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My First Seventy Years

PREFACE to the 2014 Edition

Bind me not, to the pasture
Chain me not to the plow
Set me free to find my calling
And I’ll return to you somehow
("Homeward Bound", a song
by Marta Keen Thompson")

In many ways Thomas Wolfe was right when he wrote the famous
words, "You can't go home again." Although we may try, we are forced to
realize that we change and the world that was exists no longer as it did when
we ambled through it many years ago.
My father spent his early years "bound to the pasture and chained to
the plow" in rural Texas, but he broke away and found his calling in a far
different world. Over the years he returned for many visits with his family and
his roots -- visits which surely confirmed the adage. But I believe he eventually
found a delightful way to truly return home. He put his memories of how things
were into a writing called "Choice and Chance", an exercise that allowed him
to relive the past while he recorded the names, places and events which had
so colorfully filled his life. We who remember him are grateful for that treasure.
Nearly fifteen years ago I followed my father's example and recorded
my memories in this book, "My First Seventy Years". I thoroughly enjoyed,
as he did, the process of "going home again".
Now, after improving the graphics and making a few minor edits, I am
offering this electronic version which may serve to reveal to my grandchildren
-- and perhaps their children -- something of the world that used to be and to
help them "stay with the Lord."
G.A.R.
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My First Seventy Years
INTRODUCTION
The generation that preceded mine saw greater technological innovations than were witnessed by any generation before it, and today we continue to see awesome advances, especially in the field of communications.
But the changes that are most significant to those of us who are able to
remember life as it was in the 1940s are cultural — the way we think and
behave toward one another. As schoolchildren, our early years were steeped
in teachings about America’s Christian heritage. We were taught that Godfearing Pilgrims laid the foundation on which later patriots built a Christian
nation. And that was true. But today’s children are shielded from the knowledge of those beginnings, and are often taught instead to be aware of the
dark motives of our ancestors as they raped, enslaved and plundered native
peoples for their own selfish gain. Perhaps such teaching would be justified
if it produced a kinder, gentler, nobler nation, but it surely has not. Self
interest and materialism seem to be replacing the biblical principles that
once provided the standard of morality to which we tried to aspire.
As Asian, African, Hispanic and Muslim segments of the population
have grown, it has become unfashionable, even insulting, to refer to America
as Christian, and we have seen society make a sharp turn away from the
cultural integrity of the past, toward building a nation of people who are
focused on diversity, personal rights and the freedom to do as we individually please. While there are areas in which this redirection has brought
improvement, the downside has been increasing aversion to structure, form
and convention — a condition which is itself abhorrent to those of us who
grew up in a rigorously conventional world. Value systems that were once
transferred from generation to generation are being replaced by the mores
of the news and entertainment media.
Religious conviction, as you will see, was inevitably a factor in my life,
given the influence of godly parents who, themselves, had a similar heritage. Now, as I enjoy the luxury of looking backward over a span of years in
which I can clearly see the wisdom and benefits of having feared God and
tried to keep His commandments, I pray that those who follow on the path
will not be led astray by a culture that is increasingly prone to deny the
power of that religion.
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1 PALATINE ROOTS
My father was a transplanted Texan, and as I grew up in Philadelphia
during the 1930s, there was absolutely no one else named Rampy in my
world. Of course we understood, my brother and sister and I, that there
were plenty of folks where Daddy came from who knew the family name.
And later, when we reached an age when such things were questioned, we
were told the family was Irish or Scottish. At some time in the distant past, it
was conjectured, we had probably been Ramsays. That explanation seemed
reasonable, even comforting, since Ramsay was a quite respectable name.
But delving deeper into the origin of the family name didn’t rank very high on
our list of fascinating pursuits.
As a matter of fact, my father, like most busy people, took no interest
in the family history until he was well past middle age and was living in
Washington, DC. It was probably his younger sister, Janie, who got him
started, nudging him into spending time in the National Archives following
up on her leads. There is no known cure for the bite of the genealogy bug,
so when Daddy was attacked, he never got over the hunger to learn all he
could about the Rampys. One of the symptoms of the disease is a compulsive desire to infect others with the same passion, but alas, it’s rarely contagious, and as hard as he tried, his passion never became my passion until it
was too late for us to share.
Between them, Daddy and Janie had traced the ancestry back to a
Peter Rampy who lived in Edgefield, South Carolina, in the late 1700s. There
they hit the brick wall that all family historians encounter sooner or later,
unless they can trace their line to Noah. Sadly, both died before they learned
the rather remarkable story of how Peter happened to be in South Carolina,
and now I deeply regret ignoring my father’s efforts to stimulate my interest.
We lost a priceless opportunity to share the excitement of tracing Peter back
to his German roots.
It wasn’t until 1982, six years after Daddy’s death, that the bug caught
up with me. My wife, Bert (our version of Bertha) had been asked by her
aunt to look up some records at the Family History Library in Salt Lake City,
Utah. At the time, we were visiting friends in Salt Lake before traveling on to
Grand Teton National Park, a delightful excursion we’ve repeated annually
for nearly twenty years. While Bert dutifully pored through roll after roll of
microfilm, I killed time searching the South Carolina census indexes for
Rampys. When, to my amazement, I found dozens of “us,” I was fully infected with a terminal case of genealogical fever, destined to spend hundreds of delightful hours, mostly in that very library, diligently digging for
nuggets in the sands of time. It has been a challenging but very rewarding
pastime, one that has taught me history, brought many wonderful people
into my life, given new purpose to travel, and, best of all, helped me to
understand who I am. Bless that little bug!
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Now back to Peter Rampy. When searching for ancestors, it is enormously helpful to be looking for an unusual name. Rampy ranks high on any
list of uncommon names, so my task was relatively easy. It turned out that
Peter’s father, Johan Nicholas Rampy, had arrived at the port of Charles
Town (Charleston), South Carolina, along with his wife, Catherine, infant
daughter Maria, and more than three hundred other Germans just before
Christmas 1764. The immigrants had spent ten grueling weeks aboard two
small ships, the Union and the Dragon, but their hardships were not yet
ended when they were settled on wooded lands in the “back country.” Indians on the frontier posed a constant threat, and survival meant clearing the
land and putting in crops quickly before initial supplies ran out. Many didn’t
make it, but Johan Nicholas and Catherine were apparently among the sturdy
ones, so the family rooted and, ten years later, weathered the storm of revolution to become Americans.
The remarkable odyssey of those immigrants from an area of Germany known as the Palatinate has been recounted in my book, “Palatine
Roots,” so I won’t tell it again here. But it was my discovery of our ancestors’
participation in that story that led me to search out their origins. Fortunately,
the task was simplified by researchers who had recorded the results of their
perusings of the German churchbooks in the International Genealogical Index (IGI). That catalog of vital data is an essential starting place for anyone
doing family research but it contains only the data which have already been
found and submitted by genealogists. I was lucky. My first look into the IGI
revealed all the facts needed to locate Nicholas’ family in Landau (Pfaltz),
Germany, and to trace them back to Meisenheim, another village in the
Palatinate, where the Rempis had flourished for nearly a century.
More patience, good luck, and diligent searching in the Mormon library has pushed the lineage back to a 16th century family named Rümpi
living in the village of Häfelfingen about fifteen miles southeast of Basel,
Switzerland. The church records document the usual birth, baptism, confirmation, marriage, and death events but reveal little more except that our
ancestors were probably peasants who were engaged in fruit growing, a
business which remains a principal factor in the local economy of today.
They were Protestants of the Evangelical Reformed Church, the branch of
the Reformation initiated by Ulrich Zwingli, rather than the Lutheran branch
which spread throughout eastern and northern Germany.
Perhaps others will be successful in learning more about these people
and can put flesh on the bare statistical bones, but it will not be easy. The
Rümpis were apparently not property owners, so records will be sparse. It is
likely to be difficult, too, to move back in time prior to the Reformation (ca.
1520), since earlier church records are relatively rare and the researcher
must depend on civil records which are available only in Switzerland. My
own investigation suggests the possibility that the Rümpis may be related to
a large family group in eastern Switzerland (Zurich) named Rümpeli. The
Rümpelis may also be the precursors of the Rümpel/Rempel family which is
relatively well known in Germany.
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LONDONBOROUGH SETTLEMENT
Two miles west is Powder Spring.
traditional site of the town
laid out for the Londonborough
settlers in 1765. Abandoned by
their promoter in London, some
300 German settlers were brought
to South Carolina, given aid and
bounty and granted land in
Londonborough Township.
They settled in this area along
Hard Labor and Cuffytown Creeks.
Roadside marker placed near Callison, S.C.
on the 200th anniversary of the settlement.
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Gordon with Gunther Antes, local genealogist.
Breitenheim, Germany, 1987.
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2 THE VICTORIANS
As a child I thought my surname name was strange and unusual, but
Mother’s family was even odder. The Drinkwaters, like the Rampys, bore a
name that was well known in their native areas, but not where I grew up.
The name, it is said, reflected a disdain for alcoholic beverages and goes
back to the twelfth century in England, when Richard Drinkwater appears in
the Writs of Parliament.
Several years ago, while searching the Drinkwater attic for memorabilia, I was rewarded by the discovery of a priceless treasure — a photo
album containing dozens of portraits of my English ancestors from the Victorian era, each carefully identified. The album had belonged to Richard
Lever Drinkwater and his wife, Eliza, affectionately known to my mother’s
family as Auntie and Uncle. It had passed to their daughter, Florence, and
finally, to my grandfather, Alfred Hope Drinkwater. The ancient family bible,
containing a wealth of data, had taken a different path, and had been in my
possession for some time. Together, these two sources provided a rare
opportunity to look into the past.
The earliest Drinkwaters lived in the west of England near Manchester. My particular line appears first in Cheshire, and descends through a
series of four Samuels who lived in the towns and villages of Warrington,
Knutsford, and Davenham. The third in the line was, for thirty years, parish
clerk in St. Wilfrid’s in Davenham, among the oldest churches in Britain. He
also worked as a carpenter, but it was probably his long and faithful service
to the church that resulted in the tribute, “Truly a worthy man,” written in the
record book at his death.
The grandson of this parish clerk, James Edwin Drinkwater, born in
1816, was my great-great grandfather. A carpenter like many of his ancestors before him, he left his home town of Davenham and plied his trade in
Runcorn, a larger city where carpenters were needed to service the thriving
canal commerce. There he met and married Lydia Lever, daughter of a
local grocer, in 1840. Lydia, her father, Richard, and sister, Alice, were
active members of a small Independent church called Bethesda Chapel. It
was probably they who influenced James Edwin to break with the traditional
church and ultimately to align with the Church of Christ.
In 1851, the family, now including five children, moved to Birmingham where five more were born before 1861 when Lydia died. Then, just a
year later, James Edwin married a neighbor widow, Harriet Billingham, who
had a young daughter. James and Harriet then had two children who both
died shortly after birth. Harriet died soon afterward, in 1875, and James
Edwin lived on as a widower until his death in 1889. His letters to sixteenyear-old granddaughter Florence in America show a kind and tender heart,
as well as strong religious sentiment.
The Drinkwaters in Birmingham were solidly middle-class, with James
Edwin working as a carpenter and cabinet maker, Harriet teaching in her
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own private school, and sons employed in such occupations as venetian
blind maker, photographer, lithographic printer, jeweller, and organ buildertuner. Unfortunately, daughter Alice, having no special skills, worked as a
“housekeeper” in a nearby watch factory where her employer took advantage of her. His child was born in June, 1876. Alice named him Alfred Hope
Drinkwater, but never divulged the name of the father outside the immediate
family.
In 1888, Richard Lever Drinkwater, Alice’s eldest brother, moved his
family to Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, where he earned a comfortable living
making custom venetian blinds. A year later, Alice and Alfred followed, no
doubt hoping to start a new life where the stigma of Alfred’s illegitimacy
would not hang over them. It seems likely that Alice continued to work as a
domestic, and Alfred probably helped out in his uncle’s business. Alice died
in 1933 while living in the home of her son, my grandfather.

Alice Anne Drinkwater,
mother of Alfred.

