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standing in the Department of Anatomy as well, an assistant dean of
the subsequent Faculty of Physical Education — and a great friend
and colleague… He presented the cartoon to me on the occasion of a
“retirement symposium” held in my honor. As might be suspected from
even a cursory examination, I wore bow ties in those days, and Bert
and I raised show collies as a hobby. The “footprints” represent
some of my major interests and “involvements.”



​Contents / Conceptual
Index

​Preface

Introduction

The “Last Best Hope on Earth”?

My “Beginning” in New York City

The Move to Connecticut and a New Name

The “Great Depression Years”

High School in Norwalk, CT

Bates College “Rah”! (1936-40)

Graduate School and Early Employment

Eyeball Flaw a Determining Factor

That’s Me “All Over”

Getting The “Union Card”: the
Ph.D.

My First Publication

How I Happened to Move to Canada

The Idea of a “Unified Program”

Back to America: “Go Blue”

From Ann Arbor, MI to Urbana. IL

The Illinois Slush-Fund Scandal

Canada Here We Come Back Again!

A Mere Professor Once Again

A Year As a “Traveling Scholar”

Resumption of “Life As Usual”

Where Do We Go From Here?

Special Recognitions for Professional
Service

Fate Steps In

I Meet Anne Rogers

Remarks at 90th Birthday Party, August 20,
2009

Wrapping It Up, I Thought…

The Twenty-First Century Arrives…

Lethbridge, AB and “ Western” Recognize My
Efforts

Period of “Life As Unusual”: Don’s Horrendous
Struggle

Barbara in Fine Arts at UBC

This IS the End, Folks…


APPENDIX
A

An Encounter with History in Sport and Physical
Activity Education

The Professional Preparation of Physical
Education Teachers (1900 to 1950 approx.)

The Need to Develop a Personal Philosophy

The 1940s

The 1950s

The 1960s

The 1970s

The 1980s

The 1990s and the Early 21st Century

Concluding Statement

A Summary of Books on the History of Physical
Education and Sport Authored and/or Edited by Earle F. Zeigler (in
reverse chronological order)

A Bibliography of 55 Articles, Abstracts, and Book
Reviews published about the History of Sport and Physical Education
(from 1951-2006)

The 2000s

The 1990s

The 1980s

The 1970s

The 1980s

The 1970s

The 1960s: A
Listing of 58 Elective and Appointed Offices Held, Invited Presentations, and Papers Presented about the History
of Physical Education and Sport


APPENDIX
B

A Summary of Books and Articles with a Philosophical
Orientation to Physical Education and Sport

Books and Monographs

Philosophically Oriented Articles and
Presentations

Dissertation & Thesis Supervision Related to
Philosophy of Sport and Physical Education

APPENDIX C

An Encounter with Management in Physical Activity
Education and Sport

The 20th Century: A Transitional One in World
History?

Early “Professional Preparation” for Physical Education
and Sport Management

The 1940s: The Writer’s Early Experience
(Personal)

The 1950s: Recognition of Training Programs’
Inadequacy

The 1960s

The 1970s

The 1980s: Promotion of a Competency-Based Approach
in Professional Preparation

The 1990s

Early 21st Century: The Status of Professional
Preparation for Administrative Leadership

Summary of Contributions to PAE &
Sport Management

Books and Monographs Relating to Sport &
Physical Activity Education Management (1959-2010) (by E. F.
Zeigler)

Books and Monographs Relating to Sport &
Physical Education Management (1959-2012)

Concluding Statement

Abbreviated Resume

CV Specifics

Honors and Distinctions

Reference


Preface

​How did this magnum
opus come into being? A good question… Over the years a person
like myself — a university professor — is expected to write books,
articles, and reports. This results in the accumulation of a “large
pile” of written material that may be good, bad, or indifferent.
Then, too, if this person also had a variety of administrative
assignments at a number of universities, he would have moved around
a lot. In addition, if our “hero” leads a typical life, he has a
family and offspring, this too resulting in all sorts of incidents
and occurrences along the way. Further, if one is fortunate enough
the live a long time (i.e., beyond his “appointed” years), many
more years of incidents and happenings compound one’s overall life
situation greatly. Hence, the potential size of “something
autobiographical” is magnified greatly!

Nevertheless, all of the above might not
cause one to attempt to write something autobiographical, but — as
it happened — two colleagues in my American professional
association (AAHPERD) in the mid-1970s were interested in history
and biography. So when the American Alliance, as the AAHPERD was
called, set up various awards for its members to strive for or
achieve, Drs. Sharon Oteghen and Allys Swanson applied for an
annual, historical project research grant that involved carrying
out an annual interview with that person each year who was the
winner of the Gulick Medal. (The Luther Halsey Gulick Award for
distinguished service was established in 1923 and is recognized as
the highest honor awarded to a member of the American Alliance for
Health, Physical Education, Recreation, and Dance.)

In 1989 I was chosen as the winner of the
Gulick Medal for that year. Hence I was interviewed in great detail
for several hours on the morning of the day when the awards
ceremony was scheduled. At this special afternoon session, I had
the opportunity to address friends, colleagues, and relatives who
might attend this session where the award was bestowed on me. It
was quite an occasion; yet one that probably only I will never
forget. Then, to my surprise, some months later I received by mail
a bound copy of the entire interview. A second copy was stored at
that time in the archives of the Alliance as well.

