just docked overnight,
Jack was able to make enough of an impression on Rosmarie that she gave him her

Switzerland address.

Several months later, Jack took a short leave of absence and flew to Europe
where he called on Rosmarie. The family welcomed him then put him up in their
home, though they must have been weary about doing so given the brief encounter
between Jack and their daughter. Unbeknownst to Jack, Rosmarie was already
engaged! But Jack’s charm won out and by the time he left two weeks later,
Rosmarie had broken her engagement and had become engaged to Jack. Who
knows how the other engagement might have worked out. But marrying Jack lead a
to long, exciting life for the two of them. Jack once told us about walking with
Rosmarie along a street in some Swiss city in which she responded to him in the
language she was overhearing. Typical of many Swiss she knew some six
languages. After the marriage, they returned to Western Venezuela, where Jack
became the District Accountant in Maracaibo.

Camp life was good, provided one did not dwell on what one had left behind.
I soon concluded that two types of expatriates work overseas--those who find an
interest in differences, which are plenty, and those who find fault with things
different from what they grew up with. Along with finding interest in things
different, is patience with things that do not function as well as at home. In fact,
coping with overseas life takes a long patience. Along the eastern shore of Lake
Maracaibo, we had the company clubs at La Salina, Tia Juana, and Lagonillas. We
also had access to the Shell club with its English influence including occasional
cricket and soccer games replete with afternoon tea. We also had access to the
small Mene Grande club, and the up-scale Creole club in Maracaibo. Major
holidays would sometimes bring Latin dance bands from Caracas, which was
especially interesting for those of us who liked to dance. In our mist was Serge

Oliver of Creole’s Personnel office--a middle-aged Cuban with his salt and pepper
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hair who could not be beaten on the dance floor. Swimming at the ample-sized
pools at some of these clubs was a year-round activity, especially frequented by the

camps’ children.

While most of us liked being with Creole, there were drawbacks—some
serious, some not. Among the latter, adjusting to Christmas in hot, summer weather
was not easy, even though the company did what it could to make the season festive,
such as stringing Christmas lights on the oil derricks. They really didn’t look bad,
once you got used to them. Though not dwelling on it, I also missed such things as
Campbell’s tomato soup and A & W root beer floats. Bothersome, but not serious,
was being subjected to occasional road blocks by the Guardia Nacional (National
Guard). Such incidents were periodic reminders that “PJ’s” dictatorship limited our
civil rights. A story making the rounds was about a local political activist who
would check himself into the local precinct whenever some political disturbance
occurred simply because he knew if he didn’t do so, the police would soon be

around to take him into custody.

On a more serious note, should an expatriate have an auto accident involving
death or serious injury to a Venezuelan, Creole would make every effort to get to the
scene before the local police did and fly him out of the country. Otherwise, who
knew how long he would be locked up or what amount he would have to pay. Then
there was Venezuelan justice for heinous crimes. Since Venezuela did not permit
execution for murder or other serious crimes, the police would get around this
inconvenience by taking the suspect to the scene of the crime then shoot him when
he “tried to escape.” Or tragedy could come unexpectedly as when the
nine-year-old daughter of our Superintendent died on the operating table in
Maracaibo while undergoing a routine operation to remove her tonsils. The doctors

didn’t realize she was hemophiliac! In sum we enjoyed ourselves in this foreign
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environment, but we knew we were subject to greater risk and had left our rights at
the U.S. border.

Also, work conditions could be dangerous, but not necessarily for me.
Occasionally, though not frequently, an oil well would blow out emitting gas from
the well head, and catch fire. This usually resulted in several workers being burned
so badly that they soon died. Once, a student of one of the families who came back
to La Salina during vacation found work with one of the contractors and died while
working on a pipe line when the pipe fell off its support and crushed him. Driving
up and down the two-lane tarmac roads between the ferry and Lagunillas at night
could be dangerous. The road base was inadequate and much of the surface little
more than liquid asphalt that had been sprayed over a thin crushed-rock surface.
The heavy trucks that used these roads created a mean, washboard effect. At night
the asphalt “absorbed” the light and without surface markings at the road’s edge it
was not easy to see. Making matters worse trucks that broke down, and they often
did, would be left by their drivers unlighted in the middle of their lane.

This practice proved fatal for one of our engineers. Orville Heim, whom we
were to encounter years later, was riding with his buddy, George. The two of them
liked to visit the Lagunillas club where they often drank heavily. On the way back
to La Salina after one such outing, their pickup slammed into the back of one of
these parked trucks. When Orville eventually came to in the hospital, he found that
the left side of his body was pretty well smashed up. He asked Rosemary, his
attending nurse who was a novice in the Catholic order, what happened to George,
who had been driving, and would therefore have received more of the force from the
accident. Rosemary told him that George had died at the scene. By the time
Orville recovered enough to leave the hospital, they committed themselves to each

other and were soon
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married. Short of being catastrophic, but considered dangerous by today’s
standards, Creole periodically would send a truck through the camps spraying all of
the houses with DDT.

Creole camps at La Salina, Tia Juana, Lagunillas, and Creole Maracaibo had
their own fast-pitch softball league. At times we also played against all-Venezuelan
teams. We had two former professionals who played on our La Salina team:
Howard Guiot had played third base for the San Francisco Angles, before the Giants
made their shift from Brooklyn, and Don Berkley had played infield for one of the
Texas triple A teams. Catching for me was Frosty Hickey, a Matt Dillon look-alike,
who could catch a wild pitch sailing over a batter’s head without getting out of his
crouch. [ had beaten out Frank Chuck as La Salina’s pitcher. Frank had good

control, but his underhanded pitch was slow and easy to hit.

One afternoon we beat a good Venezuelan team handily. Our advantage was
that they had not faced a windmill pitcher before. As a result, the manager of the
Venezuelan team asked Frosty and me to join his team in the regional Venezuelan
championships. A crowd of Venezuelans came to the large stadium in the workers’
camp called Concordia to see the game. Things did not turn out well that night.
Even though I pitched as well as I normally did, home plate was round. That’s
baseball slang for an umpire who would not “call the corners.” 1 had a hard time
getting the umpire to call a strike unless the ball was over the center of the plate, or

at least it seemed to me.

The problem was partly my own doing. That morning around 9:00, as luck
would have it, [ was fussed at a welder in the industrial area. He was husky,
middle-aged Venezuelan with a large mustache. At the time I had responsibilities
for minor repair work in the industrial area. Though I should have operated through

my capitaz (straw boss), he wasn’t around so I had asked the welder why he was just
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sitting there. He had been given a job order to weld climbing lugs on a power pole.
He said he was waiting for his helper to start the welder’s motor. [ said in my best
Spanish something to the effect, “Good grief, do you need a helper to do something
as simple as pushing the starter button. Look at all the time you’ve wasted!” He
just glared at me, probably discounting my ignorance of not knowing that craftsmen
and professionals in Venezuela always relied on helpers to perform such menial
tasks. So, in a mild burn, I walked away feeling this to be a lost cause. Just
another example of why it was going to take a long time for Venezuela to catch up

with the modern industrial world.

Well, when I stepped on the mound to begin my warmup pitches, who did I
see behind the plate but this very same welder I had dressed down that morning.
When our eyes locked on each others, he just smiled. He let me finish warming up,
ordered the game to start, then returned me the favor I had initiated that morning.
That was the end of Frosty and my contribution to the Venezuelan softball teams.

We lost. I can’t remember by how much.

I experienced another embarrassment during the early months at La Salina,
though not public as was the one above. This also happened in the Industrial Area
when [ was giving instructions to a large, black carpenter over some task. Trying to
explain in Spanish what [ wanted him to do, I made the mistake of using the
imperfect subjunctive tense. It went something like this: “Si la situacion hubiera
sido asi, lo habriamos hecho en este manera (if the situation had been this which it
wasn’t, we would have done it in this way)-not an easy construction for me, even
today. Finally, after patiently listening to me for what seemed like a long time, this
Trinidadian said in perfect English, “What are you trying to tell me?” But, of
course! English could have been his first language. I had not been in Venezuela
long enough to suspect his nationality from the color of his skin and body size.

With these two instances behind me, I finally wised up and relied on my capitaz!
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Golf was another popular pastime. The courses were crude by most
standards. But that hardly distracted from the joy of the game and the fierceness of
the competition. When the District Engineer in La Salina first introduced me to the
engineering staff, one of those was Dave Pugh  One of the first words out of
Dave’s mouth was, “Do you play golf?”” Then, “Did you bring your clubs?” I said
yes on both counts. [ had been an enthusiastic golfer since I was eleven years old
having learned the basics from those I caddied for in Cedar Rapids. The required
age to caddy was twelve, | had only fudged my age by a year. I had played over the
years since then, but never competitively. Playing in Venezuela would give me a

chance to work on my game.

The next night, Dave persuaded me to quit work at 3:30, a half-hour early,
and ride with him along the bumpy, unpaved roads through the outskirts of Cabimas
bordered by small shacks till we arrived at a rustic course called E/ Cuji (a local
bush). It was an apt description. It was only a nine-hole course, which had been
made into an 18 hole course by adding a second set of tee boxes. The course was
set amidst peasant shacks from which Latin music wafted loudly across the fairways.
Most of the fairways had little grass, being of bare clay, sand, and tufts of scrubby
grass. Given these conditions players were allowed to move their ball a club’s
length and to place it by hand on whatever vegetation they could find. Besides,
pipelines crossed the way, electrical power were overhead, and the locals and goats
would nonchalantly cross the fairway . Should a shot hit a pipeline or wire, the
player was allowed another shot. We would wait till humans were out of the way.
Making matters worse was the presence of a nasty shrub called mala mujer (bad
woman) bordering the fairways with its prickly spines. Just brushing up against one
would leave dozens of painful needles embedded in the skin, so small that they were
difficult to see and pull out. In time, we scarcely noticed these drawbacks we were

so involved in the game.
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Custom was to stop at the small open-air, metal-roofed shack that served as a
clubhouse to have a drink between rounds. [ soon learned that drinking while
playing golf was a poor idea, but apparently not for other golfers. During the
occasional tournaments, the “Creole ladies” would transform this simple shack into a
delightful picnic sight where they would serve fried chicken, potato salad, and all the

accompaniments of home.

This and similar courses at Tia Juana and Lagunillas were the site of regular
weekend play along with occasional local tournaments. Since we worked only half
days on Saturdays golf enthusiasts among us typically would head to the course right
after lunch. Then on Sundays we would often get up even earlier than normal and
return to play another round. A highlight of the year was the annual tournament
across the lake in Maracaibo, which attracted some of the country’s top players.

One of these, Manolo Bernardes, a young Venezuela whose game was so good that
he received an invitation to play the tournament at Chicago’s Tam O’Shanter—one of
our premier tournaments of that era. An added challenge to these courses was that
all of the so-called greens were actually browns since they were made of fine sand
sprayed with liquid asphalt. Now, one would think that this was a drawback. But
it was not. The greens were so constructed that they putted like greens. Those in

Maracaibo were even contoured.

Playing golf with Mel Lord, Frank Chuck, and other golfers was where I had
learned to throw a club. Something I don’t recall ever having done before, other
than a meaningless toss after a missed shot. Mel, who was an excellent golfer about
eight years my senior could throw a club as well as anyone. Once he threw a club
into an acacia tree and it stayed there. When he told his caddy (we did use caddies
there), the caddy said, “Get it down yourself!” Mel had little other recourse than to
climb the tree to fetch the club.
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Another time, [ was the culprit. In one of the Lagunillas tournaments, |
missed a putt I thought I should have made. Aiming at a tall pall tree ninety feet on
the other side of the green I hit it dead center. The putter wrapped around the trunk.

Still having to complete the round, I sheepishly walked over, picked up the
U-shaped club and straighten it as best [ could. Then continued playing with the
crooked putter. That may have been the last time I threw a club—in Venezuela or
elsewhere. Later, in a regional tournament in Maracaibo our foursome was
following a group of Venezuelans none of whom was playing well. Finally, in
exasperation, one of them calmly took his club, bent over and placed it on the
ground, then proceeded to jump up and down like a child throwing a fit. So,

perhaps club throwing came with the territory.

Once while playing with Frank Chuck, Mel Lord, and a fourth in La Salina, a
sudden downpour interrupted our play. When the rained stopped we returned to
where we had left off. Upon reaching the green we found a pool of water over an
inch deep and extending ten feet around the pin. Mel walked up to his ball just
beyond the water’s edge as though he were going to putt. The rest of us just stood
there wondering what he was going to do. With his usual confidence Mel kneeled
down to eye the line of his putt, took aim, and stroked the putt firmly. The ball first
skipped over the water right on line, slowed down about six inches from the hole,
then gradually settled into the cup. Calmly, as though this were an everyday event,
Mel waded through the water and retrieved his ball. Never, in all my years of golf

have I seen such a shot.

After one of the tournaments in Lagunillas, I was riding in a pickup with one
of the old timers from La Salina. We were taking one of the back roads to avoid the
likelihood of being stopped for speeding. But before long, out from the bushes

lining the bumpy, tarmac road came a policeman astride his bicycle, rifle in hand.
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My companion instinctively stepped on the gas, never even thinking about stopping.
We soon outdistanced the policeman and got home without further incidence. The
official had no means of communicating with his local station; and we doubted he
was able to identify the license plate, even though he probably knew ours was a
Creole vehicle. Not all such incidents turn out so favorably. Vicky learned of one
lady from our camp who was shot in the behind in the same sort of encounter. The
wound was not serious so she took pleasure in saying, “I have gold in my teeth,

silver in my hair, and lead in my ass.”

I also spent time at the Club’s swimming pool. For a couple of months or so
I would meet with about a dozen youngsters aged eight to twelve to teach the
beginners to get their face under water and to teach the more advanced ones the
crawl, back stroke, breast stroke, and butterfly. I am not a particularly good
swimmer, but the strokes I taught were the ones I had learned in Navy boot camp.
One evening while by myself, I swam 52 laps of the pool relying on a modified
crawl that used a scissor kick rather than a flutter kick. After I told my group of
youngsters about this accomplishment, mainly to convey how one could use what I
had been teaching them to swim a long distance, Alva Muglia, a healthy
nine-year-old, subsequently stayed late one afternoon to swim 53 laps. The keen
interest of my “students” soon led a small group of us to plan a weekend swimfest
that included a whole slate of swimming and diving competitions. The pool was
decked out in bunting and we had coaches, referees, parents, snacks, and prizes—the
whole lot. We even got the burly George Seely to race with the slimmer Dave
Pugh. The reason for scheduling such a race was the continued competitive banter
between these two guys, which often seemed angry but was really light hearted.
The event turned out to be a great success watched by over a hundred parents and

others.
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By mid-September I had settled nicely into camp life: enjoying my work,
playing softball and golf, teaching kids to swim, dancing with some of the school
teachers during Club dances, occasionally attending church on Sundays, and reading
in my spare time. Kon Tiki was one of my favorites, and [ was about to begin
reading The Rise and Fall of the Roman Empire. But then [ met Vicky and my life
took a drastic turn. This happened at a Club dance as a reception for La Salina’s
newly arrived teachers. Vicky’s aunt, Carrie Lynn, was making the rounds
introducing her to those at this social event. The idea was simply to let people
know that Vicky would be staying with her and Uncle Bill implying, but not saying,
that she might be interested in dating during her stay. Carrie, who was about 35,
was tall, slender yet muscular, nicely tanned, and had abnormally large hands for a
woman, Word made the rounds that she had once broken a guy’s jaw when he made
unwanted advances on her. She was the ladies’ champion golfer at £/ Cuji. 1
occasionally played golf with her and Ed Dooley. Her uncle Bill was short, sturdy,
with a modest corporation, and about 50. He appeared brusk, but in fact was a
calm, friendly guy. Vicky fondly called him Uncle Bulgy. = When Carrie got to
me [ was standing at the bar having a beer. She introduced Vicky to me as one of
the eligible bachelors in camp.

Vicky had large blue eyes that looked right at you, brown hair with a loose
curl that used to be blond when she was a teenager, yet dark brown eyebrows,
nicely tanned skin, a relaxed, vivacious, and exciting smile that conveyed an
eagerness to meet new people. She was perhaps 5' 7" and 125 pounds with a trim
athletic figure (broad shoulders with the strong back of the excellent swimmer,

which she was, narrow waist, and nicely shaped legs.

After this short introduction I happened to notice her on the dance floor. She
had a fluid, exciting way of dancing that was different from anything I had seen
before—a sort of alternating up and down movement of her hips. (Later, she told me

it was the New York lindy.) I thought to myself, “Wow, there’s someone I would
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like to dance with. I had learned to jitterbug in the Navy and improved while in
college. Most of the steps I had seen were more of a swivelling of hips while
keeping time with the feet. By way of contrast, the Latins tend to do more with the

upper torso, including forward and backward movement of the chest and shoulders.

Vicky had recently arrived from Long Island and was planning on staying for
a few months. She had saved up her money as a legal secretary in Hempstead,
Long Island, boarded a cruise ship in New York City and sailed to the Venezuelan
port of La Guaira. There, Carrie and Bill picked her up and drove the short distance
up the mountains into Caracas. While there Bill and Carrie took her to see some of
the popular sights, such as the luxurious Tamanaco Hotel, the Valle Arriba Golf
Course!, and the popular nightclub called Mi Vaca y Yo (My cow and I) where her
uncle teased her into trying escargot for the first time. Then they drove to La
Salina. In her innocence she had written to her aunt and uncle that they didn’t need
to meet her at the ship. She would simply take a bus to La Salina. They just
laughed then ignored Vicky’s suggestion. Later, Vicky told me that she had stayed
up all night to watch their ship pull into the La Guira harbor. Interesting.

My first impression of Vicky left me somewhat confused. She had the
composure and appearance of one who might be thirty or twenty. Later, I learned
that she was twenty-three. The composure came from having traveled to Austria to
visit her brother and his family, having dated West Point cadets, and having worked
in a law office and in public relations at Hofstra College. She came to visit her
Uncle Bill and Aunt Carrie prepared to have a good time. She had wanted to visit

them sooner, but her parents said she needed to wait until she was older, that “life in

! T once played the course and was so worried about one of the holes where the landing
area for the drive was a narrow area falling off on both sides, because I was not the most accurate
driver. But, playing the hole, my drive was dead center. But my next shot, a short iron that |
hadn’t worried about, went over the green and out of bounds, a shot I hadn’t worried about.
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the camps was too wild for a young girl.”  After she had reached legal age, she
saved money from her modest salary and was no longer restrained by her parents. [

thought the statement about our wild camp life was grossly overblown.

Eventually, I was told, that Vicky had noticed me pitching at one of our
afternoon softball games. Annie Campbell, a long-time friend of Vicky’s aunt and
uncle, was sitting next to Vicky and said, “There’s a new bachelor in camp.
wonder what he’s like.” Vicky confidently replied, “I’ll find out.” But I took the
first step by going to the Club one lunch break on the outside chance that she might
be at the pool. (When I danced with her the first time, she told me she liked to
swim.) Sure enough, she was there reading one of Mickey Splane’s raunchy
novels. I reminded her that we had met at the dance a few days ago. She smiled
and said, “Yes, I remember.” I couldn’t stay long, but before I left she invited me
over some evening to listen to some records she had brought from the States.

Merlin Rouge was one of them.

For our first date, we hopped into the Chevy pickup the company had
assigned to me and drove into Cabimas to see a movie. (Creole routinely assigned
such vehicles to its professional staff. We were free to use them as we wished, but
with discretion.) After the movie [ was showing Vicky what little I knew about the
town, when a cop pulled me over. He said the pickup lacked a tail light. During
the affair with the cop, I whispered to Vicky not to become alarmed, that I could
handle the situation. She gave me a reassuring smile then sat back to see what
would happen. [ handed the cop 15 bolivars (equivalent of USS$ 5) and he let us
drive on. [ told her that this is how traffic matters such as this were handled.

While not strictly legal, this practice was commonly accepted. We rationalized that
such bribes were a way for the local police to earn a halfway descent living, since
their official pay was so low. The problem became particularly bothersome at

Christmas time when cops needed extra money for presents. We got back to camp,
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only five miles away, without further difficulty. I had learned that Vicky was not
easily rattled. The next day I took the truck to the shop to have the tail light fixed.

A few days later Vicky asked me if I wanted to go fishing with her off one of
the piers in the industrial area. It turned out that there were a group of us, including
her aunt and uncle and their friends. The pier stood some twenty feet above the
water so that the technique was to either cast with a rod and reel or simple drop a
line into the water. Fishing was another popular pastime for oil field workers,
especially those living on the lake’s eastern shore. The catch were frequently
corvina, robalo, palmeto, and catfish. The first two are sea bass of good size, as
were the catfish. The palmeto is a smaller fish with a silvery skinned body that
tapered sharply to an angular tail. Once hooked it puts up a terrific fight usually
coming several feet out the water. After we had divided up the fishing gear, baited
the hooks, and cast them into the water, I sidled close to Vicky to continue some of
the topics we had discussed during our last date. All I got was a few mumbled
replies as she focused on the water with the line between her fingers waiting for a
bite. After awhile, I moved to another spot on the pier thinking that perhaps I had
offended her in some way. Wasn’t the case. As I learned later, Vicky loved to fish
and had a strong power of concentration. When she fished, she fished. Having
grown up on Long Island and being exposed to the water early on. She simply
loved the water in all its aspects. She told me that her aunt, Aldona, played with her
in Long Island Sound when she was only a year old. Vicky would dig for clams
with her father and younger brother, Bobby, in the Sound’s inlets. A few weeks
later, we drove up north of the ferry landing where we rented a dugout, polled by a
young Venezuelan where we fished for perch among the mangroves. By then I had

gotten to know her better so that her focused silences no longer bothered me.

At other times, on Sundays a group of us would rise around 5:00, go down to

the pier, rent one of the Company’s launches, and spend several hours fishing out
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on the lake. The launch captain tied up at to one of the well platforms, where fish
were known to congregate among the supporting piles.  The biggest fish I ever
almost caught could have been a catfish. When I felt a heavy tug on my line I set
the hook and started to reel in. Then, the fish took my line back out and before I
knew it, the line had wound round one of the piles. I tend not to drink when
engaged in fishing, golf, or the like. Not so with one of those on board. He
shouted, “I’1l get the line straightened out” and dove overboard. To end this sad,
short story, he pulled so hard that he snapped the line. So, I never did know what |
had hooked. These outings usually ended around 11:00 when we would head back
to camp and cook the fish. Because many in the oil business came from the
Southwest, we had hush puppies along with the fish. That and cold beer made a
lovely meal. When finished we would return to our air conditioned rooms for a
long overdue siesta. Then, after the sun had gone down, we would head for the
Club to watch some movie, usually preceded by a news reel showing P. J. cutting

ribbons on recently dedicated public works projects.

To get out of the heat once or twice a year we would drive south around the
lake and up into the Andes for a couple of nights. There, we found chalets, with
good French or German food, cozy bars, ample flower gardens, and cool, fresh air
that made us think we were in the Swiss Alps. These modest “mom-and-pop”’spots
run by European immigrants were like a low-cost “European” vacation. What a
life! I can remember more than once while out on the lake thinking how lucky I

was to find a job like this. But, I’'m getting ahead of myself.

Another touch of Europe was the Italian influence. Italian immigrants who
came after World Wars I and II often became small-time operators of restaurants,
repair shops, and small hotels. Some turned to construction = The Italian men were
excellent colonialists in that they worked hard, married Venezuelan women, and

lived among the locals. They contrasted with Americans and the English, who
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invariably planned on returning to their homeland once they had accumulated

enough money to retire in comfort or begin another line of work.

Soon, Vicky joined Ed, Carrie, and me on the golf course. After walking
with us a few rounds she finally declared, “If 'm going to walk around with you, I
might as well swing at a ball.” She quickly picked up the game, which was not a
surprise. because she was athletic. For example, although she didn’t spend much
time at it, she bowled well over 200 at the Mene Grande Club, which earned her the
weekly prize for highest score. Her Uncle Bill didn’t appreciate her score, for his
score was the highest up to that point. In time Vicky beat out her aunt as Club
golfing champ, which Carrie didn’t much like either for she was extremely
competitive. Months later, [ would tell friends that I proposed to Vicky because her
golf game was so promising I feared that if she met someone who was not a golfer

she might not continue playing.

But Vicky was not always the easiest for me to teach, even though she was a
good listener and a mimic.  Her self-confidence soon caused minor friction
between us. One time just two yards off the ninth green, she pulled out a wedge. 1
told her that was not the club to use. What one wants in chipping to the green is the
lowest lofted club that allows one to reach the front of the green and let the ball roll.
“No. I’'m going to use the highest lofted club because that goes the shortest
distance and that’s the kind of shot I have.” Due to my infatuation with her, [
didn’t argue. “Just go ahead,” [ said. Confident in her decision, she took careful
aim, brought the club back far more than I would have felt comfortable doing, and
proceeded to knock the ball 18" from the cup. “See!” she said. Now she knows
better, having won her share of golf tournaments. But it took awhile for her to

come to her senses.
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While on home leave and after only 18 months of play, I persuaded Vicky to
enter the Pro-Am in St Petersburg, Florida saying it would be good experience.
Playing the tournament were Babe Didrikson, Patty Berg, Faye Crocker, and other
outstanding women golfers. Up to this point Vicky had not engaged competitively
in sports, even though she was good enough swimmer to have done so.  As
tournament day drew near, Vicky’s misgivings about having entered any tournament
with such little experience began to gnaw on her. The night before found her
restless with the typically loose bowels that come with dread of what’s to come. 1
comforted her as much as I could, saying all of this is just normal. “Try to get used
toit.” Trying to reassure her I said I would caddy for her. Tournament day when
approaching the first tee, she heard the announcer say, “And on the first tee we have
Vicky Shaner from Venezuela,” She about lost it right then and there. Trembling
she shook hands with the two middle-aged amateur ladies in her group. Taking a
deep breath she addressed the ball and proceeded to dribble the ball about 50 yards
down the fairway. She eventually calmed down and began to play better. The
other two ladies, who were in their fifties and veteran golfers, were sympathetic.
But they must have wondered why Vicky had signed up to play. I did all T could
to persuade her to play the second day, which she did. But her nerve-induced
diarrhea continued. Finally, after the second round I acknowledged my mistake
and agreed that she should withdraw. This decision left us free to follow the pros
over the next two days, observe their play and dream about the time we would both
be more competitive. Our favorite among the ladies, beyond the Babe, was Fay
Crocker. Among the men, we liked the way Julius Boros played, especially his

irons with his short, powerful strokes.

Back in La Salina, before all this, I did not monopolize Vicky’s time. Her
Aunt Carrie had succeeded in introducing Vicky to many of the Camp’s eligible
bachelors letting Vicky take it from there. She dated widely and often. Most were

in their twenties: tall, short, modest, and aggressive. One of her dates was Bobby
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Pollack who had come to Venezuela to make as much money as he could in the
shortest time possible. One could almost see dollar signs in his eyes. Another date
was Mel Lord, handsome 35-year old with touches of silver around his temples.
Talkative to the extreme, I have seen him entering a room expounding on some
subject without even knowing who was inside. Even so he was one of the more
popular bachelors, partly because of his cheerful demeanor and self-confidence.
Qualifying as aggressive was Ernie Keeley with a self-admitted reputation for being
arogue. Uncle Bill was one of Ernie’s friends wondered about Vicky going out
with someone like this, someone who often boasted of his conquests with women.
Not only that, but he was built like an ox, with muscles that sloped down from his
neck to the top of his shoulders. But, Aunt Carrie, simply said, “Vicky’s a big girl.
She can take care of her self.” Later, Vicky told me that on their first and only date,
Ernie propositioned her saying that the only reason for going out with women was
for sex. She said, “Not with me.” He replied, “What are you saving it for.” She
replied, “Not for you.” That eliminated Ernie as a suitor. There were others that
she did not date. Jack Sunderland was one of them. Another, was a handsome,
young six-foot Irishman with dark hair and lively blue eyes. Pleasant fellow. I
was sure that if Vicky were to meet him, my chances would be over. She maintains

to this day that she doesn’t know whom I am talking about.

Two others that did not come into play were Rory something and Eddie Fiella.
Rory, who came from Southern California, admitted this was not his real name, but
said he liked the sound of it. Would look good in lights on a marque. He seemed
out of place with his Hollywood clothes and flowing blond hair. We never quite
figured out his background, which he kept to himself. He worked in the warehouse,
so who knows what his training or education was. But a character he was. His
professed aim was to stay with Creole only long enough to enough money to buy a

“Cady” ;and expensive clothes so that he could impress the ladies. As a West-coast
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trend setter, he coined his own phrases. For instance, when he wanted to leave he

would say “Let’s bunch out of here.”

As for Eddie, he was a good-looking Italian and strongly built whom we
quickly nicknamed Jack Armstrong. He arrived in camp during the hot summer
months. The first Sunday afternoon after his arrival he trotted out to the softball
diamond next to the mess hall glove in hand hoping to join in a baseball or softball
game. While we sometimes played softball during the day, the majority of our
games were in the evening when it was cooler. He looked around, saw nothing
going on, then remarked to someone passing by, “Why aren’t people doing
something? Why are they just staying inside.” He remained his naive self all the
while I knew him. Later, I was told that he married one of the local beauties who
worked in the accounting office. She had a Shirley Temple face and wore clothes
bursting at the seams. She looked sixteen, But had to be older to be employed by
Creole. The locals called BBB for bust, belly, and behind.

Carrie and Bill lived in one of the nicer types of houses in the part of La
Salina called Hollywood. (Single-story houses built conventionally on the ground
made up the newer part of the camp called Las Cupulas.) Having lived in the camp
since the thirties Vicky’s Uncle Bill had priority rights among the different types of
homes. These houses were nicely appointed with two or three bedroom, two baths;
a large, combined living and dining room, kitchen, and a storage area. All this
rested on ten-feet high, concrete columns that were set in oil pots to keep out ants
and other crawling creatures. The open area below served as maid’s quarters,
storage, and patio-lounge. Being off the ground like this, the prevailing winds off
Lake Maracaibo, when they were cool, made the patio a pleasant place to
congregate. Regardless of how the winds blew, most “old timers” had installed

air-conditioning units in their bedrooms.
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It was in this setting under the house that I spent many happy hours with
Vicky once we began going steady. Particularly memorable were the crab feasts
Uncle Bill would put on for his and Carrie’s friends. Bill had an arrangement with
one of the fishermen near the ferry terminal to supply him on short notice with
blue-shell crabs. Once as Bill told it he rejected a few of the crabs because they
were lifeless. His supplier’s response was, “They’re not dead, just passed out.”
Didn’t work. With Bill supplying the “main course” Carrie or their maid would fix

appetizers and side dishes. Cold beer was the preferred drink

As Vicky and I were together more and more, we would spend time on the
glider swing below the house talking late into the night, sometimes till two in the
morning. We talked about all sorts of things—she about her pleasant family life, her
mother who liked to read, her father who was an accountant at a bonded-warehouse
in New York City, her older brother who was a West Point graduate, her younger
brother who had a cleft pallet, her aunt Aldona, and Joe her favorite cousin who also
went to West Point.  In passing she said she was sometimes invited by a cadet for
one of their balls. But we left these events largely unexplored. She said she had
no one waiting for her back home, only her job as a legal secretary. She said she
had not gone to college because her father thought that wasn’t necessary for
secretarial work. Even so, she said she had toyed with the idea. Having to be at
work by 6:30 six days a week, I soon began to wear out. Something had to give,
either give up this routine or propose marriage. It wasn’t long before I chose the
latter. Vicky has always been a good sleeper, she might stay in bed till noon. So,
she could handle our late nights together.

It happened one late night as we were standing on the steps of her Uncle’s
house just before she was to go inside for the night. Without forethought, I
whispered, “Someday we’re going to get married.” I don’t know what got into me,

perhaps the lack of sleep or a feeling of competition from her other dates. To my
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great surprise, she just said, “When?” “Oh, perhaps in the spring when I’'m due for
home leave,” I responded. “Too long,” she said. We finally chose the day after
Christmas, the soonest time I would qualify for time off from work. Wow! Just
like that, I was to be married. And so soon! I had never done something so
precipitously in my life. Having accepted my off-hand proposal, Vicky felt that all
sorts of things could go wrong were we to wait six or more months. She said that I
would be surrounded by young things while she would be on the shelf back in
Hempstead. She hadn’t been raised in the New York area without learning
something. For my part, | had shied away from marriage up until now because |
wanted to work overseas and felt having a wife would restrict my options. Now
that [ working in Venezuela, and enjoying it, I had no reason to stay single. Vicky
was the one for me. Amidst all the excitement I had told her that I would
eventually leave Creole, probably to return to graduate school, wanted a career that
would take us overseas a lot, and that I couldn’t promise her wealth, only an exciting

life. “Fine,” she said.

