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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF ROBERT E. SLOAN

INTRODUCTION

At the time I write this (August 1995 to April 1996) | am a full Professor of Geology, at the
University of Minnesota in Minneapolis, who has taught geology to some 18,000 students, trained
some 3000 people to shoot, collected many hundreds of thousands of fossils, written some 90
professional papers, 4 books, 80 articles on narrow gauge railroad history and model railroading,
and 10 pieces of teaching software. | have produced 13 Ph.D. students, most of whom are now
professors themselves and 17 master’s students who are professional geologists. | will teach at the
drop of a hat, usually without notes, and usually by telling stories. | have never been bored since |
learned to read. | have been married to the same very exciting woman for 42 years and have two
daughters, two nieces and two nephews. | will not have any grandchildren, so | will be remembered
only professionally, by my students and my nieces’ and nephews’ children. | have been very pleased
with my choice of paleontology as a career, it isn’t everyone who has gotten to do as an adult just
what he wanted to do as a child.

I was blessed with high intelligence, a great memory, both verbal and visual, developed fully
three-dimensional thinking, became a story teller of some renown, and so have had some success in
my chosen career. While retyping my great grandfather Evan Wiggle’s autobiography, | decided it
was time to write my own. It is for several uses: some of it is for my family and the endless detail
about new and valuable fossils may bore them, but it is also for my colleagues at the University of
Minnesota to give a record of events that otherwise will disappear. The family stuff may bore them.

I have been interested in the evolution of mammals and have studied, in particular, the late
Cretaceous and Paleocene fauna of Montana. | have also investigated factors leading to the
extinction of dinosaurs. | am an acknowledged authority on Paleocene terrestrial stratigraphy in
North America. | maintain a long-term interest in the stratigraphy and faunas of the Ordovician of
southeastern Minnesota. Currently, I am investigating the biostratigraphy, evolution, and extinction of
the trilobites of the Ordovician of the Upper Mississippi Valley region

My mind is analytical. It works in ways it appears many of my students’ simply cannot. As
an example, when I would design a locomotive kit, I would carefully construct the entire locomotive
in my mind, going through every single operation mentally before | even started drawing parts or
writing instructions. | mentally saw every single stage in the construction, and used that to help
design the parts so that others would not have problems with the kit. Having completed the order
of operations, | would then write the instructions even before | got the finished parts back from my
producers. | very rarely had to revise them after the parts arrived and | built the pilot model. The
same thing applies to my habit of lecturing without notes. | have the entire course in my mind, as a
set of concepts to be covered in a particular order. When I have finished with one concept, | then
go on to the next, and simply explain them, usually with stories of how the ideas came to be
developed. The point is to stress just how ideas develop, that they do not come full blown out of
someone’s mind, fully developed like Minerva from the brow of Jove. It does help that all this is
organized in my mind so that one concept automatically suggests the next. My mind works like a
disk drive so that as | read something new and exciting, it automatically gets introduced into the
correct place in the sequence. The next time | teach the new material is in the right place, the
obsolete material is edited out, but not forgotten, at least not right away. What this means is that |
have never given the same course twice. As | lecture, I sense how the material is getting across, by
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carefully watching certain students, to see by their expressions whether the material is getting across.
I pick these students by watching to see just who is paying attention among the students in the front
rows. | generally just maintain eye contact with the students in the far back of the room, many of
whom are simply serving time.

Sources for this epistle are my field notes, university personel file, National Guard 201 file,
birth certificate, passports, university vita, Olson’s Autobiography, Bretz’s history of the Chicago
Geology department, Schwartz’s 1972 history of Geology at Minnesota, my publications, family
letters, and of course my memory which is very good for trivia.

..SINCE | LEARNED TO READ

CHILDHOOD

I was born on July 17, 1929 in Champaign, lllinois at Burnham City Hospital. My folks, Jess
Evan Sloan and Fairy Precious Schwartz Sloan were then living at 1015 West Main, Urbana lllinois,
the twin city to Champaign. Dad was a student in Electrical Engineering at the University of Illinois.
In effect | was the firstborn, since my elder brother had died of meningitis at 7 months. My brother
Dale Norman Sloan was also born in Champaign on August 1st 1931. When | was about two, |
was visiting my Schwartz grandfolks in LeRoy. My uncle Norman had filled a cup of kerosene and
left it on the table in the kitchen. The cup was the same type of cup I normally used, I grabbed the
cup and drank it all before anyone could stop me. My mother made me vomit right away, but my
stomach and esophagus were badly damaged. For several years all I could keep down was
Ovaltine, and I was a very sickly kid until I was about 8 or 10. At 16 | could not run 600 yards. My
altitude limit is not far above 10,000 feet, and it is only with great difficulty and many rest breaks that
I could walk up a mountain slope, even when | was in my 20’s, let alone when | was 51 or 64. |
have no memory of the kerosene event, my first memories are of playing in a chicken wire pen in
the backyard and of digging cicada (17 year locust) molted shells from the hollow base of a tree in
the front yard.

Another early memory from Champaign is watching a movie, Tony Sarg’s 1933 production
of “Alice in Wonderland” in which Paramount stars had bit parts wearing heavy rubber costumes
matching the Tenniel drawings. Edward Everett Horton, W.C. Fields and Jack Oakie were all there,
Gary Cooper played a bit part as the “White Knight” in a very early role. My only other early
memory is of being carried on my Dad’s shoulders at the Chicago World’s Fair in 1932, | was
higher than 1 had ever been, and | remember two things vividly. One was walking under the neck
of the life-sized Brontosaurus in the Sinclair exhibit, and looking up at that head so very much taller
than I was, the other was looking at a display of Dimetrodon and Edaphosaurus, mammal-like-reptiles
from the Permian of Texas in another oil company exhibit. This event may have been the initial
impetus to my career. My memories of this event were affirmed exactly when | found a book by
Donald Glut on dinosaurs in popular culture in which photos of the exhibits were given. On the
grounds of the fair there were touring busses made of blue tractors and white semi-trailers with
open sides, longitudinal seats, low to the ground and with fringes on the sides. Norm and | had
some toy models of these trucks and trailers that lasted throughout most of our childhood. | grew
up in the depths of the depression, we never had much but used books were always available.

Pop never did get his degree in Electrical Engineering, the Depression, working full time
with two kids stopped it. In 1933, Jess could no longer afford to continue working in Champaign,
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so he quit and leaving Fairy and the boys there, went back to work at the main headquarters of
Montgomery Wards on the near north side of Chicago. There he saw his old boss, Adam Williams
who has been promoted to Chief Electrician on the retirement of Mr. Wilberham, the former Chief
Electrician. The only work Adam had for Jess was part-time work at 65 cents an hour bossing a
crew of 50 laborers cleaning and painting the entire mail order house. The laborers got 25 cents an
hour. Jess, despite the “part-time” job, worked 11 hours a day for a year. At the end of that time
he was put on permanent payroll at a slightly greater salary where he remained for 5 years. He
stayed at Wards in the Electrical department until his retirement in June of 1966, at age 65, a total of
33 years continuous employment at Wards plus the earlier 4 or 5 years before he left school for the
last time.

In 1934, Fairy and the family moved to a rented house at 5619 Trumbull Avenue, about a
mile east of the Chicago Midway airport. They stayed at that house until January 1937. Next door
to us there was a family with a boy, Billy, about the age of Norm and I. He was our main playmate
those years. Because | was sickly, Mom kept me out of Kindergarten, | did enroll at the local
elementary school for the first year and a half. While living there we were often taken over to
Midway to watch the planes take off and land. Sometime about the time we moved, Dad and
Mom took us over to Midway Airport, then the main airport for Chicago, and we were given a ride
in a big blue Fokker Trimotor, taken out of regular airline service after being replaced by the new
Douglas DC3. It was a short ride, perhaps 15 minutes and | can remember vividly the views of
Chicago at dusk.

In January 1937 our folks purchased a tiny one story house without a basement at 10147
South Wallace Street in Fernwood, from an old friend, Dacy Neece. The house was cheap, and Jess
figured they could expand and remodel it. Over the next four or five years Jess and Fairy’s brother
Norman jacked up the house, and hand dug out a basement out of the stiff blue clay of Glacial Lake
Chicago, built a new concrete block foundation, poured a new floor, and installed a new coal
furnace. Bob remembers carving figures out of the clay, and building toys from the piles of scrap
wood. They were remodeling that house clear into the late 1940’s, one of the first projects was
completely replacing the stairway to the attic which we used as additional rooms. Mom had fallen at
the top of the very steep stairs with 8 inch risers and 6 inch treads. She fell down the complete flight
of stairs. precipititating the complete redoing of the front rooms of the house, for a new stairs.
Later they raised the roof about 4 feet, adding a second story instead of the attic and later added a
kitchen. Fernwood was a small neighborhood of Chicago, which was originally a stubborn
independent suburb completely surrounded by the big city for several years before being annexed.

We had several door to door peddlers that came around regularly. There was fruit and
vegetable man who used a horse drawn wagon for several years before switching to a truck. For
several years we had an ice box instead of an electric refrigerator. We would put a square card in the
front window with the number of pounds of ice we needed pointed up. The amounts were 25, 50,
75 or 100. Then he would use his tongs to pick up the block of ice, hoist it over his shoulder on a
leather pad, and carry it into the kitchen and put it in the top of the ice box. Once as week a junk
man would come around looking for scraps for recycling. His call as he drove up the alley was
“Rags-O-Lia”, an abbreviation for Rags Old Iron.

Fernwood was a middle class neighborhood, where the men went to work wherever, and
the wives stayed home to raise the kids and keep the house. It was an urban equivalent of the
modern suburbs. There was a major shopping area, Roseland another annexed town, about a mile
east of Fernwood. Lots were mostly 25 feet wide but most houses were on two lots. Every one
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burned coal, and had a coal bin, ashes had to be carried up the basement stairs to the alley for
pickup. We produced about two bushel baskets of ashes a week, I did the hauling. 1 also did the
grocery shopping, our folks ran a tab at the local store. | do remember being told to ask my folks
for some money for the bill. There were inevitable errors, | remember bring home expensive
ground steak instead of cheap ground beef, at the time | couldn’t remember the difference, I did
thereafter. | also took the coal money to the Van der Meer coal yard about a half mile away.

| transfered to Fernwood Elementary School for grade 2B. The teacher had each of us bring
a wooden matchbox full of buttons to school for counting in mathematics, | was indignant, |
already knew how to count, add and subtract. There were several kids in the area that we played
with throughout our childhood. They were Eston and Lois Ellis who lived just to our south, Donny
Matthews who lived directly across the street, and Stewart Woodward who lived to our north. We
played all the usual kid games, but chiefly alley baseball, and street football. The baseball was a big
softball that was so soft, the pitcher had to squeeze it back to round after each pitch. | preferred
baseball to football and still do. After I went to college, I lost touch with most of them except
Stewart.

Dad’s cousin and foster sister Mary Lowe and her husband Ed worked for the Royal
American Shows, a traveling carnival outfit. \When young she had been a stunt person, riding a
hinney (cross between a donkey jenny and a horse stallion) bareback off a diving board into a tank
of water. When Norm and | were about 9 and 11, the carnival came to a field about a mile away.
and we were invited over to their trailer for a few days of continuous carnival. She did ornamental
glass work, and he made and repaired all the neon signs for the show. We had free passes for all the
rides and had a great time. Many years later when our girls were a little bit younger than Norm and
I had been, Mary and Ed were at the Minnesota State Fair, and our girls had the same treat.

