A LIFE WELL-BUILT
The Authorized Biography of Brigadier General Richard E. Fisher

Chapter 1
From the tapestry of human history and experience, there sometimes come forth individuals who rise above the fabric’s common braid. And these souls seem destined for great things.  Dick Fisher was one of these souls. 

It was a seemingly random moment in America, but World War I was about to begin in earnest.  Airplanes flew in countless air corridors. Soldiers shot their weapons and trained for war. Human endeavor was growing in leaps and bounds, and military conflict for the United States of America looked unavoidable.

 In Alice, Ohio, Perry and Vergie Fisher were in their own moment. She was giving birth to their first child, and Perry looked on, holding her hand. It was a warm morning on July 7, 1914. On the second floor of a modest house on his grandfather’s farm, Richard Evan Fisher came into this world.  

   
Time did not stop. The wind didn’t gust, nor could any haunting distant church bells be heard. But that morning, a very special individual joined the human race - one who would care honestly about the people he encountered, love and learn deeply, and who was truly a natural born leader. This child was to be an extraordinary soldier, father, husband, pilot, engineer, and friend. He would go on to a life of leadership, and he didn’t even know it yet. Right then he was a helpless crying infant in charge of nothing. 

   
Baby “Richie” began crawling all over the house at a very young age. His father had a creamery business and collected milk from all the surrounding farms to test it for butterfat content.  They used sulfuric acid to separate the butterfat from the milk. The acid was stored in large glass bottles called carboys, which were kept in the kitchen on a table covered with a white cloth.

   
When Dick was very young he crawled over and pulled on the tablecloth. The carboy fell on the floor and smashed, spilling sulfuric acid everywhere.  The adults cleaned Dick up as much as they could with water, but the sulfuric acid left scars on his arms and one leg for the rest of his life, and a small a cleft in his nose.  

   
Early on, the father had visions of his son becoming a military man. When Richie was three, his father had a World War I-style uniform fitted for him. His father also owned a restaurant, which his mother ran, as well as a machine shop with five or six mechanics who worked on Maxwell automobiles. Maxwell was famous as one of the first cars that sold really well.  
Dick’s baby carriage spent countless hours either in the machine shop or with his mother right next door in the restaurant. There was a family joke about Dick’s first words. They were not “Dada” or “Mama,” but “Dod dammit!”  He couldn’t pronounce the word correctly, but when the mechanics hit their fingers or hurt themselves at work and said, “Goddammit!” little Richie was listening. He was a perceptive child to say the least.

Grade School Days

   
Gaelic was the common tongue in the Fisher home. The ancient Norse language, Gaelic was a vestige of their Welsh background. The nurses, his mother, and everybody else spoke Gaelic around the home.  At the age of five, Richie began to learn English because that’s the language his formal school was taught in. 

   
Richie attended Ligett Grade School in Akron, Ohio, which was only a one room building for many years.  He excelled in all of his studies.  The only problem the teachers noticed was his swearing. He naturally and innocently absorbed some bad language in the large amount of time he spent around the mechanics. He spent more than a little bit of time on a stool wearing a dunce hat as a result.  

   
One of his upper grade school teachers had a strong interest in grammar, and Richie followed suit.  He really enjoyed the rules of the English language, but most of the other kids in his class struggled with it. They couldn’t figure out, for example, why they needed so many inflections of the same verb. Until the end of his days, he kept his fascination with grammar. He could spot a misspelled word on a storefront or in any written correspondence within seconds. He also remembered being motivated by the same teacher to continue his formal education in college. 

Summers on the Farm

   
Richie was the oldest of five kids, and his Aunt Ibbie and cousin Virgil were about his age. The kids were very close, but when Richie was left in charge at the age of nine, he took the responsibility quite seriously. He told the other children not to go upstairs and mess things up. He was zero tolerance. Once they broke the rule, he sternly assigned them to the couch and proceeded to stand guard over them for hours. The other kids couldn’t believe he actually followed through, and that they actually had to sit on the couch until their parents returned. They didn’t understand his diligence.
   
Richie would spend the summers working on his grandfather’s farm into his teenage years. This was partly to get rid of him for a while, but mostly to keep him productive. The same day each school year ended, he went to that farm and stayed there until school started again in the fall.  
His grandfather had twelve to fifteen horses and over thirty cows. Every spring, they also had two thousand chickens from eggs his grandfather had incubated and raised from chicks. Richie hated chickens. He found them so dirty, walking around in their own droppings. He disliked eating chicken throughout his life, and even in the later years he would say “I just hated those chickens.” Luckily, his main work was hauling water from a nearby creek and filling their pans.

  
 When Richie turned fifteen in 1929, his family had no mechanical technology whatsoever.  All plow work on the farm was done by a team of horses. The first machine they had was a steam engine that powered a tractor. That was the only mechanical power they had, and they only had one of those. They’d use that as a thresher
 because it had a great big wheel which could be connected with a belt to the separator, which shook all the seeds when harvesting wheat and oats.

   
Those were hard days for a kid because on a farm, wake-up time was usually 3 a.m.  His first job was to go out in the field and bring in the horses, which had the run of his grandfather’s 365 acres.  After he brought all the horses in, then he had to do the same with the cows.  Usually, he had three to six cows to milk as well, and that always changed depending on whether his Aunt Ibbie helped him or not.  

   
After the milking, the fresh milk went into a separator with discs. By turning the wheel, it would separate the cream and the milk. Cream came out of one side and skim milk on the other, and all of it was canned for processing.  They had one butter room, too, where cream was churned into butter. The smell was one he’d never forget.  There was no refrigeration in those days.  They had cellars, which were simply holes dug into the earth and covered with sod so they would remain cool inside. Mechanical refrigeration was not used until after he was in high school.

   
In terms of hunting, future Army General Dick Fisher was taught well the economy of force. His grandfather would hand him three shells, or three bullets or arrows, and he was expected to bring back edible game for the family to eat, whether it was deer, rabbit, or something else.  Nothing was wasted.  He was not allowed to simply go out and shoot just to hear the bang like most kids do.  Richie didn’t dare lose a shot.  He didn’t dare squint his eye and shoot at a tin can.  He grew up around bullets and shooting and developed real skill with a gun at a very young age.  By the time he reached high school, he was so good that he never missed. That earned him the nickname of “Deadeye Dick.”

  
All in all, Dick always remembered his summers on the farm fondly. He learned the value of hard work and long hours. The hard physical labor instilled a strong work ethic in the young man that would serve him throughout his life and career.

The Great Depression

   
During the depression, Dick’s family struggled as much as anyone else. One of his duties was to stand in line at the soup kitchen and return with soup for the family. He was very embarrassed and tried to hide the container he carried for the soup. He remembers hanging his head, and would recall the shame he felt for the rest of his life. At that time he vowed that he would rise above poverty and never live that way again. 