So, with this detailed document available,
one that included answers to all sorts of questions about my life
since almost “Day 1” available, I had two choices to make. I could
say to myself that I already had “aspects of an autobiography”
because of this completed historical document stored in the
Alliance Archives in Reston, Virginia. My second choice, because as
I write these words it is 2012 — and that interview was more than
20 years ago! — was to start something new incorporating
appropriate material into a new (and quite probably final) version.
Choosing the latter approach would obviously put somewhat more life
and authenticity into the “saga” of Earle F. Zeigler.

As I pondered this “great question,” it
wasn’t long before the answer popped out loud and clear in the form
of three questions: (1) Did the results of that question and answer
sessions turn out well?: (2) “Why not finish it up now that it’s
roughly 20 years later?”; and (3) “What else have you got to do
with yourself anyhow?” Considering the answers o these questions, I
decided that I simply could not “stand pat” and say: “I’ve been
there already and have done that”!

So I got busy and started to work out an
outline of a proposed, “monumental” autobiography. With the
material from that extensive oral interview, a variety of other
“bits and pieces” of autobiographical involvement from “here and
there” — and my still fairly active memory, I went to work.

What I came up with eventually consists of a
narrative of me and my efforts, bits and pieces about Bert and my
family because I did not keep a diary about them, and my “closing
remarks” at my 90th birthday party
arranged by Anne (Rogers) here in the Queens Gate Lounge
downstairs. I have purposely avoided as many as possible good, bad,
or indifferent comments and/or “assessments” of relatives, friends,
colleagues, and associates.

Earle Zeigler, 2013


Introduction

​ The title of what
will absolutely be my one and only autobiographical effort may
sound confusing and contradictory. (Cheers from the gallery!) I’ve
become so concerned about various developments taking place all
over the world. Also, this concern extends to what is happening in
my field of endeavor that I’ve pursued for 70 years. And what’s
really discouraging is that my continuing hopefully scholarly
output of books, monographs and articles will quite probably, also,
not have any effect on the two destructive societal developments
taking place in my field of physical activity education and related
sport.

I myself can argue that I’ve been somewhat of
a “winner” in life personally and professionally. However, the
field of physical activity education and educational sport to which
I’ve devoted the past 70 years of my life is a “loser” in a sense,
As I see it, it is in “big trouble”! We seem to be “losing out”
more than ever in our struggle as professional educators. Some of
this “loss” is our fault, of course (e.g., too many jocks with a
ball where a brain should reside — male and female!). In the first
place, only a minority of children and youth are getting the
type of quality program that I deem to be acceptable physical
activity education with appropriate related health and safety
information. Secondly, competitive sport — both in the
public sector and within the educational establishment — is
increasingly becoming a pawn of an overly capitalistic,
nationalistic, and so-called democratic Western world. Most of the
problem really lies with gradual societal development in the
200h century down to the present. And
America, I regret to say, does indeed share a very significant
amount of the blame for the shape that the entire world finds
itself in.

Despite what I have just said, I am
personally living most happily in North America as a dual citizen,
an American-Canadian if you will. However, I have found it best for
me personally to desert the United States literally as well as in
my heart and mind. I’m one version of “refugee” that we read about
in the press. Conversely, the “official American stance,” of
course, would have you believe that the abiding spirit and
practices of “Old Glory” — if only accepted and proclaimed — are
the answer for all of the world’s ills. Yet I have gradually
but steadily become increasingly disenchanted about what today in
reality has become merely an idle boast. The country of my birth
appears to actually be a large part of the world’s problem in a
variety of ways! In essence, as I see it, it is a question of
“values loudly espoused, but negated in the final analysis.”

The resultant struggle for me personally
“from here on out” is first to not become a “bitter, contradictory
old fart” believing blindly that the United States is over the top
of the hill and is proceeding apace downwards on the back side. But
then, secondly, I probably shouldn’t be so despairing either about
the future of our entire world (Earth!) because of overpopulation
and ongoing degradation of the wonderful, but difficult,
environment within which we as still developing creatures that
emerged originally millions of years ago.

Naively I had thought “the world” would be a
better place for all people by the turn of the 21st century — by
the time I retired! However, because for so many different reasons
it doesn’t seem to be heading in that direction, I am forced to
conclude:

1. That in many ways we are confused about
what our values are at the present,

2. That we need to reconsider them and then
re-state exactly what we believe they are in light of the changing
times, and, finally,

3. That we will then need to assess more
carefully — on a regular basis — whether we are living up to those
values we finally choose and then so often have glibly espoused
with insufficient commitment to bring them to pass.

