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Praise for Love at Goon Park


“In her 1994 book, The Monkey Wars, Pulitzer Prize–winning journalist Deborah Blum superbly balanced opposing views of the incendiary issue of primate vivisection. In Love at Goon Park, Blum does an equally skillful job balancing the pictures of that psychologist, Harry Harlow, as troubled soul and brutal abuser of his experimental subjects versus helper of humankind through brilliant science.... Blum does the excellent, requisite historian’s job, illuminating a period whose zeitgeist differs from ours.... It’s an irresistible story told exceedingly well.”


—Robert Sapolsky, from Scientific American


 



“Blum’s valuable book is sometimes enchanting and sometimes poignant, but always interesting. It shows the reality behind the simplistic stereotypes that have often been associated with this brilliant and troubled genius.”


—Duane M. Rumbaugh, Ph.D., 
The New England Journal of Medicine


 



“Pulitzer Prize–winning journalist Blum (The Monkey Wars) rivetingly recounts Harlow’s work while examining the man himself.... Blum’s excellent biography, the first major new work devoted to him, should change that. Highly recommended for public and academic libraries.”


—Library Journal


 



“Blum integrates clear explanations of the theories Harlow was reacting against (such as behaviorism) with details about his fractured home and personal life. An informative, candid biography.”

—Booklist

 



“In this surprisingly compelling book, Blum (The Monkey Wars) reveals that many of the child-rearing truths we now take for granted—infants need parental attention; physical contact is related to emotional growth and cognitive development—were shunned by the psychological community of the 1950s. . . . Monkey Wars fans who have been waiting for a follow-up will find this book irresistible.”


—Publishers Weekly 


 



“For generations of psychology students, the image of a baby monkey being comforted by a cloth doll is one of their most indelible memories of the subject. Yet even most psychologists know little about the brilliant, funny, and infuriating man behind the experiments. Nor do many people know about its context—the fall and rise of the concept of love in social science. Deborah Blum combines these elements into a gripping biography, written with intelligence, warmth, and panache.”


—Steven Pinker, author of 
The Language Instinct, How the Mind Works, 
and The Blank Slate


 



“Incredible as it may seem, half a century ago leading psychologists scoffed at the notion that affection was vital to an infant’s flourishing. Deborah Blum brilliantly recalls this chilling era, and the scientist whose controversial experiments reaffirmed love’s importance. Love at Goon Park is science history at its best.”


—John Horgan, author of The End of Science


 



“Harry Harlow, whose name has become synonymous with cruel monkey experiments, actually helped put an end to cruel child-rearing practices. How these practices could ever have been advocated is only part of the puzzle presented in this lively biography. Blum does not shy away from the ethical questions raised by Harlow’s research, yet reminds us that he was a complex man who won his battle with the scientific establishment so resoundingly that the outcome is now taken for granted.”

—Frans De Waal

 



“Love at Goon Park is the important story of the human need for love. Deborah Blum tells the engaging tale of Harry Harlow and his groundbreaking research with monkeys that proved our essential drive for social attachment. This book is not just good science writing, it’s a great story.”


—Meredith F. Small, 
author of Our Babies, Ourselves and Kids
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Introduction to the 2011 Edition

SHORTLY AFTER Love at Goon Park was first published, I gave a bookstore talk about the central character in my story, the chainsmoking, poetry-writing, alcoholic, impossible genius of a psychologist Harry Harlow. Mostly, of course, I talked about his mid–twentieth century crusade to persuade his fellow psychologists that love was a legitimate emotion, that it mattered, that it shaped human development.

I’d been struck by a compelling and controversial study he’d done with baby monkeys—one that looked at mother rejection of infant monkeys. The scientific prediction was that the little animals might become neurotic, depressed, somewhat withdrawn. But what the researchers saw instead was a sudden flowering of rather desperate outreach—the babies put everything into making those mothers love them. They cooed and cuddled, stroked and called.

It wasn’t just that they wanted to fix that first fundamental relationship; they had to fix it before they could move on.

After the talk, a woman came up to continue the discussion. She was a nurse at one of the Madison, Wisconsin, hospitals. She worked in a clinic that cared for adult survivors of parental abuse. “You’re describing my patients,” she said. “That’s what they’re like.” They were 30, 40, 50 years old, and they were still trapped in that childhood quest of trying to make their parents love them.

I remember it so clearly still, the kindness and the sadness in her face and her complete recognition of Harlow’s message: “If monkeys have taught us anything, it’s that you’ve got to learn how to love before you learn how to live.”

His work with monkeys is fraught with ethical questions about the rights and wrongs of experimenting on another species. But the connection he drew between love and a realized life is as powerful today as when he was illuminating it more than 50 years ago.

 



I was so glad when I learned that Basic Books planned to publish a new edition of Love at Goon Park: Harry Harlow and the Science of Affection. Although it first appeared in 2002, and although I’ve published two books since, this one is in many ways my favorite work.

That might surprise you because, as I wrote in the preface to the first edition, when the idea first came up “I could hardly refuse fast enough.” I’d written about Harlow in an earlier book, The Monkey Wars, which explored ethical issues in primate research. That largely critical look had angered many of his old colleagues and friends, one of whom had called to let me know that she’d even hated the positive New York Times review of the book. I wasn’t sure I wanted to spend any more of my life exploring primate research, and I wasn’t sure that anyone would talk to me anyway. And yet, Harlow somehow stayed with me. And some years later when I was working on a series for Mother Jones about the destructive effect of neglect on children, I found myself thinking “but that’s Harry Harlow’s work.” And I found myself rethinking what Harlow had done, not the primate research so much but the pure power of it, the way it forced you to confront how much relationships matter in life.

I wrote: “And that’s this book, partly a biography of Harry Harlow, partly the biography of a surprisingly recent idea in science—that love counts. A book is always a journey, and at the end of this, I asked myself whether I had learned to like Harry Harlow ... Easy question, tricky answer. He makes me laugh, even secondhand. He makes me think about friendship and parenthood and partnership in ways that I never had before. He still seems to me an edgy companion. And he seems wholly real.”

So real, in fact, that I’d find myself having mental conversations with him. He was no longer Professor Harlow of the University of  Wisconsin to me. He was Harry, and he was a prickly companion. “Why did you say that, Harry?” I’d ask despairingly after reading a particularly misogynistic statement or a deliberately provocative description of his research. “Why did you do that?” I talked to him and about him so much that to this day my children refer to Love at Goon Park as “the Harry book.”

