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Rocknocker: A Geologist’s Memoir reviews the life of George Devries Klein, an immigrant who
made it through the American System as a geologist. It chronicles his life from early childhood,
graduate school, working as an oil company researcher, university professor, science
administrator, and as a geological consultant. The book includes the highs and lows of George’s
life. Each chapter also summarizes key lessons learned making the book even more useful to
young scientists as a career guide. Isolated incidents relevant to the book, but shortened, are
included as postscripts at the end of each chapter. A highly informative read that shows what is
needed to develop a productive career in the sciences.About the Author:George Devries Klein is
a widely respected geologist, both in academe and the petroleum industry. Born in 1933 in the
Netherlands, he immigrated to the USA in 1947. He graduated from Mamaroneck Senior High
School and earned his BA, MA, and PhD in geology from Wesleyan University, The University of
Kansas, and Yale University, respectively.His career spanned work as a research geologist at
Sinclair Research, Inc., followed by service as a faculty member at the Universities of Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania, and Illinois @Urbana-Champaign, where he was a full professor from 1972 to
1993. He served as President of the New Jersey Marine Science Consortium and as New
Jersey State Sea Grant Director and then formed his own consulting company, SED-STRAT
Geoscience Consultants, Inc., in 1996.He is best known for his research on tidal sedimentology,
proposing the “Tidalite” concept. He authored over 350 refereed papers, abstracts and reports,
including 11 reference books, and one novel, Dissensions. His publications include the book
Sandstone Depositional Models for Exploration for Fossil Fuels and a widely-used Wall Chart on
“Vertical Sequences and Log Shapes of Major Sandstone Reservoir Systems”.His consulting
client work is in the US Gulf of Mexico and Gulf Coast, Illinois basin, Appalachian basin, Angola,
Senegal, South Africa, East Africa, Brazil, Peru, Venezuela, Mexico, Romania, Russia, and the
eastern Mediterranean. He has discovered, either solo or as part of consulting teams,
approximately 160 Million Barrels of oil and 3 Trillion Cubic Feet of natural gas. He currently
resides with his wife, Suyon (originally from Seoul, Korea), in Sugar Land, Texas.

"[Thurston's] definition of “Atlantic Coast” encompasses more than the region south of the Gulf of
Maine. And that is good …By ignoring political boundaries in favor of natural divisions, Mr.
Thurston paints a clearer picture of the plants and animals of the region, the ecological niches
they inhabit and the problems tormenting them."— New York Times"Mixing observations, in-
depth research, and vivid prose, Thurston explores the region’s geologic, ecologic, and cultural
history, …[and] Barrett’s gorgeous color photographs of land, sea, and sky supplement
Thurston’s vivid descriptions"—Publishers Weekly“Harry Thurston is the best naturalist/writer in
the Maritimes (and probably well beyond) and any book by him is well worth the read. This one is



an especially valuable addition to anyone’s library, and a veritable fount of knowledge about the
wildlife of the Atlantic Coast and about that world itself.”—Farley Mowat“A wonderful portrait of a
key region of our world. With evocative writing and scientific rigour, Harry Thurston takes us from
the deep time of drifting continents to the environmental challenge of today.”—Ronald Wright,
author of A Short History of Progress--This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the
AuthorHarry Thurston is the author of several collections of poetry and twelve nonfiction books,
including A Place Between the Tides: A Naturalist’s Reflections on the Salt Marsh, which
received the 2005 Sigurd Olson Nature Writing Award. He has also written for such magazines
as Audubon and National Geographic. Thurston lives in Nova Scotia.Wayne Barrett is a partner
in Barrett & MacKay Photography. His photographs have been featured in advertisements,
magazines, and calendars and have appeared in numerous books. He lives in Prince Edward
Island.--This text refers to the hardcover edition.
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Devries Klein CCB PublishingBritish Columbia, CanadaRocknocker: A Geologist’s
Memoir Copyright ©2012 by George Devries Klein978-1-927360-91-0First Edition Library and
Archives Canada Cataloguing in PublicationKlein, George Devries, 1933-Rocknocker : a
geologist’s memoir [electronic resource] / written by George Devries Klein.Also available in print
format.1. Klein, George Devries, 1933-.2. Geologists--United States--Biography. I.
Title.QE22.K54A3 2009 551.092 C2009-905990-8Additional cataloguing data available from
Library and Archives Canada Cover photo: George Devries Klein at outcrop of slope turbidites,
Atoka Group (Pennsylvanian), Spillway at Paris, AR (Photograph by Kathleen M. Marsaglia, late
September, 1980). Extreme care has been taken to ensure that all information presented in this
book is accurate and up to date at the time of publishing. Neither the author nor the publisher
can be held responsible for any errors or omissions. Additionally, neither is any liability assumed
for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein. All rights reserved. No
part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form
or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the
express written permission of the publisher. Publisher:CCB PublishingBritish Columbia,
CanadaPreface Since my days as an undergraduate geology student, I read many memoirs and
biographies about geologists, both the pioneers of the early days of this science, as well as
those I met. The ones I recall in order of their being read are: Fenton, Carol L, 1952, Giants of
geology. Youngquist, W. L., 1966, Over the Hill and Down the Creek: Caldwell, ID, Caxton



Printers, 322 p. Pettijohn, F.J., 1984, Memoirs of an unrepentant field geologist: Univ. of Chicago
Press Scott, H.W., 1986, The Sugar Creek Saga: Ann Arbor, MI, Cushing Malloy, 308
p. Rodgers, John, 1999, The company I kept: The autobiography of a geologist: Connecticut
Academy of Arts and Sciences. DuBar, J.R., 2004, Never piss into the wind: Baltimore, MD,
Publish America, 343 p. Friedman, G.M., 2006, Saxa Loquntur (Rocks Speak): The Life and
Times of the Geologist: SEPM Foundation Publication. I also read Dan Merriam’s well written
and informative biography of Raymond C. Moore, one of my professors at the University of
Kansas: Merriam, D.F., 2007, Raymond Cecil Moore: Legendary Scholar and Scientist: Univ. of
Kansas Dept. of Geology and Paleontological Institute Spec. Pub. 5. Perhaps the most
compelling and the best geological memoir I ever read is by a fellow-graduate student at the
University of Kansas where I earned my M.A in geology in 1957. It is: Fisher, W.L., 2008,
Leaning Forward: A Memoir: Texas Bureau of Economic Geology. It details Bill’s life from humble
origins, to army service, to graduate education, and a distinguished career in scientific research,
science administration, and a sub-cabinet appointment. It was, in fact, Bill Fisher who suggested
I write my memoirs because as he wrote, “You have a few good tales to tell also.”

Back coverRocknocker: A Geologist’s Memoir byGeorge Devries Klein CCB PublishingBritish
Columbia, CanadaRocknocker: A Geologist’s Memoir Copyright ©2012 by George Devries
Klein978-1-927360-91-0First Edition Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing in
PublicationKlein, George Devries, 1933-Rocknocker : a geologist’s memoir [electronic
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Devries, 1933-.2. Geologists--United States--Biography. I. Title.QE22.K54A3 2009 551.092
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photo: George Devries Klein at outcrop of slope turbidites, Atoka Group (Pennsylvanian),
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care has been taken to ensure that all information presented in this book is accurate and up to
date at the time of publishing. Neither the author nor the publisher can be held responsible for
any errors or omissions. Additionally, neither is any liability assumed for damages resulting from
the use of the information contained herein. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may
be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the express written
permission of the publisher. Publisher:CCB PublishingBritish Columbia, CanadaPreface Since
my days as an undergraduate geology student, I read many memoirs and biographies about
geologists, both the pioneers of the early days of this science, as well as those I met. The ones I
recall in order of their being read are: Fenton, Carol L, 1952, Giants of geology. Youngquist, W.
L., 1966, Over the Hill and Down the Creek: Caldwell, ID, Caxton Printers, 322 p. Pettijohn, F.J.,
1984, Memoirs of an unrepentant field geologist: Univ. of Chicago Press Scott, H.W., 1986, The
Sugar Creek Saga: Ann Arbor, MI, Cushing Malloy, 308 p. Rodgers, John, 1999, The company I
kept: The autobiography of a geologist: Connecticut Academy of Arts and Sciences. DuBar, J.R.,



