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The Vaca tion

Everything seemed fi ne for Klein, at least on the surface.
As an account executive for a large advertising agency, he had ha d
more than his share of successes. Under his creative guida nce,
several products manu factured by a once-floundering phar mace utical
company had taken market share lends in their re spective cate gories.
He had earned the respe c t of his superiors and his peers. He live d in
a large and comfortable home and was able to prov ide his wife and
two children with all of their needs and most of t heir wants.
But Klein was in a bad rut. For al most twent y year s he
had been part of the Manhattan rat ra ce. His success had come a t a
high price in terms of personal sacrifice. Late evenin gs and weekend
work kept him from se eing his family as much as he wo uld have liked.
His high-school-age children had encounte red problem s with dru gs,
alcohol and thei r studies, and his wife had ha d to co pe with them wi th
only occasional involvement on his part; his free t ime was so limi te d.
Preoc cupation with his job and career so do minate d his life t hat he
and his wife had become familiar but casual ac quaintances. The ir
illtimate lives had de generated to such an extent that Dr. R ut h wo uld
have been hard pressed to find an easy solution.
Vacat ions were times of turmo il a nd anxiety. The pa tt e rn
followed was this: the first week was spent in decompre ssi ng, in
winding down from the multiple tensions t he family, and e spe cially
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Klein himself, brought with them. The last week Klein spent with
newfound ene rgy In anticipation of creative Challenges at work. He
wa s a nxious to return and put his ideas into concre te form. If the
vaca tion laste d three weeks, Klein and his family might find one
week in which Klein again became part of his family's lives, in whic h
close contact with his loved ones might be ree stablished. But the
more traditional two-week vacation was too brief for this as it
allowed only the one week of decompression and the one week of
eager anticipation of his return to work.
Klein's career was now suffering too. The pressure to
mount ad campaigns whose successes would reach unheard-of heights
and set new standards was enormous. Klein's creative juices, inste a d
of flourishing unde r the circumstances as they had when he was a
younger man, were now running dry. His last c ampaign had been a
disaste r, and he fe lt e mbarrassed and ashamed.
Rumors we re
circ ulating that the pharmaceutical company was shopping around fo r
a new agency.
Klein's life had hit rock bottom. He wa s burned out, his
marriage was in jeopardy, his children barely knew him and there was
not a single aspect of his life which now provided him with pleasure
or even satisfaction. Klein knew that something had to change and
change fast.
The change in Klein's life was not one he had planned or
even con sidered. He and his family were taking a two-week vacation
in New Hampshir e . They were staying in Franconia in the heart of a
particula rly scenic part of the state. Cannon Mountain and the
Flume, a fantastic rock gorge traversible by wooden footbridges and
connecting paths, were but a short drive away. The inn had been
recommended to Klein by a colleague in the firm who found rura l
escape to be an effective antidote to the pressures of Madison
Avenue.
It was picturesque New England -- an old farmhous e
enlarged several times, situated on a hill with a commanding view of
the rugged countryside and nestled into the deep pine woods
encroaching from behind.
Vacation Lodge, as it was called, was not fancy in any
way but it had a certain comfortable charm which appeale d
particul a rly to famili es. The decorating was not professional looking
and there were minor repair projects constantly in progress or
The facilities and services of the inn we re extremely
pending.
limited. Aside from eating in the restaurant and doing gigantic
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jigsaw puzzles on the table in the entrance hall , the re was little t o do
on the inn property but hike in the war mer months and c ross-co un t ry
ski in the winter. Vaca tion Lodge relied for the e nte rtai nment of its
guests on the considerable beauties and activities of the lovely area
in which it was situated.
Klein and hi s wife struck up a frien dship with the
innkeepers. George Murray had been a Madison Avenue t ype himse lf,
so he and Klein had common experience and interes t s. Seven years
earlie r Murray had abandoned the New York rat race and adopted the
career of a rural innkeeper. He and his wife had perfor med miracles
at the inn, transforming it from a rundown, failing business in t o a n
