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Introduction
by

Evan Calkins, M.D. 

Peter Calkins asked me to write a brief introduction to explain how we were able to obtain 
the accompanying autobiographical sketch written by my brother, Hugh. 

As a teenager, I became fascinated with the amazing house developed by my grandparents, 
Rev. Wolcott Calkins, his wife, Charlotte Whiton Calkins, and their daughter, Mary Whiton 
Calkins, and sought opportunities to learn more about them. When my grandmother died, my 
parents honored me, the middle one of their three sons and two daughters, by asking me to 
serve as family historian. I accepted this role, and, over the decades, my wife, Virginia, and I 
received an extraordinary flow of boxes and trunks with memorabilia of this large and active 
family. Busy with my medical practice, teaching, and shepherding our own family of nine 
children, I had other interests on my plate and the boxes remained unopened in the basement 
and attic of our large house in Hamburg, New York. 

Finally, fourteen years ago, at age eighty, I decided that it was high time that I get going 
on this project. As I began opening the boxes I found that they contained, among other things, 
either the original or copies of autobiographies written by members of our family, dating from 
the time of the Revolutionary War. Additional autobiographies were provided by two cousins, 
John Whiton Hutchinson and Bradford Washburn. The material was edited and assembled into 
three volumes, which were published by Evenhouse Printing.

What was left to be done was, obviously, to acquire autobiographies from our own 
immediate family. This was easier said than done, especially with regard to my brother, Hugh. 
He was fully engaged in fascinating and demanding work and very reluctant to waste his time 
by assembling reminiscences.  However, with considerable goading and assistance from his 
wife, Ann, we were able to extract the accompanying story. It is, I believe, the only available 
personal memoir of this wonderful man. We are fortunate he gave it to us.

To give you an idea of how Hugh fits within the array of personalities in this six- generational 
family, I am including a summary of the entire series. The four-volume set, Yesterdays, has 
been accepted into the collections of four genealogical and historical libraries, including the 
Arthur and Elizabeth Schlesinger Library at Harvard University.





I. PREFACE

The basic theme of these memoir will be that various good things happened along the way

in my life and, in almost every case, they were not the result of objectives I had planned to

achieve. Instead, my basic philosophy was to work hard and do a good job in whatever I was

doing and let the future take care of itself. It did.

II. GETTING STARTED

My perspective on life on Farlow Road, as the youngest, is that I had an easy and

pleasurable time with all those older siblings to engage in activities with. They had already

fought most of the growing-up battles with our parents before

I came along and encountered the same issues.

I remember Dado best for his morning exercises in his

bathroom, in which he sampled his urine and put it into test

tubes to determine which shade of blue, Cerulean (good) or

other shade of blue (not so good), all of which signified sugar

content. No mention of the needles and testing was included

in my father’s log. That is characteristic of him, in that he

suppressed all those personal and slightly unpleasant details.

I consulted him once about my love life and did not get

helpful comments from him. He showed his nervous concern

by sitting in his easy chair and tapping his finger on the chair.

It was clear that he was not at all enthusiastic about that

female, whichever one it was.

I also remember some of our athletic activities, especially after Jim Lightbody arrived on

the scene. I remember the efforts of the Farlow Troubadours to make music, with dubious results.

I have little recollection of my experiences at Dexter School. The two things I remember

are (1) playing football against someone whose first or last name was Gardiner, who became

a guard on the Harvard football team in later years, and (2) the daily morning exercises with

the school-wide recitation of Psalms. Since that is about the limit of my Dexter recollections,

I could not have been fond of that school.

Rivers School

At Rivers School, to which I was moved in about the fourth grade, I had a better

experience. The athletic options were much more varied, and included soccer and touch

football. I enjoyed that. Several things happened at Rivers that influenced the rest of my life.

One was that one of my teachers got me started reading the New York Times. We obtained a

subscription for me at home and I read it with some care. That created a habit that stuck with

me for the rest of my life and got me interested in the whole subject of international and national

affairs. I had my first experience with prejudice at the Rivers School. We had a classmate who
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some other members of the class unkindly called “Lips” Gordon. I remember being resentful

about that treatment of him, but I don’t recall doing anything about it in any active way. The

reason he was called “Lips” was because he was Jewish and happened to have large lips. I am

sure the occasion for giving him that name was his Jewish ancestry, not his lips.

At Rivers, I participated in some plays. I still remember one of my opening lines in one of

the plays, which was, “Ma Foi.” I don’t remember the rest of the line, but I was dressed like

a French dandy and I had enjoyed that experience. That got me launched into the idea that

extracurricular activities can be fun once you seek them out. I pursued these at later schools.

I am not quite sure why I was removed from Rivers, but I guess Dado and Ma sensed that

Rivers was too small a puddle and I should have a greater challenge. They talked up Exeter

and off I went. At the time, Evan and Tish were at college. Anne was still at home, but the

scene there was much less lively than in earlier years. I do not recall much consultation with

me on the subject, nor do I recall any rebellion on my part.

VIGNETTES
Editors note: In an earlier, less formal recollection of his youth, Hugh wrote three little

stories which he called vignettes. They illustrate a sensitivity to family dynamics which was
not brought out in his more formal report. I am therefore including them here. ~ EC

Absolutely Did

One of my earliest recollections is of an event of which I am not at all
proud. The probable reason that I have not long since expunged it from my
memory is that, for years, my siblings reminded me of it in teasing, bantering
tones.

Two circumstances shaped the event. One was that, at this stage in our
lives, Evan, Tish and Grove were considered old enough to join the family
dinner table. Anne and I, on the other hand, ate separately, a circumstance
which I resented. She was, at the time, five years old and I was three.

The other circumstance was that buttermilk, which Anne was required to
drink daily, offended me, deeply and irrationally. I did not like the way it stuck
to the walls of a glass. It looked, to me, like a milk and paste mixture. I
imagined it tasted awful - I do not recall ever tasting it.

One of my responsibilities was to carry Anne's glass across the room. On
this particular day, as I approached her chair, I dropped it. I do not remember
whether the glass broke. But I do recall that I exclaimed, “I absolutely did!”

Psychologists, and my siblings and parents, may consider my exclamation
evidence that I had been harboring, for some days, an intention to drop the
glass or otherwise protest my assigned duty. I do not know whether that was
the case. What I do know is that the event produced seemingly endless
merriment around the dinner table when Anne and I - soon afterwards I think
- were permitted to join the rest of the family for dinner.
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Ma Cries

The most traumatic episode of my youth was the evening my mother cried
at dinner.

The asserted provocation was that, when she returned home in the late
afternoon and called a cheery greeting from the front door, no one responded.
The silence, she felt, showed a lack of appreciation and caring on the part of
her family. Having described the episode and her concern, possibly moved by
the outpouring of regrets and concern from around the table, she burst into
tears, redoubling the effect of her original report of her feelings.

Eventually, she drew the episode to a close, by saying something like, “Let's
forget about what happened today.” I took that as a request that we be prompt
and enthusiastic in reciprocal greetings on future days. So far as I know, we
were, because the subject never came up again.

Trip West with Evan

Two episodes remain vividly in my recollection
epitomizing the trip which Evan and I took to the West Coast
in the summer of 1941, only a few months before Pearl
Harbor.

One of our first stops was at the Grand Canyon, where
we took the customary pony ride down the walls. 

In California, we purchased, for $35, the cheapest car
we could find which would run - a mid-thirties Chrysler
sedan named Bertha. One of its deficiencies was that it
lacked an emergency brake. We compensated by parking on
the slightest incline, with wheels turned toward the curb.
Another deficiency came to our attention when we drove the
car to Yosemite, and decided that it would be fun to take the

exit road which led eastward, across the Sierras and into Nevada.
The car, it developed, lacked the power, even in its lowest gear, to make it

up the grade on that road. I think that an experienced mountaineer, who saw our
problem, tipped us off to the fact that a car's reverse gear is - or was then - even
lower than its low forward gear. Accordingly, at
every steep grade, we turned the car around, and
backed up. Blessedly, Evan kept us on the road
and away from the precipices on either side.

The car kept running, for at least several
weeks longer. When we returned to the train as
our mode of transportation, I think we sold the
car for a little more than we had paid for it.
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Exeter
I found that, indeed, Exeter was a substantial puddle. Physically, it looked like a small

college. There were over seven hundred students, all boys at the time. The faculty was

composed of well-educated teachers, some with endearing characteristics, all approachable by

the students. The distinguishing education characteristic was the so-called “Harkness

Method.” This was the result of a lengthy dialogue between the principal of the school in the

early 1930s and a benefactor named Edward Harkness. The benefactor was willing to make a

large gift to the school provided that some substantial change was made in educational

practices. Finally, I believe, close to desperation, Dr. Perry came up with the oval table

scheme. Harkness accepted, and the school’s buildings and classrooms were modified to

accommodate the new method. It was built on the principle that discussion and participation

are the right way to learn. Except in some scientific classes, all the instruction was conducted

around these oval tables. There were slides, which could be pulled out for confidential test

taking.

The other characteristic of the school was a wealth of extracurricular activities. Since it

was a boarding school, the days and evenings provided ample time for such matters. I became

involved in the Dramatic Club, although as an electrician and not as an actor. By some miracle,

my electrical errors never resulted in a fire or in shutting down the school, and, through them,

I learned the rudiments of electrical circuits, which have stood me in good stead ever since. I

also became the editor of the E-Book, a small volume published annually for the benefit of

new students, which described the Academy and what it had to offer.

At that time, I was the beneficiary of a campaign to cause me to gain weight. The

prescription was that I show up at the Exeter Grill every morning at 11:00 A.M., there to

consume a chocolate milkshake laced with an egg. That began a life-long craving for

chocolate milkshakes.

Athletics at Exeter were fun. I preferred the individual sports rather than team competition,

which I had encountered in my earlier schools, in which I did not excel. I played tennis and

squash, without acquiring great proficiency in either one.

One of the traditions of the school was a morning assembly attended by all of the students.

The principal, at first Dr. Perry and later Bill Saltonstall, would typically read to the students

extracts from The Devil and Daniel Webster, or some other New England classic. We would

sing a hymn or two, hear some announcements, and then scatter to our classrooms.

The time of day I remember most clearly was the evening. Along with, perhaps, ten or

twelve other boys, I would assemble in the living room of an instructor named Swift. He

would turn on the leading radio commentator of the day, Raymond Gram Swing, and we

would all listen to, and then discuss, the German invasion of France and other momentous

events. I trace to those evenings my continuing interest in world events.

There were also a few memorable academic events. I remember my first long essay,

entitled, “Architecture in Thomas Hardy’s Novels.” It was a tribute to the quality of the Exeter

Student Library that it provided sufficient materials to prepare that kind of an essay.
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My roommate, for at least the last two years at Exeter, was a fellow named Ed Bodman.

He did various things for me, one of which was introducing me to classical music. We were

both enrolled in the music appreciation course, but he had a stock of tapes and played many

of them, and I listened in. Ed had serious emotional instability, and it was later reported to

either my mother or my father that, in the view of the school health department, being paired

up with me as a roommate helped this rather unstable and flighty fellow. Apparently it was a

very important factor in his pulling through the school years successfully. He then went on to

Harvard, as I did, but we didn’t room together there. He had a motorcycle during freshman

year at Harvard and he would let me ride it around Soldiers Field from time to time. This was

a new and interesting experience. Then, one day, he took the “Congressional,” a prominent

train, I suppose from Boston to New York. It had a terrible wreck, during which he lost his leg.

He survived and became a trust officer at the Bank of New York and had a satisfactory life. I

got to be very good friends with his sister, Violet, who married Ned Coffin, a brother of

Edward Sloan Coffin, who achieved a lot of fame at Yale.

Ed Bodman had the theory that everybody should change his or her career every ten years.

At that time, we had a deal that every ten years he was going to come around to see me and

push me into some new occupation. That deal was never lived up to. I had a variety of changed

careers, however, but not to the degree he would have thought appropriate. I had other good

friends at Exeter who didn’t have emotional instabilities and the like. The name Girvan Peck

sticks in my mind. I must have also become a friend of Daniel Gage, because he and I decided

to room together our first year at Harvard.

I do not recall academic distinctions, although I believe I ranked near, but not at, the top

of my class. However that may be, at the end of my third year, I felt ready to go on to a still

larger puddle, Harvard College.

III. HARVARD COLLEGE

My initial roommate was an Exeter graduate named Dan Gage. I think we hooked up

because neither of us had a clearly better alternative. We were not particularly close and did

not have very similar interests. He did not have a successful Harvard career. I don’t remember

the details, and I don’t think he dropped out, but I think he simply plugged along near the

bottom of the class and didn’t find an interesting career path after he had left college. Then I

hooked up with Andy Wright from Columbus, with whom I got along with a lot better. I

remember a time I vacationed with him at the cabin in Jaffrey, and I remember visiting his

family in Columbus. He became a great scholar of irony in Evelyn Waugh. That was

eventually his doctoral graduate thesis. Many years later, prior to one of our class reunions,

Ann and I went to considerable lengths to room together with Andy and his wife in a suite of

rooms in one of the houses. Andy and his wife looked at the suite, decided that it wasn’t up to

their standards, and headed off for a fancy hotel. I did not take very kindly to that, but that was

their choice.

In Harvard, on the extracurricular front, I remember the freshman orchestra which I had

something to do with organizing, and in which I played my horn. I remember a Phillips Brooks
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House activity in the West End Settlement House, with a companion who might have been Ed

Bodman. We conducted classes in geometry, using battleships firing at each other over islands

in between as a sort of basic problem to be resolved by the geometric efforts. I enjoyed that

first venture into teaching.

Then I started to compete to be a member of the staff of the Harvard Crimson. I did not

have any particular plan to achieve high office or anything like that. I simply, first of all,

wanted to get on the board. I was lucky that a man named Thomas Kuhn, a philosopher/

scientist who was the Editorial Board Chairman, took an interest in me, for some reason, and

set out to teach me how to write. I don’t know how good a job he did as Editorial Chairman,

but he certainly improved my writing style substantially. The great advantage of writing for a

newspaper is that you get to write a lot, so you get into the habit of turning things out in

adequate quality with great promptness. I found work on the Crimson quite exhilarating.

One of the clearer visions I have of my life on the Crimson was leaving it at one or two

o’clock in the morning, after the paper had been “put to bed,” and then heading for my

freshman dormitory, which was on the other side of the yard. When I got through the yard gate,

I would set out to run toward the dormitory simply because I felt good and it was sort of an

outlet for a generally enthusiastic response to the current state of my life.

When the war started, I decided that I couldn’t justify remaining in college and studying

the humanities, so I took up engineering sciences and found them reasonably interesting. I

attempted to get the Navy ROTC to take me, but they wouldn’t because I am color blind. The

same thing happened with the Army ROTC. So I ended up as a cadet in the Air Force

Maintenance Program, which wasn’t at all bad.

In the meantime, something had happened to get me chosen as president of the Harvard
Crimson. I don’t remember the procedure by which the president of the Crimson is chosen,

except that I have an idea that it involved the senior editors getting together in the “sanctum,”

acting secretly, and, somehow, coming up with their choice. By that time, many people were

leaving or had left for military service so that, in a way, the cards were stacked in my favor

because I was somebody who might be around until April 1942, at least. I had a number of

very good friends on the Crimson, such as Armand Schwab, later a New York Times reporter,

who may or may not have been lobbying on my behalf. In any event, the editors chose me,

and my selection was announced in large headlines in the Harvard Crimson, as one would

expect it would be. This was four or five days before my class cast its votes for class officers.

Since we didn’t know each other very well, not having been around very long and many of us

having left, the publicity I had received as incoming president of the Harvard Crimson gave

me name recognition that I certainly otherwise would not have had, and, to my astonishment,

I was chosen chief marshall of the class. I beat out a variety of football players who seemed

to me to be the logical choices for that role. So these are two illustrations of how unplanned

fortunate events took place without my seeking them in any overt kind of way.

At that time, it was customary for editors each to write a full-page essay on some selected

topic. I picked as my topic the Harvard Corporation’s Investment Policy. This created quite a

stir, as that was a rather secret operation at Harvard. I don’t remember very clearly what
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happened, but, as I recollect it, I wrote the essay but made it fairly innocuous. Apparently, it

produced no repercussion.

IV. EARLY PROFESSIONAL LIFE
Military Life

Now, I will move into my military career, which was a remarkably easy and risk free one.

It involved enrolling in training programs in such difficult sites as the Yale Law School, the

Boca Baton Club and a few Air Force bases, and so on. Eventually, we were identified as the

Air Corps Maintenance Group for the B-29’s which would be based in the Marianna’s, and we

were sent out there to staff the Guam Air Depot.

I had a few interesting learning experiences in that operation. There was a wonderful old

master sergeant named Silas who, one day, decided to teach me a lesson on my parsimonious

ways. There was a rather flimsy, unimportant structure, which was in the wrong place and

needed either to be demolished or moved. I decided that it was serviceable and ought to be

moved. The structure consisted of a frame of two-by-fours, fastened together in various

positions, about which you could drape a tent. At my directions, in came the C-2 wreckers and

attempted to lift this structure and put it on a truck so it could be moved. However, with the

strain of lifting, the structure fell apart like matchsticks, and it ended up as a demolition and

not a move. I am quite sure that the wily old master sergeant thought that is what would

happen. Instead of telling me what would surely happen, he thought he could teach me a

lesson better by just going ahead with the process under my misguided instructions and letting

me observe what occurred. That was a useful lesson. The moral I drew is, “Don’t be too sure

that you are right.” I subsequently heard Judge Learned Hand express this cautionary note by

quoting, from Oliver Cromwell, “Believe ye in the bowels of Christ that ye may be mistaken.”

We had many recreation opportunities on Guam, one of which was our boat, the so-called,

“Milkin’ Bull.” We got the boat because one of our tentmates somehow had control of a

parachute which he swapped for a motorboat which was located down in the harbor and badly

needed repair. My friend Bill Neil and I were more or less in charge of the maintenance

division at the Guam Air Depot, in which we had hanger space and tools at our disposal. After

learning how to drive a C-2 wrecker, we went down to the harbor, collected the boat and put

it in a very remote hanger at the depot. There we would spend afternoons and evenings

repairing it. We were, eventually, moderately successful. We got out the C-2 wrecker again and

carted the boat back to the harbor. Somebody had the inspiration that we place on the bow of

the boat some very official looking numbers, which had no standing whatsoever; they were

just numbers we made up. But in this sensitive military/naval world, the Naval people who

looked at the boat with the numbers on it thought those numbers must be Army numbers. And

the Army people who looked at it thought those numbers must be Navy numbers. So nobody

bothered us. We would go out in the evening and motor around the harbor, which was

frequently rather full of crew ships carrying captured Japanese soldiers and taking them back

to Japan. No one wanted to keep them, feed them, and care for them. (By this time, we had

already dropped the bomb and Japan was out of the war.) Occasionally we’d enlist a
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Guamanean to go fishing with us at the southern end of the island, which was officially off limits

to soldiers. We must have had that boat for a year and a quarter, and enjoyed it very much. When

it was time for us to go home, we bequeathed it to somebody, but I can’t recall whom.

Guam at that time served as the base for the famous raid on Japan. We maintained the B-

29’s that dropped the atomic bombs and many non-atomic bombs on Japan. I did not know the

planes were going to be carrying atom bombs, nor did I know anything about the mission. It

was just another mission to drop bombs on Japan. We were startled when we discovered the

planes that we had been oiling and greasing were dropping these monstrous bombs.

A.W.O.L.

The other big recreational activity which Bill Neil and I had was a trip to Japan and the

Philippines. We decided we were entitled to a vacation when nobody wanted to give us one,

officially. So we journeyed to the naval air terminal and casually observed the personnel

behind the desk. We observed there was a Staff Sergeant who seemed very competent. But,

when he went off to lunch, there was a Private First Class who seemed young and

intimidatable. So, we waited until lunchtime, and then we went to the desk. I don’t recall what

we showed him by way of papers, but, in any event, we claimed that we wanted to go to

Tokyo. He didn’t quite know what to do, with two officers standing before saying they wanted

to go off-island. And so, despite the deficiencies of the paperwork, he put us on the next plane

to Tokyo and we, in due course, were at an airport near Tokyo. Soon we set off by train for

Kyoto. I remember the train trip and the beautiful views of the rice paddies of Japan as the

train wound its way up the hills. There we acted like perfect tourists and surveyed the temples

and so on. After a day or two, we went back to the local counterpart of the Guam Marine Air

Terminal and speculated on where we would dare to go next. We really would have liked to

go to Bangkok because it sounded exotic, but we had a feeling Bangkok might be harder to

get out of than other places, so we settled for Manila. And, after a short while in Manila, we

told the people behind the counter we wanted to go back to Guam. We had a little better

evidence that we belonged in Guam, so we got a flight without much difficulty. This

essentially was an AWOL expedition. I don’t know what the consequences would have been

had we had been detected on our trip. But we found it a rather exhilarating adventure and it

helped us pass the time that we thought was really quite interminable while we were waiting

to be demobilized.

Among other ways I passed the time was to study Russian. At the end of the initial course

I was advised that, not expecting anyone to progress as far as I had, they had not prepared a

final exam. They would do so if I were patient, but there would be no advanced courses. My

studies were abruptly ended. They left me with a desire to visit Russia and put what I had

learned to use.

Demobilization

The armed forces had a big problem in how to schedule demobilization. Demobilization

camps were busy twenty hours a day and they could only handle so many soldiers, so some

soldiers got there first and some soldiers had to wait. Those who were doing maintenance
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work in Guam probably had to wait longer than almost anybody else. So we were reconciled

to the fact that it would be a long time before we were demobilized. In due time, we boarded

a vessel to San Francisco, where we all loaded aboard a train headed for some place in New

Jersey. It developed that I was the senior officer on the train, and, therefore, was the train

commander. One of my objectives was, somehow, to get the trainload of restless soldiers

safely to New Jersey, with the group intact, rather than losing half of them in the mountains

of Colorado or towns where ladies were to be found. To do this, I had a happy inspiration.

Over the loud speaker or by other means, I announced to everybody that, “If you arrive on the

train in New Jersey, you can expect to be demobilized right away. But if, somehow, you are

not on the train and come in later, who knows when you will get demobilized?” We faced a

very amusing scene. The railroad people didn’t want to congest the main line so they put us

on all of the back tracks, on which we wound through hills, valleys, and little towns. Every

time we stopped, a collection of vehicles would be seen catching up to the train, each

containing GI’s who had dropped off earlier, and now wanted to get back on board. We

accepted them all. I don’t know the total train count when we arrived in New Jersey, but expect

it was quite large. It was a long trip. My best Air Force friends were not with me on this trip,

so I had to make new friends on the train. But I got to New Jersey and I got demobilized and

then headed up to Boston.

Harvard Law School

By that time, I had decided that I wanted to be a lawyer and that I wanted to go to the

Harvard Law School. That decision was not a very informed one. The core of the decision was

that lawyers tend to be people, not all of whose time is owned by anybody. Like people who

own their own business, lawyers have a degree of freedom of action on what they are going

to do – a freedom which many other people don’t enjoy. I was pretty sure that I wanted to

engage in civic activity of one kind or another as well as caring for my clients. Law seemed

good from that standpoint. So I applied and was accepted.

When I got to Cambridge, the first question was where should I live and with whom? I

went to the Law School’s admissions office and asked to see the folders of students who were

coming for the first time that fall. This was in September. I went through the folders until I

found a very handsome person, Verne Reed, who came from Akron, Ohio. I had already

thought that Cleveland might well be the place in which I would want to do my law practice.

So I wrote Verne a letter and said, “How would you like to room with me?” He did not have

very much alternative, so he wrote back and said, “Sure, I would love to.”

The timing was such that I was the first to arrive in Cambridge. I found us an apartment

on the third floor of somebody’s house and moved in. Pretty soon, I heard Verne clopping up

the stairs. When he arrived in the doorway, I realized there had been some terrible mistake.

This was not the handsome fellow whose picture I had picked out. He looked nice enough but

clearly not a movie star. I did not tell him about the error, if that is what it was, for several

weeks until it was clear we were getting along well. Then, I confessed to my perplexity that

he was not as handsome as his picture represented. He said, “Oh, that was not my picture. I

sent in my application from the Azores, where I was then stationed. Not having a picture of
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myself, I got my handsomest friend to give me one of his pictures and I put it on my

application!” (The handsomest friend turned out to be Bob Koch, who also came to the

Harvard Law School, and whom I got to know reasonably well.) Verne and I did hit it off very

nicely. We stayed together for a couple of years and I think we split up because he took a

summer off, which I did not, so we got out of phase.

I ended up with a new roommate named Cecil Highland. Cecil had been a successful

newspaperman and banker in Clarksburg, West Virginia. He partly owned and may have run

the Clarksburg Daily News. He was a good friend of some highly placed political figures

including a man named Johnson, who was Truman’s Defense Secretary and was the

democratic kingpin of West Virginia. Johnson was a very conservative person. (In subsequent

years, Cecil asked me not to disclose my employment with Frankfurter.) Cecil and I got along

fine, especially because I was in deep in the Harvard Law Review and not spending very much

time on my courses. Cecil would take meticulous notes and brief me on what was said in class.

This helped me absorb what I needed to know to pass exams, so I was very grateful to him.

Here we come to another example of a fortuitous event, namely the Harvard Law Review.

I had not particularly aimed at being a Harvard Law Review editor. That is in the back of

almost every law student's mind, in part because it is something that helps secure your future.

But I did not count up my grades and do that kind of thing to see how I was doing. I think in

those days the selection for the Law Review was purely a matter of academic standing.

Apparently I ended up in the top twelve percent of the class and was invited to be a member.

Once again, when I got to be a member, I didn’t have any particular target in mind or strategy

that said I should aim to be a note editor or president. That kind of forward planning did not

occur to me. However, I did end up as a note editor and then as the president under the peculiar

election system which is used by the Harvard Law Review. The editors who are not eligible

for these offices (by virtue of graduation dates) gather and consider the names of the editors

who might be eligible and then eliminate them one by one. Those who were eliminated joined

the decision-makers. There wasn’t any specific academic standing involved in this process.

Once you became an editor you were eligible, unless you were about to leave school. As it

turned out, one member of the class, named Wilbur Cowett, who had the best grades, had

determined that he didn’t want to be an editor of the Harvard Law Review and had never

accepted his election. I was next in line.

When I became president, I made the first and greatest effort I have ever made to really

master people’s names. I did this by getting the pictures of the editors and their names ahead

of time and studying them, so that I was reasonably good at picking up the names of

everybody and getting to know them.