2004, Never piss into the wind: Baltimore, MD, Publish America, 343 p. Friedman, G.M., 2006,
Saxa Loquntur (Rocks Speak): The Life and Times of the Geologist: SEPM Foundation
Publication. I also read Dan Merriam’s well written and informative biography of Raymond C.
Moore, one of my professors at the University of Kansas: Merriam, D.F., 2007, Raymond Cecil
Moore: Legendary Scholar and Scientist: Univ. of Kansas Dept. of Geology and Paleontological
Institute Spec. Pub. 5. Perhaps the most compelling and the best geological memoir I ever read
is by a fellow-graduate student at the University of Kansas where I earned my M.A in geology in
1957. It is: Fisher, W.L., 2008, Leaning Forward: A Memoir: Texas Bureau of Economic
Geology. It details Bill’s life from humble origins, to army service, to graduate education, and a
distinguished career in scientific research, science administration, and a sub-cabinet
appointment. It was, in fact, Bill Fisher who suggested I write my memoirs because as he wrote,
“You have a few good tales to tell also.”My approach to this Memoir differs slightly from other
memoirs. First, each chapter ends with a section on Lessons Learned. One reviewer, Gerald J.
Kuecher, recommended including such a section. Second, I added postscripts at the end of
some of the chapters. These items are relevant to that chapter and provide additional
context.Because I am writing this book from memory, some details may be sketchy, and some
names forgotten or misspelled. Nearly all the dialog and quotes are accurate because some
quotes one never forgets. I made an honest effort to be as accurate as I could.In this memoir,
whenever I introduce a person, I add information about their degrees and a brief career
description. I do so to provide perspective about them. Again, this information comes from
memory so details may be incomplete.This Memoir is organized into two parts. Part I provides a
chronological autobiography. Part II treats several topics that could not be blended successfully
into Part I but deserve inclusion.I thank Robert Isham Auler, William L. Fisher and Gerald J.
Kuecher for reading parts or all of an earlier manuscript version of this book and helping improve
it. However, all errors and omissions are solely my responsibility. I also thank Peter C. Patton of
Wesleyan University for providing critical information about the early history of the Wesleyan
University Department of Geology some of which is included herein.PART I: Chronological
Events and ExperiencesChapter 1Early Childhood (1933-1939) I was born on January 21, 1933,
and as my parents told me many years later, around 11:00 PM. My arrival startled both the
doctors on duty and my parents because the predicted birth date was January 22. I was not
expected for another nine or ten hours. Clearly, I wanted to get on with my life right away. This
habit of arriving early stayed with me for the rest of my life.My father, Alfred R. H. Klein, was born
on May 31, 1900, in Munich, Germany, where his family lived before moving to Vienna, Austria.
On completing high school, he went to a one-year business college, and then immigrated to The
Netherlands where he started his career with the Mepel Company. He lived frugally, and saved
his money.Mepel was in the import-export business focusing mostly on waste materials from
manufacturing high quality paper. Together with one of his co-workers who he befriended, they
bought the business. They sold their product throughout Europe and the USA, including sisal
discarded from paper manufacturing. It was used as insulation in automobiles between the



carpeting and the floor boards. My dad made several marketing trips to the USA and established
a wide network of contacts in New York, Detroit, Chicago and Roanoke, VA. It provided a good
income and although the depression caused a downturn, Mepel survived.My mother, Doris
deVries, was born in Krefeld, Germany on April 15, 1906. That location was an accident because
of her father’s business. He owned a wall-paper manufacturing company in The Netherlands,
with a branch factory in Krefeld, Germany. Her family spent time in both the Netherlands and
Krefeld while grandfather supervised operations. When my grandmother was due with my
mother, they were in Krefeld.My parents met each other through mutual friends and married in
1928. When they met, she was in university studying psychology but never finished. When both
my sister and I left to attend university, she learned ceramics and became a world-recognized
potter. She displayed her pieces at art museums in New York, London, and Tokyo. My father
built a studio for her in the basement of the last home they owned together.My birthplace was
s’Gravenhage, Netherlands, commonly known as “Den Haag” (The Hague), the seat of the
Dutch government. We lived in an upscale suburb, Wassenaar, at 16 Zuidwerfplein. The house
was a two-story town row-house built during the early 1920’s at the end of the row on a street
corner. I also had a sister, Marianne, who was four years older. My grandparents passed away
before I was born.I don’t recall much about the house or my life there. Five things I remember.
First, I apparently was interested in gravity experiments. We owned a cat (Franci) and I used to
pick it up, carry it up the stairs to the second floor, and let the cat fall to the first floor to watch it
land on its four feet. Eventually, my parents discovered this and immediately ordered me to stop
or ELSE!!The second thing I recall was at age three, I didn’t like vegetables. My parents insisted
I eat them. I kept them in my cheeks and after dinner, went to the toilet, spat the veggies out, and
flushed them down the drain. Once my parents discovered this habit, it also came to a stop.I
recall an unhappy incident involving my sister. We never enjoyed the most comfortable or filial
relationship and one day I provoked her too much while we were playing in a sandbox in the
backyard. She hit me over my left eyebrow with a kiddy shovel. My mother witnessed this,
rescued me, and provided first aid. No bones were broken and I still have the scar today. But, in
time she was forgiven.Fourth, when I wasn’t attending the local Montessori School, I spent my
time at a nearby gasoline station. The attraction wasn’t the late model automobiles. The owner
had two daughters and they were not only attractive, but were much nicer to me than my sister.
My parents tolerated my time with the “benzene miesieje’s” (gasoline girls) but were less than
approving of it.Then there were the trips to Scheveningen’s beach, the Christmas pastries, trips
to Alkmaar, a trip to Switzerland, outings to The Feivre, a famous pond in The Hague, and
learning ice skating on local canals. In short, I experienced a reasonably pleasant
childhood.Near my fifth birthday, we had visitors. They were relatives, all on my father’s side.
First to arrive were my aunt Gretel, her husband and two sons. They lived in Vienna and decided
to leave. My father arranged immigration visas to Australia and they settled in Sydney,
Australia.Next to arrive was my aunt Olga and her husband Willie. They too left Austria and my
father, through one of his US business contacts, obtained their immigration visas to the USA.



They settled in Yonkers, NY. I did not know then, but realized later, that these events were to
change my life. My pleasant childhood was also about to change. I discovered at an early age
that world events do that.My father, and to some extent, also my mother, had that rare ability to
see consequences of their actions and the actions of people and events around them. It was
something that I slowly learned much later in life. During one of his business trips to Germany,
my father observed the reality of the Nazi consolidation of power. He read a famous sermon by
the Reverend Reinhold Niebuhr in which Niebuhr said about the Nazis “First they’ll come for the
Jews, then they’ll come for the Slavs, and then they’ll come for me.” This quote made an
impression on my father as he told me later. He and my mother decided it was time to leave
Europe. He sold his share of Mepel to his partner and explored the family options.They applied
for immigration status to the USA. However, the application was delayed about four years
because in those days, immigrants were admitted according to a quota system based on
country of birth. Because my parents were born in Germany, the line ahead of them was long.
They concluded that if they waited, Germany would invade the Netherlands before their
projected departure date. Consequently, we travelled briefly to London in 1938, and my father
applied for and eventually was given an immigration visa to Australia.My parents sold the house
in Wassenaar to a family named Vles, packed our belongings, and shipped them to Australia. In
1939, we flew to London, went to Southampton and boarded a Union Castle company liner to
immigrate to Australia. Fortunately, our immigration visa application to the USA remained active
and we were able to go to the USA much later.My father returned to the Netherlands on a
business trip in 1947 and visited at 16 Zuidwerfplein. He discovered the Vles family sold the
house to a new owner. My father went to the front door and explained who he was but the new
owner immediately ran him off the property. My sister visited the Netherlands in 1950 and
viewed the house from outside. She did not tempt fate by going further. She was the last family
member to visit that house until I visited the Netherlands in 1988.

