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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Los Angeles and UCLA: 1954 to
1959

Something tremendous had for some time hung over us—the
completion of the UCLA School of Medicine building. I had
attended the turning of the first shovelful of earth, performed
elegantly with hardhat by the Dean in the presence of many
university dignitaries. From the temporary buildings we watched it
rise bit by bit. Soon we could visit and Jack guided me to see the
office and laboratory that were to be mine.

It was ready to entertain our first class as they became seniors.
The first lecture to them in the new quarters fell to my lot in a course
of which much was expected—Basic Science in Clinical Medicine, in
which disease entities were discussed as disturbances of normal
structure and function, to be presented primarily by clinicians with
comment by basic scientists. This went well for a while, then interest
of the faculty flagged and students began to fail to show up—it was
given at 8 a.m.. It did not last many years. An important reason for
lack of student interest was that no examinations were required. But
it did get them started in the new building.

The building was completed but no paths to it were built. So
when the fall turned out to be quite wet, the footpaths to it became
deep in mud. We had to walk several hundred yards through this soft,
swishy goo. It was particularly hard for me because the rubber tips of
my sticks came off in the depths of the mud and it got into the ankle
joints of my braces. We carried on nevertheless.

Several years later the UCLA hospital was constructed just south
of the medical school building. Until it was commissioned, clinical
instruction was carried out at adjacent hospitals. I was assigned to
attend and participate in some conferences in the old Wadsworth
Hospital.
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The new quarters enabled us to reorganize and amplify the
laboratory aspect of the medical physiology course. We were a bit
handicapped by the design of the student work benches which were
made by a biochemist, no physiologists having been appointed when
the building plans were drawn.

Two very fine helpers joined the department about this time. As
chief of the office staff came Julie Vance, a beautiful and highly
intelligent and cultured lady, and as chief of the teaching laboratory
equipment group, Robert Walker, an able and devoted worker who
became widely known throughout the medical school for the
generous way he helped all that came to him for aid. With these two
experts all went well in their important fields.

Shortly after this move Jack Field and I applied for a training
grant to enable us to pay stipends of approximately $1,800 a year to
graduate students promising to become professional physiologists.
This was still operating when I left the department in 1968. During
their first year the trainees (not fellows, according to the federal
ruling) took courses in medical physiology, mathematics, and any
others they needed. A small scope for electives remained, in which
one student took an advanced course in playing the cello—with my
approval as director of this part of the department’s activity. During
this year they had to choose and obtain the consent of a faculty
member to supervise their dissertation research as the central part of
their training.

The grant also provided money to support research. I got some
of it to hire a technician to help with a project in which 1 was
interested. I came up with the hypothesis that cardiac output was
adapted to the metabolic rate by a mechanism in which decreased
oxygen tension in venous blood evoked aeroconstriction and so
increasing venous return to the heart. We planned to expose
segments of veins to various oxygen tensions and to record any
constriction that might occur. After coaching my assistant in getting
the project started, I was horrified that he spent all possible time
avoiding doing the experiments, refining ad nauseum such things as the
recording documents. I finally had to fire him because he never got
anything worthwhile done. So my only major effort at research at
UCLA failed. I was too busy with other things.

At this time Jack became aware that the American Physiological
Society was embarrassed by the large accumulation of funds in its
publication account. Jack suggested that they undertake the
preparation and publication of a handbook, a work summarizing and
evaluating knowledge in the various divisions of a subject in several
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volumes, similar to the great Handbook works of the Germans. This
idea was approved and Jack was appointed Editor-in-Chief. It was
then decided that the first area to be treated was Neurophysiology.
As Section Editor, Ted Magoan was named, while I was made
Executive Editor—the one who was to do the detailed work—but a
task that brought me great satisfaction as a contribution to the
science.

The first step was to decide on the topics to be treated and the
authors to write them. At a meeting of most of the UCLA faculty
interested in neurophysiology held at Ted Magoan’s home, I
presented a proposed list of chapters—which was amended and
approved. Then the group decided on authors—which I recorded.
Ted and I designed a letter of invitation to write for the Handbook.
With the able assistance of Sally Field as secretary, we sent copies of
this letter to the first-choice people over Ted’s signature. We then
designed letters of pleasure for favorable answers—and we received a
large number of them—giving them instructions as to how and when
to prepare their chapters, and also a letter for those declining our
invitation—and moved on to the second choices. In a few months,
with frequent discussions with Ted, we had a complete slate of
writers for the Handbook. After a few months the early manuscripts
began to come in. After Sally had gone over them, I edited them with
great care, and the edited versions were returned to the authors for
comment.

Remarkably few objected to my changes and the few that did
soon reached a compromise with me. The whole operation went
quite smoothly until the Central Office of the American Physiological
Society, who were to publish the volume, insisted on re-editing the
manuscripts, often with ludicrous effect. For example, they changed
“decerebral preparation,” the common term among neurologists, to
“decerebral specimen,” a form totally unused.

We found these unnecessary or stupid changes in the galley
proofs of the chapters, which we next had to check—and correct. In
due course we had page proof, which was indexed by an incompetent
service—against which I protested. But eventually the first volume
came to our hands—a beautiful book of which we were proud.

Then came a catastrophe—the Handbook sold so well that it,
alas, made money for the Society—which had undertaken this project
in hopes of losing money!

The second and third volumes of the section of the Handbook of
Physiology devoted to Neurophysiology followed in due course and
were as successful as the first Ted Magoan supervised.
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While all was going well at the campus, misfortune descended on
us at home. Francie’s porphyria, complicated by the opiate
administrated for persistent pain, grew severe enough to require
hospitalization several times. Betty was able to keep the house and
board going acceptably in the intervals—and also when Francie,
though home, was unable to work. I tried in as many ways as I could
to cheer her up for depression was a major aspect of her porphyria. I
took her for rides in the car, talked with her, massaged painful parts,
and so on. Getting by was greatly helped by the visits of friends,
particularly Barbara Smith and Lynn Madden, for which I was very
grateful. Another positive factor was the housecleaning work of Pearl
Cullins, who came to us weekly. She became an indispensable
member of our ménage.

But Francie was able to travel—the change of venue elevated her
spirits very much. Her brother Stan invited both Betty and Bobby to
join his family in a pack trip into the Sierra Nevada. They excitedly
accepted. We drove them to the meeting place on the road into the
King’s River Valley. They had a wonderful time, Betty having to
become director of the kids her junior. We drove over to the San
Francisco area, then went south to the Monterey region where we
picked up my sister Grace, who was visiting from Honolulu. With her
we drove to Palo Alto. We chose to have dinner near Malitia at the
Holiday House. Here we were very haughtily treated, partly because
we did not buy any drinks and probably because we did not look
sufficiently prosperous—which we weren’t!

We entertained Grace for several days, which did not bring total
happiness. Grace was much annoyed because when she tried to show
Bobby a picture of the ship she was to return on, which interested
him not a bit, as he showed, to her displeasure. Finally Francie and I
took her to the P & O ship, which was to leave for Honolulu from
the Los Angeles Harbor. We went aboard, she showed us her
stateroom, which to Francie appeared uncomfortably small. Then we
had drinks in the saloon—mine with the really hot ginger ale, which
puts our local product to shame. Our relations, warm and close in
our teenage years and into her years as a student nurse, began to turn
a bit sour when, although she was in Los Angeles while Charlie had a
temporary appointment at U.S.C., she refused to help Francie, who
was very sick at that time. Then she became withdrawn and self-
centered, imposing herself on friends and relatives without
invitations.

What helped to get us through this period was the devoted
friendship of Bob Tschirgi and Don Taylor. They would show up for
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dinner without notice but bearing food for all of us. Bob was full of
fun and excitement. He brought us records of the Broadway musicals
as they appeared. (We already had Ok&/ahoma, which led us to see the
movie.) Especially delightful was My Fair Lady, which we all played
and played to our delight. Not as exciting but very pleasant were
South Pacific, Carousel, and Carnival. Camelot contained a number which
appealed wonderfully to Bob’s self-esteem, a self-adulatory song and
dance which Bob very effectively danced. Similarly, ILancelot’s
approval of his martial abilities in that score stimulated him to
excellent imitation. The climax of all this came when one of Bob’s
graduate students, George Moore (now a faculty member at O.S.P.)
and I collaborated in preparing for Bob a “This is Your Life, Bob
Tschirgi” program. Francie and Betty prepared an excellent dinner
with good drinks. As the dinner ended the phonograph began a
martial passage from 7ctory at Sea and we asked Bob to come over to
it. The words “This is Your Life, Bob Tschirgi” belted out, followed
by a half-dozen episodes which Francie and I suggested and George
adapted comically. Bob was absolutely overwhelmed for once. It was
indeed a wonderful tribute to him.

As the summer of 1955 rolled around, Fred and Clara again
invited us to come to Crescent Lake, offering to pay for our housing
in one of the Lodge’s cabins. We accepted happily. In one day we
drove to Los Altos where Francie’s parents had established
themselves in retirement. Since Francie was not very strong, we
decided that she and Barbie should fly to Klamath Falls one day later,
while Betty, Bobbie and I drove up. That day we worked our way
happily up US 99W and reached Weed where we put up for a night in
the Silver Spur Motel. No young people could have behaved more
delightfully than they. The next morning we continued north fast
enough to reach Klamath Falls in good time, before the plane was
due—only to discover that Oregon was not on Daylight Saving Time.
So we had an hour to wait—Bobbie wanted some photographic
supplies for that was his hobby at this time—so we returned from the
airport to the city of Klamath Falls. Back to the airport we soon saw
the DC-3 coming in and the first passenger off was Barbie, who ran
across the apron to us. She was elated because she had been made
assistant stewardess to pass out the chewing um before landing]
Francie followed, smiling happily at Barbie’s enthusiasm!

We drove up to Crescent Lake, greeted Fred and Clara, who
were now running a Shell service station—and had been running it
throughout the preceding winter. Fred had made a pot of money
when the hunting season opened in a persistent rainstorm. The road
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into Waldo Lake led to one of the hunters’ favorite areas. On it there
was one low area with a muddy base. Here the hunters’ cars often got
mired and stalled. Fred had a power winch on his truck. He stationed
himself so as to be able to pull cars out of the mud for $5—and
assurance that if he pulled the front bumper off the car it would not
be considered his fault.

We again had a cabin of the Lodge, quite a bit nicer than the one
we had at our previous visit. Again we had the use of Fred’s boat and
its outboard motor. And everything went well and happily, including
our trip back via a visit to Francie’s parents—so glad to see us.

During 1954 the faculty members, at least in the medical school,
were required to report their use of time in hours per year.
Summarizing my report, I spent 742 hours teaching, 885 hours in
research, and 1,068 hours in service (committee work, administration,
editorial work for the _Annual Review of Physiology, and other
organizations). These efforts amounted to 55 hours per week for a
year of 49 weeks.

A pleasant thing in 1955 was that Betty’s efforts to master the
clarinet, for which we bought one to be her own and provided a very
good teacher, culminated on March 4 of that year at a recital of the
Brentwood Junior Symphony Orchestra. Here she played as a solo
with piano accompaniment Wagner’s “Evening Star” from
Tannhauser—and did it quite well. But she soon gave up her musical
efforts and never returned to it.

In late 1955 a group of UCLA medical faculty people, including
me, set about establishing at our school a chapter of the national
medical honor society, Alpha Omega alpha. On January 3, 1956, we
held our first initiation, principally of faculty members, at the Santa
Ynez Inn near the ocean. I was one of these initiates and was
assigned to respond to the offer of membership for the faculty
initiates. I had been elected long ago at Stanford but was unable to
pay the high initiation fee at that time. It was no problem now. Each
of us initiates received a large parchment diploma—mine I folded
and filed in a binder, others had them framed and hung them in their
offices.

A few days later, on January 27, Francie and I attended Betty’s
graduation from the junior high school where she had done well.
Francie bought her first suit, in which she looked glorious, even
though she was only 14 years old. We were very proud of her.

And in March we received from the same school a
“Complimentary Report to Parents” relative to Bobby’s work in the
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Metal Shop course—with the comment “Robert is very interested
and works hard.”

This year our vacation began as the most exciting one of the
Crescent Lake series—because Bob and Don came with us in Bob’s
car. All the meals were parties with great excitement, produced by
Bob’s lively spirit.

Our first stop was for lunch at the tiny community of Inyokern.
Later we reached Bishop in good time. Bob was so impressed with
Mt. Whitney in that overwhelming barrier of the highest Sierra that
he insisted on us driving up the Whitney Portal Road, where we had a
truly magnificent view of the Owens Valley and the White Mountains
east of it. After dinner all except Barbie and me went walking on the
main street—and Bob bought a book for me about the places we
were to go through and a decoration for Francie. I meanwhile gave
Barbie all the swinging she wanted.

During our next day, after passing Mono Lake, we went
eastward to show Bodie to Bob and Don. They were duly impressed
as they were with Esmerelda. We ended up at Bridgeport, where Bob
insisted on treating us to martinis—the first we had ever had on such
a trip.

Onward through Reno, where we drove slowly enough to see
something of the gambling houses, then out into the rolling hills of
western Nevada, and finally to Susanville, a queer old town where we
spent the night. Here Don had the opportunity to cultivate his hobby
of collecting old glass bottles that contained medicines of the era. In
this town we came across a drugstore of old-fashioned appearance.
Don told what he wanted and was given access to the basement,
where he found many treasures. It was the high point of the trip for
him.

Continuing through that uninteresting countryside until we
reached Oregon—where everything was green and moist. Overnight
in Klamath Falls—and then after passing Upper Klamath Lake, we
got the idea of driving up the eastern side of the Park, up to Crater
Lake—which, because of the partly cloudy sky, lacked the glorious
saturated blue it shows in full sunshine. To compensate we met on
the road a playful little brown bear—which particularly excited
Barbie.

Then we went down east to Highway 97, on which we drove
north through forests of pines, until Oregon 58 headed westward
into the Cascades to Crescent Lake. The party took over two cabins
of the lodge. All were in a delightful mood, aided by the rich supply
of martinis which Bob had brought along.
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Every day we set off to visit interesting spots in the area of
Crescent Lake, including the interior of a volcanic cone, a hill of
black shiny obsidian, broken into pieces four to fourteen inches in
length, and a number of vertical holes in a lava flow where good-
sized trees had been surrounded by lava and which survived long
enough to extrude lava from their plates. These were all evidences of
volcanic activity—which was most marked in the Mackenzie Lava
Plain some 60 miles NNW from Crescent Lake.

A small tragedy occurred. Everybody but me left the road near
Cascade Summit to see Salt Creek Falls. On the way back Francie
slipped and injured one foot. She managed to hobble up to the car
and into our cabin, where Bob and I, both M.D.s, examined her foot,
decided there were no fractures in it, and recommended alternate hot
and cold water immersions for the pain. It gradually improved but
even when we returned to Los Angeles the pain still persisted in
some degree. So she went to our orthopedist, Dr. Sidney Spetling,
who took an X-ray that showed fractures of the metatarsals. But he
felt no treatment was needed. So our diagnosis was bad, our
treatment acceptable.

One little thing is worth recording. Bob Tschirgi had given our
Bob radio control equipment and Bob H built a toy boat with
motorized propeller and a radio control of the rudder so that its
course could be controlled from the shore.

And another bit about our Bob. At home he built the parts for a
catamaran, which we took to Crescent Lake where he assembled it
and, climbing aboard with his legs in the water, he propelled himself
about the lake near our beach. Everybody around was much
surprised at this foreign vessel but admired Bob’s efforts. I often got
into Fred’s rowboat and moved around where the girls were
swimming and Bob navigating.

A day or so later Bob T became restless and, claiming an
appointment in San Diego, he and Don left us, intending, however,
to visit more deserted villages on the way back. About a month later
we were invited to a party at Bob’s apartment at which he provided a
professional-level picture show of these villages, synchronized with
excellently chosen classic music.

The rest of us stayed out our two-week vacation uneventfully
except for the day before we left. On this day we planned a lunch
picnic at the west end of the lake. Bob took Barbie in the boat while
Francie, Betty, and I went by car. We had a delightful lunch—with
boat trips among the reeds and trees of the flooded area. Then those
of us who had come by car decided to drive up the Summit Creek
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Road to Summit Lake, near the Willamette-Deschutes or Cascade
Divide. Here we were terribly bothered by mosquitoes. Then as we
saw dark clouds piling up and felt the wind rising we realized a storm
was rapidly approaching. So as I drove down the grade toward
Crescent Lake, violent rain and blasts of thunder and lightening beset
us. It was very hard to keep the car on the dirt road—but we were far
more concerned about Bob and Barbie on the lake headed for our
beach. We got down the grade safely and then rushed over the road
home. As we got out of the car in the rain, Bob and Barbie rushed
out of the cabin to greet us—a tremendous relief to us. They had just
arrived—as Bob guided the motor-driven boat against the mounting
waves to avoid being swamped, Barbie bailed the rain and splashed
lake water from the boat.

The next day we left for home, driving down into the Willamette
Valley and then south on US 99. In the late afternoon it began to rain
very heavily—so I decided we should leave the highway to put up for
the night at Medford. There we found a crowd of cars circulating
about the streets looking, as we were, for a place to lodge. We found
one and as Francie made the arrangements in the motel office, the
lights went out. We ventured out into the persisting rain to find
dinner—the only place open was a greasy spoon semi-drive-in where
we got calories but no pleasure. How different, but still wet, the town
looked the next morning,.

Our trip southward was without incident. We made our happy
visit to Francie’s parents in Berkeley and then rolled on home.

The behavior of our beloved Plymouth Suburban on the trip led
us to invest in a new one—one with the delightful automatic
transmission. It was white—and turned out to be the worst car we
had ever bought. For example, Francie, on driving to visit her doctor,
found that the foot throttle, when pushed down, would stay down
until she reached down and pulled it up. She went into the garage
that sold the car to us—and they said she could safely go on. On her
return she went back to the garage. An experienced mechanic
examined the car and, in a horrified voice, said that the engine was
not properly bolted to the frame and that it was remarkable that the
engine had not fallen through onto the street!

We turned in our ancient Pontiac—which had served us well for
over fourteen years. Our garage now contained two Plymouth
Suburbans.

In the spring of 1957, while I was lecturing to the first year
medical class on the principles of geometric optics, I realized that
something was wrong with the vision of my right eye—a slice of the
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long visual field was black—and my eye was watering. Right after the
lecture I had Bob Tschirgi check the visual fields and he confirmed
my impression. So I had them take me to Dr. Robert Sinsky, who
had been looking after my refraction. After much peering in my eye
he found a region of retinal detachment.

Next day I went to the UCLA Hospital, was put in bed,
blindfolded, without a pillow, and with sandbags on each side to keep
my head from any movement. This was truly uncomfortable—I
never got used to it even for the three weeks I spent in that bed. Two
days later he operated on the eye. I was deeply sedated, but was left
with just enough power so I could direct my gaze where the surgeons
directed. I suffered no pain but woke up some time later back in my
bed. From then on I had no nursing care—no washing, no moving,
no shaving. My meds had to be taken by straw or in pills put in my
mouth since I was still blindfolded. Francie came to visit me daily so
as to give me my lunch. Once she brought me a drink of bourbon,
but through a straw even it didn’t taste very good.

Fortunately I had a seeing roommate who was not only helpful
but vastly entertaining. He was a worker from the animal quarters of
the medical school and in the course of his labors a dog had bitten
him on the leg—and he was in for rabies treatment. So we were both
UCLA people. He had had a wonderful life in what we would call the
working class—a farm laborer, a migratory worker, a tramp, a
railroad freight brakeman, and many other roles new to me. At my
questioning and prodding he came out with glorious details about his
life, which fascinated me. I learned a good deal about the operation
of whorehouses and 1 wondered how during World War II freight
could be kept moving on the railroads, considering the antics of the
crews. I was very unhappy when he was discharged, for he was so
generous, so full of humor, and, I believe, so truthfull

His place was taken by an elderly man who had just had the
same operation I had. Dr. Sinsky thought that I could cheer him up
because of our kinship in pathology. But he was a most uninteresting
conventional person. For years he had had the job of accounting for
the sale of the Los Angeles Times by newsboys on the street. He was a
practicing Catholic, but on probing I found I knew more of his
religion than he did. He said he loved music—but the acme of it was
the broadcasts on radio. Very soon I pumped him dry of
information. And to make matters worse, he snored at night. I could
not persuade the hospital people to give me enough barbiturates to
enable me to sleep through the night. So I lay and suffered. I almost
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threw the water pitcher at him—but held myself in inaction. Poor
fellow! His retina fell off shortly after he went home.