appealing place which had found a solid base of support with gues ts
who looked forward to returning every year. They were attracte d to
the unpolished comforts of the inn, to the relaxed atmosphere whic h
drew people from many walks of life and to the kindness a nd
hospitality of the Murrays.
The Murrays, it turned out, had had their fill of the rural
life. They were indeed fine people but they missed the high e ne rgy
level and excitement of New York and longed t o return . A lengthy
discussion with the Kleins took place and one t hing led to another.
Klein and his wife , anxious to find a peaceful e xistence where they
could spend ti me with one another , talked it over well into the ni ght
and decided to purchase the inn. It was a rash, impe tuous deci sion
and they knew it, but Klein and his wife were desperate t o fin d a new
life, a life with a slower pace and reduced anxieties, a life t hey would
lead together.
They had absolutely no experience at innkeeping, but they
had read of other couple s who had found, in spite of early mistakes
resulting from naivete, rich and rewarding lives in si milar en deav ors.
Klein and his wife would run the place, the prese nt chef would be
retained to manage the kitchen and provide some continuity and the
children would help out over holidays and dur ing the sum me rs. Klein
felt a tremendous burden lifted from his shoulders as he brea thed in
the intoxicating air of the northern woods.
It was indeed a rewarding and r ich life for the Kleins.
They saw more of each other than they had since very early in their
marriage. Providing guests with a happy and comfortable ho me. ~way
from home was truly satisfying.
The .M urrays' re~ular Visltor::;
returned to find Klein and his wife as kmd and hospItable as the
Murrays had been and they continued to return, year after year.
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When they were not engaged in school work or extracurricular
activities, Klein's children contributed in valuable ways to the
operation of the inn. The Kleins had never been closer as a family .
Managing the inn was much harder work than Klein had
imagined, however.
The building was old and required constant
attention . Old repairs kept giving out and new problems with the
plumbing or the roof seemed to appear on a daily basis. The list of
projects seemed endless. One of the charms of a real country inn is
tha tit is usually not very expensive. After all, one gets to know the
innk~epers personally, and higher prices can be charged for services
provIded anonymously than for ones given personally. The inn was
barely paying its way •
.Klein and his wife found that most of the guests at the inn
were consIderate, thoughtful people whose annual visit the y
welcomed.
There were a few, however who made their lives
miserable. Ov~rflowing bathtubs and the 'resulting falling plaster,
uncontrolled chddren who made mischief, the guests who helpfully
offered their uninformed and whining advice on how to run the inn
better, the cheapskates who never left tips in the dining room
because they considered themselves "family" -- these and other
annoyances sorely tried the patience of the Kleins.
As time went on, the inn's profi ts began to increase but
Klein became more and more restless. He was grateful to have had
so much time with his family and he appreciated the loyal suppor t of
the guests who returned year after year. He had become a caring,
warm human being. But he came to miss the frenzied pace he had
known before the excitement of a crash project requiring immediate
solution and ~xecution. The people in his past had been stimulating
and the challenges heady. Madison Avenue beckoned and Klein knew
tha t, sooner or later, he would be back.
In the eighth year of the Kleins' o~ners~ip of the inn, a
New York couple stayed with them for the first tlm~. He was a
Madison A venue type, worn out from the dem~nds ~f hIS work. They
and the Kleins became friendly, lengthy dISCUSSIons ensued and,
before long, the two couples came to an agreement on the sale of t~e
inn. The Kleins returned to a house in Westchester, and Klem
resurned his advertising career in New York with a new vigor an.d
enthusiasm. He worked hard, but not so hard that he never saw hls
family. He left his preoccupations with projects and campaigns at
the office and even made minor repairs to the house as they were
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~eede? He r~discov~red the creative energy which had brought him
1Oto hI,S wor~ m t,he f,Irst place, and he willingly found the time to go
on outl~gS wah hIS wlfe, and children. Like his partner Murray, Klein
had gamed a second Wind and found balance in his life. The New
Hampshire interlude had been his first real vacation .