Another relative that had us over many times were Aunt lda Richards, and her daughter Mary
Richards Roland. Both were widows by then. Aunt Ida was the sister of my grandmother Ella Mae
Sloan Wiggle. Her husband Uncle John built the counterpart of a modern recreational vehicle on a
truck in the late 1930’s. May’s husband Don Roland was a naval officer and was killed in 1942 in a
sinking on the Murmansk run in WWII. When we visited we played pinochle all day long and had a
great time. Mom was once frustrated with Norm and said “I’d sell him for a penny with a hole in
it!”, Aunt Ida looked in her purse, and sure enough had a penny with a hole in it, and ever after
claimed Norm as her own.

Mary Roland owned a cabin on Silver Lake near Tomahawk Wisconsin. Many of her friends
and relatives borrowed it for summer vacations. In about 1940 and 1941 we were given the use of
it for two weeks both summers. Fairy’s parents joined us along with Uncle Norman, they brought
along their homemade rowboat, the “Mary Ann” Our folks fished during the day and played
pinochle late into the night Norm and I played cards on rainy days, and fished for sunfish off the
dock, dangling worms in front of the sunfishes noses. It was a pair of delightful vacations.

Very early | developed speed reading techniques on my own, involving minimum lateral eye
movement and reading down, sentences rather than words. Through most of my adult life I could
read a mystery or science fiction paper back novel of some 250 pages in 3 hours or so. This helped
greatly with technical reading as well, though in that case I usually read things several times,
occasionally word for word. Because of line length, paper backs and two column journals were
easier to read than full page width paragraphs. One thing I found was that in fully justified type it
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was more difficult to read than using ragged right. With few words per line, and large words, the
spaces become so large that it is difficult to read.

During the Depression there was a strange psychology that can be found in the magazines of
the era. | seriously doubt that most historians would think to look at them. No one had any money
to spare, and there were three magazines that were very popular. When founded in the 1880s,
Popular Science was very like Scientific American today, the founder of our department had a
subscription to the magazine that became part of the Winchell Library. By the Depression, it,
Popular Mechanics, and Modern Mechanix (the Fawcett version, later Mechanics Illustrated) were
magazines with many ideas for the handy man to build machines, cars, boats, guns and tools from
scraps for little or no money. Popular Science ran a monthly story about Gus Wilson and his
Model Garage, where useful bits of automotive repair were presented in story form. Pop bought
the first two every month, kept them, and | read them all from cover to cover. They taught me
many aspects of fixing things at an early age.

As a boy growing up in the Depression, like most others, | learned to be resourceful.
Christmases were always slim, by modern standards, what we got usually came out of Ward’s
Employees Bargain Room, where customer returns that could not be restocked were sold cheaply.
The most exciting part of Christmas was the annual Christmas toy catalog that appeared late in
October. It was about 64 pages long, had some color pages but was mostly black and white. It
was our wish book, both Norm and I spent many hours looking over the featured toys of the year,
making hopeful plans. One of my favorite toys was a small monoplane racing airplane which my
Uncle Norman had carved from wood and painted.

Whiile 1 was in grade school, Ivory Soap had a contest to see what kids could carve out of
soap, they also gave instructions on how to do it. So a great many kids bought a bar of Ivery and
carved things from it, | was one of them. Much later I needed some skulls of mammal-like-reptiles
for teaching purposes. A. S. Brink published some particularly good drawings of what turned out to
be a baby Theriognathus, and a baby Cynognathus. | carved them from Ivory soap bars, and Don
Wallace and 1 made rubber molds to cast a plaster version considerably more permanent than the
soap carving. They have been very useful.

We always wanted a bigger A.C. Gilbert Erector set, the US equivalent of Meccano of Great
Britain. These came in several sizes, from tiny sets that would build a few very simple things to
monster sets in a steel chest that could build many very large constructions. They had steel beams,
plates, pulleys, wheels, shafts and collars, all held together by short 8/32 machine screws and nuts.
We had had some small partial sets, and finally we were given a large set, all were missing pieces, but
we pooled all of them in the big box and had a ball. We added small electric motors, including one
that Pop had had as a boy, and built not only the items shown in the books but designed those of
our own. The surviving pieces are now owned by my nephew Dan. Gilbert also made Chemistry
sets, we had one. We never could afford his American Flyer trains, they were too expensive.

Standard construction materials for toys and models were the Cedar Cigar boxes, today
replaced by cardboard, and wooden Velveeta Cheese boxes, again replaced by cardboard today.
These were beautiful knot free pine, 3/16” sides and bottom and 3/8” ends, that would just hold a
Velveeta brick, and were held together with very nice small headed brads that could be reused. They
were free for the asking at grocery stores. Since | did the grocery shopping from an age of about
10 on, | brought many of them home. They cut very easily with coping saw or knife and chisel. |
built many cars and planes from these.
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We often visited my mother’s folks in LeRoy Illinois, where 1 continued to build things. |
played with a boy across the street who had a large overgrown vacant lot next door. | remember
very vividly an incident that happened about 1939. | found a cracked baseball bat. | converted it
into a model of a 37 mm field cannon with a pair of wagon wheels and some 2 by 4’s. (That
cannon, though nearly useless, was popular in magazine stories about the Army manuevers going on
as part of the rearming.) We fought the battles of the early WWII in that lot with the cannon.
Another time my uncle Norman celebrated July 4th by sailing several tissue paper hot air balloons
powered by candles. They rose into the air glowing from the candle light, a very memaorable sight.
We never had firecrackers larger than the zebra crackers (about 2 inches long and 1/4 inch in
diameter), lady fingers (1/8 inch in diameter and 3/4 inches long) were much cheaper and we had
many of those as well as sparklers. Uncle Norman did set off a few rockets for us. My brother and
I spent some time each summer in LeRoy, these were always idyllic. | remember the fourth of July
parades with veterans of the Civil War being honored, the bandstand in the park in town with brass
band concerts, and the semi-pro baseball games on the edge of town.

As the family grew older I inherited many tools | had used as a boy, my workshop includes
tools used by both of my grandfathers, my father and my father in-law, as well as those I have
bought for my self. Sal claims | have too many tools, but many of them -apparent duplicates- in
fact are highly specialized and are best for particular chores.

In Fernwood we attended Sunday School at the Fernwood Methodist Episcopal Church a
block away. | only remember a few things about Fernwood Elementary School, Miss Bertha Van
De Roovart was the music teacher, and | remember Mrs. Gradwell, my 5th grade teacher who was
universally known as Mrs Crabwell. She made an impression on me, | suspect because she
recognized my school problems as being underchallenged. | was given a special reading assignment
to tear up 6th, 7th and 8th grade readers and turn them into remedial exercises, writing questions for
my fellow students to answer. Since | was sickly, my folks had found a secondhand bookstore
about a mile away, in Roseland, and had been bringing books home for the family. I went through
everything | could get my hands on, I remember reading Parker and Haswell’s College Zoology and
understanding all of it when | was about 8. The principal, Miss Alice Wentworth had my 1Q tested
while I was in 7th grade, much later | found out it had measured 152. In about 7th grade | got the
nickname of “Professor” which tickled me a great deal although it was not always meant in a kindly
tone. Our folks put Norm and I into Band in about 1939. Norm got a second hand Cornet, and |
got a used C-Melody Saxophone, both were cheap old intruments. Our instructor was Captain
William Burnham, Captain by courtesy, since he had been an Army Bandmaster in WWI. He was
the band instructer at the Christian Fenger Senior High School, and had a whole series of “farm”
bands at all the Elementary and Junior High Schools that fed Fenger. This made his career at Fenger
certain as there was always a ready made crop of new candidates coming up. | stayed with the
saxophone until I left for college. After that | had no time for it. The repertoire was mostly
marches and waltzes.

| became a fairly good technical artist very early. Among the books available to me were
texts on mechanical drawing from my Dad’s manual training, | taught my self perspective from
books. | remember drawing cartoons of the WWII Disney Gremlin characters and excellent
drawings of P-40 fighters and other planes while in the 6th & 7th grades

We had a console radio in the living room, and a small table radio in the dining room, as well
as still another in our attic bedroom. | remember while at college listening to the Steinway
Symphonic hour at night while going to sleep. It was on the dining room radio that that we listened
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to the kids afternoon and early evening programs. They included the Lone Ranger, the Shadow,
Terry and the Pirates, Captain Midnight, Little Orphan Annie and others. Of course we succumbed
to the offers for “Secret Decoder rings”. We also listened to the Cubs ball games. They weren’t any
better then than they are now.

My folks were conservative as to politics, they were raised in areas where you were born a
Republican. They were also very conservative as to music, they liked the popular sheet music of the
20’s and early ‘30’s, couldn’t stand swing and hated jazz. Concert music was highbrow, OK but not
for them.

Mom was a den mother, and both of us were in Cub Scouts, from ages 9 to 11. | moved
on to regular Boy Scouts a year late at 13, and rose to be a Star Scout, dropping out when | was 16
and went to the University of Chicago. Mr. Thorp was our scoutmaster. We did the usual day
hikes, and cooked out.

Early on Mom took us to the museums downtown as well as to the Museum of Science and
Industry. There my favorite exhibit was undoubtedly the complex O gauge train layout used to
demonstrate automatic train control and signaling. By the time | was 10 we were trusted to take a
mile long street car ride, and an 8 mile commuter train trip to the Field Museum, which was always
my favorite. | loved all the exhibits there, although the fossils were clearly at the top of the list. On
Saturdays the museum had educational movies that were free, and Norm and | went to many of
them. We got to know the Museum very well indeed. We also knew the Shedd Aquarium across the
outer Drive, and to a lesser extent the nearby Adler Planetarium. | was completely fascinated by the
Field Museum, loved the fish at the Shedd, made a special effort to learn the classification of fish,
and enjoyed the Adler. The Adler cost money so we didn’t go there as much as to the others. 1 also
remember the Paddle wheel aircraft carriers that the Navy had converted from excursion boats.
They plied their way up and down the shore of Lake Michigan, and carrier qualified many of the
Navy pilots of the war.

I remember vividly the Sunday morning, December 7th, 1941, when we were in the living
room, and heard the radio report of the attack at Pearl Harbor. The next day, the entire school
assembled in the main auditorium to hear the radio broadcast of President Roosevelt to Congress,
and the declaration of War. We all cheered. My folks had been die hard isolationists and
Republicans, continually muttering about Roosevelt, but the signs had been coming in regularly for a
year, we would not stay out of the war. Before the war we had been reading comic books in which
it was very clear that the good guys were opposed to Hitler. The DC comics were the top of the
line. 1 do remember reading Superman issue number one. Batman, Flash, and the Green Hornet
were also comic book heroes Disney had Donald Duck and Mickey Mouse comics. There were
also books like “Blackhawk” with heroic freedom fighters against the evil Nazis. They were a dime
for a 64-page book. Dimes were scarce so we swapped around.

In 1942 our folks had their 4th son, James Richard, “Jimmy Dick”, born on June 11th. It
was a difficult pregnancy for Fairy, and she ailed for the rest of her life. Jimmy was a difficult,
headstrong child. Both of us older boys baby sat for Jimmy often. | remember vividly taking
Jimmy many times for a walk in his stroller, our standard trip was a half mile east to a small park
half a block wide and two blocks long next to the tracks of the Chicago and Eastern lllinois railroad
to watch the commuter trains. They were hauled by old small 2-6-0 Mogul steam locomotives and
consisted of about four or five 60 foot commuter coaches.
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While I was at Fenger, Norm and | became members of the Morgan Park Baptist Church, a
member of the Southern Baptist Convention. We joined mainly because there was a very active teen
group there. Somehow the southern Baptist fundamentalism in scientific matters never came up, or
I would have been upset. | was active in many of their outreach activities, and twice gave a short
sermon from the pulpit. This was my last formal church affiliation.