However, I’m getting ahead of myself with
the story about a former kid from East Elmhurst in the Borough of
Queens, a part of New York City. Somehow this “kid” is still
kicking around at the age of 93 writing these specific words late
one night after a workout in the small gym on the first floor of
the condominium in which he lives in Richmond, British Columbia,
Canada! How the hell I ended up in western Canada is the essence of
some of these “immortal words” that follow. Any comprehensive talk
about how the world, its citizens — including me — did or did not
“screw up,” follows on perhaps too many pages. Various opinions
about values achieved or aborted will be introduced here and there
in this “autobiographical blunderbuss” I seem to be creating…

In retrospect, it feels like I have been “on
the move” ever since I was born in New York City in 1919. My “final
move” — other than when “my remains to be sprinkled and thrown to
the winds in two places” actually get to the intended destinations
— was probably to 105 — 8560 General Currie Rd. in Richmond,
British Columbia, Canada V6Y 1M2. It is here where I am entering
these words on my Apple computer. One of these final “resting
places” where my ashes will be thrown to the wind is in Lake
Whatcom, Bellingham, Washington, where Bert (Bell Zeigler) and I
spent many most pleasant afternoons near our condo before she
passed away on Feb. 5, 1998. (The resting place for the other half
of my ashes has yet to be determined by Anne [Rogers] and me. Anne
and I married in 1999 after Bert passed away in early 1998 and have
been living “most happily thereafter.”)

In 1990 Bert and I had bought a condo in
Bellingham when we first started to move west half time from
London, Ontario, Canada. We began to live there on an
“every-other-season” basis first (i.e., three months in London and
three months in Bellingham when the weather was most appropriate).
We moved to our Richmond BC permanent residence (a condo!) in 1996
to be near our daughter (Barbara Zeigler), a professor in the fine
arts department at The University of British Columbia and our
grandson, Kenan, who is laboring here and there as a jazz drummer
at present. (I had no desire whatsoever at that point to move to
the New York City area where my son, Don Zeigler, retired at age 65
as a law professor from the New York Law School. Sadly, even after
a double- lung transplant, he passed away in October of 2011 in
Hawaii.)

As I reflect on my present situation, in a
literal sense as I said a few pages ago, I’m a sort of “refugee”
from the United States. I say this because — for what I believed to
be sufficient reason — we decided to move back to Canada
permanently in 1971. (We had been here from 1949 to 1956, I as a
professor and department head at The University of Western
Ontario.) However, as it turned out, I finally became a citizen
here in 1985 when the America permitted dual citizenship for the
first time. Bert wouldn’t think of the idea of becoming a dual
citizen then and probably not even today if she were alive…

How, or why, did this happen? Well, frankly,
I actually had no other choice. I simply did not want to be
involved any longer with a university that annually “sold its soul”
in the realm of intercollegiate athletics! No Ivy-League
institution where athletics was in its rightful place offered a
professional preparation degree in my field so that was not a
possible “out” for me! And I simply could not literally stomach the
situation in intercollegiate athletics at the University of
Illinois, UIUC any longer (I was actually getting a stomach
ulcer!). My field of physical (activity) education was being
disgraced by a “performance ethic” in athletics that was out of
control — i.e., do almost “anything” to win in several gate-receipt
sports. Ergo, some professor/coaches involved part time in my
department, who also were attached primarily to intercollegiate
athletics, a related unit on campus, were caught cheating in
various ways with selected athletes on their teams (i.e., illegal
funding, coaches “swapping grades”, etc.).

At this point, all of this disgusting mess
was shifted peremptorily to the President’s Office, and — believe
it or not — I as department head couldn’t even find out what was
going on in regard to the status of these miscreants who were
members of my own staff! Eventually three of the coaches were
fired, and the University was penalized somewhat by the Big Ten
Conference. The local Champaign-Urbana community held a banquet on
behalf of these men and even presented their wives with bejeweled
watches! (I couldn’t believe it…) On top of this, there was also a
subsequently aborted effort to have statues of the men created to
be located prominently in a civic park! Egad!

(Note: I should explain that today faculty
members in kinesiology/physical education units on these campuses
are prone to correctly say: “We don’t have anything to do with them
any more; they’re over there!)

So, as a result of this type of a
higher-administration, in — bondage situation, I bowed out of my
administrative post and remained as a professor in the department.
This in itself was very disappointing, because at the time our
undergraduate and graduate academic programs were undoubtedly rated
with the very best in the country. In addition, in the back of my
mind there had been the possibility of my moving up from being
department head to become dean of the College of Physical Education
in the relatively near future. However, in 1971

I finally just “gave up” on Illinois — and
America! — and decided to accept a position as dean of a new
college (i.e., faculty) at The University of Western Ontario in
London, Ontario, Canada. There I knew the athletes in my
(our) classes would be bona fide students and that inter-university
athletics was grounded in a sound educational perspective. (In
retrospect, I might have been “best off” to remain “just a
professor” in whichever country I settled, because administrative
posts typically leave much to be desired too!)


​ The “Last Best Hope” on Earth?

I have to say at this point — because my
feelings will undoubtedly “break through” along the way in this
autobiographical effort — that I am most disturbed about what is
happening in (or to) America. I believe that, as the world’s only
superpower now, the U.S.A. is (and has been!) playing a negative
role with its international efforts over the years-as well
intentioned as it claims they are and may indeed have been in
particular instances (World War II). I believe that this has
happened because America has been “almost unconsciously”
disintegrating within from the standpoint of human values. Somehow
I just happened to have been born as a citizen of that country that
was once supposed to be the “last best hope on earth.” Now the
“last best hope“ is that the rest of the world through the power
and influence of a somehow-to-become, sound and influential United
Nations will be able to persuade America to fulfill its avowed
purpose and stay in its proper place as it does so. However, who’s
willing to bet on that possibility with such an often — “slanted”
UN organization in place?