James Edwin Drinkwater,
father of Alice.
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3 FIRST YEARS
Following their marriage in December 1922, Mother and Daddy had
lived lives that could only be described as hectic. Daddy was sent from one
construction job to another, serving as a field office bookkeeper and paymaster for U.G.I. (United Gas Improvement) Corporation (now UE&C). When
conditions allowed, they were together, but often it was best for Mother to
remain at home with her parents, the Drinkwaters, in West Philadelphia,
where their two small children, my brother and sister, could be properly cared
for. Then in July 1929, Daddy was assigned to a job in nearby Wilmington,
Delaware. That allowed the family to move into a rented house in Springfield,
a suburb of Philadelphia, while waiting for my arrival.
Religious heritage.
The church was a vital part of our family life from the beginning. Gladys
and her older sister, Mildred, had been brought up in a strict Restoration
tradition with its roots in Birmingham, England, where Alfred Drinkwater, my
grandfather, was born. His uncle had overseen the affairs of the Church of
Christ in Philadelphia from its inception in 1888 until his death in 1907.
Daddy, a native of Salado, Texas, was also brought up in the Church
of Christ, and not long after his arrival in Philadelphia, found his way to a
Sunday evening service of the little group that met at 51st and Brown Streets,
less than a block from where the Drinkwaters lived. It was a fateful moment.
That night a red-haired, twenty-year-old country boy found the one who would
share his life for the next fifty-eight years. She was a city girl of eighteen,
black-haired and beautiful, and after a courtship that lasted almost four years,
Gladys Anna Drinkwater became Mrs. Thomas Randall Rampy, December
16, 1922. Their first children, Thomas Randall, Junior, known as “Bud,” and
Mildred, called “Sister,” were born two and three years later in the Drinkwater
home while Daddy was assigned to various locations in New York and
Connecticut. Then, after a four year sojourn in Golconda, Illinois, where he
worked on construction of a large lock and dam system on the Ohio River, they
returned to Philadelphia.
My birth.
During the early days of January 1930, I was quite unaware of the
trying times that followed my arrival. It was surmised that the nurse who
assisted in my delivery may have used improperly sterilized instruments, but
whatever the cause, my mother contracted peritonitis. After several days of
high fever, her condition deteriorated to a critical stage, and Dr. Best, our
regular family physician, told the distraught family members there was
nothing more he could do. Daddy feared that he was about to lose his beloved
Gladys.
Now, with Mother near death, the church was again to play a critical
role in their lives. The elders called the members together in a special prayer
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meeting to ask God for His powerful healing hand to be placed on Gladys. It
was a tearful assembly for those who had watched her grow from childhood
into womanhood. She was part of many families. Now all they could do was
pray.
For several days Mother had been in the care of her mother and a
professional nurse while Daddy, unable to help, continued to work. He
returned home late on the night of the prayer service expecting to find Gladys
as weak as she had been when he had left her. But instead, Mother raised
her arms and put them around his neck with a show of strength that hadn't
been there for days. The fever had broken and all of their prayers had been
answered. Daddy would always remember that moment as the happiest he
ever experienced.
Hard times.
It was only a few weeks later that Daddy was able to scrape together
enough cash and optimism to purchase a brand new house in Drexel Hill, a
fast-growing suburb of Philadelphia. The house at 1016 Lindale Avenue was
one of dozens built by Charles Sheldrake that were eventually to fill the
neighborhood. The fortunes of the Sheldrake family, who lived across the
street from us, were clearly flourishing, but to my father, who was struggling
hard for every nickel, that seemed rather unfair. It was especially galling to
see a shiny, new, black Packard on display in front of the Sheldrake home the
day after Daddy had made the down payment on our house.
A year later serious illness struck again. This time it was scarlet fever,
and we were all quarantined except Daddy. For six weeks he had to be
content with coming to the living room window and peering through for a look
at the wife and children he could neither touch nor hold. But the time passed,
as did the disease, and no permanent damage was done.
But then, in April 1932, the hard realities of the Depression caught up
with Daddy, and he was laid off. For the next two years there were only parttime jobs to make ends meet. He was willing to do anything that would provide
for the family, and folks who were more fortunate unselfishly tried to help out
by providing painting and repair work in the neighborhood. Somehow, he and
Mother made it through those trying times without having to give up the house,
and in 1934 Daddy began a long period of employment with the Public Works
Administration.
The Depression years left a lasting imprint on those who lived through
them, but for me, as a very young child, the period was simply childhood —
and anything but grim. Looking back, though, I realize that those times of
scarcity did leave their mark. For better or for worse they left me with a sense
of frugality that is clearly missing in today's affluent generations. We were
expected to clean our plates, empty our glasses, turn off unused lights, close
doors and take pride in any effort to extend the life of our resources. Pennies
make dollars was a motto that every child and adult took seriously. So please
forgive me if I cringe when I see a mother casually scraping a plateful of
13
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uneaten food into the garbage, or pouring half a bowlful of milk down the drain
because her child only eats the cereal. Something inside me is saying, "Stop!
It's just plain wrong to be so wasteful." But today we live in a time of plenty,
and perhaps there are many things of greater importance to be concerned
about.
A Christmas story.
Christmas was an exciting time then, just as it is now for our grandchildren, even though the number and cost of those treasures we found under the
tree would be insulting to a child today. We all had a part in trimming the tree,
and I was thrilled to be trusted to insert bulbs through reflectors and then
screw them into their sockets. The light strings were wired in series in those
days, so when one bulb died they all went out. It then became a challenging
game to find and replace the offender and see the string come brightly to life
again.
It was about that time that Clement Moore's "The Night Before
Christmas" established a new, bible-like standard by which all future Santas
would be judged. Without television to take the place of imagination, children
of that day were wide-eyed and spellbound as the vivid imagery of that
masterpiece brought reality to the jolly little potbellied fellow in red. The poem
was read and reread by devoted mothers, fathers, aunts, and grandmothers
until the little ones could recite it themselves. I was no exception. There was
no doubt in my ingenuous, four-year-old mind that Christmas Eve was a time
of magic doings that took place only after children were in their beds and out
of sight.
So, on that night before Christmas 1933, we three, Bud, Sis, and I,
were tucked away, but surely not able to sleep, when a knock at the front door
brought us furtively to the landing at the top of the stairs. We strained to catch
a glimpse of the visitor. And what to our wondering eyes did appear, but Saint
Nicholas, himself — and he was right here! There could be no doubt for me.
I knew how Santa dressed — and there were the boots, the cap, the beard.
The only puzzling part was that he had come through the front door instead
of the chimney. But I certainly wasn't going to fret about that. What mattered
was that we had actually seen him, if only for a moment, before our horrified
parents sent us scurrying back to our beds in a daze of bewilderment.
The next morning brought more than the usual excitement for me.
Mother and Daddy didn't deny for a moment that those packages under the
tree had indeed been delivered by the late night visitor. Much older and wiser,
Bud and Sis had probably recognized the neighbor in costume, but for many
years after, whenever the subject of believing in Santa Claus came up in
conversation, I was always able to tell my friends with confidence, "Sure he's
real. I saw him!"
Escapades.
But life wasn't always rosy for this little kid. One of its more painful
14
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moments resulted from an accident that probably could not happen today.
The homes in Drexel Hill were supplied with heat in the form of steam that was
piped into radiators in each room. It was called "central plant heat" and
required that pipes run under the streets for miles to bring steam from the
generating site to each user. It was a great concept that worked well, but I
don't know that it is still in use today. In any case, our neighborhood was
expanding and there were new homes being built all around us, providing
exciting play opportunities for curious kids like me and my friends. So it
happened that one day, at a lot where a new home was under construction,
I came upon a small steel pipe just above the surface of the ground. It was
spewing a small cloud of vapor and mist harmlessly into a muddy puddle
below. The jet was only a few inches off the ground, so, of course, I had to
put my shoe into it. Yee-oww! Instantly I felt the painful bite of live steam and
raced home in tears with a badly scalded foot. No doubt Mother notified the
heating company of the hazard right away, but for me it was too late for
anything but soothing, Unguentine salve.
Heat of a different kind was the cause of one of my most exciting
adventures. Charley Sheldrake, son of the builder of all those new homes,
was nearly two years older than I and much more knowledgeable in the ways
of the world. His parents both smoked cigarettes, so he had easy access to
matches, which remain the most enticing of all devices to the mind of a child.
That day Charley came equipped with a couple of full boxes of those delightful
incendiaries and led me straight to a field just a block from our house. It was
covered with clumps of tall, brown, very dry grass. He quickly demonstrated
how easy it was to transform a clump into a blaze just by plunging a lighted
match into its tinder-like center. It was marvelous, and I eagerly joined in the
fun. We had a pretty good thing going before it all came to an abrupt end with
the arrival of the fire engines. This time I had an escort on my return home,
and I was expecting a very warm reception. Fortunately, the fireman and
Mother were both understanding, and my fright seemed to them to be
punishment enough. Indeed, it was. Who would have suspected that such
innocent fun could raise such a fuss?
On another occasion the consequences of my escapade could have
been tragic. Several neighborhood children had cooperated in the construction of a small, two-story hut behind the garage next door. It was not a thing
of beauty, but I liked to crawl inside, then squeeze through the small opening
in the ceiling of the lower level, and sit in the tiny upstairs room. That was
exactly what I had done one evening when one of the older kids decided it
would be fun to build a fire in the living room below. Just how I made my exit
remains unclear today, but luckily I got out safely and was part of the group
that watched as the flames quickly engulfed the little wood and tar paper
structure. The garage was only scorched, but nothing at all remained of the
hut. Again I had emerged from a frightening experience with a valuable
lesson in fire safety. My angel was just beginning a busy career.
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First schooling.
My first experience with the public school system caused some
excitement, too. At some time in my fourth year, my parents felt I was ready
for the kindergarten which was held in the basement of the local elementary
school a few blocks from our house. Things got off to a bad start when Mother
brought me into the classroom and introduced me to the teacher. While the
two of them discussed my future, I responded to a tickle in my nose with a
horrendous sneeze, drenching the poor teacher’s skirt in yellow goo. She
took it very well, though, and after the necessary cleanup I was left alone for
the rest of the day with her and her other little pupils. But from that point on
the only tolerable activity she offered was snack time with graham crackers
and milk. Kindergarten was definitely not for me. At some point during the
afternoon I decided enough was enough and charged out the door and up the
flight of steps leading outside. The teacher, of course, in hot pursuit, had me
in her grasp before I made it to freedom, so I remained in captivity. Apparently
she and Mother quickly agreed that I was just not ready to begin formal
education. That ended my first and last day of school until another year had
passed, providing the maturity that comes with age five.
Drexel Hill Elementary School was a new, attractive, fortress-like,
stone building that housed grades one through six. (Today, after more than
sixty-five years, it still serves the community as a center for special education.) The year I entered first grade, 1935, was uneventful. I adjusted well,
even though Miss Lovett, my teacher, recorded a “No” on my first six weeks’
report card where it referred to “Cooperation.” My grades were consistently
above average then and throughout the entire span of my twelve years in
various public school systems. After that abortive start, I always liked school
and learned easily, thanks, I believe, to wise parents who taught us to have
great respect for teachers and, indeed, for all authorities.
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Gladys Anna Drinkwater
(Mother)

Mother and Daddy
1919

Mother and Daddy
December 16, 1922
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Drexel Hill Elementary School