After graduating from Fernwood at the end of 8th grade, in June, 1943, | moved on to
Morgan Park Junior High, for my Freshman year. | was immediately part of the football marching
band. and continued through my Sophomore year at Fenger. Our band was an ROTC band.
Those that | remember from the Fenger band are my closest friend in the band, Neil Bushey, the
trombonist, Val Cantarucci, the showoff drummer who often broke out into jazz drumming,
figuring himself another Gene Krupa, “PeeWee” Ritthaler, the clarinetist who was very very good,
and of course the Cadet Captain leader of the band, the senior Roy Simpson. Fenger was the
winningest football team in all of Chicago. we were still playing at football games in March. The
ROTC Cadet Captain of the band, Simpson, was also on the 5th string football team. He only got
to play one game, the one against Chicago Vocational. which we won with a score of 64 to 0, our
illustrious captain was sent in late in the game, fumbled and was immediately taken out. He did get
his letter.

| greatly enjoyed Geometry, it was my first exposure to formal logic structure. 1 also greatly
enjoyed my Freshman General Science class taught by Mr. Eugene Jaros, who introduced me to the
structure of Science. Both had major impact on my career direction. They added to my desire to
become some sort of Scientist.

COLLEGE

In early Spring 1945, as a result of machinations by the school academic advisors, my old
classmate from Fernwood, Harold Zimmerman and I were sent to the University of Chicago to
take a day of entrance and scholarship tests. As a result, both of us were offered admission to the
College, and | was offered a full 4-year scholarship. My folks were not at all sure | was ready for
college, but the full tuition finally made the decision, and in the fall I entered the college. In those
tests, | had placed out of nearly a full years worth of classes, and took the remaining class, German
that Summer. | passed German with a bare D, but studied that fall on my own, retook the final and
raised my grade to C. It was my only C in College. In all I got 4 degrees from Chicago, a Ph.B.
(Bachelor of Philosophy) in Liberal Arts in 1948, a B.S.in Geology in 1950, an M.S. in Geology in
1952 and my Ph.D. in Geology in June 1953. So seven years after leaving High School at the end of
my Sophomore year without a diploma, | had my Ph.D. The only reason | took so many degrees
was the Korean War. Every time the war got hotter and it looked like I might have to go on active
duty, | applied for the highest degree | was entitled to. Chicago was the first place I really had a
peer group of my own level, very bright 16 year-olds, and returning WWI11 vets under the Gl Bill
who were bound and determined to catch up what they had missed. | never missed those last two
years of High school, I had been mainly marking time. | was elated, finally I was with a group at my
own level and was not being held back. In many ways the most important were the former Air
Corps and Navy pilots who were equally bright and helped me grow up in my final teen years, they
put up with me and provided a great role model. My College was inexpensive for my folks, I lived
at home, Pop simply changed his driving route to work to go through the U of C campus and
dropped me off in the morning and picked me up at night.
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I remember well Millard Pierce Binyon, and Harold Hayden, who taught us Humanities 1 in
which | rapidly developed my interest in Classical Music, which has lasted throught the rest of my
life. At night I would listen regularly to the Steinway Symphonic Hour, sponsored by the chain of
Steinway drug stores, before going to sleep. Stuart Northop was my professor in Mathematics 1, in
which we developed all of algebra, and trigonometry, all on a postulational basis. 1 was a real pest in
that class, the text was offset printed from a typed manuscript, and | carefully found typos and other
errors each day and announced them to the class. Math 2 was Analytic Geometry and the
beginnings of calculus and group theory. That was the only trig | ever had, but I have made very
good use of it. I placed out of the first two years of English courses, my instructor in English 3 was
Frederick Papp, I survived with an A by spouting off his opinions on the final without learning very
much. My Natural Sciences 3 was in large part an analysis of Speman’s work on the developmental
embryology of frogs, in which we read all the original papers in order to see how the hypotheses
had developed. That ultimately proved useful as a model.

| also remember that one of my classmates in the required men’s Phy Ed course was William
Grunfeldt Heerens, who murdered two student nurses that first quarter. It was a sensational trial.

I held several student jobs, one of them was with the athletic department, grooming tennis
courts. | learned how to really use a spade, which came in very handy as a paleontologist. One of
my chores was to spread dry clay over the court, then rake it smooth and level, raking out the stones.
It takes a special knack to spread clay with a spade.

| finished off my first degree, the Ph. B., Bachelor of Philosophy in Liberal Arts in June, 1948,
having had enough money in the scholarship to take an elective course the entire last year. | had
known since grade school | was going to be some sort of scientist, but couldn’t decide whether
Physics, Mathematics or whatever. As to why | wanted to be a scientist, it sounded cool, finding
new things out and expanding knowledge, finally | was good at it. | had read extensively the
popular literature in Relativity, Quantum Physics, Non-Euclidian Geometry, and was attracted to all
of them. 1 took the Introductory Geology sequence from Ninian A. Riley as my elective course in
1947-48, got an A in the course, and decided then and there 1 would be a Geologist of some sort.
My folks then paid tuition for one year, while I majored in Geology. | also pledged and joined a
fraternity, Beta Theta Pi, Lambda Rho chapter, where | was #586 in the chapter roster. Two of my
fraternity brothers were also in the Geology department, David Krinsley and Bob Lindblom.

My fraternity activities took an academic toll, and | dropped one course each quarter. Having
done so | got straight A’s in the rest and made the Dean’s List that Spring! | always thought that was
cheating somehow. | went inactive in the fraternity after that year. | then became a full graduate
student and applied for and received the Chicago Natural History Museum Fellowship, worth $1000
a year which | was given each year until I finished. That took care of the rest of my tuition. | had
planned not to bother getting any degrees between my PhB and the PhD, but politics decided
otherwise. When the Korean War began on June 25th 1950, | immediately filed for and got the
Bachelor of Science in Geology that year, fearing our unit would be called up and sent to the front.
As it happened, there were two National Guard Divisions in lllinois, the 33rd in the Chicago area,
and the 44th in downstate Illinois. The downstate division, mostly Republicans went off to the war,
and the Chicago Division, mostly Democrats stayed home. | always felt guilty about that as well,
since | was very naive, not understanding the politics of the situation until much later.

As a Geology major at Chicago | became a member of the Luncheon Club. J (no period!)
Harlan Bretz had started it during the Depression. It was a co-op , we had a kitchen on the 4th
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floor of Rosenwald hall, and we ate in the basement of Walker Museum. Fortunately the buildings
were connected at all levels and there was an elevator. Originally male only, by my last year it had
become co-ed. We had a regular rota. one pair cooking each week day and another pair washing
dishes. Others shopped at the Hyde Park Co-op. My partner in cooking was my good friend
Ernest G. Ehlers, who went on to Ohio State as a mineralogy Professor. Meals ran to Spaghetti and
meatballs, Chili con Carne, Beef stew, Spanish Rice and others for variety. It was cheap, filling and
very welcome to poor and starving graduate students. Fridays were reserved for coldcuts, cheese
and beer. | remember well Lee Horberg’s class in Geomorphology. It was at one o clock in the
afternoon in a well lit warm classroom with lots of south facing windows. Lee had a very soft voice
and spoke in a monotone.  Fridays, after the beer much of the class (occasionally including me, 1 am
ashamed to admit) fell asleep, lulled by the professor.

My professors were D. Jerome Fisher for Mineralogy and Crystallography, Robert Balk for
Petrology and Structural Geology, Francis J. Pettijohn for Sedimentology, Lee Horberg for
Geomorphology, Robert Lee Miller taught Biostatistics, J. Marvin Weller for advanced Invertebrate
and Stratigraphy, Heinz Lowenstam for introductory Paleontology and Everett Claire Olson (Shorty
to his fellow faculty, Ole to his students) for Vertebrate Paleozoology and Cranial Morphology
(Comparative anatomy of the head). Another member of the staff who helped me greatly was
William Schmidt, the departmental machinist. He helped me learn metalworking on the side.
Besides the professors I learned much from Bob Miller and Nicholas Hotton, both of whom had
recently finished their degrees with Ole.

Although Bretz was retired, he was still a regular around the department, and | was fortunate
enough to work for him drafting the illustrations for his last, most convincing Journal of Geology
paper on the Channeled Scablands of Washington State. | also worked as an undergraduate for
William J. Plumley running a tumbling barrel to find out how rapidly and by what curve cubic
blocks of brick were rounded. | had a chance to design a large part of this experiment which
pertained to his PhD thesis on stream gravels. | also worked part time in the Geology-Geography
library in Rosenwald Hall, shelving and becoming well acquainted with the journals.

Weller taught and required a detailed knowledge of invertebrate morphology and taxonomy,
which was very helpful in my development. E.C. Olson and his student Robert Lee Miller who
took a lot of statistics from Kruskal, stressed statistics and vertebrate morphology and ecology.
Both of them stressed the basic texts of the New systematics, and | read them all carefully. These
texts had as much to do with my development as my professors. Huxley’s “New Systematics”,
Mayr’s “Systematics and the Origin of Species”, Dobzhansky’s “Genetics and the Origin of Species”,
De Beer’s “Embryos and Ancestors”, Simpson’s “Tempo and Mode in Evolution”, and the
Simpson and Roe book “Quantitative Zoology” became my major texts, and the 1949 Princeton
book “Genetics, Paleontology and Evolution” edited by Jepson, Simpson and Mayr was equally
important. Less so was Allee, Parks, Parks, Emerson and Schmidt, the ecology text commonly
known as “the Great APPES”, it was full of special cases with no generalizations. Emerson taught
my course in Ecology and Evolution, I don’t remember much of it, which means it was not as
important to me as Sewall Wright's courses. Much more useful later on was the new style 1963
“Ecology” text by Eugene P. Odum. On anatomy, De Beer’ s “Structure and development of the
Vertebrate Skull” was very important, followed much later by my discovery of the “Structure and
Development of the Vertebrates” by E.S. Goodrich. It wasn't assigned for my comparative
anatomy course but the conclusions from it were there.
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My typical day at Chicago was arriving on campus about 7:30 in the morning, attending 4
classes a day, spending the time between classes at the Reynolds Club while I was in the College,
some time on the rifle range, reading in Harper Library (often browsing in Britannica at random),
discussing the whys and wherefores of the world at length, and then being picked up by Pop at
about 5:30 PM. After I switched to Geology, | spent more time in our two adjacent buildings.
They were Rosenwald Hall where most of the geology lectures were given, and the geology-
geography library was located; and Walker Museum where the paleo exhibits were located on the
ground floor, the paleo courses were taught on the second floor and where | had an office after |
became a grad student. Weller taught taxonomy, invertebrate phylogeny and morphology, Ole
taught vertebrate paleoecology, and vertebrate evolution, Lowenstam taught marine paleoecology
and how important it was. Kappa Epsilon Pi, the local geological fraternity sponsored lectures/
seminars every week. The paleo students hung out together all the time.