Returning to the States after being in Venezuela only for twelve months was
not out of the question. Creole policy was to authorize what it called a short leave
of two weeks after the first year then every other year after that. Employees paid
their own travel costs. In between these years, employees received a full month of
home leave. The month of leave time did not begin until the employee reached the
States and ended when the employee left the States. Creole paid these travel
expenses. Since the company did not require us to fly, most of us chose a freighter
or a cruise ship. By opting to go this way, we added another ten days to our leave

and incurred no expense due to the extra cost of sea fare over plane fare.

Though we felt engaged, Vicky and I remained shy about each others’
feelings. So, when I suggested that it might not really be necessary for us to seal

our engagement with a ring, she demurred. But, as we continued to spend long
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evenings together the subject would surface occasionally. Finally, she said,
“Perhaps, an engagement ring might be nice.” By then I was willing to do just
about anything she asked. So, one evening after work I knocked on the door of
another bachelor near where I lived. When Tony Kristeki came to the door I told
him I wanted to look at his collection of diamond rings. Just as Don Shang, Tony,
who worked in the warehouse, earned money on the side by selling jewelry. [
picked out a diamond ring of some fraction of a carat that cost $350--a precious
amount for me given my meager savings. Recall, when I arrived in Venezuela, |
was in debt. Rather than tell Vicky about the purchase or let her pick out the ring, I
paid for it straight away and kept it in my room. Then, I waited for a suitable
opportunity to give it to her. Juvenile as it might seem, I waited until the weekend
when Vicky and I were to attend a party thrown by the Buzneys, a party with drinks
and pasa palos (hors d’oeuvre) attended by some seventy-five of the La Salina “ins.”
I conspired with Loretta Buzney, who might have been close to my mother’s age, to
place the engagement ring inside a shell along with the other pasa palos.  Midway
through the evening she brought out the tray, which she offered to Vicky. But
Vicky declined! Where upon, Loretta said, “I think it would be in your interest to
try one.”and pointed to the shell with the hidden ring. Vicky did so, let out an
excited cry, and gave me a big hug—all in the midst of those surrounding us. Up

until this time our engagement was not widely known. Now our secret was out.

Once formally engaged, the days flew by. Soon, Vicky was to return home
and prepare for our wedding on the day after Christmas. All this had happened so
suddenly that I hadn’t had time to prepare my folks for the event. Earlier, I had
planned on meeting them in Guadalajara during my short leave. So, I drew a line
across the letter [ had begun before meeting Vicky saying, “Change of plans.

How about coming to Hempstead for my wedding?” This landed on them as quite a
shock for I had not taken the time to even write about Vicky. With our time

together and working all day, I had time for little else. Being their only child, made
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matters worse. Still, they graciously acknowledged my decision and made their
travel plans. The idea about meeting me in Guadalajara resulted from a visit [ made
there with Julio Castafieda, Lorraine, and two other from our Spanish group in
Zacatecas. During our brief stay in Guadalajara, Lorraine introduced us to a friend
of hers who had attended Stanford. The friend and I soon found things of mutual
interest. So, as we parted company, she gave me her address. And, subsequently
we traded letters. Based on these I thought it would be interesting to get more

acquainted with her, and Mexico.

Vicky was to fly out of the Maracaibo airport early one morning around the
first of November. The night before her flight, Vicky and I left La Salina in the
Chevy pickup assigned to me, took the ferry over to Maracaibo, and checked into the
Hotel del Lago. My memory is blurry, but Vicky tells me we had adjoining rooms.
I do remember that we spent the night apart not wanting to spoil the sanctity of the
moments that lie ahead for us. The next morning after she had left, I recall clearly
driving down the embankment to where the ferries dock. It was such a lovely
morning: clear, warm, and flower scented with all the world looking wonderful, yet

sad for the pending loneliness over the weeks we were to be apart.

On her way back home Vicky stopped off in Panama City to visit her cousin,
Joe, and his wife Jeannie. Joe had graduated from West Point and was currently on
assignment in Panama. Vicky had known Jeannie before her marriage with Joe.
So the stopover gave Vicky a chance to see the two and to explore parts of Panama.
One day while in Panama City Vicky and Jeannie wanted to mail a letter. Not
knowing the way, Vicky began practicing in Spanish the question she would use.
They found a passerby and asked directions. She got the question out, but was
overwhelmed by the response which came out in a rapid staccato that shocked her.
No way could Vicky or Jeannie understand the answer. The person they stopped,

hearing the reasonably well constructed question, naturally assumed these two young
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ladies knew the language. Vicky had taken a semester of Spanish while working
for Hofstra College near her home in Hempstead in anticipation of her trip to

Venezuela.

This result, when Vicky told me about it later, reinforced my conclusion that it
is easier to speak a language than to understand a native speaker. Why? Because
one knows what one wants to say and has time to practice the words in one’s mind,
whereas one cannot know beforehand what the speaker is about to say and in what
form. Over the years to come I found in my travels that those I encounter who are
used to dealing with foreigners will speak slowly, enunciate carefully, and avoid
using slang whereas those not often exposed to foreigners will not be so careful, thus

making it far more difficult to understand.

The days slowly passed until it eventually became time for me to return to the
States. Vicky and her father met me at Idlewild Airport (now J. F. Kennedy
International). I hadn’t thought much about it, but while waiting Vicky silently
wondered if [ would really show up. We got married in the Catholic church, Vicky
having been raised as a Catholic that included attending a parochial grammar school.

Although protestant, I was more interested in establishing a religious family
environment than preferring one form of Christianity over another. Father Gutier, a
Franciscan priest in Maracaibo had counseled us about our plans for a Catholic
marriage. Vicky would maintain her faith and I mine, while I agreed to raise our
children as Catholics. I did not find this difficult, since I believed that she would

have more influence over our children than I.

The wedding took place in a school auditorium because the Lynn’s regular
church was being rebuilt. Lots of Vicky’s family and friends showed up. My dad
and mom were there. So were La Verne Stewart, my best man, and his wife,

Shirley, and Victor somebody and his wife. 1 had kept in touch with the Stewarts,
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since graduation. We had lived in the same rooming house at lowa State College
for several quarters. Jim Bean, my football buddy, would have been my logical
choice because we had done so many things together. But I had temporarily lost
touch with him and hadn’t had enough time to search for him. Victor was a friend

of my parents since show-biz time in New York.

Ours was the priest’s first marriage ceremony. In recognition of this
first-time, he said, “Let me congratulate this newly married couple by addressing
them by their new name, Mr. and Mrs. Lynn. “Wow,” I exclaimed, “I didn’t realize
the Catholic religion was that strong. Those who heard laughed. He with slightly
redden face acknowledged his mistake. A nice dinner-dance in a local restaurant
followed. Vicky said her family had invited only fifty of her relatives, her dad had
wanted to invite a hundred. She also said that it was a typical Lithuanian affair: a
bottle of whisky in front of every other pair of guests, a band that played lots of
polkas, guests pinning five, ten, twenty-dollar bills onto her dress as we danced.

My mouth ached from having to smile so much before the cameras. 1 think it was
Vicky’s Uncle Joe Wasiak (Aldona’s husband) who told me in the greeting line,
“Treat her right. She deserves it.”  After the wedding someone drove us into New
York City where we stayed at the St. Moritz right on Central Park. The next
morning we flew to Mont Tremblant, Montreal for a week-long honeymoon of

skiing, good food, fireside programs, and pleasant surroundings.

We returned directly to Venezuela landing at the Maracaibo airport. We
overnighted at the del Lago, a lovely place by comparison with some of the other
places in the city. It was there that I heard the Latin beat, cha cha cha, for the first
time. [ thought it was unique to Maracaibo, not realizing that this new rhythm was
popular world-wide. One evening our head waiter, who could have been French,

hovered over us, as was his custom, and asked us, “Would you like a little goose?”’
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We did keep a straight face, but not easily. Perhaps he was not as fluent in English
as we had thought.

At other times while staying at the del Lago over night or simply there for an
evening out, we would hear about reporters from the States who were down to cover
Red Adair, the world-famous oil-field fire fighter, concerning an oil field blowout.
We heard accounts about how some of the reporters would write about Lake
Maracaibo’s “flaming waters” having gained the information safely from their bar
stools in the hotel. Blowouts, which often erupted in flames, were costly and
dangerous so that Adair deserved his worldwide acclaim. Hollywood eventually
produce a film about Adair’s adventures on the lake but we never saw it. One
sleepy Sunday afternoon Vicky and I were in the hotel’s spacious lounge adjoining
the bar. We spied a small group surrounding the piano, became curious, and joined
the group. Who was there at the piano playing alone, but Pedro Vargas, the famous
Mexican singer of the 1940s. What a thrill!

Housing in the camp was scarce, so Vicky and I felt lucky when Scheesley, in
upper management had said before we left for the States that he would find
something for us. And so he did. He had asked the local Boy Scout troop to move
out of its 50' long Quonset hut so that we could move in. He also provided some
rudimentary furniture that we could claim as our own. Being newly weds we didn’t
noticed any inconvenience, including the absence of air conditioning. Still, living
under these conditions took some getting used to. One night Vicky got up to sit on
the pot. Once there she hear a splashing below her. She jumped off the seat,
turned on the light, and found a gecko in the toilet bowl. Another time, not so
humorous, was her discovery of a scorpion lying among the clothes she had recently
laundered. Scorpions can inflict a painful sting to humans, but a fatal one to the
very young. Something to think about given our plans to have our first child before

long.
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Next door to our Quonset lived a pretty little American three-year old girl
who was looked after by a Venezuelan mamita (house maid) while her parents
worked. They spoke little Spanish; the mamita spoke no English. At one point,
the little girl had spent so much time listening and speaking Spanish that her parents
had difficulty communicating with her. Eventually, the child became truly
bilingual. The interesting part is that if someone spoke to her in Spanish, when that
person’s native language was English, the girl would respond in English; when the
reverse occurred, she would respond in Spanish. Somehow she had learned to

discern the native language of the speaker.

After nearly a year working in the industrial area I was appointed office
engineer, which meant a modest promotion. In this position I wrote job
specifications for various types of work in La Salina, such as housing and utility
construction in the camps, asphalt paving in the industrial area, and drilling of water
wells, contractor qualifications, bid solicitations, and evaluation of the bids. I found
this type of work to my liking since I had at one time considered
adding a law degree to my engineering degree. (I eventually gave up that idea
because I had heard that the combination could lead me into patten law, which
looked dull). Not much to talk about here, except my run-in with a young, arrogant
Venezuelan below me in grade, age, and experience. One day he came into my
office and demanded that I pull together some data for him. I think he incorrectly
thought that my position of office engineer was inferior to his position as a field
engineer. Rather than argue with him, I purposely misspelled his name when
sending around circulars to the engineering staff. My “mistake” had pained his ego
resulting in him repeatedly rushing into my office to complain about the misspelling.

I think he eventually got the message and our relations returned to normal.
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The foregoing minor differences in cultures also revealed itself in other ways,
particularly with some Venezuelan engineers feeling that once they became
professionals they did not have to “dirty” their hands. Most expatriates grew up
having to do physical work, especially those from rural backgrounds. They even
prided themselves as not being above such labor. On one occasion, a recent
Venezuelan engineer said that he wanted a worker to carry his tool kit while he was
working on the lake. When this request was denied him, this young engineer asked
to see Frank Chuck, his supervisor. This was a particularly poor request because
Frank did not suffer fools. Frank also refused to provide a requested worker then
asked the young man if he would like to take up the matter directly with the
Superintendent. Once there, the Superintendent mainly listened, leaving Frank to
make the case. Soon, Frank said to the fellow. “I can see that you are unhappy
working with us and I doubt that this will change. So, if you like, we can pay you

b

off at the end of the month, or do it right now.” Surprised, the Venezuelan chose to

wait until the month’s end. 1 never knew what happened after that.

After completing two years in Venezuela, I qualified for home leave. Vicky
and I boarded a mall cruise ship, possibly Holland Lines, in La Guira, stopped in
Kingston, Jamaica where we played golf, and eventually docked in Mobile. My
folks met us there with our new Chevy, which we had asked Dad to buy for us.
Vicky and I split our time with my folks in Florida and Vicky’s Dad in Long Island.
After about two months we boarded an Alcoa cruise ship out of New York City and
headed “back home” to continue our life in Western Venezuela. As was the custom
the Steward on the Alcoa assigned us seats for our evening meals. The other two
couples sitting at our table were middle-aged. Being so young Vicky and I felt an
explanation was in order. We said that we would not have been able to afford
cruises like this if my company, Creole, were not paying for it. At one of these

meals, one of the ladies raised her glass to propose a toast:
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“Here’s to life and ain’t it grand. I just got a divorce from my ol’ man. [
laughed and laughed at the judge’s decision. He got all the kids and they

ain’t even his’n.”

Vicky and I had just gotten settled in La Salinas when I learned that I would
be transferred to the Western Division’s Technical Engineering Group in Maracaibo.
The move meant another step up the professional ladder. The Tech Group was
made up of about twenty in the disciplines of civil, electrical, marine, mechanical,
and structural engineering, headed by Emil Paulet, the premier structural engineer in
the Western Division. He had designed the platforms that supported Creole’s
pumps and derricks on Lake Maracaibo. The Tech Group was a regional arm of

Creole’s engineering operations headed by George McCammon.

During the year I spent with the Tech Group, I developed cost data and
estimating procedures that made use of my contract work at La Salina. I also had
the job of designing water well facilities to be installed on the lake. The story
went around that drilling for water was difficult. Every time the driller thought he
had found water, he struck oil instead! Probably just a story, but typical of the
extensive oil fields underlying the area. While meeting with my review committee
on this project, Bob Zawarsky, head of the Mechanical Unit became tired of my
insistence on the correctness of my design. Exasperated, he brought me up short by
saying, “Don’t bother me with facts. My mind’s already made up .” Rather

devastating when his irony soaked in. Slowly, I was learning about myself.

The atmosphere in our office was sedate and professional with little idle talk.
The work day seemed long compared with the hustle and bustle of life in the field.
So much was a dull routine. Of course, Paulet’s work was creative. But even the
structural engineers, such as Dave Estes, spent long, silent hours hunched over their

drawing boards. As a result I began thinking that the pursuit of a narrow
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engineering career was not for me. In one instance, Phil Lybrook, an electrical
engineer who was approaching thirty-five, had followed a straight path from college
into the professional position he now held. He seemed burned out. And so young!
Yet, he didn’t know what else to do. Noting Lybrook’s lack of job satisfaction, |
determined then and there not to try to force a career of my choosing onto our future

children.

But calm did not always prevail. One day the quite was shattered by a curse
followed by a thud against a wall. Paulet was the cause of the noise. Losing his
patience after trying unsuccessfully to make a phone connection, he had yanked the
phone from its socket and threw receiver and all against the wall. He then stomped
out of the room cursing, “How can anything get done in this god damned place.”
Normally, he was a paragon of professionalism. After a short while, he walked
back into his office as though nothing had happened. He had lived and worked in
Venezuela far too long to let an agitation like this get the better of him. Which
brings up a point: getting along in the so-called developing countries requires a long

patience. Those who have it stay; those who don’t soon head home.

Life in Maracaibo resembled much more the life one might find at home.
After a company-aided search Vicky and I chose to rent the downstairs of a
two-story house in a pleasant, residential part of town. The streets were paved,
curbed, and lighted at night. Normally the house would have served a single
family. The yard was of modest size surrounded by a low hedge of red, double
hibiscus. We found it curious how this plant can get started simply by sticking
segments of the stems directly into the earth then watering them. A papaya plant
some fifteen feet tall had two of its fat fruit hanging from the top.

The upstairs couple, Loren and Betty Kahel and their infant child, were recent

arrivals to Venezuela. Loren had been assigned to the Western Division, the same
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as I, but our paths didn’t cross there. They were not just any young couple intent on
making the grade overseas. Loren’s father was a senior petroleum engineer with
Standard Oil of New Jersey and Betty’s father was Standard Oil’s chief geologist.
Both parents operated out of company headquarters in New York City. Loren had
said he came to Venezuela because he wanted to make it “on his own.” Little doubt
about making it. But on his own? Nevertheless, they were a bright, pleasant
couple, just naive in the eyes of the rest of us who had no, nor wanted, such
connections. That Betty had lived a sheltered life revealed itself one day when
Vicky told her about buying a duck in the local market. Betty, frowned, pondered
awhile, then her face lit up. “Oh, you mean like Roast Long Island Duckling?”

I joined a car pool with four others in our neighborhood to go to and from the
office. We discussed work, told stories, and talked about forming a group to study
for the professional engineers’ exam. Dick Mc Collum , an electrical engineer, said
he had read in some science journal about the US military worrying about an
experimental plane whose wings kept falling off during high-speed trials. After
months of study and adjustments, these failures still occurred. Finally, those
responsible advertized that an award would be given for whomever was able to find
a solution to the problem. They tried many alternatives. Finally one of them
worked. The solution was to drill evenly spaced holes in the wing near the body of
the plane, which was where the failures had occurred. When the winner revealed
himself, they were shocked to find that he was not a noted scientist, but simply a
janitor. Recovering from the shock, they asked the janitor how he had come up
with the solution. “Simple,” he said, “in my years of experience I have found that
toilet paper never tears along the perforated lines! What fooled us all was the
serious way in which Dick had told the story, never revealing, until the end that this

was bogus and not found in a science journal.
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As for the professional engineers’ exam, which had some importance within
Creole, but more importance if and when we returned to the States. Bob Kimmons,
civil engineer, and Bob Zawarski, mechanical engineer, obtained sample questions
from the Professional Engineers Society in the States. We would work them out at
home then meet as a small group to discuss them after work. What impressed me
was this degree of professionalism among my associates here at the Tech

Group--something I had not encountered to this extent in La Salina.

Vicky began shopping at Todos, the supermarket grocery store just down the
avenue fromus. The Rockefeller brothers had helped the store get started by
supplying capital while providing quality beef from their livestock operations in
Venezuela. The store catered to expatriates mostly, but some of the more
well-to-do Venezuelans shopped there too. Shopping here was similar to shopping
back home. This in contrast with shopping for food at the Commissary in La
Salina. There Vicky could buy items commonly found in the States. Few

expatriate housewives bothered to shop at the local market in Cabimas.

Because the pace of work in Maracaibo was less than in La Salina Vicky and |
had more time to ourselves. We joined the Maracaibo Country Club so that we
could play golf. Unlike E/ Cuji in Cabimas, we had to formally apply for
membership and be accepted and pay a membership fee and monthly dues. Neither
one of which amounted to much. The big difference between EI Cuji and the
Maracaibo Club was that now we mixed with a more diversified group—
Venezuelans and expatriates from different countries and organizations. The course
had better “greens” in that the surface was often undulating and more consistent, but
still sand. But the fairways were even worse than those of E/ Cuji. They were
sandier and contained more sand burrs; consequently, players were allowed two club
lengths in the search for a place to place the ball. Before long I had found others to

form a fine foursome: they were Neal, Fleetwood, and Red Ritter. Neal was the
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reigning Club Champ. He tended to be wild off the tee, but had an uncanny way of
reaching the green on subsequent shots and sinking long puts (the flat terrain and
scrawny trees allowed such things). Fleetwood, who worked for a drilling
company, was a mediocre player with Popeye forearms and a glaring look that
unnerved Vicky. Red, an accountant in Creole’s regional office in Maracaibo, was
Charlie’s older brother and a rapidly improving golfer whose progress we liked to

watch.

I soon sought out Creole’s Maracaibo softball team. I knew some of the
players since I had played against them in La Salina. Nearly all of the team were
expatriates. Dale Garner, an senior accountant for the Western Division, was its
pitcher. His windmill pitch had plenty of speed and he had good control, a nice
combination. But he relied on a single pitch so that eventually he could be hit.
Even so, his team won far more games than it lost. Consequently, I was pleasantly
surprised, when I learned from the Maracaibo team’s manager that he could fit me
in. [ would rotate games with Dale. It was at this point that I added a change up to
my fast ball. I tried to throw the change up with the same motion as my fast ball.
But instead of rolling my wrist to produce what amounted to a slider that dropped
and moved to the right just before reaching the plate, the change up came off the top
of my hand. When done right, the ball floated over the plate at about half speed so
that batters would usually complete their swing before the ball ever reached them.

It was a good pitch when it worked. Because I found it difficult to control I

seldom used it.  Still, the pitch delighted me when it worked.

Dale and Gloria, his young and attractive Venezuelan wife, lived in
Galbadon, the original housing complex within the camp for the Western Division’s
professional staff. Dale qualified because of his senior position and the date of his
arrival in Venezuela. The ballfield was located just outside the main gate, which

made it convenient. Once during a party at their home in honor of a visiting VP
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from Standard Oil of New Jersey’s headquarters in New York, Vicky spent some
time talking with him nonplused by his importance. On our way home when |
asked if she realized who she was talking to. When I told her, she said, “So what?
He’s just like anybody else,”. For my part, about all I could think about was how

smart he must be to rise to such a level. Consequently, I scarcely talked with him.

Our second baseman, Dr. Pérez-Amado, was a Venezuelan trained as a
pediatrician at the Oshner Clinic in New Orleans The hospital, where he assisted in
the deliveries, was only a few hundred yards away from our ball diamond. While
playing second base, he had a clear view of his office window at the hospital,
Nuestra Virgen de Coromoto that was administered by Catholic nuns. Since we
played most of our games at night, he relied on a signal from the hospital. When
his office window was dark, he could continue playing. But when the light went
on, he would return to the delivery room still wearing his baseball uniform. During
the day, the signal to return was whether the window shade to his office was up or

down.

With more exposure to the Venezuelans, I learned to appreciate their fielding
dexterity. While they were seldom the big hitters that many expatriates were
because of their smaller size, their fielding ability was superb. It rivaled that of
their countrymen who were to become so successful in the States. Well, almost
always. Luis Aparicio, who played with the White Sox, came from Maracaibo and
played for awhile with the professional team close to where we lived. On occasion
a local Venezuelan softball player would commit an error; and when they did, the
result was humourous--and self-defeating. Once, a player called Camaron (shrimp)
because of his pinkish skin was playing left field against our team. He let a ball hit
to him roll through his legs. Instead of pursuing the ball, he calmly sauntered over

to the bench letting the ball roll to the fence while those on-base came on home.
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His teams mates surrounded him heaping on insults while he sheepishly sat there
absorbing the abuse.

Their tirade was not that he did not retrieve the ball, but that he had missed the ball.
A similar incident occurred when the team’s shortstop dropped a pop fly. Again,
the rest of the team gathered around the player asking why he hadn’t caught the ball
while our team cleared the bases. What could he say? He simply dropped the ball,
not on purpose, of course. But the passion that contributed to the Venezuelan’s

outstanding defensive plays also contributed to their losses.

Vicky and I began reading the Maracaibo Herald, an English edition that
catered to the expatriate community. The paper carried a component of
international news, which we read with interest. The local news was often bazaar
and gross. The bazaar included supposedly eye witnesses to a banana-eating tiger
in his back yard. Another told of watching a flying saucer land and take off. We
figured that these witnesses had been drinking too much. The gross showed up in
the photos taken of horrendous auto accidents, cadavers, even body parts. One
story replete with police photos, was about a middle aged man describing how he
had murdered and dismembered his common-law wife. Because Venezuela does
not have the death penalty; the police deal with such heinous crimes in other ways.
As is common practice, the police with the culprit in tow will revisited the crime
scene. Once there, the accused will attempt to escape and the police have no

alternative but to shoot him dead.

Sometimes Vicky and I would drive northwest to the beach. While the idea
sounds nice, the experience was less so. The Carribean water was warm and
murky, sand flies and other insects were around, and devoid of bathing facilities.

As a result we often had the beach to ourselves. On our way home from one such
outing we were stopped for going 75 km per hr in a 60 km per hr zone. I made no

attempt to bribe my way out of the ticket because I had been speeding. The down
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side was that at some future date we had to pay the fine at the municipality beyond

where we had been stopped.

Traveling the road this time to pay the fine I made sure not to exceed the
speed limit, thinking that the stretch of road where we got the ticket was a speed
trap. On our way back home after having paid the fine, we passed a police car
traveling in the opposite direction. The car soon turned around and, coming up
behind us, turned on its flashing red light. “Oh, oh, not again!” Pulling over to the
side of the road we were looking, I think, at the same two officers that had stopped
us before. But this time, [ knew we hadn’t been speeding. But they said we were
and began writing out another ticket. We objected saying in Spanish, “We had just
returned from paying a speeding fine.” Where upon one of the two thrust the ticket
through our open window and said, “Va a pagar otra multa” (you’re going to pay
another fine). Refusing to accept the ticket, Vicky and I both began shouting at the
officer in heated and fractured Spanish that we were not about to be ripped off by
this travesty. We simply were not exceeding the speed limit. We’d see them in
court before paying another fine. 1 don’t know how we got away with it, but the
officers finally put the ticket back in the folder and let us go. The above routine
could be endless. You get a speeding ticket even when you weren’t speeding. You
have to drive to the town to pay the ticket. And on the way, you’re stopped again.

Fortunately, we had broken the loop.

Vicky and I were not alone in our traffic problems. One evening Tommy
Gimmell and some of his friends had come to Maracaibo and were cruising in his
red Chevy convertible. This may have been the only car of this type in all of the
city. Consequently, it attracted attention. [ had met this young Creole engineer
when he first arrived in La Salina. He was about my age, clean cut, good looking,
and self-assured, bordering on cockiness. Undoubtedly, he was this way because,

as we were to learn, he had fought and won most of his Golden Glove bouts. A
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local traffic cop, so the story goes, stopped him for some minor infraction and asked,
“Let me see your license.” Gimmell thought for a few seconds, then said,”How do
I know you’re a cop; let me see some evidence of who you are.” So, the cop took
his identification card from his billfold to show it to him. But when Gimmell
started to take the card from him, the cop realized his mistake and said, (this is all in
Spanish), “Say! I don’t have to show you my license.” Give it back to me!”

Now, both had their hands on the card pulling it in opposite directions. Finally, it
tore apart. Infuriated, the cop ordered Gimmell get back in his car and follow him
to the police station. Coming to a rather busy intersection, the cop drove right on
through expecting Gimmell to follow. But Gimmell had come to a full stop waiting
for the traffic to clear. The cop came back, and said "Why didn't you follow me?"
Gimmell said that he couldn't get across the intersection. "I'll take care of that,"
said the cop and walked to the middle of the intersection to stop traffic where upon

Gimmell went right on through, and kept on driving, leaving the cop standing there.

Eventually Gimmell was caught and hauled before a judge. The traffic cop
who had been offended earlier, presented his side of the story to the judge. When
the judge was about to make his decision, Gimmell said something to the effect,
“Hey, aren’t you going to hear my side of the story?" Then the judge said,"Oh, yes,
we can do that,” as though the thought had never occurred to him. Gimmell ended

up paying a small fine and walked out of court, still the same self-assured guy.

Life in a dictatorship: didn’t bother us most of the time. Our lives in an oil
camp were fairly well isolated. Of course, we were exposed during trips up and
down the east side of the lake, in Cabimas, on our cross-country trip to eastern
Venezuela, and the greater Maracaibo region. But we heard stories about
Venezuelans who had to put up with this. In one instance, a Venezuelan lawyer of
some renown would simply check himself into the local police headquarters

whenever a politically tense moment occurred. He felt that he would just save his
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and the officials’ time, and the hassle, by doing this. Apparently, he was on the

government’s list of agitators.

On another trip, Vicky, Becky, and I drove south of Maracaibo about 50 km
to look at the region inhabited by the Motilones. Creole’s Tia Juana camp lies
directly across the lake. This outing was somewhat risky because this Indian tribe
had maintained its reclusive habits up to the present. Moreover, they were
practicing headhunters, or so the story goes. They lived communally, counseled in
large circular meeting rooms, and hunted and fought using large, strong bows.
While lying on their backs the males would hooked the bows under their toes pulling
the string to their chest. The metal-tipped arrows were known to have penetrated a
one-inch plank. Or so said an article in the adventure magazine, Argosy. Upon
reaching the northern edge of their area, which looked like any other rural area
around Maracaibo, we decided we had driven far enough and headed home. We
really didn’t want to find any of the tribe; we just wanted to see the area and to be
able to say we had been there. So, it was not without some rationale that those with
Creole would sometimes refer to a Venezuelan who had gotten under our skin, as

being a headhunter.

We would also encounter another indigenous group. The Guajiro men often
sought work as common laborers. In fact, our landlord who was putting some
finishing touches on the house we were renting, had hired several of them. The
Guajiro women, dressed in brightly colored flowing cotton robes, accompanied
“their men” to the site. The would prepare food, care for their children, and
otherwise while away the time. The men wore large pom poms to cover their
private parts. The craftsmen (carpenters, masons, etc.) were mainly Italians (some
recently immigrated from their homeland) who could be heard singing some operatic

song. Those helping them directly, such as brink tenders, were Venezuelans whose
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favorite phrase would be Ya vengo (I'm coming right now). We never found out

where they hung out when not attending these craftsmen directly.

In the spring of 1955, after being in Venezuela nearly two years, Vicky
received a telegram from her father saying, “Your mother has breast cancer. Pray.”
With that news Vicky flew back to Hempstead where she stayed for over a month.

When it became certain that her mother had not long to live, Vicky decided not to
wait, for she was going into her fourth month of pregnancy. This decision
concurred with the doctor’s suggestion, saying your place now is with your husband.
To wait much longer would mean she would not be able to fly home—according to
air lines’ rules. Upon meeting her parents before she left, she knew that this would
be the last time she would see her mother. Within two months of her return Vicky
got word that her mother had died. She would not be able to return for the funeral.

This was one of the very difficult parts of living overseas.

Came December and Vicky’s time to deliver our first child. By Saturday
morning December 10" she had broken water and her labor was becoming stronger
and more frequent. When we called Dr. Pérez, he said to check her into the hospital
right away. It took us about fifteen minutes to get there. Vicky’s labor lasted 32
hours, not an excessive time for a first-born, but plenty long given that Dr. Pérez
favored natural births and we had gone along with him on this. Vicky’s only pain
relief came through a gas that she self-administered as needed. She would receive
the gas until she dozed and then her hand would fall away stopping the gas. On
Sunday afternoon our team was playing a game. Dr. Pérez was at his second-base
position when he saw the window shade to his office go up, the signal for him to

come to the hospital. 1 went with him.

Before long, Vicky delivered our first child. We named her Rebecca for no

good reason other than its pleasant sound and the remembrance of the pretty, little
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girl in Mark Twain’s Tom Sawyer. She weigh a healthy 7 Ibs and measured 21"
long. Standing outside the room Dr. Pérez told me that both were doing fine and that
in handling the pain Vicky was pure steel.  After seeing both of them--Vicky
beaming and Becky sleeping peacefully--I returned to the office full of pride telling
my friends how pretty she was with her oval face, well-formed limbs, and light tan

b

color, adding that “she looked just like me.” Bob Kimmons with his sharp intellect,
replied, “Well, make up your mind!” When the time came, Bob and his wife stood

as god parents at Vicky’s christening by Father Gutier.

Vicky spent five days in the hospital recovering (they did that in those days).
Her room mate was an large Italian lady who had delivered several babies before
kept moaning, “Que dolor, que dolor!”” (What pain, what pain!). She spoke only
Italian, but the two of them communicated. She understanding much of Vicky’s
Spanish and Vicky understanding those Italian words similar in sound and meaning
to Spanish. Amazing how resourceful two women can be when cooped up in the
same room for days. Within three months of Becky’s birth my folks arrived to see
their first grandchild. Even at this tender age we dared to drive up to the Andes for

a couple of nights in this cool and European-like setting.

Vicky and I had adapted to life outside the camps and were enjoying it. But
then one day Earl Nyquist, a senior engineer from La Salina came into our office.
He asked me if [ was willing to join his team in La Salina to supervise the building
of a major construction project there. I had liked working under Earl’s direction in
La Salina, the project sounded exciting, and I would receive another promotion. 1|
readily agreed. So Vicky and I packed up and, together with our infant daughter
headed back to La Salina.

The project involved building two super-tanker piers and an island for oil

storage tanks that would supply the tankers. 1 was to be the supervising engineer
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for construction of two piers. The contractor was to be Raymond Concrete Pile, the
largest pile driving company in the world, or so I heard. Raymond would drive the
hundreds of piles supporting the piers as well as the sheet piles that formed the
parameter of the island. Ed Dooley would be the supervising engineer for the
dredging operation that would deepen the lake bed while also providing the material
for the island. This work was to be done by Gahagan Dredging, a Venezuelan
company. McCammon’s engineering group in Caracas reviewed and accepted the
design by Frederick R. Harris, consulting engineers of New York City, La Salina’s
casting yard would construct the reinforced concrete piles for the piers and the sheet
piling for the island. Finally, the Venezuelan government had agreed to dredge the
sand bar at the mouth of the lake so as to allow the supertankers to enter the La
Salina area. By lowering the bar, water from the Caribbean would increase the salt
content in the northern part of the lake. As it currently existed the lake had a
relatively low salt content because of the season inflow of water from the south
coupled with the restriction of salt water from the north. Concern over the ecology

of the lake was overlooked in those days.