My first grade report card.
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4 PHILADELPHIA STORY
Drexel Hill was only a short drive from West Philadelphia where
Grandma, Grandpa and Aunt Mildred lived, and so we were able to be with
them often. Hardly a Sunday went by that we didn't have dinner together, and
it was not unusual for a visiting preacher or some other family from the church
to be included. Sometimes it would be at our house, but often we ate at their
narrow “row house” diagonally across the street from the meeting place. That
had been home for the Drinkwaters ever since their move from Germantown
when Mother was sixteen. It was stylish and new then, solidly constructed of
brick and stone with heavy oak doors at both ends of the vestibule. The
exterior door was beautifully decorated with a multicolored, stained glass
window, while the door leading from the vestibule into the living room had a
panel of thick, clear glass skillfully engraved with an intricate floral design.
The tiny chamber was tiled on the floor and on the walls up to waist level.
Ornate, solid brass fittings for the doors were further examples of the quality
of workmanship that was visible in every room.
By the time I came on the scene the gas lines that had originally fueled
lamps throughout the house had been capped at stubs close to the plastered
walls, and the chandeliers had been electrified. The neighborhood had
changed, too. Except for the Beazelys and the Chandlers who lived next door,
nearly all the homes were now occupied by middle-class blacks. They were
good neighbors and it would be many years before Grandma and Grandpa
finally felt that it was time to leave.
House of magic.
The house was filled with unique features that were missing from our
newer, more modern home, and I found lots of things to make my visits
interesting. There were the window seats, for instance, in the large, bright,
rear bedroom that had been shared by Mother and her sister Mildred for six
years before Daddy came along. Those window seats were not just for sitting.
They actually served as the lids of treasure chests, and inside I would find all
sorts of wonderful things, including old National Geographic magazines,
which I eagerly devoured, and puzzles and games that Aunt Mildred was
never too busy to play with me. And there was that musty, dark chamber
under the stairway that served Grandpa as a convenient place to store
records, boxes, and books, but that actually was intended as a secret hiding
place for little boys.
I was born with a love for music. When I was small, my singing voice
drew a lot of attention, and often I would succumb to bribery and sing for cash.
But my shyness was so great that I usually struck a special deal: I would
accept the shiny ten-cent piece if I could perform from behind the hallway
curtain, out of sight. It was a painful ordeal, but the pay was good, and my
renditions of Alexander's Ragtime Band, or, better still, Little Old Lady,
brought a lot of pleasure and pride to my aunt and great-aunts.
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But my enjoyment of music came from listening to records on Grandma's
Victrola. I loved that magnificent, old, windup machine and the wonderful,
scratchy sounds that came out of it. Viennese waltzes, Sousa marches, and,
best of all, songs of the islands from an odd-colored platter that I referred to
as the brown piece kept me occupied for hours at a time. It was all very
inspiring to me, and I'd stand in front of that box and wave my arms in time to
the music, dreaming that someday I'd be leading my own band. There were
talking records, too. Cohen on the Telephone and The Two Black Crows were
comedy discs that would be banned today because of their ethnic and racial
caricatures, but to me they were humorous, and I played them often enough
to know every word by heart.
The basement held its own kind of fascination. It was always very dark
and dirty. Dirty, not because the Drinkwaters weren't tidy people. Quite the
contrary. But who could keep a place clean that was home to a huge, demonlike, coal-eating furnace? The dusty, black chunks of fuel were fed into the
basement through a small window at ground level and allowed to tumble into
a wood-paneled space called a coal bin. From there they had to be carried
by the shovelful to the monster's mouth where they would be digested and
converted to an even dustier gray-brown ash. This in turn had to be
transported in large cans up the steps and out to the street for collection by
the ash man. It was a nasty business that made our central plant heating
seem pretty appealing.
But dust and dirt weren't the real attractions in Grandpa's basement.
It was his collection of tools, fasteners, wood scraps, paint, lacquer, wires,
motors, and assorted junk that really piqued my curiosity. He was employed
as a telephone switchboard installer with the Bell Telephone Company and
had inherited a talent for craftsmanship from generations of Drinkwaters who
were cabinet makers, carpenters, and ship outfitters in his native England.
His uncle, Richard Lever Drinkwater, had been a venetian blind maker in that
country before coming to Philadelphia in 1888, and after his death, his tools
and those of his forbears were included in Grandpa's collection. Some dated
to the early 1800s. I was cautioned to treat those treasures with the greatest
respect, which made them even more fascinating then and highly prized
possessions in my own basement today.
Grandpa.
Grandpa was only about five feet five inches tall. So short, in fact, that
Grandma sometimes referred to him fondly as "Little Drinky." But he was very
stocky and muscular and not of a temperament that would invite confrontation. He was perhaps the most deliberate person I have ever known, seeming
to give careful thought to even the slightest movement. Nothing was done
casually. Or quickly. And that irritated my father. Daddy moved fast and let
the chips fall where they might. He would finish a job in half the time it took
Grandpa, but when Grandpa finished the result was perfection. Daddy was
content with a lot less.
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My religious heritage came almost entirely through Grandpa Drinkwater.
Daddy had a deeply rooted sense of morality and integrity that was instilled
in him by both his parents, but his father had no sense of biblical orthodoxy
or allegiance to any organized religious group. He was never baptized. The
religious influence in Daddy's life came entirely from his mother, a strong
Christian woman who raised all of her nine children in the strict teachings of
the Church of Christ.
On the other hand, Mother had been steeped in rigorous orthodoxy
from birth. Her mother, Eunice Short, was a former Baptist who came from
a family in which most of the children showed only casual interest in things
religious. But when she married Alfred Hope Drinkwater she married into the
church. His grandfather, James Edwin Drinkwater, had been an elder in the
Birmingham church where David King, a famous, English, restoration preacher,
had spent many years in the pulpit. Lydia Lever, whom James Edwin had
married in 1840, had been active as a Sunday School teacher at sixteen and
no doubt had a strong moral influence on all the members of her large family.
By the time I came along, my grandfather, too, was an elder and highly
respected leader, well known throughout the fellowship of Churches of Christ
in the Northeast.
I liked Grandpa a lot, and respected him immensely, but he projected
such a strong image of righteousness that it was hard to be entirely
comfortable in his presence. I guess stern is a word that could be used to
describe him, but that would not allow for the gentle nature and smiling good
humor that were just as much a part of his character.
Movies were among the forbidden forms of entertainment, so Mother
never entered a theater until after her marriage, and we children were
restricted to Disney productions for many years. Grandpa never saw a motion
picture, but when a television set replaced the radio in his living room he saw
no inconsistency in the fact that he was pleasantly captivated by similar fare
shown on the tiny screen in his own home. We just shook our heads.
Grandma.
Grandma was something else. Quick, lively, full of fun and spice,
feisty, and only five feet tall! When she got together with her sisters, especially
Aunt Carrie, it was a circus! She came from a family where the language was
colorful, and the only adult son died of syphilis in a mental institution. Hardly
the saintly Victorians that made up Grandpa's heritage.
Not that there wasn't some scandal there, too. Alfred's mother, Alice,
had been a housekeeper in a Birmingham watch factory when she allegedly
was taken advantage of by her employer. She never divulged his name, and
so I don't know even today who my great-grandfather was. But the need for
a fresh start in America was probably the strong motivation that inspired Alice
to brave the rigors of a steerage voyage with her thirteen year-old son in 1889.
That subject was never discussed in the family, and I didn't learn the truth until
I was a young man.
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Back to Grandma. She was a cutup with a sparkle in her eye, but she
had a mind of her own and wasn't afraid to stand firm for what she felt was
right. In November 1917, a smoldering rivalry between blood brothers
Earnest and Alfred Joynes erupted into a full-blown conflagration within the
church. Earnest, formerly an elder but now an ordained evangelist working
with the small, new congregation in Tabernacle, New Jersey, brought serious
accusations of misconduct against Alfred, who was then serving as one of two
elders in the Philadelphia church. After a series of contentious meetings and
trials before the membership, the matter was officially resolved when the
congregation withdrew fellowship from Earnest and his wife, Eleanore, on
March 3rd, 1918. The ugly conflict was brought to the attention of the entire
brotherhood when the decision was published in the April issue of The
Apostolic Review, and Earnest's work with the Tabernacle group was
effectively ended.
Because of her close relationship with Eleanore Joynes, Grandma
saw another side to the issue and felt that an injustice had been done. But
she managed to avoid open confrontation with the brethren throughout the
rest of the year. After all, her husband was a deacon and one of the respected
leaders of the church. But on Sunday morning, May 4, 1919, an announcement was made that next week's service would be followed by a special
meeting to deal with some matters of discipline. The conflict over Earnest
Joynes was flaring up again and Eunice Drinkwater had had enough! On May
6 she penned a terse note and gave it to Tom Patton, one of the deacons.
Grandma did not attend the services on the 11th, but the roll book
shows that her future son-in-law, my father, was present for the fireworks.
After the disciplinary matters were concluded on that Sunday, Brother Alfred
Joynes, the presiding elder, announced to the congregation that he would
read a letter which had been given him by Brother Patton. It was brief, but to
the point:
"Mr. Thos. Patton,
I wish to sever my connection with the Church of Christ at 51st
and Brown Streets.
Eunice Drinkwater"
Silence. All eyes were on Alfred as he sat at the end of the Drinkwater
pew in a state of shock. The Secretary (A. H. Drinkwater, himself) later
recorded succinctly in the minutes of that session, "Brother Drinkwater asked
that action on this letter be postponed for a time, as he was unaware of its
existence until that morning." There is no record of the row that surely must
have taken place within the walls of 5113 Brown Street that afternoon, but it
must have been a good one. The strained relationships that followed were
not soon healed.
It was not until six weeks later that Grandma finally did what she knew
had to be done. At the regular quarterly business meeting on July 1, the
following letter was read to the church:
"Brother T. J. Patton,
For the welfare of my home and all concerned I wish to withdraw
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my letter of May 6,1919.
Respectfully yours,
Eunice Drinkwater"
It would be another six or seven weeks before she was willing to take
her place on the pew again, and the other shoe didn't fall until the next
quarterly meeting, September 30th. At that time a third and final letter was
read:
"Dear Brother Patton:Feeling that my last letter (withdrawing a previous letter of
resignation) may not have been properly understood, I wish to further state
that it is my desire to remain faithful to our Lord and Saviour and to His church.
Trusting that this statement may fully convey my wishes in this matter.
Sincerely your sister in Christ,
Eunice Drinkwater"
Elder Joynes probably understated the feelings of many, especially
Grandma's family, when he said that the letter gave "much cause for
rejoicing."
A special pair.
Grandpa lived his life surrounded by women. His mother, Alice, was
with him from his birth until the day of her death in 1933 — fifty-seven years.
Eunice, Mildred, and Gladys had taken their places in his life in quick
succession after his marriage in 1897. And finally, as if four females were not
enough, Auntie, Uncle Richard Drinkwater's widow, came to live with them in
1911 and remained till she died seventeen years later. It's no wonder that
poor Alf desperately needed something over which he could exercise some
control. He found it in automobiles.
His love affair with cars began when he purchased his first Ford, a TModel, long before I was born. From that moment on, there was a tiny, tinny,
four-wheeled world in which he could be king. His throne was a seat behind
the steering wheel that was never to be occupied by any of the female
members of the household. He alone knew the secrets that were hidden
under the hood, and he alone could make Lizzie do her stuff. If the ladies
needed transportation, they were at his mercy. Whether it was the Model T
or any of the several other Ford products that came into Grandpa's life, he
proudly primped and pampered her so that she'd be preened and purring
when it was time to go.
But that's when the trouble started: when they went. Grandma was
willing to concede sovereignty over the stabling, feeding, and grooming of the
beast, but when it came down to directing its course she would have her say.
"Look out for that car, Pa. Let's go, Pa, the light's green. Park there, Pa." You
could see him bristle. And he'd snap right back with an indignant retort that
was intended to remind Grandma that he was quite capable of handling the
driving without her help, thank you. But it didn't slow her down for a moment,
and whenever they traveled — and that was quite often — the front seat was
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always the scene of verbal warfare.
Their relationship was never serene, but on the other hand, I never
heard either of them speak to the other in disrespect. It was simply a way of
life, and each loved and leaned on the other with a devotion that lasted for
sixty-one years. After Grandpa's heart failed and he died in 1959, Grandma
lived only three years longer, afflicted with such severe senility that it became
difficult to remember the sharp-witted, competent wife, mother and grandmother she had been throughout her eighty-six years. They were both
charming and memorable people who had a strong and lasting influence on
my life.
Perhaps one statement that Grandpa made to me says it all. I was off
to college in Cambridge, Massachusetts, leaving home for the first time in my
life, when I stopped along the way to visit the Drinkwaters in Philadelphia. On
the front steps as I was leaving, after all the hugs and best wishes were over,
his parting words to me were, "Stay with the Lord and He'll always stay with
you." I followed that advice.
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Alfred and Eunice Drinkwater,1913.
(Grandpa and Grandma)

The home of the Drinkwaters, (right)
5113 Brown St., Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 1919.
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Alfred and Eunice Drinkwater
(Grandpa and Grandma)

The Church of Christ, 51st and Brown Streets. 1919
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5 THE TEXANS
My father's family was not just two thousand miles from Philadelphia;
they lived in another world. The Rampys had always been farmers, but not
very successful ones. In 1884, Thomas Jefferson Rampy, who was to
become my grandfather, moved from Alabama with his father, mother, and
five brothers and sisters to a community called Bell Plains near Salado, Bell
County, Texas. Other Rampy relatives were already there, and in Anderson
County, about a hundred miles to the northeast, family members had
established themselves in Texas forty years earlier.
All the Rampys can trace their ancestry back to a single German
immigrant, Johan Nicholas Rempi, who settled in South Carolina in 1764.
Two of his descendants, brothers Jacob and Henry, moved to Alabama in the
1830s, and when the Civil War broke out several of their sons were called to
serve the rebel cause. John Henry Rampy, my great-grandfather, was six feet
three, thirty-two years old and already the father of two children when he
enlisted in 1862. He advanced to the rank of corporal in a Confederate cavalry
unit before he was taken prisoner near Stanford, Kentucky. For the next two
years he was confined in an overcrowded, unsanitary prison on a swampy
island in the middle of the Delaware River.* Fort Delaware has been called
the Andersonville of the North, but John Henry managed to survive the ordeal
and returned safely home to resume raising crops and children for the next
twenty years in Randolph County, Alabama. Soon after his brother, Thomas
Franklin, moved his family to Salado, Texas, John Henry decided that was the
place for him, too. For the next forty years many with the name Rampy could
be found in the vicinity of that little village, but today there are none.
Grandparents.
Thomas Jefferson Rampy and his wife, Betha, had nine children.
Daddy was the eldest. Of the nine, only Millard did not survive to adulthood.
He was about eight years old when he died painfully after being bitten by a
rabid dog. The family struggled to coax a living from the soil with all the
children pitching in to make a crop, but the share of the harvest that went to
the landowner as rent on the farm left little for anything but necessities. It was
a hard life and Grandpa didn't have his heart in it. He realized that farming
seldom provided more than a marginal return for the immense, backbreaking
effort it required, and he preferred making a living by shrewd dealing in
livestock. While he was only moderately successful, he gained a reputation
for good business sense that brought other men to him for advice and
counsel.
*Fifty-three years later, his grandson, my father, would find himself on another smelly,
swampy island in the Delaware just a few miles north of the old prison. It was then the site
of the Hog Island Shipyards. Jobs there drew my father and hundreds of other young men
from all over America to Philadelphia during World War I, but today, few who land at that city's
huge airport realize that dozens of ships were built where the concrete runways now stretch
out to receive them.
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John Henry Rampy, ca.1862.
In Confederate cavalry uniform.

Thomas Jefferson and Bethsaida Ann Bonita Rampy
November 1, 1896
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Thomas Jefferson and Betha Rampy
(Grandpa and Grandma)

Daddy (left, rear), brothers and sisters.
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In some ways, Grandpa probably disappointed his wife. Sometimes
he chewed tobacco, and he kept a bottle of whiskey hidden out in the barn.
Bethsaida Ann Bonita Underwood came from a long line of farmers, too, but
religious conviction was a lot stronger in her family than in his. Her greatgrandfather had been the Reverend Enoch Spruel Sylvester Phelps. Her
grandmother, Bethsady Phelps Underwood, after the death of her first
husband, married a widower named F. C. Wilmeth, who was one of the
pioneer evangelists of the Church of Christ in Texas. Then there was
Grandma's father, William David Underwood. When he came to live with the
Rampys after the death of his wife, the old man irritated his son-in-law by
constantly quoting scripture. No doubt that's when Grandpa felt the need for
a trip to the barn.
Grandpa could neither read nor write, and Grandma had only a few
years of schooling, but both showed a deep appreciation for the importance
of education. Sacrifices were made so that Daddy could attend high school
— an opportunity that even he saw as a privilege rather than an ordeal. He
loved school, but when it came time to graduate he found himself in the lower
half of his class. "She was smarter than I was," he liked to explain. Actually,
he did well and took his education very seriously, but he was thoroughly
disappointed when it seemed that there were no jobs to which that achievement gave him access. He soon found himself back in the fields, working for
a relative as a hired hand.
My ambitious father.
Daddy was far too ambitious to be content with the kind of life his
parents lived, and that seemed to be exactly what lay ahead. After a
frustrating year and a half he finally left the farm and found employment in
Waco, Texas, first as a clerk in a drug store and later as a gun-toting parcel
handler for Wells-Fargo Express, a job that payed $65 a month. That was
good money when compared to the hundred dollars he had earned in
eighteen months as a hired field hand. But when his close friend, Lee
Stubblefield, wrote from Philadelphia that there were jobs available at the
busy Hog Island Shipyards paying more than $100 a month, his mind was
quickly made up. Family, friends, and farming suddenly became part of a
world that he was willing to leave forever. From that moment he embarked
on a career as an office-bound accountant that would eventually lead him to
become Auditor General of the United States Air Force and Comptroller of the
Air Forces in Europe with the rank of major general — no small achievement
for a country boy with no college education!
Visiting the farm.
Although Daddy had left rural Texas for a home in the Northeast, his
family ties remained strong. But the distance was simply too great to permit
the kind of close relationship that Mother had with her family. And besides,
Mother was a city girl who was less than enthusiastic about traveling two
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thousand miles to spend a week in a house that had no running water,
electricity, or indoor plumbing, and where she might wake up during the night
(as she once did) to find a scorpion in her bed.
There were only a few trips to visit the Rampy grandparents when I
was a child, but they were filled with new, interesting sights, people, and
adventures in an environment that bore little resemblance to my suburban
surroundings. Getting there was an adventure in itself. We were packed into
the family car for a long first leg of the trip. Daddy liked to drive straight through
to Texarkana, and that meant sleeping the first night in the car. With blankets
and pillows cushioning the floor in the back, it didn't seem like a serious
problem for us kids, but keeping the peace in such close quarters was another
matter. Bud delighted in bugging Sis, but she could give as well as take, so
he quickly found himself in deep trouble with her and with the ultimate
authority in the front seat. A state of tension usually prevailed throughout the
trip. The second and final leg took us across seemingly endless miles of flat,
featureless, Texas farmland until we arrived late in the afternoon at Grandpa's
place.
In 1925 the Rampys had moved to a crossroads community known as
Wilmeth, about 150 miles northwest of Salado. The nearest town of any size
was Winters, nine miles east. Winters was thirty-two miles due south of
Abilene. There were several houses in the village, but the real reason for
Wilmeth's existence was a cotton gin. Cotton was king in Texas during those
years and Grandpa's farm was devoted exclusively to raising that crop.
On two occasions our arrival at the Rampy homestead dramatically
illustrated the difference between the way of life we were used to in
Philadelphia and the world we were entering. When Daddy confidently
attempted to navigate through a muddy portion of the entrance lane, the car
stuck firmly in the mire. But in no time at all, Grandpa appeared, mounted on
old "Blue" and wearing a big, ten-gallon hat. The superiority of his horsepower
over Daddy's was clearly demonstrated as we were towed out of the mud at
the end of a rope. Another time we were startled by the sight of a huge, sixfoot snake hanging from the limb of a small tree very close to the car as we
drove up the lane to the house. As soon as we arrived, the men returned to
the tree and dispatched the snake, since it was large enough to be a threat
to the family's chickens.
In the early 1930s, when my recollections begin, only two of Daddy's
six sisters, Alice and Tookie (Claudia), remained at home, but Aunt Janie
(Ball) lived nearby and her children, Dot (Dorothy Janelle), Tommy Dean, and
Johnny were my playmates when we visited. They were the only cousins with
whom I would ever have a relationship, and even that was very limited. But
we got along well, and I enjoyed playing with them on the farm and going
swimming in the nearby, leech infested creek. I'm sure they indulged my
ignorance of country life in many ways, but one bit of education stands out in
my mind: they introduced me to horned toads. Today, those harmless, but
ugly, spiny, little creatures are so nearly extinct that they were the subject of
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Mother and Daddy visiting the Texas Rampys in 1926.