Finally, to summarize this opening section, I
am now ”working my way along” in my 94th year. I am most happy
personally because I am married to a wonderful person (Anne
Rogers). We are living “the good life” in all respects. I do feel
good intrinsically, also, about what I personally have been able to
accomplish professionally and in a scholarly way. Nevertheless, (1)
the field of physical activity education is still struggling in a
variety of ways, and (2) excesses and malfeasance in both so-called
educational sport and professional sport abound.


​ My “Beginning” in New York City

Born in 1919 at the end of World War I in
East Elmhurst, a political entity within the Borough of Queens,
Long Island (a borough of New York City), I grew up in what has
subsequently become viewed as the “roaring twenties.” This “uproar
and bedlam” did not really affect me in any significant way,
however; at that point I could barely “squeak” underneath the
“roar.” My mother had divorced my father for infidelity when I was
two years old. As you might imagine, this was considered a very
significant “fracture” in that period. My mother had a very good,
mezzo-soprano singing voice. Her brother, my Uncle Louis, played
piano well and sang. Fortunately I was able to locate a beautiful,
color photo of them as a duo, playing and singing professionals. At
some point in the early 1920s, my mother obtained a position at the
Judson Memorial Church (Baptist) in Lower Manhattan as musical
director. (There were other Baptist churches named after this
famous missionary, Adoniram Judson, who had served in India
earlier.) She was the choir director and soloist at this church
located close to the now infamous World Trade Center site.

Evidently, as I learned later, my grandfather
(Conrad) had driven my Uncle Louis out of the house for one or more
reasons. I think he had probably wanted him to get a steady job and
contribute more or less to the “family budget” (or whatever). Also,
I gather that Uncle Lou may have also “gotten in with the wrong
crowd,” as they used to say, while playing around as a young
musician.

My grandfather was very strict and had quite
a temper when aroused; so, I gather that Uncle Louis “went out the
door after one of his explosions.” This was most unfortunate,
because — although he had married a nice, attractive lady named
Peggy — his marriage ended badly as well. They had one son, Conrad,
my only first cousin who is retired now in South Carolina after a
successful career. We keep in touch by e-mail regularly. He has a
lovely extended family that had a reunion quite recently.
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Grandma Margaret and Grandpa Conrad in
the 1930s [image: tmp_dd1563669a67d10ec750c86c550d346d_r3JYAi_html_m5aa871c1.jpg]

Margery Beyer and Louis Kohler as a
professional duo in Queens, New York City) in the mid-1920s
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Conrad and Helen Kohler and their lovely
extended family

(Note: I am sad to do so, but I must explain
further that later on in mid-1950s [?] I did get to see Uncle Louis
once more. By then he was short, slender, middle aged, and sort of
“down and out.” He had moved back in with his parents in East
Elmhurst, Queens. What happened, I learned, was that he had been in
a terrible car accident with a bus. And, sadly, he had suffered a
serious head injury that affected his brain. He died soon after
that one time I met him…)

Through the devoted efforts of my
grandparents (Conrad and Margaret) and my working mother (Margery),
I spent my early years happily. Somehow eventually I must have
learned a bit more than on which side to butter toast. (I’m quite
sure we had “toast” at some point back then, but I do remember
absolutely that we only had an “icebox,” not a
refrigerator…) Most of my childhood activities were informal. My
grandfather filled in as best he could for my missing father. He
was quite interested in baseball and wanted to make sure that I
played right-handed. Grandmother Margaret, who happened to be
left-handed, wanted to make sure that I functioned left-handed. She
figured that “handedness” was an inherited trait, and she was left
— handed. So… (My son, Don, was left handed, also,) Each bought me
a baseball gloves for the “correct” hand. That made it a little
difficult to throw a ball, but eventually I learned reasonably well
and did throw a ball left-handed. However, in the process I somehow
ended up writing right-handed and played table tennis that way too.
I can report further that my career in baseball was rather
short-lived, because I was quite nearsighted. (I don’t remember
when I first acquired eyeglasses. Age 10 or11?) I often wondered
where the ball was, or instead noticed it a bit too late. Becoming
significantly ambidextrous did help me in playing handball as an
adult, however.

I learned quite a bit later that the 1920s
had really been an interesting time historically. As a child, of
course, I didn’t appreciate that fact. All I can remember, for
example, is a mental picture of the house my grandparents owned and
the surrounding neighborhood that I wandered about as a young
child. (This modest house — back then in the mid-1920s worth about
$2,400 — has been converted today to a day-care facility valued at
about $650,000!)


​ The
Move to Connecticut and
a New Name!