Because I am writing this book from memory, some details may be sketchy, and some names
forgotten or misspelled. Nearly all the dialog and quotes are accurate because some quotes one
never forgets. I made an honest effort to be as accurate as I could.In this memoir, whenever I
introduce a person, I add information about their degrees and a brief career description. I do so
to provide perspective about them. Again, this information comes from memory so details may
be incomplete.This Memoir is organized into two parts. Part I provides a chronological
autobiography. Part II treats several topics that could not be blended successfully into Part I but
deserve inclusion.I thank Robert Isham Auler, William L. Fisher and Gerald J. Kuecher for
reading parts or all of an earlier manuscript version of this book and helping improve it. However,
all errors and omissions are solely my responsibility. I also thank Peter C. Patton of Wesleyan
University for providing critical information about the early history of the Wesleyan University
Department of Geology some of which is included herein.PART I: Chronological Events and
ExperiencesChapter 1Early Childhood (1933-1939) I was born on January 21, 1933, and as my



parents told me many years later, around 11:00 PM. My arrival startled both the doctors on duty
and my parents because the predicted birth date was January 22. I was not expected for another
nine or ten hours. Clearly, I wanted to get on with my life right away. This habit of arriving early
stayed with me for the rest of my life.My father, Alfred R. H. Klein, was born on May 31, 1900, in
Munich, Germany, where his family lived before moving to Vienna, Austria. On completing high
school, he went to a one-year business college, and then immigrated to The Netherlands where
he started his career with the Mepel Company. He lived frugally, and saved his money.Mepel
was in the import-export business focusing mostly on waste materials from manufacturing high
quality paper. Together with one of his co-workers who he befriended, they bought the business.
They sold their product throughout Europe and the USA, including sisal discarded from paper
manufacturing. It was used as insulation in automobiles between the carpeting and the floor
boards. My dad made several marketing trips to the USA and established a wide network of
contacts in New York, Detroit, Chicago and Roanoke, VA. It provided a good income and
although the depression caused a downturn, Mepel survived.My mother, Doris deVries, was
born in Krefeld, Germany on April 15, 1906. That location was an accident because of her
father’s business. He owned a wall-paper manufacturing company in The Netherlands, with a
branch factory in Krefeld, Germany. Her family spent time in both the Netherlands and Krefeld
while grandfather supervised operations. When my grandmother was due with my mother, they
were in Krefeld.My parents met each other through mutual friends and married in 1928. When
they met, she was in university studying psychology but never finished. When both my sister and
I left to attend university, she learned ceramics and became a world-recognized potter. She
displayed her pieces at art museums in New York, London, and Tokyo. My father built a studio
for her in the basement of the last home they owned together.My birthplace was s’Gravenhage,
Netherlands, commonly known as “Den Haag” (The Hague), the seat of the Dutch government.
We lived in an upscale suburb, Wassenaar, at 16 Zuidwerfplein. The house was a two-story
town row-house built during the early 1920’s at the end of the row on a street corner. I also had a
sister, Marianne, who was four years older. My grandparents passed away before I was born.I
don’t recall much about the house or my life there. Five things I remember. First, I apparently was
interested in gravity experiments. We owned a cat (Franci) and I used to pick it up, carry it up the
stairs to the second floor, and let the cat fall to the first floor to watch it land on its four feet.
Eventually, my parents discovered this and immediately ordered me to stop or ELSE!!The
second thing I recall was at age three, I didn’t like vegetables. My parents insisted I eat them. I
kept them in my cheeks and after dinner, went to the toilet, spat the veggies out, and flushed
them down the drain. Once my parents discovered this habit, it also came to a stop.I recall an
unhappy incident involving my sister. We never enjoyed the most comfortable or filial relationship
and one day I provoked her too much while we were playing in a sandbox in the backyard. She
hit me over my left eyebrow with a kiddy shovel. My mother witnessed this, rescued me, and
provided first aid. No bones were broken and I still have the scar today. But, in time she was
forgiven.Fourth, when I wasn’t attending the local Montessori School, I spent my time at a



nearby gasoline station. The attraction wasn’t the late model automobiles. The owner had two
daughters and they were not only attractive, but were much nicer to me than my sister. My
parents tolerated my time with the “benzene miesieje’s” (gasoline girls) but were less than
approving of it.Then there were the trips to Scheveningen’s beach, the Christmas pastries, trips
to Alkmaar, a trip to Switzerland, outings to The Feivre, a famous pond in The Hague, and
learning ice skating on local canals. In short, I experienced a reasonably pleasant
childhood.Near my fifth birthday, we had visitors. They were relatives, all on my father’s side.
First to arrive were my aunt Gretel, her husband and two sons. They lived in Vienna and decided
to leave. My father arranged immigration visas to Australia and they settled in Sydney,
Australia.Next to arrive was my aunt Olga and her husband Willie. They too left Austria and my
father, through one of his US business contacts, obtained their immigration visas to the USA.
They settled in Yonkers, NY. I did not know then, but realized later, that these events were to
change my life. My pleasant childhood was also about to change. I discovered at an early age
that world events do that.My father, and to some extent, also my mother, had that rare ability to
see consequences of their actions and the actions of people and events around them. It was
something that I slowly learned much later in life. During one of his business trips to Germany,
my father observed the reality of the Nazi consolidation of power. He read a famous sermon by
the Reverend Reinhold Niebuhr in which Niebuhr said about the Nazis “First they’ll come for the
Jews, then they’ll come for the Slavs, and then they’ll come for me.” This quote made an
impression on my father as he told me later. He and my mother decided it was time to leave
Europe. He sold his share of Mepel to his partner and explored the family options.They applied
for immigration status to the USA. However, the application was delayed about four years
because in those days, immigrants were admitted according to a quota system based on
country of birth. Because my parents were born in Germany, the line ahead of them was long.
They concluded that if they waited, Germany would invade the Netherlands before their
projected departure date. Consequently, we travelled briefly to London in 1938, and my father
applied for and eventually was given an immigration visa to Australia.My parents sold the house
in Wassenaar to a family named Vles, packed our belongings, and shipped them to Australia. In
1939, we flew to London, went to Southampton and boarded a Union Castle company liner to
immigrate to Australia. Fortunately, our immigration visa application to the USA remained active
and we were able to go to the USA much later.My father returned to the Netherlands on a
business trip in 1947 and visited at 16 Zuidwerfplein. He discovered the Vles family sold the
house to a new owner. My father went to the front door and explained who he was but the new
owner immediately ran him off the property. My sister visited the Netherlands in 1950 and
viewed the house from outside. She did not tempt fate by going further. She was the last family
member to visit that house until I visited the Netherlands in 1988.During 1988, while visiting the
Netherlands to do research at the University of Utrecht, I visited a consulting geologist by the
name of Steen in The Hague. Late in the afternoon, Mrs. Steen asked if I remembered where I
lived in Den Haag, and I told her we lived Wassenaar. I remembered the street name but not the