A typical horned toad, about six inches long.
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a recent article in the Smithsonian magazine. But, in those days, you didn't
have to search very long to find one to play with. I'm sorry to have to report,
though, that our play was anything but fun for the poor horned toad that was
unlucky enough to be discovered.
Uncle Henry (William Henry), Daddy's younger and only surviving
brother, lived very close to the family farm. He and his wife, Ethel, had no
children. In the early thirties he operated an auto repair shop across the street
in Wilmeth, and it was there that he forever endeared himself to me on one
of my first trips to Texas. In just a few minutes, he bent a length of welding
rod into a "Y" shape, brazed the neck, and attached strips of rubber inner tube
and a small piece of leather to make the classiest sling shot I had ever seen.
I had already become proficient with my own wooden version, but that one
became a prized possession that lasted for several years. In the latter part
of that decade, Uncle Henry ran for and won a seat in the Texas state
legislature, representing Coke, Concho, and Runnels Counties. He served
there for many years before his appointment as a county judge in Ballinger,
Texas. Henry, like my father, had an outstanding professional career without
the advantage of college training.
A few years ago, Bert and I made our way to Wilmeth, hoping to see
what was left of the Rampy place since my last visit in the mid-forties. It was
obvious from the moment we entered the lane that no structures remained —
no house, no barn, and no fences, but when we reached the approximate site
itself, I was amazed to find that there was not a trace or remnant that could
be identified as part of the place I remembered. All was gone with the wind.
The fields of rich, black soil that had yielded hundreds of bales of cotton
through the diligent efforts of an entire family were now an ugly expanse of
sand, scrub, and weeds. Not even a horned toad was there to remind me of
those days.
As we get older, experiences such as that one are often repeated and
we’re forcefully reminded of our fleeting presence in a world that moves on
without us and never looks back. The author of Ecclesiastes cried, “Vanity,
vanity. All is vanity,” as he searched in vain for some way to make a
meaningful, long lasting impression on the world around him. Centuries later,
Jesus would teach that the only permanence is in Him.
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6 MOVING AROUND
We live in a highly mobile society today. We pick up and move from
one city to another without hesitation and with little concern for the roots we
leave behind. Our family was like that in the thirties, but we were novelties.
In those days most folks stayed put, so they looked at us as being just a little
bit different. As children we were especially conspicuous when we were
thrown into a brand new, sometimes unfriendly school environment, but we
adjusted quickly and soon forgot about those first awkward days.
Although my first seven and a half years were all spent in the
Philadelphia area, we actually moved five times during that period. After three
months at my birthplace in Springfield, we moved into the new house in Drexel
Hill. Then in 1934 we spent six weeks in Lemoyne, Pennsylvania, where
Daddy worked briefly before being transferred back to Philadelphia. Our
house had been rented for a year, so we had to move into an apartment
building nearby called Drexel Court, where Mother spent most of her time at
war with roaches. When the lease on our Drexel Hill home expired, we
returned there and remained for nearly two years, until another employment
change took us to Brentwood, a suburb of Pittsburgh, in June 1937.
Brentwood
Daddy had rented a small duplex just two, long, hilly blocks from the
neighborhood grade school. Both sides of the duplex had access to a
common attic, so I was able to visit Petey Shaw, the boy next door, without
going outside. The Shaw family and ours became close friends and my
parents kept in touch with them for a great many years after we left Pittsburgh.
At the far end of the street, just beyond the school, lived the Meixners, whom
we knew because both families attended the Church of Christ in downtown
Pittsburgh. Their daughter, Mary Lou, was close to Sis’ age, and their son,
Clovis, matched mine. The elder Meixners, too, became very close friends
of Mother and Daddy, a relationship that lasted throughout their lives.
Two unrelated incidents stand out in my memory of that period. One

Our house (left side)
at 4069 Dalewood
in Brentwood, PA.
Photo 1990.

Bud, Sis, Gordon. ca.1937
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was the occasion of our first visit to a supermarket. It was 1938 and
housewives were still making their food purchases at small specialty shops
— butchers, bakers, and grocers — instead of the one-stop marvels we know
today. We drove for miles to a site on the outskirts of town where a large, ugly,
block building had attracted customers from the entire Pittsburgh area. It was
a very special experience for our whole family and we gaped in awe as we
loaded the trunk of the car with bag after bag of purchases, all for the
incredible sum of twenty dollars!
The other incident illustrates how our mother reacted to what we kids
called thrilling. (An entry in her diary for 1936 mentions that she read Lorna
Doone, but found it too exciting.) On the occasion I have in mind, Sis and I
prevailed on Mother to ride with us on The Jackrabbit, the wildest roller
coaster at Kennywood, the local amusement park. She gave in reluctantly
and rode with us, but we weren’t prepared for her reaction. Absolutely
terrified, she seemed unable to breathe, and we began seriously to fear that
she might not regain her composure. That was the last time we ever tried to
coax Mother onto a thrill ride.
Pittsburgh represented an interlude that was not especially memorable or noteworthy for me, except for the smell. The air was filled with a strong
odor from the burning of coal that was used to heat the homes, fuel the blast
furnaces, and insure that any snowfall did not remain pristine and white for
very long. In those days before Japanese imports and EPA controls,
Pittsburgh meant steel, and steel meant pollution. It was not a clean city.
From our porch we could look to the hills across town at night and see the dull
red glow of the slag heaps where residue from the furnaces was dumped
continuously.
I had completed all of the third grade and two months of the fourth when
we moved again. None of us seemed to mind when Daddy announced that
we would soon be living in a new home, just across the Susquehanna River
from Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. But we had no way of knowing, then, what
a very special place Camp Hill would turn out to be.
Camp Hill
As things worked out, it seemed that it was always some time after the
start of the school year that we moved. And we moved several times during
my elementary school days. The other kids had already renewed friendships
after the summer break and had adjusted to a new teacher, a new classroom,
and to each other before I came on the scene. I had to face all that alone. For
the average, well-adjusted boy, that would have been difficult, but for shy,
timid me, it was terrifying. Fortunately, I made friends easily and wasn't
subjected to a lot of bullying, even though my size was against me.
My birth date, January 4, 1930, was the source of my problem. Five
years after I was born, when the time came for my parents to think about
plunging me into the public education system, they faced a choice: put me
into first grade right away, or wait another year till I would be a more mature
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six years old. The choice they made was the wrong one, and for the next few
years I was always the shortest in my class, a stress-provoking distinction for
one who wasn't endowed with a Napoleon complex.
My diminutive stature had a serious effect on my love life, too. We were
moving away after two wonderful years in Camp Hill, when on my last day of
school I happened to be riding my bicycle home at lunch time with Margaret
Van Ness, the prettiest and most vivacious girl in my sixth grade class. She
had rarely given me the time of day before, but on that occasion she felt it was
safe to confide, "You know, Gordon, all the girls would have fallen in love with
you, but you were so short."
Our house in Camp Hill was on the "bypass" at the north edge of town.
On our side of the road were comfortable, two-story homes about ten years
old. They were built on double lots. That allowed for large open areas
between the houses. Ours, being on a corner, seemed especially spacious
and was beautifully landscaped with shrubs, flowering plants, and whitepainted arbors spaced neatly around the perimeter. The house seemed
large, too, but that was merely a child's perspective. Recently, when I returned
for a visit after fifty-five years, the place seemed quite small by today's
standards. Three bedrooms upstairs, a living room, dining room, and kitchen
downstairs, and a basement. But outside there were some really spacious
novelties — a garage big enough for two cars (Who could imagine such luxury
in 1938?) and a dog house tall enough to stand up in! For sixty-five dollars
a month, Daddy had rented paradise, and we loved it from the first.
On the day we moved in we kids were excited to find treasures in that
big garage. The previous occupant was a Sun Oil Company agent who was
responsible for supplying expendables and novelties to Sunoco service
stations. Among the items he had left behind was a large container of
miniature corn cob pipes, enough to be shared comfortably by all three of us
and have some left over to boot. It was about a year later that one of those
toy pipes provided me with an exciting, clandestine adventure. Ever since,
I have wondered why anyone would choose to smoke cornsilk.
There were three of us. Bud, the oldest, was my senior by six years.
His real name was Thomas Randall Rampy, Junior, but at home he was "Bud"
and everywhere else, Tom, Randall, or Randy. My sister, Mildred, was five
years older than I. She had name problems, too. Her real name was Ollie
Mildred, but to us and everyone else in our family it was always Sister or just
Sis. For a brief period in my earliest years some friends tagged me with
Gordie, but for some reason it didn't stick and I had no nickname. Incidentally,
our father called his own father Father, and our mother called hers Pa. But
ours was always Daddy. One day, as a very young child, I inadvertently
referred to my mother as Mom and was firmly and indignantly corrected. I
never again called her anything but Mother.
With five and six years separating us, Bud and Sis were living in a world
that was far different from mine. They were active in sports at Camp Hill High,
with Sis into field hockey and basketball and Bud a lineman on the varsity
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Our house in Camp Hill at 367 North 24th Street.
1939 and (below) 1998.
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football team. Bud also had a brief romance with boxing. At an exhibition
match held at halftime during a basketball game he took on a lean, six-footer
named "Rope" Shaffmeister. My pride at seeing my big brother in a boxing
match quickly turned to despair when one of the first punches brought a
torrent of blood from my hero's nose. That ended the fight and an otherwise
glorious career in the ring for Bud.
My world was the park. It was November 1938, when we moved to
Camp Hill, and public works projects were in full swing throughout the country.
They were part of the Roosevelt Administration's effort to bring prosperity
back to depression-bound America. Daddy was involved in the program,
employed as an accountant with the Public Works Administration (PWA),
which was providing funds for the construction of the Pennsylvania Turnpike,
the nation's first superhighway. But of much more benefit to me, personally,
was the PWA project underway just across the bypass from our house. It was
a large, public park stretching about half a mile from the road northward
toward the Conodoquinet Creek. It would eventually include a small stadium
where the high school football games were played, several tennis courts,
stone shelters with barbecue grills for picnickers, and a long toboggan slide
for winter sledding. Less than a block from our house they thoughtfully
provided an underpass for my safe passage across the busy highway, and it
seemed clear to this grateful eight-year-old that they were building that
wonderful playground just for me!
I had lots of friends to share my world, but my favorite had four legs.
We had been returning from a Christmas visit to Grandma's in Philadelphia
when Daddy suddenly pulled off the road at Braxton Kennels on Route 30, just
outside of town. We had no reason to expect it, so were surprised and thrilled
as we were presented with a sweet little six-week old, miniature collie pup —
our very first pet. Sis, always quick and clever about such things, realized that
he must have been born around Thanksgiving and proposed that he should
be "Turkey." It was a perfect fit, and from that moment, Turk took his place
in our hearts. He also took his place in that walk-in dog house next to the
garage, and I have always wondered if the need to use that space was the
real motivation for our father's decision to buy us a dog.
As he grew up, and throughout his brief life, Turk and I were inseparable. We played hide and seek. I would throw a stick, and then, while he went
after it, I would hide in the shrubs on the other side of the house. That game
didn't last long, though, because he soon caught on and found me too quickly.
(He was, of course, much smarter than the average dog!) But we had our best
times in the park. We often went there together, strolling down the toboggan
slide to the foot of the hill and along the path through the woods to the creek
where he loved to fetch anything I could throw out into the water. Turk was
a good playmate for me and a beloved member of the family. We all felt a great
loss when he died of food poisoning soon after our move to Washington a
couple of years later.
Perhaps nothing that happened during our stay in Camp Hill had more
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lasting impact on my life than my introduction to chemistry. No doubt there
were other presents under the tree that Christmas in 1938, but the chemistry
set was the one that stirred my keenest interest. In those days, when
government regulations didn't protect children from all things potentially
hazardous to their little bodies, there were wonderful toys that allowed them
to experience reality along with risk. Like kits for molding lead soldiers. It’s
true that handling molten lead and breathing its toxic fumes was probably
carrying things a bit too far, but what a delight it was to break open that mold
and see those bright, shiny little men emerge! And chemistry sets. For me,
mixing potassium nitrate, sulfur, and charcoal, then watching the resulting
gunpowder burst into flame and smoke at the touch of a match, was sheer
ecstasy! Today we’re absolutely paranoid about the physical harm that might
come to a few children from a poorly designed toy, but we blithely immerse
entire generations in violent, mind-molding movies and video games that
teach antisocial behavior in the name of entertainment.
Actually, chemistry sets weren't all fire and brimstone. They included
some of the same color magic and disappearing ink formulas that are
permissible in today's sanitized versions. I loved that, too, but the real fun was
in making flashlight powders. I quickly consumed the kit's original supply of
powdered magnesium, the key ingredient, becoming expert in the manufacture of red, white, and green fireworks. At that stage in my incendiary career
there were a few minor burns and an occasional singed eyelash, but there
was much more to come, and only the oversight of a very active guardian
angel would stand between me and serious injury.
My first attempt at bomb making was a failure. I had learned from
experiments with baking soda and boric acid that it was easy to produce a lot
of gas just by mixing those two chemicals together in water. I realized, too,
that a great deal of pressure would result if they could be mixed in a confined
space, and that led me to construct a simple, explosive device. I won't go into
the details of the design, but when I displayed it in the boys' room at school
and tried to set it off, it fizzled and hissed harmlessly in the sink. My time had
not arrived.
In those days the government had not yet recognized the terrible evils
which could result if schools failed to reflect a complete separation between
church and state. And so our opening exercises consisted of a pledge of
allegiance to the flag and a recitation of the Twenty-third Psalm. School was
fun and I had no trouble getting good grades, except in penmanship. I still
wonder if anyone actually mastered the Palmer Method. You were supposed
to hold your wrist straight and move your forearm smoothly to form the letters
just as they appeared in the beautiful examples displayed above the blackboard. No way! I have never since seen anyone write that way and am
convinced it would not be healthy in any case. But somehow the teachers
were willing to overlook my lack of talent in that area and put up with my scrawl.
One of them was especially nice. She gave everyone in the class a Christmas
card signed "Ned Wons." But, of course, that wasn't her name. We all puzzled
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Gordon and Turk. 1939