Daniel Walker

2

Shelly and the Gettysburg Addr ess

"Four score and seven years ago" -- the words rung out
loud and clear, but with trembling and frustration.
Lincoln, however, was not the speaker; nor was the
batt.lefield of Gettysburg the location where those epic words were
spoken.
On this occasion it was August of 1953. The place was
the wIndswept rocky coast of the MedIterranean near the seaside
resort of Juan-les-Pins.
How and why did the Gettysburg Address find its way to
such an unlikely location? The story begIns several weeks earlier
when I, as a twenty-three-year-old college student, was crossing the
A tlantic on a converted Liberty Ship crowded wIth other college
students on their way to Europe for a summer vacation. Most of us
were exci ted about our first trip abroad.
For the bargaIn round trip fair of three hundred dollars,
we did not have staterooms as such. Rather, we were given bunks in
a dormitory-type setting with six to a room. One of my roommates
was Nick, a tall, handsome, swarthy Brooklyn College medical
student.
Nick seemed like an extremely pleasant, bright,
personable chap. We would stay up late at night playing bridge and
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drinking tcn-cent-a-bottle Heinekens. We soon became good friend s.
Nick had relatives in Rome whom he intended to visit at t he
termination of his European holiday. But until he reached Italy, Nick
like me, had no prescribed itiner ary. Since we both inte nde d to first
visit Paris, then swing down to Spain and across the south of France,
we decided to travel together in order to share hotel expenses a nd
e njoy each other's companionship.
My first indication that Nick was a little peculiar ca me
when he explained why his back and arms were covered with sm all
scars and recently healed scabs. It seems he had been dating a girl
who had spent several of her early years in a convent. According to
Nick, during their amorous embraces, she would scratch and claw his
arms and back, inflic ting sufIlcient pain as to excite him to such a
pitc h of anger that he would strike her, thus a ssuaging her gullt.
Inwardly, I shook my head in disbelief at this story. At the tender
age of twenty-three, I did not fully understand the mystery of
sa do-masochism. Anyway, who wa s I to question the love-makin g
habits of a medical student.
Together we spent a week in Paris visiting the Eiffel
Tower, Notre Dame and all of the other standard Paris landmarks.
Then, by t ra in, we journeyed to Madrid, on to Toledo and finall y
across the south of France to beautiful Juan-les-Pins on the Riviera.
Juan-Ies-Pins was a college student's dream. Its glorious
white sandy beach was crowded with bikini-clad girls, one more
beautiful than the other, splashing in the water and lounging in the
clear, bright sunlight. Warm Mediterranean breezes gently pushed
sailboa ts across the bay, while couples pedaled smaller boats near the
shore. Our days were spent sunbathing on the beach, swimming in the
warm sea and, in particular, gazing spellbound at the scanty
bikini-dressed nymphs who, in 1953, were a welcome nov elty to still
puritanical Americans.
After almost a week at the seaside resort enjoying the
perfect weather, I became more and more excited about sailing one
of the colorful little boats on the Medite rranean.
Although I
certainly was not an experienced sailor, I had done some sailing as a
summer camper on a small lake in Maine.
Accordingly, I suggested to Nick that we rent a sailboat
on our last day. "Let's pick up a loaf of French bread, a wheel of
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Cammembert, a bottle of wine and spend the day sailing between
Juan-Ies-Pins and Cap d'Antibes," I sugge sted.
Nick, who had never sailed, but was nevertheless an
outstanding swimmer, agreed reluctantly.
So, that afternoon we found an English -speaking beach
boy and made arrangements to hire a sailboat for the next day. The
boat was similar to what is known as a "sunf ish." It was about twelve
feet long, had a small cockpit that seated two and a single sail.
That evening we prepared for our adventure .
We
purchased a long loaf of French bread, a fine bottle of Bordeaux and
a wheel of Cammembert cheese. We were rea dy for an early start
the next morning.
Dawn, unfortunately, did not bring bright sunshlne and