But I remember with pleasure talking to a friend of mine who was working on a book about a computer scientist. His subject was a brilliant man but also a very nice one, a big cuddly bear of a researcher. “Everyone liked him,” my colleague complained. “It’s really hard to make him interesting.”

I found myself grinning. “I don’t have that problem.”

 



I had other problems, of course. I had to work to overcome all the resentment felt about the previous book by Harry’s family and friends. “I didn’t like your first book and I don’t really like you,” one scientist told me. “But I want to have input.” Another researcher—at my own University of Wisconsin, no less—called his friends and told them not to talk to me. They mostly did anyway. I would like to tell you that it was due to my charm and persuasiveness, but mostly I think they also wanted to have some say in the story of a man who had been so important in their lives and their work.

Many of Harlow’s students became influential primate researchers in their own right, pioneers in the study of social behavior and relationships, including Bill Mason at the University of California–Davis, Melinda Novak at the University of Massachusetts–Amherst, and of course, Steve Suomi, at the National Institute of Child Health and Human Development, who continues to delve into the wonderfully complex questions of behavioral biology.

Like Harlow, many of them have been reviled by the animal rights community, especially those who insist that we simply should not experiment on animals so smart, so emotionally connected, so closely related to ourselves. Those issues shadow much of Harlow’s work, and in this book I raise them as they arose in his own life. Even his  fellow researchers have said that he crossed ethical lines in some of his experiments. In particular his studies in parental rejection—those experiments I mentioned earlier—and in social isolation have helped make him a poster child for the animal rights movement.

I hope I’ve done those shadowed questions of right and wrong justice here, as well as to Harlow and the field in which he worked. But this is not an all-encompassing biography or a detailed history of psychology or a book on ethics. Rather, it is a journey with one very complicated scientist, one who spent most of his life trying to understand the role of relationships in monkey societies and by extension human ones. Everyone needs “a solid foundation of affection,” Harry once said, and this book is primarily about his efforts to dig down to that emotional bedrock.

There’s an image I’d like to leave you with, from a day where I was visiting the Vilas Park Zoo in my hometown of Madison, Wisconsin. I was, as usual, admiring the monkeys and apes there and, yes, having a mental discussion with Harry Harlow. He did his first primate studies here with a pair of elderly orangutans. I went to visit the current family of orangutans. I actually love to look at them, their gray Stone Age faces and their powerful copper-haired bodies. On this day, the Vilas orangutans were outside with a new baby, wonderfully tiny in comparison to its bulky parents. I wrote then: “The orangutans at the Vilas zoo have a new baby. The mother holds it, heart to heart, as if letting go would violate all the natural laws of life. Perhaps science is finally catching up with common sense, as Harry liked to say. Perhaps the answer is as simple as the view through the glass: mother and child so close together that you might imagine the two hearts beating as one.”

I wouldn’t change a word of that today. But I would add this hope: that our understanding of such principles, that the more sophisticated research built on the work of Harlow and his colleagues, helps us find a way to heal those who never had such moments, people like those described by the hospital nurse, people still looking for that solid foundation of affection. It would be an excellent end to the Harry Harlow story.
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PROLOGUE

Love, Airborne

IN A WHITE ROOM, TWO MEN are talking about love. One of them stands keenly upright, pressed into a deftly cut suit. The other is less elegant: slight, dark-haired, a little stoop-shouldered, shrugged into a floppy lab coat. Both their voices sound hollow in the pale space around them. The room seems glossy with cold. Nearby counters are polished to an icy sterility. Metal and glass equipment gleam bluish in the wash of fluorescent lights. Against this background—chilled essence of laboratory—the speakers sound like men out of place and time, their conversation absurdly soft with talk of poets and love songs, starry nights, and daytime dreams.

Or perhaps they are just ahead of their time. At this moment, in the close of the 1950s, no one stands in a laboratory to discuss love in these terms. Even psychologists—those perpetual students of human behavior—aren’t lobbying to include warmhearted affection among the charts and the graphs and the calibrated machinery. Experimental psychologists have been rejecting the notion of love as good research material for years. Powerful psychologists have made it clear that fuzzy and sentimental emotions are the stuff of fiction, not of research reports. Researchers who study human relationships prefer to avoid using the l-word. You can still open the acclaimed history of Psychology in America, by Stanford’s Ernest Hilgard, and find the word “love” missing entirely from the subject index.

So it’s a professional gamble for the small man in the lab coat even to have this conversation. He is an experimental psychologist—a stubborn, scruffy, middle-aged researcher named Harry Frederick Harlow who happens to believe that his profession is wrong and doesn’t mind saying so. Of course, he’s often been told that the problem lies with him. The unexpectedly outspoken son of a poor family from Iowa, he’s developed a habit of scrapping with mainstream psychology. Professor Harlow has already been asked to correct his language: He’s been instructed on the correct term for a close relationship. Why can’t he just say “proximity” like everyone else? Somehow the word “love” just keeps springing to his lips when he talks about parents and children, friends and partners. He’s been known to lose his temper when discussing it. “Perhaps all you’ve known in life is proximity,” he once snapped at a visitor to his lab at the University of Wisconsin in Madison. “I thank God I’ve known more.”

How close do you have to be standing to connect with a person? Harry liked to ask that question, drawling it out with a nice sarcastic edge. Three inches? Four? Could you build a relationship at a distance of six inches? His colleagues, as they told him, saw no need for mockery. He could choose other scientific terms if he didn’t like proximity. The scientific vocabulary also offered attachment, conditioned response, primary drive reduction, stimulus-response, secondary drive reduction, object relationship—the last if you wanted to be Freudian about it. Why bring love into it?

And now here’s Harry Harlow, on national television of all the damned places, with his intimate vocabulary and his insistence on emotional relationships. The conversation in the laboratory appears on a CBS show called The Measure of Love. The program is the 1959 premier of Conquest, the network’s Sunday evening science show. In the entire half-hour presentation, the word “proximity” never crosses Harry’s lips.

Charles Collingswood, a respected CBS journalist, is the man in the elegant suit. On camera, Collingswood stands authoritatively tall. Harry Harlow looks small by comparison, dwarfed inside the ubiquitous  lab coat. He has a square face, dark eyes under near straight brows, short dark hair slicked determinedly back. His voice is a little high-pitched, smoother than Collingswood’s rumble.