A Gilbert chemistry set ad, ca. 1938
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over it for some time, but finally one clever girl recognized Miss Snowden's
name in reverse.
Today, when Bert and I drive through Camp Hill, usually after a
delightful visit to Pennsylvania Dutch country in nearby Lancaster County, I
find it easy to be transported through time to that nearly forgotten period when
America seemed to have an innocence that is completely foreign to our
present sophisticated culture. Even today there seems to be a quality to life
in that community that is lacking in other places. Those open spaces that
separated the homes on North 24th Street are now all filled with houses. The
dog house, the arbors, and the garage are all gone, and the toboggan slide
in the park is barely visible. But there remains an aura of quiet, gentle dignity
about Camp Hill that makes me wonder if the children still recite the Twentythird Psalm every morning at Schaeffer School.
Oakwood.
It was just before Christmas 1940, when we moved from Camp Hill to
Oakwood, a suburb of Dayton, Ohio. Daddy had accepted a civilian position
with the Army Air Corps at Wright Patterson Air Force Base (then called
Wright Field), at a time when America's preparations for the war that was sure
to come were just getting under way. But shortly after beginning the
assignment, he allowed himself to be persuaded to take a higher paying job
with a private construction firm. That job required that he work in Indiana and
come home on weekends, a routine that proved, after several months, to be
intolerable. We didn't see much of Daddy during our brief stay in Oakwood.
Leaving home had not been easy, especially for Bud and Sis, who
were very deeply involved with friends and school activities at a time in their
lives, their mid-teens, when those ties are strongest. And besides, they loved
Camp Hill. Even in later years, we all looked back on that period as the best
of our lives. But, not having a choice, we adjusted quickly. Number 19
Ivanhoe Avenue soon became our new home.
For me, there were some very special adjustments to make. As usual,
I was entering the new environment in the middle of the school year, but my
sixth grade class was nothing like the one I had left in Pennsylvania. Harman
School was different. Boys and girls were segregated, and, from the fourth
through the sixth grades, both were taught French along with the more
standard subjects. And, on top of that, I was confronted with my first male
teacher.
Mr. Owen proved to be kind, gentle, wise, and in complete control. He
had three special cases to deal with: a boy who was mentally impaired,
another who was a refugee from the London Blitz, and me. He seemed to
have a remarkable talent for avoiding situations which would embarrass us
in any way, and for that I was extremely grateful. We all loved Mr. Owen and
looked forward eagerly to the time each day when he would put aside the
lessons and reward us with a long, spellbinding reading from Kipling's Jungle
Book.
A couple of times each week we boys marched down the hall to French
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Our house at 19 Ivanhoe Avenue
in Oakwood. Photo 1990.

Harman School in Oakwood.
Photo 1990.
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class. That was a stressful time for me, of course, because I didn't know the
first word of that language. And to make it even more embarrassing, the class
was coed, and filled with some of the prettiest girls I had ever seen. But again
the teacher was considerate of my feelings and made allowances for my
being two-and-a-half years behind. I did learn a little French in the next few
months, though, and in later years envied those fortunate children who had
been steeped in it for three of their grade school years.
My eleventh birthday came along shortly after our move, and with it,
my first long trousers. Although I didn't realize it at the time, it was also the
beginning of a period when certain new feelings begin to stir in a boy. But,
as you may remember, I was nearly a full year younger than most of my
associates, and that made quite a difference in our respective levels of
interest in matters that involved the opposite sex. In fact, it seemed that
subjects which had never been mentioned back in Camp Hill were now the
only ones my friends wanted to talk about. I couldn't understand why they
were so fascinated. I remained totally naive for some time, but that didn't keep
me from my first romance. Her name was Nancy Bowers, and the attraction
was sufficiently mutual that our parents consented to a chaperoned trip to a
movie — my first date. It also proved to be my last one for several years, as
I was extremely shy.
An annual event at Harman School was the ping-pong tournament,
which culminated in the best player from among the girls facing the boy champ
in a playoff in front of the entire sixth grade. I had been playing the game ever
since Daddy had built us a ping-pong table, years before, in Drexel Hill. My
native ability was probably a little above average, too, so when none of the
other boys proved to be serious competition, I became their representative in
the big match. I now must shamefully confess that when the time arrived, I
showed neither chivalry nor good sportsmanship, and thrashed my poor
opponent unmercifully. My performance earned me an inscription on a
trophy, but ever since I have wished that I had been more considerate of her
feelings and had at least made the contest interesting.
Graduation from the sixth grade at Harman School was the biggest
event of the year. Rehearsals for the ceremony had already begun when I
arrived in December, and they continued throughout the term until I began to
wonder if the teacher posted at the piano could play anything besides Pomp
and Circumstance. But the affair wasn't simply a parade across the stage with
each pupil inconspicuously receiving a diploma. Not a chance. In addition
to that routine, every child was required to perform in some way for the
entertainment of the audience. For those of us who were terrified by the
prospect of making fools of ourselves, the available options mercifully
included singing in a small group. So six of us boys offered a rendition of
Camptown Races when our moment in the spotlight arrived. Mother recorded
in her diary for Friday, June 6, 1941, that the program lasted two hours, but
she had no comment on the quality of my part in the ordeal.
By midsummer, Daddy had resigned from his job with the construction
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Sixth grade graduating class, Harman School. Gordon: rear, right.
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firm and resumed employment with the Army Air Corps. He began working
in Washington, DC, in July, while the rest of the family made preparations for
another move. We had enjoyed our brief stay in Oakwood, but being suddenly
uprooted had become a way of life, so we looked forward to the change with
more excitement than regret. Soon there would be new schools and new
friends, and we were thrilled by the prospect of living in the nation's capital.
Being closer to Philadelphia and our grandparents was a big plus, too.
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7 WASHINGTON AND WARTIME
My father’s account of his life in Choice and Chance reveals a seemingly endless series of moves and transitions. He appears to have been
driven to find opportunities for advancement that would take him as far as
possible from the drudgery and futility he saw in his future as a poor Texas
farmer’s son. That meant pulling up stakes and going wherever the grass
seemed greener. And so, by the time we left Oakwood, we had become
thoroughly adjusted to life without roots as Daddy hopped from one job to
another, always gaining experience, skills, and responsibility, but never letting his family’s reluctance stand in the way of progress. As I look back I
don’t see him as uncaring. Instead, I see him as one who believed, first, that
anything of value comes with a price tag, and, second, that change and
challenge should be welcomed as opportunities for growth. Our father was
an impregnable fortress of integrity who inspired respect in all who knew
him. We loved him and we knew that he could be counted on to do what
was best for us, even if it was painful. Mother, too, strong and competent
though she was, deferred to his leadership without question or complaint.
Her example taught me the wisdom of the Biblical model for the Christian
home. When a wife has the strength of character that allows her to willingly
subordinate her perhaps superior leadership abilities to those of her husband, the marriage bonds are strengthened and an extremely valuable example of peace, stability and respect is set for the children who witness it.
As it turned out, this was to be our last real move as a family, and it
was in the Washington, D.C., area where our roots finally took hold. For the
first time, I was able to complete more than two successive years of school
in the same location and with the same set of schoolmates. In fact, when I
finally left home nearly eleven years later, Mother and Daddy lived in Arlington, Virginia, still close to all of our friends and roots in Washington.
A new home.
Usually when it was time to move, Daddy, on his own, found a place
to rent in a fine, middle-class neighborhood. But this time he and Mother
spent nearly two weeks diligently searching together in Washington for just
the right home to buy. They finally found it in what was called American
University Park, a large residential section on the west side of the District,
only a few blocks from Western Avenue, the Maryland border. The Depression had not officially ended then, and they were able to buy it for only $12,000.
(It would sell for nearly $300,000 today.) Like most of the homes in the area,
our house was a new, brick, two-story with three bedrooms and a full basement. The lot next door was a great place for a ten-year-old to play, but it
was considered unsuitable for building until several years later when land
values increased dramatically.
We moved in on August 26, 1940. Three days later, Turk cut his leg
rather badly on some broken glass and had to be hospitalized. When he
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Our house at 4532 47th Street, NW, in Washington, D.C.

Eighth grade class, Alice Deal Junior High School, 1943.
Gordon 2nd from right, front row.
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returned home he had lost his former vigor and eventually died on October
22nd. We were always suspicious that his death was not accidental. The
doctor did a post mortem and reported that Turk’s internal organs were severely damaged by food poisoning, so we suspected that a neighbor may
have put out poisoned meat, and in a slow and painful way ended the life of
our dear friend. Mother wrote in her diary, “Certainly is hard to lose Turk.
Everywhere I look something reminds me of him.”
It was time for school to begin almost as soon as we settled into our
new home. We trekked nearly a mile to the high school where Bud and Sis
attended, and a little farther to Alice Deal, the junior high where I spent the
next three years. I enjoyed school from the very start. It was there that I got
my first taste of science education and learned new skills in wood shop,
metal shop, and print shop that served me very well in later years.
There were plenty of friends to be found in the neighborhood, especially just around the corner, where Jack Gunn, a boy my age lived. We
became best pals for the next four or five years. Along with several other
kids in the area we built model airplanes, played softball and football in the
street, went to Saturday matinees at the nearby movie theater, and rode our
bikes to the swimming pool at the Glen Echo amusement park three miles
into Maryland. It was a time when kids found their own fun without today’s
supervised and organized leagues and without parental involvement. Families had one car, moms stayed home, radio shows and movies were clean,
and girls wore skirts. Adult didn’t mean filthy, and gay was something we all
wanted to be. It was a nice world.
A new church.
The church had always been the focal point in our family life, but
during the years following our move from Philadelphia, congregations of the
Church of Christ close enough to make regular attendance feasible were
either very small, very distant, or both. So it was a welcome change when
we moved to the Washington area where there were active, thriving churches.
Initially we visited several of these, but soon settled on the largest, which
met in an old, deteriorating building at 14th Street and Meridian Place, Northwest. At the time, attendance on Sunday morning was about 150, but that
would change dramatically after a few months when wartime brought explosive growth to the nation’s capital. In just ten years a new building on upper
16th Street would be built to serve the much larger congregation.
It was not long until I had established a firm friendship with Roger
Mills, a boy my age who was a son of one of the elders. About two years
later there was a change of preachers as evangelist C. E. McGaughey began a long period of service with the church. One of his sons, Don Hugh,
was also my age and so there were then three of us who became close
associates for many years until we went our separate ways after graduating
from high school.
Looking back, it is easy to see that Brother McGaughey, who was a
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14th Street church group about 1942. Mildred (Sis) and
Randall (Bud) 2nd and 4th from left, middle row.
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very conservative, outspoken, Bible-quoting preacher, had a substantial effect on my life. His sermons left you with no uncertainty about his objective
— it was quite simply to convince everyone in his audience that they were
sinners. I was convinced of that for quite some time before making up my
mind to be baptized into Christ one Sunday evening, just before my 13th
birthday. Although my understanding of the significance of that event has
deepened with the passing of time, it remains the single most important
moment of my young life.
Bud and Sis had been baptized several years earlier in Philadelphia,
both at the same service. Now they were taking active roles in the large
youth group at the 14th Street church; a group that grew very rapidly with
the influx of servicemen and women during the war years. It was not unusual for one or more of those fine young folks to accept Mother’s invitation
to Sunday dinner and spend the afternoon with Bud and Sis around the
ping-pong table in the basement.
War.