gentle breezes. The weather had changed abruptly.
Where the
previous week had been sun drenched and cloudless, a heavy cover of
low-level thick clouds now blanketed the coast. Go ne were the soft ,
warm winds. A still, ominous calm now pervaded the gray, dreary
bay. It was certainly not a day for sailing.
With the aid of the beach boy, we dragged our small
sailboat across the white, deserted sand and into t he sea. We 10dded
dboard our wine, cheese and bread, waded into the water, gave the
boat a shove, jumped in and drifted slowly away fro m the shore .
In spite of the almost dead calm, we crept slowly out into
the bay. Gradually, almo st imperceptibly, the beach of Juan-les -P ins
began to appear smaller and smaller. We were indeed sailing on the
Mediterranean.
Our mood of relaxation, almost bore dom, did not last
long. After perhaps an hour of drifting with what few bree zes there
were, we were approximately half a mile to a mile out in the sea.
Suddenly, as if without warning, the dull, overcast sky came alive .
What a few minutes earlier had been calm now became a ragin g,
angry squall. As the storm erupted, we were pelted with rain and
blown about by strong, swirling winds.
My instinctive sense of survival told me to get back to
shore as quickly as po ssible.
I did my best to turn the boat
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homeward, but the winds were too strong and 1 was unable to control
our little craft.
Nick was no help at all. I could see that he was close to a
sta te of panic. His face had turned white and he was clinging to the
sides of the boat with both hands. His fear and quaking did not help.
At one point, when the furious swirling gusts suddenly whipped the
boom from one side of the boat to another, he screamed, "Think of
Shelley! Think of Shelley!"
"For God's sake, Nick," 1 yelled, "what about Shelley?"
"Shelley drowned in the Mediterranean when caught in a
storm," he replied.
That was all the nonsense I needed. With the boat r unnin g
violently out of control, the waves washing over the sides and the
boom swinging dangerously above our heads, I had to do something
quickly. Fortunately, the wind was blowing sharply towards the east
coast and not southwardly towards Africa.
Remembering my
childhood sailing lessons, I abruptly dropped the sail.
Almost
immediately the boat calmed down. Now the eastbound wind pushe d
us onto the rocky deserted coast between Juan-Ies-Pins and Cap
d'Antibes. With the waves lapping over the stern, we jumped into the
choppy wa ter and gratefully pulled the boat up onto land. We had
escaped Shelley's fate.
Shaking fr om nervous exhaustion, and shivering from the
wet sea spray, we celebrated our good fortune by opening the bottle
of wine for a much-needed drink and relaxed on the rocky coast to
rest. But our adventure was not over.
No sooner had we settled down than we were confronted
by a French farmer waving his arms frantically, shouting and
motioning in a manner which left no doubt that we should get off his
land immediately.
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Between Nick and his Shelley panic, the realization that
we could have drowned, and the angry, ranting Frenchman, I had had
it. Nei ther Nick nor I either understood or spoke French, so we had
no way of communicating our predicament to the agitated
Frenchman. Nor was there any way we could have sailed our little
boat off of the coast into the teeth of the even angrier squall. Faced
with no viable options, I impulsively stood toe to toe with the frantic
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farmer, placed my hands on my hips and shouted hysterically into his
face, "Four score and seven years ago."
I cannot now remember how far I recited Lincoln's
Gettysburg Address before the farmer disgustedly threw up his hands,
abruptly turned on his heels and stalked away, leaving us at peace at
last wi th our wine and cheese.
As a postscript, although the storm finally abated, the
raging wind blowing straight into the rocky coast did not. After
several futile attempts to sail away from the shore, we gave up and
walked back into town where we reported to our beach boy the
location of the grounded boat.
Alas, poor Shelley and Lincoln. Their memories deserve
better fates than to be linked to an ill-advised sail on the
Medi terranean.