When | was just beginning Graduate School in the fall of 1948, (the boundary between
undergraduate and graduate student was entirely fictional in my case) | asked my advisor, J. Marvin
Weller, if there was a research project he could suggest. He suggested the subject of the
Pennsylvanian snail, Glabrocingulum grayvillensis, which was originally described by Norwood and
Pratten in 1847 as part of their pioneering study of the Geology of Illinois. Marvin had noted that
the type specimens of Glabrocingulum grayvillensis from Grayville Illinois, near where my Great
Grandfather had mined coal, were different from the usual specimens, in that the apical angle was
greater by about 10° than the usual specimens found most places. This might have meant that most
of the snails usually called Glabrocingulum grayvillensis were actually a different species, and | could
name it. The Walker Museum collections at Chicago were very large and had many snails of this
genus. After measuring several thousand snails of this type from all over the midwest from Texas to
Ohio, I concluded there was no great difference in time or space, it was just a variable species. In
the process | borrowed the type specimens of the genus from Scotland, reillustrated them, discussed
other species of the genus from many parts of the world at that time- the Pennsylvanian Period, and
eventually published the article with the Field (Chicago Natural History) Museum. This would be the
equivalent of my Master’s Thesis.

I had taken Introduction to Paleontology with Heinz A. Lowenstam in the first quarter of the
1948-49 academic year, followed by Advanced Invertebrate Paleontology with J. Marvin Weller in
the rest of the year. In the 1949-50 year | took the year long sequence in Vertebrate Paleontology
which was given down at the Field Museum in the Paleo labs on the third floor. It was there that |
learned to drink coffee. Orville Gilpin was the principal fossil preparator, and brewed a fresh pot
of boiled coffee mid afternoon every day. The class would take a break and go to Gillie’s lab to see
what he was doing and to have a cup. There never was any sugar of cream, so | learned to drink it
black. Robert Denison of the museum gave the Paleozoic Fish part of the course, Everett Claire
Olson of the UC gave the primitive tetrapod and mammal-like-reptile part of the course, Rainer
Zanger| of the museum gave the rest of the reptiles and Brian Patterson of the museum gave the
mammals. Ole was a Professor, the others were all curators at the Field Museum. Each was
lecturing on his own specialty, and was one of the peak professionals in the world! My fellow
students were Robert Bader, Ernest L. Lundelius, Richard Beerbower, Ralph Gordon Johnson, and
two others Gordon Thurow and another whose name | do not remember,.that did not turn
professional. This was what Ole called his finest class of his career, the next year all of us, together
with Richard Konizeski, (who had been hired as curator/preparator of fossils at the Walker Museum
at the University) took “Cranial Morphology of the Vertebrates” taught by the above curators and
Dwight Davis of the Zoology department at the Field Museum. Davis was the person who finally
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demonstrated that the Giant Panda was a weird bear, while the Lesser Panda was a modified
raccoon and not closely related. All of us students took several courses together, Alfred Emerson’s
course in Ecology and Evolution and Sewall Wright's spectacular courses in Genetics, Population
Genetics, and Evolution. | never did take elementary Zoology, just jumped right in to graduate
courses. That old Parker and Haswell text I read at 8 or 10, the Natural Science 2 college course that
stressed Developmental Embryology, and the Paleo background were the reasons | could do it.

At the conclusion of the year’s classes, Ole threw a party at his house for all the students.
That party made an impression on me, and for many years | followed suit with my own graduate
classes.

Bryan Patterson (Pat to all of his students and friends) was an interesting character. He had
been a corporal in WWI, and became a fossil preparator under Elmer S. Riggs at the Museum.
Eventually he received a Bachelors degree. But in the mean time he started doing field research in
western Colorado and writing papers on his own. He became the curator of fossil mammals at the
Field Museum when Riggs retired, and was widely regarded as one of the top Vertebrate
Paleontologists in the world. Just before | was there, he, Rainer Zangerl and Bob Denison were on
the way to Austin, Texas to attend the SVP convention there. They stopped on the way at some
exposures in the Trinity Formation of Early Cretaceous age. At that time there were about 10
specimens in the whole world of Early Cretaceous mammals, none of them from North America.
Denison announced he was going to find a Cretaceous mammal, and did! It was named
Astroconodon denisoni, the “lone star tooth found by denison”. Pat then wrote an important treatise on
the theory of mammal evolution and those Early Cretaceous mammals. After | left, Pat was offered
the position of Alexander Agassiz professor of Paleontology at the Harvard Museum of
Comparative Zoology, a high position he shared with Romer and Simpson. His lectures were
superb, and taught me much | was to use later. Some of his casually dropped ideas turned into
important conclusions for Leigh and I, in particular his casual suggestion that mesonychids were the
ancestors of whales, now fully documented, but never before offered in print when he mentioned it.

Pat told us many stories about the profession, one I particularly remember was about
Dinohyus hollandi, a Miocene entelodont the size of a buffalo. O.A. Peterson was a scientist at the
Carnegie Museum in Pittsburg. He worked on the Miocene of Nebraska, and one year found a
complete skeleton of a giant entelodont, a relative of pigs. The museum director was W. J. Holland,
a possessive director in the style of Marsh and Osborn who was want to declare himself senior
author on any paper written by his staff. Peterson saw this coming and told Holland, “Come see
this new entelodont, 1 plan to name it for you.” That of course foiled Holland’s plans. The
specimen was duly prepared, mounted and put on display. The museum had a party for the
unveiling and asked the reporters in. The next day in the Pittsburg paper there was a 2 column story
on the front page with a photo of the skeleton, and a headline that read “Dinohyus hollandi, the
world’s biggest hog!”

In Walker Museum, there were daily coffee sessions in the morning where all the
paleontologist gathered together. We met in Dick Konizeski's second floor lab where we boiled
coffee over a gas hot plate. Those usually there were Ole, Konizeski, Ernie Lundelius, Dick
Beerbower, Ralph Gordon Johnson, Bob Miller, Nick Hotton (when around), John Clark, and Judy
Weiser. Early in our relationship, John Clark gave a wolf whistle for some reason. Just then Sal
turned the corner, it was her first viisit tio the coffee group, and she was wearing a particularly
flattering outfit. John was immediately embarassed! Sal and Judy got together one day and cleaned
the coffee pot, which had lots of old moldy grounds caked in the bottom. They were ostracised for
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a day or two, with some of the crew saying the coffee had no flavor! Judy wound up marrying
Ernie Lundelius and later got her PhD.

Ernie had a surplus 1903A3 Springfield as issued. Having built my own rifle | offered to
restock it for him. He bought a Bishop stock blank. and 1 inlet the rifle into the stock and reshaped
it. In the processs of reshaping it, I had occasion to take off a lot of wood. As usual | used an axe,
chopping against the grain. Ernie cringed at the sight, but as | expected all was well (or | wouldn’t
have done it). In the academic year 1951-52, I lived on campus in Marvin Weller's house along with
Ernie. Other than that I lived at home my entire college career.

After | met Sal in 1952, | started smoking a pipe, | had many of them, and usually smoked
either Edgeworth pipe tobacco which came in a blue tin or Douey and Egbert’s flavored tobacco.
I chain smoked pipes until about 1966 or 1967 when Sal had become highly allergic to tobacco of
any sort. With a choice of divorce (which I didn’t want) or quitting smoking, I quit. | gave all my
pipes and tobacco away to a graduate student Noel Potter, and quit cold turkey. | did keep my
Calabash pipe with the meerschaum bowl (Sherlock Holmes) because I couldn’t bear to part with it
for years.

In August of 1952, my official major advisor, J. Marvin Weller, took off for the Phillipines on
a two-year project for the US Geological Survey. So I finished my invertebrate thesis under Ole.
That meant that there was no one to teach the introductory paleo course, so Ralph Gordon Johnson
and | were hired to teach it in Fall quarter. One of those students wanted to go on in paleo so |
gave him Advanced Invertebrate Paleontology in Winter and Spring. This student was David Raup,
who ultmately went on to the National Academy of Sciences. It was a very peculiar thing, Dave’s
first two research projects, on molluscan shell structure and the optical orientation of calcite crystals
in echinoderms, were both developments of ideas | had given him in those two quarters.

My scientific lineage is O.C. Marsh who trained Henry Fairfield Osborn who educated W. K.
Gregory who trained Alfred Sherwood Romer who trained Everett Claire Olson, who trained me.
Stuart Weller trained Heinz Lowenstam and J. Marvin Weller who both trained me, Finally John
Clark and W. Charles Bell had great influences on me.

John Clark had done his PhD thesis on the Chadron Formation of the Big Badlands of South
Dakota, publishing it in 1935. He had found and mapped a great unconformity with over 200 feet
of relief at the base of the Chadron. H.F. Osborn had written a great monograph on the
titanotheres, with a large part of it from the Chadron Formation. He had drawn many evolutionary
conclusions and had made species based on the evolution of these beasts in the Chadron. But
Osborn had not known of the great river channel at the base of the Chadron and did all his
subdivision of the stratigraphy based on the distance above the base of the Chadron. This put fossils
of very different age in the same level and once corrected by Clark’s thesis, made much of the
monograph solemn nonsense. There appears to be little variation of titanotheres in the Chadron and
they all appear to belong to a very few species at most.

In mapping the Chadron, John knew that any rock names he proposed for the three
members of the Chadron would very likely be used to form time subdivisions, and to try to forestall
this he chose the most uneuphonious names he could find for the members. They were in order, the
Ahearn ranch, the Crazy Johnson and the Peanut Peak members. The inevitable happened and the
corresponding time terms became the Ahearnranchian, the Crazyjohnsonian, and the Peanutpeakian.

During the war, John was in the Army in the Pacific theater, and was given an assignment to
do a solo reconnaisance across China and Mongolia behind the Japanese lines. He drove the whole
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trip in a jeep, and totally wore the jeep out. In the middle of war torn China he found an old dump
of tin cans left from an old army encampment, melted the solder off the cans to get the lead-tin
alloy to make new bearings from the solder. He made new piston rings from the steel sides of the
cans, after which the oil consumption and compression were much improved. When he finally
returned to the coast and reported his results, he told us “they pushed his battered jeep off the
dock!”

After the war John had been an advisor to the Kingdom of Hunza, located between Pakistan,
India and Nepal high in the Himalayas. John told those of us budding paleontologists in the Walker
Museum Coffee Club many tales of Hunza. The one I best remember was about an invasion by
Pakistan to conquer the kingsom. The Pakistani were using modern weapons, Hunza had not had to
fight a war for many years, and their main arm was vintage 1600 matchlock Samarkand muskets.
Now Hunza had no lead deposits since it is composed of highgrade metamorphic rocks. So the
Hunza army instead used the dodecahedral garnet crystals so readily available in the schists of the
country to load their muskets (I shudder to think of the effect of the hard garnets on the mild steel
barrels). The Pakistani hauled Hunza before the UN claiming the use of garnets as projectiles was
against the rules of war, and was cruel and inhumane. After investigation, the UN ruled against the
Pakistani, saying garnets were inert to humans, far more so than lead, and their use was far from
inhumane!