One episode I remember was a rather frosty interview I had with the Dean, Erwin

Griswold. When I reported to him that we were moving the names of the authors of the articles

from the end of the article to the beginning, he plainly felt he should have been consulted, not

so much in his faculty or academic role, but because he had been the president of the Harvard
Law Review, was widely respected, and would be expected to have important views on the

subject. “Why didn’t you come and ask me ahead of time?” he asked. However, he accepted
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the decision. I don’t recall any other significant encounter with Dean Griswold while I was an

editor of the Law Review and we got to be pretty good friends as the years went by.

The job required an enormous expenditure of time. I suppose I spent six to eight hours a

day on Harvard Law Review matters, and, in addition, tried to keep up with class work as best

I could. We had a colorful professor named Carl Llewellyn who taught a course in

Jurisprudence and had slightly eccentric ideas. The course consisted of practical advice as to

what you should do to be an effective lawyer. He was interested in how you set up your office,

how big should your desk be, how far should it be from the door, where do you have your

visitors sit, where do you put the lights so they don’t shine too much in the visitor’s face, etc.

I didn’t think this was all terribly worthwhile stuff so I didn’t attend many of his classes. At

the conclusion, we had to write a paper. Picking up on the practical art of lawyering, I wrote

a paper on the subject: “Why I Should Not Be Flunked for Having Missed So Many of Your

Classes.” Well, he rather liked that idea. It was right in line with his practical approach to

things. I don’t remember what grade he gave me, but it was good enough. He didn’t take any

adverse action because of my absences.

Another occasion I remember was a class which Erwin Griswold was teaching. As he

started out with his remarks, there was a tittering of humor in the back of the room, which soon

expanded until it extended throughout the entire room. All of the students were laughing. The

dean checked to see if his fly was zipped and he brushed his hair to see if it was all right.

Finally, he turned around and observed that some wag had replaced a dignified portrait of a

Lord Chancellor with a portrait of a female Lord Chancellor with an open red gown, disclosing

her gorgeous figure. When he saw the painting, he joined in the fun and I don’t think any

disciplinary action was taken with regard to the perpetrators of that prank.

More Fortuitous Adventures – The Sheldon Fellowship

Continuing the theme that good things happen, the law clerks for Judge Learned Hand and

Justice Felix Frankfurter were then selected by Professor Henry Hart, who relied on his

personal knowledge of the students, on their grades, and comments he obtained from other

members of the faculty. It is fairly common for the president of the Harvard Law Review
to be routed towards Judge Hand, and, once there, to be routed towards Justice Frankfurter.

So, I found myself invited to be a law clerk to Learned Hand, Chief Judge of the Federal Court

of Appeals for New York and Connecticut. This was a really great privilege because he 

was considered to be the finest judge in the United States as well as an interesting and

cantankerous character.

Sheldon Grand Tour

My job at Learned Hand’s chambers did not start until September. It was now January, and

I was graduating from the Harvard Law School. So what should I do between January and

September? The first step was study the Harvard Catalog, and my study revealed a fact which

had apparently not been noticed before. The fact was that the Sheldon Fellowships, which

have been awarded to undergraduates for many years for a grand tour of Europe, are also open
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to graduate students. Heretofore it had been supposed that a graduate student could apply for

a Sheldon Fellowship only to carry out serious study in some field in which the graduate

student is concerned. Having read the catalog, I applied for the first form, the grand tour form,

of Sheldon Fellowship and it was awarded to me. Since then, many other law students have

done the same thing, so I opened up a door for a lot of people. And adding to the fortuity, it

turned out that the nice Englishman with whom I had chatted so often in the basement of the

Harvard Law School, when I was down there looking for a book, had been a professor at

Trinity College in Cambridge. I had wanted to spend some time at either Oxford or Cambridge

and Cambridge would do. So, I asked him to intercede on my behalf at Cambridge, which

means at Trinity College. Soon, I had a letter from the Dean or somebody like that at Trinity

College saying that they are terribly sorry they could not enroll me as an undergraduate

because their rule prohibits accepting, as undergraduates, people who already have bachelor

degrees. However, they would be glad to have me come as a guest of the High Table, if I would

be interested in doing so. Well, of course I was interested.

The High Table at Trinity College was and is very distinguished. The Master was Lord

Trevelean, a historian of considerable renown. He must have been age eighty-five or ninety.

There were many other real luminaries on the faculty, with whom I had dinner almost every

night I was in Cambridge. That was a nice event. A good dinner at a raised dias in the student

dining room was followed by port wine ceremoniously served in the Senior Common Room.

If you were lucky, the port bottle would be emptied into your glass, which meant you would

get an infusion of new port from the new bottle. The conversation was good, the atmosphere

was very pleasant; it was a quintessential British occasion.

Also, while at Trinity, I rowed as an oarsman in the Trinity College tenth or twelfth boat.

I lived in digs that were perhaps a mile from the entrance to the College. I bought an enormous

bicycle on which I could stretch my legs so as to ride it without difficulty. I did a little

exploring of the countryside around Cambridge, but not a great deal. I attended a number of

concerts and church services in the wonderful chapels which are all over Cambridge. I went

punting on the Cam, which involves pushing a flat boat with a pole, and it was also a pleasant

experience.

Occasionally I went down to London for the weekend. I remember being there on the

Easter weekend in 1950. All of the fountains were playing and all of the parks were open. They

were all full of children whom I could hear saying, “Gee, I’ve never seen that fountain before.”

This really dramatized the latent effect of the war years from which England was just

emerging. The city was busy and the people were cheerful and friendly. There wasn’t a visible

care in the world in England at that particular time.

France

I didn’t want to spend all my time in England, so I would interrupt my stay in Cambridge

by forays to the continent. One of the places I visited was a school or camp in the Massif

Centrale, the mountainous area in the center of France, which was run by Andre Trocme.

Trocme was a hero of the Resistance. I don’t recall the details of what he did that was heroic,
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but he was a revered figure. He was also a pacifist, quite probably a Quaker. He believed in

trying to get better understanding among the former combatants in the war. So we had a group

of German young people and a group of French young people, and I suppose he must have had

Dutch and Danes and perhaps some Americans as well. I participated enthusiastically in that

enterprise, practicing my French to some degree, and singing wonderful songs with the

Germans who were marvelous songsters. I don’t recall exactly what we did during the daily

schedule, but I spent two weeks or so there and found it rewarding.

My first substantial visit was to Montpelier, a city in the southern part of France. In a short

stay in Paris I found that I had so many American friends that I didn’t get much practice

talking French, so I asked where I could go where there would be no Americans around. I was

told Montpelier is the place to go. It was sufficiently into the winter that the southern part of

France was attractive, and Montpelier, among other things, had a very active opera house that

performed operas four or five days a week. The leading roles were frequently sung in Italian

by singers from La Scala in Milan, with other actors filling in, in French. You sit on narrow

benches in high balconies but it is a very interesting musical experience. When you get to the

unimportant songs, they are in French, but when you get to the lovely arias, they come out in

Italian. I became aware that Italian is, by far, the best language from the standpoint of lyrical

opera music. I stayed with a nice couple called Mark and Paulette Lanfranchi, who were in

graduate school and who could not speak any English. We talked in my hesitant French. My

French improved sufficiently that, one day, when Paulette came and knocked on the door to

tell that it was time to get up, I woke up protesting in French. That said to me that I had been

there long enough. I can move on to somewhere else. So, I did.

Skiing in the Alps

I toured the northern cities in Italy and took a foray into Switzerland on an absolutely

lovely spring day. The snow was still some two or three inches on the ground but the sun was

bright and warm and the daffodils were in bloom. I took a train to one of those little towns at

the foot of the Jungfrau. It was clear that everybody was having a great time skiing. I decided

that was also for me, and got off the train. I rented some ski boots and skis, and looked around

for the right way up the mountain. I found a T-bar. I climbed on the T-bar and headed up. As

I went up, the view over my shoulder got more and more spectacular. Monk and Eiger, which

are two major mountains, and Jungfrau itself, were right there behind me. So, while turning

over my shoulder, not to miss that glorious view, I fell off the T-bar. I figured I was far enough

up this mountain anyway, so I wouldn’t try to get back on the T-bar. Instead I would simply

climb out where I was and ski down. I was in the bottom of a ravine. I climbed up the wall of

the ravine, but when I got to the top there was a snow slide, and down I went. I ended up in a

pile of snow at the bottom of the ravine. That happened two or three times before whoever was

running the ski tow decided to stop the tow while an experienced mountaineer was on the 

T-bar close to where I was. The experienced mountaineer beckoned to me to get up and climb

on the other half of his T-bar, which I did, and then we resumed our climb up the mountain.

He asked me if I had been up this mountain before, and I said no I certainly had not. He said,
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“Well, it’s one of the more difficult in Switzerland.” That was chilling news. When we finally

got to the top, and I looked down, I could see it was, indeed, a rather precipitous slope. So I

decided to be cautious in getting down that mountain and used the technique of coasting off

at an angle to the mountainside and then turning uphill to stop, turning 180 degrees around in

a stationary way, and going off on another zag to my zig. In that fashion, I managed to zig zag

down the mountain without breaking my leg or having any other untold adventure.

When I got to the bottom, I checked in my ski boots and skis, and went to the local café,

where I admired the people who were sweeping down the slopes in great style. Eventually I

climbed on the next train to resume my trip. That’s my only experience with Swiss skiing. It

is not one that will encourage me to try again soon.

Germany
I remember going into Germany. One of my first experiences in Germany was on a train

heading towards Frankfort, where I got into conversation with a man who was living seventy-

five miles away from where he worked. He would commute back and forth on this train, and

his dearest hope was for matters in Germany to straighten out sufficiently that he could find a

job in and a home in approximately the same location.

I had a few other interesting conversations, one of them with a distinguished looking

Prussian type fellow who described how he hadn’t known what was going on with the

persecution of the Jews until, one day, when he was traveling in the sleeper train, he heard a

woman crying out in a nightmare type voice about terrible things that were happening. That

caused him to realize that there were things happening that he hadn’t known about. It was an

interesting revelation of how apparently decent people in Germany could have lived so long

with that regime, doing what it was doing, and not having been fully aware of what was going

on. So that was a useful bit of information.

In Germany, I had a mini-solution to the language problem, which was that I bought a

German English dictionary, and selected fifty words that I thought were most critical to a

traveler in Germany. I wrote the German English equivalents on a card in my pocket. That was

so admired by various other American types that were traveling around in Germany that I soon

had, like the pied piper, a little group of people who were trailing me, because they wanted to

use my fifty words.

From all that, I found my way back to Cambridge and spent most of the summer enjoying

life there. Eventually of course, all this came to end because I had to be back in New York City

the first of September to start up with Learned Hand. But, the whole experience of those six

or seven months was a wonderful and fortuitous event in my life that I couldn’t have possibly

planned at some early stage. It just happened.
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Learned Hand

Learned Hand had an unusual method of using his law clerk. He did not want any help in

writing anything. What he wanted was argument. Therefore, the clerk was expected to read up

on the case ahead of the one that the judge was working at the time, and be prepared, when

the judge got there, to formulate some theory of the case, to disagree with the judge, and

advance such arguments as the law clerk could assemble to try to persuade the judge that he

was wrong. Learned Hand felt that doubting your own opinions was one of the great virtues

in this world. He frequently talked about a judge on the Court of Appeals for the Third Circuit

“who was frequently wrong, but never in doubt.” He had a quotation which he claimed was

from Oliver Cromwell to the effect, “Believe ye in the bowels of Christ that ye may be

mistaken.” To protect the judge against error was the job of the law clerk, who would try to

point out the weaknesses of the judge’s temporary opinion.

Ordinarily the law clerk worked on a table in the judge’s office and had access to the

considerable law library, which was in the judge’s office itself. He also had access to a library

upstairs, which was very complete. The practice of Learned Hand was to have lunch with his

cousin Gus, a judge in the same court. Gus (Augustus Hand) was diametrically opposed in

temperament to Learned. Learned would fret over his opinions and worry about them at night.

If he wrote an opinion he wasn’t sure of, when he finished he would write the opinion coming

out the other way. If he wasn’t satisfied with that, he would start to write the opinion with a

determined mindset that says, “I don’t know which way this case is coming out, but I’ll write

the opinion and see.” If that didn’t bring him to a confident conclusion, he would apply the

“Oh, shit” rule and say, “Oh, shit, judgment affirmed.”

Gus, on the other hand, would meditate about the case until he was sure of the outcome he

wanted to support. He would then dictate his opinion to his law clerk, not his secretary, and

would almost never change a word in the opinion that he had dictated. He never fretted over

any outcome; he was confident of it from the time he started his dictation and he wouldn’t

think about doing it again with a different outcome.

Gus and Learned frequently had lunch together and often their law clerks were invited to

join them. The law clerk to Gus, when I was law clerk to Learned Hand, was my good friend

Weaver Dunnan, with whom I lived in Washington the following year. We would watch the

interplay between these two dissimilar characters, admiring them both, and participating to

some limited degree in the lunchtime discussion of the case at hand.

There was another judge in the court named Thomas Swan, who came from New Haven

and Yale Law School, where I think he had been the dean. He also had a law clerk that fit into

our circle whose name was Herb Packer. Herb went on to be a well-known professor at Yale

Law School. Swan and the two Hands were a team to which difficult cases were often assigned

and they were, therefore, asked to take on the case of the Communists who had been indicted

and convicted under what was called the Smith Act for plotting to overthrow the United States

Government. This case was so important and so difficult that the judges put it off until the end

of the season and we all adjourned to Tom Swan’s house in Connecticut to deliberate on the
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case at the end of June or into July. I remember that Judge Hand was not much bothered about

Congressional power to put people threatening to overthrow the government into jail, but he

was greatly worried about the selection of the grand jurors on that particular case. As was

regularly the situation in jury selection in Federal courts at that time, the grand jury was a blue

ribbon jury, selected from the districts in New York City where the average income was

relatively high. As a result, there were virtually no blacks, Hispanics, or low-income people

on the jury. That point was raised and argued forcedly by the lawyers for these Communist

defendants, and it greatly troubled Judge Hand. In the end, he apparently subordinated his

doubts on that subject to the fact that this was the customary way of selecting juries and had

something to be said in support of it, in terms of getting a jury that could understand complex

issues. The judge concurred in the opinion of the court. I have forgotten which of the three

judges wrote the opinion, which said that the decision in the lower court should be affirmed

and these Communists should go to jail.

I also recall with particular clarity Judge Hand’s interest in admiralty cases. He yearned

for the day when he could look out his window, which overlooked New York Harbor, and

actually see a collision between a couple of boats. Then, if that collision would come before

him, he would have some feel for what had actually happened. His basic theory was that, in

admiralty cases, you must assume that every seaman will lie for his ship and therefore you

disregard the testimony of the officers and crew of each of the vessels. Instead, you get out a

chart and plot on the floor of your office where the two vessels were and how they were

moving in one direction or the other, and what must have happened when they got close to

each other. When should one vessel have concluded that it had a “last clear chance” to escape

collision and, therefore, have altered course? He loved those cases. The other members of the

court tended to defer admiralty cases to him on the ground that he loved the subject, and went

at it so carefully that he must have thought it through to a sensible conclusion.

Felix Frankfurter and the Supreme Court

At the end of the year, at the conclusion of our work on the case involving the eleven

Communists, I received word that, for the next year, I was to be a law clerk to Justice Felix

Frankfurter, as was Weaver Dunnan. We obtained a whole set of Frankfurter’s opinions written

in the last eight or ten years, and I spent a good deal of time during the summer reading them.

Also, during the summer, I visited Judge Hand in his New Hampshire or Vermont hideaway,

and we then gathered in Washington in September for the opening of the Supreme Court term.

We soon learned that our problem with Justice Frankfurter was one of communication. He

was so full of ideas and so voluble about them that getting one of our ideas into his head

presented a real challenge. We struggled with the challenge in the first couple of months of the

term, but then our opportunity came on Thanksgiving Day, when, as tradition had it, the two

law clerks were invited to Thanksgiving dinner at the Frankfurter home in Georgetown.

During dinner we watched with great interest the technique used by Marion Frankfurter,

Felix’s wife, to get her ideas considered. Her technique was to listen to whatever it was Felix

was saying, with an expression of absolute disbelief on her face, but to say nothing. She kept

Chapter 28

386

case at the end of June or into July. I remember that Judge Hand was not much bothered about

Congressional power to put people threatening to overthrow the government into jail, but he

was greatly worried about the selection of the grand jurors on that particular case. As was

regularly the situation in jury selection in Federal courts at that time, the grand jury was a blue

ribbon jury, selected from the districts in New York City where the average income was

relatively high. As a result, there were virtually no blacks, Hispanics, or low-income people

on the jury. That point was raised and argued forcedly by the lawyers for these Communist

defendants, and it greatly troubled Judge Hand. In the end, he apparently subordinated his

doubts on that subject to the fact that this was the customary way of selecting juries and had

something to be said in support of it, in terms of getting a jury that could understand complex

issues. The judge concurred in the opinion of the court. I have forgotten which of the three

judges wrote the opinion, which said that the decision in the lower court should be affirmed

and these Communists should go to jail.

I also recall with particular clarity Judge Hand’s interest in admiralty cases. He yearned

for the day when he could look out his window, which overlooked New York Harbor, and

actually see a collision between a couple of boats. Then, if that collision would come before

him, he would have some feel for what had actually happened. His basic theory was that, in

admiralty cases, you must assume that every seaman will lie for his ship and therefore you

disregard the testimony of the officers and crew of each of the vessels. Instead, you get out a

chart and plot on the floor of your office where the two vessels were and how they were

moving in one direction or the other, and what must have happened when they got close to

each other. When should one vessel have concluded that it had a “last clear chance” to escape

collision and, therefore, have altered course? He loved those cases. The other members of the

court tended to defer admiralty cases to him on the ground that he loved the subject, and went

at it so carefully that he must have thought it through to a sensible conclusion.

Felix Frankfurter and the Supreme Court

At the end of the year, at the conclusion of our work on the case involving the eleven

Communists, I received word that, for the next year, I was to be a law clerk to Justice Felix

Frankfurter, as was Weaver Dunnan. We obtained a whole set of Frankfurter’s opinions written

in the last eight or ten years, and I spent a good deal of time during the summer reading them.

Also, during the summer, I visited Judge Hand in his New Hampshire or Vermont hideaway,

and we then gathered in Washington in September for the opening of the Supreme Court term.

We soon learned that our problem with Justice Frankfurter was one of communication. He

was so full of ideas and so voluble about them that getting one of our ideas into his head

presented a real challenge. We struggled with the challenge in the first couple of months of the

term, but then our opportunity came on Thanksgiving Day, when, as tradition had it, the two

law clerks were invited to Thanksgiving dinner at the Frankfurter home in Georgetown.

During dinner we watched with great interest the technique used by Marion Frankfurter,

Felix’s wife, to get her ideas considered. Her technique was to listen to whatever it was Felix

was saying, with an expression of absolute disbelief on her face, but to say nothing. She kept

Chapter 28

386



that expression on her face until, after a while, Felix’s curiosity, which was always keen, got

the better of his desire to control the dialogue, and he would say, “Marion, tell me what it is

that is bothering you,” and then she would tell him in clear language. He would really listen

and understand it. He wouldn’t necessarily agree, but he would understand it. After that

Thanksgiving dinner, Weaver and I went home to our own digs in Georgetown and practiced,

in front of the mirror, an expression of total disbelief so that when the Justice would say to us,

the following day, something we thought was preposterous we could assume that expression,

wait until his curiosity got the better of his desire to tell us we were wrong, and he would

listen. Then we would tell him why we thought he went astray. I don’t recall that we were

particularly successsful in making that strategy work with the Justice, but we certainly tried

hard and maybe it had some success.

Another interesting characteristic of Justice Frankfurter, as he worked with us, is the way

he would write his opinions. Of course, like most of these Justices, he wouldn’t count on his

law clerks to write anything he would then edit. Instead, he would think about the case on the

way to work or at home in the evening and write ideas on scraps of paper. When he came in

the morning, he would put on our desk his scraps of paper. His plan was that, somehow, we

would develop a logical sequence for these scraps, write connective language, and this would

turn out to be a portion of his opinion. We got to be fairly good at this.

He was not, however, solely focused on legal matters. He discovered, one day, that I had

never read Samuel Elliott Morrison’s Maritime History of Massachusetts. He was shocked that

anybody out of New England would not have read that seminal book, so he insisted that I go

to the Library of Congress at once, obtain the book, and read it before I worked on another

opinion. I did that, and enjoyed the book. Although I didn’t perceive any particular relevance

between the book and the opinions on which we were working, that was characteristic of Felix

Frankfurter.

Another vignette about Felix, which is interesting, arose when I became engaged to be

married. He took a paternal interest in his law clerks and he wanted to be sure that, somehow,

I picked the right person. He insisted I bring my fiancée in for an interview. I did. He put her

at ease by taking off his shoes and putting his stocking feet on the desk, and then began asking

her a variety of questions about her background and what she had been doing. Then he

remarked that he had one important piece of advice to give her. Her new husband, he said,

enjoys his work so much that, unless you are very careful, he will spend all his time working.

It will be up to you to figure out how to introduce some recreation and entertainment to bring

variety to his life. She took that particular message to heart; I think she had already sensed that

she might encounter that problem in her married life. To my great benefit, she has, ever since,

worked on the problem of providing variety and entertainment in my life. For that, I am very

grateful to the Justice - another fortuitous event I did not plan for.

The Justice used to have annual dinners for his former law clerks in Washington. Soon Ann

and I were going to those dinners. Often Mrs. Frankfurter was also there. There would usually

be some remarks from the Justice and maybe some remarks from her. There would be an

expression of sympathy for the law clerk in the Justice’s early years who had become carried

away with too much enthusiasm for Kentucky politics. Associated with this, he engaged in
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some illegal activity, stuffing the ballot box in some fashion in Kentucky. For that he had gone

to jail. Marion Frankfurter, in particular, was very sympathetic to his cause and always insisted

we have a moment of silence to think of our fellow law clerk who was in a Kentucky jail. Those

were very interesting and rewarding occasions, which I looked forward to from year to year.

As my year with Frankfurter drew to a close, I speculated on whether I should seek one

more adventure before starting in on the practice of law. I decided upon a trip to the Middle

East with one of my New York housemates, John Bermingham. We arranged to meet in

Istanbul, and to take a train through Syria to Jordan, where we had a contact. From there we

crossed into Israel, and then “purified” ourselves in Cyprus in order to fly from Cyprus to Cairo.

I think John flew home from there, but I flew to Athens and took a train through Yugoslavia.

My recollections of this trip are fragmentary but vivid. I recall playing tic-tac-toe with a

group of Arabs in Syria. I recall the Palestinian in Jordan who had fled from Israel five or six

years earlier. He said, “When the wind is from the west, I can smell the orange blossoms in

my orchard at home. Will I ever see it again?” I recall the high caliber of the public officials

we met in Syria, Jordan, and Israel. I recall that we searched in vain in Egypt for a comparable

public official, telling ourselves as we searched that we were a bit like Diogenes with his lantern.

Justice Frankfurter had given me an introduction to the minister of economics in

Yugoslavia. I went to see him. He was an engaging fellow who said he was having a wonderful

time as a minister because, when he was a professor and had an idea, all he could do was write

up the idea and put it in some journal and hope somebody would read it. Now that he was a

minister, when he had an idea, he wrote a decree. Soon, everybody was following it, and he

could see what happened.

V. PRACTICE OF LAW
Choosing a City

It is time to turn to my law practice. The first question was where and with what firm

should I practice law? That decision was primarily influenced by two people. One was a friend

of my father’s who was a partner in a prestigious New York City firm called Dewey

Ballantine. Unfortunately, I have forgotten his name. At some time when I was at law school,

I had obtained an interview with him and discussed the question of where does one want to

practice law? He responded as follows: “When I was a young lawyer, I was very interested in

becoming Assistant Secretary of State. I decided that the way to do that was to stay away from

the East and West Coasts, where there were a lot of people who wanted to be Assistant

Secretary of State, and go into the Midwest. So I went to Minneapolis. Soon I was the

President of the Minneapolis Council on World Affairs and, in effect, had my flagpole waving,

indicating that here was somebody in the Midwest who was interested in a State Department

appointment in Washington. Well, at about that time, there was concern on the geographical

distribution in the State Department under which too many of its employees came from the

East and West Coasts, but few from the Middle West. So somebody gave the order to look for

an eligible person from the Middle West. The “lookers” found my flagpole waving in Minneapolis.

I was interviewed, found acceptable, and was appointed Assistant Secretary of State.”
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I intuitively thought that this course of action made good sense. I’ve always thought the

vacuum principle was important, and that one would find opportunity in situations where there

aren’t too many other people seeking the same opportunity. In New York City, for example, I

felt that if you were interested, as I was, in various kinds of civic ventures, there were also

many other people interested in those ventures, many of whom had a lot more money than I

would, and would be stronger competitors. In any event, I didn’t like the idea of having to

elbow my way to the head of the charitable line. This was the basic reason why I decided not

to practice law in New York City.

The reason I decided not to practice in Washington was different. During the year I was

law clerk for Justice Frankfurter, Dean Acheson did not turn his back on Alger Hiss, who had

been charged with turning over important secrets to the Russians. That was a celebrated non-

back turn. As a result, newspaper columnists, politicians and, ordinary people all over the

country thought that Dean Acheson was virtually treasonous for offering some support to

Alger Hiss. In Washington, however, I could not find a person who did not admire Dean

Acheson for his statement. I feel that it is important, in order to reach sensible judgments on

all sorts of issues, to have a sense of how people feel in this country as a whole. It seemed to

me that Washington was so unrepresentative of the rest of the country that, if you lived there,

you would never have a sense of how people felt in the bulk of the land.

My objection to Boston was, perhaps, frivolous. I didn’t like the idea of being a Bostonian

who never went west of the Connecticut River. Also, I was turned off by my interview with

the lawyers of Ropes Gray, the leading law firm in Boston. When I asked them whether there

was some diversification in where their lawyers came from, they told me that surely there was.

For example, they had a lawyer from Portland. Well, thinking that was Portland, Oregon, I

brightened a bit, but it turned out to be Portland, Maine and, therefore, didn’t persuade me at

all. I didn’t want to go into the South, because I thought the racial problems in the South were

difficult to say the least, and it would be a very uncomfortable place to live. I learned that, in

Chicago, to file a pleading and have attention paid to it, you had to attach a $20 bill. This

seemed to me to be a poor way to practice law. The West Coast struck me as a being a very

long way away, as it was in those days, which preceded jet aircraft.