David Reicher

3

The Other Brother

The three of us sat at a small rou nd table backstage in the
Lyric Theatre. It was February 22, 1976. Elsewhere in the country it
was Washington's birthday, but in Baltimore it was Commemoration
Day, exactly one hundred years after the founding of The Johns
Hopkins University. The woman on my left had auburn hair and stern
but attractive features. She was a symphony in beige, from long
suede gloves to high suede boots, but despite he r elegance she looked
like one very tough lady. She was Princess Ashraf, twin sister of the
Shah of Iran.
The man on my right, clad in an academic gown trimmed
in ermine, was smoking a king-sized cigarette. His face was ruddy,
his banter jovial but his eyes were penetrating and steely. One
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instinctively knew that behind them lay a remarkably keen, tough and
razor-sharp intellect. His name was Milton Stover Eisenhower.
On the table in front of the Princess was a goblet of
Perrier. Dr. Eisenhower and I were sipping Wild Turkey, though his
glass was considerably darker than mine. In ten minutes we were to
rnarch onstage wher~ Ashraf wa~ to receive an honorary degree for
two notable accornpl1shments: first, her establishment of a system of
Childrens' Hospitals in Iran and, second, her successful efforts toward
the emanicipation of Iranian women. In retrospect it is apparent that
the trustees were stirring up a hornet's nest in voting to confer this
h~nor on such a controversial figure, but at the time we were
bllssfully unaware of what lay ahead and I concurred in the unanimous
decision of the Board.
We were just finishing our drinks when a grave-faced
Steven Muller, President of the University, and Eisenhower's
successor, appeared at the table and said evenly, "I've just heard that
the theatre has been infiltrated by objectors to the Princess and the
Shah and I'm afraid there is going to be a nasty demonstration." To
the Princess he added, "There may also be an element of danger."
Milton Eisenhower drained his glass, stared at his
successor and stated matter of factly, "I say, the hell with 'ern. Thi s
is the Centennial celebration of the University and let's get on with
it."
But he looked inquiringly at the Princess and I have often
recalled his next words.
"This is only the beginning, you know," he said.
Ashraf nodded but her expression never flickered.
simply arose, adjusted her gloves and asked, "Shilll we start?"
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The music started up and, preceded by the Marshall, we
all marched on stage to the usual Pomp and Circumstance. The
faculty, trustees, administrators, degree recipients, et al., arranged
themselves in their designated places. My seat happened to be in the
second row center, just behind the podium. My wife, who was in the
audience, pointed out later that this was directly in the line of fire.
Things went quite smoothly -- almost too smoothly -during the first half of the ceremony. Lord Ashley of Oxford and
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Tito Carnecini, the Chancellor of the University of Bologna, ,:",ere
conferred honorary degrees which were duly and bnefly
acknowledged. Then came time for Princess As~raf, and as the gold
hood signifying her honorary doctorate was belOg placed about her
neck, all hell broke loose in the auditorium.
Architecturally the Lyric Theatre is a large, two-tiered
rectangle with the stage at one end. Suddenl y, at each corner of the
theatre, in both the balcony and the stalls, there were loud reports
which sounded like shots, accompanied by what appeared to be
smoke.
In each location there arose a masked figure sho uting
imprecations such as "Harlot!", "Traitor!", "Death to the Shah and his
evil sister!" The house lights went up and almos t immediately each
demonstrator was enveloped by several very large, sinister-looking
men who whisked them away through the closest exits. In re ality, the
demonstrators were young Iranian dissidents and a few American
student sympathizers, the apparent gunshots and the smoke were the
result of exploding paper bags filled with talcum powder, but the
terrifyingly efficient ejectors were members of Savak, the Iranian
secret police who guarded the Princess at all times.
Throughout all of this, Ashraf stood quietly, again without
the slightest change of expression. The degree was finally conferred
and she began her address which was to be the prinCipal one of the
day.
Once more, from a dozen scattered, but obviously
well-organized spots in the audience, the de monstrations were
repeated and again were queUed in the same fashion as previously.
Ashraf remained unflappable and completed her speech faultlessly.
Then we all marched off to stirring music and great applause . Later,
in the disrobing room backstage, Eisenhower said to me, "I thought it
went off rather well, didn't you?"
The rest of this paper is devoted to a brief vignette,
including some personal reminiscenses of Milton S. Eisenhower.
I should mention in passing, however, that we flew back to
Cincinnati shortly after the events I have just related and at midnight
my telephone rang. The caller was a prominent member of the
Cincinnati Bar who asked somewhat anxiously if I could get his son
out of jail.
His boy had been one of the American students
participating in the demonstration.
I called Steve Muller, who
assured me that after cooling his heals in the clink overnight the lad
would be released and, in accordance wi th the Hopkins tradition of
free speech, return to his classes and would be criticized only for his
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lack ot good manners at the Centennial Celebration. That, indeed,
turned out to be the case.
Mil ton Eisenhower was as vi tal as anyone I ever knew. By
that I mean that he was intensively alive and he truly celebrat~d the
fact. At ease with himself, he loved living, enjoyed w~at he dld and
did what he enjoyed. His tastes were definite and he mdulged ~hem
with enthusiasm. He relished shad roe, soft crabs, sauteed chlcken
livers, Delmonico steaks, chili and chocolate ice cream. He hated
spinach but he loved hominy. He adored Chopin, opera and crossword
puzzles, which he did in ink.