   
While he was in upper grade school, he began working with his brother Hiram (Ham for short) as a paper carrier for the Akron Beacon-Journal. He continued working for the newspaper into his college days at the University of Akron. Being a paperboy, and an especially hard-working, dependable, industrious young man, led the Akron Beacon Journal to grant him a scholarship. Little did that little boy know that the Beacon-Journal would go on to print news about him well into his adult life.
   
Even in the worst of times, everyone in Dick’s family played a musical instrument. Dick had his violin, dad’s favorite was the harmonica, and his mother played the piano.  Dick’s brother Ham gravitated first to the steel guitar and then to a string guitar.  It was assumed that Dick would become a real violinist someday, so his mother had him take violin lessons for fifteen years, which he hated.  He got interested in the piano and played it on the side, without any instruction. He could listen to music and play it by ear. His hearing remained excellent his entire life, even into his 90s.  He didn’t care for the guitar, but he liked the banjo. He also became interested in the mandola.  It was strung like a mandolin, but instead of being tuned E-A-D-G, it was A-D-G-E-F, so it had different fingering.  He enjoyed playing the mandola very much.

   
Eventually the nickname Richie faded and was replaced with “Dick”. As time progressed, he joined little combo groups, and then finally started his own with his brother and their cousin Virgil.  When Prohibition ended, they played in beer joints, and found they could make pretty good money playing for dances as well. He didn’t stop playing the violin.  In fact, he was accepted into the school orchestra.  Red Nichols and His Five Pennies were based nearby, and Dick used to play on the side with them too.
Ohio National Guard

   
Dick’s physics and algebra teacher, John Emde, took an interest in his shooting skills. Mr. Emde had a rifle-pistol team, and Dick was the student head of it.  He called Dick Fishhead.  

  
 One day he asked, “Hey, Fishhead, how’d you like to shoot some real rifles and pistols?”

   
Dick said, “I thought I was already doing that on the team.” Mr. Emde said, “I have a little outfit that goes out every Sunday and spends some time on the range. You interested?”

   
Dick agreed. Mr. Emde picked him up at the house the next day and they went to the rifle-pistol range. Dick amazed the older men by hitting a bulls-eye every time he pulled the trigger, whether he was standing, sitting, or prone.  He actually remembered hitting every single target that day.

  
 Emde said, “I’ve never even seen anyone do that.”  He added, “You want to come back next weekend? We shoot every Sunday.”

   
Dick started practicing with this group, and then one day Mr. Emde said, “We’re going in uniform this time.  So we’ll have to get you fitted.”

   
They provided him with an Army private’s uniform. It was the old-fashioned World War I type, with wrap leggings and an old campaign hat. He wore it home proudly.

   
When he walked in to his house, his mother said, “Richie, what the devil happened to you?”

   
“Ma, I’m in the army!” he said.

   
“Excuse me?”

  
 “I’m in the army!  They wanted me to shoot, so I went with them and shot. They want me to come back every Sunday, and stay with this group, because they’re going to Camp Perry, OH,” he said. 

   
Camp Perry was the top rifle and pistol facility in the United States at the time. It kept it’s reputation, because many years later the August 2007 issue of National Guard magazine ran a story titled, “A Century of Shooting: Ohio National Guard’s Camp Perry celebrates 100 years of service to American marksmanship.” 

   
Dick later found out that Mr. Emde was a Captain in the Ohio National Guard, and that he’d had actually been shooting with a bona fide Ohio National Guard unit.

   
When summer vacation came, Dick went with the unit to summer camp at Camp Perry, OH.  There was a big shooting championship, and Dick’s unit won because of his performance that day. He became very popular after the competition, and even won some medals for his shooting skills.  

   
Every Saturday the unit had a full inspection of the troops.  One day the inspecting officer stopped in front of Dick’s bunk. Young Fisher reported, “Lieutenant Fisher, prepared for inspection, sir!”

   
This officer stared at him, looked at his bed and said, “Son, where is your shaving equipment?”

  
 “I don’t use it, sir,” Dick said.

   
 “How old are you?” the officer asked.

   
He repeated the lie that he was twenty-two years old, because that was what Captain Emde told him to say.

   
“Twenty-two, and no shaving equipment?”  He looked at Dick closely again.

   
He called for Capt. Emde and said, “Let’s talk outside.” Whatever he said had worked, because Dick heard no more of it, and was allowed to continue training with the unit.  

   
That was the first acknowledgement of his shooting ability and his introduction to military life.  Dick really enjoyed it. It felt very natural, and gave him some clear goals at a very young age. 

   
When summer camp ended, the shooting ended as well, and Dick returned to high school to continue his regular education.  He was a chemistry major and president of the Black Arts Club, which was organized for grade school chemistry students.

   
When Dick entered college, they asked him if he had had any prior military service.  He said yes, and they looked surprised that he answered in the affirmative.  

  
 “You can’t at such an early age!” (He was still under twenty-one.)
   
He told them what happened at Camp Perry, and they said, “Well, that can’t be, because nobody can be in a military uniform at that age.  You were in fraudulent enlistment.  So if you insist on having this in your military record, then you’re going to be subject to a court-martial for being underage.”

   
It was finally decided that he shouldn’t mention the prior military service anymore, and have a real enlistment this time.  That was good, because he entered ROTC at the University of Akron, which became the official start of his military career.

Early Flying Days

   
Dick’s flying experiences started around 1928 with an Aranka C-3, which was a monoplane. It was very small and had only one wing. The passenger sat only four feet off the ground before the plane took off. His father bought the Aranka from a farmer friend who had bought one, taken it apart, and found that he couldn’t reassemble it.  

   
Dick’s dad said, “If you can put it together, I’ll buy it for you.”  Dick studied the engine and figured it out in short order, and that was the way he started flying.  Dick always thought it was a fair deal his dad had offered, and he learned a lot from the lesson. 

   
In such a small airplane, there was only enough room for two people side by side. Fabric covered everything, including the actual frame of the airplane. The plane had a very small engine with only about thirty horsepower.  In fact, it was so underpowered that Dick couldn’t take off unless he mowed the grass in the big lawn that he used for an airstrip. The grass pushing against the undercarriage prevented him from picking up sufficient momentum to get in the air.  

The maximum speed was only about 45 or 50 miles per hour.  His Aranka C3 was bare bones, but it was an airplane nonetheless.  And in those days, you could get a flying license if you were at least 14, which Dick was.  But at that time, eighteen was the legal age to apply for a driver’s license in Ohio.  Dick couldn’t drive a car, then, but he could fly an airplane.  His mother often drove him to the airport, where he would go and fly his plane. 