number.My parents took a photograph of the house and transferred it to a Delft plate which hung
in a prominent place in every home they owned. I recalled the house was located on a street
corner and its appearance. Mrs. Steen offered to drive me to see if we could find it. On arrival, I
could not remember on which street corner the house was located, and nothing jogged my
memory.While standing there, a Volvo drove by, parked in one of the driveways, and the owner
stepped out. He asked what we were doing in the neighborhood. Mrs. Steen explained I was
from the USA and had grown up in one of the corner houses as a child. Being fluent in English,
he told us the history of ownership of every house. When he gave the history of 16
Zuidwerfplein, he mentioned the Vles family who bought the home from my parents and then
sold it. That buyer eventually passed away and his son took ownership. The house was now
occupied by that son’s widow who lived alone. The Volvo owner did not remember my parents’
ownership of 16 Zuidwerfplein but suggested we should go and introduce ourselves.When Mrs.
Steen and I entered the property, I noticed a prominent sign from a security company and a
system of wires from the sign. We rang the door bell and Mrs. Steen explained to the owner who
I was. I gave her my University of Illinois business card, and the owner let us enter.My first
reaction was it was smaller than I remembered. The kitchen still had the same bluish-green
Dutch tile on the walls. The staircase seemed less high. But the most surprising thing I noticed
was that the house displayed at least 15 original Dutch Master Paintings. That explained the
security system. I then realized that many original Dutch Master Paintings were still in private
hands.Although leaving 49 years before, I was the only family member able to gain access to the
inside of that home.I mentioned this visit to Dr. Sierd Cloetingh, then at the University of Utrecht.
He explained that when the Nazis occupied The Netherlands, they expropriated people’s
homes. After the war, people returned to claim their homes, but there were numerous bogus and
contentious claims. Cloetingh inferred that when my father visited in 1947, the home owner
suspected he was trying to claim the property and therefore ran him off. LESSONS LEARNED:1.
World or other events with which one may not have any connection will influence one’s life and
one should pay attention to them. The Nazi rise to power, Pearl Harbor, the atomic bomb, and
9/11, are good examples.2. It is difficult for a child to hide anything from one’s
parents. POSTSCRIPT #1. Dr. Cloetingh also explained to me an aspect of Dutch history I did
not know. Before Napoleon’s invasion of the Netherlands in the early 19th century, the only
people with surnames were aristocrats. The remaining population only used first names. For
instance, the famous artist Rembrandt is known only by his first name and signed his paintings
accordingly. He was often referred to as ‘Rembrandt van Rijn” to indicate he came from
somewhere along the Rhine River.Napoleon was appalled when discovering this practice and
required every Dutch citizen to register at the town hall, adopt a last name of their choice, and
disclose their address, birth date, religion, parents, and other personal facts. In fact, Napoleon
established such registries in every country he invaded and where no registries existed. When
the Nazis invaded the Netherlands in 1940 and other countries, they immediately went to the
local town halls, confiscated the registries, and rounded up the “untermenschen” for



extermination. In short, Napoleon’s registration system made possible the mass exterminations
by the Nazis in Europe during World War II.During trips back to the Netherlands, people noticed
my middle name and asked if I knew, or was related to their relatives. Clearly, the surname
means nothing for genealogy when randomly chosen in a forced registration process. Thus I
have no knowledge about mine beyond my grandparents, and what little I know about them
came through word-of-mouth.Chapter 2Australia (1939-1947) My family boarded one of the
ships of the Union Castle Line in Southampton during July, 1939 and steamed into the Atlantic.
My parents decided we should take a short vacation in Madeira, and disembarked for ten days. I
recall the high relief of this volcanic island with lush tropical vegetation. I also pushed open a
glass door at the hotel with my hand, shattering the glass, cutting one of my arteries, and ending
up in a hospital emergency room. Once treated, we stayed a few more days and then boarded
the S.S. Arundel Castle bound for Australia.En route, we stopped in Cape Town, South Africa. I
still remember steaming into the harbor and seeing Table Mountain. We visited onshore, and
then proceeded to Durban, South Africa. It was my first introduction to human diversity as I saw
my first black people, or Afro-Africans (Native Africans?) to use a politically correct modern
term.We then sailed into the Indian Ocean, stopped at Perth for a shore visit, and continued onto
Melbourne. While in the Great Australian Bight on September 1, 1939, we received news that
Germany invaded Poland and World War II began. We arrived and disembarked in Sydney a
week later.The city of Sydney was founded by the British colonial government in 1788 to house a
penal colony for those committing minor offenses. British losses during the American Revolution
required a new location and Sydney was as far away as they could send them. Long after I left
Australia, the original settlement was restored as a tourist attraction. During my life in Australia,
this historical origin was only mentioned rarely in hushed tones.My parents found an apartment
in Neutral Bay with an outstanding view of Sydney Harbor. During my spare time, I watched all
the ships, ferry boats, and tug boats sailing back and forth. As World War II intensified, the
Queen Mary, the Queen Elizabeth and other flagships of allied steam ship companies came to
Sydney to pick up Australian troops to fight all over the globe.Shortly after moving into the
apartment, my parents enrolled my sister at the Redlands Ladies College. It also had a co-ed
kindergarten. I was enrolled there, but because I was considered a ‘big kid’ for my age, my
parents were told to enroll me in first grade in a state–supported school at the end of the term.
Next term, I enrolled in Neutral Bay Elementary School.Both Sydney and Australia were
unquestionably provincial in 1939. Sydney only had one decent restaurant, ‘Princes’. Because
the war had started, xenophobia was evident. During the seven years I lived there, the most
popular song was “Buy British Buy”. When people talked about “Going Home”, they meant
returning to the UK, even though they were third or fourth generation Australians who had never
gone back. Being a ‘foreigner’ meant high visibility and I suffered my share of slurs, epithets, and
bullying by older boys in school.Some of it I brought on myself. My first year at Neutral Bay
Elementary School, my class decided to play cricket, and not knowing a thing about the game, I
ended up captain of one of the teams. They picked me because I was a ‘big kid.’ That was a



major error. It became obvious when I delivered the first pitch not from the wicket at one end, but
from the middle of the pitch. I never played the game again. Cricket was a very boring game and
I never understood it. My father established an import-export business and did moderately well.
We bought a car, and drove all over the Sydney area and into the Blue Mountains to the
west.The Dutch ex-pat community in Sydney was very small. My parents became very good
friends with the Dutch Consul, Kai Van Der Mandele and his wife, Dora. Kai later became the
first Netherlands ambassador to the UN, and in 1960, ambassador to Denmark, where he
hosted me in 1963 at their chancery. Their second good friend was a business man named
“Appy” Van Roijen who had contacts with every key player in Sydney. He proved to be a valuable
resource person for our family.During the 1940-41 Australian summer, my parents decided it
might be a good experience if my mother, sister, and I took a vacation on an Australian version
of a “Dude Ranch” located in Porepunka, NSW. We travelled there first on an express train to a
certain city (can’t remember it) and transferred to the ‘Porepunka local’ for a 25 mile trip. It
consisted of several freight cars with a passenger car at the end. It was hot and there was no air-
conditioning. Every time we came to a village, the train stopped, a rail car or two was offloaded
or added or both. The train then proceeded to the next town to repeat the process. It involved a
lot of shunting back and forth. As I recall, it took almost a half-day to travel the 25 miles to
Porepunka, and the same was true on the way back.At the ranch, I learned horse-back riding,
played tennis and quoits, and experienced Australian rural culture. I also witnessed sheep
shearing, and one day, they demonstrated how they slaughtered a sheep with a machete. I
enjoyed horse-back riding the most.We received word from the US consulate in Sydney that we
were approved to immigrate to America in January, 1942. The Pearl Harbor attack delayed us.
Soon after Pearl Harbor, the Netherlands East Indies (now Indonesia) was occupied by the
Japanese and the remnants of the Netherlands East Indies Army retreated to Australia. My
father sold his business and volunteered to serve with them. He reported for basic training at
their Air Force base in Canberra, ACT. Meanwhile, my sister and I were sent to boarding schools
in Orange, NSW. I attended Wolaroi College in Orange (now the Kinross-Wolaroi College) for
seven months and it was a most unhappy experience. It was run by the Methodist Church and
was far too strict for my taste.During a vacation visiting with my mother in Sydney, we were
woken one night by a loud explosion. The entrance to Sydney Harbor was protected by a series
of nets which were opened to let shipping in and out. Apparently that night while a ship left, three
Japanese kamikaze subs entered the harbor and one torpedoed a ferry boat, waking up the city.
The subs were captured and put on display in a local park. We discovered that the submarines
couldn’t have been more than 12 feet long, and were operated by one person.After my dad
completed basic training, he was given a special assignment in the Dutch East Indies Army
headquartered in Melbourne. Although an enlisted man, he was put in charge of their entire
financial and business operations, literally telling generals how to spend money. The
Netherlands armed forces in Australia completed an analysis of all personnel and because my
father was the only person who ran a business, he got picked for this plum assignment.However,