f
'\1

il

II

a
it
a
n
c

He was a fine judge of good bourbon and both he and Ike
preferred Wild Turkey. In Washington during prohibition he had the
best cellar of homemade bourbon in the capital. He used to say, "I
kept the jug down by the furnace, and every time I went down to
stoke the fire I'd kick it a few times."
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He was an avid sports fan and enjoyed almost every
variety of athletics. But he truly adored baseball and never missed a
game when both he and the Orioles were at home in Baltimore. He
was acclaimed as the Orioles Number One fan and on his
seventy-fifth birthday the Orioles gave him a gold lifetime pass to all
games. It was Pass No.1.
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"There is no No.2," Dr. Eisenhower liked to point out.
Perhaps some of Milton Eisenhower's enduring vitality
stemmed from his love of young people, particularly the
undergradua te students. And they loved him in return. Incidentally, I
note that in this paper I seem to use the word love an inordinate
number of times. But somehow this usually is the
when anyone
discusses Milton Eisenhower.
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Steven Muller, who, as I have already noted, succeeded
him as President of The Johns Hopkins, is another man with a
steel-trap intellect, a person who assiduously avoids hyperbole. Yet
in speaking of his predecessor, he says, "Although I try to use words
with care, and I'm not given much to euphemisms, I must say that to
those of us who were privileged to know him, he was a truly lovable
person. I did love him -- and I don't love many people."
But to get back to the students. They were his extended
family, and in some cases his closest friends.
Part of their
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fascination, of course , stemmed from his extraordinary career. He
was a living history text. As a teenage cub reporter, he had
interviewed William Jennings Bryan.
He had heard Theodore
Roosevelt lecture in Abilene. He and his wife were frequent guests
at the Coolidge White House. He had fished with Herbert Hoover.
He had joked over lunch with FOR, dined wit h Churchill and been the
trusted advisor of eight presidents, one of whom was his brother. For
almost half a century he had enjoyed or suffere d close personal
relationships with an inordinate number of people who had shaped the
course of modern history.
And he did not hesitate to express his views.

For

example:
"Charles De Gaulle was the most arrogant man I ever met
-- except perhaps for Douglas MacArthur." Or
"Truman performed far above my expectations, but then
my expectations were never very high."
It was only natural that the students vied to sit at his feet
for he understood them so well. He admired that deep strain of
idealism in the young that makes tilting at windmills a worthy
enterprise. He also recognized that when people are young they are
impatient to change the world; when they are old they yearn
nostalgically for the world of their youth. Because he recognized
that in the young their idealism is all too fini te and because he also
recognized that in the old the essence of nostalgia is an awareness
that what has been will never be again, Eisenhower loved those at
either end of the spectrum and in turn was loved by them.