I got off to a good start on the new job. Earl was easy to work with and the
early aspects of the project unfolded without incident. I aided in reviewing contract
terms, tested samples of the sand going into the concrete piles to be sure they met
ASTM? standards, and selected a crew of four inspectors who would monitor
Raymond’s activities. My daily contact with Raymond was Dan Wilson, who was
about thirty years my senior. He was a gruff, burly, red-faced guy who stood about
six feet tall and weighed over 200 pounds. He had worked for the company around
the world for much of his adult career, something that he soon let me know about.
The four inspectors were all engineers, or so we thought. Brent Morse, who was

my age, came to Venezuela about the time I did. The other three were junior

2 American Standards for Testing Materials, an industry standard for describing and
verifying materials used in construction and other engineering works.
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engineers and recent arrivals. Steve Fricano was from the States. Felix Moreo
Felix was a husky Venezuelan who had graduated from Georgia Tech. Unlike his
Venezuelan counterparts, he didn’t mind getting his hands dirty. José Martucci was

Venezuelan.

Then all hell broke loose. The piles Raymond had driven were “out of
specs.” That is, they were more than twelve inches from the positions specified in
the plans. The problem resulted from the dual requirements: the piles had to
penetrate the soil a minimum distance while meeting a minimum resistance. A
sounding had been made of the location and we knew the pile’s length, so the
penetration was easily determined. The resistance was measured by the number of
blows per inch of the pile driver’s hammer The minimum depth was require to
resist the lateral force of the tankers as they docked along side the piers; the
resistance was determined by the weight of the concrete piers and the equipment on
them. Raymond obtained minimum resistence easily enough, but couldn’t reach the

required penetration. The lake’s clay soil was too resistant.

Wilson’s solution was to weld a nozzle onto a long pipe and jet away the soil
where the pile was to be driven. Then, the pile driver captain would drop the pile
into the jetted hole and begin driving. All looked fine until the pile came free of the
“leads” that held the pile in place while being driven. More often than not the pile
would jerk to one side. Sometimes the distance off-line was insignificant. But
when the pile was off a foot or more, which was too often the case, it was “out of
specs.” We soon reasoned that the piles came off-line in this way because the water

from the jet had followed the path of least resistance, which was seldom vertical.

When our inspectors advised Wilson that the piles did conform to
specifications, he derided them saying they were inexperienced, that the violation

wasn’t important. Then Wilson would just walk away. The next day when the
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inspectors arrived on the site, they noted that the off-line piles were in their proper
locations. We surmised that after our inspector had left for the day, Wilson had his
crews “jack” the piles back into place—a clear violation of specifications. The
jacking was done using a chain wrapped around the pile and pulled by the pile
driver’s winch. Once the piles were in their proper place, the crew would tighten
the metal forms used to hold them there. After discussing the problem with
Nyquist, I told Wilson that he could not jack the piles and that the contract required
them to be pulled and replaced. Unhappy, but resigned, Wilson told his crew to
begin pulling the errant piles. When this proved to be too difficult, we finally
agreed to allow a replacement pile be driven next to the pile that was out-of-specs.

I suspected that Wilson’s ill humor resulted partly from him not knowing what to do
and partly from Raymond’s requirement that he finish the job on-time and

on-budget, both of which were in jeopardy.

The reason for not allowing the piles to be jacked back into place was that
concrete on the stressed side of the pile could crack, even spall off. The result
would allow the lake’s brackish water to reach the pile’s rebars. Although these
bars were the largest Creole used in casting its piles, in time they would corrode,
even break from the repeated blows of the docking super tankers. To understand
the extent of the damage, Felix Morreo volunteered to descend forty feet to inspect
each of the piles. He did this using a mask, oxygen tank, and a waterproof
flashlight.

Felix had the questionable honor of joining La Ordén de la Tortuga ( The
Order of the Turtle). One day while standing by the pile driver, a pulley high in the
leads came off and struck him on the head. Fortunately, he was wearing his hard
hat. The blow knocked him down, but not out. Although, a dent in his hat caused
a deep gash to his head that required stitches, he had survived. Felix took it in good

spirits, as was his nature, and enjoyed the fuss Superintendent Wynn made over him
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in an awards ceremony. Felix lived next door to us when Vicky and I lived in the
Quonset hut. He was fond of saying, whenever someone asked how long he had
been married, he would reply, “All my life, brother, all my life!” Such flippancy

must not have set well with his wife, for eventually we heard that they had divorced.

It was during these tense days and weeks that a Raymond crew had placed the
forms holding the piles in place in a way that restricted the anchor cable of the
Creole barge that delivered piles to the project.  The solution was simple. All that
had to be done would be for the crew to undo the forms allowing the cable to come
free. Upon arriving at the scene, a Creole worker pointed out the problem to me.

In dismay I went over to Wilson and told him, “Any fool would know better than to
trap the barge’s cable this way.” He just glared at me and said, “Look, Sonny, I’'m
no fool.” I thought he was about to toss me in the lake. He could have and I
probably deserved it. But he just turned and walked away. Eventually he
instructed the framing crew to loosen the forms and the barge was soon free to

move.

Realizing we had a serious problem, Nyquist in consultation with
McCammon, decided that the problem was too much for Wilson. So, Raymond
sent down Art Fertell from company headquarters. He was one of Raymond’s
senior officers who would go to the field only when the company encountered a
serious problem. From then on, I no longer had to deal with Wilson, which is
probably just as well given the above encounter. After several months trying to
find a solution to our dilemma, Fertell brought Raymond’s activities to a halt.
Under advice from company lawyers, he presented a document contending that the
problem lie with Creole: McCammon’s design of the piles was in error and the
construction of the piles in La Salina’s pile-casting yard was faulty. Therefore,

Raymond could not be held responsible for the cracked piles.
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Confronted with this legal claim McCammon hired a consultant, who studied
the problem. His report found that pile design was indeed the problem, but through
no obvious fault of Creole. When the sixty-foot reinforced concrete piles were
hammered with the repetitive frequency that they were horizontal cracks every two
feet would naturally occur. With this surprising and uncommon finding the two
litigants settled out-of-court. I don’t know how the settlement worked out for I was
soon to leave on another assignment. However, the result must have satisfied
Raymond because for years the company used an aerial photo of the completed

project as an advertisement in the Civil Engineering magazine.

In the midst of all this hubbub, Emory Carlson joined our team. He came
to Creole as an engineer some years before I did, progressed rapidly, had taken
educational leave to earn a master’s degree in civil engineering,, and was now back.
Nyquist was naturally glad to have someone of Carlson’s caliber on his team.
Nyquist made him his assistant, which meant [ now reported to him instead of
Nyquist. Normally, I think I could have excepted this, except that I found Carlson
officious and abrasive. So, I applied for a transfer. My exit interview with
Nyquist went well enough. He said he found no problem with my work or effort
but that I had difficulty expressing myself. This was the first time I had heard this,
but not the last.

My decision to ask for a transfer carried little risk because I had already
applied to graduate schools of business at Harvard and Stanford. I thought that
we might soon be leaving—not necessarily separating from Creole, but with a leave
of absence. For some time | had thought of getting a management degree. What I
had enjoyed on the Raymond project, as well as the estimating work in Maracaibo
and the office engineer’s position in La Salina, suggested that management was
more to my liking than design or construction engineering. When I looked to the

future, I found more glamor in Wynn’s position as superintendent than Paulet’s
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position as a top-notch designer. Even before arriving in Venezuela, I had heard of
someone from Grinnell who had gone to Harvard after he had worked as an engineer

for awhile.

One day after work Mel Lord dropped over to our modest two bedroom house
in Las Cuapulas with the news that [ was to be transferred to Lagunillas with
promotion to senior engineer. We would need to move to the newly established
camp called Tamare, just north of Lagunillas. Although we anticipated the move, I
hadn’t been informed officially. Getting the news secondhand did not bother me.
Our life in the Creole camps, even in Maracaibo with its city environment,
resembled life in a small, mid-western town where neighbors knew much about each

others’ business. The result was a feeling of community. That we belonged.

As I was finishing up my duties on the Raymond contract, word got out that
Martucci was an imposter! He was not an engineer and had fabricated his
experience as written. He was able to perform his duties as an inspector, because
the field work was not demanding and he could write (or falsify his daily reports).
He was a tall, good-looking Venezuelan with a charming manner. The wife of our
Superintendent, Hugh Wynn, had even thrown a dinner party to show off Martucci’s
considerable musical talent on the piano. I think, if I can remember correctly, his
deception was brought to light when he pressed for a promotion that required he
provide additional references on his education and work experience. Luckily, I

don’t think his job as an inspector resulted in any damage to the project.

Before the transfer, Vicky and I planned the two-week vacation that was due
me. Because of Vicky’s fondness of the water and the interesting things we had
heard about vacations in the Caribbean, we decided on Barbados in the Windward
Islands. We left Becky, who was just thirteen months, with Frank and Eleanor

Chuck, who were childless but adored young children. We drove our year-old
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Chevy south then west through occasional farm land to Barquisamento. From there
we climbed to Valencia, located near the lake west of Caracas. We overnighted in a
modest but interesting small hotel. Interesting because of the many paintings and
memoirs of Simon Bolivar’s battles on the nearby Plain of Carabobo. The next day
we skirted Caracas and continued on to Maturin which was part of Creole’s Eastern
Division. This area had been Creole’s main producing area before the Lake
Maracaibo area was developed. There, we stayed with Charlie and Mena Ritter,
who used to live next door to Bill and Carrie. Along this lightly traveled route of
open grass lands and scattered trees, we had our first encounter with the boab tree.
These were unlike anything we had seen before. The ones we saw stood about 60
feet high with stubby limbs and a trunk that looked 20 feet in diameter. We heard
that the trunk stored water, which made the tree able to withstand long periods of

drought.

From there we took a short flight to Port of Spain, Trinidad to lay over before
catching our flight to Barbados. On the way to our hotel from the airport we passed
by lots of shacks occupied with Indians whose Hindu ancestry dates back many
generations. Outside these shacks we saw different colored flags whose meaning |
have forgotten except for the possibility of being a spot where liquor might be sold.
Vicky and I decided we wanted a drink before dinner. So we walked a few blocks
through a park filled with large trees to a place that had been recommended to us.
The building stood by itself, one story and square with large windows on two sides.
Once inside we walked down a few steps to a sun-light room with perhaps fifty
tables, mostly filled. The patrons were all white looking British. Succumbing to
the atmosphere, we ordered gin and tonics. Finishing that, we ordered and drank
another, and soon left. 1 suppose, in time, one could get used to the stark, dull

atmosphere. But it was disappointing.
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The next day we flew to Bridgetown, Barbados and checked into a small
beach hotel, swam in the ocean, drank rum punches served on the beach by black
waiters, played golf, rode bicycles around town, visited the waterfront market, and
Sam Lord’s Castle. We got around by riding open-air buses with their long,
backless benches amidst the dark-skinned locals. On one of these rides we sat next
to dignified, preacher-like man in white shirt with a carefully knotted tie. When the
bus stopped to take on a few riders, he asked us to scotch up a bit. Then he said in
mock seriousness to the heavy woman about to board, “If you like, madam, perhaps
I could find a small crane to help you up.” If the daggers in her eyes could kill, the
guy would have been dead. As was the custom, we used caddies when we played

golf. Amusing was the way they could pick up a golf ball with their toes.

For our trip back home we took the northern route, which put us through
Puerto la Cruz, Puerto Cabello, and Coro: all on the Caribbean. I don’t remember
where we stayed or any outstanding experiences, except the journey beginning at
Puerto la Cruz was attractive. We found Coro wind-swept and desolate. Anxious
to return home, we did not take advantage of Coro’s heritage, which dates to the
sixteenth century. As the main roads dwindled we resorted to the crude and bumpy
unpaved road that followed the pipeline back to the point on Lake Maracaibo near
the ferry landing. We knew we had “reached home.” But it was dicey getting
there. We blew out one of our tires and replaced it with a spare. I slowed down,
not that we could go fast if [ wanted to, because the remaining four tires all looked
bare and might give out at any moment. I don’t know what we would have done
had that happened, since we encountered no on-coming vehicles for long periods of

time.

Upon our return to La Salina, we discovered that Eleanor had “done a job” on
Becky. Afterwards, Becky who was only just beginning to talk would come up to

us, with her hands stretched out and say, sucio (dirty), expecting us to wash them.
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Eleanor, among other things, was fastidious when it came to cleanliness. She had

joined Creole several years earlier as a school teacher, married Frank, and stayed on.
She could be fussy to which Frank, who was deeply fond of her, would say,

“Eleanor, I think there are more things that you don ’t like than you do like.”

Recalling this trip, I thought we had stayed in Trujillo in an attractive resort
hotel set amidst a coconut grove with a nice swimming pool. Roy and Fran Terman
had recommended it to us. But that was another trip, since Trujillo was eighty
miles southeast of La Salina.> The Termans were friends of Bill and Carrie and
about the same age. Somehow they took a licking to Vicky and me. Roy was an
electrician who worked in the La Salina industrial area. He was light hearted and
fond of telling jokes. One of our favorites was about his mother who lived on a
farm, rarely coming into town. Roy and Fran decided to treat her to a movie,
something she rarely did.

As the three of them walked through the foyer with its panels of mirrors, the mother
looking to one side smiled and said, “How do.” Then she turned to them and
commented, “You know, that nice lady who walked in next to us had the same hat
onas [ do.” Another time when Roy was in the Maracaibo hospital for a liver
problem he got us to sneak in a quart “spitting” can for the tobacco he chewed, even

though his doctor had told him to give up the habit, at least while in the hospital.

We soon packed up our things and the company moved us to a somewhat
larger single family house than one we had left. The Tamare camp had been
recently carved out of the thick jungle, which made it much hotter than in La Salina.

The breezes off the lake just didn’t get to us. Without air conditioning, we found
living there uncomfortable. The house was equipped with ceiling fans in the family

room and bedrooms, but they didn’t help much. I began to consider installing an air

3 The Termans used this as a welcome and relatively close, get-away from the ordinary
routine of camp life; not nearly as far as our trips to the Andes.
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conditioner, at least in our bedroom and Becky’s. My idea of acclimatizing
ourselves to heat as did the locals wasn’t working out. By the time we left
Venezuela, I had begun to feel weighed down by the heat. In this early stage of our
life together, Vicky went along with my preference on this, but she was beginning to
think enough was enough. Consequently, it didn’t surprise me when coming home
from work to see Vicky sitting outside the house talking with one of the neighbor

ladies.

One evening Becky tripped on a rug, fell forward from our couch against a
wooden coffee table, and split her chin. The blood gushed out. She cried, Vicky
attempted to comfort her, and I took a closer look at the wound. The gash looked to
be three-quarters of an inch. If we took her to a local doctor, if we could find one at
this hour, he would surely stitch up the cut. Vicky and I shuddered at the idea. So,
Vicky applied the antiseptic and I took a piece of adhesive tape, made a butterfly
twist, fastened it over the cut. The wound closed, the bleeding soon stopped, and

now the scar can scarcely be seen.

The engineering crew in Lagunillas was considerably smaller than either the
crews in La Salina or Tia Juana partly because the camp, which served the southern
portion of the lake, had fewer activities. La Salina had its large marine maintenance
shop and pile casting yard and Tia Juana had its drillers and petroleum engineers.
One of my first assignments was to design and see over the installation of an air
conditioning system for the Superintendent’s home. I knew little about air
conditioners, but could read specifications so the assignment was anything but
daunting. Nor did I feel challenged by the responsibilities of the half-dozen
engineers under my command. Compared with the multi-million dollar project I
had just left in La Salina, this assignment was small potatoes. But my feelings
about the new job may have been overly influenced by my decision to return to

graduate school. In any case | was ready to leave when the time came.
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Even so, I enjoyed my association with Paul Sabbot, who was one of the other
senior engineers several years older than I. He was a hulk of a man with a gentle
nature and catcher for the Lagunillas softball team--a no nonsense position. I knew
him from the games our La Salina team routinely played against Lagunillas, as well
as from our various golfing tournaments. His presence in our small engineering

group made it easy for me to fit in.

My application to graduate school required that I take the Admissions Test for
Graduate Study in Business to be offered in Caracas in February, 1957.  This
would be a nice break for Vicky and me, for I intended to take her with me. I also
hoped to play in the up-coming pro-am tournament there since my five handicap
qualified me to play as one of the amateurs—something I had never done before.
Unfortunately, the day of the test coincided with opening day of the tournament. If
all went as scheduled I had an hour’s leeway between the end of the test and when I
had to register for the tournament. I decided not to risk it, and backed out of the
tournament. Hardly a difficult choice given the long-term implications for my
career.* With the test out of the way, Vicky and I drove over to the Caracas
Country Club where the tournament would be played. The drive over there was
past large homes with magnificently manicured lawns amidst an abundance of

stately trees.

Once there, Vicky and I chose to follow Roberto De Vincenzo from Argentina
who was one of the favorites to win. He looked so calm, strong, and masculine

together with his charming crowd-pleasing smile. My recollection was that he was

4 T eventually got the test results. They showed I ranked only in the 38" percentile
verbally, the 74" percentile quantitatively, and 54™ percentile overall. The low verbal result was
not a surprise, since [ hadn’t been an avid reader; neither was the good quantitative result a
surprise for I found math relatively easy. My only comfort for not ranking higher overall was
that this was a test administered to those applying to graduate school.
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competitive until the end of the last round but then narrowly lost. Flory Van Donc,
a Belgium, won. We also liked watching Jim Ferree, a contender in his
mid-twenties. He struck the ball well and was in contention. On one of the holes
he duck-hooked his ball into the woods whereupon he cursed and flung his driver
some fifty yards down the fairway. When he did this his girl friend, who was

b4

standing next to us, said, “The club slipped out of his hands.” Oh, yes, we know

what that’s like, but we kept the thought to ourselves.

The densely forested area in Tamare was only a few hundred yards from our
house. We could see monkeys swinging among the branches. Our neighbor had
bought a small monkey and kept it on a leash attached to a clothesline just on the
fence that separated our two houses. Our lots were small, so that the fence was
perhaps four feet from hour bedroom window. One day while Vicky was in the
kitchen she heard a commotion in our bedroom. Going there she saw this monkey
standing on the dresser with a bottle of perfume in each hand. Upon seeing Vicky
the monkey let out a screech, threw down the bottles and tried to crawl back through
the opening in the screen where it had entered. We finally had to get the neighbor
to lead the monkey away. Yes, life was wilder in this camp than in the

long-established La Salina camp.

Because our housing rested in an area that had been jungle not long ago, we
also thought we might find snakes in our yard. The most feared, especially by the
locals was the bushmaster which often exceeds six feet in length.. Reportedly this
aggressive Pit Viper is the largest and most deadly of venomous snakes in Latin
America. Then there is the coral snake whose bite paralyzes the victim’s nervous
system that can often lead to death. The upside is the snake’s small teeth, which
means it may have to chew back and forth to break the skin before its poison gets
injected. Even so, this could be done to a child Becky’s age. We never encountered

a bushmaster, but I did see a small snake in our small front yard with the brightly
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colored bands around its body. This snake might have been the harmless scarlet
snake, which looks much like the coral snake. The main difference: the color of the
banded coral is red, black, and yellow, while that of the bands of the scarlet snake
are red, black, and white. I never got close enough to find out which of the two

types it was.

It was here that we heard the story about a hunter shooting a small monkey in
atree. The bullet pierced the monkey’s chest without killing it instantly. The guy
tells about the surprised look on the monkey’s face. It screeched, put its paw to the
wound, looked at the blood, then took some leaves from a branch, and stuffed them
into the wound attempting to stop the bleeding. Just as a human might do. The
scene was pathetic. The hunter said, after that experience he would never, ever

shoot a monkey again.

Since Tamare was a new settlement, its residents, all Creole employees and
their families, had yet to build a club probably because the one at Lagunillas was so
close. Had we planned on staying longer Vicky and I would have made an effort to
get more acquainted there. Instead, we would often go into Ciudad Ojeda, which
was not far from our camp’s entrance. Small as this town was, it had a couple of
fine restaurants run by Italian families who had become Venezuelan nationals.

My rejection letter from Harvard came as a shock. Up to this point, I had
been able to accomplish what I had set out to do even though, as with Creole, it took
me two years to accomplish. I quickly wrote back to admissions saying that [ was
serious in my desire to attend there, that I had prepared myself for this next step, and
that I thought I would be successful if given the chance. Meanwhile, all was not
lost for I had already been accepted at Stanford. [ was therefore not overly
disappointed for I had been to both the Harvard and Stanford areas. The Stanford
area was much more to my liking with its Spanish decor, aromatic eucalyptus, and

balmy weather. By contrast, I recalled the Harvard area, when I was a teenage with
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the Cedar Rapids drum and bugle corps, as being cold, overcast, and drab. In
short, I could be happy at Stanford, although I thought Harvard would give me a

better education along with the prestige from having graduated from there.

Before applying to graduate school, I had thought about taking off for six
months to see how good I could become in golf, since my handicap had been
dropping steadily. The timing conflict between taking the Admissions Test and
playing in the pro-am brought me to my senses. [ opted for graduate study. This

had to be a good decision, given the level of competition on the golf tour.

In my routine departure meeting with Personnel, the officer asked what
motivated me—supervising the building of a fine structure, or the money I made from
the effort. I told him the former, that I figured I should learn something about
management if that was where my career was heading. Thus, my desire to return to
graduate school. 1 didn’t tell him that I couldn’t get excited about working for an
organization whose main objective was earning money for its stockholders. I
aspired to something more, although at the time, [ wasn’t sure what that something

was.’

Ever the dreamer, now that we were definitely returning to the States, I
thought about the possibility of driving around the periphery of South America. 1|
got the idea from reading about some guys making the trip in a jeep. The idea was
to drive up through the Andes into Colombia, down along the Pan American
highway through Ecuador, Peru, and Chile, over the mountains into Argentina,

Uruguay, and Brazil. I figured we had enough money for such a long trek. But

> During my 56 months with Creole, I held seven positions, starting as an
engineer-in-training and ending as a senior engineer. These positions chronologically were two
months as understudy to Don Sheng, three months as pile-driver engineer, fourteen months in the
industrial area, eight months as office engineer, twelve months with the Tech Group, eleven
months on the Raymond contract, and four months on little worth remembering in Lagunillas.
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Vicky called me up short, saying I was out of my head, especially since she would

be five months pregnant at the trip’s start.

So, we settled on driving up the Pan American highway in Central America.
To do this, we arranged to sell our ‘54 Chevy and to buy a new Chevy to be shipped
from Mobile to Puerto Limon in Costa Rica. That was the logical starting point,

since there were no roads through the Darién Gap in southern Panama.

By the summer of ‘57 we sold off our belongings, paid visits to our friends up
and down the eastern shore of the lake. It only remained for my associates in
Lagunillas to give us a despedida (farewell party). That’s the local term for a
farewell party for those leaving for home. Besides lunch and a few kind remarks
attended by about twenty of my fellow workers and their wives, they presented us
with two one-ounce gold casigue coins of Venezuelan chiefs. At the time they were
probably worth the going price of gold, which was 32 dollars an ounce. Now, with
the great appreciation in the price of gold, they are much more valuable.  But their
value to us is the recollection of that send off. The only sour note in our departure
was being conned by a Canadian from one of the other camps. We had agreed to
sell him our car for a modest price as long as we had its use until a few days before
we were to depart. On the day he came to pick up the car he said that he wanted us
to transfer the car’s insurance policy to him. We had planned on asking the
insurance company for a refund for the remaining months, which we expected to be
several hundred dollars. When he refused to pay us for the value of the policy, he
said, “Okay, we’ll call off the deal.” He had us! With little time left to dicker, we
gave in to his demand. While costing us what in those days was a fair some of

money, we had learned a lesson.

After all was in place, I had time to ponder my progress with Creole. 1

wondered about my in interest in sports as compared with engineering. In a way,
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my success in sports influenced my engineering advancement. I suspect Frank
Chuck, whose carecer was far more successful than mine when it came to
engineering, helped advance my career with Creole simply because I could out-pitch
him in softball and beat him in golf. Frank was just competitive enough that this
impressed him. [ was also able to accomplish things while working in the industrial
area because of my softball prowess. When I had occasion to go to the welding
shop with a work order for Shorty Marrou, head of the shop, I might encounter John
Foley, superintendent of the industrial area and Ross Campbell from the electrical
shop. These were hands-on guys who didn’t cotton to engineers or other
professionals. They knew their job, did it well, drank at the Club, and were happy
with themselves and their position in life. They were wont to give us a hard time
when coming to them with a work order. So, when I would find them in Shorty’s
office I would listen to them talk. Often, their talk would shift to our last softball
game. Since Shorty umpired behind the blate, we occasionally stared each other
down. John and Ross would then enter into our discussion. Sensing the time was
right, I would give Shorty my work order, which he invariably would take care of.
These “successes” had nothing to do with my engineering ability, only my athletic
ability. Even though I had risen to the rank of senior engineer, I never felt [ was a

good engineer. Never did, still don’t.

Epilogue

Frank Chuck’s confidence about his future was not misplaced. He worked
his entire professional career with the Creole-Standard Oil-Exxon group. During
his early years he worked on various maintenance and construction projects, He
became Creole’s Chief Corrosion Engineer, the Assistant Manager of Amuay
Refinery, the Manager of the Production Department, and eventually Vice President
of Exxon’s Production Research Company in Houston. Frank’s air of confidence
was certainly there, but was softened by the support he gave to those whom he liked.

He was generous to his friends, especially those who needed it the most. Frank
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and Eleanor financed the higher education of Frank’s nieces and nephews and the

secondary education of some of their maids’ children.

Without doubt Jack Sunderland, the accountant who helped us engineers so
much in La Salina, was the most successful of our Venezuelan friends. Jack visited
us both in Cambridge and Stanford. He had left Creole and was pondering his next
move. He showed intense interest in a variety of books as we walked through
Stanford’s book store. At the time he thought of working on an advanced degree,
which I thought he didn’t need. Shortly thereafter, he found a job as assistant
controller for American Independent Oil (Amanoil), a company headquartered in
New York City with holdings in several Persian Gulf countries. Soon after he
joined, the head controller resigned allowing Jack to take on that position, Next, the
company’s vice president resigned and Jack moved up again to fill that position.
While the VP, Jack negotiated a highly favorable contract in Kuwait. When the
president resigned, Jack was the natural selection. That gained him wide
recognition from the Chamber of Commerce in the US as being of the few who had
become president of a major corporation while not yet thirty-five years old. He told
me that during one of the company’s board meetings, J. Paul Getty, one of the
world’s richest men who sat on Aminol’s board, had invited him to overnight in one
of Getty’s English mansions. Jack served on the board of directors for the Near
East Foundation in New York City and was president of Americans for Middle East
Understanding, both for 37 years, and many other noteworthy charitable

organizations.

Ed Dooley remained with Creole until 1959 then freelanced till his retirement.
After Creole he worked in Iran’s petroleum industry on two assignments. In
between these two he and his family returned to Ames, lowa where he worked for a
global company that manufactured electronic components. While in Ames Ed also

took courses at lowa State University that might have lead to a master’s degree. He
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returned to Creole three times: twice at Creole’s refinery in Amuay while Frank
Chuck was Superintendent, and once near the Orinoco River where he and Mary K
lived in a house trailer. Vicky and I caught up with the Dooleys, and some other
Creole alumni, in Greeley for the wedding of their surviving child, Diane. Chris,
their first child, died from encephalitis caused, they think, from complications of the
measles. While they were here, we showed them around Fort Collins. They liked

the area and decided to stay, moving into a house just a mile from us.

Mel Lord quit Creole shortly after I did. He moved to New York City so
that, instead of dabbling in the stock market as he had in Venezuela, he could devote
full time to it expecting to make lots of money. It didn’t pan out, but he got rich
another way. He met and married Joan, who was secretary to the president of Grace
Shipping Lines. Bankrolling what savings they had, they moved to Dallas where he
bought two Midas Muffler franchises. This venture was successful enough that he
opened a restaurant, which Joan managed. When we visited the two of them many
years later they were living in a large house in a nice neighborhood in norther

Dallas. Mel was back to dabbling in the market again.

Bill’s and Cary’s close friends, Anne and Ross Campbell, stayed on in La
Salina until Ross’s retirement. Then they moved to a modest retirement community
in Hilltop Lakes, Texas. Ross, always a social guy, became active in the Lions
Club, the community chapel, and the volunteer fire department. Anne continued to

be at his side there as in Venezuela.

Shorty and Fern Marrou had moved to Fort Collins many years before we
arrived. (Fern called him by his Christian name, Marcel, a revelation to many of
us). Welcoming us to town they invited us over to dinner. Shorty died soon
thereafter, but Fern lived on for many years. Dale and Gary, their two boys, whom

Vicky and I had taught swimming in La Salina, both live in town. The daughter,
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Linda, whom we also taught swimming, lives in Denver, as I recall. Interesting

how friends and acquaintances may reunite in unexpected places.

The bond of friendship among those who worked for Creole persists even to
this day. Retired employees, both American and Venezuelan, have enough in
common that they still get together annually in the States at the Creole Annuitants’
meetings. There, old hands still play dominoes, liar’s dice and, bridge, hold golfing
tournaments, and reminisce over drinks and dinner. Invited speakers include upper
management from Exxon-Mobile and Venezuelan dignitaries from the nationalized
company, Petroleos de Venezuela (PDVSA) that replaced Creole. But, the “old
hands,” who went to Venezuela in the 30's are long gone. Even so, many of the
children, brought up in Venezuela, replace their parents at these gatherings, as do

those of us who were younger when we worked there.
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Chapter 3: The Trip Home

In July 1957, four years and eight months after I first arrived in Venezuela, Vicky and I,
with Becky in tow, were returning to the States to begin a new life. The idea was somewhat
frightening for me since our romance had centered on our experiences in Venezuela, where we
were supported by her aunt and uncle as old-timers in La Salina and the influence of movers and
shakers like the Chucks. Vicky had become family and I had become part of the establishment
as much from my athletic abilities as from my progress up the professional ladder. How would
we get along once we left the cocoon that this small-town atmosphere provided us? But we

were young and unafraid.

Having said goodbys to friends in Lagunillas and La Salina, we loaded our luggage onto a
company station wagon driven by a company driver and headed north to the ferry landing . . .
only to have our vehicle break down along the way. Unfazed, I hailed a local taxi and loaded
our belongings into the trunk and back seat. Although we missed the awaiting ferry, we caught
the next one and arrived in Maracaibo only 45 minutes later than intended. We overnighted
with the Ritters then caught a mid-morning flight on Pan Am. Our plane landed briefly in
Barranquilla followed by the short leg to Panama City. The customs line was long and
disorganized. Vicky and I were preparing ourselves for a long wait, when our towheaded Becky
began acting up. Screeching, as a year and a half would do. Before we knew it, a customs
official waived us to the head of the line where he quickly stamped our passports and waived us

through to our plane.

Vicky’s Uncle Tony was waiting for us as we exited customs. He was a bachelor who
had been working in the machine shops of the Panama Canal Company for much of his adult life.
It was through contact with him that Vicky’s uncle Bill got the idea of seeking employment in
this part of the world. Tony drove us through gently rolling hills with grass about 4' high and
occasional bamboo groves towering 60'. Then past old Panama city with its four-foot thick
walls and squatters’ homes, past the quarters of our US armed forces, those of the employees of

the Panama Canal Company; and finally a brief look at the canal’s gravity-powered locks. How
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USS Wisconsin docked in the bay. Tony helped check us into a modest hotel bordering a busy
street in the center of town, then said goodbye. Our suite of rooms, which we didn’t need, was
clean, the beds were hard, and the location noisy. From our window we could see below young

boys playing soccer in a vacant lot devoid of grass.

The next day we strolled through the down town area past many tourists, probably from
some cruise ship, the ubiquitous sailors, and locals, who were a mixture of Spanish, Indian, and
Negro. We viewed modern, clean stores, as well as small shops run by dark-skinned
Panamanians and East Indian-Hindus with their carved wooden figures, incense, and metallic
trinkets. We had heard of political unrest in some of these parts. So, we weren’t surprised to
see a demonstration consisting of a loud speaker mounted on a pickup truck with about 30 men
and women holding placards written in Spanish supporting land redistribution, lower sugar
prices, and so on. But the demonstration was peaceful, even to the point that the marchers
waited for the light to change at an intersection. Strolling the streets again that evening we saw
a couple of sailors propositioning several dark-skinned girls, followed by a combo of small boys
about ten years old playing a violin, tom-tom, harmonica, and guitar. While they were good, the

group was more enthusiastic than imaginative, since they kept repeating the same tune.