   
As might be expected of a fourteen-year-old, Dick pushed the limits of the small plane.  He soon found others that were interested in flying, so they formed a flying club at the Akron airport.  They eventually ended up with six teen aged boys.  They would meet at the airport in an enormous hangar which had just been built for airships called zeppelins
. The first zeppelin was named the Akron, and the next one was the Macon.  

   
Both were destroyed in rainstorms very early in their life because they were lighter than air and therefore extremely difficult to control.  Dick was actually in the high school choir that sang the Godspeed songs for the dedication of the Macon.  A few years passed, and they started renting the hangar out to businesses.  
The kids saw that the doors were open on each end, and thought, “Hey, there’s no reason we can’t fly through that thing.” And they did.  Every Sunday their little club would go down and fly through this “zep dock,” as they called it.  After almost a year, they all found signs on their windshields that read, “Before you try to fly through the zep dock, you may notice that one door is closed.  We will always keep one door closed.  So don’t try to fly through it.”

   
Well, a little sign couldn’t stop teenagers.  So they went out and made a mockup of the zep dock in a great big farmer’s field to see if they could fly in and turn around and come back.  They spent hours and hours trying to pull it off.  But it wouldn’t quite work, because when making a turn in an airplane, one had to get it up at an angle, using lift.  The young pilots simply didn’t have the power or the speed to do it.  

   
A man named Jimmy Doolittle took an interest in the kids.  He was a Captain in the Ohio National Guard and also the manager of Shell Oil’s aviation department there in Akron, Ohio.  That’s what gave him the access to airplanes.  He took the young pilots under his wing and acted as their advisor, which was invaluable.  He later became famous as an air racer, and he won the Cleveland race, which was quite an honor. After three wins, Shell Oil made him give up racing for safety reasons.

   
Jimmy taught them to be good, safe pilots.  He was dead set against letting them fly through the zep dock.  Dick stayed with the group for a while after high school, but finally wandered away from it.  One reason was that he simply could not afford the gasoline and maintenance on the plane.

   
Even so, Jimmy had become Dick’s unofficial guide and mentor. They kept in touch even though they were always so far apart in rank. Jimmy was a captain, which was a big deal in those days. In fact, Jimmy was the only Captain in the Ohio National Guard at the time. He would go on to become a General officer. 
   
Before World War II began officially for the US, Britain was already at war with Germany and the Royal Air Force of Canada was accepting pilots.  It seemed they would accept anyone who could fly.  The Battle of Britain was on, and the Germans were shooting down everything that the British could put into the sky.  Here was a natural bunch, so they recruited the boys.  But Dick’s dad wouldn’t let him go. It meant that Dick would  have to give up his American citizenship to fly for another country, and that was unacceptable.  His friends who did join were killed within a year. 

Higher Education

   
Dick graduated early from Akron Central High School in 1931 as a straight-A student and was the valedictorian of his class.  This didn’t surprise anyone, since he came from an educated family. His mother and father were both teachers, and his Uncle Dick was the superintendent of schools in the Ohio school system.  Among Uncle Dick’s many accomplishments, the most enduring one was his establishment of the school bus system, including the yellow color and markings on the buses. Public schools still use his system to this day.  

   
Even in grade school, Uncle Dick always encouraged Dick’s parents, “You know, there’s a real future here in that boy. In education.”  He supported Dick from the beginning, because he noticed that his nephew both understood and studied more than his classmates.  He was expected to excel, and he did.  But Dick was not a typical student’s student.  He was always more athletically inclined, and simultaneously participating in Quill and Scroll, National Honor Society, and the Latin club.

   
He started college at the University of Akron in 1931 as an Engineering major. Since he had no money, he had also no way of affording tuition at any other school. His Uncle Dick said, “There’s no way that you can make it in the field of engineering with a degree from a local university.  You’ve got to go to a big one.” Uncle Dick believed in his nephew very much, and in the importance of education, so he paid Dick’s tuition. Along with the scholarship from the Akron Beacon, Dick was able to focus on his studies. 

   
He was transferred to Ohio State after two years at the University of Akron and graduated from Ohio State school of Engineering in 1936.  

   On top of his engineering studies, Dick moved up quickly in rank and responsibility within the ROTC program. At Ohio State, up until graduation, he was student commander in charge of cadets. This meant that he had up to three thousand ROTC cadets under his command. He was also president of the ROTC fraternity, Scabbard and Blade.  They were a mounted unit with actual horses provided by the U.S. Cavalry.

A Slight Change of Plans

   
In January of 1936, three months before he graduated from Ohio State, the Pennsylvania Railroad sent scouts into the field to pick the five top engineering graduates in the United States for future employment. Dick was one of the prospects.  Only students who were number one in their class were considered.  They had about forty candidates go to Philadelphia where we were analyzed, interviewed, and assessed.

   
Dick was valedictorian, so when it came time for graduation he rented a cap and gown like everyone else. After all, he was supposed to give the speech.  On graduation day, just before noon, he was hired!  He received a telegram saying, “You will be at Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, tomorrow morning.  We’ll just give you a Pullman ticket, so you can sleep, all the way from Akron, OH, to Philadelphia.  And you will enter into our program of Vice President Training Corps.”  He went and asked for his money back on the cap and gown. As soon as that was done, he packed his bags and boarded a train for Philadelphia.

   
His poor relatives!  He was the first of a new generation to graduate from college, so it was a big deal in the family.  There were over a hundred family members there to see little Richie graduate.  When it was time for his speech, it was simply announced that, “The Valedictorian could not be present because he’s been offered an Engineering job in Philadelphia this very morning.”  Dick regretted not being present, especially because his family had been so helpful and supportive during his college years. 

   
They did give him an award for being Valedictorian and the top Engineering student in his class. He received a full lifetime membership in the American Society of Civil Engineering, which helped his career later.

   
In his young adult life up to this point, Dick had naturally laid the groundwork for a bright future. His leadership abilities and excellence in everything he did, and the chain of events that got him involved in the Ohio National Guard and then ROTC would prove to be perfect fodder for the outstanding soldier he was yet to become.  

Chapter 4
   
Ruth and Dick got back on United States soil and immediately went on their honeymoon, flying around in Dick’s new airplane. They toured the country for a few weeks, landing in any city they wanted to visit. 

Dick’s term of military service was coming to an end, and when they landed one day in Los Angeles, California he told Ruth, “I need to find a new job.” In September, 1946, he flew to San Francisco.  He had to stop wearing his uniform just the day before.  He felt good in his new white suit with polished white shoes. On his final approach into the city, air traffic control asked him where he wanted to go.  

   
He said, “Well, I understand the headquarters of Pan-Am is somewhere on the field.  I’d like to go there.”