But the voice of science is unexpectedly the voice suitable to a pulpit, slightly singsong in its cadence. There’s music in the way Harry assures us that it is possible to make real what had previously been “undefinable and unmeasurable.” As he talks, one might even believe that love is substantial enough to be decanted into test tubes. When it comes to love, “your guess is as good as mine,” Collingswood says to the audience, “but guesswork is not the way of science and this,” and his gray granite voice deepens a notch, “this is a scientific laboratory.” At the start of the program, Collingswood stands holding a monkey in one hand. The monkey is a bright-eyed baby, a natural mohawk of fluff crowning its head. It nestles in Collingswood’s curved hand like an egg in a cup, tiny fingers curled over the edge of his palm. Harry Harlow, after all, is a primate researcher, a pioneer in the emerging science of understanding monkey behavior as a way to understand us. Collingswood gestures slightly to emphasize that point, the monkey riding the sweep of motion: “In this laboratory, there are approximately 120 rhesus monkeys; the subject of a study that wants to know the answer to the question: What is an infant’s love for its mother?”

There’s little trace, here on Conquest, of what some would say is the off-camera Harry Harlow, none of his well-known irreverence. This is a man who when a graduate student points out a golden and luminous moon snaps: “Been there a long time. I’ve seen it before.” None of that wisecracking irritation shows now. This shiny faced, sweet-talking preacher of a scientist seems wholly absorbed by the beauty of the subject. The man on camera reveals little of the man who lives at the lab, dawn to dark, fueled by coffee, cigarettes, alcohol, and obsession. Okay, maybe the obsession slices through. He’s completely in the argument, trying to convince the world that if science will just pay attention, we could learn the measure of love, cup it in our hands, almost as Collingswood cradles the little monkey.

“Now, Mr. Collingswood, wouldn’t you say that if you frightened a baby, that if it went running to its mother, was comforted, and then all the fear disappeared and was replaced by a complete sense of security, that baby loved his mother?” he asks in that coaxing voice.

“Sure,” Collingswood replies, casually. Sure, of course. Who wouldn’t believe that love was, at its best, a safe harbor—a parent’s arm scooping up a frightened child, holding it heart to heart? It’s hard to believe, in retrospect, how many powerful scientists opposed this idea. “In psychology, love was smoke, mirrors, bullshit, and that was exactly what everyone was telling Harry,” one of Harry’s graduate students recalls. It took courage, probably more than anyone at CBS appreciated, to look straight into the camera and contradict the professional standards of the time.

There’s a moment on the Conquest show when one of the Wisconsin experiments is displayed. It creates exactly the sequence that Harry described. The scientists send out a mechanical monster, maybe eight inches tall, that resembles a cross between a space alien and a dragon with its flashing eyes and black bat wings. “It looks diabolical,” says Collingswood. “That’s just the way a baby monkey feels about it,” replies Harry—and almost as he speaks, the baby monkeys take one look at this terror and go airborne.

They fly like guided missiles—a perfect arc of child to mother. Look, says Harry, mouth curving. One of the baby monkeys, now firmly lodged against mother, is screeching angrily at the monster, threatening it: Back off, you. I’m with my mother now. If a measure of love is the way we shelter each other, you can mark it clearly in that fluid and beautiful flight line to home.

The two men watch silently. Harry doesn’t have to add anything. He knows it, too. He can step back and let the relationship reveal itself. Baby to mother, arrow into the heart. He does have a take-home message though, as he stands here in his baggy coat and talks up the importance of simple affection. The message has enough potency that you can understand why it might be worth contradicting more than fifty years of scientific dogma.

In this conversation about love, the two men have different goals. Charles Collingswood has come to Madison, Wisconsin, to illuminate an unusual experiment and to make some good television. Harry Harlow is there to help him. But he’s also trying to foment a small revolution, taking the chance to provoke the argument even during this flickering black-and-white moment on Sunday television.

We begin our lives with love, Harry says, looking directly at the camera; we learn human connection at home. It is the foundation upon which we build our lives—or it should be—and if the monkey or the human doesn’t learn love in infancy, he or she “may never learn to love at all.” He looks absolutely confident in what he’s saying—as if there were no furious ongoing debate, as if he spoke for his profession. Arguing his point as an outsider is a skill that Harry Frederick Harlow has honed since childhood. He’s more than willing to stand on behalf of that improbable, unreliable, elusive emotion called love, to gaze into the camera lens and say: Listen to me. I’ve got something that you need to hear.






ONE

The Invention of Harry Harlow

Parental love, which is so touching and at bottom so childish, is nothing but parental narcissism born again and, transformed though it be into object-love, it reveals its former character infallibly.

Sigmund Freud, 1914

 



 



 



HE WASBORN OUTOF PLACE, a dreamer and a poet planted in the practical Iowa earth. As unlikely as a rose in a cornfield. The childhood of Harry Frederick Israel—he would become Harry Harlow, but that’s a later part of the story—often made him laugh in retrospect. He was such a funny little misfit of a child, hemmed in by the orderly fields, too often dreaming down those rows of green and gold to the point where they met the rim of the sky.

This was southeastern Iowa, after all. Everyone grew up amid the cornfields. At the dawn of the twentieth century, the landscape was a study in domestication. Paradoxically, that very neatness made Iowa a revolutionary corner of the country. Not even a hundred years before, the land had belonged to lynx and wolf, deer and buffalo, the elusive catamount, and the bright copper fox. Tall-grass prairies and wooded hills, undisciplined rivers that had never seen a levee, forests with familiar trees such as maple and birch and forgotten ones such as linn and ironwood. The Fox and the Sac tribes once hunted here,  gathered wild plants, quarreled over territorial boundaries, called it home.

The old settlers—Iowans think the term “pioneer” sounds too transient—began transforming the land in the early nineteenth century. The little town of Fairfield, where Harry was born many years later, was chartered in 1836, neatly laid out around a traditional town square. For decades, it retained a frontier quality. Until the 1870s, hogs were allowed to run through the square. When the mayor finally insisted that livestock be penned, pig owners angrily protested this affront to liberty. People paid their bills with what they could grow or raise. The town doctors accepted everything from chickens to tomatoes. The pharmacies on the square sold Indian remedies to their customers, tidily packed cloth bags with chamomile flowers for measles and slippery-elm bark for pneumonia.

Science was something distant, not quite real and not all that important. “Few knew or cared that the world was filled with innumerable fascinating creatures or that the history of the earth was written in the rocks beneath their feet,” wrote the Fairfield historian Susan Fulton Welty in a loving tale of her hometown. In the late nineteenth century, some Fairfield high school students formed a science club. They were enthusiastic, but they found the subject mysterious at best. One of the first meetings raised the question “Is a Bat a Bird?” The members were mostly nature collectors. They packed their clubhouse with pinned insects, dried flowers, the brittle remains of ferns and mosses, and assorted bones. At one point, club members assembled almost the entire skeleton of a horse, built from bleached bones found tumbled in a nearby pasture.