When I was 11 years old, my attractive,
talented mother (Margery) married again, this time to a somewhat
younger, hard-working, well-intentioned, conservative Baptist
minister named James Nelson Zeigler. We three moved to South
Norwalk, CT. So, at 12 years of age I had acquired a stepfather
and, in a minor way, I suppose you could say that was the start of
a normal adolescent life, as well as the beginning of my “time of
troubles.” (Coincidentally, I went almost overnight from being
Earle Mattison Shinkle to Earle Zeigler… The town clerk, a member
of my step-father’s church, simply issued a most brief statement
saying that “henceforth Earle Mattison Shinkle will be known as
Earle Zeigler.”) After a bit of experimentation with my name when I
decided initially upon a career as a German teacher and coach, I
finally settled on a middle name of Friedrich! However, E.
Friedrich Zeigler — a German major later at Bates College — finally
just used the middle initial “F”. As I write these words, I am
still Earle F. Zeigler!

I must admit that back then I was probably a
“handful” for a fresh-out-of- seminary pastor in 1930, a tall,
young pastor who seemed to know the answers to “most everything”.
“Chaplain Jim” — as he became later for a brief period during WWII
— did his best to cope with me. However, we never were on
the same wavelength, a fact that actually helped me decide where I
stood on innumerable aspects of life. I should be thankful,
however, because such a relationship while an adolescent-as the
minister’s son! — coupled with the developing social and political
scene of the 1930s and 1940s — did a great deal to shape my future
orientation to the world around me. In addition, I might not have
ever been able to attend college…


​ The “Great Depression Years”

These early-1930 years comprised the period
known as The Great Depression, but that fact didn’t really sink in
on me. Beginning ministers, fresh out of seminary, didn’t make much
money, despite the fact that my mother’s ongoing efforts as choir
director and soloist were part of “the package”. However, the
position did come with a parsonage located on 57 Flaxhill Rd. in
South Norwalk, Connecticut. It was a big, old house, as I recall,
with a large space for my mother’s garden out back. I had my own
room with a desk that I don’t recall using very much… A baby grand
piano took up a lot of the space in the living room, but there was
a sitting room also just as you entered “the Parsonage”.
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My mother Margery’s and Pastor James N.
Zeigler’s 25th wedding anniversary

I was just beginning to get interested in
organized sports while in junior high school. I had played all
kinds of childhood sports and games including a bit of table tennis
at my best friend’s house. However, as I recall, I didn’t
particularly excel at any. (His name was Elmer Schuerhoff, and —
later after graduating from Princeton — he was an Army Air Force
pilot who died tragically in World War II.) I was about 10 years
old back in Queens when I started to learn how to swim next to a
sewage pipe jutting out into Flushing Bay (an appropriate name for
that body of water!). That waterfront area where I started to
“swim” is now LaGuardia Airport named after the famous mayor
“Fiorello” of New York City who typically read the Sunday “comics”
on the radio for children! . Somehow I also went several times to
the YMCA in Flushing, New York for swimming lessons.
(Interestingly, 15 yrs. later in 1942. I actually served as coach
of the YMCA team from Bridgeport, Connecticut that — to my surprise
— beat the Flushing YMCA team for the tri-state swimming
championship of New York, Connecticut, and New Jersey.)

While attending Benjamin Franklin Junior High
School in South Norwalk, CT, somehow I encountered a bugle and I
recall trying out for the Fife, Drum and Bugle Corps. We don’t have
too many of those anymore! I can still see that old bugle as it got
tarnished and battered. Actually I never really learned how to play
it well. I also took part in a school play that had a “whodunit?”
sort of plot. I played the leading role of the detective who
uncovered the villain at the end of the play.

I remember further playing a selection on the
piano for a school assembly.

I was so nervous that I made an awful mess of
it. I suppose even later-experienced pianists got nervous on their
“first occasion” like that. I was supposed to practice the piano
for an hour each day. However, I was always pushing the hands of
the clock ahead, wanting to get out and get involved in other
activities with friends. (Looking back, I wish I had pushed those
clock hands in the other direction…)

I never got to join the Boy Scouts (whew!) or
any such organizations, but I did in high school again get involved
with the YMCA as soon as I moved to Norwalk, CT. That was the
beginning of a 45-year mostly non-professional relationship with
the YMCA. I’m very sad that the whole character of the YMCA seems
to have changed. It was very helpful to many youngsters at that
time, sort of “a home away from home.” Now, at least in my
community, it’s a physical, social and perhaps a bit of an
intellectual recreation club for the middle class. Today I believe
the Boys and Girls Clubs of America are performing this service
that the “Y” provided for me during my high school days. .

It’s important to note that even back in the
1920s, in Public School 127 in the Borough of Queens on Long
Island, New York City, we had organized elementary school physical
education classes. The instruction was formalized, and classes were
regularly scheduled. I can’t say that I remember being thrilled by
the experience or even what happened typically during those
periods. I do recall later that in junior high school there was a
supply of light wooden dumbbells on wall racks in the gym. Our
instructor, Mr. Bean, was quite “military” in his approach and used
to walk around calling out instructions with a dumbbell in his
right hand. One day, when a difficult pupil irritated him a bit
more than usual, he “let fly” with the dumbbell in the general
direction of the youngster and accidentally hit him in the head!
“Confusion prevailed,” and I don’t have a clue about the aftermath
of that incident.