it became obvious to the Dutch East Indies Army officer corps this arrangement had its
drawbacks. Whenever meeting with their counterparts from other allied armed forces, it was
awkward for a buck private to discuss finances on behalf of officers. Consequently, within a year,
he got promoted fast to corporal, a week later to Sergeant and then to Lieutenant. It improved
the business negotiating position of the Netherlands East Indies Army in exile.Knowing we
would be in Melbourne for several years, my parents bought a newly-constructed ranch house
on the city’s edge. It was a unique experience because during the summer, the paddock across
the street was occupied by sheep herds. Some strayed into our front yard and left their ‘calling
card’. When the sheep left in the fall, the paddock sprouted a large number of mushrooms,
fertilized of course by sheep droppings. We harvested a lot of mushroom during those years.My
sister enrolled at the Geelong Grammar Ladies College in Geelong, Victoria, an Anglican
(Episcopal) girl’s school. She was quite happy to be sent to boarding school and did well. During
her final year (equivalent to the US Senior year in High School), she was elected a prefect, a
student leader. That made her more stuck up and it stayed with her for her whole life.My mother
took me to visit three ‘public’ (private) schools, Melbourne Grammar (Anglican), Wesley College
(Methodist) and Scotch College (Presbyterian). I did not like Melbourne Grammar and they did
not like me. I liked Wesley College the best but they were over-enrolled and turned me down.
Scotch College, the largest private prep school in the Southern Hemisphere, accepted me. The
School was founded by the Presbyterian Church in 1851 and moved to a new campus during the
1920’s. I enrolled in their junior (elementary) School in 1943.I did above average, learned
Australian Rules Football and boxing, excelled in geography and history, did very poorly in
penmanship, and made it through English, science, and math. Discipline was strict, reinforced
by ‘six of the best’, namely caning one’s rump.I was promoted to the Senior School in 1946 and
completed the standard college prep first-year courses, but not at a distinguished level. The
school was sports crazy. In 1946, Scotch College won the “head of the river” a rowing race with
five other private schools of comparable size and when the opportunity came to try out for the
“crew” I did. I was rejected during my physical because of an undisclosed heart condition. I
watched cricket (boring), Australian Rules football (really interesting), enjoyed the annual rival
football game with Melbourne Grammar, and the annual public schools track meet. They also
taught students boxing during gym classes. This skill helped me later.Perhaps the most unusual
event I recall occurred when Scotch College played Xavier College (Catholic) on their home turf.
In 1946, Xavier fielded a team that literally wiped all the other schools off the floor. During
previous years, they usually ended up last place. What changed?Before the game started, we
sat in the visitor’s stands while the Scotch College team warmed up. Suddenly church bells
pealed from the Xavier Chapel on a hill behind the stadium. The Xavier football team in uniform
charged out of the chapel running down the hill and onto what is now known as Chapel Field.
They outweighed the Scotch College players by at least 20 lbs, and were clearly about 3 inches
taller. The Xavier players were mostly Eastern European and Italian immigrants who survived
Nazi concentration camps or in other ways during World War II. They clearly were older. To say



they kicked the stuffing out of Scotch College that day is an understatement. They won the
Public School Championship that year to no one’s surprise.Their team achievement was just as
much a credit to the Xavier coaches. They organized a team of people who were still learning
English, came from several cultures, learning the rules of a new game, and develop the
necessary skills to communicate and achieve their success.While at Scotch, I was involved with
scouting and participated in scout camp outs, learning some survival skills that came in handy
later in life as a geologist. I remember one winter weekend going on a family trip to the
Dandinong Ranges where it snowed. I used those skills to start a fire and a few other details.On
weekends, I enjoyed horseback riding. A nearby stable rented a horse for 5 shillings (about
$1.00 equivalent) for an afternoon and I rode with a group of riders. The group stopped after
about one-and-a-half hours, watered the horses at a creek, let the horses graze, and enjoyed
billy tea made by one of the stable’s staff. We then rode back. It was a great way to spend an
afternoon in the out-of-doors.While at Scotch College, I enjoyed singing in the school choir. That
interest and enjoyment stayed with me throughout my life. I sang in choirs in the USA until 1960. I
still enjoy choral music today.My parents socialized with the officers of the Dutch East Indies
Army in exile while living in Melbourne. Some made it out but left their families behind. Their
separation placed a heavy burden on these officers. One, Colonel Wim Kniestedt, was a family
favorite. He introduced us to the Dutch art of making a fruit preserve soaked in gin. He also told
us numerous stories of his experiences growing up in The Netherlands and being posted to the
East Indies (now Indonesia). When the war ended, he reunited with his family who joined him in
Melbourne.The Netherlands East Army contingent in Melbourne formed a “Dutch Club”. They
rented a social club on Saturdays and served “Rijstafel”, the national dish of the East Indies. We
went every Saturday, met the other officers and their families (who had managed to escape) and
generally had a good time. The food was clearly the best in Melbourne and made up for the
dreary fare at the Scotch College ‘tuck shop.’ They also ran a Dutch language school for the
children of Dutch service men. I attended, but it did not stay with me.I made my share of friends,
but after leaving Australia, I lost contact. My good friend Gerry Kuecher put it well about growing
up in a house of 13 brothers and sisters who moved on into the world: “Time has a way of
estranging us from our loves” 1. The same applies to people we walk with through life at some
time, but as we move away and move on, we become estranged from them too.World War II
ended in Europe in May, 1945 and in the Pacific in September, 1945. My father was promoted
now to the rank of Captain, and in March, 1946, he was promoted to the rank of Major. He
mustered out in July, 1946 and prepared to go to the USA.My father planned ahead to renew his
business activities and printed special announcement cards. He mailed them to all his business
contacts in Europe stating that he was moving to the USA to reestablish his business, and
wanted to renew his relationship with them. He also asked if there was anything in the way of
food and clothing or other items that they needed so we could ship it to them. I helped him by
stuffing addressed envelopes with these cards and putting stamps and airmail stickers on them.
Together, we mailed them at the post office.He started receiving replies after five weeks. Half of



the envelopes were returned because people moved or died during the war. It was a sober
reminder of how transitory life can be. The remaining responses expressed interest in hearing
from my dad, doing business with him again, and provided lists of things they needed for their
families.My mother then went to work. She always kept both my sister’s and my outgrown
clothes including school uniforms. Suddenly, these clothes started disappearing to Europe. She
either added some of her and my dad’s clothing or bought some. Then she bought canned
coffee, canned milk, canned meat, canned vegetables and first aid items. These were packed
into boxes, labeled and sent.When my father started his business in New York, it was very clear
these people were only too happy to do business with him again and their gratitude stayed until
he passed away.It was a valuable and unforgettable lesson. It taught me the importance of
networking, maintaining a network, and being willing to do kind things for other people. It always
pays. In my case, I mentored geologists laid off by large oil companies and completed my share
of volunteer professional society committee work. It all started with helping my Dad stuff those
envelopes immediately after World War II.My father left for the USA in August, 1946. He
obtained a berth on a former unconverted troop ship, but it was the quickest way to get there. He
went to San Francisco and boarded a train to New York. He established a new import/export
business, starting over for the third time in his life. That too was a valuable lesson for me: never
be afraid to start over, regardless of one’s age. I implemented this lesson several times during
my life including opening up my present geological consulting business at age 63.My mother
stayed behind, sold our home, and packed and shipped our belongings to New York. She
booked passage for the three of us to travel to the USA in late January, 1947. That departure
ended another phase of my life, this time in Australia. LESSONS LEARNED:1. When
undertaking business networking, remember the business associates one meets are human and
under certain circumstances may have critical needs. Be prepared to reach out and help
them.The incident involving my father’s announcement cards to former business associates
illustrates this well. Once he was open for business in New York, who do you suppose the
people in Europe who received food and clothing from our family wanted to do business with?2.
Never be afraid to start over, whether after a setback, a change in career, or a change in
circumstances. But when doing so, stay with what you know.Chapter 3High School in America
(1947-1950) Travelling from Australia to the USA immediately after World War II took more than
fortitude. With Appy Van Roijen’s help, we succeeded in getting reservations on the M.V.
Lowlander owned by the Port Line based in the UK. The itinerary took us from Sydney, Australia,
to New York with stops in Tahiti, Panama City, and Curacao. We sailed on January 16, 1947. The
trip took 47 days.The M.V. Lowlander was built in Italy as a freighter with cabins for 20
passengers. It operated on the Trans-Atlantic trade. When Pearl Harbor was attacked, it was off-
loading cargo in New York and immediately seized as a war prize. The US Government turned it
over to the British government which transferred title to the Port Line.Because the M.V.
Lowlander was built in Italy, parts were all in metric units. Replacement parts were unavailable.
Thus, we would steam ahead and suddenly came to a dead stop. The engineers repaired a