By the time Harry Israel was born, the frontier had been tidied away. The town square was neatly paved. The Sac and the Fox had mostly vanished, pushed to the west. The herbal remedies had been replaced by a red-brick hospital and more European-style medicine. The woodlands and feathery fields were plowed, tilled, and rotated into submission. Even the science enthusiasts had given up bone hunting. The local high school now taught the study of nature, “with  especial attention to the highest of vertebrates, Man himself.” Harry would have preferred it just a little less, well, predictable. Years later, he would confess that completely orderly science bored him. He could never quite accept rules as absolute. He was never really convinced that “Man himself” was an example of evolutionary perfection. A work in progress, maybe. He would have been happy to argue the point—if it had been open for debate in Fairfield. His family would have said that Harry was born to argue. So would his peers. When he graduated from high school, this quote appeared under his yearbook picture: “Though rather small, we know most well, in argument, he doth excel.”

He was born on a Halloween evening, October 31, 1905, at his family home in Fairfield. “Within thirty minutes I had precipitated a violent family quarrel,” Harry once wrote. His Aunt Nell had come all the way from Portland, Oregon, and wanted to hold the baby first. But his two older brothers begged her to take them on a quick trickor-treat outing. When the three of them returned, baby Harry was lying cozily in his Aunt Harriet’s lap. “This was a situation in which better late than never did not pertain,” Harry would joke later. Harriet lived just around the corner in Fairfield. Nell had traveled hundreds of miles. And the ungrateful baby’s parents had named the child Harry. In family lore, the story of his birth always resounded with the ensuing thunder.

“Another memory which I do not have happened when I was three,” Harry wrote years later in an unpublished memoir. The entry was typical of the way he recounted his childhood—always flippant about growing up in Iowa. As he told the story, when he was a little boy, he owned a porcelain child’s potty, which he loved. He would carry it around the house with him. One day, according to his mother, “guided by uncontrolled scientific curiosity, I dropped a large stone on the potty’s bottom to see what would happen.” He sobbed over the pieces for days afterward. An incurable punster for most of his life, Harry wrote that his grief was probably caused by his having hit “rock bottom.”

His parents were Alonzo Harlow Israel and Mable Rock Israel. If Harry was something of a misfit, that standard was perhaps first set by his father. Lon Harlow—he loathed the name “Alonzo” and as an adult refused to respond to anyone who called him that—had hoped to be a doctor. He gave that up, though, dropping out of medical school in his third year to marry Mable Rock. Lon never quite found anything else that he liked as much as the study of medicine. He reluctantly tried and happily abandoned farming. He tinkered with what Harry called “intermittent, unsuccessful inventing.” Lon experimented with home appliances, and once even developed a small washing machine. He dabbled at running a garage and battery business, teaching himself about mechanics by reading books and manuals in a weekend frenzy. He started a small real estate business with his father. Eventually, Lon and Mable bought a general store in a small town near Fairfield and settled there. Harry’s parents had been married for ten years and were in their mid-thirties when he was born. At the Fairfield public library today, there is an archived photo of Lon on his wedding day: a slim man with a pointed chin, dark eyes under deep brows, a thin mouth just tilted into a smile at the corners. There is also a photo of Mable wearing a lacy white dress that seems to float at the edges. Mable was barely five feet tall. In the picture, she is as delicate as a fairy, fine-boned and graceful in her posture, her shining dark hair pulled smoothly back from a small, rather beautiful face. The Israels had four sons, in this order: Robert, Delmer, Harry, and Hugh. The boys all had their mother’s slight build, their father’s brown eyes and heavy eyebrows. In Harry’s face, one can also see Mable’s finely drawn features and slightly squared, stubborn chin.

Harry remembered his parents as being determined that their children would grow beyond them. They had to fight for that—another lesson learned early. He was just three years old when his older brother Delmer was diagnosed with Pott’s disease, sometimes called tuberculosis of the spine. Lon Harlow had outguessed the local doctor on the ailment. Disturbed by the increasingly warped look of his son’s back, Lon bent an iron rod into the same odd curve. He sent the bar  to a research hospital in Chicago, where doctors made the diagnosis from the distinctive bend in the metal. They recommended that the boy go to a warmer, drier climate—then the standard remedy for TB. Frightened for their son, the Israels sold their house and moved the family to New Mexico. Short on money, they camped in a small canyon outside Los Cruces. Delmer’s health did improve in the brilliantly lit New Mexico air. But the family, already poor, grew more so. They lost their remaining possessions in a season of wild spring flooding. At one point, Lon Harlow was forced to carry his children out of a rising stream when it flooded through their tent. In little more than a year, the family returned, near destitute, to start over again in Fairfield.

His parents, Harry said, “literally lived for their children. Fortunately, they did not have enough money to be really indulgent.” Not that he wouldn’t have enjoyed a little more indulgence—or extra affection. His own research would lead him to realize, many years later, how much he had felt like an afterthought and how much he had minded. “I remember my mother as a tiny, beautiful, hardworking, and efficient woman who reared four sons, and probably a husband, ably, lovingly, providently. I always thought of her as a person who loved me dearly, and I am sure she did.” With Delmer’s illness, though, he suspected “she was probably hard pressed to shower affection on others.” Harry was just a toddler when his brother fell ill. His mother was there, near the home, physically—just not quite all there emotionally for a small, shy younger brother. “I have no memory of partial maternal separation, but I may have lost some percentage time of maternal affection, and this deprivation may have resulted in consuming adolescent and adult loneliness.”

Almost five thousand settlers now occupied Fairfield. Ornate buildings, topped with towers and ramparts, housed shoemakers, grocers, barrel makers, tailors, druggists, clothing stores, furniture stores. The square was a gathering place for the farmers who now ploughed the surrounding country. Even in winter, when the farms were iced over and Fairfield’s streets were deep with snow, farmers came to town. They simply took the wheels off their wagons and replaced them with  heavy, ironclad sled runners. Fairfield’s children used to play street games in which they jumped from farm bobsled to farm bobsled. They called the game “hopping bobs,” and, as one sled hopper recalled, the farmers were cheerfully tolerant of the leaping children.