A source of pleasure during this three-week hospital stay was
visits from Francie and the kids, of friends and department people.
And I was happy to receive from the first-year medical class a card
“from that old gang of yours,” signed by 46 members of the class
with “best wishes for a speedy emmetropia.” The operative
reattachment of my retina was a complete success and later
ophthalmoscopic examination was barely able to reveal any defect.

And during my stay, Francie learned of the death of her father in
Berkeley, resulting from a long-standing heart failure. It was expected
and in view of his unhappy terminal state, not regretted.

Shortly after my recovery, I attended a local meeting, which
included Carl J. Wiggers, one of the great old men of physiology. 1
invited him to let Francie and me drive him about Los Angeles to
show him the city. He accepted and we took him over Mulholland
Drive on the crest of the Santa Monica Mountains. In his letter of
appreciation, the dear old man said, “Without the fine drive I would
not have known I was in Los Angeles.”

The summer vacation as usual took us most happily to Crescent
Lake. After a week or so, I had to go to Eugene to participate in one
of the summer programs for high school and college instructors in
physiology, supported by the American Physiological Society. To get
to Eugene we drove down the Deschutes River to Three Sisters and
then across the MacKenzie Lava Beds—a magnificent sight. Then
down the Mackenzie River to the Willamette River Valley and so to
Fugene.

The week I spent there was most unsatisfactory. I was assigned
to a vacant student dormitory without any towels or soap. Meals were
in a building far away from either the dormitory or the meeting room.
Without a car I was trapped in the campus. My teaching effort was
not properly supported by the directors and fell a bit flat. I failed to
reach any satisfactory relations with anyone. I was lonely and
unhappy.

On the last day I was delighted when Francie drove up to take
me home. We went down the Umpqua River to stay overnight at
Reedsport, near its mouth. The next morning, as we drove south, we
suddenly were aware of great activity—people and cars organized for
ocean fishing were all about. We turned west toward Salmon Harbor
and found that this was the hour when the boats carrying fishermen
for salmon at the mouth of the Umpqua finished their assigned time
and came into harbor to discharge one group with all their catches
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and to pick up a new and hopeful crew. Before we could get
organized for pictures, all the excitement died and all we could see
was a traffic jam and boats well out of the harbor.

After this we drove happily down the Oregon coast and so
home.

The family had now attained its maximum effectiveness as a
unit. Betty and Bob were doing extremely well in high school in many
different ways. Betty, for example, learned that there was to be an
examination in the fall of homemaking, which she decided to take
because it would let her out of a regular class. And, to everybody’s
unhappiness, she came out first and won the Betty Crocker Award—
a plastic medal. Two things put her over: the problems of quantities
involved in cooking were easy for her; and, asked to describe an ideal
way of bringing up children, she simply described how her mother
had brought up her family. It was said that the homemaker students,
for whom the award was intended, were excluded by this intellectual
powerhouse. When the award was announced to the student body,
they laughed heartily.

Barbie, at junior high, was doing very well, although not quite
the academic powerhouse the older kids were.

Betty was a great one to concentrate on a definite activity and
produce something worthwhile. She produced science projects, of
which the exhibits were placed on view at the Natural History
Museum. One of her two projects won an “Honorable Mention.”
The other presented the theory of the behavior of soap films with
demonstrations of these matters. Francie and I thought it was well
above the general level of the exhibits and suspected that it was
beyond the comprehension of the judges.

Bob, on the contrary, worked at home after school with a great
variety of scientific things, leaving one to go on to another. But he
did one project for exhibition: he constructed a set of Warberg
microrespirometers out of bits of glass and metal around. With it he
showed the influence of several agents, including dinetrophenol, on
the rate of oxygen consumption of yeast. Later, becoming acquainted
with the need of several physiologists at the medical school for
probes to measure blood flow and with the difficulty they had in
obtaining these instruments, Bob set about making them at home. He
obtained the state authority for retail sale and collected sales tax on
the probes he sold to our physiologists. His probes worked.

Barbie was not to be left behind. She did a nice study of the
effects of temperature on the swimming activity of little fish. She
arranged a heating device for control of temperature of the water in
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an aquarium and, watching one fish at a time, she determined the
number of times it made an acceleration of swimming speed. She
made enough such measurements for statistical validity and then
repeated the observations at several temperatures. She worked it out
very nicely. I made some suggestions but she did the work herself.

Because of Francie’s persisting illness, the kids were forced to
carry out quite a number of the household activities. Betty and Bob
got up before the rest of us, jointly made their breakfasts, and were
away. We didn’t see them until after school. Betty often was called
upon to make dinner for the family, as Francie was unable to do so.
Bob helped her with the dishes quite often and he always emptied
wastebaskets and trash into the garbage cans. Perhaps, most
important, he took care of the garden whenever Francie was unable
to do so. He installed a watering system, part of which is still
operating in 1977. Barbie later undertook many of these essentials.

We made a great point of almost always having dinner together,
much like a sacrament. Here we exchanged news of the day and often
got into abstruse discussions of scientific matters, which were of little
interest to Francie and over Barbie’s head. This contributed to
Barbie’s feelings of inferiority later. But the general principle of
mutuality was excellent. Rarely we dined out.

We also went as a group to the theater. I remember especially
our enthusiasm for the movie version of Oklahoma. We had become
thoroughly familiar with and loved the music through a recording. As
soon as we learned that the movie was to be at Hollywood’s Egyptian
Theater, we made reservations. On the day we were delighted to find
in the lobby the surrey made famous in a song. The movie was
thoroughly satisfactory and we all had a wonderful time.

Another time we were scheduled to see The Mikado in the Greek
Theater in Hollywood. On the way there I committed a minor traffic
misdemeanor and got a ticket. The show was quite good, but I
smarted so much from my error that I didn’t thoroughly enjoy it.

The zenith of family happiness came in our 1958 trip to
Crescent Lake. Our route there was quite complex. After dinner at
Bishop, we drove out into the Owens Valley and stopped at a bridge
over the river. The sun had just set and a soft evening glow covered a
perfectly quiet landscape. One spoke only in a whisper, as we
watched a fisherman slowly and ineffectually work his line. It was a
memorable moment—we all felt the wonder of that evening.

Next day, instead of proceeding directly north, we took a small
road up the east side of the valley. At one spot there was water over
the road. I asked Bob to take off his shoes and socks and to wade
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through the water to be sure it was not too deep. Somewhat
reluctantly he did this and found all well. Soon we passed a broken-
down old farm where the animals greatly pleased Barbie. On our way
back to the highway we reached a charming hill about 150 high,
covered with loose rock. It tempted Betty and Bob, who climbed to
the top, where they had a wonderful view. Then on in a
thunderstorm to the imposing Lee Vining Grade, over the crest of
the Sierra—a place of wonder, steep mountains standing all about. At
Tuolumne Meadows there was a place for us at the Lodge—
delightful as ever.

Then next morning on over the Sierra, through to Yosemite,
with which the kids were fascinated. They swam in the Merced River
for a while, then we drove to Mariposa for the night. It was Bob’s
15th birthday. Our present to him was an introductory book on
philosophy. He had sampled most of science so this field seemed
natural. He found it fascinating.

Next we moved north on the well-named highway 49, through
the gold rush country. We stopped a moment at Sutter’s Mill
location. Then up the Yuba River and so to Quincy for the night—a
charming little town with one of the ancient historic hotels. Here we
had dinner. Here Bob noted that for a bit more money he could have
all he wanted at a buffet. But conscious of our restricted cash, we
denied his request—and we had a hungry boy that evening.

Next day we drove down the scenic Feather River Canyon.
Around noon we stopped in a little town to buy food for lunch—and
in the store met a UCLA faculty member in geology with his wife,
who insisted we lunch in their cabin—a delightful interlude. The road
now took us through Lassen Volcanic National Park. From then on
we followed the conventional route up Highway 99 to Weed and
then via 97 to Klamath Falls, where we put up. The next day took us
to Crescent Lake, where we were warmly welcomed by Fred and
Clara.

We had, for once, one of the best cabins in the Lodge, with
three bedrooms, front room, kitchen and bath—a real tub bath. All
went beautifully. Betty and Bob on one day took a hike to a butte
north of Odell Lake with a lunch. They returned with great feelings
of accomplishment.

Betty and I set out to make a three-dimensional map of the area
using U.S. Geological Survey Quadrangle maps. After determining
the lowest altitude on a map we cut out cardboard according to the
next contour interval and placed it properly on the base. This we
continued, each time with smaller pieces, until we reached the top
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altitude of the quadrangle. The two structures so built gave us what
we wanted—the three dimensional view of the area.

One day was really hot. We all set off in Fred’s boat to a small
beach near the eastern end of the lake. Here Francie and the kids
went swimming, Bob with the snorkel he had bought. This
encouraged me, who had never been in more water than a bathtub, to
strip to my underpants and get into the water with Bob’s snorkel. I
got deep enough to float and began to paddle with my arms and with
the snorkel I went below the surface. I could see the bottom with all
its complex structure. It was a magnificent experience. I have never
had another such opportunity, but I gained the opinion that it must
be rather boring to swim in an artificial pool with a desolate bottom.

And finally it gave me the opportunity to start training Betty to
drive a car, although she had had driver’s training in high school. So
the two of us left the lake and soon found a small twisting road in the
backcountry. Betty came into the driver’s seat. She knew how to start
the car, our Plymouth Suburban, which had an automatic
transmission. She put it in gear and we moved slowly forward. The
many curves gave her much practice in steering and the ups and
downs practice in using the brake and acceleration. In a half hour she
was handling the car like a veteran. But she didn’t drive on public
roads until she got her license several months later.

I must emphasize how happily we passed this summer vacation:
the kids did many things, hiking, swimming, and so on, and returned
to tell about it with delight. There was no sense of any kind of
conflict or serious differences—all went happily with unity.

It was with much regret that we left after two weeks. But we had
a real joy to look forward to—meeting Francie’s cousin, Roy
Chappel, from Tasmania at Stan’s place in Berkeley. He came to us in
Los Angeles a few days later for a pleasant visit.

During these vyears teaching activity in the Department
continued nicely. Jack, as chairman, left much of the administration
of the teaching to me, such as drawing the schedules for classes. He
made me, with the consent of the departmental staff, Vice-Chairman.
Soon the Dean, Stafford Warren, made Jack Associate Dean of the
School—and as Vice-Chairman I ran the Department for several
years, even attending the meetings of the Faculty Council, the
powerful group consisting of the chairmen of all the departments and
deans. Eventually, Jack resigned as Chairman of Physiology and I was
made Chairman.

It was a relief when the summer arrived and we set out on a
tremendous trip to show the kids the west, including British
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Columbia. Our first objective was again Crescent Lake. As usual, we
drove through Red Rock Canyon, where Bob, with a camera of his
own making, a tripod, and a photographer’s black sheet was taking a
carefully selected scene of this spectacular spot. Francie saw her
opportunity and shot Bob in the rear.

Our next stop was Bishop, which was to be the last for many
years. Then we proceeded north via Reno—the kids peering
curiously through the windows of the casinos—and then on to
Susanville, where we stayed overnight. From there to Crescent Lake,
the route was through Alturas, a small outpost in the northeastern
corner of the state, then across the Oregon border, at Goose Lake.
Then northwest through the desert area of southern central
Oregon—and to dear Fred and Clara.

We only spent one full day there, but that gave the kids a
glorious opportunity for climbing the steep hills to small lakes above
Crescent Lake.

A quick goodbye started us up US 395, along the Deschutes
River with its deep arroyos. Reaching the Columbia we found a
delightful motel with a great bay window over the river. Dinner at a
cellar restaurant in The Dalles was rather terrible and awfully noisy.
The next morning we crossed the river and plunged into that part of
Washington, just east of the Cascades. At Yakima we put up. And the
morning paper carried the story of the Little Rock violence against
integration efforts (August 12).

We reached the Grand Coulee Dam late that afternoon, found a
motel and had dinner in a restaurant overlooking the dam. Betty and
Bob ran to get in on a guided tour of the dam and its machinery,
while Barbie, Francie and I went to a theater, which showed films of
construction and operation of the dam. The next day brought us to
Spokane, where Francie arranged a washing of our dirty clothes.
Then we drove north across the Canadian border and then north to
Moyie Lake area where we put up in the most charming motel of our
trip—a delightfully furnished big cabin and French meals in an
attached restaurant. The kids had much fun climbing around the area
and descending to the lake edge.

This was our entry into one of the mountainous areas of British
Columbia. We continued north up to Radium Hot Springs, where the
girls enjoyed the hot and cold baths. There we stayed overnight. Next
morning we turned east to cross the Rocky Mountains. Shortly after
leaving we stopped at a magnificent view of the Upper Kootenay
Valley. From the height of our high view spot the trees in the valley
below gave the appearance of green velvet, with the primary chain of



1954 to 1959 179

the Rockies in the distance. We crossed the valley and climbed up to
the divide on its summit. On the way we passed many milk-colored
streams draining the glaciers in the area.

The road brought us into the province of Alberta, which shares
with British Columbia the glories of the Canadian Rockets. We drove
down the main highway parallel to the mountains, to the city of
Banff—a rather sloppy-looking place resting in a deep valley
surrounded by magnificent peaks.

Staying there overnight, we then returned north on the main
highway up to Lake Louise. The weather was very overcast and cold
and we only got a glimpse of the lake. Disappointed we continued
north, turned west to cross the Kicking Horse Pass, of which my
mother had often spoken. It was a beautiful road taking us over the
divide, down into the valley of the Columbia River. We reached the
town of Golden late in the day, found a decent motel, but were
horrified by the service of the only open restaurant. The Chinese
cook wore a filthy apron on which he often wiped his hands. Sliced
duck with cold gravy kept us alive. We left much disgusted.

On the following day, in spite of heavy rain, we started off on
the dirt road following the great north bend of the Columbia. It
would have been very beautiful, had the rain clouds hung so low.
Late in the afternoon, Barbie became rather restless, so I gave up the
wheel to entertain her. I remembered something I had done as a child
but not since—making a series of sounds by inhaling through my
closed lips in such a way as to make a popping sound. I loudly
hummed military ditties such as the “Stars and Stripes Forever,”
adding this noise to my singing so as to imitate the sound of drums
adding rhythm to the melody. This astonished all the family but
delighted Barbie. I still have to do this for her occasionally.

Around dinnertime we reached Revelstoke, where Francie and 1
made the farthest away point on our honeymoon. After a night’s
sleep we headed west, reaching Salmon Arm for lunch. This little
town seemed very old-fashioned, which led us to purchase several
characteristic items for Bob Tschirgi, who loved odd things. As we
reached Kamloops the ground gradually became dry and brown as we
came under the lee of the Cascade Range. The next day was occupied
with the descent of the canyon of the Fraser River—black rocks of
startling height gave the river a narrow gorge to coil through. The
road narrowly clung now to one wall, then the other, over sound but
flimsy bridges.

We reached the glorious town of Hope for lunch—which I have
commented on in describing our honeymoon. We then followed the
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river into its ever-widening valley, a prime dairy area of the province.
This took us to the metropolis of Vancouver, we crossed the Lion’s
Gate Bridge and found a motel in North Vancouver. We then set out
to find a dinner but found nothing until we had gotten into the
marina area of West Vancouver, where a very elegant restaurant
reluctantly gave us something to eat before they opened at
fashionable hours. Then in the growing dark we set out to find my
cousins, who lived at Harrow Bay, nearby but difficult to navigate
their roads. Finally we roused them—LFEunice and Vernon, my
cousins, Vernon’s wife, and Mildred, one of Aunt Maud’s nieces.
From where we parked it was very difficult for me to climb the hill
through bushes and, for the first time I asked Bob to help me. I felt
partly happy, and partly ashamed of my disability. Our welcome was
warm and our conversations extensive and very informative of family
detail. They invited us to come and stay with them the next day. We
accepted. Some of our meals were served in Vernon’s house—one he
built himself, so that the floors rolled in various directions, making
walking treacherous. And there was no hot water system installed.
That satisfied Vernon, for his family bathed at the nearby beach. He
had a certain toughness and impetuousness. For example, he
suddenly shouted to our kids, “Let’s climb to the top of the hill
behind us!”—a young mountain without trails. Betty and Bob
followed him with great effort but poor Barbie couldn’t keep up so
she returned to us crying. It’s tough to be too young.

We examined Eunice’s quite good watercolors and the strange
system of putting order into history left by their sister, Violet, who
aged 65 or more built herself a cabin on Torquada Island, some fifty
miles north of Vancouver, where she lived alone and happy.

Next morning we drove back to Vancouver to take a Canadian
Pacific Princess to Victoria. The city was celebrating something by a
parade that came right between us and the dock. Fortunately, I
remembered enough of Vancouver’s geography to circumnavigate
the barrier by a several mile drive.

The voyage and ship were delightful and the lunch good. The
best part for me came as we approached Victoria by sailing around it.
I went on a foredeck to watch the arrival to my old haunts. And very
happily for me, Bob joined me and listened to my comments on what
we saw of the old town as we approached it.

The location of a motel led to driving around various parts of
the city. Success came at the Gorge, with a decent restaurant nearby.
Then I set about showing the city of my early life to my children.
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First we drove up the principal route, Fort Street, so named for the
time when Fort Carnosan lay on it.

We stopped briefly at 1501 Fort Street, my old home. How
terrible deteriorated it was! All porches gone, most trees gone, and
the great fir tree centered in the circular driveway all gone—and the
rest looking very dilapidated. I was horrified and the kids not
interested. The high school, our next stop, looked just as it did in
1917, my last term. Then we drove around the waterside drive from
Oak Bay to the Beacon Hill Park. This did impress the family.

The morning of the next day let us drive out to Cordova Bay,
where I once spent many summers. Then I thought we should find
out about sailings of the autoferries for Port Angeles. When we
reached the dock by the long Parliament buildings, to our horror we
found lines of cars waiting to board the same ferry we wanted. So we
bought our tickets and set about waiting. They required that one
driver be in the car all the time it was in line. I decided to do that and
Bob joined me. Francie and the gitls set out. Although it was raining
slightly they went downtown looking for a movie. Alas! It was
Sunday and all theaters and most stores were closed—so Puritan was
Victoria.

We finally got aboard and watched Victoria decrease in the
distance, cutting up a big wake. A small motor pleasure boat passed
us and in the process went through our wakes and upset. We slowed
and stopped but other ships came to their rescue before we could.
After a reasonably smooth crossing of the Strait of Juan de Fuca we
landed in Port Angeles where we went through the business of re-
entry to the United States. Housing was short but after rushing about
the town we found a place—a standard American motel.

The next morning we entered the Olympic Mountains and
climbed to the top of a ridge from which we could see Mt. Olympus
and the other great peaks of the range. We were all deeply impressed
even though we had recently crossed the Rockies and Cascades.
Descending we set out to follow Highway 101 down Washington and
Oregon.

At the mouth of the Columbia River, we had to wait for the
arrival of the little ferry M.R. Chessman. Fortunately the weather
permitted us to look at this great historical spot, reached by Lewis
and Clark in 1805.

Continuing down the Oregon coast we visited Tillamook, the
cheese capital of the west. Here we stayed over night. After dinner
Francie drew me aside and asked me to drive her to the coast without
the children. She so much wanted a brief intermission from them
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Perhaps they were happy to be without their parents for a short
period also.

In California we left the coast and went up the Navarro Valley.
Unintentionally we reached and there bumped into a home built
around 1840 by the Mexican governor of California. The
establishment consisted of a fine house and an even more interesting
barn—much of the contents arrived via “the cape.”

We wound up this wonderful trip by driving to Berkeley and
reporting to the Goulds, now living in a basement apartment under
Stan’s establishment, and then home. It was the last trip when all the
family participated. In a sense it marked the beginning of the
maturation, which decreased the coherence of the family. Somewhere
along the line Betty, annoyed by the crowding in the car said, “This is
the last time I’d go with the family.” It was prophetic.

Editor’s notes

He skirts the issue, discussed endlessly at home at the time, of
whether Bob Tschirgi and Don Taylor were lovers. But a poignant
episode occurred during this period, when Don confided to Victor
that he was deeply in love with Julie Vance. Julie did not feel the
same way, and ultimately married a leading figure in the UCLA
medical community, Carmine Clemente. Don moved to the
University of lowa, married, and had a normal life as far as we know.
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CHAPTER NINETEEN

Los Angeles and UCLA: 1960 to
1964

The emphasis of the last few pages has been on family life,
especially on our glorious trips and vacations. It is time to turn to my
professional activities, to which I devoted almost all my time, minus
valuable recreation with the family.