An added factor that led me to Cleveland was my sister Tish, who thought it would be a

good idea for me to settle there and, therefore, plotted to bring me there. Her scheme was that,

whenever I came to town for a visit, she would have a dinner party or she would get me invited

to somebody else’s dinner party where there would be interesting people. In that process, I met

Forrest Allen, a crusading reporter from the Cleveland Press, Stu Harrison, the leading

executive of Cleveland Cliffs, and several black members of the Cleveland City Council. I got

the impression that this was, indeed a city which was full of diverse, interesting and intelligent

people. It was one that, obviously, had its share of social problems and didn’t have a dominant

power center of some kind. In Pittsburgh, you have to get the Mellons to support your idea, or

you can’t do anything. In Detroit, you have to have the automobile companies behind you. In

Boston, you have to have the Cardinal. In Cleveland, power was greatly defused. I viewed that

as an asset. Also, there was a track record of people coming to Cleveland with no prior history
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in that city, and being accepted by the people. Harold Burton was perhaps the best example.

He became mayor of Cleveland, and then a Justice of the Supreme Court without having had

any experience with Cleveland before he showed up at the age of twenty or twenty-one.

Tax Law in Cleveland

So Cleveland looked very good to me, and there was at least one very good law firm, Jones

Day. I interviewed with them and soon signed up with them and started out my practice. Like

most new lawyers at Jones Day, my initial years were spent in the variety of different kinds of

problems and fields. After a few years of working in the securities field, I acquired the

responsibilities for the securities work for Canadian companies that were using United States

monies to drill for oil in Canada. You can’t write a prospectus for an oil company without

understanding the tax law. I had to learn the Canadian tax law applicable to drilling companies.

This is not all that different from the American tax law. Therefore, my expertise in the

Canadian law soon made me useful with clients who were drilling for oil in Texas and other

parts of the United States. So I became something of a universal oil and gas tax lawyer.

I was then asked to serve as a representative of the firm in addressing the problems of Mr.

Albert List. He had been a successful real estate promoter in Cleveland, had taken his fortune

to New York and used it to buy a whole bunch of RKO movie theatres and some anthracite

coal properties in Pennsylvania. Although in different fields, the two businesses worked rather

well together. That was a time when the coal industry was doing poorly while the

entertainment industry was thriving. This permitted Mr. List to offset his losses in coal by

gains in the theater. However, the tax implications required a close familiarity with

“consolidated return regulations.” Since those regulations incorporate large parts of the Tax

Code itself, this proved to be an introduction to the whole range of the Federal Income Tax

Law. I emerged from my consolidated return exercise with a fairly good understanding of the

field of Federal Taxation.

Mr. List’s office was in the RKO Building on Broadway at about 80th in New York City.

For a long period of time, I would essentially commute to that building, staying elegantly in

the Essex House Hotel, which was nearby. I remember that I was there when the news came

of President Kennedy being shot. In the process of doing this work, I learned some interesting

details about these businesses. For instance, the profit that a theatre earns on the sale of

popcorn and related items exceeds the profit which it earns on the entire theatre operation.

More important for me, I became informed about the whole range of tax law.

At about that time, looking at Jones Day and how it was staffed, I observed that there were

two prominent tax partners, each of whom might be about forty-five years old, but only one

lawyer was doing very much in taxation between them and me. (I was about thirty years old

at the time.) I decided that, strategically, the tax field wasn’t a bad one for me to be in, and I,

in effect, became primarily a tax lawyer. However, the way I wanted to practice tax law

included a lot of corporate law along with it. I didn’t want to be purely a tax specialist, so I

arranged also to get a number of non-tax clients. This is not hard to do if you are a tax lawyer

because any client making an acquisition or something of that kind needs tax advice. You start
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by giving tax advice to the client and, soon, you can be giving advice on all subjects. I also

enjoyed that, in the tax field, unlike many other fields of law, you can do a little of everything.

In addition to advising clients on how to carry out complicated transactions, you can assist

clients in conducting their audit battles with the Internal Revenue Service, which often leads

to litigation. In addition, tax lawyers, more than any other kind of lawyer, get involved in

shaping legislation itself. You get involved in what Congress ought to be doing in the tax field

that will benefit your particular group of clients. So I liked all that variety.

Jones Day Tax Group

When I joined Jones Day in 1951, there were fifty-three lawyers and two offices in the

firm. By the time I left, there were about 2000 lawyers and many legal assistants and staff,

based in thirteen offices in this country and a dozen more abroad.

The principle tool of management of this large assemblage of independent-minded people

was the so-called “matrix management plan.” Under this approach, the practice groups were

given major responsibility on a firm-wide basis. Each group was headed by a “coordinator.”

Within each group there might be a number of “sections,” each headed by a “section chair.”

This group structure was imposed on top of the more traditional office organization.

The groups had primary responsibility for recruiting needed lawyers, evaluating those we

had, developing clients, assuring high quality work, and maintaining a happy ship.

I was named coordinator of the tax group, and named myself chair of the “general tax

section.” In my day, the group had some eighty lawyers firm-wide. I spent considerable 

time visiting our domestic offices and, to a much lesser extent, those in London, Geneva and

Hong Kong.

Lawyers with administrative responsibilities were expected to maintain the normal firm

target of 2000 client hours each year. The added administrative activity created a substantial

load and, in my case, kept me regularly below the 2000 hour target.

One consequence of being a group coordinator is that I became a member of the important

firm management committees, including the all-important partnership committee, which

advised the managing partner each year on the percentage interests of each partner, as well as

on the admission of new partners. Mostly because of the high quality and congeniality of the

partners in the firm, I found these management duties exhilarating and pleasurable.

American Bar Association and Tax Reform

As a part of pursuing these tax issues relating to legislation, and in order to build the

reputation of the Jones Day Tax Group, I decided that I should become active in the Tax

Section of the American Bar Association, and I did. In accordance with my usual practice of

trying to do an effective job at whatever I am called to do I was, in due course, placed in

nomination as the administrative vice chair of the section. It was a good time to do that,

because the incoming chair of the tax section, Harvey Branscomb, had elaborate ideas for how

the work of the section should be altered and its procedures changed. As the administrative
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vice chair, I had a good deal to do with carrying out those reforms. That was an active and

interesting period. Soon I perceived that I was in line to becoming the chair.

Now this is the only instance I can think of in which I had an objective which I wanted to

achieve, namely to become the chair of the tax section. I don’t recall doing very much to try

to bring it about, but I do recall disappointment when the selection committee decided that,

instead of picking me, at a year that might have been a logical time to pick me, they would

pick James Lewis. That was a very sensible thing for them to do because Jim was five years

older than I was, and, if they didn’t get him in as chair soon, it would be too late. He was a

very useful, resourceful member of the tax section with a lot of good ideas. I did not object to

him being the chair, but I do confess to disappointment that I had to wait yet another year. But,

at the end of that time, I was elected as chair. This was the year of one of the significant

Congressional tax reform bills, the Revenue Act of 1986. We had a busy year testifying to

Congress and its committees trying to cope with substantial changes in the tax law. I found

that all quite useful and found time, somewhere along the way, to write a substantial article on

what my ideas were on the reform of the income tax law.

Writing an Article

What I remember most about that article is the following: Ann was unhappy about the

amount of time I was spending writing the article instead of playing with the kids and doing

other fun things in Pentwater. I decided to find a place where I could work on the article

without being observed. A logical place seemed to me to be in the Sunfish, in Pentwater Lake,

which is around the corner and not visible from our cottage. I took the draft article on its

yellow pad, got out the Sunfish, and sailed through the channel into Pentwater Lake. Then I

became overconfident. It became rather difficult to handle the main sheet, the article and the

pencil, all with only two hands. I ended up cleating the main sheet and writing the article with

my two hands. Unfortunately a puff of wind came along and, pretty soon, I discovered that I

was in the water, the Sunfish overturned beside me, with my manuscript in my hand, raised

aloft to keep it out of the water, and my pencil in my teeth. I first of all waved my arm hoping

someone would come along and rescue me, but nobody did. So I then set about self-help. It

turns out not to be very difficult to turn a Sunfish right side up with one hand, because you

just push on the center board with your feet and pull the gunwale with the hand, and up it

comes. Then I had to figure out how to climb in the boat, without getting the manuscript wet,

which I managed to do after a fashion. Having done that, I don’t remember how long I stayed,

writing the manuscript; I think that maybe I felt I had learned my lesson and had better head

for home. In any event, the manuscript survived that experience, and the whole article was

published in several places. I doubt if it had any effect on the course of events, but it had a nice

effect on me, by making me feel I was doing something with respect to an important problem.

That, incidentally, is a characteristic of mine. When I see a public problem on which I have

an opinion, I have a compulsion to do something about it: write a letter to the editor; contact

others also at work on it, write an article. Do not just sit there with undisclosed thoughts.
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This characteristic was encouraged, or perhaps started, by a Professor Milton Katz who

taught a course nominally in Administrative Law which I took at Law School. Actually, he

seemed to be teaching that there is joy in problem solving, especially if you think your solution

may benefit people. That, he implied, is one of the most important roles of a lawyer.

I relied heavily on the Katz thesis and example when, years later, I gave a speech to the

Exeter students on the occasion of the School awarding the John Phillips medal to me. The

award was on the basis that I exemplified the “knowledge without goodness is dangerous”

theory of the founder of the school.

American Law Institute

Also to enhance the Jones Day reputation, I was happy to accept an invitation to join, and

later to become a member of Council of the American Law Institute (ALI). The ALI is an

organization formed in the early 1920s to clarify and simplify what then was largely judge-

made law in this country. Its present membership, open by invitation only, is about 2000

practitioners, law professors and judges, with substantial representation from the three

callings. Over the years it has developed a reputation for careful and responsible work. Its

“restatements” are cited thousands of times each year in decisions. Its ventures into law reform

are received with great respect.

In addition to its membership, a large role in its governance and operations is performed

by the council. The ALI Council is a group of about sixty-five lawyers, judges and professors.

The council is carefully selected after a rather exhausting nominating procedure. One of the

objectives of the nominating committee is and has been to keep the age of the council average

member as close as possible to the age of the average institute member. That has proved to be

very difficult, since council members seem to exhibit considerable longevity.

Members of council are expected to review with care what may be 300 or 400 pages of

rather dense legal material before each of the three council meetings. Either in correspondence

ahead of time, or at the meeting, we are expected to comment and ask questions of the

reporters. We then vote, or withhold, approval of the draft. All of this hard work is

accompanied by a considerable amount of pleasant social activity. The luncheons served in the

meeting hotel are usually excellent. We have a “council dinner” at the time of each meeting,

often at the Century Club in New York City. We get to be good friends with the other members

of council, who are all congenial as well as bright and motivated persons.

Next to being a judge in an important court, membership on the ALI Council is as good an

opportunity as there is to help shape the law in useful directions. In recent years the topics on

which we have worked have been very relevant. They have included “Principles of Family

Dissolution” and “Principles of Sentencing.” Soon they will probably include “Principles of

Achieving Security in a Terrorist Era Consistent with American Values.”

I have often been less prepared than I would like to debate the merits of the document at

hand. However, some instinct appears to lead me to ask questions, and occasionally present

arguments, which are considered cogent or persuasive by my colleagues. Perhaps, as a result,

I was invited by a senior member of council to be one of the principal speakers on the occasion
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of the seventy-fifth anniversary of the founding of ALI. I was able to work into my remarks

some suggestions as to what the organization should be doing before its 100th anniversary.

Trilateral Commission
Another illustration of the role of good fortune in my life arises out of my experience with

the Trilateral Commission. This organization was created in about 1985 by David Rockefeller,

then Chair of Chase Manhattan Bank. David believed that there was too little communication

among the North American, the European and the Northern Pacific countries, and that an

organization which brought together public and private leadership from those areas would

help matters. He obtained some funding to supplement his own substantial contributions, and

invited people whom he knew, whom he thought would be sensible, and whom he thought had

some basis for judgment in affairs relating to the countries of these three regions, to join. He

created a small but capable staff.

Shortly after the first meeting of the Commission, President Carter was elected,

presumably to the surprise of David and most of the other people working on the Trilateral

project. Carter had been an initial member of the Commission, and most of the people whom

he knew who had standing in the international field were members of the Commission. He

invited so many of them to join the State Department and other international agencies in his

administration, that the ranks of the United States participants in the Commission were

substantially reduced. Rockefeller looked for replacements. I do not know why he settled upon

me. I helped bring the average age down, which was probably a consideration. He had met me

in connection with Harvard affairs, and, possibly, had formed a favorable impression. Perhaps

he checked with Erwin Griswold or Chapman Rose or some other mutual acquaintance.

In any event, I was asked to join, and of course accepted. I believe my first meeting was

in Washington. The most striking thing I recall about that meeting was that the Japanese

participants seemed incapable of presenting any opinions. Their presentations consisted solely

of statistical facts. That meeting was held in the East Wing of the National Gallery, and

featured the jazz band led by the then president of Oberlin College.

The next year we met in London, in splendor that, as I recall, was not very different from

what greeted President Bush and Prime Minister Blair in their recent London meeting. At this

meeting the leading Japanese spokesman had something significant to say. “Countries like

Japan,” he said, “are happy to be a member of a partnership led by a strong nation such as the

United States. However, a partnership implies that the strong leader will listen to the other

partners.” I do not recall how far he went in claiming that, under then conditions, the smaller

countries were being ignored by their leader, but he clearly left the impression that such was

a serious problem.

The next year we moved to Rome. At the time, there was a significant security concern. I

recall that the Carabinieri were very much in evidence throughout the meeting. There seemed

to be a particular effort to protect David Rockefeller from a potential assassin.

The next year we met in Tokyo. The large banquet was replaced by a series of small

dinners for eight or ten people from each of the regions, held in traditional Japanese

restaurants. I do not recall the discussion, but I do recall the food, which was excellent.
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There was, I believe, one more meeting while I was still an active member of the

Commission. For some reason, presumably a professional conflict, we decided not to attend.

I do not recall that I accomplished very much towards improving the world in these

meetings. However, they were exceedingly enjoyable, and gave a great stimulus to our

international travels in the years in which the meetings were held abroad.

VI. FAMILY MATTERS
Ann

Soon after I arrived in Cleveland, I determined that it was time to seek a wife and a family.

I therefore canvassed a group of eligible girls in Cleveland with some care. They ranged from

the daughter of the Episcopal Bishop to a young lady from a middle or lower middle-income

family living in Lakewood, a middle class suburb of Cleveland. They also included the

daughter of a leading industrialist, another daughter of a prominent family whose most

memorable feature was that she had a lovely back. Following my acquaintance with this

group, I fell in with a family of two girls who had recently moved to the United States from

England. The older girl was an actress of some experience and very much interested in

directing and other theater activities. My roommate, Jim Lynn, took up with the younger

daughter, and the four of us enjoyed many pleasant activities together. These included a good

deal of sailing at the Mentor Harbor Yacht Club. I have forgotten whose boat we used or who

the skipper was for these expeditions, but we had a fine time. None of these ladies seemed

quite right. Perhaps their principal function was to give me a background such that when the

right person arrived on the scene, I was able, quickly, to determine that she was indeed the

right person.

This individual was Ann Clark, the daughter of an Indianapolis insurance company family,

who was inspired by a private school principal to apply for and gain admission to Radcliffe.

Although she was in Cambridge at the same time that I was at law school, and spent

considerable recreational time with law school friends of mine, we never ran into each other.

It is probably just as well, as at that time my attention was so consumed by the Harvard Law
Review and similar matters that there is a good chance that I would not have had the good

sense to devote the time to her that she deserved.

Finally, several years later, as I was beginning to establish myself in Cleveland, a mutual

friend with whom Ann was staying in Cleveland while she was visiting schools to talk up

Radcliffe, ran out of eligible young men to take her out on dates. This friend had two tickets

to the Cleveland Symphony, and on Ann’s last night inquired if she would like to go to the

symphony on a blind date. She readily agreed. The friend thought that I would be in the

dumps, because she knew I had been working hard for Adlai Stevenson in the 1952 election

and, of course, he had lost. In fact, I was pleased to have the change of pace of a symphony

concert, and especially pleased when I was able to size up my companion.

She had to leave the next morning to fulfill appointments in Wisconsin. From there, she

was going to Chicago. I arranged for her to be greeted in her Chicago hotel room with a dozen

red roses and an urgent request that she stop off in Cleveland on her way back to Cambridge.
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She told me later that several of the men with whom she had been out in Cleveland, had also

urged her to stop off to see them again on her way East, but none of them was gallant enough

to send her flowers to her Chicago hotel room. When she stopped off in a few days, I took her

on a small tour of Cleveland’s interesting cultural activities, such as our inter-racial theater,

Karamu House.

Soon after she returned to Cambridge, I decided upon a very gallant gesture. This one was

based on a discussion we had had of her plan to visit Europe with her parents. For some

reason, she had developed an aversion to Paris, and I did my best to persuade her that it was

a city that one must visit. My gesture consisted of a telegram to her, announcing that I had

reserved accommodations for two on the Scithia, a small Cunard steamship, sailing from

Montreal to France at about the first of June. I do not know what she thought of that

communication, but it was enough to induce her to stop off in Cleveland to see me on her way

to Indianapolis for Christmas. It also induced her to invite me to join her on the train and to

stay with her family for several days preceding Christmas. I found a wonderfully scholarly and

conservative father named “Bobber,” and a much more intense and socially conscious mother

named “Jibber.” We all hit it off. I even managed to accommodate to their habit of eating

dinner on trays in the living room so that they could listen to opera and other classical music.

(This was at a time preceding television.)

Following that visit, I adopted the practice of climbing on a train in Cleveland headed for

Boston at about 5:00 P.M. on Friday afternoons. To save money, I rode coach. However, I soon

learned that one could practically assure oneself of having two adjoining seats, on which one

could stretch out and sleep quite well, if one adopted the expedient of taking of one’s shoes

and having socks which had holes in the toes.

Ann proved to be a happy contrast to Allison, a former girlfriend, in the eyes of my

parents. Once my mother was sure that Allison was out of the picture, and Ann was in, she

rushed things a bit. She extracted a family diamond or two from the vault, had them made into

an engagement ring, and left it on my

bureau. Always trying to avoid

expenditures when I could, I accepted it

gratefully and gave it to Ann a few weeks

later in Cleveland. During one of these

visits to Boston, I took Ann to Jaffrey, so

that she could see what was, in effect, a

counterpart to the cabin which her family

had in Brown County.

Ann and I continued to wear well

together, and we became formally engaged

at about the middle of February. We

planned on a June wedding, and I

negotiated a six-week vacation from the

firm to permit a rather lengthy wandering in

Europe as our honeymoon.Hugh and Ann, future bride and groom
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Uncle Raymond came out to Indianapolis to perform the wedding ceremony. The

participants included a half dozen of my friends, a lovely girl who was a cousin to Ann who

was flower girl, and the editor of the Chicago Tribune, whose wife was a classmate of Jibber

at DePauw. This individual, like most good newspaper editors, was so adept at managing a

group conversation and extracting interesting information that I found it difficult to tear

myself away after the ceremony.

For some reason, I associated Indiana with the song “On the Banks of the Wabash.” It was,

therefore, necessary for us to grab a fried chicken supper, leave the car, and sit on the banks

of that river with, of course, a bottle of wine, to sop up the Indiana spirit. I made a terrible

choice for our wedding night, ending up in a room in a hotel which was located right over the

trash barrels. We were regularly disturbed, during the night, by the sound of these barrels being

filled and emptied. We survived that minor setback, and soon were in the sleeper of a train

from Detroit to Montreal. I think we spent a day or two there before boarding our boat the

Scithia. We were fortunate that, among the passengers, was a troupe of French actors who had

been touring Canada giving plays in French. Anxious to improve our French skills, we cozied

up to them, and did our best to get some practice.

I will not provide great detail of the honeymoon, because it would sound like a travelog.

We had friends in Brazil, who steered us to their favorite small town in Switzerland, called

Saas Fee. We stayed there for nearly a week, listening to the goats come by with their bells

every morning to wake us up, and hiking in the mountains surrounding the town. We thought

so well of it that, on our fiftieth wedding anniversary trip to Italy and Switzerland, we initially

planned to go back to Saas Fee, and gave up that plan only when we found that train

connections from Milan to Saas Fee would consume too much of our brief holiday time.

From Saas Fee we journeyed to Italy, stopping in Florence and Rome. We also visited

Marseille and looked up the Lanfranchis, the couple with whom I had lived during my months

in Montpellier.

Early Family Life in Cleveland

Eventually, we came back to Cleveland. I went back to work, and Ann started to create a

life for herself. Among other activities, she enrolled in library school at C.W.R.U. and became

a unique specialist in school and public libraries. In due course, she won a grant to get the two

kinds of libraries to work together.

As children came, they took more and more of her time and attention. She raised them with

extraordinary skill. The skill is reflected in the fact that she managed to coach Andy in his

musical interests sufficiently and successfully so that he emerged from high school a

reasonably accomplished cellist, and has continued to play in community orchestras for forty

years since that time.

At one point, when we were concerned about Peter, we consulted a friend who was a

prominent psychiatrist. He advised that we get some device that would keep our hands busy

but our heads clear, as a way of opening communication with children. In due course this

resulted in the loom that was installed upon the landing of our first Cleveland Heights house.
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In the evening, Ann would weave, while the children would sit on the stairs and talk over their

problems with her.

We also were concerned about Maggie, whose disposition was so wonderfully sunny that

no one at her school could believe that she was having trouble with her reading. Ann perceived

that, and found competent tutoring help for Maggie. She also shepherded her from public

schools to Hathaway Brown, the best of the Cleveland’s private schools for girls. Whether Ann

had something to do with finding the devoted teacher who would show up at 7:30 in the

morning to spend a half hour with Maggie before school started, I do not know.

By comparison with Maggie, Liz was the soul of intensity and determination. She was a

perfectionist, unhappy if she was not totally successful. She, too, attended Hathaway Brown,

and there made a group of friends who have stuck with her for the ensuing forty years. Maggie

chose Kenyon as her college. She was able to attend Harvard as a visiting student for two

semesters in different school years. However, that permitted her to take courses relating to her

interest in how the environment affected people. We

noted, with interest, that her grades at Harvard were

higher than her grades at Kenyon, her regular college.

All of the children were participants in my school

board related activities. Especially in my second

campaign, we had an open pickup truck in the back of

which the children and I would ride, with appropriate

guitars and the like. Liz developed a crush on Carl

Stokes, the charismatic black mayor of Cleveland.

When my second school board campaign failed,

and I was voted off the board, the children were

disappointed, but I think accepted my defeat as a

reasonably anticipated turn of affairs about which

there was no point in complaining. Moreover, the

defeat meant that we were able to move back to the

east side, which made the commuting much easier for

Peter, relieved some inner-city stresses in Andy’s life,

and enabled Maggie and Liz quite easily to shift to

Hathaway Brown.

One of the advantages of the location of our house on the west side was that it was

sufficiently close to all parts of Cleveland that it was quite easy for me to come home for

dinner, and set out after dinner for a board meeting or a political event in the city. Once we got

to Cleveland Heights, my activity in K to 12 education essentially terminated. By that time I

was a member of the Harvard Corporation. Peter and Andy were able to share in that

experience through their role as my defenders in unruly meetings with unhappy students. I think

Liz also enjoyed the Sunday evening beer get-to-gethers which we enjoyed every two weeks. 

During the period we lived on the west side, the daily routine went something like this:

Ann and I got up at a conventional 7:00 A.M. hour, unless I was going out of town on an early
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plane (and whenever I went out of town I always selected the first flight out). The children

generally took care of getting to school on their own. Peter took a bus downtown and then a

transit train to his school. The other three, with a number of neighborhood friends, waited for

a city bus a block or two away from our house, rode it for three or four miles, got off, changed

to a second bus going in a different direction, and rode on it for another fifteen minutes.

The Cleveland children also got themselves home. Andy was the only one who had

difficulty with gangs of bigger boys, who he learned to avoid quite well. Peter retraced his

steps with the rapid transit train and the bus which got him home just in time for dinner.

At dinner, I would often, although not always, propose a “symposium topic.” This would

be a subject about which I knew just barely enough to ask appropriate Socratic questions. The

idea was to provoke responses and discussion from the children. Sometimes the symposiums

were varied with what we called “book deportments.” This name came from one of the

children who apparently, at the time, had difficulty with an “R.” They would consist of an

account by a child of a book which the child had read. Again, the idea would be to promote

discussion.

Both in Cleveland and in Cleveland Heights we had a small swimming pool in the

backyard. In both cases they were surface pools, with the water level not deeper than the

shoulders of our smallest child. In Cleveland we had the use of a large stubbly field next door,

where we could play baseball, football and the like.

Two occasions on the west side are worth reporting. In the first, a day or two after our

taking up residence in our house on the lakefront, we invited a group of east side friends to

see where we lived. While they were assembled in the house, there was a pounding on the

front door. Ann opened it, and found a frightened young man who said, “They are chasing

me!” We let him in, fed him a little, inquired if he wanted us to call the police, and sheltered

him until whatever gang of boys had assembled behind him had dissipated and he felt it was

safe to leave. Our friends were wonderfully impressed with the dangerous neighborhood into

which we had courageously moved.

The second episode occurred on the Fourth of July. Our house was situated so that one had

a quite clear view across a bay toward the beach at which the city would set off fireworks on

the Fourth of July. On this occasion and perhaps on others, we invited friends to come and

watch the show. While we were watching, with hamburgers cooking on the grill and so on, a

sudden lake squall blew up, almost a small tornado. I remember looking at the hamburger fire

and observing that the coals were spiraling upwards in the shape of a tornado funnel. Various

friends found towels and tried to keep water from leaking through windows. We took all the

children to the basement and read them stories. The eerie thing about this event was that

nobody in Cleveland seemed to know about it. For the first hour the radio stations were silent

about it, simply following their usual programming. Finally, on one of the stations, an

anguished voice could be heard describing the difficulty he had had making his way from his

home in Lakewood, passing by our house, toward the radio station. He supplied colorful

details as to what was occurring. Indeed, the loss of trees that night was very substantial.

However, there was no damage to our house or property. One of the nice portions of our house
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was a somewhat circular room towards the lake from the breakfast room. It had many

windows through which one could watch what, at the time, was substantial lake traffic. Most

of the traffic was comprised of iron ore moving from Lake Superior to the steel mills of

Cleveland. We became quite expert in identifying the smoke stack symbols which told us

which company owned which vessel. While we were reasonably close to Edgewater Park,

which had a swimming beach, I do not recall that we ever walked to that beach and swam. Our

backyard pool was adequate.

In my second campaign to retain my seat on the school board, my campaign manager was

a lawyer with musical tastes. He helped us compose a campaign song, which the children

learned, and which we would sing from the back of our pickup truck as we drove it into

promising neighborhoods. That campaign was, however, unsuccessful. In part this was

because conditions in Cleveland schools had improved sufficiently in my first term that there

were candidates with well-known political names, such as Feighan, who were running for

election. In addition, I had not been successful in getting the votes to become the president of

the board during the latter portion of my first term. Therefore I did not have the media

exposure which I needed to bring an unfamiliar name before the voters. I was defeated by a

substantial margin.