   
They said, “Okay.  We’ll route you there,” and had him taxi right over to the Pan-Am headquarters.  When he got out, some nice-looking, well-dressed gentleman came over and said, “May I help you?”

   
“Yes, I’m looking for a job,” he said.
   
The man asked, “What do you do?”

   
“I build airports,” Dick said.
   
“Oh, well God sent you right to me then.  That’s exactly the position I’m trying to fill.” 

   
Once they saw his credentials, it really was that simple. The day before he showed up on their steps, Pan-Am had switched from flying boats to land planes.  In fact, the very day after Pan-Am got rid of their flying boats, a man named Dick Fisher flew in to show them how to build airports. 

   
Pan-Am had been using Sikorskys
, which were beautiful, enormous flying boats with wicker furniture and beds. Then they began using mainly DC-4s. They also used “Little Connies,” (short for “Constellation”) large land planes that helped to usher in the end of the flying boat era. Dick would miss the flying boats, and he always had fond memories of loading them from a pier instead of an airport or a runway. 

   
Pan-Am Airways led the trend in transitioning to land planes, and Dick was Chief Engineer. He also served as Station Operations Manager in San Francisco.  He was constantly being sent to different places to oversee projects before being going back to San Francisco.     


For example, he rebuilt the airport in Okinawa and all the other Japanese airports.  Pan Am had taken over the Japanese network of airfields and brought them up to proper classification for heavy land planes. Runways still needed to be built at Midway, Wake Island, and Guam, just to name a few.  Those were all his responsibility as well.
   
Pan-America was an overseas airline with service to virtually everywhere. While the airfields were being built, Dick had to live in various countries.  He remembered Guam taking a long time.  When Pan-Am decided to expand into South America, Dick had to build a field in Ilopango, San Salvador, and five other locations.  Likewise, when Pan-Am expanded to the south, he was tasked to rebuild the airfield at San Juan, Puerto Rico.

   
Ruth stayed in San Francisco when Dick was in the States, and they had a beautiful house there in the middle of a redwood forest.  The president of S. Bronson Steam Ship Company lived on one side of them, and Shirley Temple on the other.  Dick thought the young lady was absolutely gorgeous.

Life in Bangkok  

  
 When Pan-Am sent Dick to Bangkok, it was still called Siam. In April 1947, the country became Thailand again, and King Ananda Mahidol had just died.  They don’t change kings very often in Thailand, but when they do, it’s a very important time for them.  
They end the long period of celebration with the cremation of the deceased king on an enormous wooden temple over 200 feet high. The temple is decorated with intricate woodworking, and it takes them a year to go through all of the cremation ceremonies.  Dick and Ruth saw the cremation site up close and they were amazed that it took almost six months to build the temple and only an hour to burn it.  
Dick was the manager of Pan-American Airways for Siam (Thailand) at this time, and was considered to be the senior foreign dignitary present.  He and Ruth had front seats for everything.  In fact, their names are inscribed in the special book that they had for the King’s cremation ceremony, which is still on display in Bangkok.  It was all very beautifully done. They lived near the site for six months preceding the ceremony, and had to walk by the temple every day. They finally lit the pyre and it burned for three days straight. 
   
The Fishers also got to know the new king, Rama IX
.  He was a young man, about twenty-six years old, and very personable and attractive. He spoke beautiful English.  The King had to approve virtually everything that happened, so he and the Fisher’s interacted a lot over the next four to five years. 

   
Dick  developed a powerful immune system due to all the things she caught in Siam. One of the diseases out there was dengue, or break-bone fever, named so because every bone feels like it’s breaking.  They also had many different types of malaria. Still, the Siamese needed a new airport, and Dick was just the man for the job. Unfortunately, the only possible site they had was a swamp.  The name of the place was Don Muang, which meant “High Place.”  It was truly the highest place in the area at three feet above sea level.  Dick was going to build an international airport there. 

    
He had some previous experience building airfields in swamps, and particularly Schiphol Airport, which was the main airport in Holland, so he knew exactly what to do. Their problem was the same as Amsterdam’s, and he had successfully rebuilt the one at Amsterdam
.  Over the next three years he truly built them a beautiful airfield.  

   
In order to fly an aircraft in Siam, one had to be a citizen.  They changed that law a bit and held a big ceremony making Dick an honorary citizen so he could fly their airplanes. The commander-in-chief of the Siamese Air Force had his own little airplane, which was a Cessna.  Dick sometimes flew in this airplane, and was shocked when he realized how they did their instrument checks. If they found an instrument that didn’t work, they just kept on checking the next one. Someone eventually ordered a replacement part, but that didn’t stop them from flying the plane until the part arrived almost a year later. They just ignored the bad instrument until they could replace it. 

   
 Dick was considered an American dignitary, so when he first got to Siam, the ambassador said, “You know, we have picked you because the British and the Dutch have had their hand in the University of Siam, and we think there should be an American presence.  The committee has decided to invite you to become a professor at Chulalongkorn University and to teach whatever subjects you would like.  We want you to teach in English.  We want no Siamese at all, because these candidates need to learn English.  We’d like a course outline and any questions or thoughts that you may have about it.”

   
Dick said, “Well, I think the subject that would be of most use to you and the university would be soil mechanics. The construction of your own airport depends upon understanding it.” The ambassador said, “Soil mechanics it is, and we would also like you to teach one mathematics class. We suggest a beginning calculus course, because our students are weak in calculus.  They have not been exposed to it.”

   
Dick taught Calculus and Soil Mechanics three days a week at Chulalongkorn University in Bangkok. He had to write up a course outline and submit it for approval, just like every other professor. He enjoyed this time immensely because he was learning along with his students. Soil mechanics was a brand new field and no textbooks had been written on the subject. In typical fashion, Dick took it upon himself to write one during that time. 

   
There were only three foreign businesspeople that the Siamese invited to the little parties that they’d have now and then.  Dick was the senior, and the number two man was Jack Fee, president of Standard Vacuum Oil Company or StanVac.  That was the Standard Oil of New Jersey business in Siam.  The other of the three was a Dutchman.  

   
Also, every time they’d have an elephant hunt or a tiger hunt, these same three businessmen would be invited.  They would usually go up into Malaya, near the Thai border.  There were always tigers and elephants to be found.  They’d go in with a party of about twelve, with fifteen elephants that they’d ride on during the elephant hunts, and the trips could last up to two weeks. They rarely shot an elephant because they wanted to capture them for hauling logs and moving equipment and supplies. Dick found this fascinating because he really felt immersed in their culture. The wives of the senior Air Force people cooked for them. They were the only females, and their job was to cook any of the tigers or other game that were shot.