Farming was the breath of the town. Harry’s father had himself listed farm properties during his real estate venture years. The local high school balanced traditional academics and agricultural education. Girls were required to take domestic art and science, courses such as “How to Cook to Please the Men.” The comparable track for boys was farm management, from crop rotation to pest control. The wood-frame homes, brick businesses, and orderly streets of Fairfield merged almost seamlessly with the outlying farms and orderly fields that surrounded it. And here was this quiet dreamer of a child, without a shimmer of interest or ability in even managing a garden. Many years later, Harry’s oldest son, Robert, would recall that the few times his father attempted yard work, he routinely uprooted prized bedding plants. “It was always, ‘Call the yard man’ at our house.” Harry had no interest in geraniums and nasturtiums as an adult, and less in tilled fields as a child. He liked to write poetry and draw pictures. He recalled once completing an essay assignment that “didn’t sound right” and deciding not to hand it in. Later he realized that he had spontaneously written the essay in blank verse. It wasn’t just that he could write verse—an impractical talent if there ever was one—he actually liked it. One of his favorite assignments came in the eighth grade. He and his fellow students were told to compose a four-line verse on the “benefits and beauties” of daily tooth brushing:
Students filtered into the class expressing hate and hopelessness at the assignment. I rose to the rescue. By ten minutes of nine, I had completed fourteen verses for fourteen students—aside from the best, which I kept for myself. The teacher was pleasantly surprised at the literary level of the class and she selected five for indulgent praise. All five selected were mine but the one I selected for myself was not among them. It dawned on me that I was a better author than critic.





Mostly he was bored. “My high school academic career was not totally distinguished. I ranked thirteenth out of a class of seventy-one whose average IQ was below 100.” The top twelve, he noted, were all girls. He did outscore the entire senior class on an aptitude test created by the University of Iowa. The results were put on a big blackboard—in those times, educators didn’t consider sparing the feelings of the students. “I was about two standard deviations ahead of my nearest competitor, who was the female class valedictorian and the girl whom my grandfather hoped I would marry because she was the only daughter and granddaughter of a wealthy family,” Harry wrote in his memoir. Not in this lifetime was Harry Israel going to marry into a commitment to stay in Fairfield. He planned to be somewhere else—someone else. In the 1923 yearbook, the year of his graduation, his senior class photo shows an unsmiling boy. He has downcast eyes, a shadow of long lashes about them, smooth dark hair, lips slightly turned down at the corners. In the same yearbook, students are asked to say what they wish to be when they grow up. The dreams are mostly small ones, happy ones. One wants to be a teacher, others want to be pretty, lovable, a farmer, a musician, a farmer, a singer, a farmer. Harry Israel’s wish? At the age of seventeen, he wanted to “be famous.” He made a prediction, though, for his more probable outcome: He would simply end up insane.

The Israels, you might say, were not a routine Fairfield family. Most of the local businessmen were not building experimental washing machines in their garages. And almost all the townsfolk met and gathered and socialized at one church or another. Fairfield and the surrounding Jefferson County were a paradise of churches at the time. The Israels’ home sat in the gothic shadow of the First Methodist Church, a looming brick structure just around the corner. In the county’s first hundred years, eighty-five churches were built: twenty Methodist, nine Baptist, seven Lutheran, six Presbyterian, four Catholic; and Dutch Reformed, Christian Science, Adventist, more. One of the few failed congregations was the Episcopalian, which had been the Israels’ chosen house of worship. When the  modest building burned down, though, the small congregation drifted into other houses of worship.

Lon absolutely refused to drift. Even in New Mexico he had attended the Episcopal church, wearing his faded jeans and battered hat but going every Sunday. It was Lon’s church or no church and, after a while, the family simply stayed home. The boys played cards on Sunday mornings and watched their neighbors, dressed in their best clothes, walking to church. It created something of a distance. People made friends at church, traded recipes and gossip, and planned dinners together. In a Christian town such as Fairfield, your neighbors noticed when you didn’t take your place in a pew.

“It was a small town,” says neighbor Hazel Turner Montgomery, now ninety-seven, who once lived around the corner from the Israels. She remembers as a child visiting the family, walking over to read to Delmer. She would sit in the parlor, while he was strapped to a backboard, and while away the slow afternoons. Montgomery is a small, bright-eyed, friendly woman with a fluff of silver hair. She has always enjoyed the company of others, but she’s not so sure the Israels felt the same way: “You didn’t see them walking out. Everyone knew they didn’t go to church. I don’t believe they were, well, a very sociable family.” And she’s wondered sometimes whether they were lonely. She remembers that Delmer never was quite ready for her to leave.

Lon and Mable Israel didn’t raise their children to be joiners or conformers. They wanted them first to think for themselves, and fitting in took second place. If they were distant from Fairfield in some ways, lonely as children, that made them tighter as a family. They competed for honors in school, sharing achievements during meals. By family accounts, Delmer was the brightest and Harry the most competitive. He would sometimes try to catch his brother out: “Who won the battle of 1066?” he would demand, right in the middle of breakfast.

The Israels wrote and staged backyard plays. The parents insisted that all their sons study music. Robert was a genuinely talented musician, Delmer a reasonable saxophone player, Hugh a credible piano  player, and Harry a dogged one. Harry played the piano, but he was never very good at it, at least compared to the artistry of his eldest brother. “My talent lay at the exact opposite end of the scale,” Harry liked to explain.

He loved art, though, and throughout his life made time to draw, creating beautiful, fantastical landscapes with ink and colored paper. Even after they entered college, Harry, Robert, and Delmer dreamed together; they invented a fantasy country, The Land of Khazoo, into which only clan members were welcome. “In the Khazooan ranks, you’ll find a few friends, well good, nothing could be more valuable—but the inner clique you’ll find to be a family affair and totally understood so far by Del, Harry and I,” wrote Robert in an explanatory letter to their father. The artist among them, Harry, was designing a shield that would bear their motto. It had three words in the crest: “Israel über alle.”

There was never a doubt that the Israel boys would go to college. Their parents saved for it, their grandparents chipped in, even their aunts contributed. “Our parents were determined,” Harry said simply. If he yearned for a life beyond Fairfield, his parents wanted it for him and his brothers as well. Harry, Delmer, who gradually eased into good health, and Hugh all went to Stanford University. Harry could hardly wait to go. He was almost there, in the different country he’d dreamed about, there where the Iowa cornfields brushed the horizon.