I was nearly twelve years old on that historic Sunday when radios
throughout the world reported the news that would change America forever.
Pearl Harbor instantly became a symbol that energized all of us to despise
the Axis forces that were threatening our democratic way of life. To millions
of parents it meant years of anxiety as they saw their sons go off to face the
ugliness and barbarity of war. But for most Americans, the hardships that
followed were trivial compared to those suffered by the nations actually involved in the shooting and bombing. In fact, the war effort ushered in an era
of prosperity that quickly erased the memories of hunger and despair that
had characterized the Great Depression. The effects were so positive that
some cynics even speculated that President Roosevelt had complicity in the
Japanese sneak attack for his own selfish purpose.
For the average person, the war brought minor inconveniences associated with conservation. Food and fuel were rationed, so we ate less butter, sugar and steak, and we used public transportation — buses, trolleys,
bikes and feet — more than we would have preferred. We learned, too, how
to cut out both ends of an empty can and flatten it for storage and collection
so that the precious tin coating could be recovered to make munitions. And,
in those days before plastics and aluminum foil, lead was used in toothpaste
tubes and in cigarette packages, so we saved those items, too. We felt like
we were doing our part, though the impact on supplies was probably slight.
School children were put to use in the early days of the conflict in
many ways. For example, we were given plans for tiny wooden models of
war planes and encouraged to build them for use as training aids for aircraft
spotters. My own effort at constructing a British Spitfire fighter launched a
hobby that consumed many happy hours during the next few years and
produced scads of balsa models that hung from my bedroom ceiling. At an
age when a boy of today could name every rocker and rapper, I knew all the
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warplanes of the world.
One of my closest friends was brought up in Europe during the prewar years. His father had served as a State Department official attached to
one of the U.S. embassies, but had been recalled after Pearl Harbor. The
boy had been a member of, or possibly was only strongly influenced by, the
Hitler Youth, a Nazi organization that indoctrinated its members with virulent
anti-Semitism and the doctrine of German superiority. He tormented and
ridiculed his Jewish classmates unmercifully and tried to infect me and his
other pals with that hate-filled philosophy. It gave me a very distasteful,
firsthand glimpse into the way of life that Germany was trying to impose on
the world.
Daddy was actively involved in the war as a civilian accountant, and
it was not until February 8, 1943, that he was commissioned a lieutenant
colonel in the Army Air Corps. By that time he had been working for over a
year in the Pentagon Building. He and more than 30,000 others occupied
that mammoth complex from the moment it opened for business in 1942. I
used to enjoy visiting him there and shopping in the cavernous concourse.
In those days, before the constant threat of terrorism, we could move freely
through most of that fascinating building, without so much as a visitor’s badge.
In 1958, after fifteen years in uniform, Daddy retired from the United States
Air Force as a major general, having achieved distinction as the first Auditor
General and having served for several years as Comptroller of the Air Forces
in Europe. Many who know of our family’s frequent moves assume that they
came along with Daddy’s military service, but ironically, it was only then that
we stayed put.
Bud entered the Army Air Corps as an aviation cadet in January 1943,
after completing one semester at Abilene Christian College in Texas. Upon
graduating from flight school and receiving his wings, he came home on a
30-day leave in the summer of 1944. Mother and Daddy wanted to take
advantage of what might be the last opportunity to have the family together,
so they had a photographer come to the house for a series of photos. We
were blessed, though, and after another year of training in P-47 fighter planes,
Bud escaped injury while serving a brief period of 45 days of intense combat
duty in the Pacific at the end of the war. He flew many long missions over
vast stretches of ocean, from his home base on the island of Ie Shima, just
off Okinawa’s west coast, to targets in the Japanese homeland, on the China
coast, and deep into Korea. He shot down a twin-engined Nick fighter and
narrowly missed death from enemy fire on many occasions while strafing
and bombing targets on the ground. When he finally returned home in the
spring of 1946, he put his war experiences far behind him and never discussed them. It was only in recent years, long after Bud’s death from heart
problems in 1982, that I searched the records and spoke with his former
buddies to learn the details of those experiences. He and I were never
close, but I was always very proud of my big brother.
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Bud and Gordon,
July 1944.

The Rampy family with Grandpa and Grandma Drinkwater,
Aunt Carrie (center) and Aunt Mildred (right). 1943.
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Bud as an aviation cadet,
1944.

Bud and wife,
Nancy, 1972.

Gordon, Mother and
Daddy, July 1944.

53

My First Seventy Years
An exciting hobby.
I’ve already mentioned some of the ordinary activities that occupied
my time during my preteen and teen years, but one of my more unusual
pursuits deserves special attention.
My interest in science probably dates back to early childhood and a
fascination with Bud’s chemistry set. But having been presented with one of
my own outfits in Camp Hill, I quickly developed a taste for homemade fireworks that led to even more exciting concoctions during the years to come.
I set up my laboratory at one end of the work bench that Daddy had built in
our Washington basement. Chemicals and scientific apparatus of all types
were available without restriction at a downtown supply house, and often at
the local pharmacy — no questions asked. I was able to purchase some of
the most dangerous materials imaginable. And I did just that. Not all of my
experimentation was directed toward the manufacture of incendiaries and
explosives, though, and I learned a great deal of value during those years in
my basement lab.
One of my favorite little bombs was based on a reaction between
glycerine and a strong oxidizer in powder form. I found that a drop or two of
glycerine on a small pile of the powder would, in a few seconds, burst into
flame, so I immediately saw in that reaction the basis for a simple explosive
device. I’d pack a small glass bottle with inert material, add a layer of homemade gunpowder, and on top of that, a bit of the oxidizing powder. When I
was ready for action, I’d add a drop of glycerine, screw the cap on the container and instantly pitch it as far away as I could. It was remarkably dependable and always waited a respectful second or two before detonating in
midair. My angel was busy again.
One of my friends, Edward Mery, was also into exotic chemical reactions and, being a year or two older, had some knowledge that went beyond
my own. He told me about two powdered chemical substances that could
be mixed together to form a shock sensitive explosive, much like nitro glycerine. You guessed it, my angel was about to go on overtime. I managed to
acquire both of the ingredients and began exploratory experiments, quickly
verifying the fact that the mixture indeed had enormous potential for excitement, but at the same time observing that it required the utmost care to
avoid causing the friction that would set it off. Ordinary, fast burning incendiaries such as gunpowder and the formulations used in firecrackers depend on complete confinement in order to produce an explosion, but this
mixture ignited with such ferocity that little confinement was necessary. In
fact, when I placed a small amount in an upright, empty .45 caliber shell and
ignited it with a fuse, the resulting explosion neatly peeled the casing into
four strips rolled up at the base. I was impressed. I soon found, too, that it
was easy to blow a two-foot crater in the ground by filling a 12-inch deep by
1/4-inch diameter hole with the stuff and setting it off.
But the best application of my formula involved filling small gelatin
capsules and inserting a single B-B shot in one end. This item behaved
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much like the commercially available torpedoes we used to throw on the
fourth of July except that mine required far less shock and detonated with a
huge cloud of smoke. On Halloween mischief night I used the device to put
a little extra excitement into a traditional prank. Instead of the usual ringthe-doorbell-and-run routine, we first emptied the contents of a capsule onto
the victim’s porch, gently placed a brick on top of it and then tied the brick to
the doorknob with a long cord. We got the expected reaction when the man
of the house answered the bell, but we were really impressed when the
explosion blew the brick in two!
Of course, the downside to this enterprise was the potential for serious injury, especially during the manufacturing process. On many occasions while I cautiously mixed small quantities of the powders there would
be enough friction to cause ignition and the result was scorched skin and
holes burned in clothing. After the first incidents I learned to wear plenty of
protection, so damage was slight. But early in my experience with that insidious formulation I made a stupid error and received a second degree
burn on my hand and a couple of cuts from flying glass on my face that could
have been quite serious.
To this day I can’t explain my parent’s seeming indifference to my
basement bomb factory. They apparently either had a great deal of confidence in my angel or believed that experience was an excellent teacher.
On one occasion during the summer of 1944, while I was spending a few
days away from home at the seashore, my mother was awakened during
the night by a noise in our basement. She then woke Daddy, who searched
for the source of the problem. When he got to the basement he was greeted
by layers of white smoke, but no fire. He went back to bed and that was that.
The inventory of capsule bombs that I had left in a large tin can had exploded, either spontaneously or from agitation by some hapless mouse.
The long overdue finale to my dangerous hobby came during my
junior year of high school. For some reason, I decided to prepare a few
capsules to demonstrate to my friends at school. On the morning of that
fateful day I put together several tiny bombs and set them aside. Then, as I
prepared a second batch of powder, disaster struck and I required medical
attention. Mother took me to a doctor who dressed the minor burn on my
hand. When we returned home I went immediately to the basement and
carefully loaded several of the already-made capsules into a cotton-lined
match box which I placed in my pants pocket. Mother was seated at the
desk in the corner of the living room writing the excuse note for my return to
classes, and I sat patiently a few feet away, plunking on the keys of the
piano when my trousers disintegrated with a flash and a roar. The room
filled with smoke and pieces of match box and cotton were everywhere. I
will never forget the vision of poor Mother with her head buried in her arms
at the desk.
Because a folded handkerchief had been between my leg and the
explosion, my injuries were limited to a scorched thigh, but the incident was
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more than enough to convince me (and Mother) that the end of my bombmaking career had arrived. My overworked angel, I’m sure, gave a huge
sigh of relief.
The last act in this saga, the process of destroying my inventory of
the two very hazardous ingredients, proved to be almost as much fun as
some of the earlier episodes. I went to an isolated spot on a nearby abandoned railroad track carrying my .22 rifle, a camera, and all I had of the two
nasty powders — about a quarter pound of each. I carefully poured the
chemicals in alternate layers on one of the ties, building a lethal pyramid.
Then, lying prone about a hundred feet away, I contrived to aim my rifle at
the pile and pull the trigger while simultaneously clicking the shutter on my
camera. Amazingly, it all came together perfectly and my final pyrotechnics
were recorded for posterity on film.

Bombs away!

With no more explosives to enliven my life I turned to another interesting diversion. War surplus weather balloons were readily available at
that time, and I used to fill them to a diameter of about three or four feet with
natural gas from a tap in the basement and send them up at night with a long
fuse attached. They usually reached an altitude of several hundred feet
before igniting in a beautiful, bright ball of orange flame.
High School Cadets.
The Washington High School Cadet Corps was a unique institution
that had its beginning in 1882. Its purpose was to teach military drill and
discipline to young men who would then be better prepared for a career in
the armed services or for service in a wartime emergency. Participation was
voluntary, but many boys chose to be cadets because of the comradeship it
offered. Others, especially those who lacked the athletic skills required for
team sports, saw the opportunity to participate in an extracurricular activity
that provided a degree of visibility. Each of the eight white high schools
(Integration was then nearly twenty years in the future.) in the city fielded
several companies of about fifty men each, making up battalions and regiments. The companies would spend the entire school year learning precision close-order drill and preparing for the annual Competitive Drill in June
when all of them would compete on the field at Griffith Stadium, the home of
the Washington Senators baseball team.
One of my neighborhood friends had been a cadet for a year before I
entered high school. It was probably his influence that led me to join. At that
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time the war was not yet over and enrollment in the Corps was still high.
There were four companies, A, B, C, and D, whose makeup was based on
height. I was no longer very short, so I was a private in C Company. I
learned quickly, followed orders, and was considered a good, snappy cadet.
My captain was an especially good leader who was able to motivate his
troops and train them well for the upcoming test. Our company won third
place in the competition that year, a remarkable feat since the top honors
nearly always went to our rivals at Western High. As a member of that
company I was authorized to wear a special shoulder patch on my uniform
during the next two years.
With the end of the war, interest in things military quickly faded and
enrollment dwindled. There were only three companies my second year,
but I thoroughly enjoyed my assignment as Lead Guide, with the rank of
sergeant. As the one who carried the guidon, I was responsible for marching the straight course that would be followed by the entire company. We
had a great time that year but failed to distinguish ourselves on the field of
competition.
Cadets were issued Word War I type, Enfield rifles and were taught
to perform the manual of arms with a degree of precision and “snap” that
would put most regular army units to shame. In my senior year I was a
member of a small drill team that performed on special occasions for the
entertainment of school assemblies. We went through a series of fancy
maneuvers with those heavy rifles, including the Queen Anne’s Salute in
which the piece is spun in the air and caught in a smooth motion as the
soldier kneels. That was always a grand ending to our performance.
In my final year the enrollment fell again and there were only two
companies. Even so, I achieved the honor that every cadet coveted, the
rank of captain. That meant absolute power over my forty men and total
responsibility for the performance of our unit in the all important competition.
I loved the job and inspired respect and loyalty from my men, but proved to
be a poor drill master. We placed near the bottom of the list when the
results were posted. In spite of that disappointment, I’ve always felt that my
time in the Cadet Corps provided me with excellent training in both teamwork and leadership. But the world was changing, and it was not long until
the Washington High School Cadet Corps ceased to be. It seems sad to me
today that few remain who know that the organization ever existed, even
when they hear the march, High School Cadets, composed in its honor by
John Phillip Sousa.
Another move.
Just as the war in the Pacific was ending Daddy was transferred to
Wright Field in Dayton, Ohio. With Bud still overseas and Sis at Abilene
Christian College, he, Mother, and I moved back to Oakwood and into temporary quarters in a private home while a search was made for a house to
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Woodrow Wilson High School, 1990.

Gordon as a Cadet sergeant and captain

Gordon, Captain of C Company, 1947
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buy. It was August 1945, just before the start of my junior year in high
school, and for the first time in my life moving became a very traumatic
experience. I was completely miserable as I looked back with disappointment at the life I was missing in Washington. My first year as a cadet had
been a great one, and I had looked forward to my promotion as a second
year man. And, of course, I had lots of friends there, and absolutely none in
Oakwood. Even the kids I had been chums with during our earlier sojourn
there behaved as if I had come from Mars. I felt painfully alone and went
into something that today would probably be called depression.
About three weeks into the school year, my worried parents became
seriously concerned about my despair and Daddy began to investigate the
possibility of a transfer back to Washington. I suspect that I wasn’t the only
one who missed home. We had not yet bought a house in Oakwood, but our
home in Washington had been sold, so when the transfer came through we
moved into an attic apartment in the residence of the family who had been
our next door neighbors. We were there only a short time when a house just
a block from our former location came on the market and Daddy snapped it
up. Life was good again and my angel proved to be on the job as usual.
Our new house was next door to the home of Congressman Davis of
Tennessee, whose daughter, Barbara, was just a year behind me in school.
When her living room windows were open, I enjoyed hearing her practicing
The Warsaw Concerto on the piano, and it wasn’t long until I began to take
a serious interest in that talented and attractive young lady. We dated often
and our friendship steadily deepened through the following two years. Barbara and I had a lot in common, including a strong religious upbringing, but
the relationship came to an end during my first year of college.
My favorite recreation during those last years in public school was
boating and rafting with my friends on the Potomac River near a place called
Cropley. An old, drunken derelict of a man lived in a shack at the river’s
edge, and we often rented one of his leaky wooden rowboats for a couple of
dollars. Sometimes, when my friend, Colver Kenyon, was part of the group,
we enjoyed the luxury of his large rubber raft. We would spend the day
swimming, exploring the shoreline, and shooting. On one excursion we
discovered Black Pond on the Virginia side of the river at the foot of property
occupied by the elite Madeira school for girls. It proved to be the perfect
swimming hole — deep, clear, clean, and completely isolated from the rest
of the world. Sadly, although we visited the pond several times, the girls
never appeared.
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Our house at
4601 Butterworth Pl., NW
Washington, DC.