William Charles Bell was a Michigan PhD student of Cambrian and Ordovician brachiopods
when he came to Minnesota in 1946 after a career as an Army Air Corps Navigator in WWII. He
started at Montana under Charles Deiss, and considered E.C. Case of Michigan his mentor. He was
here for 9 years, producing 4 MS students, and 6 PhDs. Two of these theses were on the Cambrian
of Texas, two were on the Middle Ordovician of Minnesota, one on the Permocarboniferous of
Colorado, and all the others were on the Cambrian of the St. Croix and Mississppi Valleys. Of these
10 students from Minnesota, 8 went on to be active paleontologists: 2 in industry, the rest in
Museums or Universities. All were very influential. Because he could not get along with Fred Swain
(they had many conflicts on the best way to train students, and Charley simply couldn’t stand Fred’s
methods), Charley left for the University of Texas, at Austin where he continued to produce
spectacular paleontologists. Most of the modern Cambrian trilobite paleontology in the United
States was done by students of Charley. At the request of George Thiel, I became his Teaching
Assistant on Geology 115, the two week long Southeastern Minnesota Field Geology course in 1953,
just before I replaced Charley. When I arrived in the Twin Cities from Guard Camp at Camp
Ripley, I checked in at the Department, but Charley had already left for the St Croix that day. So
Fred’s student, John C. “Chris” Kraft, showed me around the campus, around Dinkytown and put
me up for the night. The next day Charley took the course to Lake City where we looked at some
of Dick Grant’s newly finished MS thesis localities in the Franconia Formation. These included the
Lake City section 3.9 miles east of the Stone Pier, at Maple Springs, Reads Landing, and at the
Wabasha section from the St. Lawrence to the Oneota along Highway 60. The next day we looked
at the Biesanz Quarry in Winona and at the local Franconia section in Winona, at Lamoille Spring
along Highway 61 (where Sal and | ultimately built our retirement home) and finished up at La
Crescent, looking at the bluff with Galesville and Ironton Formations, where | slid down about 40
feet of Galesville Sandstone. We also went to Hell Hollow in Houston County where we exgmined
the entire Franconia Formation in its most offshore exposure in Minnesota. We stayed at a motel in
La Crescent. It was in these localities that Charley intoduced me to very rapidly evolving fossils, in
the stratigraphic interval just following a biomere extinction, although no one as yet had connected
the extinction with the rapid evolution. Never before had | seen such evidence of very rapid
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evolution, | suddenly became very conscious of the extreme detail really necessary to do good
paleontology. Some of those zones are less than 10 feet thick. The rest of the last week we went to
Fillmore County to examine the thesis localities of Mac Weiss in the Middle and Late Ordovician.
We stayed at the Park Hotel in Preston, where the students could bunk in the attic for a very cheap
rate, | remember $2 a week. We looked at eight Platteville sections, a Decorah section, the type
Cummingsville section and Rifle Hill, as well as the Devonian Cedar Valley and the Lanesboro
highway section from the base of the Oneota Dolomite through the “Root Valley”, now the New
Richmond Sandstone and the Shakopee Dolomite. In the Platteville we measured the sections to the
inch, and assembled a detailed cross section showing changes in facies, as well as traceable beds in
the form of “Corrosion zones” or hardgrounds, and the beds around the Carimona and Decorah
bentonites (now called the Deicke and Millbrig K-bentonites). | became a student of Charley’s for
that week and found him a better stratigrapher than anyone at Chicago. He had a very great impact
on my career in that 8-day period.

On Sunday when the course was over, Charley showed me some of the more critical
localities in the St. Croix that | had missed while at guard camp. These included the Hudson section,
Middle Dam (a classic Dresbach trilobite locality), “Nigger Coulee”, north of Hudson, where the
Aphelaspis zone was to be found in outcrop (I have no idea what to call that locality in these more
modern and enlightened days. It is in the literature with that offensive name!), and finally the classic
graptolite locality in the St. Lawrence Formation at Afton, now destroyed by the relocation of the
highway.

DEATHS OF PARENTS

Charles Crippa died of a pleural cancer unexpectedly to us in November of 1971 while we
were in Washington DC for an SVP convention. We knew he was ill but had not been told just
how ill when we left for the convention. Sal’s mother Sally died 10 years later in 1981, we had been
in phone contact, continuously, but again her death was a surprise. Sal’s uncle never forgave Sal for
not being on the spot when she died.

Jess died on November 26th 1978, a Sunday, at 11:15 AM of a third and massive heart
attack, after a week’s hospitalization for a minor heart attack and massive lung congestion. He had
been a cigarette smoker since his late teens, this type of congestive heart failure is aggravated by
smoking. He entered the hospital in Mason City about 5:30 PM the previous Sunday. He was
cremated and the ashes dispersed. | visited him three days before he died.

Fairy followed him, dying on the 25th of March, 1981 at Mason City of heart failure. She
had contracted diabetes in the fall of 1961 and was not as mobile as Jess was for many years. She
also was cremated and her ashes dispersed. Again I visited her the week before she died.

In the late 1970’s and the 1980’s we got into a regular routine of visiting Sal’s widowed Aunt
Betty in St. Petersburg, Florida over the Christmas break. We would take her out to Busch Gardens,
to Seaworld and to Disneyland and Epcot Center. | would do all the little things that needed fixing
around her house. We always took bags of fruit from her very fine Mineola Orange tree and her
Grapefruit tree. Nothing beats tree ripened fruit. On one of those trips to Sea World, Sal and |
were walking from the Killer Whale exhibit back to the main area, and met a young gull on the
sidewalk. Just then a big gull flew down and chased the little on away with a series of loud squawks.
I duplicated those squawks exactly in a loud deep voice and chased the big gull away, he never knew
what got him but the little gull did and came back!

SHOOTING
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During the first year of college, | was in a required men’s Physical Education class, that
covered a potpourie of sports. During Fall quarter, half of it was a six week course in Rifle
Marksmanship. Pop had been a great hunter as a boy and still hunted occasionally when we kids
were small, but his opportunities became fewer and fewer with the house and growing
responsibilities. He had promised to take both Norm and I out hunting but other things got in the
way and he seldom went hunting. He did take us out once and let us blast a fence post with a .410
shotgun. So | jumped at the chance to do some shooting, and it really caught on with me. It was
the first sport | was ever any good at, and | rapidly became part of the University of Chicago Rifle
Team. Within a year | had set a national Junior record which lasted a year or two. My Coach was
Frank Joseph Karcher, he and his wife Myrtle had no kids of their own. | became sort of a son to
them. 1 built my first target rifle from parts given me by Karch, a Stevens 414 single shot action, a
used Winchester 52 heavy barrel, some obsolete old Vaver sights, and my own stock. The metal
work was done by the head of the Gunsmith Shop at Wards, where Pop worked. It worked fairly
well but it frequently broke firing pins. During the school year we shot in the Midway League with
weekly matches around Chicago. During the summer, we shot prone outdoors at 50 and 100 yards,
and 50 meters. Once or twice a year we would shoot with other colleges, Wheaton or
Northwestern, or in a Collegiate Regional match. While a junior, I set a few National records, none
of which stand today. When | was 18, Karch took me to the 1947 National Matches at Camp
Perry, Ohio where | competed as a Junior for the last time, competitor #891, using a borrowed
Winchester 52 heavy barrel rifle. My very first rifle was a Mossberg .22 bolt action given to me by
my Dad, which I later swapped to my Uncle Norman for a Winchester model 69 .22. To that rifle
| added a good Redfield peep rear sight, and later restocked it, finally giving it to my nephew
Danny, many years later.

Karch and the rest of the senior members of the U of C Rifle Club had run a major
preparatory marksmanship class for several years during the war, They had rebuilt about 16
Winchester 52 target rifles to new condition, and used dummy rifles made of scrap M1 Garand
stocks, lead filled heavy dowels for barrels, simple sights and surplus slings for position training. This
was all done according to the instruction program worked out by the National Rifle Association and
the Infantry School and used at the Small Arms Firing School at Camp Perry both before and after
the war.

The University of Chicago Rifle Club had two 50 foot ranges. The first was in the famous
West Stands of Alonzo Stagg Field, that had also hosted the first nuclear reactor during WWII. That
range had 4 points each in four bays, facing both north and south. The range was infested with 3
inch long cockroaches, and sometimes in the late evening, we would shoot our rifles from the hip,
trying to cut cockroaches in two with the bullet as it ricocheted. We got fairly good at it. Shooting
is a head game. Anyone can shoot one perfect shot with a little training. The trick is not making
mistakes. Most of the mistakes are psychological, and are self-induced. One of the standard tricks
we used to induce confidence in our shooters was a single shot standing match. Each member of
the team would ante up a penny (then worth about as much as a dime is now) and then each of us
would take a single shot standing. The person with the highest score would take the pot. If two or
more were tied for the high score, we anted up again and the pot rose in value. It was a very
inexpensive way to teach shooting under pressure.

Eventually the west stands were destroyed. For a couple of years we were a peripatetic team
shooting nothing but away matches. Eventually | found that it would be possible to erect a 2 1/2”
wood wall and roof of timbers inside the steel frame of the grandstand in the Field House. It
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would stop .22 bullets at a glancing blow which was safe enough. We had all the steel from the
backstops in the old range, so that was not a problem. The workers of the Athletic department then
erected it according to my plan. We were able to erect a four point range and were back in
business. We had enough rifles for the 16 point range, so we sold off extras to club members at
reasonable prices. That was when | got my Winchester 52 standard barrel 54101B.

Besides the indoor ranges, we had a 100 yard outdoor range in the north east corner of Stagg
Field, shooting north, inside the 15 foot high concrete walls. Some of the neighbors would
complain of the noise of 22 caliber rifles, especially on Sundays. | once shot a 1” group on that
range, which was very good. One summer | worked for Montgomery Wards, and bought an
Argus spotting scope, which we still have. Another summer my folks bought me a Remington 37
target rifle as a special birthday/graduation present. When | decided in 1955 | would not sell my
Mauser 30-06, it was the Remington that went to make a mortgage payment on the house at 984 St.
Paul Avenue.

While there were many members of the club and team during my seven year membership,
those that | remember were Al Demmler, who was a year or so older and had a Remington 37
match rifle of his own. Robert McFerron was a member and was also in my fraternity. John
Wainhouse was a very good friend. Alyce Kahn was a tiny redhead with one leg shorter that the
other as a result of Polio, she was very good. Robert Reagan, supposedly a cousin of the then
movie star, later President Ronald Reagan was a member for a year.

The team regularly shot in the Midway Rifle League with teams all over the city. Other teams
included Consolidated Bridge and Iron, a YMCA, and about 5 other teams besides us.

As a dedicated rifleman, | read all the back issues of the American Rifleman around the range,
and heard all the tales about high power rifles so | wanted a 30-06. A friend from the rifle club,
John B. Stetson took me out to a range in the Indiana Dunes, (now covered in freeways) and let me
use his 1917 Enfield and some government ammo to qualify as an Expert Rifleman on the first try.

I was hooked. A friend of mine from church had a WWII souvenir German Mauser 98 which had
been lying about his basement since the war, it was red with rust, I got it for $10. John traded me a
brand new Johnson Automatics 2-groove barrel he had bought from the DCM at the same time as
he bought the Enfield, for 6 boxes of semi-smokeless match 22 ammo. Karch gave me a new
Lyman 48 rear sight for a flat top 52, and | took the package to a gunsmith who put the barrel on
the action, chambered it for 30-06, blued it, swapped the sight for a Lyman 48 for the Mauser and
mounted it. | blew $6 on a fancy front ramp and mounted a Lyman 17A front sight from a junked
rifle at the range. Pop gave me a $8 Bishop stock blank, and I suddenly was in business with my
very own, low budget 30 caliber target rifle. 1 still have that rifle, 1 have shot over 12,000 rounds of
ammo through it and it is on its 4th barrel. It has been my target rifle, deer rifle (though I never saw
a deer in season) and squirrel rifle. For squirrel, I loaded my own cartridges, a light 100 grain hollow
point cast bullet I cast myself, and enough fast burning powder to give it 1600 feet per second. This
load was wicked on squirrels, It shot groups of 4” at 200 yards, and would decapitate squirrels, you
only took head shots, it was also very quiet, not much louder than a 22. | have shot it from every
range from 50 feet to 1000 yards.