The flight to Costa Rica was short. As we approached San Jose we were thrilled to see
green rolling hills interspersed with red-roofed bungalows. In many ways, the city and its
environs reminded us of our visit to Maracay west of Caracas, which had been part of our

overland trip to Eastern Venezuela on our way to Trinidad and Barbados.

Our accommodations at the Gran Hotel Costa Rica were first rate, probably as good as
the city had to offer. It was a colonial, five-story building with a veranda along one side facing a
small park. Across the street and down a ways was the Teatro Nacional. Finally, we were
seeing the type of culture I had read about in my Spanish grammar books. Lots of candy, pastry,
and tea shops; attractive fruit salad sold on street corners; good locally made beer, wood
carvings, and leather work. The main economic strength must be highland coffee and bananas
grown along the Caribbean coast. We already knew about Costa Rica’s reputation for

spending more on schools than on the military.



Sometimes the grandeur of the hotel was almost too much for us, especially when Becky
would throw a tantrum screeching and lying down on the lushly carpeted stairway leading down
to the main dining room. Once as we were leaving the hotel we noticed a group of what looked
like hippies sitting on the veranda. We heard one of them was saying, “They can’t treat us this
way. We have our rights.” Vicky and I exchanged a knowing glance about such naivete and

thinking, “You may not realize it, buddy, but you lost most of those rights when you left the US.”

The next morning we enquired at the hotel’s reception desk about how we might locate
the shipping lines responsible for delivering our car to the Caribbean town of Puerto Limon.
The attendant suggested a local bank. When we talked to a teller there, he shook his head saying
that he had never heard of the shipping lines shown on our ownership papers. Next, we headed
for the American Consulate. While covering a poorly concealed smirk, the Consulate officer
said that there are no roads between Puerto Limon and San Jose. The only way our car could get
to San Jose was by rail and that the waiting time for a flatcar could be six months! “Sorry, but
that’s the way it is. Your shipper should have advised you of this when you purchased the car.”
With fallen faces I pleaded that such a delay was out of the question because I was starting
graduate school in two months. He gave us a bored look, suggesting, “Why must I deal with

such fools?”

Now, with time to kill, I visited the USA’s Point Four office in town.! Besides learning
about management techniques, I also was interested in international development. Somewhat
disappointing was their response--that their focus was primarily on agriculture, sanitation, and
health, not civil engineering. Sanitary engineering is a branch of civil engineering, but a
specialized one, and I was unlikely to go in that direction. So, I filed this information away for

another day.

! Named after President Truman’s fourth point in an address aimed at aiding poor
countries of the world, and the forerunner of President Kennedy’s Peace Corps.



Back at the hotel, the manager suggested an agent who might be able to help us. With
Vicky tending to Becky, I hopped into a taxi in search of the agent. When I found him he said
that his organization didn’t handle such matters. But, he knew of someone who might. With
directions on how to get there, I hailed another taxi and headed for the edge of town where I
found a small, rundown warehouse. Weaving my way through the clutter inside, I spied off in a
corner a simple glassed-off office of no more than 80 square feet with a small, middle-aged man
sorting papers. In Spanish I explained what I wanted and, to my surprise, he said, “No hay

problema. Puedo traer su auto aqui en San Jose en menos de una semana.’

Where upon he
scribbled the relevant information about our car, the shipping lines, my name and room number
at our hotel-all in a small space among the hundreds of other notes on his drawing board—and
drew a circle around it. Oh, yes, I thought. Just another Latino who didn’t want to disappoint

me. 1left feeling unsure about what had just happened. What should I do next, I wondered?

Eventually, acknowledging our limited options, we decided to take advantage of our time
in San Jose. We took a guided tour to Heredia, an historical area close to San Jose, and
marveled at the neatness of the countryside and the colorfully painted oxen wheels. Another trip
took us to the top of Irazl, an active volcano. This one in a small Fiat that could scarcely make
the grade. When Vicky began feeling uncomfortable, because of the effect the altitude was
having on her “delicate” condition, I began wondering if driving to the top of this mountain had
been wise. But, when she weathered it we were glad we had had this lovely experience. On the
way to the top we saw trees draped with moss of the sort used in Christmas decorations, parasitic
flowers that could be orchids, cattle grazing lush fields of grass, women washing clothes along
the banks of streams flowing down steep mountainsides. All this, and the hazy effect caused by
the light drizzle made the experience seem surreal. Standing at the edge of the volcano looking
down we could see hundreds of feet below us a red lava lake about 60 meters across without
movement, fumes, or odors suggesting it wasn’t molten at all. (Years later we read how Irazi
had become active again, so perhaps it was molten after all.) Afterwards, we thought how
dangerous it had been to stand so close to the edge, for had we slipped there was nothing to

prevent us from falling all the way to the bottom.

Finally, after doing what we thought was our duty as tourists that included watching a

couple of fuitbol matches we explored the possibility of playing golf. We had brought our clubs

2 No problem. I can bring your car to San Jose within a week!



with the idea that we might play on the way home. By chance we encountered the professional
for the local country club who looked remarkably like Chi Chi Rodriguez, whose trademark was,
after sinking a put, to shove his putter through his belt loop as if he were a bull fighter. 1
explained that we had belonged to the Maracaibo Country Club, that I had a decent handicap, and
were on our way back to the States after having worked for an oil company for several years.

“Sure, you can play at our course. Call me anytime.”

We arranged for a baby sitter to take care of Becky then Vicky and I took a taxi to the
Club located in a wealthy residential area on the edge of town. I had thought of playing by
myself with Vicky walking along. Instead, the pro asked if he could join the two of us. So,
sizing me up as a big oil and gas man, as we used to joke about ourselves, he suggested I play
him for a dollar a hole. (Doesn’t seem like much now, but it did then.) What could I do but
accept? To make a long story short, I played poorly and he played as one would expect a pro to
play on his home course. [ was down about twelve dollars when we came to the last hole.
Lying about fifty yards from the hole, he said, “Double or nothing, if I can get down in two.”
Looking like a pretty good bet, I accepted. But again, what option did [ have?  So what did he
do, but chip in! Probably a one-in-a-hundred shot. Yet, he must have been practicing the shot
from there for just such an occasion. “Well,” I thought to myself, “$24 isn’t all that expensive
for a round of golf with a pro.” (But, that was what our hotel room cost us for two nights!)
After the round and sipping a locally-made beer, Vicky and I traded stories with the other
member of our foursome. He was a Dutchman who said had retired from the Navy, read about

the Pan American Highway, drove here in a jeep ten years ago, and had no plans to leave.

After ten days we finally received a call from the agent telling us that our car had arrived
and to go down to customs to complete the paperwork. The agent’s estimate of the time it
would take for our car to arrive had been correct! A customs officer greeted us politely then
asked to see our shipping papers. All seemed in order. So, he said in Spanish the equivalent of,
“Give me the keys to the car and we can unload it from the flat car.” Keys? Our shipper had
forwarded no keys in the material he had mailed to us in Venezuela. Before we had enough time
to panic, the officer said, “Well, lets look in your documents. If they contain your engine
number, we can send someone to the Chevy dealer and they can cut a set of keys for you.”

Being near the end of the day, he informed us to be sure to return early next morning because a
five day holiday was to begin at noon. We did as told, but as the morning wore on, the needed

clearances were taking more time than expected. Our worries were beginning to mount because



our cash reserves were dwindling. Besides, we were anxious to be on our way. To our relief,
the officer said, “Don’t worry. We’ll stay as long as it takes to make your car available to you.
It’s important that we take good care of visitors like you.” And true to his word, he and his crew
did work about 90 minutes into their long weekend. How nice! We could not have expected
such treatment even at home. I had thought of tipping him for the extra effort, but remembering
my experience in Zacatecas I decided against it. With no such expectations on his part, and with

smiles all around, we departed.

We drove off with the warm, rosy feeling one gets from such gracious treatment in
far-away places. Whenever it has occurred, and it has more than once, it has made Vicky and
me feel “at home” no matter where we are. Before we left, we had read in the local newspaper
about the assassination of Castillo Armas, the president of Guatemala. Actually, he was head of
a junta that had been ruling since replacing the president. Then two days later, we read about a
major earthquake in Mexico City. We already knew about the border war between Honduras
and Nicaragua. So, we packed up finally ready to continue our journey without knowing what

to expect.

Early next morning we departed San Jose and took the road down out of the highlands to
Punta Arenas by Golfo de Nicoya on the Pacific coast. We were finally on our way in our own
car. Reaching the beach around midday, we stopped to walk in the surf. But the beach was
dotted with sea weed and the darkish sand was strewn with debris, so we went on our way.
Relying on our guide book® we drove some 75 miles to the lowland town of Liberia where we
found a quaint, comfortable hotel about a kilometer from the main road that was run by a couple
who had immigrated from Europe. Our evening meal was more than ample, consisting of a
typical first course of soup followed by black beans, rice with chicken, steak, and macaroni,
finished off with fig preserves for desert. Over rich, black coffee following our meal we had a
long discussion with a resident of San Jose who proceeded to express his dislike of US foreign
policy. He didn’t like the dictators of Central America either predicting with his approval that
some of them might be assassinated. Their president, Pepe Figures, is not even Costa Rican,
but Cataldn (i.e., Spanish), who got into power illegally. The people don’t like him. The U.S.
supports these dictators by giving them arms, which makes it impossible for us to rise up against

them. You call our people communists, but we’re not, we’re just poor, making less than a dollar

3 It’s title went something like Travel through Central America on Five Dollars a Day
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a day, which is not enough to live on. As in Uncle Remus’s Brer Rabbit, we have been tarred by
association. Having this sort of discussion was just what [ was hoping to have in traveling

through the remote areas of Central America and Mexico.

We soon found the glamorous-sounding Pan American Highway a misnomer. For most
of our trip through Costa Rica, we drove on narrow two-lane gravel roads, often driving through
shallow streams. When we came to a deeper stream with its bridge a sign leading up to it
typically said puente angosto (narrow bridge) signifying a single lane. Also, our guide book had
suggested that we be on the lookout for beautiful Indian maidens bathing in these streams .
Knowing Vicky’s feelings I did my best not to look for them. As it turned out the only nudes we
saw were two bare-assed male truckers facing the road as they showered under a small waterfall.

So much for the guidebook.

Traveling through the rest of Costa Rica was relatively uneventful, just long hours on
dusty, bumpy roads through scrub-brush terrain, past an occasional village, sometimes livestock
grazing alongside the road, and fields cropped in maize that extended far up the hillsides.
Customs officials, while generally polite, were puzzled when they couldn’t find a tag under the
hood of our car, which they normally would find on cars returning to the States after having
traveled south. In time we concluded that the tags were meant to control illegal sales of cars
purchased below the border. It took some effort on our part to convince them that our car had
been shipped to Costa Rica from the States. Becky, with her large blue eyes and blond hair
helped us convince these officials that we were telling them the truth, for seldom had they seen

girls whose eyes and hair were not dark.

We spent two days in Managua with smoking volcanos in the background. The city was
relatively small and quiet. As we strolled the streets over to the market place we saw residents
sitting on their front porches reading, talking, simply watching the modest street activity, or, in a
few cases a young couple dutifully chaperoned. On one of the days we drove out to a lake where
we swam with others who must have come from the nearby city. Next, along with three young
men from the States, we visited a site with a women’s six-toed footprint embedded in volcanic
rock. On the way back to Managua, we passed a couple of presidential buildings: one belonging
to Anastasio Somoza Garcia, the former president who had been assassinated only recently. His
son, Luis Somoza Debayle succeeded him to the presidency. Another brother, Anastasio

Somoza Debayle was either in charge of the National Guard or was the Chief of Police. We



heard that neither son was popular, but that the people feared that if the President and these two
sons had all been killed all havoc would break out. Here is another instance in which US
foreign policy did not endear itself with our neighbors to the south. President Roosevelt once
said of the elder Somoza, “He’s an sob, but he’s our sob.” The eldest son, Luis, had attended
the La Salle Military Academy on Long Island and graduated from the US Military academy.

The other son, Anastasio, was a US-trained engineer. At this time the US feared the intrusion of
a Russian brand of communism in the region, and the Somozas were strongly anti communist, as

they well might be.

On the outskirts of Managua, as we headed for Honduras, we passed through large fields
of cotton, tobacco, sugar cane, linseed, and hay much more suitable for mechanization than we
had seen in Costa Rica. We also viewed men on horseback herding cattle, that and the frequent

jeeps, making this stretch of our journey look something like the Western USA.

Shortly before we left Venezuela we had read about minor border skirmishes between
Nicaragua and Honduras during April and May. And when we visited Vicky’s uncle in Panama,
he seemed aghast that [ would be traveling with Vicky and Becky without some form of firearm.
So, as we were approaching the border with Honduras we became apprehensive when a lone
soldier with a rifle slung over his shoulder hailed us down. We stopped, which we thought
necessary, only to find that he simply wanted a ride to the next village. We casually talked
along the way. Upon leaving he said, “Your wife’s Spanish is much better than yours.” I took
pride in the compliment, yet wondered about my own ability in Spanish, given the considerably
more study and on-the-job usage that I had over her. In defense, however, she would argue that
she used Spanish as part of her shopping for groceries, clothes, and other items. As for traveling
without a gun, I hate to think how customs would have reacted, either to my claiming to have one
or finding one I had not claimed. Besides, I’'m not sure what I would have done with a gun were

Ito have one. Later, we learned that the reported skirmishes were on the Caribbean side.

Our route next took us along the western edge of Honduras. We opted against taking the
spur to Tegucigalpa, which would have meant climbing into the highlands. Instead, we headed
for Choluteca in search of a place to stay. By the time we arrived, night was closing in, clouds
were overhead, and a light rain had begun to fall. We found this former colonial village nearly
deserted. Slowly we cruised through the narrow, cobblestone streets, past an ancient church

with brightly colored bougainvillea clinging to its sides, then down narrow streets with bare walls



interspersed with occasional shuttered windows and closed doorways. Finally, we found
someone who could direct us to the posada noted in our guide book. What we found was a
large wooden door at the corner of two narrow streets. The only indication that this was
someplace to stay was the small sign with posada printed on it. No other indication that this
was our guide book’s recommendation for those traveling the Pan American Highway. We
almost drove on, but screwing up our courage we stopped. My knock on the door was answered
by a middle-aged, unshaven man dressed in an undershirt and crumpled trousers. When I asked
about staying, he responded in Spanish, “You want to stay here?” At this point, we had little

choice, so I said, Yes.

The starkness of the exterior of the building was softened somewhat by the interior,
which contained a small reception desk, polished floors, a few potted plants, and a small,
enclosed patio with chickens idly pecking at the ground. The proprietor apologized for not
being able to provide us with a descent meal. He said a strike had shut down much of the
commercial activity for the past week. Even so, he was able to provided us with scrambled
eggs, bread, and butter. We went to our room feeling better for having eaten, but tired from our
long day’s trip. This was another shock. The room contained a hammock, a bed that sagged so
much that Vicky and I kept rolling into the middle, and a pegs to hang our clothes. The bare
light bulb in the room hung down from a single cord that gave a shock when turning it on or off.
The only washing facilities were a simple basin and pitcher just outside our door in the patio.

The communal toilet was close by.

A crowing rooster woke us at the break of day. We dressed quickly, paid our bill, and
were on our way. True to its word, the guidebook’s promise of five dollars a day was on the
mark. By noon, we had entered El Salvador and, reacting to the previous accommodations,
decided to stay in an upscale hotel in the center of San Salvador. As in Costa Rica, this hotel
although smaller had the same colonial charm. However, [ wasn’t able to enjoy the
accommodations like I might have because stomach cramps had set in, followed by the touristas
(Montezuma’s revenge). After taking a couple of Lomotil pills and resting, the three of us set
out to “see the town.” We found the city modern, clean, circular intersections, middle-class, as
well as upscale homes, and even a drive-in.  Since the latter was a novelty for us since leaving
the States, we pulled up to a stall and ordered sandwiches and a milkshake. Now, sandwiches
comes out as sanwiches, but milkshake was another story. We tried helado bateado (beaten ice

cream), but it didn’t work. We pointed to a picture, tried again, until finally our waitress said,
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’

“Oh, quire (vou want) un milk shake.” The word, having originated in the English, stayed in the

English.

Having rested, eaten well, and my diarrhea largely in-check, we set out for Guatemala
City in fine spirits. Our relatively short trip took us through the northern lowlands of El
Salvador to the border. Interesting that our passage through customs went so smoothly, given
the recent murder of the president. A few days back, the Nicaraguan soldier whom we had
given a ride to, said that the conflict going on with Honduras need not cause us concern. Latin
American countries may have their uprisings, but they are seldom bloody. Well, that may be
true for the public at large, but not for country leaders. Then, we ascended to Guatemala City.
We checked into a nice, medium-sized hotel replete with Indian trappings. Once settled, I called
on the
Gamaleros, my friends from San Francisco. They invited us to their home for dinner where we
reminisced over old times. Bill told about how he had established his own engineering and
construction firm and Choli said she knew the wife of President Armas from her childhood days

in school.

The next morning we drove west into the mountainous area to visit Lake Aticlan, a deep
blue volcanic lake resembling Lake Tahoe with the villages bordering its edge named after the
twelve apostles. After checking into a rustic, mountain lodge we strolled along the lake’s edge,
drew in the fragrant smell of pine, and marveled at the shear beauty of the place. Afterwards we

rested in preparation for the next day’s trip

Winding our way along scenic mountain roads we arrived at the Indian village of
Chichicastenango, a place widely popular among tourists for its weekly markets, the colonial
church, and overall picturesqueness. Luckily it was market day. Once there, we parked away
from the crowd and made our way to the market. Hundreds of Indians were there, the women
dressed in colorful shawls and dresses. We were struck by their small stature, not even coming
up to our shoulders. Most wore some form of straw hat on top of their thick dark hair, the
women with thick pigtail braids down their backs. We casually strolled, seemingly unnoticed,
among the many stalls loaded with fresh vegetables, grains, spices, and artisan goods. All was

quiet . .. quiet. .. quiet. Scarcely a sound as the Indians bargained in whispers.
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Wanting to take a picture of the market place I climbed the steps leading to the 18™
century church of Santo Tomdas so as to get a better shot. Winding my way through the candles
and smoke streaming from them, I was soon accosted by a well-dressed Guatemalan who told me
in no uncertain terms to get off the steps. “This area is sacred.” Apologizing, I did as he said.
We then proceeded to visit the church’s interior with its gilded alters and many wooden carvings.

Next, we walked along an arched arcade covered with bougainvillea and roses bordering a patio
garden filled with fruit trees. There, we encountered a priest who explained the blunder I had
made. He said the Church had allowed the Indians to incorporate some of their traditions into
the Catholic services, which had helped them gain influence over the Indians’ lives. The
practice of lighting candles, sprinkling flower petals on the steps and inside the darken church,
and considering the steps as holy ground were some of the superstitions they had allowed. Not
so Catholic, however, was the chicken sacrifices offered by a witch doctor, in front of a two-foot
stone statue at the top of a hill behind the church.

The next morning we wound our way past Quezaltenango, the country’s second largest
city, situated in a high valley where streams of water ran through lush grass pastures. From
there we drove down steep and treacherous mountainous roads into the steaming hot lowlands
bordering Mexico. Passing through customs without difficulty we drove on to Tapachula, the
Mexican border town. We found it curious that Mexico had constructed its portion of the Pan
American Highway fifty miles to the north of us. Apparently, these two countries did not trust

each other enough to build a road that facilitated an easy border crossing.

While arranging for our car to be transported to the railroad station, a bellhop
representing the single, local hotel approached us. He said he would take care of our bags, look
after our car during the night, be sure we were called in time to board the train scheduled to leave
at 6:15 a.m., and arrange for the short trip to the RR station. We felt we had little choice but to
trust him, even though doing so made us uneasy. Our dinner that night in the rickety hotel
consisted of chicken, potatoes, and tomatoes, prepared by the proprietress using a small, kerosene

stove.

True to his word, the bellhop woke us at 5:00 and took us and our bags to the station.
We climbed into our car on the flatbed and were on our way by 6:15, the train’s scheduled
departure time. The 130 mile trip was to take the full day. We had expected to ride in our car
across the hot, flat, thinly-jungly lowlands, but a conductor told us we could ride in the caboose,

which we did. Initially, we took turns sitting in the small turret for a better view and some fresh
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air, but soon gave that up as the wind shifted and engulfed us with heavy smoke from the engine.
The right-of-way was a single track with an occasional turnout that allowed for trains passing in
the other direction. As a result the entire trip was a series of starts and stops, with occasional
short spurts at full speed ahead. These jerky movements were not the best for Vicky’s delicate
condition. Around noon time, the train came to a full stop in the middle of the tracks. We saw
about ten member of the crew walking across an open field of tall grass. Assuming they were
stopping for lunch, the three of us left the caboose and followed them. Turns out we were
correct, we found them seated at tables in a small screened porch where they were being served
the local fare of soup, chicken, and beans. Lucky for us, this was only a lunch break and not a

crew change!

As dusk was settling in twelve hours after bordering the train we pulled into the small,
lowland town of Tonal4 covered with soot and splinters from the wood-burning engine.  After
quickly reconnoitering the area, we decided to take our guide book’s advice and drive to
Tehuantepec. After the first 20 miles driving on gravel roads, with unrestrained cattle grazing
along the side, we were happy to reach an excellent paved highway. =~ We arrived at our
destination at 11:00 p.m. We found a small, pleasant hotel, ate a quick meal, and went to bed
feeling we were almost home. The next day we felt even more so as we met Highway
Patrolmen along the way dressed in neat uniforms driving shiny new cars; and when we heard

Amos and Andy being broadcast from the States.

Going to the diningroom the next morning we found practically all of the help looked to
be pure Indians, with the women dressed in flowing skirts and loose-fitting decorated blouses.
Our road out of town was hot and dusty. As a precaution we stopped at two filling stations, but
they were out of gas. On the third try much to our relief we got our tank filled up. It was a
good thing because we didn’t pass another station until we were on the outskirts of Oaxaca 150
miles away. Before driving into the city, we took a short detour to Mitla—the site of the
ceremonial and burying grounds of the Zapotec and Mixtec Indians. The descendants of the
latter supposedly live in the area now. ~ We saw about ten buildings that were uncovered and
about 20 whose excavation had not been completed. Because of their excellent condition we
found it difficult to believe that the buildings constructed simply of closely fitted stone and
decorated with ornamental mosaic dates back to 200 B.C. Indian women and children swarmed

around us wanting to sell us whistles and shells as souvenirs for only 25 centavos—a pittance!
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Then, continuing in the same valley we checked into a modern hotel on the outskirts of
Oaxaca. That evening Vicky said she wasn’t feeling well so we retired early. The next
morning she was having stomach cramps, which we feared might be the onset of labor pains.
Vicky stayed in bed till noon and by then was feeling better. The trauma of a premature birth
and the possibility that Tim might be born in Mexico had passed. We figured that yesterday’s
train ride with its abrupt stops and jerky starts had nearly shaken the fetus loose.

Around noon we drove downtown so that I could buy insurance while in Mexico. Rather
than drag Vicky and Becky around town during the search, Vicky said she would look at some of
the shops bordering the town plaza then I would meet her at the appointed time on one of the
corners. I eventually located an agency with the help of two pretty sefioritas. Sitting along side
me in the front seat, they were directing me to a parking spot near the insurance agency.

Without realizing it, we passed Vicky and Becky standing on the predetermined corner. Later,
half-heartedly annoyed, Vicky accused me of paying so much attention to these young ladies that
I forgot to look for her in her extended, pregnant form and 20-month-old daughter in hand. It

was only a minor annoyance although one long remembered.

Later in the day we drove a short distance to the Monte Albdn ruins, another site of the
Zapotec and Mixtec cultures. Each succeeding civilization built over the existing structures.
The whole area for miles around contains earthen mounds underlain by what must be structures

similar those already uncovered. What an incredible sight!

We spent the next night and part of the following day in Puebla where we strolled along
the busy streets of this modern city. While there we visited a convent that was once hidden from
the Government when such institutions were outlawed. Then we drove the short distance to
Mexico City, where we saw little evidence of the recent earthquake. Such occurrences are so
common that one must look closely to distinguish between recent and earlier quakes. Once in
our room on the tenth floor we ordered tequila, limes, and salt from room service. Sitting by our
window observing the busy street below we toasted our return to modern life in traditional
Mexican fashion. First we licked the back of our left hand, applied salt to the wetted area,
downed a shot of tequila, then squeezed lime juice into our mouth. Or, maybe it was tequila,

then lime, then salt. The effect is the same.
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During the next two days, we visited Chapultepec Castle built during the reign of
Maximilian and Carlotta, the National Museum, the University of Mexico, a bull fight that the
local press dubbed, “As always, when there are bulls, there are no toreros!”, and Xochimilco’s
floating gardens. At the bull fight an impatient youngster jumped into the ring with jacket
in-hand, turned his back on the bull, and spread out his jacket. Not fooled at all, the bull struck
the intruder squarely in the back flipping him up and over its back. The youngster did a
complete somersault landing on his hands and knees. Dazed, he got up, ran to the edge of the
ring and scrambled over the barrier. Luckily for him, the bull’s horns were so wide apart that
neither of them entered his back thereby inflicting no injury. How lucky was the guy! The next

day’s newspaper revealed the moment-by-moment sequence of the event.

While visiting Xochimilco we encountered a doctor, his wife, and young child, whom we
had met the day before. In spite of his curative powers the doctor was so concerned about his
daughter’s health that he carried an antiseptically drenched cloth to wipe the surfaces of anything
the child touched, particularly put to her mouth. We thought his actions extreme, especially
when we looked back at a picture we had taken of Becky taking a swig of beer directly from a
bottle of beer. (By the way, Becky had made the entire trip in excellent health consuming
scrambled eggs, milk, and raw fruit.) The visit to the gardens reminded us of the adventures of
David Dodge, who wrote the book, How Green was my Father. The story is about his overland
trip from San Francisco through Mexico and on to Guatemala. In one episode Dodge describes
his effort to buy some grapefruit, which mirrored our San Salvadoran experience. After
carefully enunciating the word toronja, which the Mexican vendor didn’t understand, Dodge
goes on to describe a fruit that was yellow and the size of a softball without success. Finally, the
vendor said, “Ah, usted quiere grepfrut, which reminded us of our experience with ordering a
milkshake in San Salvador. Returning to Xochimilco, after an drawn out and exasperating
haggle over the price of a ride through the gardens in a flat-bottomed dugout, Dodge blurted out,
“No quiero buy the damn thing.”

Up to this point in our trip, I felt that Vicky’s and my Spanish had been pretty good,
having dealt with customs officials, border guards, waiters and waitresses, and the like. But I
got brought up short in Mexico City when the attendant at a service station quickly rang off the
amount of the sale before I had a chance to verify the amount. Before leaving the station I
calculated the amount of gas based on the price per gallon and found that it was more than the

tank would hold. Even so, I paid, but with reservations. As [ was leaving, I heard him tell the
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cashier that the charge included a propina (tip). Later, Vicky and I saw other attempts to play
the same trick. By then we knew what to look out for. Not that the amount was all that much,
but having spent over a month en route, we were beginning to get run low on funds. Mexico
City was the first time we felt that we needed to guard against such ploys. Undoubtedly, the

greater number of tourists traveling between the States and Mexico City was the answer.

The final leg of our trip took us out across the dry lake bed on which Mexico City sits and
past the nearby pyramids. Even Vicky, as pregnant as she was, and Becky, as small as she was,
climbed the 249 steps to the top of one of the pyramids. There, we had a lovely view of the
surrounding area of adobe huts amid squat trees. Continuing on we drove past Tomasenchali
that comes out sounding like Thomas and Charlie, overnighted in a modern motel at Ciudad
Valles, took the cutoff to Brownsville, crossed into the USA, and headed for Houston. Once
there, we stored our car while we flew to St Petersburg to visit my parents with the intention of
flying back to continue driving to Stanford where I had been admitted to the Graduate School of
Business. Always liking the Bay area, I looked forward to returning there.

After the initial greetings with my folks I turned to the mail that was waiting for me. A
letter from Harvard interested me the most. Opening it, I read that I had been accepted there!
With that being my first choice, I wrote to Stanford about my change of plans then after a short
visit with my folks I flew back to Houston to pick up our car. Then I drove directly to
Cambridge, leaving Vicky and Becky to join me once I had registered for classes and had found a
place to live. Eventually, I was to learn that perhaps a quarter of my class had either been

rejected on their first application or were accepted provisionally.

Thus, ended a five-week trip, instead of one taking three and a half weeks. Though
unplanned, we were glad to have had the extra time in Costa Rica and to receive the gracious
help there in getting our car out of customs and off the train. And it was enlightening to hear
how some felt about the USA. While most dismissed the threat to our safety, Bill Gamalero, felt
otherwise. He said that his life had been threatened by some who worked for him. But then, he

was part of the elite.
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I flew back to Houston, checked our car out of storage, and drove directly to Cambridge.
I registered with Admissions where I never even thought of asking for a student loan. With over
thirty thousand dollars in the bank, I felt too rich to ask for financial help, which turned out to be
the case. [ was given temporary quarters in a dormitory and was instructed to check the class
bulletin board. In doing so, I was surprised to find that we were given an assignment for the firs¢
day of class some three days away. The case study, which is the way the Business School
teaches, was the first of hundreds of cases we would study before graduating. After recovering

from this mild shock, I began checking apartments in the area from the list I had received.

It didn’t take me long to choose an ample, third-floor apartment conveniently located in a
working class section of Newton, some four miles upstream along the Charles River. The drive
to School seldom took more than 15 minutes. My soon-to-be classmate, Will Hunt, and his
wife, Tally, were to occupy the first floor. Our landlords, Mrs. Martelli and her husband, lived
on the second floor. Our apartment comprised a large kitchen, a dining room, a living room, a
bedroom that opened onto the dining room, and a small bathroom just off the kitchen. In the
corner of the kitchen I installed a large working table made up of a plain door supported by two
end tables. And for most of the next two years Vicky would see little of me except the back of
my head. [ would remain at the School during the day, return in time for dinner, then, as soon as
Vicky could clear off the dishes, I would be at this improvised desk until midnight or later.

After getting Becky off to bed, Vicky would often retreat to the living room to read or watch
television. Except for an occasional outing that included School events for the wives it was to

be a long, grinding experience for Vicky as well as for me.

Mrs. Martelli was a wonderful person: large, but not obese, with flowing white hair,
matronly, kindly, very [talian, and a magnificent cook.  Vicky would rely on her to look after
Becky when she had a sudden need for a baby sitter. How well I remember climbing the back
stairs past her kitchen on a cold winter night and smell the rich aroma of garlic and spices that

went into her spaghetti sauces. Every week on separate nights each of her three grown sons



would leave their families to have dinner with their parents. Mr. Martelli was a craftsman of
some

sort. Each morning he “breakfasted” simply on black coffee laced with anisette. Once a month
after dinner Vicky would go downstairs to pay the rent where she would linger for an hour

over a couple shots of anisette that Mrs. Martelli insist she have. How nice to pay the rent this

way.

The Hunts were Canadians. His father was some bigwig in the Canadian government
associated with the building industry. During our first semester, we sat next to each other, since
it was expected that we would remain where we had chosen to sit. That allowed the instructors
(professors, for the most part) to draw up seating charts that they used in getting to know those in
our section of 90. My friendship with Will never blossomed because we didn’t think the other
knew what he was doing and partly because, in trying to establish rapport, I made the mistake of
suggesting that the Canadians were much like us in the USA. Eventually I learned that some
Canadians feel our country exerts too much influence over them because our economy is so large
and powerful. Even so, we maintained a civil relationship. I found him remarkable in two
uncomplimentary ways: one, he deferred looking at his test scores and course grades for as long
as possible, claiming disinterest, and two, he proceeded to throw away his class notes and case
studies once he finished a course. During the fall of our second year, we were surprised to learn
that this rather reserve couple, under the influence of another classmate, had attended a nudist
colony during our summer break. It was the Hunts’ first experience in nudity, and a
disappointing one at that, so Will said. I guess the female bodies that he saw didn’t match the

beauties he had imagined.

I arrived at Harvard feeling relatively confident, having sailed through high school and
Iowa State without great effort because I had not aspired to academic excellence. As a result, |
enjoyed a full range of activities in high school and college. At Creole, I had progressed from
engineer-in-training to senior engineer in four years. But, HBS quickly took away my

confidence as it did many of my classmates.