Barbara Davis, 1946.

The Boy Chemist
by Norman Rockwell
60

My First Seventy Years
8 COLLEGE
During my final year of high school I naturally began to think seriously
about the next phase of my education and to apply for entrance into college.
I knew that I wanted to be a chemist — that had been my choice since
childhood — so I looked for a school that was strong in the field of science.
While I gave some consideration to following my brother and sister to Abilene
Christian, I was more strongly influenced by one of my boating buddies,
Selden (Denny) Spangler, to apply to the Massachusetts Institute of Technology in Cambridge. Entrance requirements were tough, but I qualified
easily with grades that put me in the upper tenth of my graduating class. By
springtime I had been accepted and looked forward to my first year away
from home.
Graduation from high school is, for most, a very significant milestone
along the path of life, but for me the event was just an obligatory ceremony
that everyone endures as they enjoy a feeling of liberation. It was a beautiful June afternoon as all 440 members of the class of 1947 assembled, first
for a photograph, and then for the speeches and the tedious wait to receive
a handshake and a diploma from newly installed principal, Thomas J. Holmes.
It would also be the end of many long friendships as we went our separate
ways, but there were no tears, just happy anticipation of the future.
Except for an occasional lawn mowing job to put a few extra dollars in
my pockets, the summer was spent in recreation. I had been driving for
more than a year, so there were many times when I was allowed to use the
family’s 1941 Chevy for dates and jaunts to Glen Echo and the Potomac
River with my friends. Unlike today, few parents provided their children with
their own cars as soon as they were licensed to drive, so there was not as
much motivation, then, to get a job.
First days.
When the time for college finally arrived, Denny and I arranged to
travel together. Today, when kids head off for college, the car, or sometimes a U-Haul is loaded with all the clothes, stereo equipment, computers,
and video games that will be required to support the student comfortably in
the new location. But for us, everything fit easily into a single suitcase which
we each carried onto the train at Washington’s Union Station. I would become very familiar with the long coach ride between Washington and Boston during the next four years. The 450 miles usually took about nine hours,
passing through Baltimore, Philadelphia, New York, New Haven, and Providence before arriving at dirty, old South Station in Boston.
We lugged our suitcases onto the MTA subway and then from one
trolley car to another across the Charles River, via Massachusetts Avenue
and the Harvard Bridge, to the MIT campus on Memorial Drive in Cambridge. We soon located the freshman rendezvous site; it was a gymnasium on the upper level of Walker Memorial, the student center and dining
hall. Before the day ended, all of those who were slated to attend Freshman
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Camp, the traditional two day period of indoctrination at a nearby recreational park, had assembled and staked out a claim to a couple of square
feet on the gym floor where it turned out we would spend the night.
We all had two things in common. First, we were strangers to each
other, and second, we were males. MIT at that time and for many years
after was, for all practical purposes, a man’s world. Actually, the 4000 member undergraduate body did include several women, but they were virtually
invisible and had no impact whatever on campus social life. We soon learned
to accept the fact that there would be little in the way of interaction with the
opposite sex to distract us from our alleged objective, an education.
But it wasn’t long after we set foot on the floor of the Walker gym that
we began to realize that there was a division among us. Many of the men
seemed older and more mature than the seventeen and eighteen-year-olds
that made up the bulk of the group. These were the veterans, men who had
served in the war that had ended in August 1945, and now, in September
1947, were claiming their right to a college education under the G.I. Bill.
They knew the real value of an education better than we did, and most
proved to be more dedicated students and better leaders than we who had
not known the hardships of military service they had endured.
Building 22.
After the brief, ice-breaking fellowship of Freshman Camp we took
our assigned places in the dormitories. For most of the class of ‘51, this
meant Building 22, also known as The Plywood Palace. During the war
years, much of the defense related research and development conducted at
MIT involved GIs who were housed in temporary barracks on campus. Building 22 was one of those barracks. It consisted of three floors with many
large rooms on each floor, all constructed entirely of wood and plasterboard.
Although it was probably the world’s most flammable living space, I don’t
believe there was ever a fire drill or a word of caution to prepare us for the
possibility of the catastrophic fire that, luckily, never came.
Denny and I found ourselves on the second floor, in Room 2R, with
ten other freshman. We each had a metal bed, a wooden locker, and a
study desk. Showers, toilets, and lavatories across the hall served the occupants of several rooms. It would be home, sweet home, for the next nine
months as we all struggled to cope with a heavy load of courses that were
tougher than anything we had been through in high school. Only eight of the
twelve occupants of Room 2R would return for classes the following fall.
One of the casualties was a Marine veteran of the battle of Guadalcanal. He
had made it through one inferno but was unprepared for MIT, learning all too
well the meaning of the unofficial school motto, Tech is Hell!
New friendships were formed quickly in those close quarters. I began to associate mostly with Howie Fawcett, a native of Fall River, Massachusetts and it wasn’t long until Denny and a boy named Steve Chamberlin
became pals.
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Building 22 1947
(The Plywood Palace)

Ray Haak and Dick Hare
at the books.

Room 2R.

Roommates in 2R.
(L. to R.) Ray Haak, Unknown, Fran Fanelli,
Steve Chamberlin, Bert Schweitzer,
Mark Franklin, Denny Spangler, Gordon.
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Steve was an amiable, easy going guy, except when it came to his
relationship with a certain freshman who lived in one of the rooms down the
hall. Something about Mark bugged him from the start. Mark was a homely,
uncoordinated, Jewish boy from New York whose behavior, I must admit,
was bizarre, to say the least. In any case, Steve took upon himself a personal obligation to make Mark’s life as miserable as possible. Two of his
many pranks will serve to illustrate what proved to be an ongoing siege of
harassment for Mark and sadistic entertainment for the rest of us.
The opening salvo in this one-sided mini-war came when Steve blew
foot powder into Mark’s locker through the vent holes in the door, defiling
the entire wardrobe inside. In itself, the affair was mildly entertaining, but
Mark’s reaction on discovering the mess was really strange. He immediately covered all the holes in the locker doors with masking tape! Of course
you can imagine Steve’s glee the next day as he poked through the paper
barrier and re-laced the interior with a fresh load of powder. A later episode
provoked a similar response when Mark returned from class one day and
found his entire bunk bed set up in the communal lavatory. Again he had a
foolproof scheme to avoid any possible repetition of the incident. He carefully tied his cot to the one next to his with string. Needless to say, it was
another tough night for poor Mark.
It was on an otherwise boring fall weekend that someone in our room
suggested we go play some squash. I had absolutely no idea what squash
was, but went along anyway. The courts were not far away, just behind the
pool (where, incidentally, it was men only, and swimming trunks were not
allowed). That day was fateful for me — I found immediately that squash
was my game. From then on I spent all my recreational time playing and,
during the next three years advanced to become number one and captain of
the varsity squash team. Sadly, my love affair with the game ended abruptly
with graduation, since squash was then virtually unknown everywhere my
path took me for the next twenty-five years. Then, in about 1976, I discovered racquetball, and the fun began all over again. Now, at 71, I’m still
enjoying a couple of vigorous sessions every week.
A fine romance.
My roommate, Howie Fawcett, was a sailor named Bill. I never knew
why, but in his home environment, no one called him Howie or Howard —
only Bill. Although his parents lived much of the year in Fall River, they also
owned a cottage not far away in the village of Touisett, on the Naragansett
Bay, where sailing in all kinds of small craft was a way of life. At least it was
for Howie, who was nowhere as comfortably at home as he was on an SBoat, beating and tacking around a race course on the bay. The S-Boat
belonged to Bill Gardner who lived across the street and loved sailboat racing as much as Howie did, and, as far as I ever knew, spoke of nothing else.
Unless it was lobsters.
It was in October or November that Howie invited me to spend a
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Howie Fawcett in
ROTC uniform, 1948.

Marty and Joanie,
1950.

Joan Sanford, 1948.
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weekend with him in Fall River. That’s when I got my first taste of sailing and
missed a chance to develop a taste for lobster. The sailing episode was on
a cold, dreary day when only an idiot or a devotee could possibly call the
misery I was forced to endure fun. But I was too timid to tackle the really
good fun that followed. I’d never been anywhere near a cooked lobster and
had no idea how to eat one or what it might taste like, so the feast that all the
Touisett folks were so excited about left me cold. I took the coward’s way
out and settled for a hot dog, and it was not until years later that I realized
what good eating I had missed.
During the next few months, Howie confided that he had developed a
very warm feeling for one of Bill Gardner’s stepdaughters, Joan Sanford,
and he thought it would be a great idea to line us up a double date. Joan
was then seventeen and attending Lincoln School, a private academy in
nearby Providence, Rhode Island. I was to escort her sister, Marty, who
was about a year younger. I had no way of knowing that the event would
have an impact on my life for years to come.
It was some time in January when I went home with Howie for a
weekend and he drove us in the family car to the Gardner residence on
Seaview Avenue. We were ushered into the living room by Mrs. Gardner,
who left the room after introducing Marty, and we three sat down to chat as
we waited for Joan to make her entrance. When she did enter the room just
a few minutes later, something strange and wonderful happened to me that
I have never understood, and I’m reminded of the words in Proverbs, "There
are three things that are too amazing for me, four that I do not understand:
the way of an eagle in the sky, the way of a snake on a rock, the way of a
ship on the high seas, and the way of a man with a maiden.” To anyone
else, this maiden would have appeared attractive, though not unusually so,
but to me, she was absolutely stunning. And I was absolutely stunned.
The remainder of the evening included some lively card playing and
a movie. Marty was a good companion, cute and sweet, but I had eyes for
no one but her sister, so I’m sure the date must have been a disappointment
for her. Soon after my return to school, I wrote to Joan and made it clear that
I looked forward to seeing more of her. She responded politely and warmly,
but with little encouragement. In fact, that was to be the nature of our relationship for years to come. There were a few delightful and memorable
dates, but many letters. I would write, then wait weeks for an answer, then
respond immediately and then wait. And wait. She never gave me any
reason to think she felt about me the way I felt about her, and accurately
described our relationship as “one-sided.” But she was always patiently
kind to that shy and immature boy, so he remained painfully smitten. It was
not until I met the light of my life in 1954, that another girl was able to drive
Joanie out of my mind.
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Dorm life.

During my sophomore, junior, and senior years I lived in relative luxury compared to my previous quarters in the Palace. As a sophomore and junior I had a private room in the regular undergrad dorms in the
middle of the campus. Life was generally a dull mixture of classes and
studies with some relief in the form of squash matches and a new activity,
the Men’s Glee Club.
The tryout for the Glee Club was a terrifying experience for me, and
when my turn to sound out the director’s piano arpeggio arrived, I could
barely be heard. But apparently no one was ever turned down, and he
disgustedly snorted, “I guess you’re a baritone, if anything.” Fortunately that
was the only time I was ever expected to sing solo, and I had no problem
making acceptable vocal contributions for the next three years. We did
major productions several times during the school year, often traveling to
girls’ schools throughout New England where we would give joint performances with the local choral groups. Probably the most prestigious of those
affairs was a concert in Symphony Hall when we performed the Messiah
with the Boston Symphony Orchestra and the Radcliffe girls chorus. Now,
whenever I see television coverage of an event on that stage I’m taken back
to that memorable occasion when I was there.
Two episodes that broke the monotony of dorm life are worth mentioning. As a chemistry student I had ready access to all sorts of laboratory
glassware, so it wasn’t remarkable that I chose to decorate my third-floor
windowsill with a two-liter spherical flask filled with blue tinted water. It seemed
appropriate. One evening there was a commotion on the ground below and
I moved the flask to one side as I opened the window to investigate. But
afterwards I neglected to put it back in the middle of the windowsill where it
belonged. The next afternoon, when I returned from class and walked down
the hall toward my room, I was greeted by several firemen and the strong
smell of smoke. It was obvious there had been a fire, and it turned out to be
in my room! The fire, which had destroyed the window curtains, was completely extinguished by then, and everyone was speculating about the cause.
But as soon as I saw the mess I realized that by moving the flask close to the
curtain material I had inadvertently focused the rays of the afternoon sun
and ignited the cloth, in the same way that a magnifying glass can be used
to burn holes in paper. (I had to chuckle a bit when the janitor standing
nearby seemed surprised that the water in the flask would not have served
to cool the sun’s rays.) The damage wasn’t serious and in a few days I had
the only room in the dorm with a bright, new paint job.
The other episode was far more serious and brought back memories
of the living room blast described in the preceding chapter. I had been
conducting some kind of experiments in my dorm room with a mixture of
acetone, water, and silver nitrate; their purpose has long been forgotten. I
had connected a small Pyrex flask to a condenser and set out to distill the
acetone from the mixture, heating the stew in the flask on my electric hot
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The MIT Glee Club performing, 1951.

The varsity squash team, 1950. Gordon, rear, 2nd from right.