While still a graduate student, I purchased a British war surplus Colt New Service revolver in
455 Webley for $15, stripped off the bluing in HCI, reblued it, made new stocks and new adjustable
sights, and converted it to shoot the US 45 ACP service cartridge with half moon clips. That was a
simple job of chucking the cylinder in Bill Schmidt’s lathe in the Geology shop and facing off the
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rear of the cylinder about 1/16 of an inch to provide clearance for the 3 shot half moon clips. It
was very accurate even though the chamber was slightly oversize and cases bulged. I qualifiedwith it
at my first guard camp as an officer, shooting against the regular model 1911 Colt automatics, | beat
every other officer with it. Ultimately I sold it to one of our PhD’s at Minnesota.

After I joined the National Guard, | rapidly became the Battery’s prime instructor on a
variety of topics, including shooting, maps, and surveying. It started with marksmanship training. |
would get a rifle team going in whatever unit | belonged to, and the other team members would
become my cadre of instructors. There was a call for those who wanted to try out for the 33rd
Division Rifle Team. At the same time the 44th Division, the downstate national guard, also issued a
call. I went to the tryouts and did very well right from the start. There were weekend team
practices at Camp Zion on the shore of Lake Michigan about 3 miles south of the Wisconsin line.
Once | was on the team, | could draw a jeep from our motor pool and use government gas to
drive there, eat in the messhall and sleep in the barracks. Free ammo was issued, we were told not
to turn any back in. So we shot and shot. My closest friends on the Illinois Guard team were
Sergeant First Class Johnny Freitag, an old shooter from prewar guard teams, Sergeant August
“Red” Garleff, a welder who had served in the Americal Division in the Pacific, and his buddy
Sergeant Willard “Swanny” Swanson. Sergeant First Class Bill Blum from the Ordnance Company
in my armory was also on the team and we often drove up together. The others were Major
Theodore Urbas, and Colonel Earl Cosby, the coach. Every year in September there was a major
match, the Bliss Match, held at Fort Sheridan, 15 miles closer to Chicago. The Army Reserve Team,
Great Lakes Naval Training Station, the Illinois State Civilian Team, National Guard and a few other
teams always entered. We had been issued some new Springfield 1903-A3 rifles for team use, but
they did not have the best sights for target shooting. My Mauser was one of the best rifles on the
team, and it got shot a lot. | can recall one weekend when I shot most of a 1500 round case of 30-
06 ammo myself! We always placed well and one year, 1950, we won it.

After | transferred to the Minnesota National Guard and the 47th “Viking” Division in 1953,
I joined the Minnesota Guard team, and rapidly improved to be the best shot on the team. In 1956
to 1959 | was always sent to the National Matches at Camp Perry Ohio, as a member of the team
for two weeks each year. Regular members of the Viking Division team besides me included Lt
Col. Edward E. Teske of Northfield who was always the team Captain, Captain Clarence A.
Trosvig of Fergus Falls who was always the team coach, Captain Henry M. Fauskee of Worthington,
Captain Jerome Motzko of Alexandria, Lieutenant Donald G. Anderson of Lake George, Master
Sergeant Clinton W. Weber of Faribault, and Corporal David G. Weise of Long Prairie and others.
There were about 3000 competitors each year at the High Power Service Rifle National Matches.
Since my way was paid, Sal went too and entered as a competitor, her expenses were only about
$5.00 per day. It was a very inexpensive vacation for the two of us. Each year we drew a newly
rebuilt National Match M1 rifle for use in the matches, and there were always service armorers to do
further final fitting to make then shoot as well as they could. In 1958 I drew Springfield Arsenal
NM M1 X6001063 (the X was added because somehow the arsenal had built two rifles with the
same number.) This rifle was the best M1 | had ever had and it was sufficiently good so | was not
equipment limited. | placed in the top 10 percent (top 300) of the National Trophy Individual Rifle
Match that year with that rifle, which gave me the first and most important of the 3 “legs”, the
“Perry” leg, and a bronze excellence in competition medal. The rifle was sufficiently good that we
decided to spend the $103 to make the one time purchase. A sergeant from the Army Advanced
Marksmanship Training Unit offered to glass bed it, and we let him take our brand new rifle with
him to Fort Benning. After writing him about Christmas time, it finally came back even better than
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it had been before. In 1959 at Perry | was made part of the All-National Guard team, the top 10
guardsmen in the US. | was of course the top man in the Minnesota Guard, and the leading
member of the “Governor’s Ten.”

While at Perry we always made a trip or two to South Bass Island out in the middle of Lake
Erie. You could go by ferry or you could fly the shortest International Airline on the continent. It
flew 1929 Ford Trimotor airplanes with the corrugated aluminum skin and 97 foot wingspan, from
Port Clinton to the islands and on to Canada across the lake. They held 13 in wicker seats, and
someone always got to ride up in the cockpit with the pilot. Those planes were the school bus, the
ambulance and the hearse for the island. When it was my turn | found it flew exactly the same
airspeed as my Champ, took off at 45 mph, cruised at 95 and landed at 45. It just had two more
sets of engine instruments. visible through the window. South Bass was a peculiar place,.5 miles long
with an airstrip and two wineries. There were no taxes on the island, once each year there was a
wine festival, with three circus tents, one with food, one for dancing and one for wine. They ran the
entire island on the proceeds of that festival. The taxis were all old four door convertibles, with the
top down. 1 can recall once the whole team was on the plane and one of the engines hiccupped.
We all joked “save the wine!”, because we were all bringing some back.

The normal matches were 20 shots standing at 200 yards, 20 shots sitting rapid fire at 200
yards in 50 seconds per 10 shot string, 20 shots prone rapid fire at 300 yards in 60 seconds per 10
shot string, and 20 shots slow fire at 600 yards. We also occasionally shot 20 shots slowfire at 1000
yards where the target was a 3 foot black bullseye on a 6 X 6 foot frame. The National Match
coures was 10 standing, 10 sitting at 200 yards, 10 prone 300 yards and 20 prone at 600 yards. The
maximum score was 250 points. Ties were broken with a smaller ring in the black called a Vee ring.

I remember that we were (as usual) short on money in 1957 and | was going to sell my old
Mauser. It had not been shooting well since | had put the 3rd 30-06 barrel on it. | decided to try
one last trick and put some glass bedding to make the action and barrel fit the stock better. I did it
in our hut with very crude tools. The practice match the next day was at 1000 yards. My two
sighting shots missed the paper, as did my first two record shots. The 3rd record shot was a 3, and
they were all 5’s and V’s after that for an 88 with 2 misses. | decided I would keep it after all.

Another year | was shooting the Wimbledon Match, at 1000 yards. | was using a team
Winchester model 70 30-06 target rifle, with iron sights, (Scope and magnum cartridges were
allowed, but I didn’t have any) at dusk. Out of the 20 record shots I scored 100 with 14 v’s. a very
good score, but not enough to go on to the shoot off.

In 1959, before the Matches we were practicing at Camp Ripley. Using the same model 70
30-06 , I was hitting the V ring consistently. | had also been practicing 300 meter Free Rifle shooting
with Palm Rest and Hook Butt plate for standing. | though for fun I would try 1000 yards standing
(which no one ever did). 1 got up, put on the fancy buttplate and palmrest, and touched off a shot.
It came up a center Vee, no better shot was possible. So | stopped, it would be all down hill from
there. So I have a perfect record at 1000 yards standing, a 5V in one shot.

One year at Camp Perry, Vaile Range, the biggest range had a new 300 yard firing line added,
but it had not been sodded, it was bare clay. That year was very wet and rainy. And of course we
were squadded on Vaile for 300 rapid. By the time I got there there was a deep pit full of water for
your elbow. Instead of calling it the usual Standing to Prone, we called it Standing to Splash!

Another time in a practice 300 yard match on Vaile, we were all loaded and locked, ready to
go and the targets were just about to rise when a rabbit chose just that moment to start slowly
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strolling across the grass in front of the targets. The Range Officer interrupted his usual chain of
commands and substituted “GIT HIM!”. We all hit the dirt and each of the 100 of us on that line
emptied our 10 rounds at that poor rabbit, who never knew what hit him. Then the range officer
declared a “Range Alibi”, a procedure usually reserved for a range goof up, issued fresh ammo and
we shot the match correctly.

I remember 1959 well, the year the Minnesota Guard team won the Bausch and Lomb High
National Guard trophy in the Herrick 1000 yard team match. Clint Weber had built a pair of 14-
pound bull guns chambered for the .300 Pfeiffer Improved Magnum Wildcat cartridge. This had to
be handloaded but had a much higher muzzle velocity than the usual magnums. These were
equipped with good scopes, and we all shot them. We had two shooters on the line at a time,
alternating shots. The rest of the team was sitting around the big Unertl team scope box playing
whist (an antique card game ancestral to bridge). When it was time for new shooters to move up to
the line, they put their hands down and the old shooters picked them up. We were a cool bunch
and it got on the nerves of our neighboring teams. | think we only lost 1 or 2 points for the whole
team.

We also shot the Infantry Trophy match, commonly known as the “Rattle Battle”. The team
consisted of 6 shooters, a coach and captain, and 8 targets. We were issued a whole case of 384
rounds of ammunition at the 600 yard line. Any hits on the silhouette targets counted 4 points at 600
yards, 3 points at 500 yards, 2 points at 300 yards and 1 point at 200 yards. In addition you received
a bonus of the square of the number of targets with 6 or more hits on them. Prone was the position
at 600 and 500 yards, sitting at 300 yards and standing at 200. Our optimum strategy was to shoot
as much as possible on the long ranges and have a only a few rounds left for 200 yards. The weaker
shooters were to shoot straight away on one target, the others were to shoot their own target and to
put some rounds on the spare target on each side of center. | could get as many as 24 well aimed
rounds off in 50 seconds, so | was a swing shooter. We always did well on that match. It was also
a great way to relieve the frustrations of the matches.

In 1959, | placed third in a Regional match and won my second Bronze Excellence in
Competition badge, and on June 26, 1960, at the Minnesota High Power Regional | won the
Minnesota State Championship, as well as winning first place in the leg match, which gave me the last
gold leg, needed for the Distinguished Rifleman Badge. | had promised Sal that when | went
Distinguished, she could have the rifle, she took it from me as | came off the firing line. That
summer she used our M-1 to win the National Woman’s Service Rifle Championship at Perry. She
made two of her legs for Distinguished with that rifle and our friends Dr. Kenneth Erickson, and
John “Buddy” Colombo also got legs with that rifle in the process of going distinguished. The total
number of Distinguished riflemen is still under 600 even though it has been awarded since 1900 or
so. Sal won her Silver excellence in competition badge, on June 24th 1961 at a regional, Her
second, a bronze was won on July 21 1962. She won her third and Distinguished in 1964 at Camp
Perry. and made the Presidents Hundred in 1970 by placing in the top 100 in the 600 yard Presidents
match.