Our first-year courses were the same for all of us. They were Administrative Practices,
Business Responsibilities in the American Society (called BRAS), Control, Finance, Marketing,
Production, and Written Analysis of Cases (called WACs). About five weeks into the first
semester, our class took its first test—a four-hour exam in Marketing. As was the custom
throughout our studies, this was a case study. It involved beer distribution. Afterwards, both
Will and I thought we had “nailed it,” although relying on far different approaches. Ihad
proposed a marketing study to identify the size and location of the customers, an advertizing
program, and so on; I even looked at the trucking costs of delivery. In the process, I had written,
“Now, do we have enough trucks to implement the strategy?” This was a critical question that
would determine the feasibility of the whole approach. I concluded that there were enough
trucks. Wrong! In my hurry to get through the case, I had misread the table. Some half of the
class had either failed to look into this possibility, or had misread the table as had I. No one who
missed this point received a grade better than Low Pass. Will Hunt included. It was an early
lesson demonstrating that our solutions had to be realistic. If a proposal was not feasible any

analysis of other aspects of the case didn’t matter. It was a lesson few of us forgot.

But then, marketing turned out not to be one of my strengths. No matter how well I
might have done on this test it wouldn’t have made much difference. I never did catch on to
marketing as a discipline, especially when it came to advertising. For instance, I thought saran
wrap was a lousy idea and that airport hotels wouldn’t work because of the noise. When it came
to beer, I pictured two cowboys sitting on a rail sweat dripping down their faces swigging a cold
bottle of beer. For me beer tasted the best when I was hot and my throat dry. So how does
Coors advertise beer? Often by depicting cold mountain streams running down a snowy

mountainside. Oh well, I didn’t want to go into marketing anyway.

The School’s strategy seemed to be that of keeping its new arrivals off balance. At the
beginning of the second semester, I recall talking with a classmate, Morty Davidowitz, about
who in our class would not be there beyond the first year. We had heard the rumor that perhaps

fifteen percent of each entering class would not make it. So, we traded ideas about who the 13
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or 14 in our section of 90 would not be with us next year. Alike, we said we had looked around
during our various classes and had been able to count only nine or ten who might go, which
meant that we would be on the cusp. As it turned out, I think only about four from our section
did not come back, and that might have been due to their discouragement, rather than dismissal.

I know of one, however, who had a nervous breakdown during the second semester, which forced
him to drop out. Morty, needn’t have worried. He completed the second year as a Baker
Scholar—among the top two percent of our whole class. After graduation, Morty ended up the
head of a large investment banking firm on Wall Street, became immensely wealthy, and
changed his name to J. Morton Davis. He even wrote a book, Making America Work Again with
an endorsement on the book’s jacket by Walter Heller, Chairman of the Counsel of Economic
Advisors to President Kennedy. I dropped Morty a note in preparation for our fortieth class
reunion (the only one I attended) asking him if he remembered our early conversations about
flunking out, but got no reply. No surprise there. With all that money and prestige, he must
have more than enough friends. In glancing over Morty’s book again, I realized that he must
have been putting me on, for he graduated from Brooklyn College magma cum laud and was a

Phi Beta Kappa!

Another method of putting students on the defensive was the practice, followed
throughout the two years, of assigning three cases a day. This required the student to read each
case, analyze it, propose a solution to whatever problem the case contained, and back this up with
his reasoning and supporting calculations. Scarcely ever did the case contain a statement as to
what the problem might be. The best guide came from the particular course that assigned the
case, e.g., one would look for a marketing problem in the Marketing course, or an accounting
problem in the Accounting course. But at times, this didn’t work. And at other times we, as a
class, might conclude that the case contained no problem at all. But that would turn out to be a
mistake. Once in class, the instructor would, seemingly at random, call upon a student to
present his analysis. Then, he would look around the classroom at the other students, some of
whom would be stabbing the air with their hands showing they wanted to talk, and call on one.

While occasionally a fellow student would agree with the opening analysis, more often he would



challenge the presenter’s knowledge of the facts, his approach, or recommendations. For an
engineer, such as I, taught to believe in a single, correct solution, the initial effect was daunting,
as was having to read an average of 75 - 100 pages of case material from the end of classes in the

afternoon to the beginning of classes the next day.

Throughout the two academic years at Harvard, our instructors acted as moderators, not
giving their opinions but asking questions and directing traffic, so to speak. It was as though
each instructor were playing an huge pipe organ with its full array of keys and stops. After the
instructor had learned the inclinations of the more outspoken members of our class, he would call
on one of these for the point of view he wanted to hear. As examples, some were adept at

quantification, others were street smart, and others could see the big picture.

We quickly learned a few things during the first semester. One was to not bother asking
the instructor what the answer to a case might be. Invariably he would return the question with,
“What do you think?” Before long, we learned that in a business setting, there were few right
answers, but many acceptable ones. The School’s aim was to instill a way of thinking, of
analyzing, and the ability to deal with a lot of often disjointed data in a quick and an effective
manner. We soon learned to listen to each other. Early on when a student was so eager to
present his own solution to the case being analyzed, the instructor might stop that presentation,
turn to the intruder and ask, “What do you think of the arguments just being made?” The first
time this happened, the student’s eyes widened, his face reddened, and he dropped his head, for
he hadn’t been listening! Before long we learned that the case method did not rest on a series of
disjointed ideas. Rather, effective development of the class discussions depended on building
on what others had said and a gradual development of ideas. Refinements flowed from a
student’s opening presentation of the case, clarification of concepts and interpretation of relevant
data, corrections as necessary, debate over alternative courses of action, and eventually
agreement as to the probably impacts of the alternatives. Some best solution was seldom
sought, just an appreciation of possible lines of action and their possible outcomes. Not that we

often reached such an ideal endpoint after only ninety minutes, but by the time we left a class,



especially during the second year, we had begun to gain meaningful insight into the richness of

the case under study.

Later, the first semester, I recall hearing two in my first-year class saying, “I was Phi Beta
Kappa in under graduate school. Yet, here, I can’t seem to get anything above a Pass.” His
companion replied, “I was too. And I can’t either!” HBS had abandoned the traditional system
of letter grades for one of Unsatisfactory (shortened to Unsat), Low Pass, Pass, High Pass, and
Distinction. The latter was reserved for what was practically an A+ and awarded, especially
during the first year to only two or three percent of the grades for any one test and for the
semester’s course grade. I suspect the rationale for this alternative system was to expose the
student body to a new set of standards. [ don’t think grades had started to escalate at this time,
but I do know that several years later a grade point less than a B average at the graduate level was
grounds for dismissal. By contrast, the middle grade of Pass (comparable to a C) was not
disqualifying. I also suspect that the School felt that it was dealing with a lot of students who
thought they were “hot shots.” During the first semester, for instance, our class heard one of the

bh

younger students say, “After we graduate and become industry’s leaders . . ..” So, to get
through to these young Turks, the School must have felt it necessary to knock them down a bit
before easing up in the second year. This they did that first year by piling on the work, holding

down the grades, and subjecting us to fierce classroom competition.

The two-semester, first year course called Written Analysis of Cases, or simply WAC:s,
was another way of causing some of us to squirm. Once a week on Thursday afternoon, we
were assigned a case, which required analysis and a written report. We divided into groups of
five or six. Typically, we read the case Thursday afternoon or evening, as well as preparing for
the next day’s classes. Mid-afternoon the next day each group would meet for a couple of hours
to discuss the case. From then on, it was pure pressure. Each student did his own analysis then
prepared a carefully-typed report that had to be inserted in a mailing slot at the School library
before ten p.m. Saturday. Our analyses relied heavily on numerical calculations presented in
several tables and graphs and supported by double-spaced text. Reviewed by graduate English

majors from across campus, our reports were judged as much for clarity of presentation and



proper English usage as for the technical quality of our analysis. Consequently the majority of
us burned much midnight oil Friday evening followed by the whole of Saturday producing a
document that often ran to 20 pages. Students with undergraduate degrees in the Social
Sciences usually found writing these reports relatively easy, while those of us from Engineering
and the Physical Sciences had the advantage on the quantitative side. Even so, many of my
papers came up short analytically, not to mention how they were written. Typical of the
comments I received were “Unconvincing argument. You jumped too quickly to your
conclusions.” or, “Poor transition.” I think the highest grade I got on any of these papers
during the first year was a

Pass +. It wasn’t until my second year that my papers came back free of major criticisms.

Partly to dissipate the pressure, one of the brighter students once mocked the system by
dressing up in running tights, a cape, and a silver helmet adorned with the Wings of Mercury.
Waiting until the last minute, those in on this farce lined up to watch the runner streak across
campus amid flashing cameras to deposit his case in the slot just before the stroke of ten.
Another story was told about how two students anxiously driving their cars to meet the deadline
ran into each other at an intersection bordering the campus. Each jumped out of his car and,
instead of looking at the damage, ran to deposit his case before returning to their vehicles to

assess the damage.

I have my own story in this regard. Although I could type, Vicky was a better typist.

So, as I finished the drafts of the text, tables, and figures, she would began typing the report. 1|
would do a final review and make a few corrections, which she would then retype. We did this
right up to the last moment. We were following this routine one Saturday evening when Vicky
went into labor. This did not surprise us since she was into her ninth month and overdue. But
this was our second child and her experience with our first child, Becky, led her to believe there
was no hurry. Thinking we had plenty of time to get to the hospital in downtown Boston some
20 minutes beyond the Business School. By 8:00 p.m. with the WAC deadline approaching her

contractions became more frequent. Soon they were five minutes apart. Can you hold out a bit
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longer”? Tasked. “I’m still not through with my draft.” So we kept atit. We finished around
9:30, just enough time for me to get to the School. Rather than loading her into the car (Mrs.
Martelli, downstairs was looking after Becky), I delivered my report with some ten minutes to
spare. I then returned, climbed the three floors to our apartment, helped Vicky down the steps
and into our car, and drove directly to the Boston Lying In Hospital. When we arrived around
11:00, I was brought up short when the nurses wheeled Vicky directly into the delivery room.
But I need not have worried. Tim would not be born for six more hours. Vicky gave birth to a

healthy 9 2 pound boy and I had survived another WAC experience.

Through pure grit and determination, we made it through the first academic year. I say
we because getting through the year was as much of a test of endurance for Vicky as it was for
me. She was cooped up in our third-floor apartment with two very small children with scarcely
a night out, while I worked night and day seven days a week, except for a rare outing. All my
grades were Pass, except for a High Pass for the single semester BRAS course. Nota
particularly good outcome, but good enough to put me among the middle of my 617 classmates.

Most of us were happy enough simply to know we would be around next year.

The summer vacation between the two years was a definite relief. We spent the three
months in St Petersburg, Florida close to my parents where I earned a modest salary drawing
construction plans for pre-fabricated steel buildings—a job my father had landed for me. It was
relatively easy for me, since it required little more than what I had done as a detailer in San
Francisco. The summer was a hot and sweaty one for Vicky, Becky, and Tim because our motel

room lacked air conditioning.

The School imposed few course restrictions for the second year. The idea being that,
having been exposed to the fundamentals the first year, second-year students ought to be free to
take courses supporting the areas they hoped to pursue after graduation. I chose Administration
and Review of Accounts, Advanced Production Problems, Business History, Business Policy,

Human Relations, International Economic Relations, Management of Financial Institutions, and



Legal Problems of Doing Business Abroad. This last course was taught across the river at the

Harvard Law School.

Student contacts with their professors were limited, at least for me. This could have
been due to their belief that we were mature by now and could fend for ourselves. With my
budding interest in international economics, I chose Lincoln Gordon, Professor of International
Economic Relations, as my advisor. My choice could have been better. While he received me
a couple of times to listen to my questions about course selection and my career aspirations, he
looked preoccupied most of the time. Still, it was through his advice that during our summer
break I read both Paul Samuelson’s classic, Economics: An Introductory Analysis and Thomas
Schilling’s International Economics, both in preparation for the second-year series on
International Economics.  Later, I learned that he had become the U.S. Ambassador to Brazil

and then President of Johns Hopkins University!

In sharp contrast was my experience with David E. Bell, of Harvard’s School of Public
Administration. Having worked with Ford International, he came to HBS to tell us about the
opportunities that Ford had to offer for those interested in an international career. I especially
remember hearing him talk about the “international man.” This was someone whose domain
was the world, who could work in Sweden, Germany, the Far East, or elsewhere. How great it
was to hear someone describe such exciting career opportunities. The next week, without
thinking twice, I called his number, got in touch with him directly, and arranged a meeting in his
office across the river on the main Harvard campus. Once there I told him of my long-held
interest in international affairs, my experiences in Venezuela, and my career aspirations. Little
did I realize the stature of the man who spent nearly an hour with me, for he showed no evidence
of wanting to hurry me out the door. In fact, he arranged for me to meet the Administrator of the
US Agency for International Development (that’s the head guy) in Washington, D.C. and two
from Stanford Research Institute (SRI).! Subsequently, he became John F. Kennedy’s first

Budget Director and later a Vice President of the Ford Foundation.

! Twas to learn later that his father had taught at Stanford, thus knowing SRI.
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Another guest speaker was Robert McNamara, who at the time was among the gang
hailed as industry’s whiz kids because of the mathematical sophistication they brought to
business decisions. Rather humble in his presentation, MacNamara told how it was possible to
make big mistakes in industry and still survive. His example was how he had backed production
of Ford’s Easel, which was to become a colossal flop. As is well known, McNamara later

became the controversial Secretary of Defense during the Viet Nam war.

Besides the above, I was fortunate to be exposed to two other academics of note. This
resulted from the course I took at the Law School. Just the idea of taking a course there excited
me. [recall walking past caricatures of early American and English barristers lining our
classroom. Out of a class of 200, I was the lone Business School student. Our assignments
focused mostly on the review of civil cases, in much the same manner as at HBS. The professor
would take his place behind the lectern and say, for example, “Mr. Jones lets have your brief on
this case.” Then after having done so, the prof would say to the same person, “Now give me
your rebuttal to what you have just said.” As I must have already known, lawyering involves
both defending and challenging various positions. No great revelation, here, but at the time, it
opened my mind to the need for mental agility. This was quite in contrast to how I had learned
to study and think in engineering school, where correct solutions flowed from standard formulae

based on scientific principles and experimental results.

I sweated through these classes hoping I would not be called upon to present or defend a
case, and I was not. The profs must have known that I would have trouble pulling that off. The
only time I did comment in class came when the prof asked, “What difference does it make
whether the client pays up front or at the end of the trial? Aside from the risk of his not paying,
it’s the same amount, isn’t it?” The class, being law students not business types, wasn’t
grasping the significance. So, I raised my hand, the prof who knew where I sat, motioned for me
to speak up. I described the concept of the “time-value-of money.” I was not left off the hook,

however, when it came to tests and team-based homework.
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The two teaching the course were Kingman Brewster, who eventually became
Ambassador to England and later Yale’s President, and Steven Surrey, who drafted President
Kennedy’s tax initiative. One day, I had occasion to go to Prof. Brewster’s office. It was a
comfortable shambles, books and papers piled up high and students lounging in chairs discussing

some law topic, Brewster being among them.

On one occasion our instructor in Business Policy lit into a student who had proposed
“firing the manager.” The instructor said something to the effect, “Harvard doesn’t teach you to
solve problems by getting rid of people. We teach you to work within the limits of the staff you
have. Only under extreme conditions, and then after careful exploration of the alternatives, are
you justified in sacking someone.” Turning red, the student closed his notebook and ceased
talking. The class was momentarily stunned, since none of our instructors had voiced such
strong words before, nor since. It’s just possible that the faculty had sensed that we students

were beginning to go down the wrong path in our thoughts about personnel management.

At long last I began to loosen up with graduation just around the corner. On a couple of
weekends Vicky and I began exploring some of the historical sites near us, Lexington and
Concord being among them. We managed an overnight trip to the White Mountains of New
Hampshire where Vicky and I spent the day skiing. We found the corn snow that the locals
bragged so much about disappointing, given our prior exposure to winter skiing in Canada.
Even just driving downstream along the Charles past the Massachusetts Institute of Technology
or wandering around Harvard Square and the main campus was inspiring, or walking past an

2

historical marker that read “This was the home of William Wadsworth Longfellow.” The area

was awash in history.

Interspersed during these last few months were an occasional evening dining at a
well-known Boston fish house, seeing the Old Vic Players, and attending Arthur Fiedler’s Night
at the Pops. I had thought that the Pops referred to popular music. Instead, it meant the
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popping of champaign corks by those sitting at tables of eight in the large ballroom in front of the
stage where the orchestra played. Another memorable event was attending a rally for Fidel
Castro at Soldiers’ Field, across from HBS. At the time we cheered him as a conquering hero
after his defeat of Fulgencio Batista. The stories of his gallant fight in the Sierra Maestra

excited us all. What a disappointment he turned out to be.

This second semester, I received a single Pass in Management of Financial Institutions, a
single-semester course where I was a novice compared with most of my classmates, a distinction
for the two semesters of Business Policy, a B at the Law School, and all the rest High Passes.
This result was a full grade higher than my first year. I don’t know if I somehow caught on to
the case method, or the School eased up in its grading. Probably some of both. In any case,
comparing grades with my friends, I believe I moved well up into the upper third of my class.
Good enough to qualify for most positions, but short of jobs with classy consulting firms, such as
McKinsey or Booz-Hamilton, or the top banking firms on Wall Street. Given the opportunity, |

might have enjoyed consulting, but not Wall Street banking.

I never figured out how I managed the distinction in Business Policy, but I do remember
the Advanced Production Problems course taught by Prof. Bright. Not only was this a
demanding course, but Prof. Bright made it tougher than most instructors. He treated the course
as though this were the only meaningful course we were taking that semester. Students with
engineering background, however, had a somewhat easier time of it. After our group made its
formal presentation of a case, Prof. Bright said that my presentation had surprised him, saying
something about my command of the facts. Later, as graduation neared and we were
interviewing for jobs, he suggested that, with his contacts at General Motors, he could help me
get a junior management position there. I thanked him, but said I aspired to another line of

work.

Besides being exposed to these accomplished persons, I was to rub shoulders with some

outstanding classmates who eventually became famous in their own right. For example, James
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Wolfensohn became President of the World Bank; Rod Carnegie, who graduated first of the
class, became chairman of several Australian companies, and is now Sir Roderick; Peter Brooke
became a Member of Parliament, was both Chairman of England’s Conservative Party and
Secretary of State for Northern Ireland; and John McArthur was to become Dean of the Business
School. (Both Carnegie and Brooke had graduated from Oxford before coming to the Business
School, so they had a head start on most of us.) This says nothing about the many who rose to
the rank of Chief Executive or Financial Officers and Chairmans of the Board. Of course, not
all reached such heights; but, of those who graduated, nearly all profited by the experience. 1
know of no other academic institution, save the Military Academies, whose alumni keep in such
close contact as does those of HBS. The School facilitates these contacts through periodic
reunions and a quarterly magazine in which each class has its own recorder. John Ryan has been
the recorder for our class of ‘59 for as long as I can remember, maybe starting right after

graduation.

In 1999 Vicky and I attended the fortieth reunion where we reestablished some old
friendships, as well as participated in an inspiring two-day program about relevant business
issues. Dean MacArthur gave one of the presentations and talked about the need for integrity in
business. How appropriate, given the subsequent scandals that have swept over Wall Street and
elsewhere. Strolling across campus, looking in at the library where I had spent so much time
studying, and stopping at the campus book store flooded my mind with memories. I found it
hard to believe I had ever been to such a prestigious institution. So, imagine my surprise when I
registered for the reunion to be told that [ was on the program. “That can’t be. There must be
some mistake,” I argued. The receptionist checked the schedule and said, “There’s no doubt but
that you’re on the program.” “But how can that be? [ know nothing about this. And why?” |
said. It turns out that one of the organizing profs had written to me at the last minute—a letter
that had arrived after Vicky and I had left Ft Collins. It seems that the description of my
overseas consulting since retirement, as well as being professor emeritus, might be inspirational
for some of my classmates who were about to retire. (I had written about such things as part of

the writeup each of us was asked to do as part of the reunion.) For that night and the next, I
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scrambled to put together a ten minute talk about what I had been doing since retirement. The
other classmate asked to talk about his experiences as an adjunct professor at the University of
Chicago. So, perhaps it was an academic thing. [ talked about wanting to join the World Bank
and, though having three opportunities, was never able to pull it off. So, at the end of the
presentations that day, when Jim Wolfensohn came up to me, I said, “I know who you are.”

And he said, “Now, I know who you are.” Just a short, sweet moment of notoriety.

I never doubted the value of the education I was getting, neither while it was occurring,
nor afterwards. It was just one long, hard slog for the two of us. I’ve heard of wives working
to help put their husbands through graduate school only to have the husbands, once established in
their professions, divorce their spouses in favor of someone much younger. What a bummer! As

Connie, our daughter’s mother-in-law would say, “Those are grounds for murder.”

Afterward Going back over what I have just written has given me second thoughts. First, the
name dropping. In my defense, I was simply awed (and still am) by my exposure to such
notables. Yet, having seen them, and interacted with them in some cases, conveys little if
anything about who / am. Perhaps, I was like the Iowan in New York City for the first time who
gazes up at the skyscrapers with gaping mouth. The experience was exceptional. Second, |
made a lot about how hard I studied. Idid work hard. Probably more than most. I think some
in our class found HBS a breeze, although no one ever told me that. I do recall some of my
classmates who were single talking about having a beer or two at some pub, even during
weekdays. [ worked as hard as I did because I wasn’t sure [ would make it. At 31 with a wife
and two young children I felt my family responsibilities, and, frankly, I have scarcely ever found

major challenges such as this easy.

Job Search
I didn’t bother interviewing those who came to the Business School, since [ wasn’t
looking for the jobs they had to offer. Although, I might have considered working for a

top-notch consulting firm, simply for the experience. But, I had neither the background nor the



15

class standing. I think such firms limited their choices to the top ten or twenty in our class, or
those with strong financial backgrounds. With the pass I received in the finance class during the
second year, I didn’t have a chance. Earlier, I had filled out a questionnaire concerning my job
interests and learned that [ was an outlier. Most came to the Business School interested in

finance or in starting a business.

Earlier, I had thought about working in the Planning Division of Standard Oil of New
Jersey, headquartered in New York City. That would have fit with my interest in economic
planning, but not my nascent interest in economic development. But I struck out on that
possibility when the NY office came back saying that they had no openings, although Creole
would welcome me back. At one time, that might have appealed to me. Vicky was certainly
willing to return there, but now I wanted to move in another direction. Prior to leaving
Venezuela, [ had told Vicky that I didn’t get excited over helping a company make money. [ had
more lofty goals, which suggested working for the World Bank, the United Nations, or USAID.
Looking back now, I wonder how I could have considered working in New York City for any
length of time. Iknow I soon grew tired of living in San Francisco, even as attractive as that city

was.

So, I visited World Bank headquarters in Washington, D.C. Those I met there treated
me respectfully, but said [ was too young. “Come back when you have some gray hair”
explaining that Bank staff typically deal with senior-level officials in their own countries and that
they prefer dealing with Bank staff who are not “youngsters,” regardless of how bright they
might be or how impressive their education. I mentioned that I might work for SRI, which they

thought would be good preparation for a position with the Bank.

The meeting I had had with David Bell led to a meeting with USAID in Washington,
D.C.. Without recognizing its significance, I was ushered into the office of the Administrator,
the head of the whole organization and a position appointed by the President of the United

States! Irecall the deference I received as I checked in with his secretary. Once inside I found



16

myself in an enormous office with a huge desk, a fireplace off to one side,, costly chairs, and a
couple of sofas with coffee tables in front, and with tapestries and pictures of dignitaries on the
walls. Certainly not an office of an ordinary government official. [ wasn’t dismayed, but I
should have been. I confidently told of my work in Venezuela, how I had visited the Point Four
office in Costa Rica, and, now with my MBA, I would like to move into the field of international
development. He listened courteously with a pleasant smile on his face, but was noncommital.
I soon found myself being led down a long, hallway to the rather drab office of the chief
personnel officer. I repeated my story to him, including my interest in helping those in the
developing countries. He too listened sympathetically but without much enthusiasm. Once I
was out of the Administrator’s office I no longer enjoyed any special status. After exploring
alternatives, none of which were particularly encouraging, I asked for the name of someone as a
follow-up to our discussion where upon he called in his secretary. He asked her for the
extension number of the person I should contact. After what seemed like a long time, he called
her back to his office asking why the delay. She said she had been looking for his number but
couldn’t find it. Raising his voice, he said, “Good grief, gal! He’s just a few doors down the

hall. Why don’t you go there and ask him?”

The drabness of the offices and the lethargy of the staff nearly convince me that working
for a large bureaucracy was not for me. Strangely enough, I didn’t get this feeling at the World
Bank, although it too is a large bureaucracy. After a few weeks without a response from AID, 1
called asking why I hadn’t heard from them. The personnel officer said, “Oh, we didn’t bother
following up on your interview because we couldn’t match your $17,000 salary at Creole.”
guess he didn’t buy my statement that I was willing to work for less in exchange for a position I
might find more rewarding. Just as well, since my subsequent exposure to AID overseas had not
always been positive. Although, given the right circumstances, I might have enjoyed working

for AID.

Besides AID, David Bell had also put me in touch with two from SRI, an organization

loosely affiliated with Stanford University. The two were Eugene Staley, whose book on the
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Future of the Less Developed Countries I had read as part of a second-year course on Economic
History at Harvard, and Ed Prentice, Head of SRI’s International Programs. Not only was the
subject of Staley’s book right-on, but by being funded by the Rockefeller Foundation and guided
by a group of impressive advisors, including Nelson Rockefeller, it heightened the author’s
status. Besides his general interest in development, Staley had written extensively about
small-scale industry in India. I was thrilled to suddenly find myself talking with someone whose
general expertise was in a field I wanted to pursue. We met in their hotel room just off Harvard
Square. Prentice looked about fifty with a mature body and dark hair full at the sides, nattily
dressed, smooth talking, debonaire, who looked the part of a top executive. In contrast, Staley
looked like an academic: quiet, intense, with piercing eyes, didn’t say much, but was not
threatening. The interview came off well. However, they told me that I would have to work in
the USA long enough for them to appraise my abilities and for me to learn SRI’s way of doing
things before sending me overseas. With a job offer immanent, I ceased my job search. Before

long I received a job offer and prepared to drive to the Bay Area.

During the interview I learned that SRI was an applied research organization originally
set up to promote the state’s industrial and commercial development. Its professional staff of
some 2,000 was well known not only in California but throughout the USA and abroad. [ was to
be assigned initially to a small group whose focus was Industrial and Energy Economics, where I
ought to feel comfortable. Eventually, if all worked out well, I would receive international
assignments. I could start work by mid-summer at an annual salary of $6,500. I was happy
with the deal. Not only did SRI and its line of work appeal to me, but I was delighted to return

to California.

SRI
Our trip cross-country to the SRI headquarters in Menlo Park was uneventful, except for

stopping in lowa to show off Vicky, Becky, and Tim to my grandmother Shaner and my Uncle
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Glen followed by a brief stay at Lake Tahoe. Once in Menlo Park, I unloaded the family at a
motel and checked into SRI. The main office was a modern, two-story brick building located
just north of the Sunset Magazine headquarters. The main office was in a residential area
surrounded by single-story clapboard buildings of WW-II vintage and tall eucalyptus interspersed
here and there. Once I had made my presence known, Vicky and I began searching for a place to
rent. We soon found a nice two-bedroom bungalow in a clean, working-class neighborhood in

Redwood City a few miles north of Menlo Park.

My new boss, Sherm Clark, met me with a strained look that caused his eyes to squint
and send horizontal creases across his forehead. In time I learned that this was wasn’t a reaction
to me, just his normal expression I also learned just how bright this introverted 40-year-old
really was . . . and how generous. Once after three days on the stand as an expert witness in Los
Angeles’ City Hall concerning a public utility hearing I thought the lawyers on the opposing side
had nailed him. When I told him as much he said, “They never touched me.” Later, the judge
was to say that Sherm’s was the longest and most effective defense of a position over which he
had ever presided. After I had worked with the group for some time, Sherm would get after me
for the meager expenses I submitted for reimbursement. He said I undercut the rest of the group,
especially himself, who figured that an ample expense account compensated for the long, hard

hours he expected us all to put in.

Besides Sherm, our group consisted of seven others. They were aggressive,
self-confident guys as competent as my Harvard classmates. One had his PhD, another would
soon have his, and the rest had master’s, including Dick Spray, who had graduated from HBS
several years previously. John Huneke, a handsome, viral romantic had graduated from
Stanford’s business school at about the same time as did Dick. Shortly after I arrived John
invited me to go with him to the nearby pool to swim then lunch on cheese, French bread, and
wine. Straight out of a Hemingway novel. Ted Haner, with his PhD was so confident of
himself that he felt there was no subject he couldn’t master on short notice. Once, when he flew

back to Chicago to interview top management of a company that produced fasteners such as
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screws, bolts, and nuts. Although Ted knew little about this topic, he waited until he was
in-flight before reading the material the company had sent him earlier. He was just that

self-assured.

Sherm knew his field so well and was so organized that he would send Paul Davis and
Dick Spray off to collect the data he needed in his analysis. He would feed these data to one of
SRI’s technical staff who would then put them in graphic form. From there Sherm would apply
his extensive knowledge of energy, be it natural gas, petroleum, or electricity, to forecast future
supply and demand according to various assumptions about the future. Then on a weekend he
would call in his personal secretary and dictate his report, which could run to 50 pages. While
doing this, he would have one of SRI’s skilled editors work with him to put this raw material into
suitable form. By the end of the weekend he would review the draft, make a few changes in
collaboration with the editor, and have the report ready for publication first thing Monday
morning. [ doubt anyone could match Sherm’s ability in this regard. Iknow I certainly

couldn’t.

By contrast, I got off to a very rocky start with my first SRI report, despite the progress I
had made in writing my WAC papers during my second year at HBS. Sherm had arranged for
John to guide me on a study of the Northern California market for perlite, a volcanic ash of
sufficient strength that it can be used as the prime aggregate in light-weight concrete. After
meeting with our client to gain their insight, I began interviewing potential users, considered the
competition, and came up with a marketing strategy—all in rough form—and gave this to John.
After a quick review, he told me to turn the report over to Chris Tapley, a good editor with
long-time service at SRI. I think John, who held Sherm in high esteem, was trying to emulate
the efficient way Sherm turned out reports. It might have worked had I been able to convey my
results in tables and graphs the way Sherm was able to do. But that was beyond me at that time.

The next day, to my chagrin, Chris brought my draft untouched and tossed it on Sherm’s desk
saying, “Here, I can’t do anything with it!” After the shock, I regrouped and eventually
produced an acceptable report. Until then I thought my future with SRI could be short-lived.
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But not so. I stayed on for a total of ten years. However, from then on [ was careful not fo

show anyone any of my first drafis.

I won’t forget my shock when Ed Robinson, head of the Institute’s Economic Division,
told us in one of our periodic training sessions that the written report was SRI’s product. Having
him say “After all, we all are writers” gave me a start. To this point, I still thought of myself as
an engineer, albeit with some exposure to management concepts, not a writer. Despite the
progress I had made in writing WACs at Harvard setting down my ideas after data collection
hadn’t been easy. Once while at Creole’s Tech Agency, I had said, “I know what I want to say, |

just can’t get the words out.” More likely, I didn’t know what [ wanted to say!

Our studies were eclectic, influenced by those who knew SRI firsthand, or about its
reputation. During my time there, we always seemed to have work coming our way. Often our
studies dealt with some combination of engineering, business, and economics in the fields of
energy, materials, or marketing. Besides the studies of perlite and energy already mentioned I
sometimes did the study by myself, as with investment opportunities for developing bay-front
properties south of Oakland, the northern market for California minerals, and the market for
reinforced concrete pipe in the deep South; in collaboration with Bill Sharpe, as in the market for
imported steel in the San Francisco Bay area, and in collaboration with Sandy Thayer on the
potential impact of a nuclear attack on the natural gas and petroleum pipeline network throughout
the USA; as a member of a three-man team as the market for cement in Hawaii and Alaska, and
the marketing of petroleum products in Spain; and as a member of a large team, as with a large
group that compared the economics of asphaltic and concrete highways of the national interstate

system; and at other times I was off gathering data for one of Sherm’s energy studies.