damaged part or fashioned one in the machine shop. During these stops, the M.V. Lowlander
bobbed in the ocean like a cork for ten to 25 hours. Such stops were spaced from three days to
one week apart. The last repairs were completed at the end of February, 1947 off North Carolina
in the middle of a “Noreaster.”Nevertheless, we made progress. We had an enjoyable shore trip
in Tahiti, a scary experience in Panama City, transited the Panama Canal, reconnected with
Dutch cuisine in Curacao, and arrived in Hoboken, NJ on March 3, 1947. Life on board ship was
mixed. The passengers included six war brides heading to meet their fiancés in the US. The
Ship’s officers socialized with some of the ladies and two of them got pregnant during the cruise.
When we disembarked in Hoboken, NJ, I noticed both women tearfully explaining their
circumstances to angry fiancés. I learned later they were sent back to Australia.The food was
limited, served in small portions and tasted like most English food, namely not very exciting. I
never had enough to eat. One day, while on deck, I noticed a crewman throw food overboard. I
discovered that the crew, who ate separately, had better food and there was some left over. I
negotiated with their cook to let me come by after each meal and get a second meal. They
agreed. Consequently, I came to know the crew, learned what and how such people think, how
hard they worked, their complaints about the officers, and their slant on life. That experience
served me well in later years during two cruises of the Deep Sea Drilling Project and the Ocean
Drilling Program, one as a co-chief scientist (Chapters 17 and 21).The ship docked in Hoboken,
NJ, where we were met by my Dad who had purchased a new 1947 Chevy Coupe. We drove to
Manhattan. My father found housing in Greenwich Village in New York City.We reached the
apartment and unpacked. Our living quarters were in an old house chopped up into apartments
and rooms. We had a living room, three bedrooms and a bathroom on the second floor, but the
kitchen and dining room were in the basement. Housing was scarce in post-war New York City
so we were fortunate to have something. Other tenants mostly were artists and musicians who
practiced at all hours of the day and night.One musician came by one evening and offered four
free tickets to attend the world premiere of an opera written by a good friend. He explained the
friend needed a large audience (I suppose to get a good review). I was not eager to go, and I
didn’t find the experience that exciting. The event was held in a medium-sized off-Broadway
theater. The composer was Gian Carlo Menotti, and it was indeed the world premiere of “Amal
and the Night Visitors” which was well received. The significance of the experience didn’t
register until I saw it on a TV Christmas special years later.Within two weeks after arriving, my
mother and sister went on a frantic search to find a college for her. They visited Radcliffe,
Wellesley, Smith, Mt. Holyoke, Vassar and Bryn Mawr. Because we arrived in the USA in early
March, application deadlines had passed. Finally, Bryn Mawr College accepted her and she
enrolled in the fall of 1947, graduating with a degree in English in 1951.She received a very
good education, book-wise, but her attitude did not change from her prefect days at Geelong
Grammar Ladies College. During her senior year, she was nominated to be president of her
dorm but lost the election. She told us she was disgusted with the back-biting that occurred
during the short election campaign. It left her with a disdainful attitude about most of her



classmates.My father enrolled me at Haaren High School in Manhattan as a freshman and I took
college prep courses in English, Latin, history, algebra, and science. I coasted, yet earned high
grades because most of the material duplicated what I had learned at Scotch College in 1946.
However, the school served a critical purpose. It socialized me to the American way, American
civics, and American history. That was always the mission of the American public school, namely
to socialize immigrants, including me and for that I am grateful.The student population was
diverse, and some students came from economically poor homes. I recall one incident during a
science class. The class was shown a movie and two black kids sat behind me. They kept
pestering me for money. I told them to shut up and watched the movie. They persisted. So, not
necessarily knowing the norms of an American High School, I stood up, turned around put up
my fists and gave one an uppercut to the jaw with my right fist. He went sprawling over the
floor. The teacher stopped the movie and asked what happened. I explained the problem and
because she viewed me as her ‘star student’, she accepted my explanation and sent the other
two kids to the Principles office. They were expelled. My parents started looking for a home in
the suburbs. They bought one at 409 Weaver Street, in Larchmont, NY, and we moved during
June. They sent me to a summer camp in New Hampshire, a co-ed Quaker camp devoted to
socializing immigrant children to America. Fellow “campers” originated from France, the UK,
Germany, Netherlands, Belgium, Norway, Italy, Yugoslavia and Poland. Generally we got
along.The high point of the summer was to climb Mt. Washington. We drove to its base and
spent the day climbing to the summit. We took the cog railway back to our cars. An elderly man
approached us while at the observation deck and asked who we were. Because we were
immigrants, he invited us to his house for a coke and cookies and pointed to its location. He
owned the Cog Railway and clearly was a wealthy man. What impressed me was that he drove
in a Chevrolet no different from my father’s. Clearly, the lesson learned was that despite his
wealth, it was best to spend money wisely. Wheels are wheels; it’s the chrome, price tag and
nameplate that are different.I enrolled that fall as a sophomore at Mamaroneck Senior High
School, a mile walk from our home. The student body came mostly from affluent and upper
middle class homes. Moreover, because I skipped most of a year of school, I was the youngest
member of my graduating class. I took the usual college preparatory courses, sang in the high
school choir, made it on the swimming and track teams, and joined the current affairs discussion
club. I made several friends too.My activities continued through my Junior and Senior year.
During my senior year, I was selected to host a student from Malaysia sponsored by the New
York Herald Tribune International Student Exchange program. He stayed for five weeks,
attended my high school, and participated in a variety of events. His stay concluded with a
ceremony and forum at the General Assembly Hall at the United Nations and featured all the
exchange students from overseas and their American student hosts.I also renewed my interest
in scouting and was active in the local Boy Scouts of Larchmont. During my junior year, I was
appointed “Police Chief for the Day,” had my picture in the local paper, and learned much about
the Larchmont Police. On the day I served as “chief,” a marked patrol car came to my home and