In 1954 all faculty members were required to submit to the
administration a schedule of the distribution of professional activities.
Here is a summary of this document, in my case hours, in hours per
year.

Teaching 742 hours

Research 807 hours

Committeeship (9 names) 547 hours
Editorial Work (Annual Review 155 hours

So that, including the above and a few other things, was 2,695
hours per year, which amounts to about 10 hours a day, a fair
estimate. I never felt overworked, nor did I feel I neglected my job or
other duties.

In 1956 a group of the medical faculty members, already
members of the medical honorary fraternity Alpha Omega Alpha,
asked me to join them in establishing a chapter of this group at
UCLA. I protested that I was not a member—I had been elected at
Stanford but declined because I could not afford the initiation fee. So
I was elected, along with the best students of our senior class in a
party at the Santa Inez Inn. All good fun, but not important in my
view.

In 1958 I was invited to be a guest speaker for the
Anesthesiologists Western Conference in Phoenix, Arizona, on April
1, 1959. We had planned to take the kids to Death Valley during their
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spring vacation but we couldn’t see how we could get the kids back
home in time to set off for Phoenix. That evening we had Bob
Tschirgi and Don Taylor over and we were chatting about the
situation in their presence and Bob piped up: “No problem! I'll buy
tickets for the kids to fly from Los Vegas to Los Angeles. You take
them to Las Vegas and we’ll meet them at the airport and take them
home”—a very generous offer. We accepted happily. On the
appropriate day we drove up to Trona, found a place to sleep in
cottages intended for the borax workers there. On past Ballarat into
Death Valley, where we stayed two nights at Stovepipe Wells, which
gave us a free day to explore the strange valley. Then on to Las
Vegas, where we took the kids to the airport. There was some waiting
there during which I decided to show Barbie the folly of gambling by
putting a nickel in a slot machine, expecting to see it disappear, and
showing her its uselessness. But instead a shower of nickels emerged
to my dismay and everybody’s amusement. We saw the kids off on a
plane—and they handled everything excellently. They were met in
Los Angeles by Bob Tschirgi and Don Taylor, who took them home.

The next day we headed east on US 66 to Flagstaff, where we
spent the night. The following morning we went south through the
utterly beautiful Oak Creek Canyon, where we took time to explore
the wonderful hills at its mouth. Then, after a quick visit to
Montezuma’s Castle we reached Phoenix where we stayed overnight
at the invitation of a teacher who had been a student of mine at a
Claremont summer session.

The talk dealt with the physiology of the circulation as
interesting to anesthesiologists. It went fairly well. But after the talk
we were delighted when Milt and Geneva Waldmer, he a former
student of mine at Stanford, accosted us—the beginning of a
reawakened friendship. After lunch with them we drove to Yuma, a
rather desolate-looking town but relieved by a movie with Maurice
Chevalier, “Gigi,” which we attended to our delight.

After a decent sleep we drove home without event and found
everything in good order there. (I am aware that this section was
assigned to professional activities and that family fun has intruded—
that’s me.)

The mention of the teacher whose guests we were in Phoenix
reminds me of my participation in the program of the Claremont
Summer Institute of Biology, held in a very new and pleasant lecture
room of the Claremont College. The Institute was supported by a
grant from the American Physiological Society. My part lasted for
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one week. The students were high school and junior college teachers
of biology or physiology—who received fellowships to attend.

Each morning, beginning at 9 a.m., and proceeding to noon, I
presented a major topic in physiology in which definite advances had
occurred over the last few years. Nervous function, water balance,
volume regulation, heart and circulation, and endocrin-ology. At 3
p.m. we reassembled for discussion and questions—bidirectional. It
went very well, in part because several of us discovered a beer-
dispensing joint nearby after the afternoon sessions. That is when I
got to know the student who housed us in Phoenix. All I remember
about him was that during World War II he lost one arm. He
managed quite nicely without it!

From the ending of World War II to about 1970, I regularly
attended the meetings of the Federation of Biological Societies,
including the American Physiological Society. Here one could meet
and chat with one’s friends in the professional world and attend
meetings on one’s own field of concentration.

Until 1960 I went by train—my favorite method of
transportation, choosing as many different routes as possible from
Los Angeles (there were four such routes). I made a point of getting
good maps of the regions through which we would pass in daylight.
My favorite route was the Santa Fe, which crossed the Rockies
through spectacular canyons and mountainous heights.

The greatest improvement in passenger service was the
Vistadome (or whatever name was used), where the view was
enormously better. On the Santa Fe’s Superchief it was possible to
have one’s breakfast in the dome—a heavenly arrangement.

During these years an important aspect of the Federation
meeting for me was the meeting of the Annual Review of Physiology
editorial committee on the day before regular meetings began. This
was intended to bring a full attendance of its members, but soon
other appointments took some of them from our meetings. On one
occasion Dr. Frank Mann of Minnesota, the chairman of the
committee, and I had to do the job of selection of topics and authors
all by ourselves. Fortunately Dr. Mann had wide interests and
acquaintance so the Annual Review proceeded on its way with full
orders. I was most fortunate to get to serve with him.

The cause of the poor attendance of the members of the
editorial committee was the temptation to make appointments with
others, mainly for research interests, at the same hour. A few years
later we decided to give up the meeting with the Federation and to
meet in the late summer at various campuses of universities with



Los Angeles and UCLA 187

strong physiology departments, but later changed this to meeting at
places of fame for tourists. And that continued to the end of my
editorship.

A few words about the operation of the Editorial Committee.
The Chairman first introduced any new members who had been
chosen since the last meeting. At the beginning and for many years
the members were named by the Publications Committee of the
American Physiological Society, its sole function as co-sponsor of the
Annual Review of Physiology. Later the Society resigned its
sponsorship and then the selection of members was a function of the
Trustees of Annual Review, Inc. The Editorial Committee, at its
annual meeting, made one or more nominations to the Trustees, who
almost always approved our nominations. The five-year terms of the
members resulted in one nomination and one election in each year,
giving a great deal of continuity to the work of the committee. So the
committee’s first business was the making of one or more such
nominations.

Next the Chairman asked whether any member had criticisms or
suggestions as to the presentation or contents of the review. Few
changes were thus made and the structure and function as worked
out by Murray Luck for biochemistry were as well adapted to
physiology. Annual Review, Inc. was and is a corporation which
seldom overrode the democratic operations of the editorial
committee’s work.

The most important change adopted at my suggestion was the
addition of a prefatory chapter written by a senior physiologist, who
was free to be autobiographical or historical for the profession,
foresight about us, but not reviewing recent developments in any
particular physiological field, which was the role of the regular
chapters. We were able to get many eminent physiologists to
contribute. This custom persisted to the end of my term as editor. It
has been picked up by several other Annual Reviews, especially those
of the biological sciences.

The Chairman then turned the presiding over the choice of
topics and authors to the editor. The editorial staff maintained a
document which showed for each chapter topic, such as
cardiovascular physiology, a list of when and by whom previous
chapters had been written and a list of suggestions of whom should
be invited to do the next chapter. A copy of this document revised
each year had been sent to each committee member to peruse before
the meeting. Most members, feeling responsible for the choice in the
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fields of their own expertise, came with suggested authors for that
area or areas.

The committee then considered topic by topic who should be
invited to prepare the chapter, plus a second and often third choice.
Since each year there were some twenty chapters, it was a long job
for the committee. We took time out for lunch, usually arranged for
us by an editorial assistant. Here most of the personal exchanges
between members occurred. It was usually a delightful occasion.
Then back to the grind, which had to be completed before we
adjourned somewhere between 4 and 6 p.m. The editor and any of
the editorial staff cleaned up the notes taken during the meeting and
came up with minutes of the meeting. This document served as a
basis for the work of the editorial staff—sending out letters of
invitation (and if necessary to alternates), acknowledging acceptances
and so forth.

In this work Annual Review was most fortunate in enlisting
Joann Huddleston, who rose to become director of the editorial
office. She was able to get all the necessary procedures carried out,
sending me only problems requiring my action or signature, and
finally doing all things with a high spirit and loyalty. Shortly after my
retirement as Editor she died of an attack of pneumonia. The whole
staff, including myself, felt a great shock and wondered how we could
get along without her. She was one of the finest people I ever worked
with.

Turning now to my UCLA activities—when Jack Field was made
associate dean by Dean Stafford Warren, I became acting chairman,
and after the lapse of several years, was made full chairman. These
title changes made little difference in the operation of the department
but I felt a bit better recognized as I attended the meetings of the
Faculty Council. This was made up of the heads of all the
departments. It was in fact the governing body of the school in most
respects. Its procedure was essentially that of a legislative body.

I spent much time in the work of the committees to which I was
assigned, mostly dealing with our teaching function. In this role I
acquired the reputation of being a radical proponent of change—
such things as more freedom of choice of curricular offerings, a
looser organization of the schedule. My idea was that, while the
school could list all required courses, the student for each term could
choose whatever courses he felt able to handle—just as in the
university, where this freedom existed, instead of a rigidly prescribed
program. This would enable science students in graduate study to
elect courses given in the medical school and medical students to
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select offerings in Letters and Science. In this I was motivated by my
own experience in the clinical years at Stanford where I became
oppressed by its monotony—I wished for something in literature,
music, or political science.

Serving on these committees brought me into contact with many
staff members outside our department, some of which ripened into
friendship. I was always a vigorous member of whatever committee I
had been appointed to—excellent attendance at meetings, readiness
to prepare draft statements, look up information, and so on. It was
good fun, harking back to the mock parliaments of my youth.

The committee on which I served longest was the Admissions
Committee, which chose the approximately sixty students for
admission from the several hundred fully qualified young people who
applied for admission. I was made Chairman of the committee. That
happened to be the year in which Jack Field’s son Jim was among the
applicants. I absented myself from the consideration of his
qualifications. He was accepted and has since become a prominent
and successful orthopedist.

Throughout my membership on the committee, which began
shortly after I arrived, there was a sincere desire of the members to
admit some qualified black applicants, or even to take a chance on a
few. Several were found and have succeeded in getting through
medical school. But others were unable to stand the demands made
on students. I remember one attractive black woman who had done
quite well in college. We admitted her, she failed several courses,
possibly because she had several children and many family problems.
We allowed her to repeat the year, but she again failed—and then
blamed us for racial discrimination when we denied her further study.
That hurt, because we had leaned toward her being given the
chance—which her qualifications and performance did not warrant.

In general the students we admitted were well qualified and did
well in medical school—and now are in practice. One case is
somewhat chastening of our committee’s procedures. Very near the
beginning of the school’s activity one applicant named Smith was
rejected by the Committee. But the Dean, who knew the boy,
ordered him admitted. He is now a full professor on the medical
school faculty. But in general the committee did its job well.

The job of running the department was greatly facilitated by the
presence of Julie Vance as head of the secretarial group. She was
highly competent in secretarial skills, was courteous to all and got
along beautifully with the staff and her subordinates. Everybody
loved her and she established excellent working relations with the
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Dean’s office and many other useful groups. So much of the detail
work—financial matters, reports, and the like—she handled. A few
minutes each working day were spent with Julie—and I was free to
work on my own projects. Of course some problems required more
effort on my part. I tried to run the show democratically so we had
many departmental staff meetings: Alan Hemingway, Bob Smith and
Ralph Sonnenschein throughout my term of office and Bill Whalen
for the earliest part, and Bob Tschirgi for the middle years.

Let me now record something of my relations with these fellow
faculty members.

Alan Hemingway: One of the first social events to which we were
invited on reaching Los Angeles was an evening at Will Selle’s home
for all the department’s newcomers, including Alan Hemingway.
Chatting with him I found to my great surprise that he was born and
raised in Victoria, BC, and that we had been in high school together,
he one year behind me. Like me he had come to the U.S. for
professional training, to the University of Minnesota, where he
earned a Ph.D. in physics, but was taken into physiology for its
application. Actually, there were three professors of physiology in
Los Angeles—Alan, myself, and Alan Drury at US.C,, all from
Victoria High School.

Will Selle, in his recruitment of staff for UCLA, met Alan,
offered him a faculty position, which was accepted. Along with him
came his wife, Claite, who has become one of our best friends.

Alan and Claire became the leading entertainers of the
department. He would invite the members of the Reticular
Formation to his apartment for a stiff drink before we went to
dinner, and his parties for the staff and graduate students of the
department were huge successes partly because of his generosity with
drinks. On one famous occasion he went around among his guests
pouring strong gin-spiked fruit drink, giving just enough to keep the
glass full. In this way we lost track as to how much we had drank—
with disastrous consequences. There were drunk physiologists,
including me, all over the floor; Alan and Francie remained essentially
sober and helped the victims to start home. But it was a glorious
occasion!

Alan and I had one serious altercation. One day he stormed into
my office and accused me of stealing one of his graduate students.
This young man, incidentally a Mormon, had joined Alan’s group but
undertook work on a problem in circulatory physiology, the area in
which I did the teaching and so was better informed than Alan. So
this student naturally came to me to discuss the procedures he
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planned to use for his thesis. I chatted with him—and Alan learned
of it. Perhaps naturally he thought that I had called the student in to
try to get him to change to my supervision. It was quite difficult to
get Alan to listen to my explanation—but finally I succeeded and
peace was once more restored.

Alan was a devoted teacher of respiratory physiology, in which
he devoted great efforts to the many laboratory sessions he
supervised in this field. Unfortunately, our equipment was not of the
best quality so this part of the course was disliked by most students.
His lectures we found to be exactly what the syllabus he gave each
student contained, and his delivery was rather boring. His ideas on
teaching were old-fashioned and in departmental meetings to discuss
the new methods I was interested in Alan had a standard comment—
that’s been tried years ago and discarded. As things have turned out
there was a good deal of wisdom in Alan’s position.

He and Claire purchased a large home called Durwood in the
Upper Kern River Valley, which was on federal land originally as an
inn. But the Hemingways made a mountain home out of it,
capitalizing on its natural beauty of a stream which flowed at the foot
of their land. Here they entertained various members of the
department, including us on several occasions.

Robert E. Smith. Bob Smith came to UCLA from a post at the
Institutes of Medical Science in Bethesda, where Jack became
acquainted with him, and since Bob was not wholly happy in this job,
he gladly accepted Jack’s offer of an associate professorship at
UCLA. He and his wonderful, determined, and caustic wife Barbara
rapidly became our best friends of the departmental staff. We saw
much of each other, especially when Bob and I went to evening
seminars of the young medical school staff, while Barbara and
Francie went to extension courses or other horticultural events. We
would end up at our place to enjoy several glasses of sherry (we
couldn’t afford hard liquor in those days). Bob would recount and act
out scenes from his life in the Navy. He had been on a ship near the
first detonation of the atomic bomb, an event which made a deep
impression on him.

In the department Bob had no natural background of a part of
physiology but began an effort to become familiar with the whole
field. He gradually centered on cell metabolism, which led him to
become fascinated with brown fat, a tissue which he finally
demonstrated played a large role in proshivering thermogenesis in
temperature regulation of some mammals. He became known as
“Mr. Brown Fat” in the nation. As a teacher he was intimately related
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to student interest in the laboratory but was an impossible lecturer—
he would get off on some minor topic in a field which interested him
and let the main aspects of the field go ignored. The students enjoyed
his informal stories of Navy life but realized his lectures were not
contributory to knowledge of physiology. Bob realized his
deficiencies as a lecturer and sought my help to improve. We worked
on this problem—but all to no effect. But Francie and I deeply
appreciated Bob and Barbara as intimate friends whom we
entertained and visited more than any other people in Los Angeles.

Ralph Sonnenschein. Perhaps the best trained and most effective
member of the teaching team was its youngest member, Ralph
Sonnenschein. With both M.S. and Ph.D. in physiology from
Northwestern, he had had contact and guidance from a number of
Chicago-based physiologists, including A. Ivy, under whose influence
he had worked on problems of gastrointestinal function. His
acquaintance with modern equipment in physiology surpassed that of
the rest of us whose training was somewhat dated. Personally he was
and is still quiet, helpful, kindly, and wholly sincere. His judgment,
both in scientific and personal matters, was sound—whenever as
chairman of the department I wanted someone to consult with on
policy matters, it was to Ralph that I turned—always with valuable
help.

A bachelor when he came to UCLA, he became interested in
one of the department’s secretaries who shared an office with me. I,
in a small way, moved things to promote contact between these two
young people, Ralph and Pat. Soon they were engaged and Francie
and I were invited to a lavishly appointed reception after their
wedding. We have been good friends ever since.

This completes my account of the original members of the
department. I turn now to those members who were added to the
department after its beginning.

William Whalen. Bill Whalen, a veteran of World War 11, in which
he was in the Air Force flying out of Italian bases to attack Austria
and Southern Germany, came to Stanford as a graduate student in
physiology under my supervision. He worked on the hypothesis
about temperature regulation which I developed and he received a
Ph.D. in about 1950. He was a steady, reliable and moderately
ingenious student but most of all a delightful social comrade. He and
I became close friends as well as academic relatives, as shown by the
fact that when I was preparing to leave for UCLA I happened to tell
Bill how short of cash I was—and he immediately loaned me $200.
Jack Field also became well acquainted with Bill and, when he
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assumed his role as chairman, recommended his appointment as
assistant professor—which was approved. So Bill and his family
joined the department to our great delight. Not only Bill but his
delightful wife became one of our most intimate and active friends,
with whom we had many delightful occasions. But, after a few years,
he received an offer of a faculty position at the University of Iowa,
which he accepted—and we lost them.

Robert Tschirgi. Several years after the department began to
function, I was appointed to the Committee to review the
appointment of Robert Tschirgi jointly in the Department of
Anatomy and Physiology. The initiative for this came from Ted
Magoan, who had met Tschirgi in one of his tours to Chicago and
had been impressed with his brilliance and the warm
recommendation of his associates at the University of Chicago, where
Tschirgi had obtained both an M.D. and a Ph.D. in physiology. The
committee was well impressed and the appointment was made and
adopted.

Bob, as we soon called him, drove to California with his
graduate student and intimate associate, Don Taylor, whom everyone
found pleasant and kind. They lived together during the whole period
of Bob’s tenure in Los Angeles. Bob soon found more warm
friendship in physiology than in anatomy so he became essentially
one of us. Bob and Don soon became associate members of our
family, whom we saw several times a week in all sorts of social
relations. For example, they came over late one Sunday afternoon
with steaks for all seven of us—and helped make the dinner. They
shared our enthusiasm for music, especially the new Broadway
musicals—and Bob showed up several times with records for us of
such shows as “My Fair Lady” and “Gypsy.” To some of the musical
numbers which contained parts for young men he would improvise
dance and dramatic parts of real merit—and great fun for all who
watched him.

His trip with Don to Crescent Lake with us in 1956 has already
been described. Let me just add that several weeks after he returned
home, Francie and I were invited to their apartment to see and hear
Bob’s account of the vacation. It was a masterpiece of visual images
accompanied by a tape of suitable dramatic music. It was essentially
at a professional level and most entertaining.

By this time Bob T'schirgi had built up a fairly wide reputation in
the field of neurophysiology. This led Bernice Wenzel-Jeffrey to visit
him in hopes of some kind of employment and possibly
appointment. She and her husband, Jeff, had obtained Ph.D.s in
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psychology. He was invited and accepted an appointment in the
department of psychology. Because of the nepotism rule of the
university, she could not be appointed to that department. The
interview with Bob brought her into his group in the physiology
department and soon to a warm friendship with the Jeffreys, which
pretty much absorbed his interests and satisfied his needs for
companionship. Naturally these two highly and well-trained people
had much more to offer him and from that time on we have seen
little of him. But we have developed a close personal friendship with
the Jeffreys. More of that anon.

Bernice became an effective participant in neurological research
in those fields where physiology and psychology interact.

Bob attracted a number of able young men as graduate students,
such as Edward Eisenstein, Douglas Junge, and George Moore, all of
whom now hold good professional positions in one or another aspect
of neurophysiology. They all became for a time friends of Francie
and me.

The thing which finally took Bob away from the department was
his appointment with the UCLA Chancellor’s office to aid in various
administrative activities. This eventually led to his moving to Berkeley
to join in the President’s office to work on institutional aspects of
medical education. Then he was appointed to the Chancellor’s office
at UC San Diego, where he was for a time Acting Chancellor.