He had his vanities along with the rest of us, but they
were never offensive. Somehow it was comforting to know that this
consummate intellectual who had so influenced the course of his
country's history also had a small amount of clay in his lower
extremities. He hated being bald and he rigorously watched his
weIght, principally because he could then say that he did not weigh
much more than he did in college. He bought expensive clothes and
he liked to be flattered. He hated birthdays in his later years and
avoided mentioning, much less celebratin g, them. On the balance,
though, his was rather a short litany of conceits, I think, and
certainly not one that fulfilled the adage in Ecclesiastes ending
" •.. all is vanity."
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His childhood was a vignette of pure Americana. He was
born in Abilene, September 15, 1899, to David and Ida Eisenhower.
His parents were deeply religious fundamentalists and they were
loving but firm with their children. They read. the Bible every day,
believed in it implicitly and could have appropriately posed for Grant
Wood's "A rnerica n Gothic." Milton was the youngest of their seven
sons and, although he was by no means small, he was the runt of the
11 tter when compared to his husky brothers who all starred in
athletics. To compensate -- and make his brothers proud -- he
turned to books and became a scholar. Ike once promised him a
dollar for every A on his report card. Milton got straight 1\'5. His
elder brother never paid up, but later in life he always referred to
him as "the brightest one in the family." Ike said, "Milton was the
ablest and smartest and most useful of us all. He's the one who
should have been President."
But Milton never was. He was content to advise and to
guide eight of them from Coolidge through Nixon and he always
remained his own man. "I wasn't subservient," he would say, "because
I didn't want anything and they all knew that."
When he was seventeen, Eisenhower became a reporter
for the Abilene Reflector and through his life he retained a close
association with the news media and the dissemination of
information. He worked his way through Kansas State College (later
Kansas State University) by writing freelance articles for various
newspapers and periodicals, although during that time he also earned
money by playing piano in a dance band. Upon graduation he was
asked to be an instructor in journalism, but instead accepted an offer
to serve as the American Vice Consul in Edinburgh. During the
Hoover administration he became Director of Information for the
Department of Agriculture and during World War II he and Elmer
Davis headed the Office of War Information. Last October a month
after his death, I learned from Charles Percy that both publicly and
behind the scenes Dr. Eisenhower was the prime force that resulted
in creation of a system for National Public Broadcasting on
television.
.

Under Roosevelt he held a vast number of jobs as FOR's
His most controversial and unhappy
aSSIgnment was as Dlrector of the War Relocation Authority when for
three months ~e was charged with uprooting the West Coast's
Japanese-Americans after Pearl Harbor. He wrote in his mem .
"Thos
1
b·
olrs,
e peop e were su Jected to indignities of historic proportion
unl~ersal