the chief of detectives took me on patrol. I then went to the Police Station to sign in, met the real
police chief, was shown the jail, their crime lab, and allowed to operate their radio dispatch to
other patrol cars.The chief of detectives drove me home and asked if he could inspect our home.
I checked with my mother and she approved. First he went to the attic where we had noticed a
rusty stove to which were connected wires. He then went to the basement where we noticed
similar wires and a buzzer button connected to them.The chief of detectives explained that his
first assignment in 1925 was to watch the house. They noticed trucks backing into the driveway
at all hours of the night, loading cases and driving off. The Larchmont Police Department staged
a raid and discovered a bootleg operation there and arrested everyone on site. The attic stove
was part of a still. The wires went to a basement lookout who signaled if trucks or suspicious
people were coming. He was surprised that some of the original equipment was still there. It
taught me that community police departments have very long memories.A college fair was held
every year at Mamaroneck High School and I met admission officers from colleges and
universities that my parents suggested I consider, and to which I had seen better students
matriculate. By the time my junior year ended, I decided I preferred attending a smaller college. I
focused on Amherst, Williams, Wesleyan, Swarthmore and Oberlin. At the Fall College Fair
during my senior year, I met their admissions directors and dropped Williams from the list. I
visited Amherst, Swarthmore and Wesleyan (CT). My parents were not too enthusiastic about
Oberlin because of distance. I applied to all four. Only Wesleyan and Oberlin accepted me. I
decided to enroll at Wesleyan University. Graduation was on June 25, 1950, the same day as the
outbreak of the Korean War.Four of my classmates joined the National Guard during their junior
year. Within a month after graduation, they were called to active duty and shipped to Korea. Two
came back in body bags, one returned badly wounded, and one returned intact.All my friends
went off to college except one, Charlie Albert, the star halfback on the football team. Charlie was
always full of life with a positive outlook. He was also African-American. His girlfriend, Charlotte
Latten, was a cheerleader and extremely attractive. During the summer of 1949, he got her
pregnant and they married. Charlie finished high school and then took a job driving a delivery
truck. I saw him during a vacation from college. He became a beaten-down man and requested I
never contact him again. Regrettably, I honored that request. During my life I met many people
with potential who were derailed from their goals because of financial status, unfortunate events,
or serious mistakes.During the summer of 1948, I attend Camp Pocono, a Quaker boy’s camp
on Lake Wallenpaupak in the Pocono Mountains. It was a beautiful setting. We lived in tents. I
learned canoeing, did a lot of swimming, and a lot of woodcraft.The following summer, I returned
as a junior councilor. I instructed canoeing and swimming. I returned after High School
graduation as a regular councilor. Things had changed and I left during the middle of the
summer. The enjoyment of the place disappeared. On my return home, I prepared to go to
college. LESSONS LEARNED:1. How to function and make it in the USA.2. How to avoid
mistakes and which mistakes are likely to cause the most long-term problems (e.g. the
Australian fiancées who got pregnant on ship; Charlie Albert).3. During long voyages on board



ship, relationships can become strained over time, particularly because space is limited and it is
difficult to hide from others.4. When choosing a college, pick one where one is likely to be
sufficiently comfortable and can achieve success.5. Try to avoid fights with minorities in today’s
culture. Find a way to back away. The incident in the science class would turn out very different
in today’s politically correct climate.Chapter 4Wesleyan University (1950-1954) I arrived in
Middletown, CT, to start my college career at Wesleyan University, an all-male institution, in Mid-
September, 1950.Wesleyan University was founded in 1831 by the Methodist Church. The
university focused on liberal arts, including science, and broke its ties with the Methodist Church
in 1937. Founded as a male institution, it was coeducational between 1872 and 1912. Alumni
pressure terminated the arrangement and it reverted to a male institution in 1912. The ousted
female students established The Connecticut College for Women in New London, CT to
continue their higher education. Wesleyan became coeducational again in 1968 and likely will
stay that way in perpetuity.My dorm room was in Clark Hall and consisted of a three room suite.
At the front was a larger room with four desks and in the back were two bedrooms with bunk
beds. Arriving early, I took the lower bunk bed in one of the rooms.Soon the three other
roommates arrived. Andy Maggatt was a party boy who flunked out by mid November. John
Stacey was a quiet individual. He left Wesleyan after a year to attend business school. The
person who shared my room and took the upper bunk was Mowbray (Mo) Dietzer. He came from
Syracuse, NY, and graduated from a private school, Pebble Hill in upstate New York. Mo and I
graduated and Mo made his career with The Wall Street Journal.The freshman orientation
included registration, opening up a local bank account, hearing pep talks from Alumni Trustees
about Wesleyan’s virtues, a physical education screen, a cursory medical exam at the university
health center, and participating in Fraternity Rush. This was an experience for which I had no
preparation as I moved from fraternity to fraternity trying to scope it out.My three roommates
were pledged to various houses. Maggatt was pledged to Delta Kappa Epsilon, Stacey to Sigma
Chi, and Dietzer to Alpha Delta Phi. I was not invited to pledge any fraternity but received
invitations to join the eating clubs of Delta Tau Delta (DTD) and Delta Upsilon (DU). Although
initially disappointed, it gave me more time and options to assess the fraternity system.Wesleyan
fraternities were limited by the number of freshman pledges they could accept so those who
were considered “alternates” were invited to join their eating club (one dined there and
participated in all their social activities). If all went well, one was pledged the following year. I
chose DTD for the Fall Semester, and then switched to DU during the Spring Semester because
I liked it better. DU told me at the end of my freshman year that I was on their sophomore pledge
list and to return in the fall.I signed up for the usual distribution requirements expected of
freshman: English, Spanish, Humanities, Biology (with lab), and a general social science course.
The general social science course overlapped a lot with what I had learned at Scotch College.
The Humanities course was of marginal interest mostly because we were trying to divine what
the professor in charge wanted us to think was important.In reality, I was untypical of the
students at Wesleyan. I was one of two immigrants in the class of 1954. The other, Sigmund



Franczak, spent most of World War II in a Nazi concentration camp in Poland and later in
Germany. He was separated from his family and did not know if they survived. An American
Army Captain arranged to adopt him and he went to high school in St. Charles, MO. He was
accepted to Wesleyan on a scholarship studying pre-med.Sig spent a lot of time trying to locate
his family. During his sophomore year, he finally heard they were all alive. He and his adoptive
father arranged for them to move to Middletown where his father got a job.Most of the student
body at Wesleyan during the early 1950’s came from small New England towns. Sig and I were
the first immigrants they ever met. During Freshman Orientation, the university president, Victor
Lloyd Butterfield, told the class that the aim of a Wesleyan education was to acquire a liberal arts
background so we could return to these small towns and become community leaders. My goal
was different. I originally planned to become a marine lawyer which required Law School and
practice it in a major port city like New York or Los Angeles.The student body at Wesleyan was
also very turn-of-the-20th-century, ‘old-style’ Republican. During the 1952 Presidential Primary
season, a mock primary was held. 79% of the students voted for Robert Taft, a staunch Ohio
Republican conservative Senator. Except for one black classmate who later became a federal
Judge and three black students who arrived in 1955, the campus was anything but diverse. In
fact, diversity was a concept that was not on the minds of the Wesleyan Faculty, administration,
or student body. It was a New England, white, Protestant campus.I auditioned for and was
accepted to the chapel choir, a plum assignment that paid $1 per hour, and simultaneously
enabled me to meet the college chapel requirement (10 per semester). I also tried my hand at
debate, and found the faculty member in charge a phony and dropped it.My English professor,
Dr. Cowie, told me after a month of classes that I had absolutely no writing ability. Thus, he was
transferring me to a special English class to improve my writing. Colloquially, it was called
“Bonehead English”. I discovered much later that it was a game-changer for me and one of the
best things that could have happened. I took the course both semesters. It was taught by a Dr.
Cochran who tutored us individually as well as in class and did a great job.By the middle of the
fall semester, my academic performance was not good and I received a warning letter of
impending probation. Although I applied myself more rigorously, I could not turn it around and
ended the semester on probation. That meant I had to drop my extra-curricular activities. I filed
an appeal to continue with the choir because I earned part of my expenses that way and it was
approved.The choir experience was a good one. To balance it, ladies from Middletown
participated. We went on local tours with them. However, the men’s section also did an annual
joint home-and-home engagement with a choir from one of New England’s many women’s
colleges. Some of my choir-mates met their wives that way.One cloud on the horizon was the
Korean War. I observed my fellow students of all classes facing draft notices. They chose
instead to enlist in Officer’s Candidate School (OCS). Many left Wesleyan during the middle of
the semester and returned to complete their studies after I graduated. I estimate 15% of the
student body departed that year to Navy or Air Force OCS schools.As an immigrant, I was
required to register for the draft. If called up, I had the choice of being drafted and receiving