His health failing, he retained his appointment as a professor of
neurological science in the department in San Diego. He has lost
much of his delightful spontaneity but retains brilliance without
power.

Bernice Wenzel, under Bob Tschirgi’s influence, was soon made a
full-time member of the department. She took part in the teaching of
the basic neurology course, lecturing in her particular field, sensory
mechanisms. Her own field became centered in olfaction, particularly
in birds. This led, with Bob’s help, to opportunities for research on
the bird population in the San Diego Zoo, and later to a research
investigatorship with federal support to a study in New Zealand of
certain birds that were of special interest. She has since been made an
Assistant Dean in the field of educational methodology. She and Bob
had developed programs for the use of computer programs as means
of teaching. I never found myself with any enthusiasm for this means
of teaching medical students—it seemed so laborious to use, so slow
as compared with reading good texts. But my judgment is partly
personal on this matter.
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In the mid-1960s we were granted another faculty position for
the department. After some fruitless interviewing, Ralph
Sonnenschein, at a Federation meeting, met Fred White, a southerner
interested in cardiovascular physiology, and was really impressed with
him. His accounts to us in the department led to our bringing him to
UCLA for an interview—which turned out favorably. He was offered
an assistant professorship, which he accepted—with assurance of
early promotion. He soon arrived and quickly made himself a
valuable member of the department.

With his wife Maxine, whom also became a friend of ours, we
made many trips to acquaint them with Southern California. The first
of these led, after overnight at Bishop, to an invasion of the Sierra by
going up the Bishop Creek road to the many lakes above. At one
point we had a view of a great grove of trees glorious in their autumn
golden color.

For several years after this the Whites, Francie and I made three-
day trips to many places in southern California, for example, up to
the western side of the Sierra, where we stopped overnight before
traversing the Sierra by Sonora Pass. Then down to June Lake, where
we made another stop. On the following day we crossed the
Mammoth Crest and descended into the San Joaquin Valley to see
the Devil’s Postpile. And then home via the eastern Sierra. Perhaps
the most striking of these voyages was one in which Dr. Mary A. B.
Brazier (known to all of us as Mollie) joined us.

Late one afternoon we drove up to Lone Pine where we made
an overnight stop to give us a good attack on Death Valley, which we
reached the next morning, driving east through the Panamint Valley
and found a side road to the top of Panamint Range, from which we
could look down into Death Valley—a tremendous vista of a
forbidding land. Overnight at Stovepipe Wells after visiting many
wild spots. The next morning we descended the Valley down to Bad
Water, a below-sea level spot, the lowest in the country. South
beyond this we came out of the valley at the southern end in a mass
of spring wildflowers, as dense as we have ever seen. Then south to
Baker for a night before we reached home, really impressed and
pleased.

Fred had advanced in recognition at UCLA very markedly: his
services on faculty committees eventually led to his being chosen as
chairman of the campus Budget Committee, one of the principal
means of communicating faculty to administration views on finances
as well as educational matters. So Fred became one of the principal
leaders of the faculty.
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His interest in comparative physiology became generally known
in the University and so when an important position in the
oceanographic laboratory at La Jolla became vacant Fred was made a
leading member of that notable institution.

So ends the account of the members of the Department.

In the summer of 1960 the time came for the first of an annual
series of selection of faculty members for Distinguished Teaching
Awards for the campus. Dr. Nicholas Assali, who had been
associated with us in several ways undertook to nominate me for this
honor. He wrote a large number of people who had had some
contact with my teaching and submitted them in support of his
nomination. He sent me copies of many of them which are warmly
supportive. The evidence proved effective and I was given one of the
awards, accompanied by a check for $500.

Now we turn to my physical state in these years and what
happened to it. Farly in 1960 I realized that I was having some
difficulty in urination. Then, suffering from an attack of flu or a bad
cold, I developed nasal obstruction of an annoying degree. Francie
had a drug given her to relieve this problem and so I took some of
this. It produced a complete urinary obstruction. I called a Beverly
Hills urologist, who catheterized me and so gave relief. At his advice
I had a prostatectomy at the Sinai Hospital. Everything went well
until they took the postoperative catheter out and I was on my own.
But soon it was smooth and painless.

In the early summer of 1960 Francie developed an exacerbation
of her porphyria and, to assist her in household maintenance, her
mother, who lived in Berkeley close to their son Stanley and his
family came down to Los Angeles. After about ten days Francie was
much improved and so she, her mother, Barbie and I drove up to
Berkeley to return her to her home.

The next day Francie, Barbie and I toured Golden Gate Park
and then went to Fisherman’s Wharf where we boarded a good-sized
motor-driven boat which took us around the parts of San Francisco
Bay between the two great bridges. It was sunny and warm so a
beautiful experience. We then drove across the Golden Gate Bridge
and then went east to the towns of Rio Vista, where Francie was
taken in her childhood because her father was made pastor of the
small Congregational church there. Here we spent the night.

The next day we took one of the few remaining car ferries across
the Sacramento River and then drove north to Oroville, another site
of Benjamin Gould’s ministry. From there, on the following day we
went up the Feather River Canyon to the little town of Quincy,
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where we put up for several days. We had visited it years before and
had taken a fancy to it.

On one of those days we learned that there was going to be a
county fair at Susanville, which we decided to visit. We got into place
to see the morning parade—with its farming equipment, cows and
other farm animals, all from what was to us an earlier age. Then we
went to the fairground—saw cattle being washed before the judging,
taking rides on a ferris wheel, and lunching on hamburgers—again
delightfully rural in reality.

We left Quincy one morning, driving up this fork of the Feather
River, then over to the upper waters of the historic Yuba River,
which we followed to its joining of the Sacramento, then down the
banks of that river through its delta, and so to Berkeley. Here at Ben
and Minnie’s place we found Francie’s Australian cousin, Roy
Chappel, whom we invited to visit us in Los Angeles. Several days
after we reached home he arrived and we had a rewarding visit with
him. He was a professor at a university in Tasmania—his home town.

Let’s now turn to the academic progress made by our older
offspring. Betty had graduated from high school with many honors.
She had wanted very much to go to renowned Reed College in
Oregon, but we felt it was loose in its guidance of students and that
its instructors would not forward her educational ambitions. So she
went to the relatively new Riverside Campus of the University of
California, where she did well. She signed up for all available courses
in mathematics. Here she told us she was distressed because after
every midterm exam the instructor would say, “Well, boys, she’s done
it again, headed the class.” This impaired her popularity and made her
feel she was out of place in this school. She did enjoy poetry classes
and various scientific courses. We often drove over to Riverside to
visit her and found her well adjusted. But after three semesters at
Riverside, she arranged to move to the Massachusetts Institute of
Technology, perhaps the highest-ranking school in science and
mathematics. We remember putting her on a train in the Los Angeles
Union Station with a big old trunk donated by the Jeffreys,. She made
the trip by coach. She arrived in Boston on the coldest morning ever,
managed to get a taxi driver who would take her to Cambridge with
her trunk. On her arrival in the gitls’ dormitory building she was
welcomed by the other girl students and honored with a tea party.
Thereafter she felt she had found her place, was soon on the dean’s
list, and was happy in all respects, including learning to sail on the
Charles River.
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One year after Betty, Bob was also given the award for
excellence in high school activities. He became eligible for a program
in which fourth-year high school students could enroll in the
University of California for limited programs. He arranged to take the
maximum number of units permitted and so was able to graduate a
semester earlier. He called our attention to his problem of
transportation from UCLA during the noon hour to high school for
afternoon classes. The only possible solution was for him to have his
own car. He had saved about $500 for this purpose and we came up
with the rest of the $1,000 to permit him to buy a second-hand but
workable Volvo. With this the semester went well and he earned high
grades in both schools.

About this time Bob undertook to make and sell the electrode
system to be placed on blood vessels to measure the rate of blood
flow through them, then a popular new technique in cardiovascular
physiology. And he took out a license to sell these instruments in
preparation for submitting to the State the sales tax collected on his
products. He did quite a little business on these things.

The next fall brought Bob to enter the University of California
as a high freshman. He joined a cooperative housing group and the
assistant house manager, a role which gave him a slightly better room,
which he proceeded to equip with old furniture we had cast off.

He registered first as a physics major, but finding it not his cup
of tea, and changed to philosophy with the plan to go to law school.
Here one of the prerequisites was economics. This course really took
fire and he reached his final major in that “dismal science”—which
he found not dismal at all. So now he was firmly established in the
course that led to his life work and prominence therein.

More about Bob’s graduation at UCB: A wonderful thing
preceded the end of the school year. Bob won the junior year Phi
Beta Kappa award! This was particularly wonderful for me because I
received the same honor way back in 1920. And we both became
professors at Stanford. The family custom has emerged of using the
name Ernest; it was my father’s first name, and since as middle
names for me, Bob, and his son Christopher. Any hope Christopher
in the years to come may pass it on to another Hall?

Barbie, Francie, and I attended Bob’s graduation in the stadium
in a terrible crowd. It went beautifully except for me the music
chosen for times no one was speaking, a band played Beethoven
marches—they were drab and uninteresting. Beethoven!

We took Bob to dinner at a fine San Francisco restaurant. Here 1
made one of the worst blunders of my life—we ordered the wine he
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preferred and stupid me told the waiter that he was not yet 21 and
therefore could not have the wine! Horrors! But we somewhat
compensated by going to the North Beach area in San Francisco, the
center of unorthodox behavior, girlie shows and many strange
people. We got tickets to see “The Committee”—a group of young
actors and humorists whose show featured improvisations. Asking a
visitor to pull by chance a piece of the morning’s paper a bit from the
want ad selection, they proceeded to invent on the spot a
contrapuntal cantata on the words of the paper—and did it both
wonderfully, musical, and humorous. I have never experienced
anything more spectacularly intelligent.

As Bob’s birthday (August 13) approached he would be 21 years
old. I sent him a letter which my father had sent me on my 21%
birthday, a very beautiful appreciation of what I had done and
prediction for its continuance. It seemed to me all to be fully
applicable to our Bob as he became a man (reproduced in Chapter 7).

This was fully worked out in a hiking trip he took in the Sierras
with a young friend in the summer of 1961. Bob had considerable
experience in such expeditions, but the friend did not, but was certain
he could do it fine. So they drove in the friend’s car up out of Bishop,
took up the gear which was to take them into the Sierras and set out
west. The did not take a tent and became soaked on the second night
when a rare rain storm struck. There was no way of protecting
themselves in the cold night. When the morning finally arrived they
were given a hot breakfast by some people camped nearby.
Somewhat revived, they set out to walk down the west slope of the
mountains. They finally they reached Lake Edison, where kindly
people gave them a ride down into the San Joaquin Valley—and they
bummed rides down to Los Angeles and home.

A few days later Francie, Barbie and I took off to drive to Salt
Lake city for the annual meeting of the Editorial Committee of the
Annual Review of Physiology. Bob’s companion on the Sierra
disaster trip asked us to take him up to Bishop so that he could
recover his car left in the Sierras when they headed into the hills. We
agreed and when we reached Bishop he begged to be taken to the car,
where he found the car intact, and left, never seeing us again. We
drove back to Bishop, then took Highway 6 east through desert
wastes on to Tonopah, once a prosperous mining town but now its
only industry is gambling. We had dinner in a restaurant opening into
the game room and were given chips each to get us involved—but
we left ungambled.
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The following day we pushed east until noon, when we reached
the Ely, prosperous because of the huge copper mine very nearby.
We found a motel, lunched, and set off to explore the extraordinary
Lehman Caves National Monument, the only volcano in the south
with spectacular crater and deep caves.

And then we headed north to Wendover on the Great Salt
Desert—quite different from its appearance when I stayed overnight
over the cliff above the desert way back in the early 1930s, as already
related. From there we crossed the desert and came into Salt Lake
City easily and established ourselves there. The next morning we
went to the railroad station to pick up Betty, who was going to join
us for the rest of the trip. She wasn’t on the train. I went to the
Annual Review meeting full of concern about her. But I soon
received a note—she had missed the train because of Bob’s lateness
but would be on a later one. And she was really on that train. While I
worked at the Hotel Utah, Francie and her girls happily explored the
foothills of the Wasatch Mountains behind Salt Lake City.

With the Annual Review meeting completed (from which the
expenses of our trip emerged), we took off to drive south through
the central part of Utah. Here we went through several of the
charming, well-kept towns with Mormon churches, until we reached
Panguitch with a well-organized motel for visitors. The next morning
came one of the great moments I had planned for the trip, for the
girls to see Bryce Canyon National Park. I had them line up looking
toward the cars and then suddenly turn to see the canyon—the sight
which had so entranced Waldo and me in 1967, a sight that was both
grand en masse and often funny in detail. The gitls responded not
quite that way but nevertheless happily and impressed. Some of them
descended into the mass of red sandstone figures for a closer look
than I had experienced. When we were satisfied, we returned to the
main road, US 89, and drove south. At Orderville, a settlement where
the Mormons had established a post where young men of the group
could be isolated from the temptations of the outside world and
inculcated into the doctrines and obligations of their church. But here
we found a motel operated by a Mr. Fisher which was designed on
the basis of log cabins, a really delightful place where we stayed
overnight. Mr. Fisher did a pleasant but useless job on us to interest
us in becoming Mormons.

The following morning we drove south toward the North Rim
of the Grand Canyon. Shortly after entering Arizona we became
aware that something unusual was growing in the area just beyond
the road—a magnificent stand of mushrooms and allied fungi of
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great beauty and richness. None of us had ever seen anything like this
display.

In the late afternoon we reached the Grand Canyon ILodge,
located on a picturesque side canyon and obviously of a design fifty
years ago but comfortable. The lodge provided dinner enriched with
song by the young men and women, mostly college students on
vacation employed by the Lodge. To wait on table you had to have a
good singing voice. At a slideshow after dinner we were shown many
glorious pictures of what could be seen on a mule-borne hike down
into the big canyon. And they assured us that they “had never lost a
mule.” Our daughters asked to go on this hike—and next morning,
with some trepidation, saw them off on their ride.

Francie and I drove east along the north rim to Port Royal
viewpoint where we had a magnificent display of the canyon, the first
I had ever seen. We looked about this area, then returned to the
Lodge to wait for the return of the girls. In due time they appeared,
having narrowly missed separation from the troop as it returned up
the wall of the canyon because they left the group for a small side
trip. Barbie said it was all very pleasant except for the alarming places
at the end of a traverse where the path suddenly changed direction by
180 degrees and dropped in a low step. But the mule navigated it
perfectly, as it had done many times before.

In the evenings here the four of us played a card game
originating from whist but varying toward bridge.

It took two full days for us to drive home, the only thing of
interest being to give Barbie another and freer opportunity to drive
our car, this time on back roads of the Mohave Desert. She quickly
became an expert operator on whom we frequently called to take the
wheel.

In the fall of 1961 we had a startling adventure. In the morning
Francie and I went out to the garage to head for the campus—
Francie was now adventurously taking chemistry at UCLA. We found
the garage electric door would not open. So we called a taxi to take us
to UCLA. On the way we could see over the Bel Air area thick but
concentrated masses of smoke rising ominously into the sky. After I
got to my office, at intervals I would go across the corridor and look
out of the windows of the pharmacology library and each time the
smoke was thicker, its source obviously moving west and south. I
was sure it would be stopped by the freeway, but as the morning
wore along it because evident that the fire had jumped over and that
it was ominously threatening our house.
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So I got one of the department staff to drive me home where,
standing on our little deck and looking eastward, I was faced by a
mass of dark chocolate-colored smoke covering the sky, except for
some small areas of bright blue. I could see houses burning in several
spots but not close to us. Down on Tualitain Avenue below us there
were men with hoses on the roofs of houses, while women scuttled
back and forth between their homes and cars, preparing to take
movable valuables away to safety. But the fire was stopped near the
top of the eastern wall of that canyon. Then we became aware that
the fire had worked around to the north and west of us, so it was
confirmed by a map in the next day’s Los Angeles Times. We were near
the top of a peninsula of untouched area surrounded on three sides
by the fire.

The only loss we suffered was my fault. A group of graduate
students came to our house to help. A powerful girl undertook to
load one of our cars with clothing and important goods—asked what
I wanted to save, my first item was the three baby books Francie had
compiled, that even before the sacred financial documents. The
young men wanted to face the fire so I suggested that they cut down
trees which might endanger the house—but which it turned out later
Francie had carefully planted as growing windbreaks. I was never
forgiven for this error.

In the early summer of 1962, Betty having come home to take a
paying job at the Hughes Air Plant, she, Barbie, Francie and I took
off for a long vacation drive culminating in Yellowstone National
Park. We again headed up on Bishop, on the eastern side of the
Sierras, cutting east the next day into Nevada. Here a surprising
deficiency in the use of English by Betty turned up. We asked her to
differentiate between the meanings of words of close meaning such
as “expectation” or “hope”—she learned a lot as we drove on to
Battle Mountain. The next morning we went to Wells where we
turned north to head to Idaho where at Barley we had a date to stay
overnight with an old girlfriend of mine, Jean King, whom I
entertained actively in New York in 1938. Some ten miles up the road
the car stopped and refused to start. So we used our AAA card to
summon help. Faitly promptly they arrived and took us back to
Wells. Here I phoned Jean and got a summons to hop a bus and to
meet them at Twin Falls. This we did and we were taken to their
delightful home in Butrley. Jean’s husband Herman had expanded a
variety store into a chain of such stores extending from Idaho into
Utah.
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At breakfast the next day they insisted on us taking their
beautiful Oldsmobile, large and new, so that Betty could see
Yellowstone. We were overcome by their generosity but accepted and
drove east along the Snake River. As we entered Yellowstone in the
Centennial Mountains, we reached a spot where the road on both
sides was thickly covered with a colorful mass of wildflowers—the
most intense and beautiful any of us had ever seen. Soon thereafter
we drove into the motel in West Yellowstone in which we had made
a reservation. We felt on the edge of something wonderful.

So the next day we set off to explore the park, stopping to
examine geysers, hot spots, and delightful forest scenery along the
Madison River, then up the Gebbore River to the Norris Geyser
Basin. Then north to Mammoth Hot Springs where the headquarters
is located and where we had lunch. Next we headed east, then south,
above the canyon of the Yellowstone River—here the Lower Falls
made a fine spectacle. Leaving this spot we continued up the river to
Yellowstone Lake. Arriving at the Fishing Bridge we ran into heavy
traffic with crowds of happy people. Then we continued along the
west shote of the lake until the route headed west to Old Faithful,
which performed right on time for us, making the rest of the day a bit
anticlimactic. We headed south and so into the Grand Teton
National Park. The great peaks of the Tetons showed up across the
lakes in a thoroughly impressive fashion. We rushed through the park
to the town of Jackson where we had reservations for the night. The
town was crowded—which stimulated more gunfights and other
Wild West showpieces to the audience’s delight.

The next morning we drove back north to the Jackson Lake
Lodge, a huge and well-designed resort with tremendous views of the
Tetons. Here we had breakfast in a large coffee shop together with
crowds of tourists. Then we went as close to Jackson Lake as we
could get so that Francie and the girls could do a little hiking. Not
long after they got away it started to rain quite heavily and they
scrambled for the car.

We then drove down the valley of the Snake River to where US
89 moved east a bit into Wyoming and then south until it returned to
Idaho to Montpelier, where we duly noted the variety store, one of
Herman King’s group, in the depths of Mormon country, with its
many neat little farms. This led us to head around the west side of
Bear Lake and to re-enter Utah. Crossing a range of mountains we
came down into Logan where the state agricultural college is located.
Next to Brigham City, one of the principal centers of the Mormon
church, then Ogden, the junction point between the Southern and



204 My Life

Union Pacific passenger services, and at least to our motel in Salt
Lake City.

The next morning we put Betty aboard a train for Los Angeles
and then, after having the car washed for return to the Kings, headed
for Curley. On this span we let Barbie drive the Oldsmobile, to her
great satisfaction. But just south of Butley I realized we were close to
a spectacular series of lava columns, so we went on a dirt road to see
them. Much dust was churned up, to Francie’s horror—the undoing
of the car’s bath. So on paved roads back to the King’s house.
Nobody was home but shortly we were warmly greeted by the family,
who insisted we stay another night.