Our approach to the marketing studies typically began by understanding the product
followed by methodically beating the bushes to “build up” both the number of suppliers, their
output, and competitive advantage, the number of buyers with the size of their demand, and

estimates of market share under various assumptions. Those of us doing these studies seldom
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relied on formal questionnaires, but instead adjusted our questions as our investigation
progressed. In time, after we encountered similar responses a number of times, we would feel
reasonably confident that our information was in the ball park and we could move on to another
set of questions. Even so, it was prudent to search for published data to the extent they were
available. Often, they were not. Failure to do so got me into trouble on the Kaiser cement
study. In estimating the demand for cement in Alaska, I had interviewed the major cement users,
such as concrete mixing plants and major civil-works contractors there. What I had overlooked
was published data by the US Corps of Engineers on shipments from West Coast ports to Alaska.
The error was not serious, but it undermined the credibility of our study, which didn’t enhance
my reputation with SRI at the time. SRI got this project when a competitor to the Kaiser group
thought it had the only limestone deposits in the Hawaiian Islands, which would threaten
Kaiser’s cement shipments from the West Coast. Turns out that Kaiser found other deposits on
the Islands and the venture fell through. Being the lowest ranking of a three-man team, I was
sent to gather data on cement supply and demand in Anchorage and Fairbanks in mid-winter,
whereas another member studied the market in Guam, and the team leader did the same in

Hawaii. Go figure!

The following three studies are larger and more significant than the above, and occurred
after I had gained more experience with SRI. They deal with the impact of a hypothetical
nuclear attack on the USA, a comparison of two methods of highway construction, and the

market for concrete pipe in the Deep South.

At the time of the hypothetical nuclear attack study the Cold War was in full swing and
fear of a massive nuclear attack on the United State was considered possible. Teachers
instructed children to hide under their desks in case of an attack; and families were advised to
build a bomb shelter for protection and to store food and water. Being an opportunist Rogers
Cannel of SRI garnered considerable funds for studies related to our country’s civil defense.
Sharing the same office Sandy Thayer and I used maps of natural gas and petroleum pipelines

across the USA, studied reports of the damage caused by hypothetical nuclear tests in the USA,
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and bomb locations of a hypothetical Russian attacks. Synthesizing this information we
estimated the extent of the damage. To our surprise, the outcome showed only minor amounts
of physical damage to the country’s network of pipelines, partly because the lines were often
underground and the extent of the bomb damage limited. Moreover, we found that human
casualties might be considerably less than popularly thought, since by knowing the down-wind,
cone-shaped pattern of fallout and with ample warning, large populations could move out of
contaminated areas, or though them, without being exposed to excessive amounts of radiation.
What was subsequently brought to our attention was our failure to consider the possible damage
from firestorms. (There always seemed to be something to compromise the results of our

studies.)

The study of asphalt vs concrete highway construction took me to various places in the
East, including Harrisburg, Pennsylvania where I interviewed an official of the Pennsylvania
Turnpike Commission named Schultz  During our conversation, his phone rang. Pardoning
himself he turned his attention to the caller. His discussion went something like this. “Yes,
George used to work here. No, we didn’t let him go. He left on his on accord. His work was
fine.” After some time, Schultz finally said, “I guess you’d say he had those typical German
characteristics.” Followed quickly by, “No, no, no! He was hard working, dependable,
methodical.” And so forth. I couldn’t hear what the called had said, but I assumed he said
something like, stubborn, slow, and unimaginative. Earlier, | had explained that some of my
forefathers were Pennsylvania Dutch and that the name Shaner had been Anglicized from
Schoéner. So, Mr. Schultz must have felt comfortable speaking favorably in front of me about

those with German ancestry.

My assignment in the Deep South took me to Louisiana and Mississippi. Some of
those I met while gathering information on the nature and size of demand for reinforced concrete
pipe viewed me with suspicion because I was acting on behalf of Lock Joint Pipe, a Yankee firm
whose headquarters we in East Orange, New Jersey. The Civil War, long past, still showed

through, even though I came from California. The typist who translated the notes I had dictated
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on tape said she found my accent strange, thinking I must be English. Much of the market for
the pipe under study was for municipal drainage systems and highway culverts. Ihad no
problem gathering estimates of past and future demand for pipe from the municipalities. But
data on the demand for highway culverts, which came from the State Highway Authority, was a
different matter. In searching this source, I was told that I must talk with the Chairman of the
Highway Commission himself. Because the Commission met only periodically, I was referred
to the Chairman’s private office on the outskirts of Baton Rouge. He turned out to be president
of the State’s largest manufacturer of reinforced concrete pipe of the sort specified by the
Commission as suitable for highway use! So, the person responsible for deciding on the
purchases of pipe was the same one producing the pipe. Sure looked questionable to me.
When I explained the nature of our study to him, he looked at me quizzically and asked, “What
does this study mean to you? What do you get out of it?”” It sounded as though he were
probing to see if I could be bought, should he conclude that the results of our study would
threaten his business. I said simply that SRI did this sort of work throughout the USA, even
abroad, and that this was just another one of my assignments. I then asked for his estimate of
past and future demand for concrete pipe and who the main suppliers were. He grinned and
said, “I can’t give you that information.” I responded saying, “Not even in your position as
Chairman of the Commission?” “No,” he said, to which I replied, ‘“Okay, I’ll get the
information elsewhere.” He answered, “You just do that.” He might as well have said,
“Sonny.” 1 was able to come up with the figures I needed, but it took considerably more effort,
and my estimates were less certain, than if he had given me the information outrightly. But then,

why should he?

The foregoing studies were demanding both in terms of long hours at the office, including
evenings and weekends, and the uncertainty entailed in not knowing if I were on the right track.
I ended up working nearly as hard as I had at Harvard. Part of the problem rested with the
diversity of my assignments. For those who had developed an expertise in a particular field and

had established reliable data sources as had Sherm in the energy field or Rogers Cannel in Civil
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Defense, their work was more routine and certain. They knew their data sources and could test

their ideas with other professionals.

While I found my associates professional and my assignments challenging, I also found
the SRI environment cold and aloof. Walking down the long hallways one would seldom see an
open door; or groups simply passing the time of day. Only once did Sherm invite a small group
of us into his home, and that was long after I had joined his group. Huneke once had two of us
over to his home in the up-scale Portola Valley, but that was a work-related session. These were
first impressions, which contrasted strongly with Creole, where life was similar to that of a small
Midwestern community. In time, I grew accustomed to the solitary nature of our work. In

fact, I found it necessary in coping with the rigors of research and report writing.

During the summer of our second year in California we bought a lovely single-story, three
bedroom house with two-baths in Los Altos eight miles south of the office, located on a
cul-de-sac in what was formerly an apricot orchard. It cost $27,000 in which $9,000 was our
down payment and the rest was covered by a 30-year mortgage. We were able to make the
down payment from our Creole savings, and we still had money left over. Creole had gotten us

off to a good start financially.

Eventually, Vicky and I began making friends with some of the SRI staff, as well as with
those in our neighborhood. Sandy and his wife, Nona, invited us to their home, a spacious,
two-story house on a large plot of land, in the wealthy Woodside community. Somehow they
had paid only a modest price for the house, which was typical of the many good deals the
Thayers were able to pull off then and later. Once during a weekend party Sandy displayed the
wine he had made from a press in their back yard using locally grown Zinfandel grapes. We got
to know Harry Robinson because of our mutual interest in international affairs. This 55 year-old
bachelor had considerable experience in South Korea, India, and elsewhere in Southeast Asia and
the Far East. His collection of Asian art was impressive. Harry told of being exposed to a

mystic in India who said he knew about Harry’s past, how old he was, some of the experiences
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important to him, and other personal matters. Harry, an important member of SRI’s
International Programs group was an analytical and reasoned thinker. Yet he was troubled by
what the “seer” was able to tell him. He even hinted at believing in the seer’s mystical
powers—something I found difficult to believe His home was in the rich, rural area of Woodside
on a large acreage overlooking the mountainous skyline as well as the home of “Tennessee”
Ernie Ford. Carl Trexel, a chemical engineer whose office was just down the hall from Sandy’s
and mine, and I occasionally played golf with Dick Spray at the Stanford course where we all
were members as a result of our working for SRI. Dick became so enamored with golf that he
eventually left SRI to work full time with the well-known golf course designer, Robert Trent
Jones. During this time, a small group would gather in one of our offices during the noon hour

to play bridge. While invited to join them, I preferred watching over their shoulders.

Once a week for a couple of months I attended evening sessions headed by Eugene Staley
and Dick Moris. They were interested in staff reactions to a book they were writing on
small-scale industry on the Asian sub-continent. SRI also hosted a series of lunches featuring
noted guest speakers. One of them was C. Northcote Parkinson, a popular author of the time.
He had become well-known for his Parkinson’s Law, i.e., “work expands to fill the time
available for its completion.”. Walking out of one of these luncheons, I approached Bill Bredo
who had taken over from ED Prentice as head of International Programs, and asked if my MBA
together with my overseas experience with Creole were enough to pursue an international career
with SRI.  His reply, “It’s good enough if you simply want to stand on street corners in these
countries and hand out cartons of milk!” ‘Nough said.” But as experienced as some SRI staff
were in the international field, many were still learning on the job. For instance, I recall one
staff member describing a presentation he had made to a group in New Delhi and became
worried when he saw several in the group wagged their heads from side to side. It wasn’t until
later that he realized, that this was the way Indians express their approval of what was being said,

not disapproval.
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In the midst of all this, our third child, Mike was born at what had become known as the
“Stanford Hilton,” adjacent to the campus. The hospital got its name because of the
luxuriousness of the building, its modern equipment, and the beautiful setting. While waiting
outside the delivery room I recall boning up on my next assignment concerning the California
market for industrial minerals. Even before Mike was born, Vicky’s life was constrained by
having to care for our two young children, my frequent absence in the evenings and weekends,

and lacking transportation because we were a one-car family.

Hank Riggs joined our group in the fall of 1961. He was a dark-haired, nice looking guy
with a cast in one eye so you were never quite sure whether or not he was looking at you.
What I remember most about Hank was that he never talked about his academic
accomplishments or how smart he was, even though he was a Baker Scholar. Instead, he
sometimes would reveal his frustration with others. This showed up when the two of us went to
San Francisco to collect data from Southern Pacific RR. After we had left their offices he
simply said that he thought our contacts there didn’t know much! While still working at SRI, he
audited a few courses at Stanford. Something to do with finance, I think. He became an
adjunct professor there before eventually he becoming President of Harvey Mudd College and

then Vice President for Development at Stanford.

With Bill Bredo’s response ringing in my ears, I began exploring the possibility of
returning to school for a PhD. This possibility was made easier because of SRI’s Accelerated
PhD Program that allowed a staff member to work half-time and attend classes at Stanford the
other half. Sandy Thayer had told me about a new program there that might interest me called
Engineering-Economic Planning funded by the Ford Foundation and administered by the Civil
Engineering Dept. The program’s intent was to improve decision making as concerns investment
and operation of major water resource, transportation, and power facilities. The idea was to
broaden the perspectives of senior engineers by exposing them to systems analysis, economics,
and political science. [ qualified as a senior civil engineer and my interests were already tending

toward an interdisciplinary perspective. I thought the advanced degree plus expertise in
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economics, especially, ought to qualify me for international assignments with SRI. When I
informed Bredo of my intent, he concurred. By this time Sandy was about to complete his PhD
in Industrial Engineering at Stanford and was teaching part time there. So in the autumn of 1962,

just as I was starting to get the hang of it with Sherm’s group, I embarked on a new venture.

PhD

Within the Engineering-Economic Systems program I chose a sub-program called
Engineering-Economic Planning, which suited my interests. It would give me considerable
flexibility in selecting the two years of courses required for the PhD and provide the background
for a dissertation focused on the so-called less developing countries. Being enrolled in the Civil
Engineering Department made me feel comfortable, given my undergraduate degree and
professional experience. I had toyed with the idea of pursuing a PhD in economics. This would
probably have been a better career move, certainly more rigorous undertaking. But the change in
career direction would have been abrupt and would have exposed me to professionals whose
professional and personal habits were considerably different from those I had grown accustomed
to in the engineering field; although, Harvard and SRI had begun to broaden my exposure to other
professions. Besides, I was 35 with a wife and three children to look after, which kept me from

gambling too much.

My application to candidacy was straightforward with no hitches, made easy by Stanford’s
agreement to selectively admit SRI staff to its PhD programs. Apparently, my status as an SRI
employee carried some weight, as did my MBA from Harvard; and because those running the
newly formed EES program were probably looking for qualified candidates. Along with my
admission came an annually renewable Ford Foundation Grant, which came in handy. By this
time, much of our Creole savings had been pretty well used up. Along with the grant was the
opportunity for a forgivable loan provided I agreed to accept a university teaching position upon

graduation. [ declined this opportunity out of hand because I wished to pursue a career overseas.
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Because of my MBA degree from Harvard, the Department assigned Vincent Roggeveen
as my graduate advisor. He had received his doctorate in Business Administration from there.
Sandy had warned me that Vince was not the easiest guy to work for and liked to tell the story
about an advisee who took a special studies course from him. Rather than grade one of his
student’s papers, Vince returned it to him saying he didn’t understand his reasoning and told him
redo it. After considerable effort the student resubmitted the paper to Roggeveen, who then said,
“Ah, yes, now I see what you are saying.” Then proceeded to reject the paper in its entirety. But
the two of us seemed to hit it off reasonably well and I didn’t feel confident enough to request

another advisor.

With funding from the Ford Foundation, and with SRI’s approval, I decided to work full
time on my PhD. Sherm acquiesced to my departure, but promised me occasional work should
the timing be right. However, he thought I was making a mistake. To his way of thinking, the
advanced degree was of little benefit. He hadn’t needed a PhD to accomplish his professional
objectives. Moreover, he told me I would never recover financially from the time taken off from
work. But, my job objectives were quite different from his. He already had the background to
pursue his chosen field. Whereas, the international career I wished to pursue would not be open

to me otherwise, or so Bredo said.

An advantage of the EES program was that it allowed me to craft my course work to fit my
interests in economic development, while taking Bredo’s advice that the future in economic
development rested with systems analysis and mathematical programming. Consequently, I
chose a combination of courses in economics, mathematics, and systems in addition to the several
courses required by the EES program. Strangely, even though I was enrolled in the Civil
Engineering Department, I took only one traditional engineering course. That was Transportation
Planning, a course taught by Roggeveen. The program would occupy two academic years

followed by what I hoped would be a year to finish my dissertation.
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I found working on my doctorate at Stanford was much less demanding than my
experience at Harvard. Entering Stanford after having completed my MBA plus three years of
applied research and report writing for SRI left me more confident than when I entered Harvard.
This feeling was buttressed by my advisor, Vince Roggeveen, was only a few years older than I
had for some time been hoping that SRI would take him on as an occasional consultant. ~ But as
chummy as he was, Roggeveen nearly did me under by thinking I was better than [ was. He
advised me to take an honors course in the theory of probability, which called for a sophistication

in math far beyond my ability.

Those of us in the EES program were obligated to take several courses that formed the
core of the program. These were a graduate version of Engineering Economy, Economics of
Public Works, and seminars on water resources, linear programming, and the dissertation.
Although not required, I also took EES courses in Cost Allocation, Municipal Finance, Water
Rights Law, and the EES seminar on Economic Problems of Emerging Countries taught by SRI
staffer John Royce. I took the Economic Development Planning course taught by visiting
Dutchman, Gerard Boon who was from the University of Rotterdam. I had no particular problem
with the EES courses, since our instructors geared them to mature students such as ourselves who
had been out of academia for some time. Engineering Economic stood on its own; but since the
Industrial Engineering Department, where the course was taught, collaborated with the Civil

Engineering Department in support of the EES program, grading was easier.

But the foregoing leniency did not carry over to the other courses I took, where |
sometimes competed with PhD candidates in Economics and other graduate programs. Price and
Allocation Theory and Economic Development, both qualified as two of the four subject areas
required for a PhD in Economics. So, on that count I was half-way there should I have wanted
to pursue a PhD in Economics, instead of the EES program I was in. The Elementary French
course that I took was designed to meet one of two language requirements. ~ Undergraduate
courses that I took were macroeconomics that focused on national income and employment,

Theory of Probability, Statistical Methods in Engineering, Linear Algebra and Matrix Theory,
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Introductions to Operations Research, Calculus, Use of Automatic Digital Computers, and Public

Administration.

The economics courses gave me considerable worry, but, in the end, little grief. The
worry came both from having far less background in economics than did my classmates and from
the massive reading assignments. Being suited to engineering I read as a plodder, rather than a
skimmer who could quickly grasp the essence of a topic, as many in the social sciences were able
to do. Even so, I did well enough to earn As and Bs, which helped me maintain a satisfactory
grade point average. Somewhere along the line, I learned to select a sampling of the required
reading as a means of covering the essential elements of these economics courses. And about the
time that this happened, I realized that my idea of returning to graduate school so that I could gain
mastery over the subjects of my choice was unrealistic. As I probed ever more deeply into my
course work, I only succeeded in broadening my vista. [ was becoming better educated by

knowing more topics, rather than learning more about a particular topic.

The most worrisome among the economics courses was an introduction to
macroeconomics taught mathematically. When I went to the professor scheduled to teach the
course, he asked, “How good is your math?” I said that I got As and Bs to which he replied, “I
didn’t ask you for your grades. I asked how good you were in math.” In time I grew to
understand what he meant. Although I felt comfortable with the math courses I had taken, I was
not good in math—not to the extent required to excel as a mathematical economist, or any other
discipline requiring mathematical modeling. I ended up taking the course anyway and thought I
had flunked the final. I came home and threw my shoe into our closest leaving a large print of
the sole. Just after Vicky had painted it! What a surprise when I found I found my course grade
was an A! Just went to show that it was possible to get a top grade and not really understand the

subject. Perhaps grading at the undergraduate level was not as difficult as I have implied.

Alan Kneese, a visiting professor from Resources for the Future, a Washington, D.C.

think tank, taught the EES course, Economics of Public Works. This was my first exposure to
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economics at Stanford. I survived with a B+, but more importantly, the course exposed me to
Steven Marglin, a young, rising star economist from Harvard whom Kneese brought in as a guest
lecturer. This in turn led to the opportunity to listen to a debate between Marglin and Kenneth
Arrow, a noble laureate of tremendous stature among economists. Although, we in the EES

program valued the opportunity to listen to the debate much of what was said went over our

heads.

The course that nearly scuttle me right off the bat was the Theory of Probability, a course I
had no business taking because it was for honors students some of whom were math majors.
Harvard and my engineering work notwithstanding, I had not been immersed in math since my
Jjunior year at lowa State 13 years previously. But Roggeveen, not knowing my abilities thought I
could handle it. The instructor’s lectures were a loss to me. Although, I worked most of the
assigned problems, sometimes just going through the motions, rather than knowing what I was
doing. Irecall even wondering about the meaning of an infinite series., although the concept
doesn’t baffle me now. Such series seemed completely new to me. Yet, when I went back to
review my old calculus book, sure enough there were circles around some of the assigned
homework problems that involved infinite series. Somehow I managed to get by until the final,
which blew me away. My final grade was a D, which was a terrible way to start out. In
checking around, I found out that Novakof, our instructor, was also an SRI employee whose office
was close to mine. So, I went to see him. [ told him that I realized I didn’t know the subject
well, that I was just returning to school, and that I had done all of the homework independently for
which I had received passing grades. He was noncommital, but when my grade showed up on my
transcript, he had changed it to C. Not good, but a grade that would not drag my average down

so low as to jeopardize my continuation in school.

So, Roggeveen and I regrouped. We decided that [ needed to refresh my math by taking
the four-course freshman series in calculus—a subject in which I had done reasonably well at lowa
State. At that time some Stanford students had even taken Calculus in High School. I took the

first of a four-part series during the Winter Quarter while simultaneously auditing the second part;
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then during the Spring Quarter, I took the third part while auditing the fourth. By the end of the
series I had regained much of my confidence in math—at least to the level I had reached at lowa
State. While Roggeveen might have wanted to help me refresh my mathematical abilities, he

might just as well have wanted some confirmation that [ was a suitable PhD candidate.

Soon, during the following quarter, another course gave me problems. But this one was a
different story. It was called Use of Automatic Digital Computers taught as an undergraduate
course by instructors from the Computer Science Department. Today, it might be titled simply
Computer Programming. The course started off badly for me, but then most of the class was in
the same boat because our instructors were more technicians than teachers who spoke
computerize. That is, we figured that they were so steeped in their discipline that it was difficult
for them to communicate with those of us being exposed to the subject for the first time.
Fortunately for me, I found myself taking the course with Mat Altenhofen who entered the PhD
program the same time [ did. Several years older than I, Mat had worked for years with the Army
Corps of Engineers before joining SRI. He said he had graduated second in his class at West
Point! Characteristically, he told me that he could have been first, except that such an honor
didn’t interest him. This was not hard to believe, because he could not bring himself to write a
dissertation, which he termed a phony exercise. In any case, Mat was able to eventually decipher
our instructor’s lectures and homework instructions by relying on basic principles in figuring out
how to proceed. Another help in learning the subject was the course’s reliance on some seven
homework problems which each student was to solve by writing a computer program in Balgol
(predecessor to Algol which was eventually superceded by Fortran and other languages), punching
the codes into cards, and submitting the package at the computer center that housed row upon row

of huge processing machines in an air-conditioned environment.

Thus, by brute force did we learn the subject, frequently by short-changing our other
courses. More than once I stayed up all night before getting my program to run satisfactorily. It
wasn’t that | determined to stay up until I got it right; it was the nature of the beast. 1 would get a

printout of my program, which would show one or more errors. Making whatever correction was
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needed I would resubmit the program then wait (sometimes for 45 minutes, since others were in
line ahead of me). Encountering another error I would repeat the process. It just kept “stringing
us along” until we got the assignment right. Once I took Vicky to the center at 4:00 a.m. and the
place was all lit up and swarming with activity. Neither one of us had seen anything like this

before.

Another undergraduate course that gave me trouble was Linear Algebra and Matrix
Theory, but this occurred during my second year after I had established a respectable grade point
so that I did not feel in jeopardy. However, the course confirmed to me just how limited my
mathematical abilities were. As long as I could visualize a problem I could get along reasonably
well. Consequently, the first part, which dealt with sef theory, was not a problem. Although,
when the instructor introduced the topic, a fuzzy faced kid sitting next to me who looked all of
seventeen, said, “Oh, no. Not this again.” But once the subject turned abstract, as it did with
multiple spaces, I began to lose my way. I simply couldn’t visualize multidimensional spaces
beyond the level of three. For example, “What is a five-dimensional space?” [ think I
understand now, but not at the time. It’s simply a mathematical description with five variables,
rather than the three I had been used to. This time, another PhD candidate in the EES program,
Ruben Amir, came to my rescue by helping me understand enough of the concepts to earn a
course grade of B. Ruben, an Israeli who excelled in math, graduated and returned home to teach

at Technion University in Haifa.

Operations Research, an applied course grounded in mathematics, was not so difficult for
me; although, there were times when I floundered. But so did many others taking the course with
me. Passing grades for some of the mid-course tests were as low as 20 percent; while the highest
grade of all might be less than 50 percent. Such low percentages revealed the complexity of the
subject and the difficulty of the tests, rather than the quality of the instructions, which were
interesting and good. These results simply revealed our instructors’ approach to grading. Years
later, when I was a teacher myself, I once fielded a student’s complaint in class about grading on

the curve. She thought that an average of 60 for one of the tests I had given meant that I had
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designed the test poorly. Somewhere in her upbringing she had gotten the idea that grades on the
order of 90 and above were As, 80 to 89 were Bs, and so on. I responded with the above example

from my Stanford experience; but that failed to impress her.

The three-quarter graduate series I took in Economic Development was particularly
interesting to me, since that was where I hoped to go professionally. Paul Baran taught the first
quarter. Reportedly he was the only tenured Marxist professor in any major US university at the
time. He lectured for three straight hours twice a week, mostly without notes peering at us with
squinty eyes through the thick cloud of smoke floating up from his cigarette. He said he would
not grade on anything he said in class, but only on the assigned readings, which included large
amounts of lesser known as well as better known works on socialist thought. I guess he didn’t
much care if we attended his lectures or not. [ was able to get though the course without buying
into his persuasive line. I took three things away from the course: first, Marx, Engels, and the
rest spent more time trashing the capitalist system than offering a meaningful substitute; second,
Baran used a lot of words intended to appeal to one’s emotion rather than reason (e.g., the greedy
capitalists, the down-trodden workers, usurious interest rates), as well as hitting hard on the
wastefulness of advertizing and the conspicuous consumption of the rich; and third, I learned to
spot those with a Marxist persuasion by the buzz words they used. I saw through the derogatory
adjectives, but found some sense in his criticism of Madison Avenue types. The course grade
came from a single test at the end of the quarter. He died over Christmas break, so my initial

grade of B+ was subsequently upgraded to an A based the following courses in this series.

The other graduate course I took from the Economics Department was, Price and
Allocation Theory. A grade of an A or B in this course, along with the A I received in the
Development Economics course, would have helped qualified me for a PhD in Economics. But I
had chosen not to go this route. The most difficult part of Price and Allocation Theory was the
huge amount of reading made difficult by my lack of economic courses at the undergraduate level.

The difficulty arose because so many of the terms and concepts in the reading were new to me.
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Eugene Grant of the Industrial Engineering Dept., taught us Engineering Economy. Grant
was practically a living legend because of his pioneering work in teaching engineers about the
economics of decision making. While the course had economics in its title, the subject concerns
basic investment-decision making for public works, business, and even personal decisions and
does not rely on elementary theory as taught by economists. While I took the course because it

was required, I ended up making far more use of it than I could have imagined at the time.

Having failed to learn much of anything from the Theory of Probability course, I had
another go at Statistics by taking the undergraduate course, Statistical Methods in Engineering,

taught by the Department head. To my surprise I received an A+ for the course. Go figure!

Decisions about roads, power, water, and other such investments usually take place in the
public sector because of their size. Consequently, I thought it worthwhile to take the
undergraduate course, Public Administration, which I did during my final quarter of courses. By
this time, [ was perhaps over confident. So, the B I received for the course came as a surprise.
When I quarried the young instructor about my grade, he said that the course paper I had written

failed to show that I had learned much.

Finally, in this run-down of courses was Elementary French. The word elementary is
deceiving, since in ten short weeks those of us taking the course were expected to be able to
translate from French to English. It was a good thing that this course came during my final
quarter, when my work load was relatively light, because I devoted some five hours for each of
the three weekly assignments. While demanding, [ was able to pick up the language relatively
easily because conjugations and reflexive forms wee similar to those in Spanish and many nouns
were similar to their English equivalents (e.g., tranportacion). But, of course, French and
Spanish are Romance languages. The course’s limited scope rested on the idea that PhD
candidates would be able to access documents other than those written in English language. The
A I'received met this requirement, although a B would have been sufficient. As for the other

language, I tested out of Spanish simply by taking a written exam. Although I had left Venezuela
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seven years earlier, I felt confident enough that I spent little time in preparation. But had I failed

the exam, I would have been given another chance.

By the spring quarter of the first year I had established a suitable grade point that
Roggeveen suggested I sit for my admission to candidacy. Had this been in the Economics
Department, I would have had to pass a set of qualifying courses with considerably more than a B
average. But, given the newness of the EES program and the way it was administered, my exam
consisted of spending a relaxed, informal two hours one Saturday morning with Roggeveen and
Clark Oglesby, who sitting in our shirt sleeves asked questions such as, “How would you evaluate
a proposal to build a state highway through the Redwoods?” I think my response was little more
then, “I’d look at the alternatives.” Ihad wanted to spend time preparing for this exam, but
Roggeveen so much as told me not to bother. I was sure to pass, which I did. Prof. Oglesby was
a senior member of the Civil Engineering Department who had made a name for himself by
writing the popular Highway Engineering. He was a pleasant, effective, and a solid engineer
who had limited exposure to the economics and other disciplines, but was willing to learn. Once
sitting next to me during a seminar given by Boon, he leaned over to me and whispered, “Does
this guy know what he’s talking about?” This question put me in a difficult position because I
found Boon’s approach to project evaluation for the developing countries a line with what I

wished to follow. In time Oglesby came to appreciate what Boon was teaching.

By the time I finished my first academic year of classes and had been officially admitted to
the program via the foregoing perfunctory exam, I felt comfortable having returned to school and
looked forward to my second year of classes and writing my dissertation. During the summer, I
returned to Sherm’s “shop” and more or less picked up where I had left off. But this time, rather
than having a project of my own, I gathered mostly energy data in the Bay Area and in Southern
California. This rather grinding experience was enough to reassure me that [ had made the right
decision in returning to school. Then in late September, our fourth child, Paul, was born in the

nearby town of Sunnyvale.
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Contrasted with my experiences at lowa State and Harvard, my association with my fellow
students at Stanford was minimal, since few if any of us were following a common set of courses
nor exploring a similar dissertation topic. My association with Altenhofen was the closest
because of our long time together and common employment with SRI. I knew Amir only briefly
because of the Linear Algebra course we took together and my need for help. Perhaps the one
with whom I had the most in common was Henry Steiner due to our mutual interest in developing
countries. He had lived in Mexico and married a Mexican. We frequently left campus on our
way home and talked about our courses and what we hope to write about for our dissertation. We
even briefly shared an office together in the basement of the engineering building. Henry was a
renaissance guy with an unbelievable work ethic. He took some 21 hours at the graduate level,
which was almost unheard of, was interested in creative writing which led him to take creative
writing from the renown fiction writer, Wallace Stegner, and put me onto Cliff Whorton, a
visiting professor who later became Chancellor of the entire New York University system.
Moreover, we both intended to write our dissertations about transportation in the developing
countries. [ thought because of these interests there was bond between us. Unfortunately not so.

He once asked me why I worked so hard and I told him it was fear driven, which prompted a
response that I was acting cowardly. But more seriously was the mistake I made of carelessly by
writing a short, facetious note on a draft of his dissertation that he had left on his desk. I had only
read the cover page and had nothing insidious in mind. Just one of the flippant things I
sometimes do. When he saw it, he exploded accusing me of stealing his ideas. How sad, since
his dissertation was based on labor-intensive methods of road construction and had little to do
with my idea of using penetration roads to stimulate economic development.> In fact, I found his
finished product rather simplistic and not worth emulating. Our friendship never recovered,

which I still consider a loss.

2 One of the approaches for helping poor countries (sometimes call the undeveloped
countries, more politely the less developed countries, or simply LDCs), was to make use of their
abundant resources, mainly unskilled labor, and conserve their scarce resources, such as capital
and foreign exchange. Now, that approach is commonly accepted, but at the time, less so.
Henry’s approach focused on unskilled labor.
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As for grades, the C in Probability Theory that I received the very first quarter was the
only low grade I got. Ireceived Bs in Linear Algebra, Public Administration, and the second
Calculus course, a B+ in Economics of Public Works, and all the rest were As, except for the A+
in Statistical Methods in Engineering. The several courses in EES, including seminars, were
almost sure-fire As. Within the EES graduate program I was essentially competing for the As,
which tended to go to the upper half of the class. After all, anything less than a B was failing.

So my overall grade point of 3.7 was no big deal. On the other hand, I had to compete against the
economic graduates for the courses I took in that department where As were a premium; and at the

undergraduate level where the full array of grades from A to F were possible.

By the spring of 1964 I had completed all but one of my required courses leaving me time
to focus on my dissertation. I began by haphazardly reviewing the literature based on what I
thought my dissertation might include. Iread about transportation in general, about highways
and roads, and how standard procedures for evaluating road investments in the USA would differ
from those for roads in developing countries. For example, studies to justify road investments,
new or upgrades, considered savings in transportation costs; whereas, roads built to open new
areas for economic growth would involve little traffic, at least initially. Itoyed with the idea of
how engineering economy, which took a narrow view of a particular investment, differed from
development economics, which looked at the impact of investments on the whole economy. The
writings of Jan Tinbergen, a Nobel Laureate in Economics, about shadow prices caught my
attention. His argument was that market prices, especially in LDCs, did not represent the value
of many inputs or outputs in terms of economic growth. For example, wage laws and labor
immobility often caused the market wage for unskilled labor to be above its true value to the
economy, or government control over foreign exchange often meant some sectors of the economy
had favored access at prices lower than what those sectors would be willing to pay. Also, in the
macroeconomic area, Wassily Leontief’s input-output model made it possible to estimate how
changes in one sector of the national economy affected other sectors. Also, since I was thinking
about how new or better roads in a region might promote agricultural production, I read about

small-farmer production. I also considered alternative criteria. But these ideas were disjointed
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and had no underlying theme. Even so, by reading broadly about them I was gradually expanding
my understanding of the issues. Meanwhile I applied for, and received, financial support from
SRI while working on my dissertation, since Ford Foundation funding ceased once I finished my

course work. My next move was to prepare an outline of my dissertation.

By the time fall quarter arrived, I was well into my literature review, made lots of notes on
my findings, updated my outline, and had begun writing—prematurely, as it turned out. While I had
an idea as to what I wanted to accomplish, the idea was too nebulous. I wrote in the hope that
something would materialize. As might be expected, this approach was ineffective, except that
the process of writing got me thinking seriously about what I hoped to accomplish. The problem
was my lack of focus. Simultaneously, I was auditing a course on numerical analysis, which
turned out to be of little value and financial institutions, which was a graduate course in the

Economics Department.