troublesh~oter.
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which need not have happened." He never forgot the anguish of that
task, even though the Japanese-American Citizens' League later gave
him a fifty-year-old bonsai tree in appreciation of his sensitive
handling of their plight.
Leaving the federal government in 1943 to become
President of Kansas State University, he remained on call for
Roosevelt's successors, always serving witho ut pay. His assignments
ranged from Special Ambassador to Latin America to Chairman of
the Commission on the Causes and Prevention of Violence.
Naturally, his work for his brother was the most extensive and
intimate. Ike said,
"His breadth of experience is reall y quite a remarkable
thing and I think I'd rather take his views than those of anyone else."
But during those many years as a U.S. presidential
confidante and problem solver, Dr. Eisenhower also achieved amazing
gains as President of three different universities. Time permits
mentioning only a few.
At Kansas, he persuaded the technical
departments to add liberal arts to their curriculum , he vir tually
eliminated racial discrimination on campus and he raised faculty
salaries seventy-five percent.
Between 1950 and 1955, he
transformed Pennsylvania State College, in more than just name, into
Pennsylvania State University and made it an excellent academic
inst1 tution.
He might actually have done equall y good things for
Columbia University, according to Kenneth S. Dav is, writing in the
current American Scholar. According to Davis, Columbia's trustees,
seeking a successor to Nicholas Murray Butler, asked Robert Hutchins
of the University of Chicago for suggestions. Hutchins suggested
Eisenhower, meaning Milton. This in turn suggested the magic name
of Ike to trustee Tom Watson, head of IBM. The Board embraced the
fraternal :>ubstitution with enthusiasm, much to the dismay of the
faculty.
In any event, Columbia's loss was Hopkins' gain and Milton
arrived at Hopkins as its president in October 1956. He came to a
universi ty which was staffed by a faculty of brilliant scholars,
boasted an outstanding group of students, but was itself in the
doldrums and running a chronic deficit. It was here, however, that he
achieved his greatest triumphS.
New educational and r~s~~rch
programs were launched and whole new schools and dIVISIons
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established. Doctoral production increased forty percent, graduate
enrollment doubled and undergraduate burgeoned to the point where
it had to be limite d strictly.
Over one million dollars in private gifts were raised a nd
seventy-six million dollars in buildings went up.
When Dr.
Eisenhower retired for the first time in 1967, he left a healt hy
~urplus and an unprecedented record of accomplishments. Even more
lmportantly, he had sustained and improved a heritage of excellence.
But in 1971, for a variety of reasons, Hopkins found itself
in the worst financial predicament in its history. Lincoln Gordo n,
Milton's first successor, resigned under pressure and Eisenhower
agreed to return as president for a period of no more than one year.
On campus, they called it "the Second Coming." At the end of his
stipulated year, and after personally proposing the man to succeed
him, Eisenhower stepped down for the second time. Johns Hopki ns
was once again solvent and healthy. It has remained so ever since.
Eisenhower's formal retirement, however, was a snare and
a delusion. He remained intensely involved in public affairs and the
issues of the day. Powe rful figures, as well as lesser ones, sought his
advice and counsel. Most of all, he enjoyed the flocks of students
who streamed in and out of his house to bask in the warmth of his
friendship and wisdom. In his later years he was stricken by cancer,
but during the long final illness his courage and dignity were
astonishing, and through it all he never lost his sense of hum or. Ne il
Grauer, an old friend and protege, tells of one occasion when Milton,
in great pain, im pa tie ntl y waited for the cocktail hour. He looke d
constantly at his watch, which seemed glued at four thirty. Then he
chuckled and said to Grauer, "You know, it's five o'clock ~place.
Let's have a drink."
One last personal reminiscence.

It was May 4, 1985, a little more than nine years after the
Lyric Theatre episode. Once again, in academic robes, I was sitting
backstage at a theatre, this time the ancient Teatro Comunale in
Bologna. The occasion was the presentation of an honorary deg~e~
from the School of Advanced International Studies to Sandro Pertllll,
the President of Italy. Again I was seated at a small table. My
companion-in-waiting this time was an ambassador from the United
Nations, Millicent F enw ick.
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She was a lovely and accomplished lady who had forme rly
been an effective congresswoman fro m the state of New Jerse y,
though she will probably be remembered in his tory as a character in
the comic strip Doonesbury. But the atmosphere t hat day was
sombre. My companion's eyes were moist as were my own. We had
just received word that Milton Eisenhower had died in Balt imore less
than two days before.

A host of memories crossed my mind, but foremost amon g
them was the fact that Milton had always resented being identifie d
only as "Ike's brother." His own accomplishments filled a six -page,
single-spaced curriculum vitae, and he wa nted people to recognize
him for what he had done. "You wait and see," he would predict
ruefully, "all the obituary headlines will say, 'Ike's last brother dies! '"
But in that quiet room in the wings of the Teatro
Comunale, crammed as it was with Acade mics , notables and old
friends, I am certain his obituary would hav e read differently. It
would have said:
Milton Eisenhower, world-renowned educator,
statesman .and extraordinary man, died May 2,
1985:
HIS brother, Ike, incidentally , was
PreSident of the United States.

Martin B. Macht
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