As a youngster, I had a interest in a variety
of sports, and that interest continued on in junior high school,
high school, and college. However, I must state again that my
memory of any actual gymnasium classes at any stage of my education
almost completely fails me. I can remember learning a little bit
about how to tap dance. This is interesting about the physical
education component of my elementary school education considering
that we’re talking about the late 1920s and the early 1930s.

I also remember, although this isn’t
connected to physical education, that two of my elementary school
classroom teachers were Blacks (one man, Mr. Archibald, and one
woman (name?). Mr. Archibald was a good teacher and very strict
too. He threw the occasional book at “sassy kids,” but his aim was
better than that of Mr. Bean. He missed purposely…).


​ High School in Norwalk, CT

In high school, one of my best friends
(Gordon Jakob) was elected president of the student council, and
somehow in the process I got elected vice president. (Gordon’s
father was superintendent of schools at that point.) As a “running
guard” and “defensive tackle weighing about 155 lbs.”, I was
co-captain of the football team in my senior year. In track I ran
the 100-yd. dash fairly well and was on the relay team too in my
junior and senior years. In my senior year in high school, I won
the Norwalk, Connecticut table-tennis championship before heading
off to college. I also swam on the YMCA team and won several
Connecticut and city free-style sprint swimming championships.

I recall further a variety of events
connected with being the stepson of a Baptist minister. One summer
when I was in high school, I went away to a youth assembly at the
University of Connecticut, Storrs for a couple of weeks and was
elected president of that group at some point. I winning the sprint
races in track & field and in swimming, as well as an
underwater swim for distance! (They don’t hold that breath-holding
event anymore…)

I remember also one incident while there when
three fellows and three girls stayed out beyond curfew. On the
following day, the girls were brought in front of the
“disciplinary” committee! As “president,” I was chairing the
meeting that was supposed to decide their “punishment.” The only
problem was that I was one of the fellows who had kept them out! It
was the silliest situation ever…


​ Bates
College “Rah”! (1936-40)

Somehow or other, it was decided for
me — as I recall — that I should go to a private liberal arts
college. Colby College in Maine was considered, because it had some
sort of a Baptist orientation historically. (My future wife, Bert
Bell — as I later learned — was planning to go to the University of
Maine. However, at the last minute we both ended up as frosh at
Bates College in Lewiston, Maine.) There were four institutions in
an athletic conference in the state of Maine: Bates College,
Bowdoin College, Colby College, and the University of Maine. They
played the various sports together, but Maine has since gotten so
large that it’s now in a different league.

Attending Bowdoin College for me was out of
the question, because it was very exclusive and more expensive. I
had to go to a college where I could work my way through. My high
school class graduated in February 1936; so for the following six
months I worked in a Dobbs hat factory in East Norwalk, CT prior to
heading off for Lewiston, ME. Next there I was an all-wise frosh
(ha!) at Bates College where I later majored in German, sort of
minored in French, and also took quite a bit of history. Bates
didn’t have a major program in professional physical education. In
fact, I didn’t know there was such a thing until later. There
wasn’t even a minor in physical education at Bates, a liberal arts
and science college! Hence I hadn’t thought of becoming a physical
education teacher and coach for my career. (It is interesting,
however, that so many of the people in our field eventually entered
professional programs because of an early interest in sport?)

As I mentioned above, I met my future
wife-to-be at Bates; her name was Bertha May Bell. (They used to
kid her with “Bertha may not too…) Her father (Hazen Raycroft
Bell)) was a potato farmer in Houlton, Maine, a really nice,
hard-working man in the so-called “Shiretown” of the county that
was 120 miles north of Bangor, Maine bordering New Brunswick,
Canada. Bert hated the name Bertha; so, it was always “Bert.” Her
mother was a well-intentioned, hard- working lady named Maude, a
real “worry-wart” — if I may use that present-day day unfamiliar
term. I never really felt that she truly accepted me despite that
fact that I was a minister’s son and even though she was a
“God-fearing Lady.” As I recall, also, she was a great cook with
everything except meat! Both Maude and Bert’s nice Dad (Hazen)
“destroyed” more good beef over the years than you can imagine by
insuring that it was “very well done”!

I recall an amusing incident about “dear old
Maude” that took place once when we arrived at Bert’s home after
having worked in the same town during summer vacation between our
sophomore and junior years at college. It had been a long trip from
CT to Houlton, ME in a 1929 Model A Ford that was so “tired” it
used crankcase oil that I would cadge at gas stations. Driving up
hills at night off the main highways because the car wasn’t
properly registered, I looked to see if our old buggy was
overheating. Somehow in the process I veered of the road and
glanced off a tree! So thereafter, while we were moving along on
the road, the poor old buggy had such a wiggle that its already
worn-down tires began to disintegrate at a faster pace than normal.
The end result was that I had to change flat tires myself some 21
times before we finally arrived at Bert’s home in Houlton,
Maine.