He was the only one though, of the California-bound Israel boys, who saw that promise and he was the only one who stayed to finish his degree at Stanford. Delmer dropped out of his law program, got married, and ran a sports equipment store in Palo Alto. At least a few people still remember him for his razor-sharp tennis game and for his shop’s beautifully re-strung racquets. Hugh studied oceanography. Unlike his brothers, though, Hugh was an Iowa boy by nature and the cold glitter of the Pacific only made him miss the gentler landscape he knew best. He returned home without earning a degree.

Their parents had moved twenty miles from Fairfield to the even smaller town of Eldon, where they were running their general store.  Hugh joined them in the business and stayed there. Robert, the eldest, earned an M.D. in psychiatry at the University of Oregon in Eugene, and spent the majority of his career as chief psychiatrist at the state mental hospital in Warren, Pennsylvania. Harry—who stayed closest to Robert of all his brothers—once sent him a poem, called “The Madhouse at Midnight”:

I’m in this institution 
On the pretense that I’m insane 
But this, as everybody knows, 
Is nothing but a guise 
The reason that I’m here 
Is very easy to explain 
The War Department Thinks 
I am a pair of Russian spies 
Sometime I’m going to leave this place 
I haven’t picked the day 
I’ll simply push the buildings down 
And calmly walk away 
I’ll build a little railroad 
That reaches to the moon 
And run a little subway 
From New York to Neptune 
I know where all the money 
In the universe is stored 
I’m the nephew of Napoleon 
And cousin of the Lord.






Harry had always understood escape dreams. Hadn’t he been dreaming them himself for years? And at Stanford he found something like a railroad to the moon, a way to soar beyond the domesticated landscape of his childhood.

[image: 002]

To a boy raised in farm country, this young university was as improbably different as a lunar landscape. Even in the 1920s, coastal California was still part wild. Stanford itself, just south of San Francisco, was a small, civilized outpost in the windblown hills. To the west was the dark blue glimmer of the ocean and to the north the still darker rise of the Sierra del Monte Diablo.

Harry liked to tell the story of how he arrived, or almost didn’t, at Stanford in 1924. He had spent a year at Reed College in Portland, Oregon—close to his Aunt Nell—when his parents decided he would be better off in California. Harry just wanted to study somewhere that made him think. He’d coasted through high school. He didn’t want to sleepwalk through college, too. “The first course to stimulate me intellectually was a freshman course in zoology that I took at Reed College. But they made me dissect a dead frog and I despised dissecting dead frogs. So I decided to find a science that was like zoology but that didn’t specialize in dead frogs.”

Delmer had already been admitted to Stanford. Their parents telegraphed Stanford ten days before the fall semester started and asked whether both brothers could attend. As Harry recalled it, Stanford was unenthusiastic. But there was a mechanism to give lastminute applicants a chance. The university gave a special examination and would admit thirty additional students, those who scored the highest on the test. Harry was among about a hundred other lastminute prospects. He looked around the exam room and gained an impression of being surrounded by giants: “One glance at my fellow applicants convinced me that one half of the hundred were football players dredged up to round out next year’s team.” He found hope in that company, though. “I decided that if I could not win against this competition, I did not deserve to go to Stanford.”

After clearing the admission hurdle, Harry enrolled as an English major. He still liked writing, and believed it was his strongest talent. His first semester thus was a terrible shock. He got a C+ in English. In a fury of disappointment, he switched his major to psychology, figuring that it would eliminate both the writing issues and the  dead-frog problem. It’s worth noting that both Harry and the instructor changed their minds. The same teacher later included him in the Stanford Mosaic, a collection of works by students who were gifted writers. And Harry began to accept that perhaps he wasn’t an exceptional talent: “I rather believe that her first judgment was correct,” he said after the Mosaic appeared. Still, he never lost the habit of playing with words. Even as a psychology major, he tried taking notes in verse, although he freely admitted that describing medical symptoms in the form of poetry didn’t work that well:

Apathetic Annie was complacent and serene 
Though suffering from paresis, 
Consumption and gangrene 
But Annie did not really care 
Though life was nearly gone 
For Annie had a tumor in the diencephalon.






Although he would share his rhymes freely later in life—leaving doggerel verses on his grad students’ desks, mailing rhymes to friends and business associates alike—at Stanford, he kept the verse notes to himself. Apathetic Annie, Narcoleptic Nancy, and all their equally physically impaired friends were tucked neatly away. Somehow he was never quite sure that Stanford would really appreciate them. He might have been an exotic flower back in Fairfield, Iowa, and he might have been the most promising student in his high school class, but here at Leland Stanford’s memorial university, bright students surrounded him. He felt dusted with corn pollen and self-doubt.

The central Stanford campus is a beautiful, arrogant place. Frederick Law Olmstead, designer of New York City’s Central Park, laid out the university’s landscaping. Boston-based architects were chosen to give the buildings an old Italian elegance. The resulting main quadrangle is brilliant with red tile roofs, fringed palm trees and, of course, the dancing, luminous light that refracts off the nearby Pacific Ocean. It illuminates the old campus. It washes over the Memorial  Church, over its Venetian glass murals and sternly carved Victorian moral sayings: “A noble ambition is among the most helpful influences of student life and the higher this ambition is, the better.”

Harry tried to walk quietly around Stanford’s elegant passageways and shining exhortations and, oh yes, the self-styled geniuses who ran the department of psychology. As a graduate student, he worked directly under Calvin Stone, an animal behaviorist and editor of the respected Journal of Comparative and Physiological Psychology, and Walter Miles, a vision expert who would eventually design night goggles for World War II fliers. Stone and Miles, in turn, worked under Lewis Terman, the flamboyant, red-haired, ultraconfident developer of the Stanford Binet IQ test who served as the department’s chairman. Harry considered these three men—in both positive and negative ways—the fathers of his passion for the science as it existed and of his desire to change it.

He always called Walter Miles his moral mentor—although that was partly affection. Miles liked Harry, too. He went out of his way to give the young psychologist extra support. When Harry’s money started running out—and he was reluctant to demand even more sacrifices from home—Miles gave Harry a job. Miles kept a colony of rats in the garage of his Palo Alto home. Harry would hurry over to his professor’s home after a day of classes and help run the rats through experiments. He became friendly with the professor’s family; although, as he noted, not too friendly: “From time to time Dr. Miles’ disarmingly beautiful daughter dropped in and chatted on her way home from high school. Dr. Miles gently discouraged this platonic pursuit. He had higher aspirations for his daughter and so did she.”