Vicky eventually brought me up short saying, “You’ve taken courses long enough. You
have a family of six to support. Now, it’s time to get on with your dissertation and finish up your
program.” [ realized she was making sense. But at about this time, Sherm called saying he
wanted me to go to Spain to help him on an SRI study of the Spanish petroleum industry and
Campsa®, a state-owned monopoly. SRI had undertaken a study of the demand and supply for
petroleum products, which included full spectrum: heavy fuels for generating electricity, diesel
fuel for its many uses, gasoline, lubricants, kerosene, and other light-end products. He said the
two-man team that was there badly needed someone who knew Spanish. I got him to promise
that the assignment would be no more than six months and to cover the expenses of having my
whole family with me while there. He did the latter by providing a bonus to my salary sufficient
for our living expenses while in Spain and a first-class airline ticket that I could trade in for
economy fare thereby offsetting the fares for Vicky and our four children. This arrangement

might have fallen somewhat short of covering all of our expenses, but now I was back on-salary.

3 CAMPSA is the Spanish acronym for Compafiia Arrendataria del Monopolio del
Petroleo, SA., the State owned petroleum products monopoly.
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The break was fortunate because it broke the ice on what I had been doing. I stopped auditing
courses and was forced to give up my futile efforts at writing a dissertation in which I was just

floundering.

Sojourn in Spain

On December 2™ my parents drove us to the San Francisco airport where Vicky and I and
our four young children boarded a TWA flight for the New York connection to Madrid. This was
an exciting event for me because I had not been to Europe before; less so for Vicky who had been
there for two months during the winter of ‘50 - ‘51 visiting her brother George and his family.
George, a West Point graduate, was with the U.S. Armored Division at Weiden, Bavaria
patrolling the Czechoslovakian border. Becky was about to turn nine, Tim had just turned seven,
Mike would be four in two months, and Paul a mere 14 months! [ was nervous as I usually am
when taking on a new assignment, but this time the trip itself was scary. After the crew on the
NY-Madrid leg served us dinner and eventually turned down the lights for those wishing to sleep,
a film came on the screen. It was Fail Safe, a story starring Peters Sellers about the USA
dropping the atomic bomb on Russia. In the film the character actor, Slim Pickens, straddled the
bomb as it made its way out of the bomb bay doors waiving his cowboy hat and shouting as he
and his cargo made their way to earth. What a spooky movie to show while crossing a vast dark
ocean in the middle of the night. Fortunately, [ was the only one of our family to see it. Vicky

and the children were sound asleep.

As we approached Barajas International Airport just before 11:00 a.m., we looked down
on a flat, barren, and cold terrain. Madrid, a city of 2.5 million, was just 15 kilometers* away set
on a high plateau at roughly the same latitude as New York City, but 650 meters above sea level.

Bill Sharpe, SRI’s project leader, met us after we cleared customs and helped us with our

* Once overseas I sometimes try to think in local terms, such as kilometers, kilograms,
hectares, centigrade, and date order (day, month, year), which helps in communicating with
others and in writing my reports.
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baggage. Ihad worked on one of Bill’s projects in Menlo Park and looked forward to working
with him again. All went smoothly, except that the box containing my dissertation materials was
missing! Somehow, I had the illusion that I would have time to work on the dissertation during
off hours. So, I had brought a large collection of materials with me. 1took a claim check for the
missing box® and we headed for town. Upon reaching the city we wound our way along the busy
streets typically with gray, five-story buildings on either side. Our driver soon pulled up in front
of an elegant hotel fronting a side street that paralleled one of the city’s many tree-lined
boulevards. Austere in winter, these boulevards must have been lovely during the warm

months. Not knowing our tastes, Bill had booked us into the Fenix, one of the city’s nicer

residential hotels.

A smallish doorman of perhaps fifty, decked out in fancy uniform, stood in front of the
entrance. He welcomed us, directed us inside, then attended to our luggage. In time we learned
that many of these doormen might have college or even advanced degrees simply because
professional jobs for their age group were so difficult to come by. Years gone by when they
entered the work force, the Spanish economy had been depressed during its Civil War and then
World War II and good jobs were not available. Now, the economy was doing much better, but

many men like these were stuck in the jobs they had held for years.

In registering, we noticed to our horror that the room rate could exceed our entire per diem
allowance were we to stay here. Near panic, Vicky and I decided to leave the hotel as soon as we
could find accommodations more suited to our budget. Once in our room, I rested as best I could
in preparation for an afternoon meeting with the Spanish counterparts on our project. Vicky put
the children to bed, since it was still night back home and they had rested only fitfully onboard the
plane. She then arranged for a baby sitter to look after them while she went out apartment
hunting. With a list of rentals in-hand that Bill had provided us, she hired a taxi by the hour and

headed out. This was a gutsy act, since she had slept less than I had on the plane and hadn’t

5 After several trips to the airport and considerable worry I eventually recovered the box.
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conversed in Spanish for eight years. Still, her Spanish was good enough and the taxi driver was
accommodating. After several hours of shopping around, she found the Residencia Waldorf,

which was available on a day-by-day basis.

Around 6:30 we went down to the hotel’s main dining room children in tow: Becky
holding on to Paul’s hand and Tim onto Mike’s hand. Sensing we didn’t know what we were
doing (local families eat much later and without their children) the head waiter put us in a corner,
pretty much by ourselves, at a large table all decked out with fine linen, silverware, and
narrow-stemmed goblets. There, three tight-lipped attendants surrounded us. Paul,
uncontrollable at this age, kept taking one of the utensils and throwing it on the floor, which an
attendant would quickly pick it up and set aside, then go to an adjoining table for a replacement to
put back in front of Paul-a process repeated several times, while the two other attendants muffled
their laughs. Vicky was tense and I had a nervous knot in the small of my back. We couldn’t

finish our dinner soon enough. The next day we relied on room service for breakfast and lunch.

That afternoon I skipped work to help us check out of the Fenix and into the Waldorf,
which was suitable, at least temporarily. I say temporarily because our fifth-floor apartment,
though large enough and cheap enough, was dark, dingy, and dusty. The windows were not
barred and the elevator had an open grill. With our rambunctious children, we feared one of
them might climb out the window or stick his head through the elevator grill.® We soon
concluded that we needed to find still another place, which we did two days later. Red Scarff, the
other SRI member of our team, said that an apartment was available where he and his wife,
Nancy, were staying. Known by its address Quintana Veinte-dos (22 Quintana St.) was a modern
complex only two kilometers from our downtown office, not only much cleaner than the Waldorf,

but scarcely more expensive.

%Sadly, one of Tim’s classmates in the school where we eventually enrolled him, was
decapitated by the same type of open-grilled elevator.
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While satisfactory, our two-bedroom apartment had its limitations. ~We hung a blanket
over an opening to a sitting room to darken it so that Paul could sleep. The kitchen was so
narrow that two could not pass, the refrigerator was small in keeping with the size of the kitchen,
the stove consisted of little more than two hot-plate burners, and each night cockroaches streamed
in through the kitchen’s exhaust vent that opened into a shaft that ran the full height of the
building. Due to a city-wide water shortage Vicky had to fill the bathtub during the two hours
that water was available so that I could take a bath when I came home from work. Still, we were
satisfied with our accommodations. Located in a pleasant part of town, our second-story
apartment had a small balcony that overlooked the tree-line street below. And we were just two
short blocks from the Parque del Oeste, a large grassed area with gravel paths that offered Becky,
Tim, and Mike a chance to burn off the energy they stored up from being cooped up inside. Of
interest too was the view the park offered of the rail yard off in the distance and far below us with

the bustle of train arriving and departing.

While staying at Quintana 22, we learned about a family of Cuban exiles who were
staying on the same floor as we were. They kept pretty much to themselves, although we would
nod to each other when we passed in the hall. We soon found out that, although most Europeans
are courteous, even friendly once properly introduced, they are far less prone to greet a stranger. 1
guess not unlike passing someone on the street in New York City, or even Las Vegas for that
matter. One evening as Vicky and I entered the small lobby of our complex we saw a dark,
slender, even foreboding man talking with the concierge. We thought we might have seen him
before. We had, but not in person. He was John Carradine, at the time a well known character
actor, who was also staying in the same building. Our other contact with Hollywood, although
indirectly, came through two female friends of Bill currently working in Madrid. One evening in
our apartment they told of being hired for one of the John Wayne films shot on the plains west of
Madrid. The word was that some of these so-called Spaghetti Westerns were being produced
abroad because the costs were so much less than in the States. They said that Wayne, who

reportedly downed a liter of Scotch each day, was friendly and easy to work with.
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Because the school year was still on, we made arrangements for Becky and Tim to attend
the American Community school. Poor kids. They left on the school bus before it was light and
returned after it was dark. Not an experience that either one of them remembers with pleasure.
Mike was too young for kindergarten, but we found a Catholic school for youngsters his age.

The nuns, who taught, did so in Spanish. Mike and a young French boy were the only two
non-Spanish speakers in his class of 30 boys. But before long, Mike would return after the
half-day sessions asking what various Spanish phrases meant. When in Spanish we commanded
him to run, he would do so. He wanted to know the Spanish word for overcoat, then rejected the
one we suggested because it was different from the one he had heard. And, as young Spanish
boys are wont to do, he would place his hands up the side of his head forefingers pointing outward
and make believe he were a charging bull. By the time we left Mike had learned a lot of words
and phrases, which he was soon to forgot once we returned home. Now, working among the

Latinos in Southern California he is in the process of relearning some of them again.

Our office was just up the street from the Puerta del Sol, a large round-about and the point
from which all distances in Spain are measured because it is supposedly the center of the
country. Sometimes for a break or when I had missed breakfast at home, I would walk round the
corner to a small coffee shop of some five x ten meters wedged in among other office entrances.
Finding a spot at the standup bar, I would order freshly squeezed thumo de naranja (orange juice),
delicious deep-fat fried crullers dipped in powdered sugar (similar to the French beignets served
in New Orleans), and steaming espresso. Absolutely delicious. To our surprise we soon found
out how few of the shop keepers spoke English. Recognizing our faltering Spanish most would

confuse us with the French, since so many from that country were visiting Spain.

After work I would sometimes walk a few blocks to the Metro that ran below Avenida
Princesa to the north with an eventual stop two blocks from our apartment. Once while standing
in the isle deep in thought, I suddenly realized that I was looking down at the top of the head of a
middle-aged Spaniard and thought, “Gosh, he’s small.” Then with a start I realized he was

talking with a lady a full head shorter than he was! With this experience, I came to realize that,
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except for the Bosque, most Spaniards are short. As another example, the man who brought milk
to our apartment was shorter than Becky, and she was only nine years old. So, whenever we paid
admission in which children under 12 were charged a reduced rate, we carried Becky’s passport to
prove her age. Then, as the weather moderated with the approach of spring, I would occasional
walk home. My path took me down the street past the Puerto del Sol, then across the gardens in
front of the Royal Palace. From there I walked along the edge of the Plaza de Esparia with its
statue of Don Quixote and his sidekick, Sancho Panza, and finally up the street past a pastry shop
with its showcase of delicious looking pastries and candies, including my favorite, the

almond-based marzipan.

Our team from SRI headquarters, which had been in-country for several weeks before our
arrival, comprised Bill Sharp as team leader, Red Scarff as his backup, and Nancy (Red’s wife)
who as a typical SRI research assistant gathered data from various sources throughout the city,
“pushed” numbers, and otherwise helped out. Once they had settled in, Bill hired Gloria Bokhari
as the project’s secretary, a chauffeur who we used mostly for driving us to meetings around town,
a thirty-year-old “office boy” who took care of the mail and made us coffee, a street-level
doorman to limit access to our offices, and a cleaning lady. Our formal contact with Campsa

was Rodolfo Mantilla.

As team leader Bill had responsibility for our progress, liaising with Campsa, preparing
interim reports for Sherm back in Menlo Park, and outlining the final report. He also studied and
wrote about the petroleum industry in Spain. With a PhD on the French franc, Bill had lived and
studied in France. He was not only a gifted writer and brilliant, he was lovely to work for: low
key, soft in his mannerisms but not effeminate, and although divorced, romantic. He had two
female friends from his early time in France. And it wasn’t long before he began asking Gloria
out to lunch, even though she showed no evidence of being estranged from her husband. We
never learned nor did we ask about his divorce, but he must have been a pushover for women if
his dealings with his five-year-old daughter were any indication. Once when she was spending

time with him, he asked what she wanted for breakfast to which she replied, “Ice cream.” “But
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that is desert, he said, “You’re not supposed to have that in the morning.” But she persisted, so

he gave it to her. He then asked us, “What else could I do?”

In his mid 30s, Red was a tall, slender, good looking guy with lots of energy and a
devil-may-care attitude reflective of his having been an Army pilot. He supported Bill in various
ways, including taking a close look at Campsa’s marketing facilities, estimating the supply and
demand for electricity, and drawing up energy balances. Given an assignment he would set about
it immediately, often without thinking through what he might find or how to deal with what he did
find. His wife, Nancy, was attractive, several years younger than Red, and a prototype of the
woman’s libber soon to emerge. A typical scene, whether on the job or out on the town would be
to see Red striding down the sidewalk with Nancy half a dozen steps behind struggling to keep up.

Given Red’s show of indifference and Nancy’s struggle to stick up for herself, it didn’t surprise

us to learn several years later that the two had divorced.

Playing a key role in the effectiveness of our team was Gloria Bokhari. She was a lovely
women of about thirty with dark brown eyes and long brown hair, possessing a sweet smile, a
pleasant figure, and extremely resourceful. She was a Spanish citizen with Spanish-German
parents. Years earlier, she had married a Pakistani army pilot while he was in Spain receiving
training. What had attracted her to him was her similarity in looks to Pakistani women. After
his training they had returned to Pakistan where she bore him five children. She had recently
returned to Madrid to visit her sister and to earn enough money so that she could return with
several household appliances she couldn’t afford to purchase in Pakistan. Her wide knowledge
of the Spanish bureaucracy served us well, for she was able to sweet talk government officials,
and others, into granting us time for interviews or making closely held publications and
unpublished data available to us. She spoke English like a native. And she made the best cup of
tea ever. When mixed with cream and sugar it had the consistency of strong-bodied coffee. As

much as I have tried since then, I have never been able to duplicate it.
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Of much less use to us, although an interesting guy to know, was Rodolfo Mantilla, our
formal contact with Campsa. He was large like the Basque, but insisted he wasn’t Basque.
Definitely from Spain’s old school. Often Gloria would go to him when she needed support
when arranging meetings. Rodolfo was able to help us out through his contacts, rather than his

technical knowledge about the petroleum industry or his interest in our study.

Because of my recent work at Stanford on national accounts, Bill asked me to estimate
Spain’s GNP, imports and exports, population growth, and price trends, along with regional
breakdowns of these. Later, he asked me to forecast gasoline and automotive diesel
consumption. The former task required that I do a lot of interviews with officials at such places
as the Statistical Office, National Planning, and the major banks. This assignment was relatively
straightforward, given the recent work on my dissertation. The major challenge was that the

interviews and documents were all in Spanish.

The forecasts of gasoline and automotive diesel consumption turned out to be particularly
interesting for me in that I hit upon a estimating approach unlike any I had seen before—one that
grew out of my study of the Spanish economy. By looking at about ten European countries in
various stages of development, [ was able to correlate the several types of vehicles registered
within a country with its per capita GNP. What I found was that during the early stages of a
country’s economic development, buses and heavy trucks predominated. Then as a country’s
economy grew, motor scooters took over. And finally, scooter ownership retreated in favor of
personal vehicles at the same time that trucks and buses became a small percentage of what was
known as the “auto park.” Since the per capita GNP for Spain lagged many of these European
countries and having forecast Spain’s per capita GNP through my other assignment, I was able to
estimate with considerable confidence the future path of its vehicle ownership. Then, with data
on average mileage by type of vehicle and by estimating fuel consumption rates, [ was able to
forecast gasoline and diesel demand for highway use. My estimates were largely unchallenged,
since my forecasts based on this type of rationale had not been seen before. Either that or no one

bothered to look. In any case, this was an interesting exercise full of challenge and discovery.
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I had a brief but chilling experience concerning my estimates of Spain’s GNP. My
primary source for the annual reports was the Bureau of Statistics. But as I got into the subject, I
learned that National Planning also made estimates of the country’s GNP. When I eventually got
down to looking at these two estimates of output I realized different they were. Upon asking
around, I learned that “Everyone in Spain who works with these data know that the estimates by
Planning are inflated.” Fine! Everyone who has spent much time in Spain, but perhaps not
those of us who come here for the first time on short-term assignments. No one had warned me
about the inaccuracy of the Planning figures, normally a reliable source. Only by routinely
checking the figures did I find the discrepancy What gave me the chills was my recollection of

being wrong about my estimates of cement shipments to Alaska.

Once we had gotten settled, Bill arranged to have Seriorita Lopez come to our apartment
once a week to give the five of us two-hour Spanish lessons. Sta. Lopez was middle aged and
dark haired with the rigor of a schoolmarm. Although my ability in Spanish was ahead of the
others, my needs were greater because of the many interviews I was doing. Although, through
his fluency in French, Bill was able to improve his ability in Spanish quickly. Vicky through her
frequent shopping and discussions with our cleaning lady made impressive strides as well. Red
and Nancy made good progress as well. So, we all benefitted from these intensive sessions.
One often hears from someone who has been exposed to Spanish as spoken in the Americas but
not in Spain about how difficult it is to learn Castillian Spanish. Not so. The difference is
mainly the th sound in place of the ¢ and z sound. Thus, instead of saying cinco for five, one
would say thinco, or instead of saying razon for reason, one would say rathon. Of course, some
words are different in regions of a country, just as they are for most languages. For example,
while I was in the Navy I heard one of my fellow sailors from West Virginia talk of mashing the
button (of a light switch), rather than pushing it. Sta. Lopez also warned us about certain
customs, such as stretching in a way that might expose one’s armpits, which is considered crude.
That’s much how Muslims feel insulted when one shows the soles of one’s shoes, or how

Malaysian’s feel when one pats the top of their head . . . or, so I’'m told.
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These sessions with Sta. Lopez helped considerably in bringing the spoken language back
to me, but my interviews were frequently demanding. I remember in particular an interview I had
with a heavyset official in his Bureau of Statistics office. He was sweating profusely as his rapid
Spanish flowed off his tongue, presuming I was fluent. He would even hold his hand in front of
his mouth so that [ was denied the advantage of watching his lips. I would occasionally nod in
recognition of a point just to keep him going. An alternative was to confess that [ wasn’t getting
all that he was saying, but I didn’t want to interrupt his train of thought. Before long, however, at
convenient breaks I would “feed back” to him what I thought he had said. The intent was to
confirm my understanding. Or, if [ was missing the point, to have him express what he was
saying in a different way. As it became clearer that [ was losing some of what he said, he
recognized my limitations and slowed up. By the time I left, our conversation was flowing rather
smoothly at a pace I could comprehend.” As I was leaving he said that he had studied in the
States. Surprised, I blurted out, “Well, you must speak English.” To which he replied, “Of
course, but you were doing so well in Spanish that I let you keep going.” What a boost to my
confidence! This incident, perhaps more than anything else, convinced me of the value of using
the language of the country one was in. Because it reveals an interest in, and a respect, for that

country. While meriting effort, it’s seldom easy to do.

Our working days were long, starting around 8:00 and often not ending till 9:00. This odd
arrangement resulted from Spain being in transition from being an old world society to joining the
new world. At this time, Spain was enjoying economic growth that was the envy of Europe,
partly because of its industrial expansion and the stimulus of tourism. Concerning the latter,
French citizens in particular were flocking to the Spanish beaches during the cold months, because
of their quality, closeness, and the peso’s favorable exchange rate. As a result of such growth,

much of the private sector and some of the bureaucracy were switching to the more efficient hours

7 In time, as I encountered those whose native language was not English, I found that the
ones who had lived abroad or frequently dealt with foreigners would not only speak more
deliberately, but would avoid using slang.
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of modern societies. In contrast, the old world segment, accentuated perhaps more by Spain than
any other European country, was one in which the clock is simply pushed back. Work begins at
10:00 runs to 2:00, stops for an extended lunch and siesta, resumes around 4:30, and ends
between 9:00 and 10:00. We were straddling both systems, since our contacts belonged in each
of these two worlds. Once, at 4:30 Gloria in attempting to set up an appointment, was told “He’s
not in yet this morning.”  Another time, Bill, Red, and I had a dinner meeting with the National
Director of Planning that began at midnight and lasted several hours. On New Year’s eve we saw

couples leisurely strolling the sidewalks below our apartment at 2:00 a.m.

We also adhered to the European custom at that time of working Saturday mornings. This
didn’t bother me, since I had done so for nearly five years in Venezuela, not to mention the
frequent weekends many of us put in at SRI. In fact, at the time, it seemed as though the United
States was one of the few countries in the world whose workers enjoyed the two-day weekend.
The situation has since changed. Now, we in States are reputed to have a stronger work ethic

than in Europe by averaging more hours per year.

Another Spanish curiosity happened to the three of us. Shortly after my arrival, Mantilla
had arranged for a meeting with the Minister of Industry. Mantilla had failed to show up, so the
three of us were on our own. Walking into the ornate Ministry building, we found our way to the
Minister’s personal secretary who asked us to stay in the waiting room until His Excellency was
available. Before long, a distinguished gentleman came into the room and began talking about
“His Excellency” this and “His Excellency” that. We assumed that this must be one of the
Minister’s chief lieutenants who was briefing us in preparation for the pending meeting. Finally,
after perhaps 20 minutes it suddenly dawned on us that we were talking with the Minister himself!
whose custom it was to speak of himself in the third person. Eventually we learned that the
Minister, as well as other top government officials, were members of Opus Dei, the somewhat

secret Catholic society.
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On the home front, Vicky had hired a cleaning lady who doubled as occasional baby sitter.
This arrangement gave her time to shop, as well as for the two of us to go out on the town once in
awhile. Because of our family size and the limited refrigeration capacity, Vicky needed to shop
nearly every day. Unlike the supermarkets at home, she had to go to individual shops for bread,
milk, beef and lamb, poultry, fish, vegetables, canned goods, and beverages. This daily

encounter in the market place was what helped Vicky improve her Spanish as rapidly as it did.

Being cooped up in a small apartment was not easy for a family of six, especially when our
children were used to our neighborhood in Los Altos with its cul-de-sac where they could freely
run without fear of traffic. So, when I had time to spare, which wasn’t often, I would take Becky,
Tim, and Mike down to the Parque del Oeste to romp around. Sometimes Vicky with Paul in his
stroller would join us. One weekend after a 6" snowfall, we threw snowballs and made a
snowman. Not so pleasant, however, was the short walk to and from the park because the locals
who walk their dogs neither curbed them nor cleaned up their mess. Sometimes on a Sunday
evening the six of us would stroll the few blocks up to the busy Avenida Princesa just to get out of
the apartment. We would gaze in the shop windows or simply watch the passing traffic. More
often than not we ended up buying skinny hotdogs in a bun and an ice cream bar from the
sidewalk vendors. With limited opportunities for entertainment the children looked forward to

these simple outings.

But my work was not so demanding or Vicky’s confinement so severe as the above might
seem. Especially enjoyable were the long lunch hours Spanish custom allowed us to take.
About once a week Vicky would come to our office then Bill, the Scarffs, and we would head for
one of the many excellent restaurants nearby. There was Lardi’s just across the street on the
second floor with its beautifully appointed furniture, chandeliers, waiters in tails, and tables set
with linen, silverware, and crystal. Given the favorable foreign exchange rate, these two-hour
long lunch breaks were a bargain. Several blocks away was the Edelweiss, which was one of my
favorites because of its excellent German soups. Vicky’s favorites were the seafood spreads we

would enjoy that consisted of shrimp, catch of the day, scallops, mussels, barnacles, and god
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knows what all coming up from the Mediterranean or the Atlantic each morning.  Not so
delightful was her exposure to the exotic and expensive angulas that she once ordered in
response to Sherm’s plodding. These are black baby eels served on a plate by themselves all in a
line, with the small, silvery single eye staring up at the eater. Screwing up her nerve Vicky got
through this rare, Spanish delicacy. But in reality she felt like she were eating worms.  These
mid-day luncheons invariably came with wine, as is the customar in France. Once we saw two
Spaniards at a table, each with his own bottle of wine that they either finished at one sitting, or
stored the remainder in a private locker. Wine at five cents a glass was excellent and cheaper
than water. “These Europeans know how to live,” Sherm liked to say after one of his trips.
Good food in elegant settings was one of the rewards he liked to give his staff whenever he had

the chance.

A few times the five of us would go out on the town. We would tapas hop. Typical of
Spain, and perhaps elsewhere, were tavernas with long counters piled with all sorts of hors
d’oeuvres where one could stand (or sit if a table were available), drink glasses of wine or sangria
(red wine mixed with fruit juice) and order, usually several times during the night, a selection of
delightful finger food such as garlic dripping grilled shrimp, salmon paste on thinly sliced pieces
of toast, black and green olives, crab cakes . . . the selection seemed endless. The crowds, young
and old, locals and tourists who frequented these places made the experience all the more
exciting. Once, Bill took us to a downstairs, smoked-filled nightclub to watch flamenco dancers
which is one of Spain’s famous attractions. Sitting close to a small stage we followed the lean,
dark strutting men imitating the Spanish full fight and the serioritas with their flashing eyes,
flowing skirts, off-the-shoulder blouses, and rose-studded hair enticing the men in their high heels
to even more intricate steps, the women’s castanet clicking to the rhythm of accompanying
guitars. Another time we walked through the archways just off the Plaza Mayor to the Casa
Sobrino de Botin, a cellar restaurant founded in 1725 and famous for its roast suckling pig. On
the way to our table in this cave-like setting we passed gigantic ovens ablaze in which attendants

used on long-handled wooden ladles to insert and extract the pigs.
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Another time, following a Spanish lesson in our apartment, Bill, Vicky and I were sipping
a collection of fine dry sherries, such as Jerez de la Frontera and Tio Pepe, for which Spain is
noted—so much so that at one time they were a major export to the British Isles. Red, however,
was “into his cups” drinking Spanish cognac to the point that he was spilling the drink on his tie.
Nancy unable to get him to stop was gradually getting out of sorts and threatening to go back to
their apartment on the floor above. Before that happened however, Nancy and I got to discussing
our work, since we had gone out on a few assignments to collect reports or to copy data.
Somehow, we got onto the topic of equal pay for equal work and I mistakenly suggested that
women deserved their lower pay, because of their familial duties that made them less valuable on
the job. That did it for her. She accused me of being a vile, male chauvinist. Up to that point
in my life, I had thought of myself generally as a nice guy with whom most agreed. But I had just
found out otherwise—a minor, but memorable experience in my life. I had now encountered my
first Women’s Libber, a forerunner of what was to come. Nancy and I made up the next day and

we continued to collaborate effectively. But I had learned a lesson and something about myself.

Other outings included trips to the famous Prado art museum, the Royal Palace, Plaza de
la Cibeles, the famous spot for those returning to Madrid, and, at Christmas time, the Plaza
Mayor festively decked out in bright lights with open stalls lining the interior where all sorts of
holiday gifts were being sold. Vicky bought a small Christmas tree and a creche consisting of a
wooden manger and Plaster of Paris figures of the baby Jesus in his crib, the Madonna, Joseph,
shepherds, and the three wise men. Occasionally we took day-long guided bus excursions. One
of them was to Toledo, noted for its fine fillagree work and production of quality swords, as well
as being the home of El Greco. Another trip was to Segovia to view the still functioning Roman
aqueduct and the famous 11% century castle nearby. These weekend trips and our excursions
around Madrid deepened our appreciation of Spanish history and culture. Becky could grasp the

significance, but the boys were too young.

Once while on one of these outings we saw General Francisco Franco’s cavalcade with

limos in front and back and motorcycles along side, for he was still in power at that time. His
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influence was still being felt. Occasionally during one of my interviews when [ would ask what
was behind Spain’s substantial economic growth in recent years, the loyal bureaucrat would begin

2

by saying “Con veinte-cinco anos de paz . . .” (“With 25 years of peace . . .”), which implied,
“What else could you expect.” Franco had successfully led the Insurgents during the Civil War
and in 1939 with the war over he assumed dictatorial powers. Now, his supporters were
celebrating the event not only with such sayings but with banners displayed throughout the county.
Then, as the New Year’s holidays came upon us, including E/ Dia de los Reyes (Kings’
day), Bill chose this time for us to visit other parts of Spain. This would not only broaden our
understanding of the country but gave us a few days of vacation. Bill choose the Canary Islands, a
Spanish possession in the Atlantic just off the southern coast of Morocco. Red and Nancy went to
Cartagena, above the Costa del Sol, then over to Mallorca, one of the Balearic Islands in the

Mediterranean; and being low man on the totem pole, we got to go north to the industrial area of

Bilbao.

By mid-morning on January 2™ we loaded the family into a smallEnglish Ford that I rented
and headed north through Burgos some 250 km away. Once there we visited the cathedral where
a friendly nun offered leftovers from the day’s ceremonial wafers to our children, who enjoyed
them as they would ordinary cookies. We located the city’s parador where we would stay the
night. The Spanish Government, in support of its booming tourism industry refurbished many of its
castles then offered them as low-cost, but elegant way stations for those visiting travelers. This
one in Burgos had an impressive staircase with medieval coats of armor standing at each side.

Our room was gigantic with massive oak furniture but cold. The next day we rose early so as to
spend time along the north coast. We drove to San Sebastian on the Bay of Biscay close to the
French boarder. This renown resort thrives in the summer time. But in the winter we found the
wide promenades overlooking the beaches mostly deserted. From there we drove across the
border to the picturesque fishing village of St. Jean de Luz. What struck us most from this quick
glimpse of France were the brightly painted shops adorned with flowers and the neatly displayed

fruits and vegetables. Not that Spanish shop keepers did not sometimes provide interesting
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displays, but we had found much of Spain a study in gray tone, rather than the bright colors we had

just seen.

After this short visit, we returned to Spain and drove the coastal road past the industrial and
port city of Bilbao on to the resort area of Santander del Mar. There, we found a cobblestone
plaza surrounded by fine stone buildings being restored to their 12 to 16" century fineness.

Vicky and the family would stay there for the next two days while I drove back to Bilbao for
interviews dealing with the region’s economy and its anticipated demand for petroleum products.
Bilbao with its steel mills and other heavy industry reminded me of the sooty, smoke-infused air of

Pittsburgh during the late 1930s

The third day of our stay in the region was Kings’ Day, which precluded further interviews.
We took advantage of our location to visit the nearby Cave of Altamira, famous world-wide for its
wonderfully preserved Paleolithic drawings of bison, wild boar, and other animals. At the time
we were able to view these art forms up close. Since then, this access has been severely restricted
due to the damaged caused by the carbon monoxide exhaled by the viewers. Although a winter
storm was brewing and we had the steep climb over the Cordillera Cantabrica ahead of us, we
nevertheless headed out. By the time we approached the summit, snow was falling heavily. 1
followed in the tracks of the several trucks that had preceded us as best I could, but our
underpowered Ford with its low-clung chasse soon got stuck. As night drew near we looked
around us and found nothing in sight. Eventually, a large truck, which was having no trouble
plowing through the accumulated snow, stopped to help us. After helping us to get unstuck, he
suggested that our best bet would be to return back down the road to a filling station, which had a
small bar and eating area. There, the proprietor shook his head when I asked if he had a place to
stay. But he suggested that we continue down the road a few miles and stop at a farmhouse set
back about a hundred yards from the road saying that during the summer the family takes in

tourists.



56

Although it was dark by now, we found the farm house, its lights were the only ones to be
seen for miles around. I cautiously maneuvered our car up the narrow path to the house, walked
up to the door, knocked, and waited unsure what reception I would get. The farmer, a husky,
middle-age man, opened the door and listened as I explained our plight. He said that they did not
take in guests during winter, but after I told him about my wife and four children in the car, he
invited us inside. Once there, his wife and two grown daughters greeted us with broad smiles.
They led us into their large kitchen with its roaring fire in the open hearth and proceeded to
prepared hot chocolate for the children, hot coffee for Vicky and me, then prepared sandwiches of
freshly baked bread and thick slices of Serrano ham (one of Spain’s famous exports). Truly
delicious! But then food always tastes good when one is hungry. While eating one Tim admired
a small but highly decorated calendar on the wall. One of the daughters immediately got up, took
down the calendar, and gave it to him. Somewhat surprised, he smiled sheepishly and thanked
her. Over the years, I have found this practice of giving some modest item to the admirer fairly

common, especially among those in traditional societies. It’s a nice touch that doesn’t cost much.