citizenship quickly. If I declined, I would be ineligible for US citizenship. A system of deferments
for science and engineering students and professionals was established during the summer of
1951. Such deferment was at the option of the local draft board. My draft board deferred me until
age 35 when my eligibility for military service expired.When the second semester started in
1951, I resolved to improve my grades and compete for the prize of “The most improved
freshman.” I worked hard studying in the library to avoid distractions. The only memorable thing
that semester was that in the biology class, we dissected a baby piglet. Biology labs for the
freshman course were all on Wednesdays, and that evening all campus fraternity houses served
roast pork for dinner. It was no accident. During some party weekends, I periodically worked as a
bar tender at fraternity parties. The job had a downside. Some of the Wesleyan men drank too
much and one or more passed out while their dates watched frantically and hysterically. One of
the tasks of the bartenders was to calm them down. Moreover, whenever dates came to
Wesleyan on weekends, housing was usually found for them in local private homes.At closing
time, the dates of these passed out boyfriends were escorted to their temporary homes by the
student bartenders because Middletown was not known as being a university-friendly
community. It was mostly a Catholic working class community (Middletown had three Catholic
Churches, one for those Italian descent, one for those of Polish descent, and one for those of
Irish descent). Town-gown relations were abysmal. Often, stranded dates didn’t know their way
back to the private home where they stayed. I started a system of logging the local addresses of
everyone’s date early in the evening while their Wesleyan hosts were still sober.There were
recriminations and finger pointing when the guys sobered up. Most of us who bartended were
accused of spiking drinks to “bird-dog,” go to bed, or ‘make out’ with their dates. The
recriminations arose because next morning some of these ladies delighted in teasing these guys
with exaggerated stories. I often told my compatriots, there’s nothing desirable, romantic, or
amusing about a partly stupefied, half-drunk woman.The semester ended and my GPA went up
from a D plus to a B plus. However, another classmate earned the “Improved Freshman
Prize.”Because Wesleyan was small, it lacked certain course offerings. I was interested in taking
anthropology and sociology courses and attended summer school at Northwestern University
during the summer of 1951 to do so. It was a great summer and I enjoyed the coursework. I met
one graduate student in the dormitory, Frank Hoodmaker. He was earning a MS degree in
geology and I looked at his books and found them of interest.Over the summer, I concluded that
if I went to summer school the following summer and took a lab course each of my remaining
semesters at Wesleyan, I could earn enough credits to graduate in two more years.During the
fall of 1951, I took a third semester of ‘bonehead English’ and chose geology for my lab science.
I don’t recall what else I took, but the geology course changed my life. I did very well and chose
to major in it. That meant a complete reorganization of my course work. It ended my plan to
graduate in 1953 because I had cognate science courses to take, and complete a major from a
late start.The ‘bonehead English’ course was taught by a visiting professor, Charles A.
Muscatine. Muscatine was an English Professor at the University of California, Berkeley (UCB),



earned all his degrees from Yale, and was an internationally recognized Medievalist. He refused
to sign a loyalty oath and under California laws of the time, he was fired. Wesleyan offered a
visiting appointment and he stayed until the California law was repealed three years later (See
Chapter 14).Muscatine was particularly irritating. He kept lording over us that he was a Yale
graduate and implied a Wesleyan education was inferior. He acted as if he didn’t want to be at
Wesleyan, although to earn his livelihood, he was fortunate to have a job there. I crossed swords
with him a few times in class but I earned a B plus. I was happy that I did not have to take
another course with him. Little did I know then that I would visit him at his office at UCB in 1970
(Chapter 14).Overall, my sophomore year was a great year and I scored high grades in all my
courses. I decided not to pledge at DU and instead joined the independent counterpart to
fraternities, the John Wesley Club.During my sophomore year, I competed for a campus wide
public speaking prize, the Parker Prize. I intended it to be a trial run to compete more effectively
my junior year. However, I won and was also told that because I did so, I could not compete for it
again.To make up for my change in major, I spent the summer of 1952 at Harvard Summer
School to complete a year’s freshman chemistry course in eight weeks. I passed, but not well. I
also was disappointed in Harvard because it was clearly unfriendly to undergraduates. Nor did I
care for Boston. The attitude of the people there reminded me of the ‘going home” attitude I
observed in Australia.When I chose to major in geology during 1952, the Wesleyan Department
of Geology was small, consisting of two professors, a technician and a secretary. The first
scientist on the Wesleyan faculty was John Johnston, a Bowdoin chemistry graduate with an
interest in mineralogy. He taught Natural history, including geology between 1837 and 1873. The
department was founded in 1867 when its most prominent early geology graduate, William
North Rice, was appointed. Rice was the first person to earn a PhD in geology from a US
university (Yale) around 1870. When Rice retired in 1918, he was replaced by William Foye as
professor of geology. Foye was replaced in 1935 by Joe Webb Peoples (BS, Vanderbilt, MS.
Northwestern, PhD Princeton, economic geology; Mahoning Coal Company, Lehigh, Wesleyan)
who stayed until he retired during the mid-1970s. He was department chairman during my
student days. 



Anonymous, “but extremely useful and interesting book even if you aren't personally
acquainted .... Most of the reviews seem to be from people who have personally worked with Mr.
Klein, but extremely useful and interesting book even if you aren't personally acquainted with
the cast of characters. For me as a high school student interested in becoming an research/
exploration geologist, it has illuminated both key lessons and interesting highlights of just such a
career.”

Geo, “An interesting book by an interesting person (an acquaintance).. An interesting book by
an interesting person (an acquaintance).”

jtvango, “Interesting read. This autobiography by well-known sedimentologist/geologist and
world traveler George de Vries Klein should be of interest to anybody in the world of geology.
After an early childhood in Holland and Australia the author describes his higher eduction in the
USA (Wesleyan, Kansas, Yale), his long academic career in the 1960's-1980's (mainly at
University of Illinois)and finally life as a petroleum industry consultant. The 'lessons learned' at
the end of each chapter will undoubtedly be useful for starting or early career geologists,
especially on the politics in the academic world (too late for a retired guy like me). I would have
liked to see a bit more on the geoscience discoveries and debates of the time (maybe for a
volume 2?) and less on personal contacts, but I still enjoyed reading all 430 pages.”

Neriman Guven, “Amazingly well written book about a life of a Professor. My husband was also
a professor at University of Illinois during 1966-1972. We knew most of the people mentioned in
the book.. This book brought back many memories of those days and our youth. The book is
extremely well written.  Thank you Dr. Klein”

Gerald Kuecher, “George Klein Rocknocker. Klein is a titan in the field of Geology. His greatest
contributions include his work on modern and ancient tidal rhythmites, his work on repeating
coal bearing sequences called cyclothems, and his work on modern sediments on deep ocean
research cruises. He mentored a number of geologists and raised the bar for geoscience
research at the University of Illinois in Champaign.His book, Rocknocker,is a 400 plus page epic
that follows his life's journey both inside and outside the field. He called it like he saw it. George
has an incredible memory and can recall minute details of virtually every conversation and
incident and it is amazing he wrote the entire book in his six week recuperation time from hip
replacement surgery.It has been a joy to know George over the years and he still looks great.
George is a friend and colleague and an academician not afraid to challenge the ideas of fellow
petroleum geoscientists. Presently, George is a successful consultant in the petroleum sector of
the Gulf Coast.”



Virve, “This book is on point for a rock collecting teenager. This book seemed to be a hit with my
15 year old grandson who has an extensive rock collection and likes to study geology It was a
birthday gift one day ago so I don’t know yet how he will like it after reading it”

The book by Harry Thurston has a rating of  5 out of 3.9. 11 people have provided feedback.
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