Harry was unoffended, and, frankly, uninterested. He was far more focused on making it through Stanford than on pursuing high school students. Although his brother Robert used to laugh about the girls that Harry had yearned over in Fairfield, at Stanford he didn’t pursue any serious relationships. He was turning into Harry Harlow, beginning to develop the tunnel vision—not Israel uber alle, but psychology before all—that would also characterize him through  much of his life. And he learned, from the ways that Miles tried to help him, that colleagues could also be family.

Harry’s major professor, Stone, was neither warm nor nurturing nor familial. But he was a scientist through and through. Stone approached his students almost as he did his experiments: with absolute insistence on getting it right. He was a dedicated believer in the animal model. Most of Stone’s research was done in rabbits and rats. He studied the effects of brain damage on the sexual behavior of rabbits. He looked at the influence of diet on the sexual responses of albino rats. He explored the learning abilities of castrated rats, and whether food or water was more likely to inspire a rat to escape. Stone was clinical, systematic, and cautious to his bone marrow. He was widely respected as a meticulous observer who built his scientific cases detail by solid detail.

He and Harry were a near perfect mismatch of temperaments.

Stone used to tell his students that good researchers “will push the domain of science forward inch by inch.” Harry hated the thought. He wanted to leap. Never mind inch by inch, Harry used to pun; his professor was going to pursue scientific inquiry stone by stone. Stone expected only orderly science. Another of his Ph.D. students, William Mason, who would later do postgraduate work with Harry, recalls doing a study for Stone and, being in a hurry, hastily scribbling his findings on whatever piece of paper he could find. Stone, frowning, called him aside: “Mason, we do not record data on scraps.”

Years later, Harry hadn’t forgotten an encounter with Stone when “I was almost bleeding to death from a lab accident and met him in the hall.” Stone promptly began a detailed discussion of an experiment, describing apparatus design and testing plans while Harry “wondered how long it would be before he would notice the blood all over my hand and my gown. Finally, he looked down and said, ‘Oh, bitten by a rat, eh?’ You see, he was methodical; he wasn’t jarred by the fact that a person was bleeding to death.”

There’s no doubt, anyway, that Stone would never have spun a small rat bite into a near-death injury. Things were what they were.  And if he didn’t teach the habit of storytelling out of Harry, he did teach him a lifelong respect for doing the research properly, for lining up facts with precision. Stone’s students agree that even if he was chilly personally, he radiated a love of good science. He did his best to teach that, too. Harry and his professor maintained respectful relations; when Stone retired as editor of the Journal of Comparative and Physiological Psychology, he successfully recommended that Harry take over the job. When Stone died, it was Mason who wrote the professional tribute and Harry who encouraged him to “use some of that Lincolnesque style of yours, Mason,” in praising their former professor. Years later, Harry was still joking about Stone and the rat bite incident, telling a magazine interviewer that his old professor was basically a good man and that “he probably went out and bawled the hell out of the rat.”

Stone directed Harry’s Ph.D. dissertation, a 170-page exploration of feeding habits in baby rats. The study was classic Stone, completely and obsessively thorough about what infant rodents liked to drink, when, where, and how. Harry was polite in thanking Stone for his “consideration, his suggestions and his consistently stimulating interest in this investigation.” But one of Harry’s fellow students, psychologist Robert Sears, suggested that the dissertation fostered a dislike of rat research that Harry never overcame. It was those hours on a “pedestrian rat problem,” under Stone’s guidance, that “soured [Harry] forever on both rats” and statistical analysis, according to Sears.

Harry concurred. He used to say that he’d seen enough of rats at Stanford—in Stone’s lab, in Miles’s garage—to last him a lifetime. “Although I am thought of as a monkey psychologist, I’m sure that I have spent more man-hours studying rats than any two living psychologists combined.” He announced that when he took over as journal editor, he was more than ready to resist if “somebody tried to push a rat paper down my throat.” For the rest of his life, he insisted on calling psychological studies with rats “rodentology.”

Still, Harry Harlow’s future glimmers in that dissertation, once you get beyond the title: “An Experimental Study of the Feeding  Reactions and Related Behavior Patterns of the Albino Rat.” The primary discovery is, as Sears pointed out, no real surprise. All those hours of research showed that rats will swallow liquids other than rat milk as long they think the taste half-way decent. If it tastes bad, they’d just as soon spit it out. The rats in Harry’s study would accept whole and diluted cow’s milk and sugar solutions. If nothing else was available, they would reluctantly make do with orange juice and even cod liver oil. The bitter taste of quinine, the sting of a weak acid solution, and the sharpness of salt solutions produced instant rejection—which meant spitting it out and squirming to get away.

Perhaps more to the point, Harry began to learn that the baby rats needed constant “mothering,” including guidance in how much food they should take. In his first cows’ milk test, he fed the rats every three hours, which turned out to be not nearly enough. One of his little rats died of malnutrition. In dismay, he doubled the feeding schedule. This turned out to be too much. The baby rats happily sucked down all the milk but, by the tenth day, all of them were dead from overfeeding. Being a parent—even the scientific surrogate for a lactating rat mother—clearly required knowledge and experience, including when to say “Enough.” It also raised another question.

Are there conditions that inhibit feeding, that simply turn off all that natural greed and hunger? Harry tried some simple experiments in temperature. Rat families were placed on a glass floor, which could be alternatively chilled with ice cubes or warmed by an electric heating pad. He discovered that too much cold simply froze the feeding process. If they were chilly, the little rats just wouldn’t eat. It was as if they were numbed to a standstill. Curiously, though, warming the floor didn’t improve their feeding habits, either. The baby rats were likely to just huddle down into the warmth. They needed to be cared for, coaxed by something more than the ambient temperature. Mother rats, as it turns out, squash their infants firmly between their own bodies and the nest while the babies eat. The warmth, the sense of being wedged into a big family pancake of sorts, seems to help stir up the hunger response. Scientists could manipulate  eyedroppers and drip milk and juice and sugar-water down the throats of baby rats, but glass instruments weren’t nearly as productive as the simple act of being sat on by a mother rat.

The next set of experiments was not pedestrian at all, although it’s not clear that anyone involved really appreciated the potential. Neither Harry nor Stone followed up on the results. They were, though, a haunting testament to mother nature. Harry built a device in which mothers and baby rats were separated by a mesh barrier with small holes cut into it, large enough for the newborn rats to squeeze through, but not the mothers. Lost and bewildered, on the wrong side of the mesh, the babies crawled in aimless circles. The mother rats, on the other hand, weren’t aimless at all. They were desperate to get to their pups. They would bite the mesh angrily, try to force their way through the too-small holes; and when the barrier was removed, they immediately began collecting the young. Even if the mothers were hungry, even if food was placed temptingly before them, they would first gather their families to safety. Then they would eat.