   
The men became very well acquainted with the elephants, because they took care of them and bathed them every night after the sojourns.  The days were long, and it was hot in Malaya.  Washing the elephants was a lot of fun with the long-handled brooms. The elephants became playful at times, swishing the men with their big tails and spraying them with trunks full of water. These elephants were well trained and had good relationships with their human caretakers.

   
Some of these trips would last only about three days, but after a year of living there and making frequent trips together, they became very comfortable with each other’s company. They’d build little lean-tos to sleep in, which had to be erected about four feet above the ground because of all the snakes and wild animals. 

   
One particular night, they were all very tired, and returned to a camp that the beaters had prepared
.  Dick barely heard Jack Fee, the Standard Oil guy, say, “Dick, turn over very gently. You have two snakes in your bed.”

   
Dick said, “Everybody, just keep doing what you’re doing and be very quiet.  I am not going to get up this time of night to chase a damn snake. Just leave ’em alone.  They’ll go away”

   
That became a well known story in the jungle around there, about the American who said “to hell with the snake.” The American wanted his sleep, and he was going to get it, and the snake could take care of himself!  And sure enough, it worked.  They finally captured these two snakes later, and found that they were banded kraits, the most powerful snake in Siam, and a very poisonous species.

Even though Dick enjoyed these hunting trips immensely, he always loved to talk about like back in the city. There was no air conditioning in Siam in those days.  The Siamese had large square fans, hinged at the top so they could swing them using a string. The servants would tie the string onto their toe, and they’d sit there for hours, just pulling the fans back and forth while they were doing their knitting, reading, or other idle tasks. They were adept at keeping the fans going in this way, very gently, at the same speed for hours on end. They never moved the fans too fast, so it was quite enjoyable.  The servants had other servants to keep the fans going on them as well.  It was just part of their culture. When these high-ranking people or dignitaries came along, the servants would quietly sit over in a corner and keep the fan going very slowly so they would keep them relatively comfortable without stirring up any dust or mosquitoes. 

   
There were a few different types of lizards there as well, and some of them crawled around on the ceilings. It wasn’t abnormal for one to fall from the ceiling onto the dining table. They didn’t bite, but they could land in your soup and splash you if you weren’t careful. There were chinchokes, tokays, and gecko lizards.  Nobody ever killed any of them because they ate other insects such as mosquitoes, which were everywhere. While they were bad in Malaya, they were much worse in Siam.  
There were all kinds of diseases to deal with as well.  Because of this, everyone had to get periodic inoculations. Actually, the United States had a very good service of monitoring local insect populations and keeping U. S. citizens up-to-date on immunization shots.  When Dick came back to the U.S. after an eight year trip, he recalled, his book of inoculations was about half an inch thick.  

   
He walked up to a counter at the airport and the inspector said, “It looks like you’ve had them all!”  

   
Dick said, “Yep, all but one.”  And of course he got that one the next day.

Roslyn

  Their daughter Roslyn was born in Bangkok on January 22nd, 1949.  She was a typical military kid, moving to new cities and schools every couple of years. Unfortunately, Dick was busy with his civilian and military careers, and wasn’t home very often. Even when he was, Dick always remembered the abundance of house servants and nannies for the babies in Siam.  The nannies would bring the children into the room at breakfast, hold them out, “Say hello to your children.”  Then they’d whisk the children away and repeat the procedure at dinner so that the Fisher’s could say good night.  That was the only time during the day that they had contact with their children.

Roslyn was born in Thailand, but she was still a toddler when the family moved to Wake Island. She began pre-school in Hawaii, but went to public elementary school in San Francisco, California. She then went to high school in Taiwan, which was part of the Republic of China. 

She loved China, and used her natural ability for language to learn the native tongue.  She became so fluent that she actually led tours for Chinese tourists.

At one point, when Roslyn was still a teenager, she displayed her ingenuity by designing her own kind of Rickshaw. When in high school, she noticed the rickshaws with two shafts and the poor guy pulling it. She modified the shafts somewhat and replaced the man with a miniature horse, which no one had done before in that part of Taiwan.

She was very self-conscious about the way she looked, which was so different from the locals. She began dying her hair black. “Farang” was the Chinese word for foreigner, and some of the other kids started calling her “the blond farang.”

   
Dick wanted Roslyn to attend Ohio State. She really didn’t want to go, but complied when he promised to buy her an Arabian horse. Roslyn returned to the States and entered the graduate school of languages at Ohio State University with a double major in two kinds of Chinese. She was so fluent, that the university actually hired her to teach some classes.  They found that she spoke better Chinese than some of the Chinese instructors.  While still a freshman in college, she was a Chinese instructor in the language school with senior status.

   
Her parents also wanted her to be a veterinarian, but she wanted to be an interpreter between her two primary languages – English and Chinese. She decided that she could be an interpreter during the day, but ended up being a waitress at night so she could spend the daylight hours with her horses. For a long time, she planned to move back to China, but foreigners were prohibited moving there at the time because China’s borders were closed. 


She became absorbed in her own life, and eventually got married. Her love for horses remains constant to this day. She and her husband live on a horse ranch near the town of Llano, Texas, which borders the vast skies and rolling hills of West Central Texas.  A true animal lover, she rescues dogs and keeps birds, reptiles, and other animals. Her favorite horses are Belgian Draft horses. Their size always seems to bring back fond memories of the elephantsshe saw  in Siam as a young girl. 

The Pacific

   
The Japanese had taken over Wake Island, in The Pacific, in December of 1941, and the U.S. hadn’t regained control until 1945. Four years later, Dick was the Pan-Am manager in Honolulu when Wake Island was destroyed by a typhoon in 1949.  He was tasked to repair the damages. He now had to run the whole Pacific operation through Midway, which hadn’t been damaged in the storm. 

   
He didn’t even have an official title for a while. It was understood that he would handle all air operations through Midway Island until Wake Island was repaired.  One subject that seemed to have nested in Dick’s memory is the gooney birds
 on the island. He got to know them pretty well during his three months working on Wake Island. 

   
They had a funny, laborious way of taking flight that always fascinated Dick. He thought they seemed too heavy for their wings, as if they weren’t engineered very well. They would run for long stretches, making failed attempts to take off and get their wingtips caught in the sand, doing cartwheels. They tumbled in the same awkward way when they landed. Besides providing hours of the fun pastime of watching the big birds, they also caused a safety risk. Pilots had to watch their airspace very carefully to avoid hitting the birds in midair.

   
At Midway Dick also took care of all the U.S. airlines —United, Pan-Am, of course—but they also had foreign carriers like Japan Airlines and Indonesia Airways. It was difficult work. While Dick was handling all this, they had a crew that he sent down to Wake to get the runway back in shape. With the help of the crew, he spent the next few months working on both projects. At Wake, the entire operation was run out of tents. Everything had been destroyed, leaving only a barren island.