Having given Sal the M1, I bought a Winchester model 70 sporting rifle in 30-06, and rebuilt
it into a target rifle by cutting a clip slot for reloading in rapid fire. fitting a Lyman 48 rear sight, and
restocking it with the other half of the cherry stock blank 1 had used for Don Bevis’s rifle. 1
widened the forend with scraps of walnut which made a nice contrast with the cherry.
Unfortunately it did not shoot as well as it looked, so I disposed of it.
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In 1960 | competed on the Minnesota State Civilian Rifle Team shooting M1’s , the other
team members were Sal, Fred Hallberg of St. Paul, Robert LeVang of Newport, Charles Peterson
of Judson, and Rudolph Wadekamper of Faribault.

| tried NRA match rifle the next year 1961, but my injured leg would not let me shoot sitting
well, and match nerves (the 90 mile an hour wind across the knee caps) made me drop 13 points
standing in the Navy Cup match where I was sure | would do well, 1 had only dropped 4 points all
summer in standing. Oh well, | concentrated on my research and shifted to pistol. | was never as
good with the pistol as I had been with rifle, but I enjoyed it immensely - No more Wallowing in
the Mud!

Dr. Emmet O. Swanson of Minneapolis, a reserve colonel of Marines and many times
Olympic shooter, gave me 100 empty cases for a 300 H&H Magnum, so | built a 13 pound bull
gun in that caliber for $95. | used a war surplus1903A3 Springfield action, a Lyman 48 rear sight,
Redfield front sight, a Timney replacement trigger and a Herter’s single shot target rifle blank. My
good friend, dentist and fellow competitor Dr. Kenneth C. Erickson fitted a preturned and
chambered Douglas barrel and I was in business. | shot 100 with 13 V’s in the Wimbledon with it,
loading all my ammunition.

We hung around several good friends in “Commercial Row” at Perry, in particular Al
Freeland whom | had known since 1947, Charley Lyman of Lyman Gun sights, and Roy Dunlap
who was instrumental in developing the US international free rifles. Ultimately | bought a Dunlap
High Power Target Rifle in .308 caliber for $250. This and many others of my rifles were sold in
times of financial stress.

At Perry the highest ranking | ever made was in the 20 shot standing match, the Navy Cup. |
was always the best standing shot on the team, and one year | was 13th out of about 3000 of the
best shots in the country in that match. Don Bevis and | went squirrel shooting often in southern
Minnesota. We were scraping the bottom of the barrel financially. Sal and I had long discussions as
to whether we would get enough meat from the $2.50 small game license to pay for hunting. | did.
At first I used one of my .22 long rifle rifles. But several well hit squirrels escaped into their nests, to
die a slow death there. So I took my 45 Colt ACP revolver and shot them with that until | found
out that at that time pistol hunting was illegal. Those 250 grain punkin balls killed squirrels very well,
and would knock them out of the tree. So it was at that point that | began reloading my pet squirrel
load for my 30-06 Mauser.

| was introduced to reloading by Byrl Thompson, an Olympic grade shotputter who got a
bachelors degree in Geology under Dr. Schwartz in about 1955 or 56, and went on to work for the
major copper mine in Chile, Chuquicamada. Byrl was a great hunter and used a custom made bolt
action rifle with scope (rare in those days) for an even rarer wildcat cartridge, the 7 mm Gradle
Express, a short, fat sharp shouldered very high velocity cartridge based on the .348 Winchester
cartridge, with the rim cut off and completely reshaped. It was a precursor of the modern 7 mm
magnum cartridges.

Byrl gave us a old buck shoulder roast that had been in the freezer for 4 years. It was a really
tough piece of meat. So Sal looked in an old Hunting cook book that recommended potroasting it
in Claret red wine. We used “Dago Red”, the cheapest of the cheap Vino de Tavolo, with the red
checkerboard tablecloth on it. It turned out to be very tasty and tender done that way.

I did go deer hunting several times with Don Bevis, but never saw a deer in season. | also
went up to Black Duck Minnesota with most of the Guard rifle team one fall to go hunting with
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Don Anderson of the team. Sal went along. She will never let me forget what happened there. She
had the M1, | had the Mauser. | fell asleep early on a warm sunny afternoon, and she found me
later, sound asleep with many fresh deer tracks around me.

We shot pistols both indoors at 50 feet and outdoors at 25 and 50 yards, in .45, .38 and .22.
My pet .22 is a Ruger Mark | bought for $15 from the Director of Civilian Marksmanship, and
restocked, and with a new trigger. It shoots very well. Eventually as my farsightedness got worse, |
mounted a pistol telescopic sight on it, using the Bridgeport milling machine at the department to
drill and tap the holes for the mount. For several years we shot an indoor pistol league with all three
guns. Sal and I often shot on a 50 foot range in our basement, wearing good ear protection. Once
the steel backstop slid off the stand it was on during a .45 rapid fire string and the backstop wasn’t
there for the last 3 shots. They went through the target and on through both sides of a lovely
aluminum ladder before hitting the concrete wall where they stopped. That 3 shot group had to be
fixed by having the holes filled by Heliarc welding by our airplane mechanic, and is still in use with
the group preserved for posterity, the 3 rounds can be covered by a quarter.

While in Montana in 1961, a rancher let me try out his Ruger Blackhawk revolver in 44
Magnum, | out 20 consecutive shots offhand into a 2 foot rock at 100 yards. Since it did so well,
when my friend Kenny Erickson wanted to dispose of his, | bought it along with 4000 cast sized
and lubricated bullets for reloading. 1 packed it in Montana for several years as a rattlesnake gun.
Bill Nelson had a Ruger 22 Bearcat revolver in Montana. It was even beter on shakes than the 44.
When Giles Maclntyre visited us at Rock Creek he bought a duplicate in town, but left it with me
when he returned to New York.

As a result of my shooting for many years with inadequate ear protection, (only earplugs were
available until about 1958 or so) | lost the higher pitches of my hearing, a standard old shooter’s
complaint. When finally tested my hearing had been reduced to an 80% loss above 2 kilocycles.
Hearing aids helped somewhat but also amplified tire noise and other odd noises. It has been a
continuing problem, made worse by loud ambient noises. 1 first noticed it, when at parties after
about an hour suddenly all I heard was a roar, and | could not discriminate any words. For years |
have not been able to hear a whisper.

In the 1970’s Bob Van Gene was an international rifle shooter, and needed help setting up a
range for the Olympic Biathlon team tryout which was to be held in conjunction with the St Paul
Winter Carnival. We found a farm north of Stillwater where we could set up a ski course and a 50
meter rifle range. VVan Gene worked on the Ski tour, and | surveyed and laid out the range at 30 °
below zero, with a Brunton compass and a 50 foot tape. The tryout went all right, but the team
coach was not impressed with the 50° below zero wind chill the day of the match!

When | quit competitive shooting, | became an NRA referee to oversee competitions in the
area. Sal had been one for several years before.

After | quit competitive Rifle shooting, Sal went into International Pistol shooting. To hold
regional tryouts for the US International team, we had to build a 25 meter and 50 meter pistol range,
with turning targets. Another friend, Pete Allen and | reworked the Minneapolis Rifle Club 50 meter
shooting house into a pistol range, we sent 5 local shooters (including Sal) to the International tryouts
in Phoenix.

Kenny had a 22 Hornet pistol he had made from a Australian BSA Martini cadet rifle action,
and a scrap of target 22 barrel. 1 bought it from him in the late ‘60s and rebuilt it as a collapsible
survival rifle to carry in the airplane. | restocked it in curly maple. In the fall of 1993 I found the
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magazine Precision Shooting, which is about accuracy in rifle shooting. Over the winter of 1992-1993 |
decided that | wanted to replace the Dunlap .308 target rifle, so I built one with an action from a
Brazilian model 98 Mauser, a Shilen preturned heavy barrel, Redfield Palma rear sight, Anchutz front
sight, Cloward target stock blank and a Timney trigger. Kenny Erickson (who is a fine amateur
gunsmith) fitted the barrel and sights. Again in the next winter | built a .243 Winchester rifle from an
Argentine model 1909 Mauser action, a mid weight Shilen preturned barrel, Timney trigger and a
Weaver 3-9 variable power scope in Weaver mounts. Again Kenny fitted the barrel and the sights, |
mounted it in a Kevlar stock. | wanted it as a combination varmint, deer and bench rest rifle. When
Jim Platt’s dad died in 1995, he left a large legacy of guns, including about 20 rifles chambered for
the 6.5mm x 55 Swedish cartridge. One of them was a Schulz-Larsen free rifle, so | bought it. |
bought a Smith and Wesson .32 long Kit gun from Jim as well and of course restocked it with the
usual good results.

NATIONAL GUARD CAREER

In 1948 the Cold war was on and the Draft was reinstated, folks were being called up. Both
Norm and | were registered with Selective Service, and both in college. Draftees were not getting
much training before being thrown into occupation duty and possible combat, so Norm and |
decided to join the National Guard in June 1948, to make sure we knew something before we had
to go. | was just under 20, Norm was just under 18, both of us had registered for the draft. |
enlisted on June 24th 1948, Norm a day or so later. We got neighboring serial numbers, mine was
364-60-873, Norm’s was 364-60-876. The most convenient unit was at the Washington Avenue
Armory on Washington Avenue (now Martin Luther King Jr. Drive), near 57th street south, a few
blocks west of the University of Chicago. Norm and | joined Headquarter and Headquarter's
Battery of the 33rd Division Atrtillery, Illinois National Guard. This unit consisted of the
Commanding Brigadier General (one star) of Division Atrtillery, his assistant Artllery Commander,
Col. Otto A. Koerner, who later rose to be Major General (two star), Division Commander, US
District Attorney, Governor of lllinois, and served a term in the Federal penitentiary for graft. It
contained the Staff officers; S1, plans, S2, Intelligence, S3, operations and S4 Supply, the battery
supplied the staff and worked for them. We were required to attend drill (mostly instruction) one
night a week from 8 to 10, and attend a two week summer encampment. In return we got a full
day’s pay for each evening. Occasionally there would be a weekend drill. Our first encampment
was at Camp McCoy, near Sparta and Tomah, Wisconsin.

At the 1948 summer encampment, about 2 weeks after we joined up, Major Paul D. Lynch
(commonly known as P.D., in artillery, it is the abbreviation for Point Detonating) was the staff
officer who called me in about the second day of camp, and told me of his plans for me to run the
survey section. | reported to him as long as | had the job. | was put in technical charge of the
Survey section, since as a geologist | had done a little bit of surveying. (I had made a plane table
survey around Rosenwald and Walker buildings and finished with a 3 foot vertical error of closure.
Not at all good, but | knew more about it than anyone else available!) So I, as a rear rank raw
recruit, was given a batch, mostly of college kids, including Norm, a staff sergeant to keep us honest,
and we learned Surveying. We were issued a couple of $1000 worth of surveying equipment and in
effect told to teach ourselves surveying. So we did. It was great fun and even useful to a geologist.
Norm and | finished our driver training on WWII jeeps , Dodge 3/4 ton 4X4’s and WWII 2 1/2
ton 6X6 GMC trucks with 5 speed transmisions, two speed transfer case, and no synchromesh.

Our Battery Commander was Captain __ known as “Dinty”, who was a real character. He
was a very large man with a very large head, so large that his steel helmet sat up on top of his head.
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Two incidents will give an idea of his character. We were on the range, Dinty was demonstrating the
50 caliber machine gun, He froze on the trigger, and the gun started to turn toward the entire battery
sitting there before he finally let go. Another episode of that first camp, we were due to go on an
overnight bivouac (Campout) Dinty picked the bottom of a valley as the Battery campsite, “because
the sand will let the water drain away.” It didn't work that way, because the water table was high,
and at 3 o’clock in the morning everyone was woken up by the camp being in 4 inches of water
during a thunderstorm. A miserable time was had by all. The First Sergeant was named Charles
Allen, a former cook in WWII, and the motor pool Sergeant was “Jocko” Dittman, a fat man who
occasionally showed off by steering a jeep with his belly.