What lay behind the intensity of this response, the imperative riptide pull of mother toward child? Was it a simple sensory reflex? At Stone’s direction, Harry removed ovaries, blinded the female rats, and removed their olfactory bulbs. Sightless, hormone-deprived—it didn’t matter. The mother rats crawled determinedly toward the baby rats. They were slower, maybe, but the homing instinct was magnetic, needle to the north.

On the title page of Harry’s dissertation, directly under that stuffy title, is one more, very different clue about the author’s future direction. The paper is credited not to Harry Frederick Israel of Fairfield, Iowa, but to Harry Frederick Harlow of Palo Alto, California. And, to understand that change—the disappearance of Israel uber alle— one needs to appreciate both the strength of Harry’s dreams and the extraordinary presence and influence of Lewis M. Terman.

Terman was a luminary in the still new field of psychology. He knew it, his colleagues knew it, the university knew it. Let him fall ill and the Stanford administration paid anxious attention. In 1926,  when Terman canceled a trip to the East Coast due to influenza, the university president, Ray Lyman Wilbur, responded with a solicitous note: “I am sorry to learn that you have not been entirely well, but am glad that you are taking care of yourself.” At Stanford in the 1920s, Terman wasn’t just a famous and innovative researcher, he was also a powerful one. It was his psychology department and everyone—down to the lowliest student—knew that.

To paint Terman as pure autocrat would be misleading. Like Miles, he considered his students an extended family and he paid attention to them. He could be disarmingly affectionate. He and his wife, Anna, visited a graduate student, Jessie Linton, in the hospital after she had given birth to her first child. They both demanded to hold the baby. Linton recalled teasing her professor, saying she thought men didn’t like to be handed small, squirmy infants. “That’s what you think,” Terman replied, cuddling the child to him. He would take students on picnics to celebrate their achievements. He held weekly seminars at his house, open to undergraduate students if they were interested. He charmed and he listened and he prodded and if he saw any promise in you at all, he would push you relentlessly to exceed. “Terman was entirely different from Stone,” Harry said, “He was out to find the creative and he took great pride in that.”

By the time Harry Israel arrived at Stanford, Terman was in his mid–forties, his red hair flecked with gray, his face wonderfully rumpled, his health uncertain, his vision straight ahead. Terman’s particular research focused on human intelligence. Tests to “measure” intelligence had begun to appear in the late nineteenth century, both in the United States and Europe; many psychologists believed that such examinations were yet another way to demonstrate that their field was growing into a precise, documented, quantifiable branch of science.

Terman used the intelligence test as a probe, a research tool to assess human potential. He had adapted the test for the purpose. An earlier version, created by French psychologist Alfred Binet, had been more of teacher’s aid. Binet saw his test as a way to pick out children who needed extra tutoring, to better tailor their schooling to  their needs. But Terman saw it differently; less compassionately, maybe, and more clinically. Terman refocused the exam into a purer test of analytical talent. The improved version measured such things as one’s ability to think through the angles of a triangle or solve that well-known problem of two trains approaching a station at different speeds. Terman had little interest in judging whether students were being taught properly. He cared about their native intelligence, their innate capability to reason through a challenging problem. He did hope that his test would someday allow society to sort people by their abilities. Perhaps children could then be taught in accordance with their talents. That way, the brightest could be made even brighter. But he didn’t believe that improving teaching was the primary issue because, frankly, he believed people were born smart—or were not.

His adaptation of Binet’s test would become known as the Stanford-Binet. It is still the granddaddy of all IQ and scholastic aptitude tests used today. Under Terman’s design, the Stanford-Binet sorted a person into one of four categories: gifted, bright, average, or special. There was a range of ability in each of those groups. On the Stanford-Binet scale, if one scored below 30, that indicated a drooling, shuffling kind of mental handicap. A person had to rise into the 70s before the numbers shifted more toward intelligence. A score between 70 and 79 was still considered borderline retardation—what psychologists of the time called the “feebleminded.” In other words, 79 and down put you in the “special” group. Basic competence—being average—emerged in the 80s. At about 100, one started creeping into the “bright” region, and brilliance, or “being gifted,” began at a score of 140 or so.

Today, IQ testing is regarded by many as a limited probe, a measure primarily of analytical abilities. In retrospect, many psychologists also acknowledge that Terman and his colleagues in the IQ arena could sound elitist—and worse. The word “moron” was coined by another believer in intelligence testing, Henry Goddard, who used it to describe low scorers. Goddard went on to speak virulently against immigration, insisting that Jewish and Eastern European immigrants  would dilute good Northern European stock with their “low-intellect” genes. Supporters of intelligence testing argued, successfully, that “feeble-minded” men and women should be sterilized to avoid reproducing additional generations of imbeciles. Terman himself wrote that genetic superiority could be expected to predict social superiority.

But Terman was also willing to ask hard questions of the so-called elite. For instance, did very smart people naturally rise to the top, the cream floating up over the milky rest of the population? Or did they need extra support to rise? A few years before Harry Israel came to Stanford, Terman began a long-term study of the gifted. He started with exceptional students who were found first by questionnaires sent to elementary school teachers. Then he ran those students and their siblings through IQ tests. All the children that Terman selected scored at least 140 on the Stanford-Binet scale and some as high as 192. His core group—363 boys, 313 girls—had to pass other tests as well.

Because Terman thought gifted children should perform well in real life as well as on paper, he screened against handicaps such as shyness and disabilities such as limping or stuttering. His questionnaire asked about “prudence, forethought, willpower, humor, cheerfulness, fondness of large groups, popularity, generosity, truthfulness, commonsense, and energy.” He looked for children who had a desire to excel. And just in case those filling out the form were unsure what such a desire was, Terman provided a definition: “Does his utmost to stand first.”

There was no doubt that self-confidence was the order of the day when Harry was at Stanford. Terman expected his chosen students to damn well be smart. And act it. He selected carefully. One favorite was Nancy Bayley, who would become one of UC Berkeley’s best-known child psychologists and whose own work on cognitive development would eventually directly contradict Terman’s. (Bayley showed that parenting styles did seem to affect IQ. Little boys raised by unaffectionate mothers showed steady erosion in test scores. Little girls also faltered, especially if they were harshly restricted and 
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