As I may have mentioned, that was probably a good thing, because I could not have carried

on my law practice, my Cleveland School Board responsibilities, and my duties at Harvard

simultaneously. I switched my major attention to higher education, and, in a few years, took

up my interest in tax legislation and administration through activities for the Tax Section of

the American Bar Association (see above).

Cleveland Heights

Our search for a house in Cleveland Heights was facilitated by acquaintances who wished

to sell their house. We showed up on a snowy evening. They had fires in the two downstairs

fireplaces, and martinis to greet us when we arrived. We quickly decided that the house was

satisfactory, and bought it.

There our routine was similar to our lives on the west side. I no longer had school board

functions which I needed to attend. There was an office on the second floor with an enormous

desk and with gas logs in the fireplace. I used to get up an hour or so before Ann, light that

fire, and settle myself at that desk to get legal work done or Harvard papers read. Soon we had

Peter installed in what we called “Peter’s Palace,” consisting of two adjoining rooms and a

bath on the third floor. There we also had a giant pool table, which we and the children used

occasionally.

We had earlier joined the Cleveland Skating Club, which we used for Sunday afternoon

free skating and for both summer and winter tennis. We made regular weekend trips to Cudja,

our cabin in the woods. I took advantage of sunny, snowy weekends to cross country ski on

nearby golf courses. We were in the midst of our succession of Golden Retrievers, one of

whom suffered from epilepsy. We eventually found that the human corrective for epilepsy

worked for the dog, while the dog remedies did not. Her epileptic fits were alarming, but she
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survived them all. As the older children left for

college, Liz became more and more alone. Ann

imported, to what had been “Peter’s Palace,” a

succession of students from Cleveland Institute of

Music, to watch over her when we were away. We

trusted them without as much investigation as we

probably should have made. They all worked out

well; one remained a good friend, and cared for us

during our visit a few years ago to Santa Fe.

One of our most successful actions occurred in

the following manner. It occurred to me one day in the

late1980s to inquire of Ann, as I was shaving in the

morning, what she wanted to do when I retired. “Build a house,” was her instantaneous reply.

She had long been an amateur architect. This was a spontaneous reply, it seemed, not a

premeditated one. So, acting on her impulse, we, that day, asked a friend in the real estate

business to check out vacant lots in Shaker and Cleveland Heights. We wanted to stay close to

town because Ann’s glaucoma would not let her drive easily at night without streetlights. Our

friend soon reported that there were four possibilities. We looked at all of them, and decided

the one on North Park was the only one that would do. Fortunately, its owner had just given

up on plans to build a house there, and was prepared to sell. Soon we were the owner of this

wooded lot across the street from Horseshoe Lake. Maggie equipped Ann with drafting table

and tools. Instantly she was preparing the first sketches of a design.

We selected an architect who liked to collaborate with clients, and charged by the hour, not

the cost of the job. We picked as contractor a combine of two artists, who had never built a

whole house before, but had done many additions to the great satisfaction of their clients. For

months the drawings carried the legend “Ann Calkins, chair, architectural committee.”

Jones Day used a scheme for getting working capital which involved distributing a year’s

earnings in the following year. That meant that when a partner retired, he/she received a year’s

earnings tax-free. We used these funds to pay for the house. (Note the several fortuities in this

account.) In January 1990 construction was well along. Ann resolved all the remaining

doorknob, etc. issues she could think of, and Maggie agreed to supervise while Ann and I took

off on an eighteen week trip around the world. When we came back in May, the house was

complete except for the “hanging” staircase, which Ann wanted. That engineering problem

was soon resolved, and by the first of June we had moved into a house we continue to think

is close to perfect for our needs and tastes. Maggie designed into it features which should

make it usable by us well into our nineties.

We have continued in this house (and we continued on Guilford Road) the traditions we

started at the beginning. Christmas and a consolidated birthday in August are the two big

annual events. At Christmas, we continue “creepie-creepie” despite the fact that Ann and I live

on the same floor as Santa Claus’ loot. We usually start Uncle Raymond stories a month or so

before Christmas, although lately we seem to be so busy with other things that he gets

forgotten until Christmas is close at hand.
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Vacations
Cudja

Our Cleveland and Cleveland Heights years were enlightened by glorious vacations. Since

in our early years, Ann and I had each enjoyed a family cabin in Brown County or Jaffrey, we

soon set about finding one for ourselves. We first looked south of

Cleveland, where we knew the Cleveland Orchestra was planning

its summer location. We could find nothing. We then explored

east, where, in lieu of hills, rivers had carved canyons giving the

illusion of hills. While we were systematically exploring with

contour maps, a friend went to the local park district, and obtained

a list of the locations the park had examined but not purchased.

One of them was forty acres of woods, meadow, pond and

ravine. Talcott Creek ran through the property and over a series of

waterfalls to the Grand River. There was a cabin and a dock, but

no other structure.

We thought it was perfect, and bought it. We called it “Cudja,”

short for “Could ya’ live there and still love me, Honey?” We had

been told by a New Hampshire girlfriend of mine that this was

established New Hampshire nomenclature. (A cabin that was in better shape would be a

“Wudja.”) We really had a Wudja, but liked the Cudja name better.

Until we discovered Maggie's allergy, we went to Cudja at least one and often several

weekends a month.  Sometimes it was a day trip; on other occasions we spent the night. There

were chores to do most of the time; there was a continuing question whether neglect and

weather would destroy the place faster than we could repair it.

The pond had a large population of small fish. (We were told that the fish were small

because there were so many of them they kept the food supply down.) For the early years we

had some kind of a tub-like boat, with which we would distribute copper sulphate to combat

the reeds. On occasion, the Boy Scout troop to which Peter belonged would have an overnight

at Cudja.

For many years we had a pre-Christmas tree-cutting

party.  We provided wassail, and our friends arrived with axes

and saws to take a suitable tree. After some years, our trees

grew to the point that suitability required taking only the top

of the tree, and leaving the main part intact. Eventually, we

gave up this party; our efforts to plant new trees never

resulted in fast enough growth to meet reasonable demand.

Our biggest adventure occurred one New Year’s Day

when we decided to leave children at home and have a

twosome at Cudja.  As we skied in to the cabin, we were

dimly aware that something had changed. When we tried to

open the door, we found that return pressure kept it closed.
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Finally, we knocked it open.  Inside, we saw a young man in his underwear. Ann had on a

winter Grenadier Guard hat, and the sight of that alarmed him. Soon we saw him disappearing

in a cloud of snow into the ravine.

When we reported to our neighbor, we were told that a young man had been discovered by

police trying to rob a winter clothing store, and was believed to be hiding out. As we headed

for home, we saw a posse of law enforcers heading for our cabin. We were told that the man

was in due course discovered under a bed in another cabin. He was sent to prison. As his term

expired, we had some worry that he might want to retaliate on us. He did not.

After many years we asked the doctor about the fact that Maggie seemed to cough a lot

every time we returned from Cudja. An allergy test showed that she was allergic to cedar dust,

of which there probably was a lot in the cabin. That greatly decreased our use of Cudja and,

after we had built our new home in Cleveland Heights, we sold it.

Pentwater

Literally, every summer, aided by an airplane subsidy from Ann, each of the children

arrived at Pentwater with all of their children. They didn’t necessarily come simultaneously

although I think they preferred to come when as many of the other children were there as

possible. Each year we alternated. In the even

numbered year, we had the cottage the first half of the

summer, in the odd numbered years, we got it in the

second half. For the balance of the summer it was

occupied by Bill and Charity Clark and/or their

children. When we were there in August, we

frequently had a visit from Jibby and Bobber, and,

since their birthdays are at about that time, we

frequently had a community birthday in which

everybody seemed to get presents. Ann was always

very good at that.

Life at Pentwater would start, usually, with my walking our then dog, most recently Halle.

Most mornings she and I would go up Tank Hill, which was a fairly long walk up a sand dune

to a wonderful place from the top of which there was a good view over the countryside

towards the south. After my stroke, I sometimes had some difficulty finding my way home

from the top of Tank Hill because there were many optional paths and I only gradually learned

to be careful in turning around, as I went up the hill, to be sure I knew where I was in

relationship to where I should be when I started coming down the hill. Then we would have a

large family breakfast and then there would be all sorts of family activities, possibly a day on

the beach, possibly a day at the tennis court, or possibly an expedition to a nearby bicycle path

or canoeing river or something of that kind. We would all again assemble for lunch. When we

assembled we were so numerous that we had to have a large eating porch, which was

constructed sometime midway during our tenure at the cottage.
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There was a very loose arrange-

ment between the William Clark

branch and Ann Calkins branch in

regards to home improvements. When

Ann wanted to do something which

was not immediately regarded as a

great improvement by Bill, she would

simply go ahead and do it. The best

example is the deck which she

constructed to the west of the house,

branching off from the long porch.

Bill thought it would be unusable

because of mosquitoes. It turned out

that there was sufficient breeze to keep

the mosquitoes at bay, and he and

everybody else enjoyed it greatly.

We also had a porch near the

bottom of the ninety-nine steps called

Windover West. It was first rebuilt by Peter when he was still a student at college. Shifting

sands made its legs lean precariously, and rot set in to some degree. In 2003, the children

decided that for their present to their mother for her birthday they would give her a new

Windover West. There was a great discussion of design improvements. Various efforts were

made to find a satisfactory local contractor who would do the work. None appeared. “Look,”

Lit said, “I will do it.” On a weekend in late May he assembled a crew consisting of our

children, Lindsey Clark, the skilled mechanic in the William Clark family, an architecture

friend of Maggie’s from Milwaukee, and probably one or two others. Maggie’s husband Lit,

always comes well equipped with tools. He set up a power saw near the bottom of the ninety-

nine steps. Soon we were sliding the timber down the steps as if it were a chute. In about a

day, under Lit’s supervision and with his doing a lot of the work, the old platform was removed

and piled on the beach to be burned, and a new and handsome platform constructed.

The other remarkable construction project occurred a year earlier, when Lit and Lindsey

decided to do something about the leaning cement block wall on the south side of the cottage.

Again, Lit appeared with a lot of his equipment, the cottage south wall was jacked up, the old

leaning cement block removed, new cement blocks placed neatly in place, and the house

lowered again on top of them. All a great success. Lindsey, in the meantime, has supplied

endless firewood. Bill has supervised the professional painting of the cottage and the

restoration of its roof. Charity has supervised an entire remodeling of the main living room,

and the place looks as if it will hold together for most of another generation at least.

One of the features of summer life in Pentwater is the Thursday night band concert.

Pentwater has a remarkably good town band. It plays Sousa, college songs and other sprightly

tunes in the bandstand at the end of the Village Green from 8:00 to 9:00 P.M. every Thursday.
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We attend very faithfully, usually spreading out with children, grandchildren and dogs on a

what I call “Puffs” spread out on the ground not too close to any elderly listeners who are in

chairs and obstruct the view. We always have ice-cream during the performance. Almost

always, before the performance, we have supper in a park across the street from a wonderful

fish store named Bortel’s. There we buy quantities of ocean perch, and, until we became more

health conscious, french fries. Ann brings wine. Frequently we are joined by the Nordstroms

and their children, and it is a very nice occasion.

We almost never go to church on Sunday in Pentwater. However, we used to go quite

regularly to the local movie theater. It was the retirement project of a local citizen, who spent

the winter reviewing and selecting the movies that he thought were suitable for his summer

family audience. The theater was small, and we would all crowd in. The scene was very much

like that in Cinema Paradiso, which became the favorite movie of Andy and probably several

more of us. Unfortunately, in one of the few civic improvements in the village, the theater was

turned into offices and the like, and we were relegated to videos we plugged into the machine

at home.

Another feature of Pentwater was the christening of our children and grandchildren on the

beach. The practice started with Andy in 1957. (Peter was christened by Uncle Raymond in

Indianapolis.) We had a good friend in a nearby cottage named Paul Sloan. He was the

minister of an important Detroit

Presbyterian church. He offered to

christen Andy in a beach ceremony.

His oldest son, Terry, collected water

from the lake in a silver goblet, which

Paul used. After the ceremony, Bobber

produced one of his salt steaks. He

coated a thick steak with salt and damp

newspaper, wrapped it onto a metal

grill, and threw it into a very hot fire.

If it stayed there for the right amount

of time, the grill could be removed, the

crust shattered with a hammer, and the steak would emerge with all of its juices intact, not

tasting much of salt.

This ceremony was repeated for Maggie and Liz. Occasionally we would venture a salt

steak for other occasions, such as the Fourth of July. By the time the next generation made its

appearance, Paul had died. By universal consent, christenings on the beach were to continue.

(Max, however, was privileged with a more formal Episcopalian christening.) We tried to get

another neighbor, John Ryan, retired president of the University of Indiana, a good friend and

an officer in the Nebraska navy (he claimed) to substitute for Paul. He declined the invitation,

and it fell to me to fill in as best I could.

When Bobber died, we lost confidence in our ability to handle the salt steak, and only tried

it once or twice, with dubious results.
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Florida

Among our best friends in Cleveland were Wil and Joan Nordstrom. They were also

among our best friends in Pentwater, where they bought a cottage about a mile north of ours.

At some point, in or about 1980, we fell into the habit of renting near them in Florida a

cottage on the west coast. We started in Sanibel, and then moved north one island to Captiva.

Then, Joan decided that it would be even better if we moved north, again another island, this

time to Boca Grande. So we rented there for several years. Ultimately, our landlord decided

that he wanted the house entirely for himself, and our rentals terminated.

Joan had a ready solution; buy a unit in Boca Bay. She proposed that to Ann, who timidly

proposed it to me one year as we were driving north after our three-week March visit to Boca

Grande. It turned out that at just about that moment, a company in which I had substantial

involvement, Premier Industrial Corporation, merged into a British company for cash and

stock. I had bought some shares of Premier over the years, and the amount of cash, which I

received in the merger, was approximately the amount required to buy a half interest in a unit

in Boca Bay. Considering that Florida real estate might be a fairly good place to invest this

Premier windfall, I agreed that we should join in the purchase. We did, and have had what I

suppose is a decade or more of happy sharing of that townhouse with the Nordstroms. Joan

christened the place “Elsewhere.”

Typically, they go down in November and stay the month, and then go down in early

March and stay the month. We go down in November for ten days which has now stretched

into two weeks, and three weeks in March which is apparently stretching into four. While

there, in recognition of the fact that they get greater use of the house than we do, we are

allocated the bridal suite upstairs, which is a very large bedroom with a handsome porch

attached, looking directly out on the Gulf of Mexico. They share two smaller bedrooms,

downstairs and across the hall upstairs.

We were told when we embarked on this arrangement that it would never work; two

unrelated couples could not possibly get along for extended periods of time. That has not

proved to be the case. While Joan and Ann are very antithetical personalities and are

frequently in disagreement on all sorts of issues, they, nevertheless, enjoy each other’s

company greatly, and I think each finds Boca Grande more entertaining when the other is there

than it would be if she were there alone. Wil is somewhat physically limited from sporting

activities. However, he loves to manage, and therefore he pays all the bills and supervises the

quality of the maintenance of the house. He hires whatever contractors are needed to deal with

painting, power wash blowing, window repair and you name it. Every year in January when

we are back in Cleveland we have an annual meeting featuring lamb chops at which he gives

us a meticulous accounting of the rental income if any during the year and the various

expenditures during the year, all adding up to a bottom line amount as our share of the costs.

I go upstairs and write a check and give it to him and, except for the attention I pay to

insurance, that is the end of our administrative and financial effort involved in this place.
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Boca Grande

We have now enjoyed vacations in “Elsewhere” for six or eight years. I would go on long

walks with Joan, mostly on the beach. I played tennis regularly. I read extensively. I hooked

up our laptop computer and kept up with e-mail and other Initiatives in Urban Education type

work. We attended a group-wide cocktail party once a week, but otherwise participated in very

little entertaining. Ann and Joan shared the provision of meals. The weather was always

perfect, as it appears to be regularly in the southern part of Florida. I often sailed the

windsurfer in Charlotte Bay, watching lest the tides wash me up against a very barnacled pier.

I found our stays in Boca Grande to be fun and relaxing.

I suffered two significant injuries while there. The first occurred a few weeks after the

stroke which afflicted me in early March of 2001. I went for a walk with Peter, and I clumsily

fell down on top of a wooden picket fence, creating a large cut in my right leg. The cut did not

heal internally, and it was necessary to stuff my leg with gauze, daily, in order to pull out the

blood which had accumulated inside the leg. Ann learned how to do this, and with remarkable

fortitude would stick in the gauze and then pull out a bloody strip. It was some weeks before

I was reasonably mobile after that accident. At one point I was sent to the hospital in Cleveland

because the urgent care facility could not stop the infection with the antibiotics it was

permitted to use, and it required a hospital service to do that.

Then, the day before Thanksgiving in 2003, I was attempting to descend from my “Robin

Cook” bicycle, an enormous man’s bicycle with a very high horizontal bar. In trying to get my

right leg over the bar, I tilted too far to the left, and fell upon a hard pavement. It was

immediately apparent to me that this was more than a simple bruise. Various users of the

nearby swimming pool came to my aid, called 911, and soon I found myself in the local

hospital. An orthopedic surgeon came in at 7:30 on Thanksgiving morning to inspect the

injury, put the bones together, and screw on a substantial metal plate. After a few days in the

hospital, I was ready for rehab. We decided to use an insurance policy we had obtained in

anticipation of our trip to Italy, which would fly me by jet from one hospital to another one

closer to my home. With remarkable efficiency, this MedJet operation picked me up at the

Florida hospital, moved me to a local airport, put me aboard a Lear Jet, and flew me to a

suburban Cleveland airport. There I was met by another ambulance, which conveyed me to the

Heather Hill Hospital.

This was a facility in which Maggie had worked for a year or two designing their new

Alzheimer’s building. I was soon involved in intensive and I thought rather expert physical

and occupational therapy. By contrast, neither this hospital, nor the hospital in Florida, seemed

to me to be very attentive to the fact that it was important to keep a close watch on my

Warferin level. This medicine is designed to avoid the blood clots which might induce another

stroke, but, if given in excessive dose, could lead to uncontrollable bleeding. After about ten

days at Heather Hill, I was permitted to climb into Ann’s car and be driven home. There, Ann,

with help from Maggie, gave me first class care. Now it is my birthday weekend in Boston,

February 20. I am fully mobile with a cane, fairly mobile without one, doing my prescribed

exercises with some regularity, and am only uncomfortable when I am in bed at night and
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cannot find a position in which my leg does not hurt except lying on my back, in which event

I am likely to snore and keep Ann awake.

On Tuesday we fly to Florida to start what may be our last extended stay in our townhouse.

We have concluded that the administrative chores are greater than Wil wants to continue to

bear, and that the Nordstrom family investment in real estate may be larger than good

diversification principles require. Therefore, we plan to list the property for sale, and switch,

we hope, to a rental status, hopefully in the same location. Both Joan and Ann are very

reluctant to do this, and are secretly hoping that no buyer will emerge, and that we will be

stuck with the property for another five to ten years. While I have reasonable confidence in

the continuing value of Florida real estate, I am aware that hurricanes, a recession turning into

a depression and other events can quickly erode the apparent value of our property, which now

seems to be about twice what we paid for it. So, while not pushing, I will go along with the

sale if that is indeed what seems to occur. My basic philosophy with regard to Boca Grande is

to go with the flow, cooperate with the current course of events, and refrain from pushing in

any direction. Happily, execution of a sale plan has been deferred indefinitely.

It is noteworthy, and consistent with the general theme of these memoir, that our happy

experiences in Pentwater are the result of Jibber rather impetuously deciding to buy a cottage,

and, in Florida, the result of our being urged by friends to join with them in a joint holiday. Once

more, good things seem to have happened to us without our specifically planning for them.

Foreign Travel

In addition to all of this we have enjoyed a series of international trips. The first and best,

of course, was our honeymoon, a six-week venture which started in Saas Fee, a tiny town in

Switzerland, in which each morning we were awakened by the sound of the bells of the goats

that were driven beneath our window. During the days we would often climb to a meadow

looking down on the village, lie in the long grass and the daisies, and watch the agricultural

life below. We would take meals in some nearby restaurants. From Saas Fee, we moved south

into Italy, visiting Florence, Rome and Venice in particular. I think in Venice I subjected Ann

to the same indignity that I had enjoyed in my earliest trip to Venice with Bill and Lucy

Moorhead in 1950. In order to save the cost of gondolas, I rented a rowboat, of very dubious

cleanliness, and rowed Ann about the canals, while the gondoliers shook their fist at us and

shouted Italian oaths. I enjoyed that hugely. I do not know what Ann’s reaction was.

Our second trip to Europe took place rather unexpectedly. An acquaintance called us and

said that he was buying a Mercedes at the Mercedes factory in Germany, and there would be

great savings if somebody would pick up the car at the factory, drive it around Europe for a

while, and then ship it to the United States. We were agreeable to do that, and therefore, one

day, showed up at the factory, where we were treated to one of the finest luncheons I have ever

enjoyed. The piece de résistance was tender shoots of white asparagus, a good German wine

and the other usual accouterments. We then drove off in this magnificent vehicle, with no

immediate reservations anywhere. We headed into the forest along Germany’s western

borders, and, in due course, found a small town with an attractive inn. This was, incidentally,
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a tenth anniversary trip. Maggie had just been born. At dinner at this inn, we ordered brook

trout, and soon observed the proprietor with a fishing pole on his shoulder heading towards

his brook. After an appropriate interval, deliciously cooked fresh brook trout was served to us.

Ann was ecstatic because we were able to make a telephone contact with Cleveland, where

Inez was caring for the children, and determined that Maggie was in good shape.

To cap off a perfect evening, we took a walk after dinner. As we walked, we began to hear

wonderful music. We tracked it down, and in due course found that one of the choirs of the

Vienna Choir Boys was giving a memorial concert in the local church because the Pope had

just died. We attended the concert, and then went home to our inn. This is another example, of

many, of the fortuities which seemed to have marked my life.

Our next family trip to Europe occurred when Peter was about fourteen and Andy about

twelve. We decided this was an appropriate time for them to see something of Europe. I think

we traveled Icelandic Airlines, in those days, to get cheap fares. We rented a pedestrian car,

and toured France and then Spain. One of the boys was studying French, and the other, Spanish. 

The high spot in that trip was our visit to Normandy. We rolled sand dollars on the beaches.

We found a small inn in a town, which turned out to have been the architectural model for

Oxford and Cambridge Universities in England. There was a circus in town the night we were

there (yet another fortuity). We spent enough time at the circus that, when we returned to our

inn, we had to throw pebbles at our landlord’s window to get him up to come down and open

the locked front door.

The next day we visited the Bayeux Tapestries. They consist of a strip of weaving about

twelve inches high, which is spread on the three, or maybe four walls of a room. They depict

the Battle of Hastings, including the dramatic moment when an arrow pierces King Harold of

England in the eye and the Normans win the day. The tapestries contain an inscription in Latin.

As we walked around the room, I told the boys the narrative for what was occurring, relying

primarily on the visual depictions and only to a minor extent on hasty translation of the Latin.

They assumed, however, that I was fluently translating the Latin, and I do not think they have

ever been so impressed with the scholarly attainments of their father.

After Normandy, we drove southwest to the

Mediterranean coast. We were appalled at how

unattractive it was, compared with what we had in

Pentwater. We then drove into Spain. At that point

we were featuring picnic lunches in picturesque

surroundings. Our best lunch occurred on a

hillside in Spain overlooking farming country and

fields in which there were herds of handsome

steer. We eventually made our way to Portugal,

spending some time looking at the wonderful

fishing harbors along its western coast. I think, in

some fashion, we were able to fly home from

Lisbon.
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Next it was the turn of Maggie and Liz. We decided to start in Austria, in part because there

were good air connections between Vienna and Detroit. I was, at that time, involved in the

litigation over General Motors, and, as I had feared, my presence in Detroit for two days in

the middle of our trip was required.

Ann drove me to the Vienna airport, from which I caught a plane, which, with a

connection, I suppose, got me to Detroit in time for the hearing. I stayed only as long as the

hearing required, and then retraced my steps to Vienna, where Ann picked me up. In the

meantime, she reported, she and the girls had had a lovely time taking a ski lift to the top of

some substantial hill, with a great view of lakes and mountains. Then they had journeyed into

villages on the lakes, where (another fortuity) they had lucked into the cottage where Johannes

Brahms spent his summers. It turned out to be possible (still another fortuity) for Liz, who was

then studying the piano, to actually play the piano which Brahms had used to compose various

important pieces of music. What a thrill!

We then traveled through southern Germany. I remember Munich well, in particular broad

streets and indoor/outdoor beer taverns. 

We drove to Lyons and, from there, North through the burgundy grape vineyards. We arrived

at these vineyards (still another fortuity) on the very day when, for the first time, the spraying

of the vines was to be done by low flying aircraft and not by viticulteurs painstakingly turning

over each leaf and spraying it. The viticulteurs recognized that their livelihood was in danger

and, therefore, shook their fists menacingly at the helicopters that passed over their heads. The

spraying was apparently carried out uneventfully and we were told that it was, in fact, a

success, and worked better than the hand methods which had been used earlier.

Our only setback occurred when we tried our first, and only, five star restaurant along the

road to Paris. The good food was more than Ann could take, and she had to flee from the

dining room to our room. The high spot, probably, was our visit to the Cathedral at Autun. We

were fascinated by the gargoyles on the posts that held the roof up, and acquired numerous

postcards and pictures which we used for Christmas cards in later years. The best depicted the

angel Gabriel coming to wake up what I would call a group of children, although, in the

biblical story, I think the angel woke up Mary, so I’m little confused on this point.

During one or the other of these two European trips, we had two happy connections. One

was in the Massif Central in France, where we rendezvoused with the family of a social

worker who had stayed with us in Cleveland under an exchange program three or four years

earlier. In the other, we connected with our good friends Monroe and Mary Leigh and enjoyed

a terrific soufflé lunch somewhere in the Compiegne, which is a bucolic, woodsy area outside

of Paris. 

In due course, we flew home, I think, from Paris.

These family European jaunts were supplemented by Trilateral Commission visits to

Europe. The first of these was to London, from whence we must have journeyed to Oxford,

probably Cambridge, the Cotswold’s, and possibly other points of interest.

The second Trilateral meeting we attended in Europe was in Rome. At that time I was a

member of the Harvard Corporation, and we combined that visit with a visit to the Villa I’Tatti
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near Florence. This site is the home of the Harvard

University Center for the Study of the

Renaissance. It consists of the former home of

Bernard Berenson, a celebrated art collector, who

created a very handsome villa, stuffed with great

works of art, surrounded by vineyards, and with a

growing library financed by the Getty Foundation.