After breakfast the next day we learned we were going to be
flown in Herman’s personal plane directly to Wells, a delightful view
of this area being provided. In Wells we found our car was ready so
we headed along US 40 to Winnemucca for the night. Then we
continued to Reno and then turned south on good old US 395. Here
we began to realize that there was something wrong with the cat’s
motor. We wondered whether we should try to drive directly home
or try to get to Yosemite Valley, where Barbie had been invited to
spend several days with their younger daughter by our friends, the
Maddens.

We put up for the night in a charming motel right up against a
cliff of the Sierras on a horse-raising ranch where Barb got a bit of
riding done. In the morning we drove to Lee Vining at the foot of
the formidable grade of the same name. Here we debated what to
do—TFrancie pressed for audacity and so we tackled the grade. The
poor old car clanked and grumbled but got us up to the summit of
Tioga Pass with an altitude of 9965 feet. Easier was the trip down
into Yosemite Valley where the Maddens gave us a place to sleep.
Barb was very happy to be there.

We left the following morning with the car making new sounds
with each rotation of the engine and drove into the San Joaquin
Valley and south on US 99. Near the foot of the Grapevine we found
a roadside garage to seek help but only got advice to continue to
home. That’s what we did and eventually rolled into our own garage,
safe if not happy. In a few days Francie took the car around as a
deposit on buying a new one—which not so long later led to us
acquiring our 1962 Buick Special. This Francie found at Cummings
Buick Garage in Santa Monica which we have patronized ever since
because of its friendly, efficient, and relatively inexpensive service.
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Editor’s note: There is a long gap in the narrative at this point,
from 1964 to 1978. Events not covered include:

1965: Betty’s marriage to Pat; major trip to Europe

1966: Bob’s marriage to Bronwyn

1968: Birth of first grandchild, Christopher Ernest Hall;
Victor’s formal retirement from UCLA

1970: Birth of second grandchild, Eugene Patrick O’Neil;
hypophysectomy; car accident severely injuring Frances

1971: Birth of third grandchild, Anne Elizabeth Hall;

1972: Birth of fourth grandchild, Cathy O’Neil

1975: Injury forcing him to use a wheelchair for the rest of his
life

Official portrait, 1960s
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Around 1970
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CHAPTER TWENTY

1978

Our Southern Trip

For some time Francie had been expressing a desire to see the
renowned gardens of the old South. When we got to thinking about
visiting them, we realized she had never been in New Otleans and so
when we felt free to do it, we planned a trip through the South,
beginning in New Orleans.

After a scare because of a taxi driver who couldn’t find Hanley
Place until late, all went well on our air trip to New Orleans. There
we took a taxi to our reserved place, the Provincial Motel on Chartres
Street in the Vieux Carre, a remarkable but comfortable place
produced by destruction of several old buildings. From it we traveled
almost always on foot over much of the Vieux Carre, whose
sidewalks were irregular, broken and slanting and whose streets were
narrow and traffic-ridden. Our first dinner brought us in this area to
a delightful Mexican restaurant. Throughout this region there were
many signs of Mexican influence, even though the French influence
still predominates.

On our second day we took a sightseeing bus ride throughout
the city from the Jackson Square old center to the borders of Lake
Pontchartrain. We had a delightful lady to describe the sights,
including the above ground burial habits of the New Otleans people.
That evening we sought a dinner in a fine New Otleans restaurant,
Broussards. We chose it chiefly by avoiding the tourist traps. It was a
beautiful room, elegant service, and had a quiet dignified atmosphere.
The food was good but not outstanding. Since it was not late when
we left, we decided to walk (me to ride in my wheelchair) back to the
motel. Our route took us by chance through part of Bourbon Street,
famous as the center of the Vieux Carre’s nightlife. The street, we
found, was closed to auto traffic so that pedestrians thronged
everywhere, leisurely strolling past all sorts of stores and vendors of
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food and trinkets. Jazz poured out of buildings on both sides. And
things were briefly interrupted by the slow progress of a horse-drawn
buggy carrying passengers on the street. At nine o’clock it was just
beginning to warm up—but we had to leave.

The third day was occupied by an all-day trip on the stern-
wheeler Tom Sawyer around the harbor and bayous adjacent to New
Otleans. As we approached the dock we were faced with a flight of
steep steps, which blocked my wheelchair’s progress. However, a
man saw my plight and rushed to the ship to bring crew members to
get me on board. As we left the ship he again mobilized a crew to get
me down. This was typical of the help I got everywhere it was needed
in the South. I was surprised and grateful.

That day we had planned breakfast at a restaurant famous for
this meal. When we got there we found it crowded, so we went on to
our ship. No restaurants appeared, nor were there any real meals
available on the ship. So that evening we searched and found an
eating place in an abandoned railroad station near our motel. It was
perfectly all right.

On our way back to our motel, Francie noticed a young lady
walking smartly on the other side of the street. She wore a black coat
through the front of which could be seen a white bikini-like garment.
And around her body was coiled a snake some four inches in
diameter! She was probably headed for a theatrical performance.

Sunday morning, June 21, Francie rented from Avis a Plymouth
Salon—a very pleasant and solid car, a bit bigger than Francie would
have liked. After some wandering we found and got onto the
highway headed east along the coast of the Gulf of Mexico. As we
went along, we passed many small towns devoted to fishing, with
boats, rigging and nets near the water. The road crossed many
bridges across inlets and river mouths. I enjoyed particularly this
marine setting.

Then the road turned inland enough to let a forest obscure the
coast, although it was pleasant in itself. Presently, however, we
reached the city of Biloxi, where the road ran again along the shore—
which was now a beautiful beach unmarried by commercial
development. This continued for many miles. Even though it was
Sunday and the weather was sunny and pleasant there were few
people on the beaches.

As we approached Mobile we had some difficulty in finding a
motel because of confusion in the numbering of highways, but
eventually we found a Howard Johnson’s where we put up happily
for the night.
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Monday we drove back south to visit the first of our objectives,
the Bellingrath Gardens, where we spent the morning. The Gardens
are basically formal, organized around an artificial lake and richly
endowed with plants that excited Francie. She was especially happy
with the beautiful greenhouse. There were many magnificent views
surrounding the main garden. It was thoroughly pleasing.

And so back to Mobile. Here I made a bad error of piloting. The
map of the state of Alabama showed Interstate 65 heading straight
for our next objective. But I failed to note that the part of it crossing
the major Alabama and Tombigbee rivers was incomplete, as shown
by dotted lines. So when we came to the place where 65 was
supposed to cross the rivers, we found a barrier. We had to drive
north some fifty miles to the next bridges at Jackson for the
Tombigbee and Clarborne for the Alabama. But the roads were good
and we had many views of the life of rural Alabama. We finally got
back to Interstate 65 at Evergreen and we found beds and food at the
Evergreen Holiday Inn.

Tuesday we set a northeast course on 65, which uneventfully
brought us to Lannett where we crossed the Chattahoochie River
into Georgia and took a local road east to Pine Mountain, close to
our target, the nationally known Calloway Gardens. Here we lunched
in a mansion within the gardens, then began to drive around the lake,
around which the gardens are organized. They were made as natural
as possible, enriching the native plants at some spots, favoring their
growth elsewhere. Francie was favorably impressed and took several
hikes into the forests. By late afternoon we were satistied and deeply
impressed, so we returned to 65 and went on to the little city of
Newman where once again the Holiday Inn gave us shelter.

Here something unexpected happened. Finishing our dinner in
the Inn dining room, I asked the waiter for our check. He said, “It
has been taken.” I asked by whom. “By that group over there,” and
he pointed to a large table where some dozen people were dining as a
group. I went over to their table and asked the man at the head of the
table about the check. He replied, “We just thought it would help
you.” I thanked them all around and then found that they were on
the staff of Burroughs. We guessed that perhaps the fact that I was
wheelchair-bound and was old brought them to this generosity.

Wednesday we resumed our way on 65, regretfully going around
rather than through this city so well known for its cultural and
historical importance. Here we left 65 and headed for Gainesville
where we left the plains for the foothills of the Appalachians via US
129. The hills grew rapidly into mountains of great beauty—green,
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soft and smooth with occasional outcroppings of rock. Trees of
many kinds covered most of the area. And at one high point we
crossed the Appalachian Trail that follows the crest of these
mountains. At one of the little cities of the region, Blairsville, we
lunched in an ancient but pleasant hotel. From here we entered
North Carolina and followed the Hiawassee River to the town of
Murphy and then on to our destination, the Campbell Folk School at
Brasstown, NC. Here we were welcomed by our old friends Jean and
Brad Coolidge. The School owed its founding to relatives of Jean,
which resulted in Brad being made secretary of the directors of the
school. Its purpose had been to train residents of the area in the
making of folk products for their economic improvement but it
attracted many from outside who greatly enjoyed learning spinning,
carving, blacksmithing, and many other such skills, in the magnificent
mountains with their streams and valleys.

After two fine meals at the school, we took off for the Atlantic
coast area. The road for many miles wound through the hills, as they
grew progressively smaller. As the evening drew near, a violent
rainstorm came on as we approached Anderson. We were delighted
to see a Howard Johnson establishment on a considerable hill. But
we found the restaurant to be at the bottom of the hill—so we
moved on to our old standby, a Holiday Inn.

The next day, a Saturday, we drove across the Piedmont and
coastal plain—agricultural land—to Charleston, where we put up at a
big Sheraton Inn. As we were having drinks before dinner, our plates
suddenly were covered with fried chicken by a man who said he
thought we needed it. And after dinner when we went outside the
motel for a breath of fresh air, we met this man again, who then
invited us to come to his home for a drink. After some rapid
estimation of possible danger, we accepted. Francie followed his car
some distance in Charleston to their pleasant one-story home. Here
they served us perfectly good drinks and we chatted about ourselves
and our offspring. Then we felt that we should leave and they aided
us and waved goodbye as we drove away. As our host, Mr. Robert
Seaman of Charleston remarked as we thanked them for everything,
“it was just southern hospitality.”

Sunday we discovered that Chatleston was in the middle of the
Spoleto Festival of music and the arts, so that everything was
completely saturated with people. Regretfully we gave up seeing
Charleston and drove about twelve miles up the Ashley River to the
Magnolia Gardens, which from 1670 had been the ancestral home of
the Drayton family who have built it into a magnificent garden open
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to the public. It is located around a group of fine lakes and is almost
entirely natural in its flora. I made my way by wheelchair over many
of the paths and felt richly rewarded in the effort for it was so
beautifull And they had a very pleasant restaurant for food, very
appropriate to the garden—much fruit.

In the afternoon we moved to the nearby Middleton Place,
which Francie found very rewarding in the buildings of an ancient
farm as well as the foliage. And finally on to another Holiday Inn in
Waterboro, SC.

Noonday we headed north up the coast and around noon we
came to the important Brookgreen Gardens, about 18 miles north of
Georgetown. These gardens were built in the 1930s on a plantation
dating back to the mid-1700s. Mr. and Mrs. Andrew M. Huntington
planned it to show sculpture in a garden setting. There are at present
some 380 pieces of sculpture, each surrounded by its own group of
trees and shrubs most delightfully. The sculptures are mostly
facsimiles of great works but many are original. The paths are very
appropriately routed and lined. Here we spent most of the afternoon
and then headed north, crossing into North Carolina at Wilmington,
where we stayed at an odd-named Best Western Motel.

Tuesday we continued northeasterly up the coast. Crossing a
narrow peninsula, we reached the sand bank of Atlantic Beach, where
we stopped again at a Holiday Inn. From the third story we had a fine
view up and down the magnificent beach. Not many bathers were in
evidence.

Wednesday we headed northwest, not very far, to New Bern,
where Francie looked over the gardens of the palace of the early
governors, now called Tryon Palace, with the Latham Gardens, quite
formal in type but pleasing. From there we drove into Virginia,
staying overnight at Emporia, again at a Holiday Inn.

Thursday we went north to Richmond, where rain interfered
with Francie seeing a well-known park. So we turned east to
Charlottesville, where we got established and then took off for the
nearby Monticello, the Virginia home of Thomas Jefferson. It sits on
the top of a modest hill and is approached by a winding road. The
house is immediately recognized, it is so classic and well-known. We
joined a crowd heading for the house and guided by well-informed
ladies saw a great deal of the first floor with its Jeffersonian
inventions: a weight-operated clock with a chain long enough to
require a hole in the reception room floor; a serving device so food
for dinners could be loaded by cooks and then turned to hide them
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but make way for those waiting table. We saw his study and library
and his bedroom with four-poster bed.

Satisfied with this fine experience, we next sought the campus of
the University of Virginia, the building of which Jefferson had
assigned, but parked to get more than a few glimpses, which were
intriguing.

Friday, the last day of this trip, began by our driving to
Fredericksberg, still a colonial city and becoming more so by
restoration. Here we visited Kenmore, the colonial home of Betty
Washington Lewis, George’s sister—a simply designed house in a
modest but delightful garden on the banks of the Rappahannock
River. Here we lunched and then took off for Washington and our
friends, the Coolidges, a ride which should have taken a little over an
hour, but which took us three and a half hours. We planned to go
west and then north on this circle drive around Washington but
missed the signs to it. So we were headed straight into downtown
Washington, where we would certainly be lost. I discovered on a map
a city street which would put us back on the circle drive—a maneuver
which took a full hour. We soon approached the Potomac River,
where I knew a Washington Memorial Parkway would take us near
the Coolidge’s home. But I did not know that there were two such
Memorial Parkways, one on each side of the river. So we took the
first and wound up in the grounds of the Pentagon! We were on the
wrong side of the river. After a few minutes of confusion and
despair, we suddenly saw a sign whereby we got back onto the circle
drive. This time we crossed the Potomac but could not get off the
freeway until we were far off in downtown Bethesda. Then very
slowly and with the aid of the map we worked our way to the
Coolidge’s address—and were welcomed heartily and given much
needed drinks and then were served an excellent dinner.

It happened that the Coolidges, a few days before we were to
arrive, mentioned that fact to next-door neighbors—and spoke of
their regret at having no sleeping space for us. Immediately the
neighbors volunteered to let us sleep in their house while they were
away. So we had a really delightful bedroom, completed with two
beds, bath and everything. Best of all, two pleasant college-aged
children of our hosts were there and we had several delightful chats
with them.

We spent two days with them, during which we were taken to
visit the new Hirschhorn Museum of the Smithsonian Museum,
which is devoted to recent painting and especially sculpture.
Nevertheless, it is really interesting. Then on Sunday we went to the
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new FEast Building of the National Gallery of Art—which was
architecturally-based on the right triangle. Most striking was the great
open space around which were the individual galleries, and on the
floor of which were still other exhibitions. This space gave one a
feeling of delight and energy.

That evening the grand finale of our vacation came about: Jean
Coolidge took Francie and me to see a performance of the Ballet
Nacional de Cuba in the Kennedy Center—the group did Giselle
delightfully and convincingly, making it much better than I found it
at a previous occasion.

On the final morning we rose early and were taken to the Dulles
Airport, from which we flew home—which we found in an
undisturbed state.

Opverall, this vacation trip ranked high among trips—no illnesses,
no accidents, in 2,200 miles of Francie’s driving, and many delightful
occasions and scenes—but best of all, the friendly assistance of Jean
and Brad Coolidge. And it was only about three weeks before we
were to visit them again, this time at Nantucket.

In the interval we completed and sent in the index for the
Annual Review of Material Science—one of our jobs for Annual Review,
Inc.

Nantucket and Boston

On July 13 we flew to Boston, where Betty and her children
Eugene and Cathy met us at the airport. We had dinner in an
interesting station restaurant in Boston and were then taken to a
motel in Lexington several blocks from Betty’s recently acquired
house. The next morning we visited the house, which pleased Francie
not only in its size and strength but also in Betty’s furnishings.

In the late morning all five of us drove directly to Hyannis on
Cape Cod where after some poking around we found the ferry dock.
After some time the ferry arrived and we boarded. Here we finally
got some lunch in the highly restricted menu of the galley.

After an uneventful crossing to Nantucket, we were met by Brad
and driven through the delightful streets of Nantucket, out to the
glorious Hinckley, the house built for the whaling trades family, and
near an excellent beach, the glory of Eugene and Cathy. Then
followed five days of trips about the island and especially to the
harbor where Brad’s large sailboat, the Po//ux, rode at anchor, helping
Jean with her garden, and many hours of friendly discussion.
However, when the Coolidge’s daughter Liz came for a few days
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vacation, much acrimonious argument came about concerning the
work of the medical profession—admittedly imperfect, I had to
agree.

Betty and the kids left after three days, after which things were
much quieter. On the last evening we took Jean and Brad to dinner at
the delightful North Shore Restaurant—a slight recognition of all
they had done for us.

Too soon the day came for us to leave Nantucket. Brad and Jean
drove us to the dock, from which the ferry entered a bank of fog
which delayed our arrival at Hyannis, where Betty met us and
through the night drove us back to Lexington to a modern motel
where we stayed three nights.

For two days Betty drove us to various places, the first to the
strange peninsula of Nahant. This small feature sticking out into
Boston Bay is absolutely packed with houses of all sizes and shapes.
Fortunately, for the kids the main connection with the mainland
carried a good beach where they played. On the way home we
entered a private park in which the road led up a considerable hill, on
the top of which we found a rugged stone tower some eighty feet
high, with a spiral stairway around it. No means of identifying its
origin or use was found. We guessed that it had been a lookout tower
for returning sailing ships in olden days.

The next day was occupied with a voyage on a tour ship around
the outer Boston Harbor, with its bridges, islands and peninsulas, and
it cooled us off nicely.

After disembarking we explored the relatively new huge market
building, somewhat resembling the Galleria in Milan. It is about three
blocks long and two blocks wide. The ground floor has three
columns of shops and there are second-level places in some parts.
Here we found a branch of the Magic Pan, a restaurant we found and
were pleased with in Beverly Hills. The kids watched the making of
pancakes or the French equivalents, crepes. The Boston shop fully
equaled its western relative.

The next day, since our plane left late in the afternoon, we spent
in Betty’s house with her kids and Helen, their other grandmother.
The flight home was overcast all the way but we arrived home
without event.

Once home we quickly resumed our regular schedule. One thing
developed—our gardener, a Mexican called (of course) Jose,
volunteered to water the garden while we were away—but when we
arrived the state of the plants showed he had done nothing of the
sort. So we fired him. And we undertook to do without another. I
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volunteered to work in the garden every afternoon after our naps.
This has worked quite well—and freed $100 a month for more fun
things.

Oregon

It was not long before the time for another trip arrived—to visit
Fred and Clara in Eugene by driving the whole way. So on September
15 we set forth into the San Joaquin Valley. We stopped in Tulare to
see to what extent its appearance in the twenties from Francie was a
child had changed. We went directly to the Congregational Church
and the parsonage next door, which housed Benjamin Gould, the
minister for eight years, and his family. All looked well—a young lady
emerged to inquire our interests in being so long in looking—she
turned out to be the church secretary who was delighted at meeting
Francie. She wrote a paragraph in the church bulletin about our
visit—recalling Gould’s ministry.

We then went to the nearby city of Hanford to dine at the
Imperial Dynasty restaurant, of which Francie had heard much good.
It is owned by a group of Chinese, long residents in Hanford, and the
décor is definitely Chinese. The food we ordered was largely
American and perfectly all right. Next door, run by the same people,
is another restaurant serving Chinese food. We hope to dine there
next time we pass by.

The next morning we went to a Shell station for gas. The
attendant showed us the two back tires were in poor condition and
one almost flat. So we bought two new radial tires. He also “fixed”
various other parts of the mechanics under the hood—all for a big
hunk of money charged to our Shell credit card.

Onward then to Sacramento and so to Davis, where we put up
in the “Tennis Club” motel, a slightly elegant place. There we phoned
Dr. Alvin Lewis, who after getting an M.S. degree under Jack Field—
and so entering the happy group of physiology graduate students and
junior faculty—went on to get an M.D. degree. After other
appointments, he wound up as head of Pathology at the University of
California Medical School at Davis. He came rushing to our motel
and we met again with warmth. He drove us around the Davis
campus of the University and then to his delightful home in
Sacramento. Here his wife Betty dined us—and we had a truly
wonderful evening rehashing old days at Stanford and more recent
developments.
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Sunday we drove quietly and almost uneventfully to Redding.
The one exception was a visit near Red Bluff to a state historical park
honoring Benjamin Ide, the first president of the Bear Flag Republic.
Here, well preserved, was his adobe house and its associated
buildings on the bank of the Sacramento River. In Redding we
bedded down in the Holiday Inn. In contrast with similar inns
elsewhere, this turned out to be quite fancy, with all sorts of
provisions for athletics and indoor amusements. We were horrified
by the two-story dining room, rashly decorated with Hawaiian
artifacts and a noisy jazz band. We quickly retired to our room once
dinner was done.