Luckily we found several tires of the right
size when going through a little town in New Hampshire early the
following morning.) At any rate, this “changing of the tires” had
slowed us down so much that we had ended up sleeping only a few
hours during the night at the side of the road. What saved the day
really was that this “nice man”, who happened to have two
satisfactory, replacement tires under his back porch, also sized up
the problem and advised me how to solved the “jiggling steering
wheel situation” my Model A was experiencing when in “forward
mode”! The trusty vehicle had acquired a bent tie road when I
glanced off that tree (i.e., the tie rod being that long piece of
metal which somehow joins up the front wheels!) All I had to do was
put the tie jack under the rod where the bend was, jack it up a
bit, and “Eureka”! The rod became straight enough again to proceed
in reasonably “unshaky” style!

Now back to why I called Maude Bell, Bert’s
God-fearing mother, a “worry-wart”. That same day after we arrived
in Houlton, her mother insisted on taking Bert to the family doctor
for an examination! Guess why? Bert also had a very nice sister,
Barbara, who was always a good friend (as sister-in-law) throughout
later life. Barbara was a really nice, warm, attractive person with
a cheery disposition. She trained to be beautician in Bangor and
then stayed home in Houlton as an adult. Bert had figured that the
only way she could ever get out of town was to go to
college! (I subsequently kept in even closer touch with Barbara
after both her husband, Gerry, and my wife, Bert, had passed
away.)

During my freshman year, Bert and I were both
registered for an ancient history course that met three days a week
at 7:40 a.m. (Imagine listening to a lecture on ancient history at
that time of day from a dusty, old, balding professor. Egad!). The
class members were seated alphabetically. Her last name started
with a B and mine with a Z; so we always “sort of met” each other
at the door as we filed out of class from opposite ends of the
room. However, it wasn’t until later in our freshman year that we
began to date a bit. At that time, also, I had “sort of” a
girlfriend in Connecticut whom I’d met at that Baptist summer
assembly. I kept telling her (Kay DeLong) what a great place Bates
College was, and guess what? She ended up there the next year too!
I almost lost involvement with both of these young women during
that opening year and the next one. However, one relationship (with
Bert) eventually survived for 57 years of marriage after college
graduation!

(The other “girl friend,” Kay DeLong later
married the son of the track and field coach at Bates. His name was
Dick Thompson. At some sort of an initiation ceremony for new
Varsity Club members, he (blindfolded) ran into a brick wall in the
college gymnasium and was seriously injured. That injury came back
to haunt him later as he died early leaving Kay was three children
to bring up. She did so somehow by becoming a successful real
estate agent.)

Everything moved along quite well at Bates
that first year. I was extremely busy what with the whirl of things
including football, swimming, and track in that sequence “season
wise.” There were no athletic scholarships, but I imagine my sport
“background” was a positive factor in my admission. Hence, at
various times during the four-year period, I found work for
monetary return at all sorts of things like waiting on table at the
dining hall, being janitor on my dormitory floor, and delivering
the Boston Globe newspaper on campus. In the upper-class
years there, I was also proctor in my dormitory and had a job
downtown at a Greek restaurant washing dishes from 5:00 p.m. until
about 1:00 a.m. one day a week. (That one day’s effort somehow got
me my main meal for the entire school year…) Also, in my third and
fourth years, I was a teaching assistant in the German department
correcting papers for one professor (August Buschmann, a really
nice man). Overall, I didn’t have much time to hang around
considering all of the activities I was involved in at one time or
another while there. College was a very busy time; that’s for
sure.

However “disaster did strike” in several ways
in year #2, my sophomore year. First, I lost my academic
scholarship for one semester because my scholastic average dipped
slightly below the standard required. Then I suffered a severe knee
injury in a football scrimmage between the varsity and the frosh
team. I had just been promoted the blocking fullback position on
the varsity (first team!) too… This serious injury was not attended
to by immediate surgery due to our “unqualified” medical doctor. He
didn’t even call for an x-ray that would have shown the destructive
damage done. Hence, I was “automatically” out of football and
track, but somehow I found that I could continue with the swimming
team — a non-weight — bearing sport, I guess. Another difficult
situation arose a bit later that year as well. While working on the
switchboard at the Central Maine General Hospital in Lewiston
several nights a week that fall, one early morning I came down with
acute appendicitis. You can imagine how that took me “out of
action” for a bit.

(Note: Talk about “disaster” further…! When
I made it back to Norwalk for Xmas vacation during that sophomore
year, some friends and I went ice — skating. I had “awful” poorly
fitting skates and had only skated a couple of times previously. As
I sought to stumble over “wavy” ice to get fully onto Long Island
Sound, I fell and must have had a slight brain concussion. However,
I evidently continued on “awake” as though nothing had happened…
However, the first thing I remember was saying to my friends
minutes later was: “Look over there to the northeast; something’s
on fire! “Something” certainly was! It was Pastor Jim’s South
Norwalk Baptist Church that was ablaze. I didn’t know this until I
got home to “the Parsonage” and learned that he had “rushed in”
valiantly to save the Church Bible!)