Because of my corporation status, this was a kind

of official business. Unfortunately, the director of

I’Tatti was in the United States at the time. Ann

and I were treated to an elegant dinner in the

private dinning room, following which we were

instructed by the staff as to how far we could walk

down all of the corridors without setting off

alarms. We were then left to our own devices,

while the staff went to their homes. We spent a fascinating evening, mostly sitting on the floor

and pulling out of the shelves wonderful ancient books, filled with ancient artwork. The

following day we were shown around and a good deal was made of Ann’s interest in the border

tiles on the floors of the cathedrals in that part of Italy. We were invited back so that Ann could

pursue that interest.

A more complete or at least different perspective on Hugh Calkins’ family
matters can be found in the essay by Ann Calkins which follows ~ EC

VII. FAMILY MATTERS AS SEEN BY ANN
For Evan’s Family Journals

From Ann Clark Calkins
April 24, 2003

I met Hugh, the youngest of the Calkins siblings, when I came to Cleveland in November

1952, to visit schools for the Radcliffe College admissions office for whom I worked as

associate director. Hugh had been in Cleveland at Jones Day for about a year and a half. We

met on a blind date arranged by the college friend with whom I was staying. The date was for

the symphony and they played Don Quixote with Leonard Rose as the solo cellist. He walked

with a cane and Hugh and I had a great debate as to whether he was using it on the proper side.

That was the beginning of being interested in each other.

I went on to visit schools in Chicago but while there, had a bouquet of roses and an

invitation to stop in Cleveland on the way back to Boston. That would be our second date and

it really only took one more before we were both quite sure we were meant for each other. We

engaged in January. In February we went to Washington, D.C. where Hugh was to be an usher

in a friend’s wedding. While there, he made arrangements for us to visit the Supreme Court

where he had clerked for Justice Felix Frankfurter – certainly one of the most colorful judges

ever to sit on the court. The Justice wanted to have a private chat with me. I was a little
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nervous, but he made me comfortable by taking off his shoes and putting his feet up on his

desk and asking me all kinds of questions. In the end he gave me the best piece of advice I’ve

ever had about Hugh.

He said that because Hugh loved his work so much, he considered it play. Therefore, if I

wanted him to play with me – tennis, skiing, museums, symphony, whatever, I would have to

be the one to arrange and push it. That was not so true in the first romantic days of married

bliss – or even in the years of raising children, when he considered play with them

valuable…but, as we aged and his work became ever more interesting, I had to remind myself

over and over of the Justice’s words.

But here we are – ready to go to Italy for our fiftieth wedding anniversary and play for

three weeks with all our children and grandchildren, so he hasn’t forgotten how to do it, even

if I do make most of the arrangements.

Just before we moved from the west side back to Cleveland Heights, Hugh, having lost his

re-election bid for the school board, was asked to be a member of the Harvard Corporation.

That’s the group that is called officially the President and Fellows. It is composed of the

president, the treasurer and five members. They serve as long as they want to – many for life

– though now that is not the practice. Hugh was the youngest when he started and the first to

come from west of the Alleghenies. Air travel made that possible. The corporation met every

other Monday during the school year and several times in the summer. It seemed like a huge

commitment but a great honor, and it was just as well that he had lost the election because he

probably would have declined in order to serve on the school board.

As it turned out, it made a big difference in family life. His twenty-fifth reunion at Harvard

was the year after he started, and the children all loved going to that. That was their

introduction to Harvard. It was during the period of great tension and stress. Students had

occupied University Hall the previous year, and there was talk for a number of years of

disruptions at Commencement. The first year was tense enough that I was assigned a faculty

member who was to see that I escaped safely in case of student uprising. It must have been in

the mid seventies when Hugh was participating in a symposium for a young reunion class. The

girls and I attended and sat up in the top rows, but there was so much anger directed at Hugh

that we left, all somewhat shaken. Hugh, of course, tossed it off as just heated discussion.

Several years later when Andy and Peter were both there, they went to a forum where Hugh

was protecting the administrative position on investments in South Africa. That was so heated

that Peter and Andy stationed themselves as close as they could to him so they could protect

him if necessary.

Other than those episodes, the whole Harvard experience was a joy – such interesting

people, such challenging things to discuss. And by the time we had children enrolled, it was

wonderful to be able to see them. Andy went first as an undergraduate, then Peter to the

Graduate School of Design, then Maggie for one year as a visiting student from Kenyon. This

was made possible by the fact that Kenyon did not offer a course she particularly wanted and

could get at Harvard. She couldn’t live on campus, but had an apartment in the same building

as my good friend, Emily McGregor, who worked in the development office. Liz was a bit of
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a late bloomer and her high school record was good but not outstanding and she didn’t test as

well as the others. I took her to be interviewed by my old boss in the admissions office, and

her recommendation was enough to ensure her admission. Good thing - she bloomed and

graduated with honors, stayed to work in the alumni office, where she met her future husband,

Steve. Harvard, Cambridge, and Boston attracted them all – they all stayed or went back at

least for a period.

One of the nicest things Harvard did for me – along with other corporation wives as they

chose to – was to put me on a visiting committee. I served twelve years on the University

Library Committee, and another twelve on the committee for the Graduate School of Education,

and, after all the children (who married in Boston) did so at Memorial Church, I served on that

one too. I enjoyed every minute of those – again meeting and becoming friends of so many

fascinating people. It broadened my life by leaps and bounds. I regret that phase is over.

Hugh’s decision to leave the corporation came because he believed that it should turn over

once in each president’s term of office. Happily, however, the children were all through with

their academic roles there by the time he left. Liz graduated in 1984 and Hugh retired the same

year, getting the normal honorary degree the next year. We treasure the black bench, like the

Harvard chairs, that has a silver plate on the back with the signatures of all the family members

who have gone to Harvard. We still go back for Commencement often. Both of us go to

reunions fairly regularly, and we are still invited to the wonderful honorary degree dinner the

night before Commencement and to the luncheon for the top brass the next day. We get great

seats, and get to see many old friends.

A few areas I have missed in this not very organized memoir – TRAVEL: Hugh and I were

lucky to have good babysitters with whom we could leave the household – including Inez. So

we almost always had a week by ourselves somewhere – or at least a long weekend before

some meetings. We loved Bermuda, the Homestead, skiing in Canada. We had had a

wonderful long honeymoon in Europe and went back for our tenth anniversary. Often I had a

week in Florida with children. By the time they were in school, they were on different vacation

schedules, so sometimes I took Peter and sometimes the others. One year, I took the younger

three to Kentucky to see Mammoth Cave. We met my sister-in-law, Charity Clark, and her

children there. We had a great time, but on the way home, the car broke down and we were

stuck there for several days. That turned out to be the best part. We stayed in a brand new

Holiday Inn, rented a car, and went to visit horse farms and Stephen Foster’s birthplace.

Ski trips were always done with Hugh, and he usually got us to Pentwater and home again.

When Peter was in the tenth grade and Andy, the eighth, we went to France and Spain since

one was taking French and the other, Spanish. We saw Normandy beachheads, ancient stones

at Carnac, a Roman amphitheatre at Orange, a sword factory at Toledo, rode the stone lions at

the Alhambra and sang French and Spanish songs as we drove along. Several years later we

went to Austria and Switzerland with Maggie and Liz. Hugh actually had to leave us in a little

town in Austria to get home for a legal problem of some sort, but we got to do more shopping

than we could ever do with him, bought dirndl dresses, and sang “Edelweiss” from Sound of
Music riding up the mountain on the tram car for a picnic. We enjoyed it and went on to enjoy

Vienna and mountains and meadows and cows and goats in Switzerland.
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We had one monumental trip West when they were smaller – Liz must have been three. We

did Disneyland, the drive up the California coast, the train through the Feather River Canyon

to Salt Lake City, several days in a campground in the Tetons, where it snowed on Maggie’s

birthday in late June. Then we went to a ranch in Colorado that was a perfect choice for a

family. I think we can all sing the song, “There’s a horse and a saddle awaiting for you – here

at the Lost Valley Ranch.”

We went to another ranch, White Stallion, near Tucson for Hugh’s seventy-fifth birthday,

and everyone wanted to go back in five years, but school vacations were different again, so

we planned the great fiftieth anniversary trip to Italy. Everyone helped plan, and each family

did their own thing for a week or more, but we had a villa near Cortona for a whole week of

togetherness. I loved every bit of it – and so did all the adults and the kids loved most of it. I

expect grandchild weddings will be the occasions for our next total reunions.

Of course, they all got together again in September for the Rockywold reunion. I was one

of the few who missed it. I’d love to have been there, but I had already invited my group of

good college friends to return to Pentwater for that same weekend and didn’t feel I could

change it. But I loved the phone calls and all the

pictures and the video.

Family life in retirement was life on a new

track for Hugh and me. I now realize what a good

idea it was for me to have the new house project

to go along with his retirement. Of course, he

didn’t retire but swung into a few years of being

VERY busy and involved with teaching in the

Cleveland schools, first as a substitute and then as

a full time class room teacher. I had had a

wonderful time helping to design the new house

and overseeing the contractors on a daily basis.

Hugh paid the bills but stayed out of the planning

except for a couple of times. And his decisions for

those were good ones. Had we stayed in the old

house and tried to shift gears, I don’t think it would have been nearly so easy – certainly not

now when we both are a little hard of hearing but can hear each other shout from one end of

the house to the other when necessary. We manage to get along nicely with the one computer

in shared space in the “big” room. We enjoy our glasses of wine sitting in our beautiful Eames

chairs and watching the evening news. We love our nighttime hot tubs, and that is the place

we often have the best relaxed conversations. I love to cook and Hugh is enthusiastic about

almost everything I do – even when it isn’t a great success. As long as I don’t do too much

cabbage, he eats it all with gusto. The greatest problem arises when I go on a diet and he loses

weight too. He can monitor his weight by the addition or subtraction of one piece of toast at

breakfast. I have a much harder time – very frustrating. We have just learned to add Boost or

Ensure to his diet.
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Our social life does not include as many new and interesting people as it once did and as

Hugh would like, but it now seems much easier to do things with old friends. I used to

entertain with dinners for eight or ten quite often; now I like four or six and not even so often.

We enjoy some theater, some movies, symphony almost every week, and a fair number of

concerts at the Cleveland Institute of Music. We used to have an opera subscription but gave

it up because we always seemed to be out of town for the performances.

We still seem to travel a lot. Michigan in the summer for six or eight weeks, and our

Florida townhouse for a couple of weeks in November and three or four in March give a good

start. Then we have one trip to Philadelphia and one to New York for the American Law

Institute meetings. Hugh does not practice law but remains on the council of the institute and,

I am told, quite regularly makes excellent contributions to the discussions. Then we usually

can find a good excuse to go to Boston and see Peter and Andy and their families. Liz and

Steve are a little harder to reach in Seattle, but I have just been there to visit. We also go “out

of town” to Kirtland to visit Maggie and Lit. We love having them come in often for dinner to

our house. Besides those regular trips, we always seem to find one special trip – last year Italy,

this year a Harvard trip on the Holland and Belgium waterways in late April. We’ve done

Turkey, Israel and Egypt, China, a French canal trip, and Elderhostel for the Santa Fe opera. I

have had many trips to Indianapolis: four per year for the meetings of the family insurance

company of which I am a director, and usually one in between the meetings to spend time with

my mother who just died recently at 104. So our friends think we are ALWAYS on the way in

or out of town.

We are about to go to Boston to celebrate Hugh’s eightieth birthday with Peter and Andy

and their families. We had the girls both at Christmas, so this seemed like a good solution.

Andy described to me, this morning, what the plan was for the Saturday night dinner

celebration. I laughed because it includes all those things I had written last week – in an earlier

paragraph here – about what the children thought was important – poetry, symposium, etc. I

guess I was right!

You may wonder why this family memoir is being written by Ann instead of Hugh – so

I’ll tell you. Hugh works on a different set of priorities than I do. We once tried to be co-

chairmen of a Harvard-Radcliffe fund drive and found it very difficult. I wanted things done

on time! Hugh puts things in a priority based on importance and time is not at the top of his

list. Evan was getting anxious about getting all of Hugh’s memoir in – which had come in

slowly. During the time he was recovering from his broken hip this winter, he did dictate quite

a lot, but when he was sufficiently recovered to get back to improving the world, the memoir

fell behind in the priority list. Evan finally asked if I would complete the assignment and do

the family life. I’ve enjoyed writing it and will save it so I can incorporate some of it in a fuller

memoir of my own.
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VIII. CLIENT MATTERS
by Hugh

A Remarkable Client

I have mentioned that I was anxious for other kinds of law practices besides tax law. In

that regard, I was helped by a partner of Jones Day named Walter Milde. Milde was a friend

of Albert List, whom I have mentioned. Albert List was once called upon by an individual

named Jean Olivier who tried to pester List into investing in his project. List got rid of him by

sending him off to see Milde, and Milde got rid of him by sending him off to see me. If you

can believe him, which I think you can, Olivier had a very colorful past. He claimed that he

was in Belgium when the Second World War broke out and that he was asked to convey a

Belgian politician, Paul Henri Spaak, who had held a number of responsible high office

positions on the European scene, out of Europe before the Germans got him. Olivier claimed

that he did this by creating a truck with a false back and hiding Spaak between the false back

and the real back. Olivier was successful in getting past all the guards between Brussels and

Lisbon, and delivered Spaak to a port in Portugal, where a vessel picked him up and took him

to the United States.

After that experience, Olivier, too, was attracted to escaping the war and also headed for

North America, specifically Canada. When he got to Canada, he volunteered for and was

accepted by the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. He spent a lot of time in the eastern portion

of Quebec along the St. Lawrence River. While there, he observed the iron ore sands. These

are deposits of iron ore carried south by the rivers that run through the Labrador iron ore

deposits, which were then being developed. Somehow, Olivier had some experience in mining

by dredging, and knew that, in Florida, there was a dredging operation which was economical

and successful. The idea came to him to have a dredge head into these iron ore sands, pump

the sands over a magnetic separator, have the separator select out the iron, and send the iron

in one direction and the sand in the other. In that way, quite economically, you collect a lot of

iron ore.

Having observed these sands, using I don’t know what for money, Olivier bought a tract

of the sands, not on the best side of the river (the east), but on the poorer side (the west). Then

he set about looking for funding to buy the dredges. In the meantime, a Czech businessman

named Roman had moved to Canada, acquired a lot of wealth and had bought the sands on the

East side of the river. Olivier started negotiating with Roman to try to get the East side sands

for himself.

I recall a negotiating session in Toronto, where Roman was present and where the

conversation did not reach any conclusion before lunch. When we reassembled after lunch,

Roman introduced an individual who was identified as the finest plaintiff’s lawyer in Canada.

I don’t recall the details and I don’t recall the role that the trial lawyer may have played. I do

recall that some kind of deal was struck between Olivier and Roman under which Olivier

would get all or part of Roman’s properties at some date a few months in the future. I also

recall that, as a part of that deal, Roman was going to sell shares of the company owning his

sands to the public.
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Olivier spent a lot of time explaining the difficulties in carrying out this mining operation

and the problems in these sands. On the day which we were to close this deal, the shares of

stock of Roman’s company fell by seventy or eighty percent because these reports about how

difficult it was going to be had made it into the newspapers. I remember waiting with Olivier,

nervously, to see whether Roman would show up with the papers necessary to close the deal.

I was surprised and greatly pleased when Roman did, and I attributed that to the way Olivier

had paved the way so carefully by talking, in advance, about all these problems. When the

problems hit the newspapers, it didn’t bother Roman very much.

Olivier’s Escapades

There were a lot of other colorful details about Olivier. He believed that one of the ways

you raise money is to look as if you are wealthy. He bought a home in Pebble Beach,

California. It turned out this home was next door to the home of a grandson of George

Eastman of Eastman Kodak, who had all the money you would have expected him to have,

and perhaps more. He became Olivier’s first backer and invested money in Olivier’s company.

Also, in Pebble Beach, Olivier met and married one Ann, a rather attractive but brittle woman.

Ann struck one of my older partners as a sufficient danger to my marriage that one day, in

Cleveland, when he called up my Ann and said, “I think you should know that there is another

Ann prowling around this office with your husband, and perhaps there is something you

should do about it.” Ann was not worried and did nothing about it as far as I know, but brittle

Ann developed increasing difficulty with Olivier. They finally came to the point of divorce.

Olivier had, from time to time, invested money (when he had it) in various forms of expensive

jewels on the grounds that jewelry was secure property that would not depreciate in value. He

wanted to be sure that, in the divorce settlement, Ann did not make off with the jewels, so he

stated as a condition of the divorce that Ann would leave the house dressed in a bikini! In fact,

I think the judge bought that solution, and I think that is what Ann did.

At about that same time, Olivier made a trip to South America, where he met an absolutely

wonderful woman, Collette. She was the daughter of the Dutch Ambassador to Argentina. She

and Olivier struck up what, at a minimum, was a close friendship. When Olivier left Argentina,

he took with him a letter signed by this lady’s father saying, “I entrust my daughter to Edmund

Jean Olivier.” That provided protection against the Mann Act and its international

counterparts. She and Olivier soon took off on a trip around the world. They had an absolutely

marvelous time. Incidentally, she turned out to be a very devoted girlfriend. I’ll depart from

the chronology by reporting that when, ten years later, Olivier had a heart attack in the eastern

end of the St. Lawrence River, this gallant lady left her good job in Europe, flew to Quebec,

and spent three months or so nursing him, hopefully, back into some kind of recovery. She was

really a very genuine and admirable individual.

There is one other episode involving this charming lady that I should describe. At one

point, during the divorce proceedings with Ann, Olivier concluded that it was dangerous or

embarrassing for Collette to remain in the jurisdiction. He put her on an airplane to Cleveland

and he sent a telegram to one of my partners, Ted Meyer, saying, “Collette is on her way to
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you, take good care of her. Signed, Jean.” Ted received her at the airport and took good care

of her for several weeks at least, until Olivier thought it was safe for her to return to California.

The future of the iron ore sands went somewhat as follows. It developed that the sands

were rather high in a mineral which is damaging for iron ore processed in blast furnaces, but

helpful for iron ore processed by what are called direct reduction processes, usually carried

out in an electric furnace. Olivier, therefore, became a missionary for direct reduction and did

his best to persuade the major steel companies in the United States to switch from their

Bessemer furnaces (the old blast furnace technique) to direct reduction techniques. He was not

very successful because the steel companies had such a large investment in their existing

equipment that they could not afford to write it off without creating serious blows to their

stock values. Thus, the market for Olivier’s iron ore was limited by the relatively small

number of companies that were using direct reduction. Olivier was remarkably successful in

getting one major company to support him long enough for him to have a negotiation with

another major company interested in iron ore. It was always hand-to-mouth.

I remember an occasion in which Olivier was checked into a hotel in Toronto; Ann was

checked into a hotel in Cleveland. And neither of them could check out of their respective

hotels because Olivier’s credit card had been withdrawn and he did not have any cash. He

seemed to survive these crises remarkably well. Quite regularly, that kind of a situation would

be followed by an investment of a substantial amount by a significant iron ore company. The

iron ore companies were also intrigued with the direct reduction process and the possibility

that these sands would produce iron ore that would be especially useful for them. In the end,

however, nothing has happened with respect to actual dredging of these sands. The sands are

still there and, if you fly back and forth to Europe, you can see them, but they are not being

worked. Given the current state of affairs in the steel industry in the United States and Canada,

I think it is not very likely that they will be worked in the near future. But of course, conditions

change more rapidly than one thinks and, who knows, we may get into a situation when there

is, again, a great demand for steel and, if so, these sands may turn out to be very valuable.

Olivier, I believe, ended up quite broke. Except for these sand properties, his house in Pebble

Beach, and, possibly, some jewelry, I do not think he had any substantial assets. I am quite

sure that the house in Pebble Beach has turned out to be his most valuable asset. So much for

this colorful client, who I think is, really, the only colorful client I had.

Premier and Mandel

For the second half of my practice years my most significant client was Premier Industrial

Corporation and its CEO, Morton Mandel. Premier was the creation of Mort and his two

brothers, who successfully developed the idea that, in industrial supply, the convenience of the

packaging and promptness of delivery were as important as the product itself. They applied

this idea first to nuts and bolts used in auto maintenance, and gradually extended their

activities to cleaners and to electronic parts. They built a publicly held company worth several

hundred million dollars.

Chapter 28

418

you, take good care of her. Signed, Jean.” Ted received her at the airport and took good care

of her for several weeks at least, until Olivier thought it was safe for her to return to California.

The future of the iron ore sands went somewhat as follows. It developed that the sands

were rather high in a mineral which is damaging for iron ore processed in blast furnaces, but

helpful for iron ore processed by what are called direct reduction processes, usually carried

out in an electric furnace. Olivier, therefore, became a missionary for direct reduction and did

his best to persuade the major steel companies in the United States to switch from their

Bessemer furnaces (the old blast furnace technique) to direct reduction techniques. He was not

very successful because the steel companies had such a large investment in their existing

equipment that they could not afford to write it off without creating serious blows to their

stock values. Thus, the market for Olivier’s iron ore was limited by the relatively small

number of companies that were using direct reduction. Olivier was remarkably successful in

getting one major company to support him long enough for him to have a negotiation with

another major company interested in iron ore. It was always hand-to-mouth.

I remember an occasion in which Olivier was checked into a hotel in Toronto; Ann was

checked into a hotel in Cleveland. And neither of them could check out of their respective

hotels because Olivier’s credit card had been withdrawn and he did not have any cash. He

seemed to survive these crises remarkably well. Quite regularly, that kind of a situation would

be followed by an investment of a substantial amount by a significant iron ore company. The

iron ore companies were also intrigued with the direct reduction process and the possibility

that these sands would produce iron ore that would be especially useful for them. In the end,

however, nothing has happened with respect to actual dredging of these sands. The sands are

still there and, if you fly back and forth to Europe, you can see them, but they are not being

worked. Given the current state of affairs in the steel industry in the United States and Canada,

I think it is not very likely that they will be worked in the near future. But of course, conditions

change more rapidly than one thinks and, who knows, we may get into a situation when there

is, again, a great demand for steel and, if so, these sands may turn out to be very valuable.

Olivier, I believe, ended up quite broke. Except for these sand properties, his house in Pebble

Beach, and, possibly, some jewelry, I do not think he had any substantial assets. I am quite

sure that the house in Pebble Beach has turned out to be his most valuable asset. So much for

this colorful client, who I think is, really, the only colorful client I had.

Premier and Mandel

For the second half of my practice years my most significant client was Premier Industrial

Corporation and its CEO, Morton Mandel. Premier was the creation of Mort and his two

brothers, who successfully developed the idea that, in industrial supply, the convenience of the

packaging and promptness of delivery were as important as the product itself. They applied

this idea first to nuts and bolts used in auto maintenance, and gradually extended their

activities to cleaners and to electronic parts. They built a publicly held company worth several

hundred million dollars.

Chapter 28

418



My role started with a tax audit controversy. It grew into acquisition planning, tax

planning, regulatory issues and personal planning for the Mandel family. In due course I was

asked to become a director, and served in that capacity for a decade or so.

Mort Mandel was a planner in all of his activities. He and his brothers took only modest

salaries from the company. But they were frugal, some early investments paid off, and soon

they had enough assets outside of the company to make astute investment planning worth

while. Their idea was that they and their advisers should select the best managers that could

be found, distributed among promising avenues of investment. They met with these managers

regularly, rarely discussing specific investments, but devoting close attention to changed

economic conditions and new fields of investment opportunities. I became a member of the

Mandel Investment Committee, and would travel to New York several times a year for a meeting

that would be enlivened by one or more truly interesting managers or strategists. In 2000,

Premier was combined with a similar company in the United Kingdom in a manner that about

half of the consideration was distributed in cash. This transaction greatly increased the pool of

investment assets subject to Mort’s manager strategy and necessitated large changes in strategy.

Mort and one of his brothers planned that at least half of their assets would be devoted to

charitable purposes. This led to the creation of Mandel Foundation. Unlike most foundations,

which passively evaluate grant requests, Mandel Foundation had its own agenda, which

focused on preserving Jewish heritage, neighborhood renewal, improving the performance of

nonprofit organizations, and supporting universities. Mandel Foundation had what was in

effect a branch in Israel, which focused on training administrators for the Israel School System

and on training executives of Jewish organizations around the world. I became a trustee of

Mandel Foundation, and could observe that its proactive approach did in fact make a

difference in the sectors, which it targeted.

On occasion, outside of its targeted approach, Mandel Foundation made a significant grant

to Citizens Academy at a time when the funds were badly needed.

Other Clients

I will put the other clients into two categories. First are major companies. I spent quite a

lot of time, as I previously indicated, with the movie theatre properties and coal properties of

Albert List. I also became involved with both Cleveland Cliffs Iron Company and Hanna

Mining Company. For Hanna, I pursued significant federal tax questions in Washington and

for Cleveland Cliffs. My principal participation was in the three way merger transaction

between Cleveland Cliffs, Portsmouth Steel and Cyclops, in which I functioned more as a

general lawyer and contract writer than as a tax lawyer.

I worked with a number of other well known companies. For Westinghouse I made a

number of trips to Pittsburgh to help them with their tax problems, chiefly, a big tax audit

situation. For Pfizer I became heavily involved in their tax problems, particularly relating to

their operations in Puerto Rico. I had, in the late sixties, a major involvement with General

Motors Corporation, which was charged by the Internal Revenue Service with falsity in a
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report needed for tax determination. That charge was ultimately dropped, but to get it dropped

was a major time-consuming matter which gave me an interesting window into the perspective

General Motor’s workers held about their jobs and their activities.

In addition to these, I had a number of much smaller clients for whom I did quite a bit of

work. One was McDowell Wellman Engineering Company which, again, had a series of tax

problems, but these, also, extended into general corporate matters. Another was the leading

manufacturer of crepe soles in the United States, which was located in a small town in Ohio.

Another interesting client was a group of capital investment people who had perfected the

idea of locating businesses in which the founders/managers were anxious to retire, and finding

the way to pay them most of the value of their business, while giving them responsibility for

day-to-day management and a continuing financial interest. All of this was done in a way that

conveyed reasonable tax advantages, but required a good deal of tax, contract and corporate

service on my part.

One of my interesting clients was American Greetings Corporation. It originated, literally,

in a pushcart pushed by Jacob Saperstein along the streets of downtown Cleveland, from

which he sold what must have been rather crude greeting cards. The business prospered.  Early

on, his sons, who ran the business, perceived that mass marketers, such as K-Mart, were a

more promising channel of distribution than the specialty greeting card stores that were used

by competitors. The company grew to challenge Hallmark, the industry leader, and to acquire

the third ranking manufacturer.

My introduction to American Greetings came through its need for tax advice. Later, when

the Jones Day lawyer long responsible for the client, Frank Joseph, retired, I became the

American Greetings principal outside counsel, and a director.

As is usually the case with family-owned businesses, the corporate representation carried

over into family matters. Taken together, this was a substantial involvement, which I enjoyed.