   
Between all the employees and passengers, they were feeding a few thousand meals a day.  What started out as a joke about using circus tents for a cafeteria became reality. They sent a telegram to the states and ordered the tents.  They had an enormous tent for feeding, translator work, or anything else they needed the space for.  In the first six months of using the tents, Dick built a wooden structure underneath the largest tent. Eventually there was an entire wooden building built up beneath the canvas of the humongous circus tent.  It worked beautifully for about three years.  It was a large wooden structure amidst the arches and spires of the little tent city they had constructed.

   
Midway was the midpoint in the Pacific, where the planes had to refuel in order to get from Hawaii to Japan.  In fact, Midway and Wake were the only two places they could do so.  They were able to get the Wake Island facility back in working order in about three months.  When Wake Island was complete, the Navy wanted Midway back, which was in fact a Naval Base. Dick then pulled his operation down to Wake Island, where he felt like a King himself.   

   
During his period at Wake Island Dick had many visitors and they all wanted a tour of the island. He hosted many special guests and dignitaries, including Adlai Stevenson, the governor of Illinois. 

  
But some of the people Dick always remembered most fondly were Helen Keller and Eleanor Roosevelt. He and Eleanor spent hours and hours talking.  She had to stay there a few days for maintenance on her aircraft and she liked it so much that she stayed a few more days.

   
Dick recalled thinking that she was the ugliest woman he’d ever spoken to until he spent a few days with her.  Then he thought she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever met in his life.  She had a radio program called My Day. Dick hadn’t listened to her before he had met her, but now he thought it clear that she was much more intelligent than anyone he had ever met.

   
Along with the assignment to Wake Island, it was decided that they should get some law and order back.  Dick was named the United States Commissioner for Wake Island, and in charge of law and order.  And it really was needed, because they had a wild bunch of construction workers on the island at the time.  

   
He remembers getting a call one night. A nervous voice said, “We’ve just had a murder.”  It was about two o’clock in the morning.

   
He said, “Who did it and what?”

   
They said, “Well, that’s what you’re for.  You’re the United States Commissioner.  You have to solve this one.” 

   
Dick held the trial of the accused because there had been witnesses and justice had to be served. It seemed that two construction workers got into an argument one night over which was the most efficient, gasoline or diesel engines.  Finally one of them stomped out, saying, “I’m gonna kill this son of a bitch.”

   
And somebody else said, “How you gonna do it?”

   
He said, “I’m gonna go get an axe, and I’m gonna chop off his damn head.”

   
All of these details were revealed during the trial.  It was very hot on Wake Island at the time. They didn’t have air conditioning set up yet, so the victim was in his tent. But he was sleeping in it backwards with his head down where his feet normally would be to get better circulation.  That’s all that saved his life.  The “murderer” chopped off one of his legs instead of his neck.

   
Dick’s wife Ruth was the court reporter.  He sentenced the man twenty years to life.  All of his sentences were reviewed by a Judge Wiig in Honolulu, who was superintendent of all the United States Commissioners in his area.  They upheld Dick’s sentence.  Dick thought it was clear case of premeditated attempted homicide.  Three guys heard the perpetrator say precisely how he was going to do it.

   
He was still at Wake Island when President Harry Truman decided to fire General MacArthur.  They came in separate airplanes, and Dick personally handled everything. He was with them all that time except at THE meeting.  That meeting involved only the two of them when Truman fired MacArthur.  When The President came out and gave his news report, all hell broke loose.  That was fascinating for Dick, because he’d never really cared much for MacArthur.  Dick thought he should be fired because you should never challenge the President of the United States and the Congress.  You DO NOT challenge your Commander in Chief.  That was a point of discipline for Dick.  

   
During this time, Pan-Am’s policy was to have employee’s families live on location. It could be dangerous for the kids with all of the unexploded artillery shells scattered around the island.  And the curious kids, of course, wanted to explore all the caves that the Japanese had left there.  

   
They had a little commissary/PX tent for guys to get razor blades, chewing gum, and other incidentals.  Dick’s daughter Roslyn was six by then, and knew some kind of exchange was taking place for the chewing gum. She wanted some for herself, so she collected little round pieces of coral and used them to buy whatever she wanted. And it worked!  The employees were natives from the Gilbert and Elise Islands, and they didn’t understand English. They thought it was so funny that they perpetuated it.  Roslyn was able to buy anything she wanted from the PX by giving them little round pieces of coral.  And she wasn’t shy about using her privilege. 

   
Dick had to leave in between Midway and Wake to build an airstrip at Canton Island, another strategically placed island, or atoll
, in the Pacific. Then he was called back to active duty and attended command General Staff College at Fort Benjamin Harrison during the Korean War.  By this time he had been promoted to full Colonel. 

The Jet Age

  
As a representative of Pan-Am, Dick was on a development board for the design of the jet aircraft.  This was highly important work. The designs and plans Dick contributed to literally changed the world and continues to influence the way human beings travel to this day. 

Around the year 1955, Pan-Am had just bought the first jets. They also bought an equal number of DC-8s and 707s; twenty-three of each.  With all of these, they formally began what is now called “the jet age.”  Dick was expected to get the DC-8s and 707s into service safely and efficiently, and he did so in two short years.  
He was stationed at San Francisco at that time, working with the Boeing plant in Seattle and the Douglas plant in Los Angeles.  He was constantly running back and forth between those two cities. He was in charge of production at Seattle and at Los Angeles at the same time. On some occasions he landed and was so busy he didn’t even have the leisure to stop by his own home. 

   
Just before they ordered the airplanes, the FAA wanted them to explain precisely how they were going to facilitate arrivals and departures to and from the terminal buildings.  The airplanes were very powerful and noisy, and the FAA was concerned about getting the jets away from the terminal without blowing it down.  These all seemed  were valid questions at that time, because they’d never done it before.  

   
Dick was put in charge of a committee to figure it out.  He spent a lot of time with the IATA (International Air Transport Association), which was an association of airline executives from all over the world. The headquarters was in Montreal.  

   
They actually considered using helicopters to shuttle passengers between the terminal and the airplanes. Through months of effort, they developed the tugs that today are attached to airplanes so they dock on landing, and stay docked until take-off. The tugs also push the airplane back out away from the building far enough so that the engines don’t blow the building down.  This is still standard procedure everywhere.     

   
They also developed jet ways and moveable gates which attached to the plane.  Prior to that, the planes had to be parked in separate spots on the tarmac.  They had a series of little carts that would ferry passengers from the airplane, wherever it stopped out on the field, to and from the terminal building.  