Finished with our meal and saying we were tired, the father said he would turn on the heat
to the radiators in our two bedrooms. One of the daughters then guided us upstairs to our rooms.
She apologized about the coldness by saying that it was difficult to correct since these rooms are
not used during the winter. We waited a while for the radiators to heat up, but they didn’t. Vicky
in one bed cuddled Paul to keep him warm with Becky snuggling them both and I in another bed
did the same with Mike and Tim. The stormy winds rattled the windows and the panes leaking
cold air meant fitful sleep for us throughout the night. While we got some rest, we were glad
when light finally shone through our windows. Our rooms had never gotten warm. So, we
quickly packed our things and descended the stairs to the warmth of the kitchen with its
open-hearth fire once again throwing out its heat. The daughters served us coffee and hot
chocolate, scrambled eggs, toast , and more ham. The farmer insisted that we pay only a modest
sum, saying it was an honor to serve us. We thanked them profusely and headed home. The
skies had cleared during the night and the trucks had packed down the road so that we had no
difficulty returning to Madrid. In the end we found the misfortune of getting stranded, being at the
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mercy of the elements, and dependant on the locals provided a rare opportunity for us to experience
the sublime generosity that one sometimes receives from strangers when traveling abroad. After
such an experience Vicky and I, and possibly our two eldest, felt as though we could travel the

world and find people of good will.

I got to know Mantilla much better four weeks later when Bill arranged for me to
accompany him on a visit of the Navy and Air Force bases in Rota located at the entrance to the
Mediterranean west of Gibraltar. Vicky and I flew to Sevilla, as the Spanish call this picturesque
city in Andalusia, where we joined up with him and his wife, Olaya. That afternoon, Vicky and
Olaya went shopping for antiques in the old Jewish section of the city. Olaya, an attractive blond
in her mid-forties appeared every bit the foreigner, but was born and raised in Spain. A surprising
number of Spaniards are blond. While shopping, those who attended us thinking that she was
English, kept complimenting her about how good her Spanish was. That evening we dined
together at the hotel. After we had finished the main course, one of the waiters brought out a huge
bowl of fruit from which we were to take our pick. Mantilla a large man with an appetite to match
took an orange. Finishing that, he took a pear. Then as he was about to take a banana, our waiter
whisked away the bowl. Mantilla in his pleasant, relaxed manner was unfazed by the waiter’s
abrupt action. For all he knew, the bowl of fruit was there for him to take as much as he wanted.
Later, after bidding goodnight to them, Vicky and I sought out the nightclub in the hotel’s

basement and danced to the music of a small jazz combo.

The next morning we drove to the bases where we met an admiral who was an old friend of
Mantilla. He showed us around the complex while commenting on their fuel requirements.
Before long we were headed back to Seville with a planned stop over for lunch. Given this time
together I thought I could benefit from Mantilla’s thoughts about what we had learned from the
admiral and what we were to gain from the rest of our trip. So I turned to him with a question.
“Not now,” he said, “I do not think well on an empty stomach.” To my surprise the lunch was a
large affair with some fifty in attendance, including a French delegation. This gave me a chance

to practice the language I had recently studied at Stanford. To my surprise, [ was able to
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comprehend quit a lot. During lunch, with Mantilla to one side, I returned to my questioning.

But he said, “Not now. That would spoil the meal.” With no opportunity presenting itself during
our desert and coffee, I relaxed and joined in the small talk. When we finally got back into the car
and settled into our seats, I turned to Mantilla once more only to find him sound asleep. But that

was our boy, Mantilla: pleasant, gracious, and full of old-world charm, but often of little help to us.

The following day, one of Mantilla’s friends was our escort for a day of sight seeing. We
drove west past the breeding grounds of Andalusia’s famous fighting bulls over to the monastery
where Columbus reportedly stayed just prior to his departure for the New World. From the edge
of a nearby cliff we looked down on the loading docks of Huelva, the location where Columbus
was said to have filled his casks with water for the journey. With this scene before us, I thought of
just how short a time it is between the historic events we were hearing about and the present.
Finally, our guide took us to a beach home he had recently purchased following his wife’s death.
After that we headed back to Sevilla. That evening as Vicky and I were standing on the corner
outside our hotel we heard a form of speech with the “swallowed” endings as in Venezuela. For
example, instead of the normal pescado (a fish that has been caught) it was pescao, or instead of
cuidado (be careful) it was cuidao. We thought of approaching the couple who were talking in
this manner to ask if they were from Venezuela, but didn’t. Later, we learned that many of those
who had settled in Venezuela many years ago came from this part of Spain; and once there they

retained the way they had spoken in their homeland.

Rather than return directly to Madrid, the next morning Vicky and I flew to Granada the
site of the Alhambra, the famous hilltop fortress and palaces of the 13™ and 14™ century Moorish
rulers. What impressed us along with the intricately carved arches was the system of water-filled
channels. Our guide explained that the Moor’s, obsessed by the aridness of their former
conditions in North Africa, had built reservoirs that provided continually flowing water throughout
the palace grounds. Luckily we were able to stay on the A/hambra grounds in one of the few
rooms available at this parador. Later in the day, we caught a taxi down town so that we might

visit the main cathedral. As we were walking out, a guide catching our eye, said that if we thought
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the cathedral was impressive we should see the chapel with the solid gold altar. We accepted and
soon we entered the chapel with gold alter and found it impressive. After a short while, he
suggested still another site that a friend of his (another taxi driver) would take us to. About this
time, we got the feeling we were being hustled. Declining we returned to our lodgings. The next
morning we flew back to Madrid. I had been able to gather some information useful for our

project; but the trip was mostly sight seeing and getting to know Mantilla better.

As the project wound down and Bill began drafting our final report, he got Vicky to do
some of the typing for him. Vicky said she had never had a draft that was so easy to follow. The
sentences were short and clear, the words just flowed, and there was scarcely any erasures or mark
overs. Once when he had misplaced a few pages, rather than search for them, he said, “Oh well,
I’ll just write it again.” Not I. Had that happened to me, [ would have spent the better part of a day
trying to find the draft, rather than do the rewriting. Bill had to be one of the best writer I had ever

worked with.

While confident in his own abilities, Bill did worry, often quietly. When things got too
much for him, he found getting a haircut soothing. As our project wound down, he resorted to
them every several days; and the lunches with Gloria grew longer and more frequent. Once he
asked Vicky, “Can’t you get Bill to put something down on paper?” To which Vicky replied,
“Don’t worry, he’ll start writing once he’s ready.” Unlike, Sandy back at Menlo Park who, shortly
after being given an assignment, would write the rough draft of his final report leaving blanks for
what he didn’t know. This helped him focus on what data he needed to collect while greatly
speeding up the process. I, in contrast, kept reading and probing until I had practically exhausted
the topic before I began my first draft. The idea behind this plodding was my search for
breakthroughs that would bring some new, unexpected light to bear on what I was doing. Not

efficient, but satistfying to me.

Our three and a half month stay in Madrid ended on March 20", Bill, Red, and Nancy

having left before us. The night before our departure, the Mantillas invited us in for cocktails.
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Their home just down the street from the Prado museum was elegantly appointed with antique
furniture, tapestries, and original oils framed in gold leaf. We boarded our plain at 11:00 and
arrived in Paris two hours later. Partly to give us an excuse to visit Paris, Sherm had asked me to
call on the chief economist for Esso Standard and executives of Shell Frangeis. Before he left,

Bill had suggested we stay at the Hotel Normandie on Rue de la Banc near the Louvre.

Arriving at the Gare du Nord railway terminal in downtown Paris, we made our way out of
the huge, domed station and hailed a cab. Relying on Spanish rather than either English or my
elementary French, we gave the driver the address of our hotel. We had been alerted to the
reputed impatience of Parisian taxi drivers; but we got along fine. This might have been due to
our use of Spanish, this particular driver who might have liked children, or an inaccurate
characterization of them. Who knows? We even found it easy checking into our hotel, which
had receive our telegraphed reservations, because the clerk on duty was a Spaniard. Later, when
we described the hotel to Bill, we learned that this hotel might not have been the one he had in
mind. Apparently, there are many Hotel Normandies in Paris. Even so, our accommodations
matched our expectations. We had two rooms on the top floor, five stories up, with sloping
ceilings under slate roofs that overlooked a small park. And we were only a few blocks from a
major open-stalled market where we sometimes strolled just to admire the wide array of beautifully
displayed fruits, vegetables, and flowers. It even rained much of the time we were there, which
was quite in keeping with our image this famous city. Finding a suitable place to eat was not easy
for a family with four small children. Still, we managed well enough at the pedestrian restaurant
next down, where we ordered scrambled eggs and other items whose French names sounded

vaguely familiar.

On our fourth day there, I took a train to Brussels for more interviews on Sherm’s behalf.
There, I met a Barron Snoy and Monsieur Haullwille of the Belgian oil company, Petrofina, who
were interested in our Campsa study. By late afternoon, after a busy but interesting day, I boarded
the train for my return to Paris. After we were underway and our tickets punched, a crew member

came down the isle asking if anyone wanted a souffle. Gaining confidence in my French and
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thinking this might be some sort of light, puffy snack, I said yes. But my French was not as good
as | thought, for I ended up eating a five-course meal. That might not have been so bad, except

that Vicky on her own had gone ahead and booked us for dinner and the show at the Merlin Rouge!

Her day been somewhat of a strain trying to control our four youngsters in our two, small
rooms on a rainy day. In the afternoon as the rains cleared, partially in desperation she took the
children for a cruise on the Rhine. It didn’t help that an elderly busy body chastised her for bring
these youngsters on board, “Why one of them could fall overboard and drown! Your husband
must be a rogue to leave you alone with four small children in Paris.” So, our four days of Paris,
where we had hoped to enjoy seeing the city turned out to be a drag, at least for Vicky. To top it
off, that evening, I could scarcely get through my meal (I’'m not a big eater to begin with), and
when Vicky made some comment to me about the food, I didn’t hear her. She followed my gaze
to the ceiling where numerous show girls while whirling about naked to the waist on trapezes
suspended from a moving cable. That night she was steaming. What got to her, she said, was the
lecherous gleam in my eye. ~What could I say? I exited with the lame, “I don’t see that sort of
thing very often.” We had started out our marriage with her saying, “You can look, but don’t
touch.” After she had seen me “ogling” (as she put it) some young thing she didn’t even want me
to look. Now, after 53 years of marriage, this is still a sore point with her and one that probably
should have been left out of this account. Thus ended our first overseas excursion as a family of
six. The next day we boarded a plane for the States. Once back home Becky, Tim, and Mike

wondered why Spanish was not spoken on our radio as it had in Madrid.

Dissertation

We chased the sun across the Atlantic, losing only a few hours on the day and landed at
JFK mid-afternoon. Iremember the thrill of seeing the Stars and Stripes as we taxied up to the
terminal. Vicky’s dad was waiting for us. We cleared customs, claimed our bags, and drove to
the home in Hempstead. Vicky and the children would spend the next ten days there while I
visited the United Nations in New York City followed by a full week in Wash D.C. At the UN I

spent time at its library and book store and met with the Chief of the Transportation Section for
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Latin America. SRI headquarters had arranged meetings for me with Professors Linsley and
Roggeveen, who were working for the Executive Branch, Wilfred Owen of the Brookings Institute,
Juan Baum of the World Bank, Robley Winfrey of Public Roads, and Wolfram Drewes of the Pan

American Union.

Linsley, housed in the Old State Building across from the White House, thought my ideas
were okay and suggested I continue along the lines I had started. Roggeveen, advised on
transportation issues and introduced me to those with the International Road Federation. I hadn’t
realized the stature of the Brookings Institution, as a high-level policy organization. So, when I
met with Wilfred Owen, who had only recently published Strategy for Mobility 1 was brought up

2

short when he said, “All right, you have 30 minutes.” Although abrupt, it was a good way to focus
my attention. Baum was the World Bank’s Assistant Director in charge of the Transportation
Division. While courteous, he doubted what I was proposing would improve upon anything the
Bank was already doing. Importantly, however, was his suggestion that I meet Herman Van der
Tak, who was not only heavily into evaluation methodology but was in charge of a large study of

the Bank’s recently financed highway project in Iran. Winfrey, well known to Oglesby and others

at Stanford, offered me help in vehicle operating costs.

The real breakthrough, however, came when I met with Wolfram Drewes of the Pan
American Union. On Wednesday, two days before our meeting, [ had had an epiphany of sorts.
As I was walking along a large grassed area near the Latin American Center, I suddenly knew how
[ wanted to approach my dissertation: I would focus on the impact of penetration roads, i.e., those
into areas with as yet untapped agricultural potential. To do this, I needed detailed data on such
investments. So, when I explained these ideas to Drewes, he smiled, went to his filing cabinet,
and pulled out five thick volumes that contained the results of several years of studying agricultural
development based on new road development on the eastern slopes of Peru. He apologized
because they were written in Spanish. But I assured him that would not be a problem. When I
asked about borrowing three of them for review and possible use, he hesitated saying, “That’s

something [ don’t do.” But in the end, he agreed to loan them to me. Drewes suggested that I
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might want to see Bill Thompson of the Organization of American States, which was in the same
building. Bill, who was a transportation guy, was sold on his line of work, saying “Transportation
is the hand maiden of progress.” Fine, | was into transportation. But not as far as this guy.

From about that time, I quickly lost confidence in anyone who was so focused that he thought his
approach alone was the key to success. I left Washington, D.C. armed with the three volumes

Drewes had loaned me confident that I was on the right track.

This was the idea: I would use the well known methods of engineering economy as a
starting point in my critique of some case study. The data for that study could come from the
Tango-Maria penetration road in Peru as written by Wolfram Drewes. I thought I would find
areas in which his analysis had made procedural errors. These I would correct. [ would reject the
methods used in the USA and other advanced economies, which rely on traffic counts as a measure
of benefits, because traffic in such areas is non-existent or minimal. So, I had to rely on other
methods for measuring economic impact, which would be mainly increased agricultural output. I
didn’t think this alone could justify my dissertation. I would therefore rely other techniques such
as shadow pricing as described by Jan Tinbergen. These are prices that reflect the real value of
resources, not those found in the market place. Examples would include a controlled foreign
exchange rate, which meant that the real value of foreign exchange was worth more than the
official rate. Or, where large scale unemployment exists, the market wage overstates its real
value. [Ialso planned to show that an investment has effects beyond its direct impact. To show
how that would emanate outward, say to the benefit of industries supplying inputs to the project, or
to industries making use of project’s outputs, [ would use the input-output model developed by

Leontif.

To my knowledge, and to that of my committee, the application of these concepts had not
been done before. The central idea was to use enlightened project analysis to select and evaluate
projects as a means of promoting a country’s growth. Such elaborate analyses were not needed for
a country such as the United States, so my argument went, because our markets evaluate resources

more or less accurately. Not so, for the LDCs, where competitive markets generally do not exist.
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This approach would be a contribution to the state of the art regarding project evaluation. The
only real problem I had was in the use of Leontif’s input-output model. Normally, the
input-output model works the other way around. That is, it goes from showing the effect of a
change in the overall economy to individual industries. I got around this by using a study given to
me by Prof. Boon called the semi-input-output method. In short, the approach assumes some of
the farmers’ output will be used by industry for further processing. These industries and those
supplying the project with inputs create additional economic activity (i.e., indirect effects), and
eventually allows an estimate of the increase in GNP. By knowing a project’s impact on the

whole economy, decision makers can choose investments that best satisfy a country’s goals.

Now, with my approach clearly in mind, the main task was to go through the relevant
literature, address the analytical issues, and write it up. But before I could start, I had to complete
my responsibilities on the Spanish project. With that out of the way in May, I began what was a
long, hard slog that went on for eleven months. By April, 1966 I had submitted drafts for
committee review then turned my attention to the pending defense of thesis, which required not
only what was in my dissertation, but theoretical concepts upon which it was based. While this
was a grinding process, its upside for me was that [ was working on a topic of my choosing and
having the time to do it as well as [ could. Also, I expected the final result would contribute to my

carcer.

During these long months of work, I practically abandoned the family often leaving home
before the children had risen and returning after they were in bed. The small, off-campus office
SRI provided me was a windowless room with a filing cabinet, a desk, flat table, and a typewriter.

At times when I was alone in the building at night, I would crawl onto the table, lie in a fetal
position, and doze for half an hour. To counter the claustrophobic effects,  hung a travel poster
of a beautiful Swiss mountain landscape. Throughout the process, Bill Sharpe’s admonition kept
ringing in my ears: there are two types of dissertations, good ones and bad ones. The good ones
are either masterpieces, which are almost impossible to achieve or ones that are quick and short.

All the rest are bad ones. 1 shot for the quick, short type. Producing a finished product in eleven
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months, once I got started, might qualify as being short, although the final product ran to over 300
pages. By comparison one of my cohorts got his done in three months, and Steiner finished his in

six months.

I defended my thesis in early May before Ray Linsley and Clark Oglesby of the Civil
Engineering Department, Gerard Boon, Julius Margolis, an outstanding welfare economist with a
joint appointment at Stanford and Berkeley, and Ruppenthal, a Business School professor
specializing in transportation. To give me some insight as to what Ruppenthal might ask, I looked
up his publications. To my surprise, though the list was long, most of the citations were
compilations of others” work at symposia he had chaired, not original works of his own. Linsley,
who chaired the exam, took considerable pressure off me at the outset by saying, “I hope you don’t
mind if I doze during the questioning. 1 was working late last night.” What a beautiful way to
ease my tension! My only real problem came from Margolis, who got after me about the shadow
price of unskilled labor. Being a Chicago-type economist who believes in the efficiency of the
market place, he was not about to accept Tinbergen’s arguments that surplus unskilled labor was
over-priced in the market. But then he and Boon got to arguing, while I sat back and listened.
After about two hours, Linsley called a halt to the discussion, asked me to step out of the room
while the committee reached a decision. Then shortly, he returned smiling and said,
“Congratulations, you passed.” I took the rest of that day off. The next day Vicky and I

celebrated by first playing golf at the Stanford course then went out for dinner.

What now remained was to put the finishing touches on the draft, submit a copy to Linsley,
Boon, and Oglesby for their comments and incorporate these into the final draft. Vicky came to
my Stanford office off and on for the next two and a half months pounded away at an IBM
Selectric with its backup correction bar to produce “mats” that, for major corrections required
using a razor blade to scratch out the original letters, painting over the spot with correction fluid,
typing the change, and making copies. Meanwhile, my parents took care of the kids. Towards the

end, when we were sometimes working past midnight, my folks stayed overnight. Although we
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only had three small bedrooms, it wasn’t cramped because Vicky and I were spending so little time

there.

Prof. Oglesby provided the most detailed review with comments that were largely editorial.

On my chapter on sensitivity analysis * he wrote, “The writing here is very wordy,” and “Your
continued reference to such things as ‘the assumptions of Figure VIII-2 make it almost impossible
to follow your reasoning. Cannot the individual examples and the figures be made to stand on
their own?” But then he goes on to say, “This chapter presents very important material. ¢ alone
Jjustifies the dissertation. For this reason, clarity of expression becomes important.” Prof. Boon
wanted me to add some lines about unskilled labor. But, Prof. Linsley required only a few minor
changes, which were consistent with his earlier statement, “It’s important for you to finish up and
get on with your career.” He even made his secretary available towards the end in helping Vicky
type the final draft. Later, he asked if [ wished to teach an EEP course based on my dissertation.
SRI objected, so I wasn’t able to do this. I also received unsolicited job offers from Van der Tak
of the World Bank and Drewes from the Pan American Union. Although I had a long-standing
interest in working for the Bank, I turned down that offer because I felt obligated to SRI for having
financed me for so long. The teaching offer from Linsley gave evidence that he liked what I had
produced. Coming from the Department Head who had served as science advisor to President
Johnson, puffed me up not just a little bit, which was a good thing because I was soon to be

brought back down to earth after returning to SRI.

Floundering
With the foregoing accolades ringing in my ears, I returned to SRI in early September, four

years after having started on the PhD program, eager to apply what I had learned. Recall, my

* The is a procedure in project analysis that tests the “sensitivity” of an outcome to
alternative estimates of important variables. For example, the procedure shows whether a
project would go from acceptable to unacceptable from an increase in investment or operating
costs or a decrease in revenues or project life. The result provides far more information about a
project than if only single values are used. Apparently, little had been done on this topic at this
time.
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decision to obtain a PhD was taken following Bredo’s advice about being qualified for work in the
LDCs, not for the prestige of the PhD itself. But it wasn’t long before I was brought up short,
even though I had succeeded in getting SRI to change my title from industrial economist to
development economist. 1 talked with a half-dozen of SRI higher-ups, tried promoting an SRI
program based on my thesis, nearly got assigned to a project in Honduras, and eventually agreed to
work on a data bank for the Amazon—an effort I soon found to be a looser because no boundaries
had been set on what to collect. 1 gave a couple of presentations to SRI staff, led a seminar at
Stanford, and wrote exploratory letters to those whom I thought might be interested. With Prof.
Oglesby’s prodding, I wrote a paper based on my dissertation, which I presented to the Highway
Research Board in Wash, DC. 1 had agreed to a two year assignment in Benin City in western
Nigeria. But the turmoil leading up to the Biafran conflict scuttled that possibility. So, after five
months [ seemed to be going nowhere. Then, SRI obtained a contract to send a five-member team

to Ethiopia for two years. [ was to be a member of that team.
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Chapter 5: Ethiopia, Part |

I learned about the Ethiopian project one day when Bill Bredo asked me to come to his
second-floor office. By this time he was director of SRI’s International Programs, the one who
had advised me to get my PhD should I ever aspire to meaningful work in economic development.

I had heard about SRI’s interest in the AID-funded project in Ethiopia and let it be known that I
might be interested.  So, when I received his call, I was excited by the possibility. Several years
earlier we had hosted Bredo in our home to talk about possibly sending me to Peshawar, Pakistan.

But after seeing how young Paul was, had decided against it.

Once in his spacious office, adorned with artifacts from Asia and Africa, he told me about
the project. In 1966 Ethiopia had been receiving abundant financial and technical help from
many organizations, the United States Agency for International Development in Ethiopia (AID/E)
being one of the largest of these. With the cold war going on, the United States felt it in its vital
interests to establish its presence in the Horn of Africa, close to the Suez Canal and Middle
Eastern Oil. Our government even had a “listening post” in Asmara in the northern province of
Eritrea that was manned by U.S. military personnel. This mountainous country had never been
conquered, except briefly by the Italians, its people numbering 25 million were fiercely
independent and rural. They were a handsome lot, especially the Amharas with their light
brown skin and slim-nosed European features had controlled the several other tribes for centuries
and dated their lineage to the Queen of Sheba. Picture book stories tell of her encounter with
King Solomon. Thus, they were a proud people ruled by Emperor Haile Selassie, called the Lion
of Judah. Adding to the charm of the country is its music, unlike any I’ve ever hear elsewhere
with its limited scale of notes. Even more intriguing is the jazz played by Ethiopian musicians
residing in Europe. Besides all of the above, Ethiopia’s preferred dish of enjera and wat is
one-of-a-kind. Enjera is a pancake-like unleavened, sourdough bread made from tef (a love
grass). Ethiopia is the only country in the world where this grain is the staple. Wat is a spicy
stew made from lamb, beef, chicken, lentils, or other stock and seasoned with ground hot pepper
known locally as beri beri. This concoction is served by ladling small amounts of the different
types of wat onto an disc of enjera perhaps 18" across that rests on top a metal pan. It is eaten by
hand by tearing off a small hunk of enjera, scooping up a mouthful of wat, and popping it into the



mouth. Soothing this spicy dish is a pleasant-tasting and slight alcoholic honey mead called tej—a
drink dating back to biblical times.

The Ethiopian economy was overwhelmingly agricultural. Coffee is by far the major cash
crop and accounts for half of the country’s foreign exchange earnings. Some cotton is produced
in the Awash Valley, part of the Rift Valley, which helps support the local textile industry run
mostly by the Japanese. Historically the country had been isolated because of its remoteness.
That, combined with its largely self-sufficient agriculture and the country’s small industrial base,
meant that Ethiopia’s international trade as a percentage of its GNP has been among the lowest in
the world.

With the international community concerned about the world’s ability to feed itself, improving

Ethiopia’s agriculture became one of AID’s primary objectives.

Our technical assistance project, amounting to two million dollars, was to provide input to
the country’s Third Five-Year Plan (TFYP) currently being written. Specifically, we were to
provide what the Agency called bankable projects in agriculture. Since the planning process had
already begun, the Agency was anxious for us to get to Ethiopia as soon as possible. In fact,
when questions about agriculture came up, members of Ethiopia’s Planning Commission would

say, “Wait until the SRI team arrives.”

Thus, the Agency exerted considerable pressure on SRI to field its team as quickly as
possible. Having won the competitive bidding process, Bredo was urgently searching for suitable
staff, that he hoped to place in Addis within the month. I told Bredo that I was interested, but
would have to clear this with Vicky, since accepting would mean that we would live in Addis for
two years, which meant taking three of our children out of school. Vicky readily agreed to the
move, but balked when I told her that Bredo wanted our team to leave in two weeks. Returning
to Bredo, he countered by suggesting that I leave in two weeks and Vicky could come on later
with the children. She said no to that. In the end we settled on three weeks.

The team, all with PhDs, comprised two agricultural economists, one of whom would be
the team leader, an industrial specialist, a rural sociologist, and a development economist. The
team leader was to be Clancy Miller, an associate professor from the University of Nebraska who
had received his PhD under John Kenneth Galbraith of Harvard. Clancy was perhaps five years
older than I, slightly paunchy, avuncular, with a smile that combined friendliness and conceit.

The other agricultural economist was to be Jerry Marousek, a professor from the University of



Idaho. The industrial specialist was Bill Schwarz, who had done his graduate work at the
University of Kentucky. Ray Borton, was the sociologist. I was to be the development

economist.

One problem soon cropped up. I was in Washington, D.C. to present a paper based on my
dissertation. While there, I stopped in to see Al Cleveland, SRI’s Washington representative.
He said that Mr. Gotchall AID/Washington’s desk officer for Ethiopia would like to meet me.
Generally, each of the countries in which AID operates has such an officer to backstop operations
in the field. The officer, together with his staff, looks after AID personnel assigned to the foreign
post, provides information and conducts studies at the request of the Mission Director, handles
accounting and budgeting matters, and manages the contracts with independent consultants, such
as SRI. Included in this latter activity is the production of a project paper, usually done by an
independent consultant, that justifies a technical assistance activity, prepares a list of qualified
contractors, solicits bids to carry out the agreed upon activity, and monitors the contractor’s
progress, including oversight. Feeling confident of my recently acquired knowledge of the
development process, I was glad to have this opportunity. Imagine my surprise when Gotchall
quite bluntly wondered why I was a member of the team. Miller and Marousek were agricultural
economists, Borton a sociologist with experience working with small-farmer groups, and Schwarz
... well, he did have industrial experience. But what was [ to provide? In Gotchell’s eyes, my
international experience in Venezuela was in oil, my work to date with SRI, except for Spain, had
been US-based, and my PhD was simply academic. What AID was looking for was someone
with international experience in agriculture. After we left the building, Al, who knew the focus
of my dissertation and the ins and outs of AID bureaucracy, said, “Don’t worry. We’ll redo your
bio and resubmit it.” That we did, and my appointment to the team was cleared based primarily
on my

expertise in benefit-cost analysis, a topic that turned out to be central to the Ethiopian project.

Even with the extra week to get ready, Vicky and I were pressed for time. We had to go
to San Francisco twice, once to get a yellow fever shot and another time to apply for our passports
and visas. The bank of shots were intimidating: they included typhoid, tetanus, typhus, choler,
plague, and a smallpox booster. Because of our children’s young age their immunizations were
given in two doses. To complete all these shots in such a short time, the children were given four
shots at a time, which caused Paul and Mike to become delirious both nights. We had to clean

the house and get it ready for rental and sell our car. We had to sort out our belongings, decide



which was to go into long-term storage, what we could store in our small attic, what to send by

sea and by air and what to pack as accompanied luggage and as carry-ons.

Although pressed for time, we invited Bill Schwarz in for dinner. Bill was short, fat, and
bald except for a dark fringe around the edges. His accent was Eastern, his mannerisms reminded
me of Willy Loman in the Death of a Salesman. After Bill left, I recall telling Vicky, “Man, that
guy sure does talk a lot.” He had a way of saying, “When I was at Lex-ing-ton, Ken-tuc-ky”
emphasizing each drawn-out syllable. We were destined to hear much more of this over the next
two years. The last two nights before we left, we worked till 4:00 a.m. scarcely knowing what we
were doing. Years later, when we cleared out the attic we found that we had stored a half-opened
cereal box, as well as other items that could just as well been thrown away. But with the urgency
in which we left and the hours we kept, it was a wonder we did as well as we did. So, on the
morning of our departure when my parents came by to drive us to the airport, Vicky and I were in

a daze.

In getting ready for this assignment, Vicky handled most of the packing and housing
details while I prepared myself for the upcoming assignment. Bredo called several meetings with
Miller, Schwarz, and me to plan what the three of us would do once we arrived in Addis.
Marousek and Borton were to come later. Bredo would remain on-campus. Not all was
drudgery. During one of our meetings we went to an up-scale restaurant along El Camino Real
for drinks and lunch. And one evening Bredo and his wife hosted us in their richly appointed
home in Woodside, off Sand Hill Road on the way to Portola Valley. The house had a mountain
motif. Bredo’s study was lined with books and studded, as was his office, with items he had
collected overseas. We got to his house by driving up a winding gravel road for a quarter of a
mile. Seeing how the Bredos lived with the exotic artifacts served as an exciting image of what
those of us leaving for Ethiopia hoped to experience. During one of these meetings, shortly
before we were to depart, Bredo warned us that our job might not be so easy. He said, “The
Ethiopians can be difficult: they have been isolated throughout most of the country’s history. It’s
mountainous terrain meant it was off most commercial routes, consequently, except for brief

periods, had been free of Colonial domination. Having duly warned us, he wished us luck.

We changed planes at JFK where Vicky’s father and his new wife, Bobby, Vicky’s

younger brother, and his family visited with us during the two hours between plane changes. We
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arrived in Rome just after noon' and checked into a nice downtown hotel close to the Via Veneto.
After a short nap, which soothed our scratchy eyes, we hailed a taxi and drove past the
Colosseum, found the flower-adorned Spanish Steps, and had dinner at a small restaurant that fit

our image of what a typical Italian restaurant must be like.

The next morning we took a bus tour that began at the Villa Borghese where we looked
over some of Rome’s famous seven hills, took in the Pantheon with its vaulted ceiling, wondered
at the beauty of the Fountain of Trevi where tourists toss coins into the water for good luck, and
ended at the magnificent St Peter’s Basilica in the Vatican. We returned to our hotel with plenty
of time for lunch, check out, and arrive at the airport for our 4:00 flight. Leery about the ways of
Roman taxi drivers, we told our driver as we got in that we had plenty of time, hoping he would
take the hint. Perhaps just in spite he gave us the ride of our lives, which seemed like it could be
our last. The route we took was along a heavily traveled six-lane undivided highway. For most
of the way he jockeyed in and out of traffic at 80 mph. What a relief to finally arrive safely and
to board our flight to Athens three hours away.

Once we arrived in downtown Athens, Clancy said he’d like to see as many of the sites as
possible while we waited for our late-night flight. So, we hired a taxi and were able to see the
Pantheon, Olympic stadium with its gleaming white stone and surprisingly narrow dimensions,
and up to Mt Olympus for a view of Athens’ lights. As we got out at these several sights, I
walked with Clancy, interested in getting to know better the guy [ was destined to be working with
for the next two years. This left Vicky with our four children, which I heard about
later--justifiably so. By now, however, our family of six had learned to negotiate street crossings
in which Becky looked after Paul and Tim after Mike with Vicky and me ready to take over if
needed. While waiting at the airport terminal, we saw Harvey Dixon of SRI waiting for a plane
headed back to the States. We also laid eyes on two Ethiopians, finding their appearance striking
with their slender builds, light brown skin, straight noses, high sloping foreheads, and large eyes.
Another rare occurrence happened as we walked the tarmac to our plane. Midway to the plane
we met a TWA crew on its way to the terminal. One of the pilots looked vaguely familiar. So,
we asked him his name. Turns out that it was the brother of our neighbor, William Wilder, who

lived just across the street from us back home. We knew he was a TWA pilot who flew in and

! Such details do not come from memory, but from the log I’ve kept since I was told in
college that competent engineers kept a record of their activities.



out of Europe. These two encounters gave us the feeling of how small the world can be, even
though we were so far from home. Over the years in our many travels we often found someone

whom we either knew directly, or indirectly via friendships.

We boarded the Ethiopian Airlines flight to Addis with a brief, early morning landing