The first year (1948) | was a Recruit, by the second year (1949) | was a T5, a specialist rank
comparable to a corporal, (2 stripes with a T below it). During the third year (1950) I rose to Staff
Sergeant (Three stripes and a rocker), skipping buck sergeant.

We always went to camp with a long motor march, All the trucks of Artillery units drove to
camp in convoy at 35 miles per hour. It was a one day trip the first year (250 miles), but a two day
trip (400 miles) the second year when we drove to Camp Grayling, Michigan. There we finally
performed our first big survey, from the gun sites about 15 miles to the Artillery impact area. We
were still learning our trade and were slow, so every time | occupied a station we took bearings on a
major fire tower. Just before the survey was used, we went to the fire tower, climbed up a 100 foot
ladder, pulled the $1000 transit up to the cabin on the same rotten clothesline the fire watch used to
haul up their lunches, and set the transit on the center of the azimuth circle in the cabin, sighting back
on all the other stations one by one and completing the survey by triangulation. By this time John
Wainhouse, one of the members of the rifle team at the UC was in the section. He was our best
driver, but managed to drive a 3/4 ton Dodge 4-wheel drive truck into a swamp, burying all four
wheels. At our third summer camp, we went to Camp Ripley, just north of Little Falls, Minnesota, a
550 mile trip, again two days.

Korea had been occupied by Japan before and during the War. When Japan surrendered, the
Japanese troops north of the 38th parallel surrendered to the USSR, those south of the 38th parallel
to the US. By 1950, there were two Koreas, and on June 25, 1950, North Korea invaded the South.
Between then and September, we were losing badly. There was a complete remobilization of the
Army and Navy to reinforce the south. When this happened, expecting to be called up, I quickly
took my BS (which I had been planning to skip) figuring | would not be able to finish my graduate
training and wanting all the degrees | was qualified for. As it happened my unit was never
federalized.

For the fourth and fifth encampments there was the usual motor march, and instead of the
box lunches we had been offered in the past, we were issued a box of C-rations per man. This was
a cardboard box with enough meals for 1 man for 1 day. There were 6 small cans about half the
size of a Campbell’s soup can, with three main meal cans, (beans and weiners, pork sausages, beef
stew, etc., a can with cigarettes (I gave them away), candy, toilet paper, gum and a can opener, and
two beverage cans with powdered coffee, chocolate and some crackers and cookies. Unless they
were heated, they were not very palatable. | had learned how to warm dinners on a motor block in
past encampments, so my crew didn’t suffer, and thought them not bad at all. But most of the men
in the battery opened only the beverage and cigarette cans and only tried one dinner. They went
hungry 1 guess. When we got back to the armory, Jocko Dittman was cleaning out the trucks and |
saw all the C-rations, so I collected them, took them home and took them to Texas in the truck of
my car for my camp meals on my last 2 weeks of thesis collecting. It was a great supplement to my
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very meagre finances. By the fifth encampment (1952) | was a Sergeant First Class (three stripes and
2 rockers, at that time the next to the top enlisted pay grade). I rose in the ranks because I couldn’t
really do my job without the promotions, and | liked what I was doing. | was working on a
commission, because as an enlisted man | was far brighter than any of the others, and fit better with
the officers.

I had been taking the 10 Series Army Correspondence School lessons for promotion to 2nd
Lieutenant, had passed the course with a high grade. The lessons would take an evening or two a
month and introduced me to correspondence courses. | also attended an Officer’s Candidate
School at Summer camp in 1952. During the late spring | went before a review board, and my
qualifications were examined.

I was commisioned on July 3, 1952 after camp, as a Second Lieutenant (Shavetail, so-called
because tradition was we cut off the tails of their shirts to make the new officer’s shoulder epaulets
on our old shirts), given a new serial number (O-2266459) and assigned to a different unit, Battery
C, 210th Field Artillery of the Illinois National Guard at the same armory. This was a 155mm
Howitzer outfit, | was a platoon leader. | gave all the enlisted men in my armory hope since | was
the first enlisted man promoted to officer from the ranks in that armory since the war. So in 1953 |
went to summer camp with the Illinois National Guard for the last time, from July 4th to the 18th,
and flubbed my one and only very expensive experience as a Forward Observer. Because of a
shortage of 155 mm ammo, (the Korean War was still on) the unit was issued spare 105 mm
howitzers which were much lighter and easier to manage. | was given some 15 shots to take out a
target, and blew it. 1 was supposed to bracket the target with long and short rounds (longs beyond
the target, and shorts in front of it), but | was fooled and never saw a short though | thought I did.
As a result my exercise was graded unstatisfactory. | never got a chance to repeat it.

Norm stayed in the old unit and went into the Communications Section since he was an
Electrical Engineering student, he rose to head the section as a Sergeant, and finally to be the First
Sergeant of the Battery.

In 1953 after attending my last camp with the Illinois N.G. from July 1st to 18th, I did not
return to lllinois, dropping off in Minneapolis on Saturday the 18th to work as Charley Bell’s
assistant. That summer on July 27th, 1953 the Korean Armistice was finally signed after two years of
truce talks. | transferred to the Minnesota National Guard, 47th Viking Division, and was put in
Headquarters and Headquarters Battery as a second lieutenant platoon leader. 1 also functioned as a
survey officer. As usual | built a rifle team in the battery, a fellow second lieutenant from lowa also
transferred in, his name was Don Bevis, he was a science teacher in the Minneapolis Public Schools,
who rose to be Assistant Superintendent. Don and | worked on our 20 series (1st Lt course,
completed on December 10th 1954) and 30 series (Capt.) correspondence courses. | was given my
semi automatic promotion to 1st Lieutenenat on July 2nd, 1955.

Don and | played canasta and scrabble with Sal and Peg, his wife. We hunted squirrels
together, and | built a rifle for him. He had been on occupation duty In Japan after the war, and
brought home a model 99 6.5mm Jap service rifle. We got a surplus Springfield barrel, a surplus
Lyman 57 rear sight, and one of our sergeants on the rifle team gave us some Cherry and Maple
planks. After a Gunsmith had fitted the barrel and chambered it for 300 Savage, | hand inletted the
cherry for his action and barrel, and we started to shape it. We went up to Camp Ripley for a
match, taking the inletted rifle along. We finished shaping it behind the firing line and then sighted it
in at 600 yards in the afternoon!
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| took an axe and chopped it to shape. This sounds awful, no one thinks of an axe as a
precision cutter, but if you carefully mark in pencil on the stock the lines to cut to in removing the
corners to turn a square bandsawed blank into an octagonal blank, then trim to the octagon, most of
the work is done quickly and accurately. The clue in using an axe is to know which way the grain
runs in the wood, and alway to chop in such a fashion that the splits move outward away from the
core of the wood. Every time | have done it, the owner cringes, and every time it works out just
fine. It turned into a beautiful rifle. 1 did the same thing with some redwood duck decoys he was
building, he used the rasp, and I used the axe.

On July 2nd 1955 | was promoted to 1st Lieutenant, in the same role | had before. Don and
I worked together well and in 1955 or 1956 we had to make a full artillery survey from the guns to
the targets. Our crews were inexperienced, and we were running out of time. | had Don make the
position surveys and the target surveys. connecting both to well located U.S.Coast and Geodetic
survey benchmarks. Then in a half hour late night session | plotted the two benchmarks on very
large scale graph paper, and used an Artillery fan to measure the correct angle between them, as well
as the distance. This was cheating of a sort, but it finished the job in jig time and was more accurate
than it needed to be. The Assistant Artillery Commander, Colonel Grant, complained about our
survey, “It did not agree with his compass!”, 1 told him his compass was off since the artillery range
was built on top of the underground extension of the Cuyuna Iron Range and it deflected the
compass. The entire Division artillery fired a Time On Target mission, with every gun in the outfit
fired at a predetermined time so that all rounds landed on the target at exactly the same time. The
target was a rockpile about a hundred yards long and 50 yards wide, left over from when farmers
tried to make a living on this land. It was a spectacular sight, the rockpile just disappeared in smoke!
The rockpiles were there because the fields grew more rocks than crops. The farms were all
returned to the State during the depression in lieu of back taxes. Minnesota then turned them into
the Camp Ripley Military Reservation, which became a major money maker with guard units from
the surrounding states coming every summer for a two week encampment.

In 1957 Thiel assigned me to teach a Field Geology course in the Black Hills, with J.
Campbell Craddock, our structural geologist. This conflicted with summer camp, and | had to be
excused. So on December 24, 1957 | was transferred as the Executive Officer to a real sad sack of
an outfit, Battery C of the 256th Antiaircraft Artillery Battalion, Automatic Weapons, Self Propelled;
the 256 AAA Bn AWSP. This outfit had never gone to camp with the Division since the Korean
War ended. Instead they had gone off to a separate range where they could shoot at small radio
controlled drone aircraft powered with 2-cycle 40 hp McCullough engines,- glorified 4 cylinder
chainsaws. | became a platoon leader again. Again I set up and trained a rifle team. That spring the
Battalion commander called me in for a chat, it seemed that in the summer of 1958 we would go
the Ripley with the rest of the division and work in a ground attack role. He was very rightly
concerned about the annual federal inspection, we were not in good shape on Individual small arms
qualification, to put it bluntly we stunk. He asked if there was anything I could do to raise the level
of weapons qualification. 1 told him | would do it. We scheduled a whole week of range time at
summer camp, with my team as assistant instructors. | gave an abbreviated version of the Fort
Benning Small Arms Firing School (that I had been through many times at Perry) trimmed down to
the absolute essentials, then we moved to the range. Anyone who qualified the first time became a
coach, and we then reworked the others until they qualified. We managed to get the entire 500-man
battalion qualified, and only a handful were transferred to a TOE slot that called for submachine
gun. As usual I gave other lectures (map reading, etc., | was the best instructor in the outfit) for the
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benefit of the inspectors, something | did throughout my guard career. Anything to give the
inspectors the best possible impression of the unit.

That same summer we had to fire our M-19 Motor Gun Carriages with twin 40mm
automatic antiaircraft cannons in a ground support role. A total of 285 M19’s were built in 1944 by
Cadillac in Detroit and Massey Harris in Milwaukee, they were powered with twin Cadillac flat head
V-8 automobile engines. They were on the same chassis as the M-24 Chaffee light tank and the M-
37 and M-41 Howitzer carriages. This was the only time I drove a tank, and then not for long. |
used my rifle team for a gun crew, and we fired a shot at a time at some 55 gallon oil drums at 800
yards. We used one ranging shot and after that we blew up one drum with each shot. They made us
quit so others would have something to shoot at!

On February 18th 1959 my outfit was converted to Infantry, Company C of the 135th
Infantry, the First Minnesota Volunteers of the Civil War. | first became a platoon leader, by this
time | had been a first lieutenant for several years. By May 1st | became the Executive Officer
(number 2) of the unit. 1 was not happy in the infantry, ( | considered myself a cut above them as a
artillerist, a far more technical field, a view as old as Napoleon), and when | was told | would have
to go to Fort Benning, Georgia for infantry officer school, or to Fort Sill, Oklahoma for a