Monday we set out westward from Redding into the mountains
and of the coast range, which is very wide at this latitude. The road
wound through green picturesque country of forest, streams and
rock. We stopped briefly in Shasta to explore its small but beautifully
run museum, in which are chronicled the days when this area was
actively producing gold. Then on to good old Weaversville, where we
lunched. We saw but did not visit the Chinese Tourist Temple, which
so interested and pleased us in 1972.

Then we turned north on State 5, somewhat less well developed
than before, but were rewarded by a more rugged landscape with
many lakes. Eventually we reached Trinity Center, a small settlement
where we had reserved a motel. We found the motel but no one who
responded to calls. So back to the airport near the motel, where
Francie phoned to the Crismons, Jeff and Catherine, who had invited
us to visit them in their forest cabin.

Jetf drove us up secondary roads and then forest trails to get to
their summer home—a delightful homestead among the trees and
standing on the edge of a steep drop toward a stream. They had had
it built in principle but much of the finishing carpentry was their
work.

First came good whiskey with toasts to the good old days at
Stanford and to the good new things of today. Catherine served us a
very good dinner—but as the light was failing we thought well of
leaving, I in my wheelchair. The house entry had some six high
narrow steps up which Jeff had heaved me. But going down in the
near dark seemed more of a problem, so both Frances and Catherine
offered to help get me down. Jeff waved them away and started to
lower me. Suddenly he lost control. I went down in the wheelchair on
its back, so that my head banged on the ground. I lost consciousness
briefly only to find Jeff lying on top of me in great pain. We got
separated and Jeff decided he had to go to the Weaverville hospital
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twenty-five miles away. Catherine took over, drove us to our motel at
Trinity Center (which was now open) and then took Jeff to
Weaverville. Here his forearms were revealed by x-ray to have
fractures of both radii, as we learned the next morning as we left
Trinity Center.

Monday we set out northward into a previously uninvestigated
area of California. We drove over the imposing picturesque Scott
Mountains, which separate for a considerable distance the Trinity
River from the Scott River drainage basins, both tributaries of the
Klamath.

We descended from the mountains into the broad, level Scott
Valley, an archetypical rustic area, obviously agriculturally
productive—and with little sign of anything else.

We then crossed the small Forest Mountains and descended into
Yreka, where we had a pleasant lunch—and then got onto Interstate
5 northbound. Thus we crossed the Klamath and then entered the
Siskiyou Mountains to cross into Oregon.

I wondered after the morning’s heavy driving how far Francie
would like to go. So in order we passed Ashland and Medford, but
finally set our goal as Grant’s Pass, where we had several times before
stopped at the Riverside Motel on the Rogue River. Here we stayed
but were too late to get a room facing the river, but we did have
dinner in a room with wide view of the river—a stream with many
memories from honeymoon, shooting its riffles and several simple
crossings.

The next morning we headed north again on Interstate 5,
passing many beautiful mountain areas. Remembering our several
visits to Fred and Clara at Wolf Creek, which a rerouting of the
highway had isolated, we decided to visit it. Fred’s service station still
stood but was sadly inactive. So on across the forks of the Unipqua.
Lunch calling, we stopped at Cottage Grove, where we went to an
elegant, large and crowded eatery.

After reaching Eugene, we had a little trouble locating Fred and
Clara’s house, where Fred greeted us and helped Francie unload.
Soon Clara arrived and her lively discussion began. We exchanged
happenings over the whiskey which we had bought in Weaverville
because Oregon regulates the sale of alcoholic beverages. It shortly
became clear that Fred had deteriorated mentally to a considerable
degree, although his physical health appeared good. Clara bore up
under the consequent problems very well indeed. She could not leave
him for long because of the irrational things he would do if left alone.
Clara served an excellent dinner and we had a good sleep. I slept on
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until noon—~Francie reporting to Clara my practice of sleeping
through one morning a week, more or less.

We stayed in Fugene for two days during which Clara drove us
around the area buying fruit and vegetables from the growers out in
the countryside. We met these interesting people and chatted with
them, Clara doing most of the talking.

I had quite a lot of time to myself, which I used happily to get
on with my reading of Melville’s Moby Dick, a most forceful and
intriguing novel. I have read no finer piece of American literature.

Francie had long wanted to visit the Japanese Gardens in
Portland and Clara wanted to visit that city again. So we set forth the
next day, Clara driving. As we reached the Portland area we turned
off to visit Oregon City, the first capital of Oregon, Clara found the
home of Dr. McLoughlin, who as the Hudson Bay Company’s factor
at Fort Vancouver around 1840 gave much help to destitute
American immigrants into Oregon as well as to the Indians of the
area. The house was not open but next door was the Barclay House,
home of Dr. Forbes Barclay, who practiced early in Oregon City. The
house now has a lunchroom at which we had a really delightful meal
based on early Oregon food.

After lunch we went on to Portland and by means of a map and
Clara’s memory of the city we found the downtown Portland Hotel,
where we had reserved rooms for the night. In the late afternoon we
drove down to the river frontage wharfs where there were all sorts of
ships and dockage, which interested Fred and me greatly. As we left
the wharfs we discovered a very lively and gap celebration of local
arts and crafts where Francie spied and bought a beautiful wall
hanging to give to Barbie for Christmas.

The morning of the next day was occupied by visiting the
Pittock Mansion, a wonderful and huge house of French Renaissance
design. It stands on the hills west of Portland and so has a broad
view of the surroundings. It has also rather good gardens which
interested Francie and Clara.

The climax of the trip came in the afternoon when we explored
the fantastic Portland Japanese Gardens, also on the hills west of
Portland. Designed and built by a local Japanese society, it is a
remarkable series of gardens interlocking but distinctly exhibiting
various aspects of Japanese garden design. As I looked from one
spot, there appeared before me a scene as if of a stage setting—in the
foreground carefully raked sand with trees at each side, masses of
trees and shrubs placed as if characters and the background made up
of higher dignified trees—all most carefully tended, not a dead leaf or
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malcolored branch in sight. Here we stayed several hours and were
thoroughly pleased and impressed.

Then Clara drove us back to Eugene, not on the modern
freeway, Interstate 5, but on the old 99. On it we visited Oregon
State College in Corvallis, from which Clara had graduated. It had
changed so much she hardly knew her way around.

After one quiet day we, Francie and I, started home. But before
leaving we phoned Bob at Stanford with the hope of seeing him and
his family on the way south. We learned that he was flying on
business to Washington and would be returning on the very day we
expected to be in the San Francisco area. We made a date to pick him
up.

So we began our homeward trip by driving west to Florence, a
small town on the coast, where we found an excellent restaurant of
unique design. Then on down the coast but the views impeded by
fog, light to very heavy. We crossed the fine Coos Bay Bridge and
wound up in Brookings, where we spent the night. On the following
day, we re-entered California. Since Francie was running out of
reading material, we went into Crescent City, searching systematically
but futilely for a bookstore. This we repeated at each little town we
reached. We saluted the group of log cabins in one of which we spent
a delightful evening on our honeymoon. Lunch at Trinidad in the
restaurant we had patronized in 1972. Some distance south of Eureka
we came upon the College of the Redwoods, with a beautifully
designed group of buildings on the hills above the highway. We went
in and Francie found the student bookstore where she bought a good
book and relieved her concern. Being unable to find a decent motel
in this area we went back to Eureka to a terribly standardized huge
place.

The next day we went down the Redwood Highway in the
redwood groves, avoiding the freeway for the old road which brings
one into close and happy contact with the trees and smaller plants.

We then continued south on the Redwood Highway, stopping
for lunch at Garberville and for Francie to buy more books at
Willets—and put up for the night at primitive Ukiah.

The next morning we rolled down to Santa Rosa and there
turned east into the Sonoma Valley where we found the Sebastian
Vineyards in the city of Sonoma, where we picked up some wine in
delightful wooden boxes.

Lunch in Sonoma was the last meal before we reached Bob’s
establishment at Stanford. Since we had arranged with Bob to pick
him up at the San Francisco Airport at 5 p.m., we adjusted our speed
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and route to reach that point well ahead of the time. We crossed the
Golden Gate Bridge and took Freeway 280 to a point in the Santa
Cruz Mountains in the latitude of the airport and dropped down into
it. Parking was easy but it was a wheelchair ride of almost an hour to
find and get settled in the proper arrival spot. It was not long before
the people from that flight came off, Bob toward the end of the
procession. He knew how to find the way to the car, drove us to his
Stanford house, where we were welcomed by the family and bedded
down for the night.

The ride down 101, with overnight at the Black Oak Hotel in
Paso Robles, was eventless, but pleasant for we lunched in Solvang.
All was well with our house as we reoccupied it.

Following our return from Oregon, our main activities were at
home. We indexed the Annual Reviews of Neuroscience and of
Physiology, the latter being mixed with our preparations for
Christmas. Francie did all the buying, both around here and by mail,
while I prepared and sent out most of our Christmas cards, including
as usual our little summary of the past year.

On December 22 we took a taxi to the airport, climbed on board
a Northwest Orient for Minneapolis, where after considerable waiting
we boarded another aircraft of that line for Grand Forks, where Barb
and Ken were waiting for us at the airport. We had prepared for the
northern winter weather by donning heavy underwear, regular outer
clothes, plus overcoats, scarves, woolen caps and gloves. This proved
excess for we were uncomfortably warm even while getting off the
plane and entering the Carlson car (at a temperature of —17 degrees
F), a four-wheel drive Jeep, which took us to their house. Here a
large, beautifully decorated Christmas tree awaited us.

We had two days before Christmas, during which time Francie
helped Barb complete shopping for Christmas dinner and for
presents.

Christmas brought stockings hung, not by the chimney with
care, but by Ken’s newly constructed bar, presents stacked high at the
base of a large, compact tree, and a wonderful dinner of Barb’s
development, aided by Francie, to which a family of three of a faculty
member of very jolly behavior. Everything went beautifully and we
will long remember it as one of our best Christmases.

Shortly before Christmas, Ken and Barb took us to the new
Columbia Mall on the outskirts of Grand Forks, where a huge cross-
shaped enclosed structure hosted about a hundred prosperous-
looking stores, those for clothing and shoes being most frequent. We
found a bookstore where I bought two excellent paperbacks.
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After Christmas we were royally entertained in the evenings.
Barb and Ken took us to dinner at the Country Club, to which they
belong, to see a game of curling, an ancient Scottish sport much
refined by artificial and standardized stones, Ken being on one team,
to a game of ice hockey between the universities of North Dakota
and Manitoba, exciting but not as traumatic as the ones I saw in
Victoria around 1916.

All too soon came our day of departure. Ken and Barb took us
to the airport, where we found our plane for Minneapolis would be
an hour late because of snow in Canada where the flight originated.
Here we said fond farewells to our host and hostess, Ken and Barb.

In Minneapolis our plane’s takeoff was postponed. When
Western finally got a plane—delayed because of trouble with
Chicago’s great airport being partly closed by a storm—they found
one of its generators was not working. Several hours later a similar
plane flew in from Denver and we got on board—at about 11:30
p.m., instead of the 5:50 p.m. scheduled.

Our flight was uneventful and Francie and I both tried with
modest success to sleep. Finally in Los Angeles we couldn’t find my
suitcase, so Francie filled out a lost baggage form. While in a long
wait for a taxi we had to stand in a cold wind—and there suffered
more from cold than ever in Grand Forks. Finally a taxi came. It took
us home—which thankfully was just as we had left it.

Three days later my bag was delivered to our front door—a
service I had never ever head of but delighted me because the bag
contained the many records and three books I had been given for
Christmas.
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

1979 to 1981

Spring 1979

The outstanding event of the spring of 1979 was a visit by Betty
and her children in late May. The day after they arrived all five of us
took a PSA flight to San Jose, where we were met by Bob, who drove
us all to his new house in Stanford, a delightful place with developed
yard including a fine swimming pool. We watched a romp when all
four grandchildren plus Betty and Bob played in the pool. Bob had a
small plastic boat into which one or two people could ride. Bob
chose to occupy it while the rest of them successfully dumped him
out of the boat into the pool—accomplished with much happy
shouting.

The next morning we all breakfasted at Bob’s and then set out in
their two cars to attend the wedding of Stan’s younger daughter to a
young man she had been living with. It was at Stan’s ranch west of
Santa Rosa in a magnificent redwood glen. The ceremony was as
simple as possible with music from a small electric organ. With
dancing and eating the party eventually ended and we drove back to
Stanford. Sunday following we spent the morning happily with Bob
and Bron and late in the afternoon were taken back to the San Jose
airport to fly home. This time we added Annie to the party since
Francie was anxious to get the two little girls well acquainted.

The next day we all boarded the ship for Santa Catalina Island,
where the kids had a big time playing on the beach and watching sea
life in a glass bottomed boat.

Shortly after Betty returned home and then Annie returned to
San Jose alone on PSA. The whole operation was really successful in
increasing our familiarity with our eastern grandchildren and
renewing relations with Betty.

Summer 79
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Things proceeded much as usual in June, except that I began to
feel a general loss of strength and spirit. I was asked by Dave Rimer,
our primary physician, to see three doctors on the staff of St. John’s
Hospital in Santa Monica, an endocrinologist, a neurologist, and an
electromyographer, who found nothing wrong with me and did not
help any.

In late July I again declined in strength and this time in mental
stability with development of clear illusions, colorful but generally
unpleasant. Francie phoned Sherman Mellinkoff about my state and
was instructed to get me into the UCLLA Hospital immediately. One
day I lost all contact with reality and felt myself taken by Bob and
Francie to a drinkery just north of San Jose to attend a medical
meeting. I was well treated except that I was in nightclothes in a bed.
The meeting was incomprehensible to me until, after dinner, it was
chaired by the colonel of the TV program M.A.S.H.

The most distressing experience one morning in the hospital I
was awakened by Barbie dressed as for the classic Punch and Judy
show and painted white. She flitted around me, chatting about
nothing comprehensive. But worst was her complete lack of
affection. She dedicated the room to me and pointed out the
decorations of the room, which looked as if they had been taken
from my Middlefield Road house in Palo Alto before my marriage.
Fortunately that was the last delusion and, under the treatment at
UCLA, rapidly regained both mental and muscular strength. The
disorder was attributed to a sodium deficiency in the brain
consequent upon deficiencies in the hormone substitutes for my
missing pituitary.

The new endocrinologist I acquired at UCLA, Dr. Roy Young,
prescribed new replacement therapy and shortly after leaving the
hospital I rapidly regained strength and elan to a level highest for the
year so far.

Fall 1979

One day in September Bob phoned us that Bron and he had
plans for a business and fun voyage to France and that the sitter they
had counted on to look after Chris and Annie was in Peru. He asked
if we would be willing to come up to Stanford and assume this role.
Francie and I jumped at this chance to become more acquainted with
our grandchildren and accepted. We flew up by PSA to San Jose on
Saturday, September 8, were met by Bob and taken to his home for
dinner and coaching on how to run the kids and the house in a newly
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developed area of the Stanford holdings. Bob departed early the next
morning. We were essentially isolated because Francie was
unaccustomed to the cars—an Alfa Romero and an Audi—but we
soon fell into a program of working in their delightful garden about
the swimming pool in the morning. Francie did many different things
to improve the garden. When the kids returned from school they
occupied our attention more or less happily on both sides. Our
relations were mostly around eating which Francie handled expertly.
The high point was when Chris volunteered to bring us breakfast in
bed both Saturday and Sunday mornings—and accomplished this
well.

Francie was unhappy because of the workload. Our best time
was in the mornings when the kids were in school—we spent much
of the time in beautiful warm weather working in the lovely side areas
around the house. I chiefly devoted myself to pruning the ivy, which
ran rampant on the side borders. It was fun. When the kids returned
from school we had to keep watch on them—best in the late
afternoon when they played in the fine pool, swimming, diving, and
competing in various plans. I had some time for reading. Despite
much friction between Francie and the kids, we were getting along
quite well.

After we had carried on for about a week the official sitter
phoned that she had returned and was ready to take over. The next
day we flew home, relieved of the task but happy to have been able
to do it. Of course, “we” was almost entirely Francie!

I should note that Henry Leicester, an old friend in Stanford
days, did a lot for us: took me to get a new inner tube for a punctured
one and then the whole crew to lunch in a McDonald’s restaurant in
the Stanford Shopping Center.

When Bob and Bron reached home, he called us to thank us for
our rescue of their French holiday. So he asked Francie and me to
name “expensive gifts.” I gathered up my courage and asked for the
Solti recording of the four operas of Wagner’s Ring (list price about
$150) while Francie requested an art book on the impressionists. A
few weeks later he visited us during a business trip to Los Angeles—
and he duly presented us with exactly the things we requested. The
Wagner is superb.

By this time my recovery seemed complete and whenever I met
old friends they commented on how well I looked. And I was doing
muscular movements long impossible for me. This plus Francie’s
feeling of a need for a vacation gave us the cue for another trip.
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In October we visited the wine country of the Russian River and
Napa Valley. We spent our first night at a Holiday Inn in Santa Maria.
As we left an elevator to go to dinner, I felt my wheelchair lean to the
left and one of the wheels came off in my hand. The axle on which
that wheel rotated sheared neatly off. Fortunately we had brought
along my reciprocating walker which I had been using around the
house and found I could get about adequately with it if the distances
were not too great. We reached Bob’s house and met the kids and
eventually Bob and Bron. After dinner Bob showed slides of their
trip to France, to his great satisfaction for re-arousing happy
memories of a delightful tour of southern France.

On the following morning we rented a wheelchair to replace my
ailing one, and then drove up to San Francisco. The only place we
could get reservations was in the low class area—south of Market—
and it was okay inside but the environment was pretty bad. By
arrangement we taxied to a new restaurant, the Ciao, in the old
business area where we had invited Bob and Bron to join us before
their attendance at the San Francisco opera where they had season
tickets. It was a very modernistically decorated restaurant but with
good French food.

After a good sleep we drove to the Japanese Center on Geary
Street and explored many stores and the like. The best discovery was
a large bookstore, selling books both in English and Japanese. I
bought some for Francie’s birthday.

Then we drove out into the Lombard Street area where my
brother Fred and his wonderful wife Clara, both in good condition,
had been driven south from Eugene by some of her relatives. By
sheer chance they were in San Francisco on the very day we were
there on our northbound trip. We took them for lunch to the
wonderful Fisherman’s Wharf area and patronized Alioto’s second
story restaurant with its wonderful view of San Francisco Harbor and
the boats moving about in it. It was a real treat. Fred appeared to be
about as well as when we had last seen him about a year ago. He
insisted on pushing me in the wheelchair wherever we went.

Over the Golden Gate Bridge, we continued north through the
hamlet of Sebastopol on to Stan’s ranch on Thomas Road. Here we
were greeted by Stan and Mary Lou. We spent the night and the next
morning at the ranch. Mary Lou’s dinner was delightful as was her
breakfast the next morning. Stan is doing extremely well financially
and equally well as a winemaker on his ranch. We were too late to be
in on the wine making but I did get a chance to help by putting
chicken wire on the bottom of a four-sided wood frame, which when
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put deep in the earth was designed to prevent gophers from attacking
plants placed within the frame. Stan took us for a long drive through
the Coast Range.

In the afternoon we drove over to Bodega Bay and after some
searching found the Chanselor Ranch where we had made
reservations. It turned out to be the nicest motel we had ever
visited—a big room with enormous bathroom, a delightful common
room with view of the ocean, and delightful breakfasts, all run by a
young, wise, and hospitable couple. There were horses, barns, and all
that as well as the three or four rooms for guests.

But no dinners here. So we searched out the public wharf at
Bodega Bay where we found a satisfactory dinner—in spite of bad
reputation.

The next morning we set out to explore the country around
Bodega Bay, including the village used in shooting “The Russians Are
Coming,” then the boating center at Tomales Bay, lunch at
Occidental, across the Russian River, and up the Austin Creek to the
strange once-a-mining town of Cazadero. And then over a paved but
wildly crooked road over the steep hills to the ocean, where we at last
found the ocean. Driving south, we came to Jenner where we found a
highly recommended restaurant where all had fine drinks and dinner,
following which we manipulated our way through dark and fog back
to the Chanselor Ranch.