IX. EXTERNAL ACTIVITIES
Mental Health

When I embarked upon law practice, as I have indicated, it was in part because not all my

time would be owned by anybody and I could have time for things that were my own particular

interest. I thought of them in terms of social causes. In this, as I have said, I was greatly

influenced by a professor at the Harvard Law School who taught a course that he called

administrative law, which was really a course in problem solving: how do you identify

interesting social problems and go about trying to get them resolved? When I came to

Cleveland, I was looking for interesting social problems that I could help resolve. The local

problem that seemed front and center at the time was mental health. Ohio was at the beginning

of the period when patients in mental hospitals were being returned to the community or to

their families. There were two non-governmental associations in Ohio that were working on

mental health matters. One was called the Cleveland Mental Health Association and one the

Ohio Mental Health Association. I became a member of both. Unfortunately, neither of them
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seemed to apply much mental health to their own dealings because they became bitter enemies

of each other and fought with each other on every possible occasion. Eventually, one of them,

the Ohio Mental Health Association, wrote me a letter. It said that it had been noted that I was

also a member of Cleveland Mental Health Association, and that they (the Ohio Association)

felt that this was inconsistent with the obligations of the members of the Ohio Association and

would I please make a choice to stay with one or the other, but not both.

Goals for Americans - Getting Started

That soured me on mental health and I was ready to look for some other field of social

activity when the telephone rang one day. The voice at the other end was a man named Bill

Bundy. I had met Bill Bundy but I did not know him well. He said that he was on the twenty-

eighth floor of a building in New York City and he was going to jump out the window unless

I said “yes” to his question. His question was “Would I become the Deputy Staff Director of

President Eisenhower’s Commission on National Goals?” He described how Eisenhower had

had this idea four or five years before, but had not found anybody to work it out for him. At

last, he had pursued Henry Wriston, former president of Brown University, and then head of

the American Assembly, to take it on as chair. Wriston had hired Bundy as staff director.

Bundy felt quite confident regarding the international aspects of the subject because he had

been a long time employee of the CIA. However, he said, “I do not know much about all the

domestic subjects and I need somebody from the heartland who might have a feel for them.

Will you do it?” I went to consult my managing partner, Jack Reavis, who said, “Well, if you

want to do it, you should certainly do it, but I would advise you not to. You are just at the point

where you have become a partner in the firm and you are making client relationships, and it

is not a good thing for your career to go off and spend a year writing national goals.” After

consulting Ann, I went ahead anyway and said to Bundy, “Yes, I’ll do it.”

We then set about finding a house in Washington, which turned out to be ridiculously easy.

We called a partner in the Jones Day Washington office and told him we needed a house and

would he look out for one. He called back in an hour and said, “I am at your house, and I have

rented it for you.” The house belonged to an ambassador who was being sent off to Finland,

and wanted to rent his house for a year. It was nicely located and was big enough for our then-

family. The Washington partner was absolutely right in being confident that it was the right

place and did the right thing by acting decisively and not letting anybody else get it.

Soon we packed up both cars and headed off to Washington. We had a significant

adventure along the way. To get to Washington, in those days, you had to drive on small roads

over the Alleghany Mountains. As we approached the upgrade on an Alleghany mountain, it

began to snow very hard. Ann, who was driving one car behind me, hates to drive on snow,

especially mountain roads. I love it, so I had a great time going up this road, spacing my speed

so that I could pass cars that seemed to be having a hard going when there was nobody coming

down, and then getting back in the right lane for the car that was coming down. When I got to

the top, I said to myself, “I had better check up and see how Ann is doing,” so I did. She was

behind me. The kids were all right, but she was in tears. She said we had to find a place to
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stop. As luck would have it, there was a light off in the distance. We drove to the light and

found it to be an inn that was closed for the winter. There was somebody there who could

speak for the inn. We brought in our youngest, who was then Maggie at about three months

old, wrapped in blankets. We said, “You can’t let Maggie go back out into this cold snowy

weather.” They said “Yes, you’re right, we can’t, so if you don’t mind cold beds and a cold

room you can go upstairs and use what we have.” So we did.

The other interesting detail about that episode is that, when Andy and I went outside,

having got the other children in the house and Ann in bed, we needed to move the cars so we

could pull out easily in the morning, I was backing one car up, and backed it into the other

one! Andy, who was beside me on the front seat, looked up and said, “Daddy, you goofed!”

Well, I did. He was right. There was no damage, fortunately, and we were off the next

morning, on due course, on our way to Washington.

The Goals Commission
The Goals experience was very illuminating. It was a very good commission, including

people like James Conant, who was then writing his well known book, Slums and Suburbs.
His book contrasted the high quality education in the suburbs with the low quality of education

in the slums. John Gardner, who was writing Excellence (also well known) at the time, was

also there. Learned Hand was a member of the commission; so was the head of the Red Cross,

General Guenther, and several other notables. The staff had a couple of additional people in

addition to Bill and myself.

The basic staff responsibility was to work on the essays which were to be used by the

commission in writing its report and were to be published, along with the commission report.

To do that, we made countless telephone calls around the country, trying to identify the right

person to be the author on a given topic and then invite four or five people to be members of

a panel to present different points of view. We then had to schedule the meetings of the panels

and ride herd on the authors to see that they got their papers done. The papers were not edited

by the staff to any great extent.

I have recently been rereading this volume because I am asked to talk about it at a forum

at our church. I am impressed with the quality of the writing, the good sense of the

recommendations, and the preoccupation with the Cold War with the Soviet Union. One of the

interesting recommendations came from Henry Wriston, the chairman, who was one of the

first people to realize the extent to which women were a neglected resource. He made that

point very clearly.

We timed the report so it would appear after the Kennedy – Nixon 1960 election but before

inauguration and any change in the House. I think that was the right strategy. We had

headquarters on Lafayette Square, that lovely square right across Pennsylvania Avenue from the

White House, in what had been the quarters of the Brookings Institute, which had moved out to

bigger quarters on Massachusetts Avenue. We were nicely located in terms of the scenery and

luncheon places. We worked hard at the publication end of our project, as we were anxious to

get the report out in very large numbers and in the very short period of time it would remain in

the education of the public. We persuaded a legal publisher to do the job. We were successful in
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getting very large numbers of the report distributed promptly in bookstores and elsewhere

throughout the country. The publication was announced at a meeting at the National Press Club.

The Cleveland Schools

When I came back to Cleveland, after that experience, I was impressed with what Conant

had said about the contrast between slum and suburban schools. I thought I should look at

Cleveland and see whether what he said was applicable to Cleveland. So I looked. I found that

he was entirely accurate except that, in Cleveland, the contrast existed not only between the

slums and the suburbs but also between the slums on the East side of Cleveland (mostly black)

and the more prosperous areas (mostly white) on the West side of Cleveland.

Following my general sense that when you note a problem, you ought to try to do

something about it, I teamed up with a good friend Worth Loomis, and, together, we found

another ten or twelve kindred spirits who were concerned about this inequality and formed a

committee called A Plan for Action by Citizens in Education, or PACE. We obtained some

money from an affiliate of the Cleveland Foundation. We retained a superintendent of schools

from Parma, a Cleveland suburb, whom we liked, as a consultant, and we devoted six or seven

months to writing a report on the condition of education in Greater Cleveland. We interviewed

people such as school superintendents and State Department of Education staff; and we had

hearings to obtain facts for the report.

When we issued the report, it got a satisfactory amount of local publicity and we concluded

that we needed a continuing enterprise to push for the various recommendations. We created a

new organization called Program for Action by Citizens in Education, with the same PACE

acronym. Again, we got some funding and hired an executive director. Our executive director,

Bob Binswanger, was a Peace Corp alumnus, then at the Harvard Graduate School of Education.

He turned out to be very satisfactory. He had good political sense. One of his ideas was that to

get something going, “Do not tackle first the most difficult problem or the most important one,”

he said. “Tackle one that will be prominent and where you can make progress relatively easily.”

He picked the kindergarten waiting list as the problem. Soon, our volunteer-manned

kindergartens had lines of anxious parents waiting in the snow to get their children enrolled. The

pictures in the newspapers demonstrated that all-day kindergartens were something the school

district ought to be doing, and, within a few months, they were doing it.

The next thing that Binswanger set about doing was attending to the selection of the

Cleveland Superintendent of Schools. We decided that the right man was our consultant from

Parma. Our director induced some visiting Congressmen to suggest to the local school board

that the way you find a superintendent is to consult a particular professor at the Harvard

Graduate School of Education. Then he hurried off to the Harvard Graduate School of

Education, went to that professor, and said that he would soon get a delegation from Cleveland

seeking ideas for a superintendent. “Do you know about the man from Parma?” the director

asked. Well, of course, the professor had never heard of him, so our director filled him in on

his virtues. Soon the Cleveland delegation arrived and the professor said, “I think you should

look at that man in Parma.” The delegation looked and liked what they saw, and he was hired.
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At that point, it occurred to me that the usefulness of a non-profit citizen’s organization

concerned with Cleveland education was quite limited. There was a good superintendent and

what was important was to get the superintendent some support. So four of us decided to quit

the PACE organization and run for the school board. The group included Emmit Cooper,

George Debrea, Arnold Pinkney, and me. A prerequisite for running for the school board is that

you have to be a resident of the school district, in this case, Cleveland. At that time, I was

living in Shaker Heights. Without consulting Ann, because I didn’t think she’d like the house,

I bought a house on Lake Avenue in Cleveland, which gave me the Cleveland address needed

for political purposes. However, for family purposes, it didn’t do. When Ann looked at the

house she said, “Can’t we do better than that?” Indeed, we could, so that, soon, we had bought

a much nicer house on a promontory extending out on Lake Erie, with a lovely vacant lot next

door that the kids could use for athletic events and such. Therefore, for a while, we owned

three houses. In due course, two of them sold and we were down to one. We lived there quite

happily for five or six years.

We decided that Peter, who was in about third grade, should not be entrusted to the

Cleveland schools, so we enrolled him in University School, a good private school. He

frequently took a bus, by himself, from our house downtown, and then a rapid transit, which

brought him to the old campus of University School. After a while, there was an older student

who was driving who would take him.

We thought that the three younger children could survive fairly well in the Cleveland

schools, partly because Cleveland had an active “major work program” for bright kids. We

thought that, in due course, they would probably make it into the major work program. After

they were duly enrolled, Andy had a spectacular experience. After he got into “major work,”

we discovered that there was also something called “super-major work,” and he got into that,

too. That got him into a combined two-grade classroom taught by a brilliant teacher. This was

really the best classroom that any of our children have ever attended. For example, the teacher

wanted to get across the idea of interesting things occurring in everyday life. She required, in

rotation, a child to report each day, on what happened yesterday. After four days, it became

quite an exercise to think of something different that hadn’t already been described. One of

Andy’s presentations on that subject was based on what happens when airplanes fly over the

school building.

In his “super major work,” Andy was able to take Russian. They did a lot of studying of

early classics, and they all participated in the morning talk routine, which is one of the great

programs in the Cleveland district. In the morning talk, every child, two or three times a year,

gives a talk on some subject that the child has researched. The child is allowed only one 3x5

card of notes. Maggie, who is now an accustomed and accomplished public speaker, attributes

the ease with which she can speak in public to her experience with “morning talk” starting in

the second or third grade. At any rate, they all survived fairly well.

Now, to be elected, I had to have a political campaign. I lucked into a campaign manager

named Tom Slavin, who turned out to be well connected in the nationality groups of

Cleveland. Among other things, Tom was able to concoct for me a speech in what he called
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“middle European,” which, he said, I could use with the Serbs, Slovaks, Slovenes, Croats,

Czechs and some others, but never, he said, with the Poles. I remember trying the speech out

on a number of occasions. I talked once to a German group in a constructed German language,

which I put together for their benefit, and they were appreciative of my effort, although not of

the quality of my oratory.

In the course of that campaign we had bought a van, and on the top of the van erected an

enormous sign that said “Calkins for School Board.” It must have been six feet tall. It was so

tall that, on the East Boulevard Road from the Lake up to University Circle, which had arched

bridges over it, I had to drive in the middle of the road to get safely through the arched bridges.

I also had a friend who was an art student and I asked him if he would decorate this van, so

that when it came down the street, everyone would see it. He put tiger colors and shapes on it.

I think he fulfilled his responsibility. We did a lot of traveling around in that van.

The law firm was supportive because they, too, were very interested in improving the

quality of Cleveland schools. They were pleased that somebody in the firm was willing to take

on the chore of doing it. I had an interesting discussion, one evening, with Carl Tucker, one of

the firm’s most conservative and client oriented partners, in which I suggested that, in view of

all my activities for the school board, my share of partnership income should be reduced

appropriately. “Well, not at all,” said Carl. “I would not feel comfortable in taking care of my

clients if we did not have somebody around here who was worrying about all these social

problems.” I think there was a lot of that feeling in the firm. And there was never any

resentment or criticism.

Especially useful were my private conversations with the superintendent. Mostly they

were held over breakfast at a hotel not far from his house, and not very far from my house.

“Daddy’s breakfast office” the children called it. I participated in a number of fairly

contentious meetings, but nothing like the contentions I encountered later at Harvard. Our

superintendent applied the Binswanger principal of addressing, first, problems that he could

Left: Going door-to-door for votes. Me, Liz, and neighborhood children 
On the right: The campaign truck for my second (unsuccessful) run for the school board
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solve and do something visible about, which notably included buildings. He established a

reputation in building attractive school buildings around the city and was remarkably

successful in getting bond issues passed to provide the money. Towards the end of my term, I

was pleased to notice that he started talking about reading. That suggested that he now felt that

there was a reading problem and that something demonstrable could be done about.

Other Related Activities
Cleveland Conference

A number of interesting activities grew out of my Cleveland School Board service. The

first is the Cleveland Conference. The Cleveland Conference was created in the early 1920s,

when a group of citizen or government people decided to take a look at the Cleveland Schools.

For some reason they hired Felix Frankfurter, then a professor at the Harvard Law School, to

be the principal investigator. He spent some time in Cleveland, where he developed a small

staff. At the conclusion of the work of this study, the staff decided that they had had such a

good time working together that they wanted to have periodic reunions, so they created the

Cleveland Conference. For a while, they had annual meetings in Cleveland. Then they decided

that Cleveland was an inconvenient place to get to, especially in winter, so they moved to

Chicago and have been meeting there ever since. While I was on the Cleveland School Board

it occurred to the leadership of the Cleveland Conference that the membership included

superintendents, professors, columnists and various others, but did not include school board

members. Therefore, they looked around the country for possible school board members and

hit upon me. They found me, perhaps, because I was acquainted through Harvard with some

of the members of the conference. In any event, in late 1961, I was asked to join, and did. I

have been attending their one and a half day meetings ever since.

Vocational Education

Another interesting offshoot was a request from President Johnson that I become the Chair

of the National Advisory Committee on Vocational Education. Our superintendent, Paul

Briggs, was very interested in vocational education and had a reputation in that field. It may

be that he suggested my name as a possible chair. In any event, I accepted and embarked on a

practice of meeting in Washington, about four times a year, with an interesting group of people

from around the country, all of whom were concerned with some aspect of vocational education.

Our basic thinking at that time was that there was a lot of money being spent for providing

training for the unemployed, but not much being spent on the kind of vocational education

which might help keep people from being unemployed in the first place. We came up with the

analogy of the pool and the stream, designed to appeal to the fishermen in Congress. We argued

that too much attention was being made to the pool of the unemployed, but not enough was

being paid to the stream of individuals entering the pool. Since we were aware that young people

will move into different kinds of occupations as they go through life, and will need to be

versatile enough to try different things, we supported programs that combined vocational and
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academic education. We published a number of reports, which were distributed in Congress, and

elsewhere, which got some attention in the newspapers. I consider that as a reasonably

productive use of my time and I was a little sorry after my term expired after four years.

University Involvements in Cleveland

Twice I was asked to play a role in the affairs of Cleveland’s universities. The earliest was

a request that I chair a committee which would look at the proprietary law school which

Cleveland State University had just acquired, and make recommendations as to its future

course. This experience was chiefly interesting because it exposed me to a group of students,

who had tried many times to pass bar exams, and had always failed. They had no ambition to

become famous trial or corporate lawyers, but they felt they could be useful in settling

landlord-tenant and marital problems in their communities. I was left with the conviction that

the bar should create a “people’s lawyer” category for such lawyers, and permit them to

practice in designated areas. This was one case when I have, in fact, done nothing to remedy

a public need for which I perceived a plausible remedy.

I was asked by Mort Mandel and the President of Case Western Reserve University to

chair the National Advisory Committee to the Mandel Center for the Study of Nonprofit

Organizations at C.W.R.U. Because the center was the creature of the social work, business,

law and arts and sciences faculties of the university, it created unusual issues of university

governance and finance. It was early in a rapidly growing field, had competent professional

leadership, and attracted an advisory committee of prominent and capable people. My

contribution was to help steer a steady course, maintaining the cooperation of the four deans,

and counseling with the director at critical points. I do not recall that I was responsible for any

significant improvements or changes in course.

Speeches

I have delivered what seem to me to be countless speeches, but only a few of them are

sufficiently noteworthy to deserve mention here. The first of the noteworthy speeches was an

invitation, soon after I finished my goals assignment, to talk to the Women’s Association of

Case Western Reserve University. They devote a day to discussion of a particular book or

maybe several books. The topic which I addressed was the book The Plague, by Camus. I was

able to find material in that book to make relevant a theme which I wanted to present. The

theme was “The Division of Injustice.”

This topic grew out of an experience I had had early in my career in Cleveland, in which

an African-American dentist had come to me to say that he wanted to buy a house in an area

where, to exclude blacks, the consent of neighbors was required for any new purchase. I

suggested that he wait for a sunny Sunday and then, accompanied with wife and young

daughter, visit the neighbors with the correct form in hand, and ask for their signature. My

theory was that few of them would be courageous enough to turn down an attractive looking

family. The theory worked.
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I then elaborated on housing and education discrimination, and asserted that it came about

because it was possible for many actors to divide up the responsibility for perpetrating the

discrimination. No one felt personally responsible for it; everyone could blame other people.

I continue to think that is a sound theory applicable in many contexts.

The last speech or series of speeches on which I will comment were delivered to the City

Club of Cleveland, an organization which prides itself on being the oldest free speech outlet

in the United States. It has a traditional Friday forum, at which a speaker can talk to an

audience of at least several hundred, and the speech is then carried by radio and television to

many thousands more with a network which, I think, reaches about three hundred outlets. The

procedure is characterized by a half hour talk, followed by a half hour of questions from the

audience. The questions are often acute and difficult to handle.

My topic in these encounters was Cleveland school conditions. I believe I spoke to the City

Club soon after the Pace Association delivered its report. I then believe I spoke again when I

became a member of the Cleveland School Board. I may also have been able to present my

views on early childhood education. I do not recall any difficulty with the questions.

My association with Harvard brought with it a number of occasions worth recording. The

first was a talk delivered to a group, mostly students, in one of the Harvard Houses in the late

spring of 1969. I must have been critical of the Viet Nam War, because this talk earned me a

place on President Nixon’s celebrated “Enemies List.” I regret that I could not attend a reunion

of those listed which was held several years later.

X. EXETER and HARVARD
An Exeter Trustee

Some ten years after I graduated I was invited to become a trustee of the school. Having

now read my father’s memoir, I think that event might be attributable to the fact that he had a

slight legal relationship with Thomas Lamont, then a leading New York investment banker and

a long-time Exeter trustee. The trusteeship involved journeying to Exeter, usually with Ann,

for the fall, winter, and spring meetings. They were a pleasure, in part because of the quality

of some of the other trustees. For instance, Judge Charles Wyzansky was an active and

participatory trustee, who could be counted on in breakfast and dinner conversations to cover

a wide range of topics in a fascinating manner.

My principal contribution as a trustee was to call to the attention of the selection

committee an individual who became the successor to Bill Saltonstall as headmaster. Bill had

been a very permissive principal, very popular with the teachers, whose cause he always

espoused. It was time, the trustees thought, for greater rigor. Ann and I had good friends in

Cleveland named Dick and Kathy Day. He was the Headmaster of the Hawken School, which

had a reputation for doing a good job with students with academic and other problems. He also

had a Prussian streak in him, which made him willing to take on unpleasant tasks. He was

chosen, and soon began to behave in what was, for Exeter, an unaccustomed manner. For

example, he would visit classrooms, and follow the visit with a conversation with the teacher

suggesting ways in which the teacher’s methods could be improved. I think this was tolerated
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by most of the faculty, but it irked a few teachers and some of the trustees. When there was a

change in trustee leadership, and Calvin Plimpton, formerly President of Amherst, became

chair of the board, Plimpton set out to get Day dismissed. It took him a year or two, but he

was successful. Day went on to another school near Philadelphia, and soon thereafter died of

a heart attack while running.

A Call to Harvard

I got a call, one Sunday, from someone who introduced himself as Nathan Pusey, the

President of Harvard University. He wanted to know if I would consider becoming a member

of the Harvard Corporation, formally known as the President and Fellows of Harvard College.

It is a small group of seven people who make most of the operating decisions at the university.

I had been elected, a year or two earlier, as a member of the Harvard

Board of Overseers, which is a larger alumni-elected group on

which you serve for six years. I attribute my election to plunk voting

by Middle Western alumni. I had had an interesting year or two as

an overseer, mostly working with the Department of Geology and

becoming impressed with the fact that the new geology building had

a significant effect on the quality of education in that department by

making it easy for the professor and students to get together in

informal conversations. Pusey emphasized that the corporation was

a time-consuming job and that I would be spending every other

Monday in Cambridge at a meeting with this body. He wanted to be

sure that I had time to carry it out. I told him I needed to consult my

wife, which I did. Then I called him back and said, “Yes, I would be

glad to do it if they wanted to pick me.”

In thinking about why I was picked, my thoughts turned again to

Tom Lamont. In reading a copy of my father’s memoirs, I was reminded of the fact that at one

point in his career, Dado was in contact with Thomas Lamont, then a very prominent New

York Investment Banker. Lamont was also a member of the Harvard Corporation, and was a

trustee of Exeter. It is possible that my father’s mention, to Lamont, of his bright son, a

promising Cleveland lawyer, had something to do with my invitation to be a trustee of Exeter.

Lamont was also a long-term member of the Harvard Corporation, then at the point of

retirement due to age. Having observed me in my role of Exeter Trustee, and reaching a

retirement age himself, he could well have suggested me as his replacement. In any case, the

invitation was formalized, and I embarked on this new adventure.

I don’t think we had any inkling, in the early part of the 1968-69 year what was in store

for us in May, but in May, one evening, I had a telephone call while I was in a motel in Dayton,

Ohio, attending a client. The telephone call came from a student named Bill Moorhead, who

was the son of a friend of mine, Congressman Moorhead. Bill Moorhead said, “Mr. Calkins

you know things are falling apart around here. I think you’d better come.” He gave me a little

detail to support the “falling apart” proposition and then I decided, “Yes, you are right, I had
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better come.” Since I did not think that either Pusey or the other members of the corporation

or senior administration were comfortable with angry crowds, I decided to accept the

suggestion and took the next plane for Boston.

Harvard Student Revolt

When I got to Cambridge, I checked in with Pusey and probably with Franklin Ford, then

Dean of the Faculty of Arts and Sciences. I then went to see Derek Bok, the Dean of the Law

School, whom I knew, and found him concerned, but not energized to take any action. From

there I went to the Dean of the School of Education, where I found that Ted Sizer, whom I also

knew slightly, was both concerned and energized.

What had happened was that a group of students, protesting a variety of university

activities, had seized control of a principal academic building called University Hall, had

thrown out the deans and barricaded themselves in. Pusey, one who was not ready to accept

that kind of improper behavior and deeply pained that his students were behaving so badly,

had called in the police who, in typical fashion, came in with overwhelming force and threw

the students out with a considerable amount of violence. This created uproar in the university.

Dean Sizer’s energy took the specific form of a discussion group in his living room in the

evening, which included some members of the faculties, some of the protesting students, and

me. There I learned that the concerns of the students were chiefly of an altruistic nature; they

were concerned that Harvard had occupied some additional ground in the city of Cambridge

without having provided substitute housing for the people who were displaced. They were

concerned that Harvard was not doing very much about health problems in the city of

Cambridge. This was the time of many uprisings from students all around the world. Unlike

Kent State and a number of other places, the Harvard students were not pressuring the

university to try to interfere in international affairs in one way or another; for instance, to push

for a halt of the Vietnam War. I spent a number of evenings with Sizer and a group of

colleagues from the faculties and from the student body, talking about what the university

should be doing in response to the student unrest.

One evening, after a meeting had broken up and I had gone back to my room at the

university guesthouse, I heard a scratching on the window. I went to investigate and

discovered that the scratcher was the wife of a student named Lance Buhl. He was one of the

participants in those evening sessions at Ted Sizer’s house and, later, became the leader of the

very large assembly in the Harvard Stadium, which was attended by thirty or forty thousand

people, mostly students. Mrs. Buhl said that the Harvard Crimson was going to publish, the

next day, a very inflammatory article and was there anything I could do about it. I told her I

was not sure that there was, but I would see. 

I got dressed, headed down to the Harvard Crimson, and looked at the article, which was,

indeed, inflammatory. I asked if I could write a response and if they would publish it. They

said, “Yes,” they would publish a response alongside the principal article. Harking back to my

days as a Crimson reporter and, later, president, I found a typewriter and wrote out a response,

and, indeed, they did publish it next to the principal article.
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Another interesting vignette arose at the instigation of a law professor named Roger

Fisher. He believed that there are situations in which negotiations between opposing groups

can best take place in front of television cameras. The reason is that, when that happens, the

supporters for the spokesmen for the contending groups can all see that their spokesmen are

really trying to defend their interest. He arranged to have such a gathering put on public

educational television and I was invited to speak for the university. There were a variety of

students who were angry at the use of the police, among other things. One of them was

sufficiently angry that he felt the way to demonstrate his anger was to take off all of his

clothes, which he proceeded to try to do, and I guess he did. The television cameras swung

away from him, so he did not get the satisfaction of presenting his nudity to the audience. The

program was established as a dialogue. Roger Fisher would bring in somebody who was

representing an unhappy student group, who would make a speech and ask me questions, to

which I would respond. This program apparently had a very high Hooper rating. I have seen

some statistics showing that between forty and fifty percent of all the television sets in

Massachusetts were tuned in to it. Various people, after the event, told me they had seen the

program. One or two said that, if I wanted to run for elected office in Massachusetts, I would

have no difficulty being elected.