   
This was seen as a major operations problem, and the engineers didn’t rest until they eventually developed the actual landing gate, or the big accordion style gates on wheels that can be seen at most airports today. These created a bridge of sorts between the plane and the airport terminal building, allowing passengers to enter and exit the aircraft. At that time, before the technology had truly developed, it was highly difficult to get the gates to work properly.   

   
The IATA and the International Civil Aviation Organization (ICAO) also spent a lot of time planning things like the width and strength of the runways, high-speed turnoffs and taxiways, clearing and marking obstructions, visual aids to approaches, and terminal design.  They had to figure out how to reduce the noise from the jet engines and the heat from the exhaust gas, as well as adjusting the landing gears to accommodate the weight of the planes so that the runway strength would not need to be increased. They also had to establish a world-wide protocol for operating the jets in and out of the airport. Dick submitted his final report on all of these issues to Pan-Am in 1957. 

   
Dick started giving lectures in California and throughout the Pacific region to tell people how safe jet travel would be.  They hadn’t quite settled on how to decorate the cabin and ensure passenger comfort, but they did discover that pressurizing the cabin made a huge difference, although they were forced to make the windows smaller.

   
During this period, Dick attended a meeting of the International Civil Aviation Organization (ICAO) in Montreal at which 29 member governments (Russia was an observer) discussed the details of operation of and established ground facilities requirements for International operation of commercial jet aircraft. He also attended the Regional Air Navigation Meeting of the ICAO in Manila as Pan Am’s Aerodromes, Air Routes, and Ground Aids representative. During this meeting, the Pacific aircraft operating patterns were established for the next five years.

   
On July 6th, 1957, the Honolulu Advertiser published a story written by reporter Henry Aurand, who had attended a speech Dick gave at the Rotary Club of Honolulu. It was entitled, “The Impact of Commercial Jet Transportation,” and Dick was referenced in the newspaper as such:

   
“[Dick] disclaimed being an expert, but he talked as though he knew his subject thoroughly and he holds a position as a jet project coordinator for Pan American World Airways.” 

   
Dick was also cited as saying, “The jet will weigh about twice as much as the largest of airliners in use today,” and “it will hold a railroad tank full of fuel,” and “Its normal flight altitude will be almost twice the present cruising height.”

   
Pan-Am was also the company that found out about the jet stream, because they were starting to fly an airplane called the Stratocruiser. They couldn’t quite make it across the Pacific until they found out about the high-level wind flow patterns.  They kept the information top-secret. For some time only Pan-am knew which way the wind blew at forty, fifty, and sixty thousand feet.

Training For a Crash Landing
   
One morning when Dick was the station manager in Hawaii, he received a telegram which requested his presence at headquarters for an important briefing.  The FAA, which controls all aviation, had decided that they wanted to check the efficiency of crash landing an airplane in the ocean, and of course Dick was in charge of such training. 
   
The Stratocruiser had just been put into service, and it was the largest passenger airplane that had ever been built.  The authorities wanted to do their own evaluations, so they set up a series of tests about twenty miles off the Pacific shore of Hawaii.  They actually crash-landed a Stratocruiser in the ocean for training. They checked how long it took to evacuate the passengers over the wing or into lifeboats.  

   
The tests included three weeks out at the test site, in full dress rehearsals, and in the heat. One of the first things they implemented was some type of tarp or cover over the personnel evacuated into the life boats. This would become crucial. Many Pan-Am employees actually had to stop training due to heat exhaustion.  

   
The FAA checked every bit of Pan-Am’s procedures and finally approved them. The test was unprecedented, and was covered heavily in the media, but not as much as the real crash that brought all the training to bear.

   
In 1956, about two years after this program began, there was an incident in which all four engines failed on an airplane, one after another. The October 17th edition of the San Francisco Chronicle stated that, “For five hours, a Pan American World Airways Strato-Clipper – with two engines out – circled in darkness over the mid-Pacific yesterday before making a crash landing in the first clear light of day.” 
It had taken off from Hawaii on the way to the US, and these engines failed just about the equitime point, which is where you have to make a decision to go or not to go.  The decision was made that there wasn’t enough fuel. They had to ditch. The incident happened seemingly in front of the world.  Life magazine even did a story on it. 

     
Everything happened exactly the way they’d planned.  Everybody was rescued and nobody was hurt.  Fortunately, there weren’t many children in the group, and no infants. This incident added credibility to all those people that were involved in developing the techniques.

   
The Saturday, October 20th edition of the San Francisco Chronicle, the “Voice of the West,” featured a large picture of the downed aircraft on the front page. Journalist David Perlman quoted one of the flight attendants, when she described the conduct of the 31 passengers aboard the plane, “they did just what we told them to. We shipped our life rafts, inflated them, and then told the passengers where to go. […] They did it calmly, and followed instructions as if they’d drilled a dozen times before. It was wonderful to see them.”

   
Dick was the only person involved who was a member of top management, and this only helped his career. He ended up receiving job offers of all kinds. Everything he touched seemed to work. He was extremely intelligent and resourceful, but humble as well. And again, his work on the evacuation techniques was very influential and continues to be used in some form today. 

A Lesson in Stewardship

   
Once in 1958, when Dick was coming back from Tokyo, the purser
 was hospitalized with appendicitis during the layover in Hawaii.  The pilot decided to leave without him, which meant that they had only two stewardesses on a full flight.  So the pilot asked any Pan-Am employees on the flight to help out with serving the meal.  One of the highest level employees, Dick handled the cocktails, and a couple of the ladies helped serve the meal and coffee.  They all received “training” certificates afterward!

     
A writer for the Lake Central Airlines company newsletter named Jim Humpherey was actually on the flight. He later described the event as such: “Soon after the seatbelt light went out, a distinguished looking gentleman from our first class compartment went to the galley and returned shortly with two silver pitchers of Martinis and Manhattans. He proceeded to serve up these libations (driest Martini I have ever had) with just the right amount of good-natured patter. The customers were at ease immediately. Later, I learned that he was R. E. Fisher, in charge of Pan—American’s jet development program for the Pacific area. He was en route to San Francisco from Tokyo on company business.”

Inaugural Flights

     
In 1959, Dick was involved in Pan-Am’s inaugural flights from San Francisco to London, and also the first flight to Tokyo.  On September 6th, The San Francisco Chronicle ran a story called “1st Pan Am Jet to the Orient,” under a large photo of the plane taking off from the runway. 
The article stated that “The Clipper Liberty Bell took off yesterday on the inaugural flight of Pan American World Airways’ jet service to the Orient {…} Five hours and 8 minutes later, the huge ship landed at Honolulu {…} After a two-hour layover, the 117 passengers spent another ten hours some six miles above the Pacific before dropping down at Tokyo {…} By the middle of October Pan-Am expects to have four weekly roundtrip jet flights humming to the Orient.” 
Dick felt good about all the speeches he had been giving. Public sentiment was wavering about the new kind of travel, but Dick truly believed in it, and was happy to be an integral part of its beginnings.