After another delightful breakfast prepared by the ranch’s co-
operator, we drove up the coast to the Russian River until we found
the Korbel winery, one that specializes in champagne. Here Francie
went on a tour of the vineyards and the wine producing processes
while I enjoyed the tasting room-museum area. Then on eastward to
the Napa Valley, where at Calistoga we found our motel, which called
itself a spa. In the bathtub there were three taps, hot, cold and hot
springs water laden with sand. There was a swimming pool charged
with that water and a sign for helpers for guests with rheumatic
troubles.

The next morning we went north up onto Mt. Helena, which
shuts off the north end of the Napa Valley. Here we stopped at the
Robert L. Stevenson Memorial Park, which celebrated the summer
when Stevenson and his new wife lived in a broken-down mining
house—a good story in Silverado Squatters. There are many things
named after Stevenson in this area.

We spent the afternoon exploring the middle area of the valley.
We stopped in the Martini winery where we had a private lecture on
wine making and samples provided by a dignified, well-informed man
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in the tasting room. He spoke like a professor and greatly charmed
us.

Then on to the Inglenook Winery, where I joined a large group
who went around to see all the various processes in wine making—in
a great hall with a majestic atmosphere—the great casks lined up in
all splendor.

We finally reached Yountville, where an old railroad station had
been disemboweled to house a multitude of little stores and several
restaurants, all filled with happy people milling about. Here we had a
very pleasant dinner. Then back to Calistoga.

The next day we headed for Bob’s house on the Stanford
campus. First we went along the east side of the Napa Valley, then at
Napa headed east to get on the new beautiful Carquinez Bridge, then
south through Walnut Creek and Dublin so as to cross the old
Dumbarton Bridge to Palo Alto. Dinnertime caused us to visit a
restaurant in Palo Alto, which provided a poor conclusion to this part
of our vacation.

Overnight with Bob and family and then drove down to Paso
Robles where we once more stayed at the Black Oak Motel—a place
where we had stayed many times. The next day we completed the trip
by driving home. During this whole trip Francie did a good job of
driving. All I could do was read maps and give advice on routes. We
reached home on September 19.

The next event of significance was Francie’s birthday on
October 28. We celebrated by dining at the delightful LeCellier
restaurant and then went to the Mayfair Theater for another evening
of English comedy.

On December 9 Francie and I visited our new physician, Dr.
Roy Young, the one who had rescued me from dementia this
summer. He found, to our distress, that Francie had moderate
hypertension. He recommended restricting salt intake, but no drugs
because of her porphyria.

A brief delight was in an overnight visit by Barb’s husband Ken.
He had been at a psychological meeting in San Francisco where he
showed himself a leader in the formulation of a new specialty—
behavioral medicine. We took him to his favorite type of restaurant,
the Aki, for dinner. We loaded him with one of his Christmas
presents, a pair of heavy bookends decorated with the standard
symbols, one male, the other female.

Francie’s preparations for Christmas were cut into by the need
for typing the subject index of the next volume of the Annual Review
of Physiology for which I had generated two full file boxes of cards.
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The Review was the longest ever, over 600 pages. But she managed to
get everything needed done and on December 23 we flew to San Jose
to be met by Bob and his young people to spend Christmas with
them. We had a delightful Christmas Eve dinner prepared by Bron
and a wild Christmas buffet supper attacked by about a dozen of
Bron’s relatives—delightful people. Presents flowed in great
33munificence. As Bob and Bron were to leave for a meeting in
Atlanta on the 27th, Bob drove us on the 26th to the San Jose
airport, saw us on board, and then flew home to face the New Year
and the New Decade.

There followed an effort to assess our general position at this
time. First, as to health, I am thoroughly satisfied with my strength
and brain function. My vision is declining in acuity but I still read
without difficulty. Unfortunately, my sex urges have completely
vanished, leaving a gap in our adjustment. Francie’s physical state is
good. She runs the house essentially thoroughly and does an
admirable job of driving our car (which is also quite healthy). Then,
as to activities, I am busy all the time, never wondering what to do
next but following my system whenever other things do not occupy
me, such as putting used dishes in the dishwasher after every meal
and unloading it once a day. I spend half days in the garden about
three times a week, at such tasks as gathering leaves in the fall and
repairing the paths and making new ones, cutting ivy and blackberry
back.

Francie and I have another joint activity—preparing subject
indices for some of the Annual Reviews, such as Physiology,
Neuroscience, Astronomy, Materials Science and Physical Chemistry.
I go through page proof and note on 3x5 cards items for the index,
these are then alphabetized and finally typed by Francie in form for
the Review concerned. For this we get $300-$600 for each index. I
enjoy this, partly because it gives me an opportunity to put my fund
of scientific knowledge to some use for science.

At home I do a little to help Francie—such as loading and
unloading the dishwasher for every meal. Francie continually and
properly feels that I do not take enough interest in what goes on in
the house—food, furnishing, clothes, and the like.—which she
carries out. I’'m afraid she’s right but I find it hard to change for I am
deeply immersed in my own activities. She urges that, even with my
motor disabilities, I could do a lot more—which is also largely true. 1
guess I'm really quite lazy—as she claims. But mostly I follow my
“system”—a set of eighteen reading programs covering most of my
interests. They are listed on a card and when the one at the top of the
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list has completed fifty pages (or equivalent), I cross it off and enter it
at the bottom of the card. When one on the list has been read to its
end I choose another in the same category to replace it. So it is
endless. I invented the system years ago while I was still working. At
home I had a really intense interest battle between the demands of
professional study and my needs for cultural relief—music, literature
and so forth. I finally adopted this system, which made a place for
both needs and resolved the conflict. Of course I did things outside
of the system quite often but it stood me through the years. And
when professional work disappeared, the rest of the system survived
and blossomed.

Music continued to be one of my principal interests. A delightful
outcome of this was the discovery about 1960 that two of my
professional friends, Tom Sawyer and Dan Simmons, had similar
interests backed by extensive collections of phonograph records. So
we set up a music group which with the corresponding wives met
approximately every other Friday evening, rotating among the homes
of the members. Later we added, then lost, various people, including
the Iwamuras and then found another pair, Gordon and Margaret
Ross of Physiology. Various guests visited from time to time,
especially Tom’s graduate students. The programs were almost
entirely built out of classical music, the classical period being easily
dominant, although there was a healthy concern for modern music.
We all felt this was a delightful ornament to our lives. This is not my
only musical activity for I acquire records almost faster than I can
absorb their musical contents. I usually have a musical project—at
the moment it is exploring the compositions of Benjamin Britten
who now looms large as perhaps the greatest composer since
Stravinsky.

In one respect our life is definitely defective—we see very few
people. Aside from the music group, we rarely have anybody visit us
socially and we are almost never invited to any social events. My
being in a wheelchair when out of our house is doubtless one of the
reasons for this; the other is Francie and my inability to stage parties
in our house, because of the demands for wotk involved. This
doesn’t distress me particularly but it does distress Francie very
definitely.

So our present condition is, in summary: I am reasonably happy
with my reading, music and gardening, but Francie is on the whole
unhappy about her not being employed so as to see people, and
being saddled with too much work at home, some of which I should
be able, she thinks, to do. From this source chiefly there is
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considerable conflict between us, with Francie on the offensive
against my sloth and incompetence—which is real but not as
substantial as she believes. But we manage to live quite peacefully and
with a modest amount of events outside our home, chiefly the music
group, UCLA student plays and an occasional movie. We are very
happy about the success of our children—and sad only that Barb is
unable to produce offspring, but is trying to adopt a baby. Francie
spends quite a lot of time and money getting and sending gifts to the
grandchildren for every conceivable festival and collects their letters
and art productions.

A few words may clarify our position during the past few
months—our financial situation. Our income includes the monthly
$900-plus annuity from the University of California for service of
about 25 years, an annuity of a little over $100 a month for the same
number of years work for Stanford University and the Teachers
Insurance and Annuity Association, a little over $100 monthly for
social security I secured by paying for self-employed activity
(indexing for the Annual Reviews). We also earned some $500 a year
by making subject indices for several Annual Reviews. Francie set up
a business of this indexing for the purpose of later getting herself
self-employed Social Security payments.

Our situation was much relieved by the postponement of our
property taxes until the house and lot were sold or inherited. This
was made possible by recent state legislation.

Another big boost came from our winning a legal action against
Modern Orthopedics and the company which made the brace lock,
the breaking of which caused my femur-breaking accident in 1965.
Our excellent lawyer, Martin Jacobs, succeeded in getting an out-of-
court settlement of $25,000, of which we received a little more than
$16,000. We sent $1,000 to Barb to help with the preparations for an
adopted child and, at Bob’s recommendation, put the rest into a
corporation investing in highly secure securities, the Scudder group.
We received from Bob a strong recommendation that, because all of
our offspring were doing very well financially, we should plan to
consume as much of our resources as possible during our lifetimes to
give us pleasure and satisfaction. We have adopted it to some extent,
in that Francie has bought several pieces of furniture she has long
wanted—and we look forward to more traveling in the future.

And so we enter a new year and a new decade with considerable
power and good spirits.

Finally, bodily conditions. Francie is quite well, having
surmounted the results of her porphyria fairly completely,
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attributable largely to her receiving lithium medication. She has some
arthritis in her hands. I have the seguelae of poliomyelitis, complete
paralysis of my left ankle, and hip, knee, and ankle on the right and,
as a result of the fracture of my right femur in 1975, I have a
considerable flexion contraction in my right hip joint, making it
impossible for me to stand erect. In the endocrine system, my
anterior pituitary was removed in the early 1970s, requiring my taking
an adrenocortiosteroid and a thyroid product. The prostatectomy in
1969 caused a stenosis of the urethra for which a hypospadias-like
fistula was made, which works well. Lastly, I have a high grade
myopia in both eyes, well corrected but incipient cataracts are
developing bilaterally. I can read quite well, but the cataract in the
right eye has definitely reduced its capacity. But I consider myself to
be quite healthy and getting along perfectly well and happily, even
though locomotion in the house is by means of a reciprocal walker,
and outside by a wheelchair. Only steps foil my free mobility.

As for my activities at home, first I tried to help Francie as much
as possible. I loaded, ran, and unloaded the dishwasher every day and
did some minor repair jobs. The biggest effort was in the garden
surrounding the house where Francie found much of her satisfaction
and much of her work. I gave about ten or more hours a week to
helping her. My chief activity was in gathering leaves and other debris
from the paths which I had previously built. Over the period since
1951, I cleared area for and built new paths in the backyard. I quite
often cleared the two big decks of the leaves and sticks, which
descended from our trees so frequently. All of these under the
supervision and direction of Francie.

The rest of my free time went to projects centered at my desk.
Here I had a card on which was listed the eighteen projects I had
undertaken. These involved mostly reading programs in history,
literature, art, music and travel, old or projected. Besides there the
card scheduled reading of old numbers of Time, Science, and High
Fidelity, also time for dealing with current family business, university
publications, and other things my life afforded me. And finally it
scheduled to permit the playing of three sides of musical recordings.
This may sound as if it deprived me of freedom of action but rather it
provided places for all the things I wanted to do. I proceed with it in
complete confidence that it is the best way to get done the things I
wanted done. Of course all sorts of other demands, emergency and
less, could press aside my schemes to act on the new matters. But
when that was completed I went back to my system.
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What about my present powers? Ten years earlier I was better
off physically—I could walk effectively with two sticks and reach any
spot accessible to ordinary pedestrian approach. Now as a result of
the 1975 accident and advancing age, I walk at home with the help of
a reciprocating walker, outside I happily ride a wheelchair, making as
much speed as the quick walker on level areas but requiring help to
get up or down steps. But I can still heave big blocks of broken
concrete into new walls on our hill.

At home I do a little to help Francie—I loaded and unloaded
our dishwasher and did various little jobs in the kitchen—of no great
effort. But I spend about half of every fine day working on our hill or
areas about the house. I built paths and walls of broken concrete,
cleared paths of leaves, trash or landslides, helped screening compost,
weeding paths or flower beds, pruned plants and prickly stems, tore
up ivy and other pests, and many other tasks assigned by Francie.

In my chief professional effort, I was working on the
preparation of a history of American medical education, 1948-1965.
Jack Field persuaded me to join him in writing such a history in
which he would handle the beginnings up to 1948 while I would
bring it up to date. We received a small grant from the National
Library of Medicine in the late 1960s. We both worked quite actively
at this task with the wonderful clerical help of Ruda Solton, a lady
who worked under Jack while he was Associate Dean. When he left
that role at retirement, she volunteered to work for him without
pay—and she is still doing this in February 1981, at least for one
morning a week. I long ago settled into working at the campus on
this project for Tuesday and Thursday mornings a week. But Jack,
after completing excellent chapters on medical education by
apprenticeship and somewhat later in the great initial medical schools
at Pennsylvania, Columbia, New York and above all at Harvard.
Then Jack began to lose power for the fine type of writing he had
previously possessed. (His memory and general mentality have
deteriorated very seriously in the past few months.) I have completed
over 250 double-spaced typewritten pages of finished text, based on
the reading of many papers, especially those in the Journal of Medical
Education. 1t seems to me to be rather well done as far as accuracy and
completeness are concerned, but lacks much in the way of insight
and especially of any signs of humor. I have sent chapters of this
work to Dean S. Mellinkoff as they are completed—and he has
written me with warm appreciation of its value. No one else has seen
1t.
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My assignment is the period 1945-1965, or if possible, to
somewhat nearer the present. I have completed over 200 pages of
double-spaced typewritten text. It is very doubtful what the fate will
be of what I have written. Francie wants me to face the facts and
throw it over. I am approaching that view but am not quite ready to
abandon a job that I think I have done well so far.

1980 Events

After our return from Christmas with Bob and his family, life in
Los Angeles returned to its standard level. Our first delight was the
arrival on my birthday, February 11, of our wonderful daughter
Barbara for a short vacation. To interest her and ourselves we drove,
with Barb at the wheel, to San Diego, where we lunched in the Old
Town. Here a quadrangle of little shops surrounded the open-air
restaurant. Seated in its delightful places, we could drink tequila
collins while admiring the gay color of the ships in a warm California
sunshine—a perfect moment. When this was over we drove to
explore the famed Mission Bay where Seaworld soon enticed us to
enter (for a high price) and were delighted by many of the array of
delights—a Japanese lake and surrounding a show where behind a
glass wall lovely girls swam (with air tanks inconspicuously on their
backs) ballet-fashion and soon having porpoises as partners.

The next morning California weather failed us—it was raining!
Nevertheless Barb wanted to go to the zoo—which we did and took
the bus ride through it. The rain caused the animals to retreat into
corners of their areas but made more prominent the magnificent
flora, which is even more impressive than the animals. After this ride
and a lunch, I sat in my wheelchair in the drenching rain while the
girls explored the gift shops. My soaking in several days brought on a
nasty cold, but not until Barb had gone north to visit Bob.

A nice evening of Barb’s visit was a Thursday—we took her for
dinner at her favorite restaurant, Senor Pico’s , followed by going to
the Shubert Theater to see “Evita,” a widely acclaimed musical which
we found deeply impressive. The last event of her stay was a dinner
at Le Cellier for Barb, Francie and me, supplemented by Jack and
Sally Field and Jeff and Bernice Jeffrey—a quietly pleasant
socialization.

The next day I felt terrible so Francie took Barb to the airport
and saw her off for her northern trip.

After a week characterized by car trouble and failure of the auto
club to respond to our calls because the rain greatly overloaded their
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service and the spending of some $300 for car repairs, we finally got
set to respond on Saturday to the invitation of the Amachers to visit
them again in their house overlooking Golita and the ocean from the
San Marcos Trout Club, of which Peter is president. After a pleasant
dinner Peter played the Dreigroschenoper the records for which we had
brought along. They were duly impressed by its sophisticated
simplicity and chatting text.

On the following morning Peter took all of us for a long ride up
the road in the Canyon del Refugio north of 101 at the Refugio State
Beach. The road was rather bad but the scenery most delightful as we
crossed the Santa Inez Mountains and descended its northern face.
All went well except that in the last mile, where we were to cross the
Santa Inez River, we found the bridge was missing. So we had to
retrace our steps, wading through the streams which crossed our way
fifteen times. We returned slowly to 101 and then went to Santa
Barbara, where we treated the Amachers to lunch in a pleasant
Mexican restaurant. Then we drove home somewhat distressed by
Francie getting sleepy as she drove, but with cold water, licorice
candy, peppermints, Doublemint gum and towelettes we kept her
awake enough to drive home on dry roads—much rain was to follow.

In a momentary burst of sunshine we went to the airport to
welcome a figure from out of my childhood—Glenna Taylor, one of
the group of young people adopted by my strange Aunt Maude in
Vancouver. Glenna was the youngest of the five girls in the house,
and the one who managed her relations with Aunt Maude most
successfully. She was the only one of the five to have a standard
marriage and family. Her visit seemingly brought on more rain so we
were pretty much confined to the house for the four days she
remained with us. On the last day we took her over to Claremont to
meet my cousin Gladys Howson. They had met as youths, but not
again until they were both over 80. It was quite successful, but
Glenna, sorry in spirit as she was, was not very gracious, not even
thanking Francie for the long hard wet ride back to our house, nor
did she say anything nice about the music I played for her. We were
happy to take her to the airport and have our lives to ourselves again.

One day late in March Barb phoned us ecstatically to tell us that
she and Ken had been assigned a newborn baby for adoption. They
had long awaited this moment. Several days later they flew to the
capital of the state, Bismarck, where the adoption organization was
located. There they were given a three-week-old baby girl, who
fulfilled all of Barb’s hopes. She is big, well advanced behaviorally, a
little brunette but clearly north European in origin. They brought her
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then to Grand Forks where Barb had accumulated a host of baby
things—and Barb became a mother!

The baby’s birth parents were both high school students of
German descent, Catholic—which prevented their use of abortion.
Probably Barb’s decision to become a Catholic, together with the
high educational standards of their home, helped make the birth
parents choose the Carlsons as foster parents.

Barb then summoned us to come and see the baby, our fifth
grandchild, Christine or Christie. So we flew to Grand Forks, were
met by Barb and taken to their house and shown the baby. She was
really a thoroughly delightful infant who, during our four-day stay,
obviously grew and developed in what she could do. Francie attended
one of the three showers Barb was given for the baby—and she
brought home vast quantities of baby clothes and other gear.

After a short stay we flew back to Los Angeles and drove home.
As I was walking into the house, my right brace knee lock failed to
function and I fell with all my weight on my right knee. It caused a
tremendous pain, which after about ten minutes became tolerable
and I got into bed. Obviously something was wrong in the right knee.
The next day being Easter Sunday, we didn’t try to get into the
hospital, but did so on Monday. There X-rays revealed fractures of
the crest of the tibia and of the neck of the fibula, but fractures about
as small as possible. Nevertheless, Dr. John Moreland, who took
charge of my treatment, applied a “cast-brace” of a much lighter
material than previously used. I was in the hospital just over a week,
with little more than bed care. Here I completed a collection of the
short works of Conrad, a history of Nantucket by Edwin Hoyt, and a
history of biochemical concepts by our excellent friend, Henry
Leicester, a work of wonderful insight and wealth of material in its
field, filling in the rather fragmentary knowledge I possessed before
reading this work.

My first sortie was instigated by Peter Amacher—an invitation to
join one of the Kroc foundation’s conferences in their delightful
headquarters in the Santa Ynez Valley and spent two nights with the
Amachers. It all worked out nicely except that Francie began to
develop an unidentified painful disorder, which made her driving
home quite unpleasant. But this did not last long.

The next few months were without notable events. Barb’s baby
thrived and developed nicely, as shown by the pictures she sent us.
We had an episode with a young man who offered himself as a
gardener and was hired as such. Although well able to carry heavy
things up our hill, he proved unable to learn anything about care of
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the plants and, under justified criticism by Francie, finally quit. We
were glad to be rid of him.

In the early summer we became aware that our fortieth wedding
anniversary was approaching. So we phoned Bob, who immediately
undertook to organize an appropriate celebration. He was in
Cambridge for the summer so that Bron’s relations with employers in
that city could be accommodated. Betty, of course, was nearby in
Lexington, and he paid Barb’s airfare with her baby to join us. We
flew to Boston on August 8, Bob met us and took us to his
Cambridge house on Brattle Street. On the following morning,
Francie and I toured on foot the Brattle Street area, including the
Longfellow Park.