I had managed, on the phone, to defer whatever client and other matters would have

engaged my attention in Cleveland, and stayed in Cambridge for nearly a week before I

concluded that I was no longer needed there and headed for home. There, I was soon invited

to speak before the prestigious “Fifty Club,” composed of the leading business and

professional people in Cleveland. At the regularly next scheduled meeting of the Harvard

Corporation, Nate Pusey and the other corporation members expressed appreciation for what

I had done. By that time, the faculty had rallied to the defense of the university. A strategist

expert in labor economics, John Dunlop, had in effect taken command of the university team,

order was gradually restored, and the students returned to their studies, fortunately confronting

final exams in a few weeks after these events.

I should mention one other point. At that time, the president of the Harvard Crimson was

a fellow named Jim Fallows. Ann and I had gotten to know Jim because he was, at an earlier

stage, pursuing a young lady who lived in the suburbs of Cleveland. In order to give himself

an opportunity to come and court her, he announced that a full-page essay would be written

about each of the members of the corporation and that he would select Calkins as his subject.

Therefore, he had come to Cleveland during the Christmas vacation, made a thorough study

of the Plain Dealer archives concerning me, and then showed up at my house for an interview.

We got to know him pretty well. During this time of troubles, when I was in Cambridge, I

would frequently have breakfast with him to get his perspective on what was going on. What

I got was shear pessimism. His metaphor was spiraling water going out the drain of the

bathtub. He thought that was characteristic of American society at the time (1969). Everything

was spiraling down, down, down, down and he didn’t see any prospect for recovery.

Fortunately, if you’ve been reading the Atlantic Monthly, you will see that he now sees

prospects for recovery, because he has become one of their principal correspondents on both

technological and international matters.
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The assembly at the Harvard stadium came off peacefully, very well managed by Lance

Buhl. Matters began to calm down and the residue was a whole series of protective measures

to prevent trouble. For example, for quite a while, at Commencement, the faculty would

arrange themselves in front of the stage where all the dignitaries, the president and the rest of

the officials from the university are located. They were prepared to stand and lock arms and

become a professorial barrier to prevent any group that was trying to crash the stage, but even

that subsided in time and things went pretty much back to normal. Harvard Square looked the

way it always did. Perhaps one’s concerns about the student body at Harvard now are that they

are less interested in the social causes than one would like them to be.

How the Corporation Worked

The Harvard Corporation worked very well and somewhat like the Politboro of Soviet

Russia. It included the chief executive (the president), the treasurer and five outsiders. The

deliberations were always amicable and confidential. There were differences of opinion, but

they were either resolved or the issue was put off until a later date. The workings of the

corporation were greatly improved when Andrew Heiskel became a member. He had a lot of

experience running Time Life and applied the good executive’s eye to the way we did our

business. As a result, we changed the way we handled business very substantially. We moved

from a daily agenda to our annual agenda, in which we knew that we were going to take up

problems with the city of Cambridge at the second meeting in February, or something of that

kind. Thus, the staff could be prepared with the background material and the members of the

corporation would have an opportunity to have thought about the subject in advance. There

was also a good deal more delegation. We managed to shift some time-consuming activities,

such as faculty appointments, away from the corporation and onto appropriate committees.

The official schedule for the corporation was focused on meetings held, with few

exceptions, every other Monday morning. We cancelled some of the meetings when we did

not think we had enough business to make it worthwhile. We would receive by mail or courier,

in time for Sunday afternoon reading, a large packet of material relating to the following day’s

meeting. I would read as much of it as I could before I left home and the rest in route. I used

to take a 7:00 A.M. plane from Cleveland to Boston in time to make the 9:00 A.M. meeting.

The timing was such that, as I drove up the ramp onto the overhead road that leads to the

airport, our public radio station would come on the air with a wonderful rendition of “America

the Beautiful” sung by the Mormon Tabernacle Choir. That always produced an exhilarating

start to the day. Later, especially when I had children at Harvard, I would take a 6:30 or 7:00

P.M. flight the night before and make my way out to Cambridge, to join them for a beer at

some Harvard Square bistro before turning in.

Selecting of a New President

Shortly after his time of troubles, Pusey resigned and we set about a search for his

successor. Our first thought was to see if we could identify some major development that was
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going to take place affecting Harvard in the next decade or so, so that we could pick the right

person for that issue. After a while, we decided it was too hard to identify what that

development might be and, instead, we would be better advised to pick a generalist who would

be good at guiding the university no matter what the challenges might be. We did that search

by making a list of informed people who might have good ideas, some of whom were in the

back of our minds as possible candidates for the presidency, and then dividing that list up and

going out to see them. “Hooks” Burr and I made a trip to the West Coast and talked with quite

a group of interesting nominators and possible candidates. On that trip, as a part of the search

for candidates, I procured an invitation to join a San Francisco member of the Bohemian

Grove in his cottage for the Bohemian week. No candidates for Harvard emerged in my view,

but I witnessed some remarkable events. The most extraordinary was the introductory parade

of members, dressed in white sheets and looking for all the world like members of the Ku Klux

Klan. I do not think they had any comprehension of the KKK image they presented. Through

our traveling and questioning, we accumulated a substantial list, which we then whittled down

to a short list and talked more seriously with the people on the short list. Finally, we concluded

that Derek Bok, the Dean of the Law School, who we were using as our comparison standard

for everybody else was, himself, the best candidate. He was president until 1991.

Pusey was a very principled conservative humanist, not one to initiate a reorganization of

the university administration, although it was pretty clear that one was badly needed. He was

also not one to relate flexibly to the students. However, he was one to set an example of the

importance of principles and avoidance of violence or other improper behavior.

Derek Bok was quite different. He was good at thinking through what the goals and

objectives for the university ought to be. The particular target that he picked was the Kennedy

School of Government, which had not amounted to much until he arrived, and he breathed life

into it. I would suppose that was his principal achievement as president. He also recognized

the need for overall reorganization, increasing the administrative staff of the university, and

brought that about effectively and without faculty recriminations. It is very hard to increase

the administrative staff at a university without having the faculty object that this diverts money

away from people who are doing the teaching and research. However, he pulled that off quite

successfully. There were a few occasions of student unrest while he was the president, and he

handled these very well. Late in his term, the students became concerned that the service

employees of the university were not being adequately paid, and they therefore seized

Massachusetts Hall. Bok’s tactic, in dealing with this, was to move out to a different building,

and let them stay. He did not attempt to starve them out. He provided them with food, and

treated them in a rather handsome fashion, and, after a while, they thought they were being

well treated and they ought to leave, and did.

Total Energy

An issue which consumed much meeting time, and cause great angst among corporation

members, during my term, was the Medical Area Total Energy Plant.

As a part of the Bok administrative reorganization, Harvard appointed Hale Champion, an

individual with an impressive record in government finance, as its financial vice president. He

Hugh Calkins

433

going to take place affecting Harvard in the next decade or so, so that we could pick the right

person for that issue. After a while, we decided it was too hard to identify what that

development might be and, instead, we would be better advised to pick a generalist who would

be good at guiding the university no matter what the challenges might be. We did that search

by making a list of informed people who might have good ideas, some of whom were in the

back of our minds as possible candidates for the presidency, and then dividing that list up and

going out to see them. “Hooks” Burr and I made a trip to the West Coast and talked with quite

a group of interesting nominators and possible candidates. On that trip, as a part of the search

for candidates, I procured an invitation to join a San Francisco member of the Bohemian

Grove in his cottage for the Bohemian week. No candidates for Harvard emerged in my view,

but I witnessed some remarkable events. The most extraordinary was the introductory parade

of members, dressed in white sheets and looking for all the world like members of the Ku Klux

Klan. I do not think they had any comprehension of the KKK image they presented. Through

our traveling and questioning, we accumulated a substantial list, which we then whittled down

to a short list and talked more seriously with the people on the short list. Finally, we concluded

that Derek Bok, the Dean of the Law School, who we were using as our comparison standard

for everybody else was, himself, the best candidate. He was president until 1991.

Pusey was a very principled conservative humanist, not one to initiate a reorganization of

the university administration, although it was pretty clear that one was badly needed. He was

also not one to relate flexibly to the students. However, he was one to set an example of the

importance of principles and avoidance of violence or other improper behavior.

Derek Bok was quite different. He was good at thinking through what the goals and

objectives for the university ought to be. The particular target that he picked was the Kennedy

School of Government, which had not amounted to much until he arrived, and he breathed life

into it. I would suppose that was his principal achievement as president. He also recognized

the need for overall reorganization, increasing the administrative staff of the university, and

brought that about effectively and without faculty recriminations. It is very hard to increase

the administrative staff at a university without having the faculty object that this diverts money

away from people who are doing the teaching and research. However, he pulled that off quite

successfully. There were a few occasions of student unrest while he was the president, and he

handled these very well. Late in his term, the students became concerned that the service

employees of the university were not being adequately paid, and they therefore seized

Massachusetts Hall. Bok’s tactic, in dealing with this, was to move out to a different building,

and let them stay. He did not attempt to starve them out. He provided them with food, and

treated them in a rather handsome fashion, and, after a while, they thought they were being

well treated and they ought to leave, and did.

Total Energy

An issue which consumed much meeting time, and cause great angst among corporation

members, during my term, was the Medical Area Total Energy Plant.

As a part of the Bok administrative reorganization, Harvard appointed Hale Champion, an

individual with an impressive record in government finance, as its financial vice president. He

Hugh Calkins

433



suggested that we consider saving costs by building a total energy plant, to generate heat and

electricity in the medical school area, to serve the medical school and near-by affiliated

hospitals. The savings projected were several million dollars a year. The technology for this

large plant had been tried successfully elsewhere. We approved the plan.

In doing so, we did not focus adequately on all the things that could go wrong. The good

citizens of Brookline organized in opposition, objecting to the smoke stack and what they

thought might be pollutants in the air. They hired good lawyers and consultants, and were able

to get an injunction holding up the project.

At this time, interest rates in the U.S. were climbing rapidly to unprecedented levels. The

interest costs, capitalized into the plant cost, made it far more expensive than projected. The

expected increase in Boston Edison rates only partially occurred.

I had left the corporation by the time all this was settled out, I think by a purchase of the

plant by Boston Edison. As stated below under “Regrets,” I wish that I had been more insistent

on emphasizing the downside of the proposal. That is my usual stance; I do not recall why I

did not push that point of view in this instance. Perhaps I was dazzled by Hale Champion.

Another project involved improving and streamlining the procedures for the selection of

faculty. A small beginning was made on the multi-year task of providing core funding to those

faculties which, unlike business administration or law, did not have a large and prosperous

group of alumni, able to provide substantial ongoing funding, and found it difficult to support

themselves without help. Thanks, in part, to the tireless energy of one member of the

corporation, Bob Stone, several fund drives were carried out with extraordinary success. That

success and the rising stock market generally pushed the value of the Harvard endowment to

unprecedented levels. It made possible, after I had left the corporation, a significant increase

in the amount of endowment income distributed to the faculties each year. We wisely

maintained our conservative distribution policy under which, each year, the policy decision

was whether to nudge upward, or downward, the rate of increase in the distribution percentage

to the faculties. We avoided the error of so many universities that pegged their distributions as

a percentage of the market value of the portfolio, and distributed, in the good years, larger

amounts than they could sustain when the stock market slumped.

Radcliffe

One issue which was somewhat personal to me and which consumed a fair amount of my

time as a corporation member related to Radcliffe. Should it continue as a separate institution,

with its own trustees, admissions policy, commencement, and the like, or should it become a

part of Harvard University, preserving its identity in some manner to be determined? While

this discussion was raging, Ann and I decided that we should try to reduce the temperature of

the discussion by demonstrating that Harvard and Radcliffe couples can work together. We

therefore organized a fund-raising campaign, to be conducted among Harvard men married to

Radcliffe women. The proceeds were to be used in some way that was conducive to a happy

combination of the two institutions. We learned, first, that among the Boston constituents, who

represented a substantial percentage of the total, there was a conviction in the rightness of the
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family trust, and, therefore a great reluctance to divert any significant funds away from the

family to Harvard or Radcliffe. We encountered less of that difficulty in remote parts of the

country, such as Texas, and rather enjoyed our forays into those communities. In the end, we

raised three or four million dollars, but I do not think our effort was a real success in dealing

with the heated controversies which arose on this issue. In due course, everything quieted

down when Derek Bok and Matina Horner, President of Radcliffe, reached agreement on a

complex formula under which the Radcliffe students essentially became Harvard students, and

the Radcliffe endowment was allowed to be used for something called the “Radcliffe

Institute.” Later on, the institute idea was expanded, and Radcliffe effectively merged into the

Harvard scene.

Voting on Social Concerns

Another issue with which I became involved was how the shares of the securities owned

by Harvard should be voted with regard to the numerous issues of social concerns, which were

placed upon the corporate shareholder meeting ballots. We approached that issue in a very

open way, holding open meetings, which anyone could attend. In some of the meetings I noted

that Peter and Andy would both take seats in the front row ready to spring to my defense

should that become necessary. Truthfully, I rather enjoyed those verbal contests, and the

openness of our procedures kept student unhappiness with some of our conclusions from

causing any major disturbances.

Honorary Degrees

One of the many pleasures of being a corporation member was participation in the

honorary degree dinner, which takes place in June of each year. Each honorand was assigned

to a corporation member for the dinner. Because it was supposed that I had some musical

talents and interests, I generally drew the female musicians, while Ann generally drew the

male musicians. One occasion, which I remember well, was that of dining with Solzenitzen, a

task which I was given because of my supposed ability in speaking Russian. We had a labored

and difficult conversation, which I, nevertheless, greatly enjoyed. On another evening, I was

assigned to an attractive woman, who was the wife of the president of Cornell. Ann was

assigned to Benny Goodman. It developed that the president’s wife had grown up in East

Germany, and had enjoyed listening to Benny Goodman’s band on Voice of America.

Convinced that a country which could harbor such a great musician must be a good place to

live, she had crawled through a fence and escaped to West Germany and from there to Cornell,

where she became an instructor in German and met the president (I suppose before he was

president). It turned out that she had been seeking an opportunity for at least thirty years to

thank Benny Goodman for having inspired her escape from East Germany. Naturally, I

immediately escorted her to where Benny was sitting, dislodged my wife and let her have the

rest of the evening expressing her thanks. I found my associates at the dinners to be lively and

interesting people.
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All in all, because there were so many interesting things happening at the university,

membership in the corporation was really a very illuminating, challenging and pleasurable

experience.

Retirement from the Corporation

The Harvard Corporation does not (or did not in my era) have rules relating to the term of

service of its members. I personally believed in the principle that any small group such as ours

should have a new member every few years, to provide a fresh view and freedom from any

commitment to prior positions. For a good many years, deaths and retirements produced

enough new faces on the corporation that I did not,

prior to 1986, feel any pressure, myself, to resign.

However, as the 1980s progressed, and Derek came to

the end of his ten-year expectancy, I concluded that it

was time for me to step down, and did so in 1986.

That, coincidentally, was the year in which I became

chair of the tax section of the American Bar

Association, and the time which I was saving, could,

therefore, be put to good use.

I should note, in passing, the tradition of the

Corporation that the member who has been around the

longest is called “Senior Fellow.” That is mostly for

convenience. In case the president is not there, the

Senior Fellow is able to preside over the meeting. But

he or she is not elected to that position, and it does not

really involve significant additional duty.

Retirement from Jones Day

One of my duties at Jones Day was to chair a committee intended by the managing partner

to accelerate the departure from the firm of a number of partners who were over seventy years

of age. The rules that we adopted made retirement obligatory at age sixty-five, unless special

dispensation was given. As I approached that age, I remembered Ed Bondman’s insistence on

changing careers, and decided that I would not ask for any dispensation.

XI. SECOND CAREER – EDUCATION OF LOW-INCOME CHILDREN

After stepping down as Senior Fellow of the Corporation, completing my activities in the

tax section of the American Bar Association in 1987, and retiring from my law practice three

years later, the question, what to do next, was easy to answer. Clearly, I did not want to

vegetate; that was not in my genes. I had devoted a great part of my time and energy to the

field of education, much of it to the pre-college level. I knew that there was much to be done

at that level, particularly for students without academic inclination or skill. To get back into
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that field intelligently, I decided that I needed much more preparation than when I had run for

the school board. I decided to teach in Cleveland schools as a way of finding out what life in

the classroom was like. To obtain a certificate, and garner relevant education background, I

enrolled in half a dozen education courses at John Carroll University. A few were excellent; a

few were terrible, including the all-important course on teaching reading.

Teaching in Cleveland Schools

I then entered the role of substitute teacher. The daily program was rigorous. I stuffed two

bags with teaching materials, one for grades K-3 and the other for grades 4-6. I would receive

a phone call at about 6:30 in the morning, indicating where I was needed and what grade level

was involved. I would regularly accept, as long as it was not a day when I had a major previous

engagement. After a hurried shower and dressing, I would collect the appropriate bag of

materials and head off for the school. The children would arrive at 8:00 A.M. I hoped to have

at least forty-five minutes in the classroom before they came, to determine what my course of

action should be during the day. I therefore skimped on breakfast. When I arrived at the school,

I would check in at the office, find my classroom and, possibly, be given some lesson-plan

materials left by the regular classroom teacher. Often, I was glad to have them. As often, I was

glad to rely on my own resources. The children would arrive all at once, boisterous and

disorderly. I would introduce myself, tell them what was in store for them for the day, and try

to settle them down so that we could get some teaching done. Ordinarily, the day proceeded

in a tolerably satisfactory manner, but I remember a few classrooms in which the students

would not stay in the classroom, or were so noisy as to disturb other classrooms. Sometimes,

when that happened, I would receive help from other teachers in the building, but usually a

substitute was left to sink or swim on his or her own.

There were a good number of interruptions. Small groups of children would leave from

time to time for intensive reading instruction or other purposes. When they returned, it would

sometimes be difficult to fit them back into the activities of the day. A few schools had such

an ancient and primitive design that it was necessary to escort the entire class to the girls’ half

of the basement, while the girls used their bathroom, and then escort the class upstairs and

down again to the boys’ half of the basement, while the boys used their bathroom, and then

reassemble the whole class and take it back to the classroom.

In the Cleveland Schools, in spite of their difficult financial position, and, perhaps, due to

the strong and somewhat militant teachers union, teachers did not have any lunchroom duty.

On occasion, I had lunch with students anyway, but more often I could have lunch with other

teachers, frequently the teachers at the same grade level as mine. I encountered very few

teachers whom I thought were so disinterested, unskilled, or harsh that they ought not to have

been at the school at all. The rest of the teachers were a mixed group. A few were young, eager,

and willing to try new things. A few were older and experienced, willing to try new techniques

in addition to the ones they already had. Most were competent and reasonably concerned about

their children. On the whole, they were willing to do more than the job requirements

demanded to help their children learn, but not sufficiently engaged to read educational
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materials on their own. I did not develop a sense that there was a critical shortage of competent

teachers in the Cleveland School District in the early 1990s.

The principals were on the whole disappointing. Only a handful seemed to me to be fired

up about their job and the challenge of getting low-income children to learn. Most viewed their

job in administrative terms and considered the day a success if they navigated through it

without a serious episode of one kind or another. The principals exercised zero educational

leadership in the school. They rarely visited my classroom, and never had constructive

suggestions as to how I could control the students better or teach them more effectively.

The district and the union had worked out a rather elaborate and well-designed system of

support for new full-time teachers. However, it was not applicable to substitutes, and I did not

encounter a teacher counselor until, in time, I had a permanent classroom. With the exception

of Bill Hough, supervisor of mathematics in the district, none of the curriculum people from

any higher headquarters visited me or conducted effective training of teachers on site. We were

periodically encouraged to attend a seminar for teachers conducted at some other school.

Often it featured an expensive meal, which apparently was considered to be necessary to

induce teachers to attend. Under the then union contract, participation in those events was

voluntary on the part of teachers.

Often I would be assisted by a classroom aide. Typically, this would be a middle-aged

woman, generally African-American. My recollection is that I collaborated with the aide well,

but I do not recall instances in which she made a truly material difference in my classroom.

At the time, the system for hiring teachers in the district was a reasonably satisfactory one.

The personnel department downtown would do an initial screening and prepare a list of

potential teachers considered qualified and available. Downtown would send a number of

names to a school with a vacancy. This school would constitute a committee, which included

teachers, parents and the principal, who dominated the group. That committee would interview

all or most of the slate of the proposed teachers and make a selection.

The following episode is, in retrospect, amusing.

One snowy day, as I drove to Margaret Spellacy School at about 7 A.M., I as usual used

the drive to work on my teeth. Some years earlier, as a result of my using the wrong dentist

too long, my lower front teeth were removed and replaced by what is called a “partial.” It can

easily be removed. I removed it, and placed it in my lap, to brush my remaining teeth. I sensed

an irregularity in the sound of the wheels, and stopped by the side of the road to determine if

I had a flat tire. I did not. When I got back into the car, and groped for the partial, it was not

there. I decided I had rested it on my raincoat and, in getting out of the car, had dropped it on

the street.

I went around a block and returned to the site of my tire inspection. No partial could be

discerned amid the slush on the street. So I drove on to school.

When my class assembled, I called their attention to my missing teeth, and asked them to

suggest how it had happened. All of the suggestions from the boys, and some of those from

the girls, assumed that I had been in a fight. They were let down when I told them what had

happened.
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In a week or so I had a new partial, with the insurance company paying half of the cost. I

have given up putting the partial in my lap in a car under any circumstances.

Since I very much wanted to have a class of my own, I applied numerous times to be

included in the selection procedure, and must have had a half dozen unsuccessful interviews

at different schools. In several cases, I was told later by the principal that his committee had

considered me to be the better qualified of the applicants, but had found a qualified African-

American applicant and chosen him or her in order to improve the racial balance among the

teachers in the school. I considered that to be a reasonable decision, and never raised any

objection to it.

Ultimately, however, I interviewed at the Margaret Spellacy School. This was a junior high

school which, that year, was being converted, in accordance with district practice, into a

middle school, which would have a sixth, as well as seventh and eighth grade. The school was

notorious for disciplinary problems. It was located in Collinwood, an area of Cleveland in

which a white, railroad-employee population had gradually been displaced by black families,

and tensions were high. The principal, a Mrs. Boozer, had been sent to the school recently to

try to establish order. She was a formidable looking woman, but I did not see that she had any

educational interests or talents. She informed the half dozen new sixth grade teachers that she

did not have any firm ideas as to how the sixth grade should be conducted. Should it resemble

a high school with a departmental organization and students moving from classroom to

classroom? Or, should it resemble an elementary school, in which the teachers teach all

subjects to a continuing group of students. She decided to leave the matter to the group of new

sixth grade teachers. We met and, having reflected some differences of opinion as to which

was the better way to go, decided to compromise on a pattern in which a homeroom teacher

would teach several major subjects, but then send the students to another classroom where a

subject-oriented teacher would take over in that subject. I think this was a reasonably good

outcome from the standpoint of the students, but it meant that I had to withdraw from teaching

math in favor of a young teacher who was eager to teach math and had many ideas as to how

to do it.

In my classroom, there were several girls who were from Seventh Day Adventist families,

and who were model students. They were also reasonably bright, could read well, could

concentrate well, and were a pleasure to teach. At the other pole was a young African-

American boy or man, about fourteen, who said to me one day, “Mr. Calkins, you do not

understand. I have dropped out of this school.” What he meant is that he had firmly decided

that as soon as he turned sixteen and, legally, could quit school, he would do so. In the

meantime, he would not participate in the school effort of any kind. He would spend his time

at school finding as much enjoyment as he could, chiefly by minor pranks such as throwing

the books I had brought to the classroom out the window.

Other noteworthy students included several African-American girls who were good and

steady students. The parent of one of them was smart enough to conclude that my classroom

was not an optimum setting for her child, and arranged to have the child transferred, either to

another classroom in the school, or to another school. There was one student with serious
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asthma problems, who carried with him his lung restorer. I was interested to observe how

solicitous the other students were of his welfare, and how quickly they responded on the one

occasion when he collapsed on the gymnasium floor and it was necessary to bring him help

immediately.

Then there was the student who knocked me down. This episode occurred near the end of

the year. It was quite unprovoked, as far as I could tell. I cannot now recall who the particular

student was. I do remember him getting out of his seat near the back of the room, coming

down the aisle with a determined expression, coming to me, placing his hands on my

shoulders, and giving a large shove, which caused me to fall backward on the floor. I was

pleased to see how quickly the other students rallied to my aid. I was disappointed to see that,

although the principal suspended the student for the balance of that day, the following day he

was back in my classroom.

During the entire period of three years of substituting and one year of sixth grade teaching,

it was my practice, as I drove home in the evening, to dictate an account of the events of the

day on to a tape. I delivered the tapes to a typist, who transcribed them onto computer floppies,

which I could then open and edit. Later, I had these tapes printed by my computer, and bound

into a set of volumes entitled, Diary of a Novice Teacher.
At various times, I received suggestions that I should try to turn these materials into a

book. I investigated comparable books, and found that there were four or five published

accounts by professional people who had entered classrooms at late ages and written up stories

of their experiences. I did not think that my diary would add anything material to what was

already available in print, and therefore did nothing about publication.

In retrospect, it was a wise decision to devote the time and effort to become a classroom

teacher for a small time. It gave me a feel for the difficulties of controlling a classroom of

thirty students, teaching them something, and grabbing their interest. I also found that my

teaching experience was a useful credential in the educational policy activities of IUE, the

Initiatives in Urban Education Foundation (see later). In the educational policy world, there

are very few individuals who have been in classrooms within the last ten or fifteen years.

Narrating an occasional story based on my own experiences gave me a credential, which a

former lawyer of advanced age badly needed in holding my own in educational circles.

My interest in early childhood education grew out of my experience at the Spellacy

School. As I thought about the majority of my students, whose achievement and motivation

levels were low, I could not believe that they had arrived at kindergarten ready to learn, yet

had fallen so far behind during the intervening years. It seemed to me that they must have

started out way behind, and remained there throughout their early years of schooling. This

observation was confirmed by the experience of Citizens’ Academy (see later).

Initiatives in Urban Education

This little enterprise has played an important part in my life for fifteen years. When I

retired from law practice, my children and their spouses speculated as to what kind of gift they

might give me to recognize the long years in which I had worked, in part, to support them.
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One of them, Steve Whisnant, was already engaged in private philanthropy, and came up with

the idea that they should give me a private foundation. Of course, they had no money, and it

was therefore necessary to turn to Andy’s traditional resourcefulness to figure out how to bring

this to pass. Andy crafted an invitation to a reception at our new house, about which there was

a great deal of curiosity among our friends, at which the Initiatives in Urban Education

Foundation (IUE, as it came to be called) would be announced. To provide IUE with

resources, the children obtained our Christmas card list and, while we were sojourning around

the world, wrote a letter to essentially everyone on it, stating in effect that Dad was going into

the inner city school business. If the recipient of the letter wanted to lend a hand, he or she

should send in some money.