   
One clear (and now humorous) example of the public’s natural fear of jet travel can be seen in an article of Pacific Stars and Stripes, in August 30, 1958. Reporter Douglas Larsen wrote, “You hurtle down a runway propelled by the fiery holocaust of four screaming jet engines. Next, you’re catapulted into the air in a monster machine weighing 123 tons. In a few minutes you’re flashing through rarified air almost as fast as sound while internal pressure strains to explode the machine like an over-inflated balloon. Finally, your machine is reaching for a landing field while the last of the fuel is being gulped at 33 gallons per minute. This sounds like a frightening experience. But it’s essentially what will be happening soon to thousands of American air travelers as commercial jet airliners begin service in the U.S. this November.”

Ike

   
Dick had worked on Eisenhower’s staff during WWII, and he also attended meetings with him while attending the Command College. He found the man wonderful to work with and considered him a mentor. The General was very good at running meetings. He brought out the best in everybody, because he would throw a subject out on the table and let everybody speak their minds.  He would make a remark now and then, but he did not try to control the meeting at all.  It was like a group discussion with him as a moderator.

   
In fact, Dick’s main memory about Eisenhower is from one such meeting. They were trying to decide what Dick should do next, and they finally decided on Postmaster General.  They said, “Well, that would be a natural position for you, because we’re going to completely rebuild the postal system, and there are a lot of buildings to be built. Positions need to be relocated, so we need someone who can stand way back and plan this effectively.  The committee has decided to offer you the job of Postmaster General.”

   
They gave Dick a week to think about it.  The more he did so, the more he figured that it wasn’t quite for him because of the politics involved. For every one of these little post offices, they’d have supporters with their own motivations, and it would quickly turn into a political battle.  Dick wanted nothing to do with politics and yet his first job would be to decide which locations to use, which to shut down, and where to put the new ones.  He thought it would be just too much political maneuvering for him.  He declined the position.
   
Dick then returned to Pan-Am with his original job of Engineer in charge of the Pacific.  They had him temporarily relieve high level managers who needed a break.  For instance, he went to Alaska to handle three different stations at Nome, Fairbanks, and Ketchican.  

   
They called Ketchican “the chicken farm” because it had been originally converted from a chicken ranch. The temperature at Nome was all right, but in Fairbanks the temperature could drop down to -85°.  When Dick and his wife, Joyce, visited Alaska in 2003 on a cruise, he remembered many of the landmarks and shared stories of his earlier times there, when it was not as “civilized,” and the cruise ship era was still years away. 

Alaska

   
Dick was still with Pan-Am in 1964, when Anchorage was hit by the largest earthquake they’d ever had.  The quake destroyed all their aviation facilities.  Dick was stationed in Washington, D.C.  He received a telegram saying, “We’ve got a ticket for you; you’ve got to leave immediately on this flying boat to Anchorage.”
   
Dick said, “What the hell… flying boat?!  We get regular planes into Anchorage.”

   
They said, “Not now, we don’t.  The only thing we can get in there are PBYs because the runway’s been destroyed. You can’t land on the runway, so you’ll have to land on the water.”  

   
They were right. The place was in a real shambles.  Dick had the run of the mill, so he began directing resources and people in there right away. He started with the Corps of Engineers. At Anchorage, Alaska, near the business section of the city, a whole level of earth just disappeared.  Before the earthquake there had been three natural terraces in the local geography there. Now there were only two. Even so, Dick had the place back in operation in about four days.

Army Reserve Life

   
During these years Dick was living in a high level of multi-tasking. He was one of the senior Pan-Am employees, a General in the Army Reserve, and was constantly traveling. While he was in San Francisco, Dick was in charge of  all ROTC summer camps west of the Mississippi.  Years later when he was a Brigadier General, he remembered well his days at Ohio State University, and being placed in charge of 3,000 fellow cadets. Summer camp was mandatory because all the ROTC cadets had to go to train for thirty days a year in their occupational specialty.  It was quite a chore, because a brigade is normally about 12,000 people, and sometimes they’d have up to three brigades in the camp at a time. 

   
When Dick’s family moved from California to the East Coast, they transferred his responsibility from all the engineers west of the Mississippi to all the engineers east of the Mississippi.  The training of the eastern U.S. personnel was conducted at Camp Drum, which was upstate at Watertown, New York.  
� A � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Machine" \o "Machine" �machine� first invented by � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Scotland" \o "Scotland" �Scottish� � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mechanical_engineer" \o "Mechanical engineer" �mechanical engineer� � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Andrew_Meikle" \o "Andrew Meikle" �Andrew Meikle� for use in � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Agriculture" \o "Agriculture" �agriculture�. It was invented (c.1784) for the separation of grain from stalks and husks. For thousands of years, grain was separated by hand with flails, and was very laborious and time consuming. Mechanization of this process took much of the drudgery out of farm labour.


� Captain Embe was with Company I, 145th Infantry, Ohio National Guard


� Zeppelins are a type of � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rigid_airship" \o "Rigid airship" �rigid airship� pioneered by � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Germany" \o "Germany" �German� � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Count" \o "Count" �Count� � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ferdinand_von_Zeppelin" \o "Ferdinand von Zeppelin" �Ferdinand von Zeppelin� in the early 20th century, based in part on an earlier design by aviation pioneer � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/David_Schwarz_%28aviation_inventor%29" \o "David Schwarz (aviation inventor)" �David Schwarz�.


� A “Sikorsky” was an � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/United_States" \o "United States" �American� � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Aircraft" \o "Aircraft" �aircraft� and � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Helicopter" \o "Helicopter" �helicopter� manufacturer.  These enormous flying boats were known as “Pan-Am Clippers.”  


� The name Rama was adopted from the Hindu god Rama. His actual name was � HYPERLINK "http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bhumibol_Adulyadej" \o "Bhumibol Adulyadej" �Bhumibol Adulyadej�, and he was still known as Rama IX, the Great, when this book was written in 2006-2007, some sixty years later.





� The technique involved building a series of pools at an elevation that was about twenty feet below sea level, and from that go a little deeper to what were called sumps. The water was then pumped back over the dike, and into the surrounding countryside.  


� The beaters would beat the ground scare off any tigers or snakes in camp.


� Gooney bird was the common name for the albatross species that inhabited the area.


� A ring-shaped coral reef or a string of closely spaced small coral islands, enclosing or nearly enclosing a shallow lagoon.


� An officer on a ship who handles financial accounts and various documents relating to the ship and who keeps money and valuables for passengers.