Then, if matters weren’t bad enough,
“girl-friend trouble” developed as well. I had started to date Bert
Bell, my future wife, toward the end of the freshman year and
continued to do so at the beginning of the sophomore year. However,
as mentioned above, that “sort — of” girlfriend from high school
days (Kay DeLong), whom I met at that summer assembly mentioned
earlier, had also shown up at Bates that fall. Of course, she soon
discovered that I was dating Bert Bell too. So, I “had” to make a
choice — as did they. It’s a wonder that I didn’t “lose contact”
with both of those young ladies…

I remember one amusing but disconcerting
instance from that year viewed in today’s light. I had asked Kay
DeLong to go with me to a special mid-year dance. She accepted, and
then I learned that there were “dance cards” to be filled out in
advance. What this meant was that a “reasonable” number of “dance
segments” could or should be exchanged so that she and I would have
different dance partners for the “segments” so designated. One
friend of mine was a Black named Howard Kenney; so, I arranged an
exchange on our dance cards (as was the custom) with him and his
partner (“Dottie”). He was an excellent dancer, much better than I
was; so, I thought she would really enjoy it. However, when I
started to explain the “various dance arrangements” to Kay, she
said: “Do you expect me to dance with that ‘jigaboo?” I was really
taken aback, but somehow convinced her that it would be a good
experience, and that people would “frown” at any negative reaction
on her part. I subsequently learned that Bates, a small college
with a Christian heritage (of course!), had a secret admissions’
policy for Blacks and Jews… Times have improved, I think…

My personal “situation” scholastically did
improve greatly in my junior year, however. Although playing
football and running track were “history” for me because of the
injured, “unrepaired” knee, I managed to join the cheerleading
squad to lend support to the football team. Hard to believe… (Also,
Cheerleaders weren’t as “gymnastic” then as they are today!). Also,
I discovered that I could continue with the swimming team, although
my kick was obviously not as strong as previously. My “work
situation” improved, also, and additionally I finished the
academic year with a 92% average. This sharp rise occurred
to an extent because I was taking additional subjects in my areas
of specialization. I can’t remember anything special about the
senior year at Bates College. I was in a variety of activities —
too many, I’m sure. (I ended up the senior year with 16 on my
“resume”.) Bert and I were “going steady”, so to speak. I was the
proctor (i.e., peacekeeper) in my dormitory (free room for being
that!). Also I continued as the teaching assistant in the German
department. Frank Coffin was my new roommate for that year. (We
were lifelong friends until his death in 2010.) In addition, I was
co-captain of the college swim team. However, I’m not proud of that
involvement because the untreated football knee injury two years
previously was still a handicap that made my performance
suffer.

There was one funny, possibly interesting
incident that I recall. I was chairman of the senior class day
committee. This meant that a group picture would be taken with all
of us wearing caps and gowns. Somehow I forgot to bring my own
mortarboard to the rehearsal. I was the only so “undressed”. So my
roommate, Frank Coffin (later the eminent chief federal judge of
District One — i.e., New England) had a thought., He sat on the far
left in the front row of the bleacher on which we were all
seated for the photo and — as the camera panned the entire group
slowly from left to right — he ran around the back of the group and
slapped his cap on my head sitting in the front row
on the far right… Needless to say but that there was great
hilarity, and the resulting success of the maneuver was a badly
slanted mortarboard plunked on my head! I looked like a real
“goofball” with a silly grin in the final picture that was
circulated and which appeared permanently (!) in the class
yearbook.


​ Graduate School and Early Employment

After college graduation in early June of
1940, my plan was to attend Yale graduate school full time looking
to obtaining a master’s degree in German. My major professor at
Bates College, Sammy Harms — a fine teacher, wonderful man, and
friend — had warned me that I was going to get a shock when I hit
graduate school in German competing with the German scholars there.
For example, I hadn’t had any practice with German conversation —
although somehow my pronunciation was good. My grandparents — with
whom I lived early on — had been anxious that I learn English only,
because German was unpopular just after World War I! Hence, no
German was spoken in my childhood home. That was unfortunate,
because in graduate school I was in class with people who had
either been born in Germany or had spent years there. I did take a
private conversational lesson once a week that year, but that
wasn’t much help.

In addition, of course, I also had to work as
a full-time waiter nights at a Childs Restaurant to support
myself. This combination of responsibilities made for an overall,
fairly grim experience. So I can add that my scholarly efforts were
not greeted with “solid approval.” I was lucky to survive and did
subsequently receive the M.A. degree in June of 1944. By
that time, because I was working enjoyably in the physical
education department at Yale and could see a future as a
teacher/coach, I had decided that I wanted to shift any subsequent
emphasis in graduate work to the School of Education.

During that first year after graduation from
college, Bert, took a job teaching English and French in Bucksport,
Maine. We corresponded

(Note: Interestingly, because of the archaic
approach to the teaching of languages then, she couldn’t speak
French, and I couldn’t speak German! And I had majored in it
in college, and she had minored in French!) regularly during that
first year away from Lewiston, but it was “touch-and-go” whether
our relationship would continue. Somehow or other, she came to work
in the Connecticut area that summer after graduation, and we got
more steadily “involved” again. We then decided to get married on
June 25, 1941. (See photo below.) The service was performed on a
Saturday by my stepfather (Pastor Jim) in the new Norwalk Baptist
Church (built after vigorous, post fire, fundraising efforts by the
parishioners and pastor!). The nuptial occasion was almost marred
by the fact that I had to race to Norwalk from New Haven at
breakneck speed to reach the marriage license office before it
closed at noon! Immediately after the service and a dinner, and
with no “honeymoon”.
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