Since our Christmas card list contained the names of a number of reasonably grateful clients,

this letter produced nearly $40,000 in contributions. This was enough to permit us to do several

important things. First, as we promoted a project, we could give evidence of our belief in it by

contributing a portion of its cost. Second, we could start a project without waiting for the

principal foundation funding to come through, providing all of the funds up front and

reimbursing ourselves for most of them when foundation funding was eventually approved.

For a technical tax reason, we started out as a support organization of the Jewish

Community Federation, which was and probably still is interested in what it called “Living

Philanthropy.” We assembled a board of trustees, including a majority who also were trustees

of JCF. In due course, Andy and Liz, our two family education professionals, became trustees.

We meet twice a year, by conference telephone to avoid transportation costs.

Several initiatives became clear as the years passed. Since I had retained my school board

familiarity with Ohio school finance, and Ohio school finance was in terrible shape throughout

the last four decades of the century, attempting to persuade the legislature to provide more

funds for urban education became a major initiative. Another arrived by happenstance. A

friend asked me to meet with two young educators who wanted to create a charter school in

the inner city. I was persuaded of their dedication and talent, and the initiation and nurture of

that school has become a major commitment of time and financial resources of IUE.

I recently have prepared for the trustees and supporters of IUE, a document entitled “Current

Activities Report.” I quote it here, rather than repeating the substance of what it contained. 

Current Activities Report
December, 2003

“From its inception in 1991, the mission of IUE has been to improve the education of low-

income children and youth in Cleveland and is environs.

“In the early 1990s, our strategy was to create pilots of promising classroom

improvements, in order that they could be evaluated by the district and, if thought warranted,

extended to many or all of its schools. In order to learn at first hand about Cleveland classroom

conditions, I taught in Cleveland schools, for three years as a substitute, and one year in a sixth

grade. During these years, we supported cooperative education, Project Read and Classroom

Publishing.
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“None of these ideas was picked up by the district, in part because at the time its financial

position was so bleak that there were no resources to pursue any idea which would require

significant teacher training. At the same time, I was concluding my fourth year of teaching in

Cleveland classrooms, and coming to the conclusion that educational improvement might be

achieved more effectively by improvements outside of the K-12 curriculum. In particular, I

became interested in early childhood, and devoted much time and energy to creating at

University Settlement a program aimed at three and four year old children and their parents.

A few years later, this program was replicated, with some changes, by the Early Childhood

Initiative, a major effort sponsored by Cuyahoga County, the State of Ohio.

“While working on early childhood, we undertook two significant additional initiatives.

First, we became interested in how public education should be financed in Ohio. Because of

Ohio’s atypically heavy reliance on local property taxes to support schools, and its very

uneven distribution of taxable property, there were numerous districts downstate with small

property tax capabilities and local revenues yielding demonstrably inadequate funding. Ohio’s

Republican controlled legislature was firmly opposed to additional taxes.

“While a member of the Cleveland Board of Education in the late sixties, I had developed

an understanding of the arcane school finance foundation formula that Ohio used. I also

became familiar with federal government contributions to public education. In subsequent

years, I had attempted to maintain my familiarity with this subject. It was, therefore, a natural

initiative for IUE to pursue.

“The pursuit took several forms. I attempted, with some ultimate success, to interest

Cleveland advocacy groups such as the Coalition for Greater Cleveland’s Children, in

lobbying for repeal of the rule (phantom revenue) which limited the yield of a real property

tax levy to the dollars yielded at inception, without recognizing any increase in the tax

duplicate which occurred by reason of inflation, while using the entire, inflation enhanced,

yield to reduce the state’s contribution to the district. I testified before legislative committees

on this and other issues. I developed and wrote about my proposal to shift the business

property tax base, which was particularly unevenly distributed among districts, to the state,

with adjustments that would compensate all but the wealthiest districts. When litigation

challenging the constitutionality of Ohio’s school finance system finally reached the Ohio

Supreme Court, I prepared and filed a brief amicus supporting unconstitutionality and

proposing remedies.

“The other significant initiative was a charter school in the inner city called Citizens’

Academy. This opportunity came to our attention when a friend who teaches education at

Cleveland State University asked me to meet two PhD students who wished to start such a

school and did not know how to proceed. I was impressed by them at our meeting, and out of

it grew three years as chair of the board of the school, one year as chair of its fundraising

committee, and one year (2002-3) with responsibilities for the annual fund and for the new

sponsorship relationship we are required by state law to establish. During the first several

years, before the school had its federal exempt status, IUE acted as its fiscal agent in the

solicitation of foundation grants and individual gifts. In all years since its founding, IUE has
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assisted the school in raising funds from foundations and generous individuals who recognize

the importance of quality education in the inner city environment.

“Citizens’Academy, one of the activities which historically have kept us very busy, is now

relatively quiet. Since my term as trustee and committee member will expire June 1, 2004, the

charge on my time from Citizens’ Academy is greatly reduced. This year may turn out to be

fruitful in formulating plans for improved school finance arrangements. I expect to play as

active a role as I can in the so-called “blue ribbon” deliberations that are taking place in

Columbus on that subject.

“With regard to early childhood, we are intrigued by the potential of universal pre-school

for four year olds, possibly following the model of Charlotte, North Carolina. We would

gladly support feasible initiatives which would help overcome this country’s disregard of

children three and younger, which is truly shocking when compared to the rest of the

developed world.

“We have a growing conviction that, despite official and education establishment claims

to the contrary, many children will in fact be left behind in our standards and test-based K-12

educational system. Those children should not be told (as in effect they usually are at present)

that their only alternative to an endless succession of exams that they cannot pass (which were

designed for students with middle class out-of-classroom educational advantages), is to drop

out of schooling while still only semi-literate and quite ignorant of math or of any useful skill.

“These children have the same entitlement to education

as more academically advantaged and successful children.

They should not become victims of a slogan, which has

somehow been transformed from an aspiration into a

prediction, which does not allow for exceptions. They are

entitled to what is now rarely available from public sources

– afternoon, weekend and summer opportunities to learn in

their own style. Those for whom such part-time remedial

efforts do not suffice are entitled to small, vocationally

related high schools that will combine job relevance with

instruction.

“A few such schools now exist. IUE is considering an

effort to learn more about them, and to explore how, in the

Cleveland area, the number of places in such schools can be

expanded to accommodate the large number of students that

would profit from them.

“We are open to consider other alternatives, and invite readers of this memorandum with

ideas about urban education to write or email us with comments and suggestions on what we

are doing and are contemplating doing.

“Despite my age (soon to be eighty), we think there is useful work to be done, and that the

world will be marginally a better place if we continue to work at our mission until our trustees

determine that it is time to hang up our shingle. Then we will distribute our remaining assets
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to a Cleveland 501(c)(3) organization engaged in similar work, and watch from the sidelines

how the education of Cleveland area low income youth fares without our help.”

What I Learned from IUE and Citizens’ Academy

IUE proved to be very useful to me. It gave me pseudo-status. Instead of being an

“individual volunteer,” I was a “foundation executive.” 

Few people knew that IUE had no paid employees, a slender bank account, and, in fact,

was little more than my alter ego. Those who knew apparently did not much care. They could

see that IUE was working at significant issues and accomplishing something with respect to

them, and were grateful for help from whatever source.

There were useful lessons to be learned from Citizens’ Academy. The report of our

kindergarten teachers that about forty percent of their entering students were unprepared for

kindergarten strengthened our view that a literacy-based program for four year olds was

important. The fact that, despite good teachers, good curriculum and a substantial summer

remedial/enrichment program, we were unable (until 2004) to bring half of our students to a

proficient level was a sobering indicator of the difficulty of educating well the children of

poorly educated parents. We also observed such elementals as the importance of small classes

and long blocks of time, and the necessity somehow to control unruly students.

I am counting on the trustees of IUE, of whom a majority are non-family, independent

trustees, to tell me when I have reached such an advanced age that it is time to wind IUE up.

Until then, I intend to continue to carry on my Quixotic effort to help low income Cleveland

children and youth learn through whatever channels seems most productive from time to time.

XII. HEALTH MATTERS and REGRETS

I dislike writing about my health, because that subject seems to me to be much less

interesting and more self-centered than other topics. Nevertheless, since my life (and, more

particularly, Ann’s) has been significantly affected by health factors in the last twenty years or

so, I will include this brief report in my memoir.

My first health problem arose about 1970. I then realized that the pediatric dentist whom

I admired for the trains on his ceiling and the like was not frightening me enough about the

condition of my own mouth. We tried a very senior dentist, who sent me to a periodontist, who

sent me to an oral surgeon, who extracted my lower front teeth. The senior dentist fitted me

with a “partial,” and admonished me to pay more attention.

The periodontist then put me thorough his gum repair routine, which reminded me of the

stress chamber that tested John Glenn in the “Right Stuff.” I have stuck with that periodontist

ever since. Minor tinkering has kept the gums healthy enough.

My next medical encounter occurred about 1980 when I was walking with clients down

the Jones Day stairs to my office. An uncontrollable kicking motion (known as a “focal

seizure”) took hold of one of my legs. I hurried to my doctor, who did not send me to a
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hospital, but undertook countless tests on an outpatient basis. He detected atrial fibrillation,

and prescribed several new and unsuccessful, and ultimately an old medication (quinine) to

eliminate it. That was successful, but only for a few years. By the time the fibrillation returned,

my doctor had retired, and his replacement prescribed a blood thinner on the grounds

(supported by Dr. Hugh Calkins, one of the world’s experts on the subject) that fibrillation

cannot be totally prevented, and it is better to minimize its consequences than to try the

impossible.

I became concerned that these medical problems might be impairing my ability to give

clients good advice. Both Ann and I were as a result subjected to psychological examination,

with the reported conclusion that we were so well suited to each other that our lives must be

dull. It was determined that I had or was susceptible to the bi-polar mental condition, and a

psychiatrist (a friend) talked me into taking lithium regularly. Ann agreed to advise him if she

saw manic tendencies in me (for instance, writing an abnormal number of letters to the editor).

I was to report any depressive moods (there were none after the lithium started).

My next significant event was a minor stroke, which occurred in March of 2001. Its short-

term consequence was loss of balance, which caused me to cut my leg severely while walking

with Peter in Boca Grande. The wound took months to heal, during which doctors, and then

Ann, would insert gauze strips daily into my leg to absorb interior blood, pulling it out and

replacing it the next day. What fortitude she showed in this grisly procedure!

The only lasting consequence of the stroke was a condition known as hemionopsia. That

translates into loss of peripheral, or more, vision on one side, in my case the left. Once one

learns to look left to avoid telephone poles and people, the disadvantage of this disability is

that one cannot drive. That puts a burden on Ann, who must do all our long-distance driving

by herself, and who ferries me about locally on many occasions. I was able to inherit from Bill

Lightbody a splendid taxi driver named Ken Grubb, who almost without fail either picks me

up, or has a colleague pick me up, at any time and place. For most of my meetings, I arrange

for someone going to the meeting and living close by to pick me up, and find someone at the

meeting to drive me home. This gives me great conversations, which I would not have were I

able to drive myself.

My remaining medical incident to date was a broken leg, which occurred in Boca Grande

on the afternoon before Thanksgiving, 2003, when I was trying to dismount from the huge

bicycle (formerly owned by novelist and physician Robin Cook), and crashed to the pavement.

This gave me a chance to see 911 in action (they performed very well) and a short sojourn in

a Florida hospital (performance spotty but adequate). At the recommendation of good friends,

we had signed up for a “Medjet” insurance policy, which undertakes to move an invalid from

a hospital anywhere in the world to a hospital in our hometown. That policy put us, without

charge, in a Learjet from a Florida airport to one near the Cleveland rehab hospital where I

wished to be. After a short stay there, I was sent home to a competent physical therapist. By

early May, 2004, I seem to be almost entirely recovered.
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Eightieth Birthday

My eightieth birthday weekend in Boston, just being concluded, was sufficiently

noteworthy that it deserves a place in these memoirs. Originally, I minimized the significance

of the event. However, children and possibly grandchildren insisted that the ninth decade was

a sufficiently significant milestone that proper recognition had to be given to it. Ann and I

therefore went to Boston on Thursday, and settled into what we call “Peter’s Hotel.” This is

the hotel in the real estate development which Peter has been shepherding for the last five or

six years. It has a marvelous system of interior decor, based on scientific illusions appropriate

to its status as “The Hotel at M.I.T.” On Friday, a good friend of Ann’s joined us for breakfast,

and Peter’s current and much admired lady, Susan, gave us a sumptuous Italian dinner at her

home. Then there was a splendid Saturday evening dinner in a historic restaurant with a

blazing fire.

Regrets

As I look back on my eighty years, I have a few regrets, but not many. They fall into

various categories, as follows:

I regret that I did not have time to do everything that I wanted to do. This condition clearly

arose in family matters. I was consistently pulled between the urgency of my clients and my

various outside activities, and the satisfactions of home life. As a result of these conflicts, I

failed to take Peter and Andy to as many baseball games as I would have liked. I even failed

to give full attention to my children in the mornings when they visited us at Pentwater. We did

not have the family movie parties which I enjoyed as a child. I do not think I followed through

as thoroughly as I intended with the resolve that I formulated on an airplane ride from Detroit

to Cleveland one evening. I happened to sit in front of two men who were about my age. Their

I escort Grove and Adele to lunch 
at the Concord Inn

Anne Cook and I attend a reunion of the
Calkins family in Norwich, Connecticut

Family Gatherings
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various categories, as follows:

I regret that I did not have time to do everything that I wanted to do. This condition clearly

arose in family matters. I was consistently pulled between the urgency of my clients and my

various outside activities, and the satisfactions of home life. As a result of these conflicts, I

failed to take Peter and Andy to as many baseball games as I would have liked. I even failed

to give full attention to my children in the mornings when they visited us at Pentwater. We did

not have the family movie parties which I enjoyed as a child. I do not think I followed through

as thoroughly as I intended with the resolve that I formulated on an airplane ride from Detroit

to Cleveland one evening. I happened to sit in front of two men who were about my age. Their
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conversation revolved about the fact that their youngest child had just left home for college.

They regarded this as a major traumatic event in the lives of their wives, and resolved that, in

the period following this change in life, they would be particularly attentive to their wives. They

then supplied details as to what that meant. I eavesdropped with great interest, since Liz was

about to go to college, and resolved to be particularly attentive to Ann. I doubt that such change

in my behavior as occurred was efficiently substantial for her to notice and appreciate it.

Professionally, my biggest regret is that I did not have the experience of a responsible

position in Federal Government. I am content with my conclusion that seeking a political

career is inherently unsatisfactory, because one has to work one’s way upwards through a

succession of minor and not very interesting offices to get to a position of some responsibility.

My basic calculation, to settle in Cleveland rather than on one of the Coasts, was sound, but

it did not, in fact, lead to any particularly satisfactory outcome in the government sphere.

With respect to specific client problems, I have a regret relating to the acquisition of a

business by one client, which turned out to be a poor move because we did not adequately

evaluate the markets for the products of the acquired company. In another instance, I allowed

a client to retain ownership of land which turned out to have serious pollution problems; I

could have persuaded the client to dispose of it gracefully.

In my non-legal career, my biggest regret has arisen recently, as the result of reading an

interesting book on the disorders in the year 1986. In retrospect, I find it hard to see how I

could have missed the certainty that Harvard students would emulate the students at other

colleges around the world, and seize university property. Had I taken that possibility in to

adequate account, I would have and could have prodded the corporation into some kind of

appropriate advanced action.

Also, in the Harvard scene, I regret that I did not make an adequate tally of the risks

(probabilities and magnitudes) and rewards (probabilities and magnitudes) of the total energy

plant which we built at the Harvard Medical School complex. Application of a Robert Rubin

analysis to that situation in advance would have saved the university large amounts of money.

My activities in elementary and secondary education give me fewer regrets, because those

problems have been so complex and difficult that I do not now visualize actions which I could

have taken which would have produced significantly better outcomes. I have a generalized

regret that more progress has not been made while I was interested in the subject.

Similarly, I regret that during the period that I have lived in Cleveland, it has deteriorated

so badly in so many ways. I would not now recommend to any young person with many

opportunities that he or she settle in this city. When I began here, there were many problems,

as there are today, but there was a greater capability of solving them. The decline of the

manufacturing sector of our economy, and the stranglehold that low-tax Republicans have on

the state government, are new factors making progress much more difficult to achieve.

However, if Milt Katz is correct that the joy of lawyering is problem solving, there can be

great joy in Cleveland because of the magnitude of the problems to be overcome.
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XIII. RETROSPECTIVE SUMMARY

As I look back on my seventy-five active years (the first five do not count), I see that,

despite some regrets, they have been good years. I have been the beneficiary of many

fortuitous events. I can take some credit for having made good use of opportunities, but it

would be misleading to think of my life in terms of achievements. Ann should claim the

achievements, because it is through her care and planning that our oldest son Peter is a rising

executive in one of the nation’s foremost real estate development companies; our second son,

Andy, is executive director of a nonprofit agency engaged in making standards and tests work

in Massachusetts, and showing the country how that can be done; our daughter Maggie (Dr.

Calkins, no less) is one of the world’s experts on environments for people with dementia; and

our youngest daughter Liz is a resourceful teacher, principal and school administrator.

Moreover, Ann has kept me alive, well and entertained despite my compulsion to work and

my various health difficulties.

I cannot think of many days in which I had to do what I did not want to do. That, I think,

is the consequence of selecting a career wisely, and extra-career activities plentifully, and, of

course, marrying the right person.

ADDENDUM
by Evan Calkins

Hugh deserved and received the many awards but, in his memoir, does not mention one

that many of us, his family and friends, regard as especially significant – the John Phillips

Award by Exeter Academy. This is the academy’s highest alumni award. It was bestowed on

Tuesday, October 10, 2000. The formal citation, by Mr. Tyler Tingley, Principal, follows.

Citation
Tyler Tingley, Principal of Phillips Exeter Academy

Hugh Calkins ‘41 – We honor you today with the John Phillips Award in recognition of

your significant contributions to the cause of urban schools, the welfare of children, and the

empowerment of teachers and parents. As a lawyer, teacher, and crusader for education

reform, you exemplify John Phillips’ ideal of knowledge and goodness united.

You came to Exeter as a lower, graduating in 1941 and continuing on to Harvard. Your

passion for education was shaped by both institutions, where you distinguished yourself as a

student and as a member of the community. You interrupted your undergraduate education to

serve in the Air Force during World War II, returning to Harvard to enroll simultaneously in

the College and Law School and to receive your A.B. degree and your LL.B. degree in 1949,

both summa cum laude.

Your distinguished law career, which spanned four decades, began with positions as a law

clerk first to Chief Judge Learned Hand of the U.S. 2nd Circuit Court and then to Justice Felix

Frankfurter of the U.S. Supreme Court. You joined the Cleveland law firm of Jones, Day,

Reavis and Pogue in 1950 and were made a partner in the firm in 1959. Remaining with the
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firm until your retirement in 1990, you established yourself as an authority on federal tax law

and coordinated the firm’s tax practice while serving as a director of various corporations and

chairing the tax section of the American Bar Association.

Your impact in law and business was felt both locally and nationally. The same may be

said of your civic contributions. In 1960, you served as deputy staff director of President

Eisenhower’s Commission on National Goals,

an experience which served as a catalyst for

your interest in the plight of urban school. At a

time when few were aware of the impending

crisis, you saw the need to improve the public

school system and helped create an

independent organization devoted to reform in

Cleveland schools. From 1965 to 1968, you

served as a member of the Cleveland Board of

Education; during your term, you helped to

gain increased state funding for city schools

and saw Cleveland taxpayers approve a

doubling of the school tax rate. Your

commitment to the cause of education was

further recognized with your appointment by

President Johnson as chair of the National

Advisory Committee on Vocational Education.

Although the focus of much of your work

has been on strengthening public schools, you

have played an important part in the affairs of

private education as well. At Exeter, you

served as an Academy trustee from 1962 to

1968. You served on the Harvard Board of Overseers from 1966 to 1968 and on the Harvard

Corporation, the governing body responsible for directing day-to-day affairs of the university,

from 1968 to 1985. From the very beginning, as you dealt with Harvard student activists, and

throughout your distinguished tenure, you earned a reputation for fair play, straight talk, and

deeply held convictions.

When you retired after forty years of law practice, you did not take to the golf course, as

might have been expected. Instead, you earned your teacher’s certification and spent three

years working as a substitute teacher in elementary schools, followed by a year teaching sixth

grade science. Your experience as a classroom teacher convinced you that the problems

exhibited by the most troubled students begin early in life, before kindergarten. In 1991, you

founded Initiatives in Urban Education, a nonprofit foundation devoted to providing a better

education for children in urban schools. In the decade since your “retirement,” you have

continued to serve as a leader working to implement new educational programs and to reform

the system of financing for public education in Ohio.

Speaking to students 
at Exeter Academy upon receipt of the 

Phillips Award for an outstanding Alumnus
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As president of Initiatives in Urban Education, you instituted programs that recognize the

complexity of problems and challenges facing public education. Among your initiatives have

been those that teach parenting skills to sixth graders; that commence education for children

at risk when they are infants and toddlers, rather than struggling sixteen year olds; and an

active community center that offers day care, mothers’ meetings, home visits, and other

outreach programs. You brought the same entrepreneurial spirit to your founding role with

Citizens’ Academy, a Cleveland charter school, and to your role as the chair of its board of

trustees. Today we honor you not only for your professional accomplishments, but also for the

passion and perseverance you bring to a unique path of service. Your example demonstrates

the impact one individual’s choices may have on his or her community and the larger world.

We are proud to recognize your achievements with this year 2000 John Phillips Award.

Chapter 28

450

As president of Initiatives in Urban Education, you instituted programs that recognize the

complexity of problems and challenges facing public education. Among your initiatives have

been those that teach parenting skills to sixth graders; that commence education for children

at risk when they are infants and toddlers, rather than struggling sixteen year olds; and an

active community center that offers day care, mothers’ meetings, home visits, and other

outreach programs. You brought the same entrepreneurial spirit to your founding role with

Citizens’ Academy, a Cleveland charter school, and to your role as the chair of its board of

trustees. Today we honor you not only for your professional accomplishments, but also for the

passion and perseverance you bring to a unique path of service. Your example demonstrates

the impact one individual’s choices may have on his or her community and the larger world.

We are proud to recognize your achievements with this year 2000 John Phillips Award.



Hugh Calkins

451

A Special Adventure for the Hugh Calkins Family
by Evan Calkins

A special adventure for the Hugh Calkins Family was a three day cruise on
Penobscot and Blue Hill Bays on the schooner “Mercantile” out of Camden,

Maine, held on June 28-
30, 2007. The cruise was
a gift to Hugh from his
children in honor of 
his eightieth birthday,
which had occurred one
year previously. The
passenger list, in
addition to Ann and
Hugh, included three of
their offspring, Peter,
Andy and Peggy, with
two of their children
(Caroline and Eliza

Rose) and Maggie and Litt Kirkpatrick. It also included Andy and Peggy’s
good friends Don and Lynn Lash of Hamilton, Massachusetts, and their
daughter Cameron, a good friend of Caroline’s, together with long-time friend,
Worth Loomis and me. Virginia was not able to come due to her recurrent hip
dislocations. 

The three-day voyage extended across Penobscot Bay through the
Egemoggin Reach into Blue Hill Bay, across the waters east of Mt. Dessert and
back, past numerous islands, for a final cookout on Ilesborough Island. It was
a splendid adventure. The days were sunny and bright, the wind was strong
and the schooner, which had a
centerboard, skipped along at
approximately 9.7 knots, equivalent to
the speed of a racing sailboat in a
Bermuda race. This was the first time
that Hugh and I had been cruising
together since our famous cruise in the
“Scamp,” on Buzzard’s Bay, seventy
years previously.

The accompanying photo shows the three old-salts, Hugh, Worth Loomis,
and me on the poopdeck of the ship, and a reprise of a shot of Hugh and me in
the early days.
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A Clarion Call
Introduction

by 
Evan Calkins

This is the story of two people of different backgrounds, personalities, and
ages, one from the East Coast and one from the West, who put together a happy
and productive marriage and family life, a reflection of which is the extent to
which all four of the five children who are married have raised sizable families
of their own. It starts with an autobiography of the paternal figure, Grosvenor
Calkins, youngest child of Wolcott and Charlotte Calkins. Although his wife,
the former Patty Phillips, did not write an autobiography, her reminiscences
have been captured by her daughter, Patricia, and these, together with
additional materials recounting her family background, are presented next.
Their oldest son, Grosvenor Calkins, Jr., also did not write a memoir or
autobiography, but an account of his life has been developed by the editor. The
volume then presents with the autobiographies of three of the Calkins children
Patricia, Evan, and Hugh and a memoir by their sister Anne. It concludes with
a report of the family conference and celebration at Lake Rockywold, Squam
Lake, Holderness, New Hampshire and an afterword by Evan Calkins.

The title of the book is derived from a “charge” which Grosvenor Calkins
extended to his children at Monday morning breakfast each week of the school
year. Although the charge was phrased “A clarion call for smartness” and was
met with a somewhat mixed reception, it was, in fact, a call to work hard, to do
one’s best, and to try to prepare one’s self for a productive life.
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Synopsis of Volume 2: Memoir and Autobiographies from Six Generations 
of an American Family, 1752-2006 by Evan Calkins

Chapter 8. A Fruitful Life by James Morris Whiton, Jr.

Chapter 9. Memories by Charlotte Whiton Calkins

Chapter 10. Maud Calkins: A Biography by Charlotte Whiton Calkins

Chapter 11. Wolcott Calkins: Part 2, Mature Years

• Notes from Father’s Log by Grosvenor Calkins

• Two stories from Scraps from the Log of a Long Voyage
by Wolcott Calkins

• A Tribute to Wolcott Calkins (by a fellow member of The Tuesday Club)

Chapter 12. Leighton Calkins: Notes by Evan Calkins

Chapter 13. Mary Whiton Calkins

• A Biography of Mary Whiton Calkins by Raymond Calkins

• An Autobiography by Mary Whiton Calkins

• Mary Calkins’ Contest with Harvard University
by Elizabeth Scarborough and Laura Furamoto

• Tributes to Mary Whiton Calkins Presented at Her Memorial Service

• Three Newspaper Reports

Chapter 14. An Autobiography and other materials by Raymond Calkins
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Volume 3: Growing Up in America

Chapter 15. Mary Elizabeth Knowlton: “A Young Girl in Old Boston”

Chapter 16. A Memoir of My Childhood and Early Adult Years, by James Morris Whiton Jr.

Chapter 17. Letters and Writings from Woodlands and other Family Papers

Chapter 18. Reminiscences by Rev. Henry B. Washburn

Chapter 19. A Memoir by H. Bradford (Brad) Washburn, Jr.

Chapter 20. An Autobiography by John Milton Whiton, III

Chapter 21. Mrs. Whiton’s Journal, 1857-1906 by Mary Elizabeth Knowlton Whiton
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