In the afternoon we were joined by Betty and her children and
by Barb and her baby, whom Betty had picked up the previous
evening. Thus all our blood descendants, with the exception of
Christopher, who was at a summer camp, were for the first time
gathered in Bob’s wonderful backyard where we ate and drank in the
warm sunshine. The kids played in the gymnastic equipment in the
yard and Annie showed her wonderful skill therein, while the adults
chatted and watched. Barb’s baby Christine was admired by all—it
celebrated her admission to the family.

Late in the afternoon we adjourned to prepare for the
celebratory dinner at a wharf in Boston Harbor, a wonderfully
appropriate spot because all the adults except Barb had met there in
the 1960s for a wonderful dinner. Now the offspring added to the
group, which greatly increased its size. The grandchildren behaved
very well—a minimum of noise even from Christine, only about six
months old. She was in every way a great success. Bob arranged it
and picked up the bill.

Sunday at breakfast something wonderful occurred: Annie had
been given, while they were in Israel, an illustrated storybook based
on the Old Testament. She had studied it all on her own and at
breakfast she offered to answer questions on the events related
therein. Bob, Francie and I bombarded her: What was the name of
the man whose wife was turned to salt? The Jews in Babylon visiting
the emperor were Shadrack, Mishak—who was the third? She
answered all of them immediately and correctly. We were astonished.

In the afternoon Betty brought her kids and Barbie and
Christine over to pick up Frances and me to drive around historical
areas winding up with ice cream confections in a charming little
town. We treated Betty to dinner with her offspring.
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Monday morning the second part of our trip began. Bob drove
us to the Hertz office in Cambridge where our Ford Granada was
ready for us. He then guided us to get out of Cambridge’s tangle of
streets and we were on our way, headed up the Maine coast to get
into New Brunswick and then Nova Scotia, the Cape Breton
National Park being our goal.

Our first goal was to get onto Highway 128, the circle drive
around the Boston area. When we came to National Highway 1, we
turned north and followed the coast fairly closely. While still in
Massachusetts, we passed into Newbury Port, a charming town
redolent of the early 1780s. Here we explored the business area on
foot, Francie visiting many attractive shops. Finally we found here a
perfectly adequate lunch stop.

Resuming our trip north on Highway 1, we passed through the
short bit of New Hampshire and entered Maine. Here we began to be
aware that the delays in going through the small towns were
threatening our reaching our destination on time, so we moved over
to Interstate 95, a real highway, which took us through Portland
without any traffic delays. But inadequate signs let us get onto 95
headed for the interior of Maine instead of following the coast, so
soon as we were aware of our error we took a local road, which
headed east to get onto US 1. It was after six before we got onto
Maine 27, which took us to Boothbay Harbor—where we planned
our first overnight stop. We chose the location because of an earlier
delightful visit with Bob and Bron in 1966.

It took us another hour to locate our motel in the eastern part of
the town. We found the Rocktide Motel, which kept our reserved
spot for us in spite of our late arrival, nearly 8 p.m. We were assigned
to pleasant quarters with a porch from which we could look over the
busy harbor. And it provided a definitely charming dinner—but not
in the elite dining room.

Tuesday morning, after a wonderful breakfast and a last look at
the Harbor, we drove north to regain Highway 1, where we
continued our trip along the Maine coast, although in this part we
were over 10 miles inland. By noon we had reached Rockport, where
we explored the business district of the town built in the early 1880s
and well preserved in the style of those days. It is still an active port.
Here we lunched and then set out to find a bathroom—which
proved to be involved, but finally led us successfully to the basement
of one of the city hall buildings.

Resuming our travel along the west coast of the Penobscot Bay
we reached Belfast, where we were scheduled to stop. Following the
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recommendations of our motel staff we went to a restaurant on the
pier in the city’s harbor. Here we were given places on the porch of
the restaurant, where we were joined by a couple also waiting for
dinner. We struck up a conversation with them. The man turned out
to be a member of the staff of the World Bank—and they were as
cultured and informed as this fact suggested. We got quite pleasantly
involved with them and gladly accepted their suggestion we have
dinner together. Here double martinis enlivened him. After a
delightful meal he insisted on putting my wheelchair into the trunk of
our car but, perhaps because of the double martinis, he was unable to
succeed, and which Francie did.

The next morning we resumed our trip, this time an unusually
short lap taking us only to Ellsworth, where we found our lodging in
the yard of an ancient boarding house. It was mid-morning so we
decided on a side trip to the Blue Hills area south of Highway 1.
After some wandering on the narrow but good road of this peninsula,
we found in the town of Blue Hill a delightful restaurant so far below
the road level that I had to sit my way down the staircase. But it was
worth the trouble as it turned out to be the most elegant eating place
of our trip. After lunch we drove south to the tip of the peninsula at
Naskeag, where we had a fine view of the ocean and the islands
around us. Returning to Ellsworth, we found a place for dinner
which was satisfactory but not as elegant as that in which we had
lunched.

From Ellsworth the next day we completed our traversing of the
Maine coast by reaching Calais (pronounced KAL-ACE by its
inhabitants), just across the St. Croix River from Canada’s New
Brunswick. Here our lodging, Haslin’s Motel, was the most delightful
in all our American lodgings.

The crossing of the American-Canadian border the next day was
for those of us headed north involving a brief series of questions and
a pleasant on-your-way by the Canadian immigration officer. But the
line of cars headed south was horrific, moving slowly into the United
States, because of immigration procedures. So we happily entered
New Brunswick Highway (running along the northwest coast of the
Bay of Fundy. Around noon we reached the well-organized and busy
restaurant overlooking the Saint John River, remarkable for the
reversal of flow over rapids caused by the large Bay of Fundy tides.

After a trying effort to get back on Highway 1, we headed
northeast on Highway 2 through country not really different from
that of Maine. Late in the afternoon we reached Sussex, where we
had reservations for the night. All worked out delightfully, especially
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when we found our motel had a lounge where we could have drinks
and get into interesting conversation with a variety of Canadians, all
interested in us because we were from California. We learned much
about local problems and adventures. They were all rather easy going
and most helpful and fun to talk to.

Leaving Sussex by a side road headed for the Fundy National
Park, we passed through rolling green hills and pleasant villages. The
Park, of course, took its origin from the famous tides on the Bay of
Fundy—which, our friends at Sussex told us, have become much less
in amplitude in the last few years. The timetable of the tides, which
we had picked up, gave us no chance of seeing it. Francie walked
down a steep path to the beach here on the Bay of Fundy but was
not particularly impressed by its quietness.

After lunch at the little town of Alma at the exit from the Park
we continued northward not far from the Bay. The route took us
through the busy and good-sized town of Moncton, close to the
border with Nova Scotia. But here, as in some many parts of Nova
Scotia, the signs were painfully few and inadequate to guide us
through complex highways to our next stopping place, Ambherst,
particularly because it started raining now and then. As daylight faded
we reached Ambherst and, with the guidance of a little boy in town,
found our satisfactory motel. Finding a place for dinner led
eventually to discovery just outside of town of a large Holiday Inn,
with an impressive dining room. Here I noticed at a nearby table a
man wearing a kilt. I could not avoid going over to him and thanking
him for so clearly emphasizing the Scottish influence implied by the
name of the province, Nova Scotia. He seemed pleased to be so
noticed and we got into a very pleasant conversation. He explained
that he was a member of a Nova Scotia militia regiment which
sported a kilted uniform and rejoice in a pipes-and-drums band.
When I recited part of an ancient Scottish patriotic song, which was
on a record we had way back in the 20th century teens from a poem
of Robert Burns

Scots what have we Wallace bled
Scots where Bruce has often led
On to victory

He was very astonished and pleased. (I'm not sure about the spelling
here.)

The next day was occupied by heading eastward through the
low-lying farming country of Nova Scotia. By lunchtime we reached
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the ancient town of Pictou, where the only eating place we could fine
turned out to be the worst in the whole trip. But the food was edible.
In the late afternoon we reached and crossed the causeway which
connects Cape Breton Island (our goal) with the mainland. Our motel
here was impressive.

Our next route took us around the west coast of the Island,
which gave us many bays flanked by good-sized hills. The weather,
which up to the point had been dry but overcast, improved to bright
sunshine—so we mentioned to people we met that we had brought it
for them from California. After a wonderful day’s ride we reached
Cheticamp, just outside the Cape Breton Highland National Park.
The place where we had diner was ample, a bit rustic and simple, had
a staff unusually cordial and helpful. The proprietor insisted on
getting me in my wheelchair all the way across the road up steep
steps to the restaurant—and back, both for dinner and breakfast.
This helpfulness was prevalent in these parts.

Tuesday we headed into the famous Park. It is a great tableland
raised above the ocean, covered on top by many ranges of small hills.
But at its edges there were sharp hills leading down to points and
bays on the water. It is an interesting and impressive landscape. To a
westerner it lacks the grandeur easterners see in it. But it was
decidedly worth visiting. And here Francie began her deep interest in
local folk arts and stopped at many craft shops on our way.

In the late afternoon we passed through the industrialized area
of Sydney, then drove to the easternmost part of Cape Breton Island.
Here we settled for the night at Louisbourg, a small town close to the
great French fortress begun in 1719 to defend French interests in the
St. Lawrence Gulf area, including especially cod fishing. It changed
hands several times before becoming permanently Canadian.

At our motel we were befriended by a young man who turned
out to be a chief steward of freighters, taking a year’s vacation. He
insisted on the following morning in guiding us through the fortress,
to which we happily agreed. So for the whole morning we traversed
the great structure, watched a military drill in old French costumes,
prowled around the Governotr’s quarters and chapel, and visited
many of the supporting structures, especially the vegetable gardens
where Francie was happy to find teenagers tending the well-laid-out
plants. This was one of the highlights of our trip, if not the highest.

So the southward retreat began, taking us off Cape Breton
Island. One helpful but amazing thing was consummated here. On
our way north at Port Hastings, just on the edge of the Island,
Francie left a bundle of clothes to be laundered in a shopping center.
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Then as we came back from going around the island the laundry was
ready for us, done up white and crisp.

So we went via the causeway back onto the Mainland of Nova
Scotia, soon reaching Antigonish, our overnight stop at this town
which houses an impressive Catholic university. Then we drove
southeast over the province’s coast, on the way to Halifax. We came
unknowingly onto the Sherbrooke Village, a worthy and successful
effort to revive and rebuild a village of the previous century. There
we had lunch at a charming teahouse with all the appurtenances of
those older days.

We soon reached the east coastline of Nova Scotia and followed
it all the way down to Dartmouth where we rather easily found our
Holiday Inn, where we stayed two nights. On the day between we
took a guided bus tour of the City of Halifax, the capital of the
province and one we had often heard of. It was more than usually
pleasant with many educational institutions and parks, with a climax
in the great fortress which dominates the city from a hill.

Leaving Halifax, we departed from Highway 3 along the
southeast coast of the province to visit Peggy’s Cove, a small fishing
village perched on rock jetting into the ocean nakedly. Here Francie
roamed several craft shops before our passing through a series of
delightful little ports before we returned to Highway 3 again on the
coast to Ship Harbor, the most southerly of our stops in Canada.
From here the road turned north and a bit west to take us to the
vicinity of Yarmouth. Several miles out of town we located the
Manor Inn, where we had reservations. It had been the private
mansion of a Canadian Commodore who built this colonial mansion
on four acres of beautifully landscaped rolling country. We had
dinner in the mansion’s dining room, with much delightful ceremony
as well as good food. This was by far the most elegant motel we
visited in Canada and appropriately the last for our trip.

The next morning we drove into Yarmouth, the southernmost
major port of Nova Scotia, from which we were to take a car ferry all
the way to Bar Harbor, greatly reducing the distance to return to
Cambridge. We found the ferry didn’t leave until 4:30 p.m. so we had
much time to explore the area—which turned up nothing remarkable.
About 3:00 p.m. we took our place on the Ferry Terminal and in due
course went aboard the Bluemke 11, a ship rather than a ferry because
of its large size and the many cars and people it carried. Our voyage
was smooth, even though we were in the open Atlantic. It grew dark
and it was 11:30 before we docked in Bar Harbor. It was a slow
process getting our car out of the ship, but the American
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Immigration and Customs office was very cordial and speedy in
getting us through. After a lot of driving around in Bar Harbor we
finally found our motel and settled down to be back in the U.S.

The next was the last morning on the trip. For breakfast we
drove onto the freeway system and stopped for a very ordinary
breakfast at one of Howard Johnson’s restaurants. On emerging from
the area to go back onto Highway 1, we were scolded for making an
illegal U-turn on the freeway. Francie argued effectively that this was
an unfair rule and finally got the officer to agree. We paid a $1.75
service charge for getting us on our way. We drove along the coast
where there were many beaches and stopped for lunch in one of the
towns, Hampton Beach in New Hampshire. We had a table with a
view of the promenade and the beach. On it strolled many swimsuit-
attired people of all sizes and ages—only a few of whom could be
called attractive. There was little sign of gaiety—just of contentment.

From there we were soon back in Massachusetts and faced with
the problem of getting into the business district of Cambridge and
the Hertz office, where our car was to be turned in and paid over
$500 for it. It was not easy, for correspondence between our road
maps and road signs was by no means complete. But eventually we
reached our destination. Here a phone call to our Betty brought her
and her son Eugene to Hertz, loaded up our belongings and then she
took us to a huge Howard Johnson motel which she had reserved
and paid for. After we got settled she took us to one of her favorite
Hungarian restaurants where we picked up the heavy check. Then
back to the motel where we found a bar-coffee shop open where we
drank and chatted for the rest of the evening. While we adults talked,
Eugene drew a picture of the human skeleton in the standing
position. It was fantastically detailed and accurate in proportions,
better than I could have drawn it. He gave it to us and was rewarded
with the tallest possible ice-cream soda. Later we showed the picture
to Dr. Tom Sawyer, a friend who is chief gross anatomist at UCLA.
He was amazed and could only fine one error—the fibula was on the
wrong side of the tibia in both legs.

We said our farewells to Betty and Eugene that evening for we
taxied to the airport the next morning and had a quiet, uneventful
ride home—so ending a really impressive vacation. It rounded out
much of my knowledge of my native land and its people who pleased
us with their hospitality and help.

After a relatively uneventful fall, our Christmas plans began to
come to fruition. Francie’s expeditions to buy presents for all the
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family and close friends were done in summer-like weather—full
sunshine and temperatures in the 80° F.

On December 23 we got on a Northwest Orient flight to
Minneapolis, where we transferred to a Grand Forks-headed plane.
Ken was at the airport to meet and greet us. He drove us to their
house where the great moment of meeting our Barb and her
Christine, a happy, warm-hearted vigorous young lady of 10 months
of age. We were delighted with her many activities, which point
toward a very good life for her in the future.

We were escorted to the new apartment in the basement of the
house. Ken had designed and constructed this area into a really
delightful area: one large living room with real fireplace, much used
during our visit, a bathroom, many storage areas and, best of all, a
little wet bar” where Ken made wonderful pina coladas for us—the
summit of hospitality. The only drawback was the flight of steep
stairs which I could only ascend or descend on my rear end.

The next day was consumed with final preparations for
Christmas, while I, unable to help, read the paperback I had brought
along, Hoyt’s The Battle of Leyte Gulf, a part of the Japanese-American
naval efforts in World War II. It was very informative and painful to
appreciate.

Christmas morning the Carlsons descended into our room and
we opened our stockings with their small-but-fun presents. After
breakfast we settled down around the delightfully decorated
Christmas tree almost buried in gaily-wrapped presents. Of those
most were for Christine who was overwhelmed but happy. Some of
the presents from Bob and Bron had arrived from Madison where
they celebrated with Bron’s excellent parents. I received from them
Britten’s Requiem and two works by Tippett. Everybody was richly
rewarded and almost overwhelmed by the generosity we all showed
each other. The day ended with a fine turkey dinner made by Barb,
with Francie’s assistance. Christmas music was omnipresent and
appreciated. The day ended with the playing of the Festival of
Lessons and Carols from one of the Cambridge colleges, concluding
with a heartfelt performance of “Adeste Fideles”!

After Christmas we stayed on three more happy days, during
which we were taken to the Turtle River Park where we saw the trees
standing gaunt leafless in the snow, a marked contrast to the gay
greenery of the spring and summer visits. Ken also took us on the
tour through the Rehabilitation Hospital where he and Barb work. It
seemed most richly provided with equipment for diagnosis and
treatment of all sorts of disabilities man is heir to. On another
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occasion we were taken again to their great shopping center, where
Barb and Francie went for clothes, while 1 found a record store
where I was able to acquire several fine recordings using the $25 Barb
and Ken gave me for Christmas for that specific purpose. One of
them brought me a work by Mozart, the Alleluia from an Exultate, an
old 78 of which I had many eons ago and very much desired. Our
part in all this was to take all five of us to the Windmill Restaurant
for a post-Christmas dinner, which was delightful. And Christine
behaved almost perfectly in her place.

On the morning of December 29 Barb came to tell us the time
was 5:15! We rushed up for early breakfast, final packing, and after
warm farewells we were taken by Ken to the airport for our flight to
Minneapolis was due to leave at 7 a.m. on Republic Airlines. It was
long after 7:40 before we took off—and so missed our connection
for Los Angeles in Minneapolis. However, we were put on standby
for an 11 a.m. flight which we got and had an uneventful voyage to
Los Angeles. We had some difficulty at the LA Airport with our
baggage but finally got our car out of parking and drove home where
everything was in order. A delightful holiday celebration!

Events of 1981

Through the first six weeks of the new year of 1981 little
happened. Betty and Barb had birthdays and Christine had her first.
But in February my eightieth birthday arrived—an occasion of some
concern to the family, and to me a time to look back over my life—I
concluded that it had been a reasonably successful one in all respects
thanks to many episodes of good fortune—enough to make me
wonder whether there was with me a guardian angel or some
beneficent spirit. The top good fortunes were: my childhood home,
my excellent education, my early appointment to a faculty position at
Stanford University, the acceptance by Francie of my offer of
marriage, and her wonderful performance in that role in spite of her
porphyria and finally our fantastically wonderful children. If I have a
guardian angel, he has taken in turn those figures who influenced my
fate for the better. They are: Ben Nichols, who gave me joyous trips
every Sunday, loaded with historical information and who joined my
mother in reinforcing my knowledge and joy in classical music;
Maurice Tainter, a Stanford medical student turned pharmacologist,
who recommended me for a job in medical research which was the
basis of my later appointment in physiology; and Jack Field, who
after many years as a colleague at Stanford brought me to UCLA and
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set me on the final course therein. Many others helped but these
three were most effective in promoting my professional and social
life. And no such account would be complete without mention of the
role music has played on my life, mostly through the phonograph,
but supplemented by the listening groups of friends who joined me
for evenings of music. Among them the greatest was Waldo
Ferguson, now unfortunately deceased.

To celebrate this, my 80th birthday, Francie organized a party of
some thirty friends on February 28". She enrolled the help of our son
Bob, who brought his family down from Stanford for the event—he
served effectively as bartender. The other great helper was Robert
Lindsay, who catered the party, providing all sorts of good edibles.
Of course Francie made many things to eat as well as serving as
coordinator of the whole. Tom Sawyer was asked by Francie to
propose a toast to me—which he did warmly—and shortly
afterwards sent me an account of his statement which is appended
hereto. It was my duty to reply to his toast. I thanked him and
everybody for coming and celebrating so delightfully. I stated my
current life was very busy with wonderful things to do, but gave
Francie credit for a great deal of my happiness. I then went on to say
that entering the 80th year produced an aura something like that
when one was promoted from associate to full professor, perhaps
proposing that emeriti completing their 60s should be called
Assistant Emeriti, those in their 70s Associate Emeriti and those over
80 full Emeriti. This drew a small laugh. I concluded by saying that I
hoped for an invitation to the 80th birthdays from all present! The
party was a great success, judging by both the remarks of the guests
as they left and letters of thanks we received from a nice handful of
those there.

Editors’ Postscript

Victor and Francie made a long-planned train trip across Canada
in July 1981. Victor felt worse and worse during the trip. As they
approached a planned stop in Grand Forks, he became seriously ill
and arrangements were made to remove him there to an ambulance.
He died the next day, apparently from an embolism secondary to
colon cancer.

Francie enjoyed a remarkably successful life as a widow until
October 1992, when she developed liver cancer and suffered a
massive cerebral thrombosis after surgery. She was totally disabled
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for the rest of her life. She was moved to a nursing home in Grand
Forks in January 1994 and died there in February.