Gordon at work on his thesis, 1951.
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plate. At the time, it seemed like a reasonable thing to be doing in my dorm
room. All went well as the liquid came to a boil and, as intended, some of
the acetone began to come overhead into the condenser. But about that
time some nasty brown fumes began to develop inside the flask and I knew
it meant big trouble. Just as I reached for the flask to get it away from the
heat, the whole thing exploded. Glass fragments and silver nitrate solution
flew everywhere, drenching me and the wall. The place was a mess. I
washed myself off and cleaned things up as best I could, but some long
lasting damage had been done. One of the well known characteristics of
silver nitrate is that, in time and with exposure to light, anything it touches
turns black. And that’s exactly what happened to my right arm and a huge
section of my freshly painted dorm room wall. A few days later I received a
note from the dorm supervisor asking, “What caused this latest debacle?”
My explanation didn’t really satisfy him, but, thankfully, no disciplinary action
followed; just another fresh paint job. My arm remained black for weeks, but
I had been spared serious injury. My angel had been on the job as usual.
One of my closest friends during my freshman and sophomore years
was Bert (Berthold) Schweitzer, an Orthodox Jewish boy who grew up on a
farm in New Jersey. His parents, who had barely escaped from Nazi Germany in 1935, were on good terms with a celebrated neighbor named Albert
Einstein. That relationship may have had a lot to do with Bert’s choice of
mathematics as his course of study at MIT. He was studious, very intelligent, and had a good sense of humor. We enjoyed going out in the late
evening to a nearby eatery for a cup of coffee and conversation. Unfortunately, drinking coffee wasn’t the only habit he introduced me to. I could see
how much he enjoyed smoking his pipe, and also I liked the smell of the
smoke, so it wasn’t long until I was smoking one, too. Of course it was only
a short step from there to cigarettes, so I was hooked. My addiction lasted
seventeen years, surviving several abortive attempts to quit or to at least cut
down. It was not until I recognized the influence I was having on my first two
sons that I found the needed motivation. Once I made up my mind never to
smoke again the demon was dead and abstaining was easy — and permanent. (My advice: Don’t do It! One puff may be all it takes.)
Perhaps I was blind to it, but alcohol was not a problem on campus.
The Marine veteran I mentioned earlier was probably the only student I saw
drunk in my four years of college. Of course the scene on Fraternity Row
across the river was another matter. (It’s sad that in the past year it was one
of MIT’s fraternities that made national news with the death of one of its
members in an incident of gross overindulgence.) There may have been
cases of drug use among the students, but I never knew of it. The world had
not yet taken its TV-induced new view of what life is all about: having fun!
In my senior year I roomed in Baker House with Bill Gilbert, a fellow
chemist whom I had known since Building 22 days. Baker was the newest
of the dormitory buildings on campus, built in a modern style and shaped
something like an elongated “S.” The rooms were somewhat austere, but
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comfortable, and Bill proved to be an ideal roommate. We got along extremely well and developed a friendship that has lasted through the years.
Church.
During my entire four year sojourn in Cambridge, I faithfully attended
Sunday morning services whenever possible. That meant a long streetcar
ride far across town to the Boston suburb of Brookline. The group that met
there was about fifty to seventy-five strong and included many who were
only temporarily living in the area, such as myself and two Harvard students.
The minister, Lemoyne Lewis, had known my sister, Mildred, at Abilene
Christian and was now working on an advanced degree at Harvard. He was
an excellent speaker and one of the finest men I ever knew. He had a
strong positive influence on me at a time when that kind of influence was
critically important.
I knew when I elected to go to MIT that there would be nothing in that
environment that would be an encouragement to my faith, but I wasn’t prepared for the assault on Christianity that came in the first few weeks of my
freshman year. It was in an English class and I can’t recall the context, but
the instructor asked the question, “Surely there’s no one in this class that
believes Jesus was actually the Son of God?” There was no response. I’m
confident there were several others in the room who, like myself, were believers, but also, like myself, were stunned and intimidated into silence. Ever
since, I have regretted my tacit denial and wished I could have had another
chance to express my belief. While that was the only overt anti-Christian
statement I ever heard there, science was clearly the god that was worshiped at MIT.
Summer employment.
During the summer of 1949 I worked at my first job. As a clerk in the
Army Medical Library (now part of the National Institutes of Health) situated
next to the original, old Smithsonian Castle on Independence Avenue in
Washington, I filed cards in what was known as the current index. The
Library collected, abstracted, and indexed articles published in medical journals from all over the world. The subject of each article was then printed,
with the appropriate reference, on a 4 x 6 inch card which was sent to our
office. There, four of us saw to it that each of those cards was filed in its
appropriate little wooden drawer. There were thousands of cards to be filed
each day in hundreds of drawers. Eventually the cards whose subjects
began with a particular section of the alphabet would be removed and published in book form. It took years to publish a complete subject index from A
to Z, by which time the data would be virtually obsolete. But that was the
way things were done before the computer age. By summer’s end I had
become just about as adept at the job as were the sweet old maids I worked
with, and I had gained an enormous vocabulary of medical terms that has
been a valuable asset ever since.
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When I returned the following summer I was assigned to work with
another temporary employee, organizing and straightening up the library
stacks. She was just about my age, but we were completely incompatible.
On top of that, the job wasn’t at all challenging intellectually, so 1950 turned
out to have a very long summer.
Academics.
MIT had a unique, five point grading system. Letter grades of H, C,
P, L, F, and FF signified Honor, Credit, Passing, Low, Fail, and really, really
bad. A student who received an F, as I did on a couple of occasions, was
given an opportunity to raise the grade to an L by passing a special test.
Failing the test meant repeating the course, which is what I did. A general
survey of my academic record reveals that I did well in the humanities, business, lab and math courses, but not well at all when the subject material
dealt with the complex theoretical side of chemistry and physics. I just never
did get thermodynamics. On the other hand, I always felt that the two courses
that benefited me most in later years were Qualitative Analysis (lab) and
Music Through the Ages (a music appreciation class). One eventually became the basis for the business venture that gave me immense and enduring personal satisfaction, while the other opened my ears to a lifetime of
enjoying beautiful music that I might otherwise have missed.
At the end of four years I had produced a mediocre grade point average of 3.28, more than enough to graduate with a B.S. degree in Chemistry,
and had acquired the basics that would serve me well in future employment
as an analytical chemist. But I never looked back on that period as one of
the better times in my life. The school motto said it all.
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9 A PLACE TO START
My final year at MIT had been a relatively good one. In addition to
regular classes, much of my time was devoted to work on the thesis that
was a requirement for graduation. It was my first exposure to independent
laboratory research and I loved it. My enthusiasm and diligence were rewarded at the end of the year with one of the few “H” grades on my college
record. My professors were sufficiently impressed that they encouraged me
to let them find a fellowship or assistantship where I could pursue an advanced degree. Bill Gilbert, who did his thesis work at the lab bench next to
mine, already knew what he wanted and where he was going — it was the
University of Minnesota and graduate study in analytical chemistry. But I
was tired of school and had little appreciation for the career limitations that
would apply to a chemist with only a bachelor’s degree.
The cold war was getting pretty warm when, in the middle of that
senior year, job interviews with prospective employers were held on campus. For many of us there was a feeling that we had only two choices:
graduate school or a job in a defense industry. Of course there was a third,
unthinkable option: be drafted. So, when Dr. Albert Q. Butler offered me
$300 per month to work in the uranium processing facility operated by
Mallinckrodt Chemical Works in St. Louis, Missouri, I quickly accepted. Like
many of the choices we make in life, this one had far reaching consequences.
A few years later, my experience there would lead to another atomic energy
related job where I would meet my lifetime mate.
Bill also accepted a position with Mallinckrodt, but just for the summer. We were to start June 18, so after a couple of weeks at home, Bill
drove to our place in Virginia and we traveled the 900 miles to St. Louis
together in his ancient 1938 La Salle sedan. The trip was uneventful, but
unexpectedly expensive. We had to buy oil by the case and feed that smoking monster a quart every fifty miles.
A couple of very depressing rooms had been reserved for us at the
Y.M.C.A., but it wasn’t long until we found better quarters in a private home
in University City. We occupied the entire second floor, which included a
living room and a kitchen. I shared the place with various other roommates
after Bill left for Minnesota in the fall.
Within a few weeks I passed one of those very significant milestones
in every young man’s life: I purchased my first car. It was a slightly used
1951 Chevrolet coupe, equipped with a spotlight and a windshield hood — a
short lived fad that was then popular. Suddenly, for the first time in my life,
I was liberated from dependence on public transportation or the benevolence of someone who owned an automobile. My social life improved immediately.
Mallinckrodt.
The Mallinckrodt name was and is highly respected as a manufac72
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turer of fine chemicals, that is, chemicals of high purity. My first few weeks
at MCW were spent in the main analytical labs where I worked on various
projects — some dog work and some fascinating — while my security clearance was being processed. Then, after a short period of indoctrination, I
was transferred to Plant No. 6, the uranium processing facility, where I would
work as a shift supervisor in the control laboratory for the next year and a
half. I learned the basics of the process used to extract uranium from ore,
refine it into pure orange oxide (UO3), reduce it to brown oxide (UO2), fluoridate the oxide to convert it to green salt (UF4), and finally, convert the green
salt to uranium metal. Much of the plant’s green salt output went to Oak
Ridge, Tennessee, where it was converted to uranium hexafluoride (UF 6).
The hexafluoride was used as feed for the gaseous diffusion plant which
would separate the fissionable U-235 from the dominant isotope, U-238.
(Natural uranium contains only 0.7115% U-235.) U-235 is the stuff bombs
are made of, so my job carried with it a clear and strong justification for draft
deferment.
Safety, of course, was a serious concern. The radioactivity of the
natural uranium we worked with was treated as negligible, but the toxicity of
that heavy metal was another matter. Ingestion or inhalation of even tiny
amounts over a period of time could be extremely dangerous. All plant and
lab workers began their shifts in the locker room where they changed into
company issued clothing that would be worn on that shift only. At the end of
the shift, all would shower before changing back into their own clothes. Radiation counters were used to reveal any residual contamination and no one
left the building without passing that exam. In today’s litigious society, procedures and protective clothing requirements would be far more stringent,
but, at that time, working all day with uranium compounds on your hands
and coveralls didn’t seem to worry anyone.
The process chemistry was new to me, but the chemical principles
involved were not, so I had no trouble understanding everything that was
needed to do my job. That job, which was shift work, made me responsible
for the operation of the control laboratory during my eight hour shift. As shift
leader, I supervised two or three technicians who had no technical training.
Actually, we all performed the same routine tests that were required to keep
the plant process running properly, but the supervisor was expected to solve
problems and insure the accuracy and timeliness of the test results.
The plant, like most chemical operations, ran continuously, so the
control lab had to be open for business around the clock. We worked a
rotating shift schedule of thirteen days straight on each shift with two or
three days in between. After thirteen days working 8 to 4, we’d have time
off, then start back on the 4 to 12 shift, and so forth. The schedule provided
a variety of environments and there was something to like about each of the
shifts. I thoroughly enjoyed the work and my coworkers. I learned quickly,
and occasionally solved problems in innovative ways that inspired the confidence and approval of my supervisors.
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Samples from all points in the chemical process were taken by operators and delivered to the control lab for analysis. Each had to meet certain prescribed requirements before a batch could be moved on to the next
step. Often the results were so routine and predictable that there was a
strong temptation to graphite, that is, write in the result without actually running the test. Some technicians were guilty of graphiting on a regular basis,
but of course, that was a very serious offense. Another, more common trick
for avoiding work was used by the plant operators. When they knew a chemical batch was so concentrated or thick that it would not meet specifications,
the sample was often simply diluted at the drinking fountain before it was
submitted for analysis.
I had been on the job for about a year, knew all the tricks, and never
yielded to the temptation to fabricate a test result, when I committed a stupid
and almost catastrophic blunder. On one of the night shifts, a particularly
wily operator brought us a sample of a slurry that was just over the limit for
solids content. When he made it clear that he would be back right away with
the same sample after a visit to the fountain, I fell into the trap and gave him
the result he wanted. It was unquestionably the wrong thing to do. Some
time later I was complaining to my supervisor about the tricks the operators
liked to play and confessed that I had even participated on one occasion.
That bit of honesty almost cost me my job. I’m sure it did cost me my reputation, and taught me a hard lesson about the importance of integrity.
Church.
My shift schedule sometimes interfered, but I attended church services regularly. Again, as in the Brookline congregation, the minister, Furman
Cauthen, was excellent. He, too, had known my sister at Abilene. Small
world! It was a time when I was beginning to question some of the traditional positions held by the Church of Christ, and Brother Cauthen was able
to provide sound, timely answers.
Moving on.
Even though I liked my job at Plant 6, it was painfully obvious that I
had no real future there. I had come to the realization that advancement in
the chemical industry came only to chemical engineers and to chemists with
advanced degrees. It was simply a fact of life. So I decided it was time to go
to graduate school. When I contacted Dr. “Buck” Rogers back at MIT, he
was encouraging, and it wasn’t long until I had been granted an assistantship in the Department of Chemistry at Wesleyan University in Connecticut.
I was to begin in the fall term of 1952. Unfortunately, my draft board had
other ideas about my future. They informed me that I would be drafted
immediately if I left my current employer. America was then in the middle of
the Korean War, and I was needed to carry a rifle.
When things get tough, its often good to know the right people, and,
as it turned out, the right person was Air Force Major General, Thomas R.
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Rampy, my father. Daddy, who was in a perfect position to know about such
things, learned of a new program recently initiated by the Air Force to develop a cadre of engineers and scientists who could become well educated
in the manufacture, handling, and properties of chemical, biological, and
radiological (CBR) weapons. Commissions were immediately available to
qualified candidates. This seemed to be the perfect solution to my problems; I could discharge my obligation for military service while continuing in
my chosen profession.
My application was processed quickly, and after a cursory interview
at Scott Air Force Base in Illinois, I was soon accepted as a second lieutenant in the United States Air Force. My enlistment term was “indefinite,” but
I was expected to serve at least two years.
Leaving Mallinckrodt and St. Louis after just eighteen months was
easy. It was simply another transition with prospects for something better. I
had formed no strong friendships and had no regrets.

My apartment (2nd floor) at
6937a Raymond Ave.,
University City, MO. Photo 1998.

Gordon and roommates, 1953.
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10 NINE MONTHS IN UNIFORM
After a couple of relaxing weeks with my folks, I reported to my assigned post, Edgewood Army Chemical Center (as it was known then), in
early December 1952. Mother and Daddy had recently moved to a new
home in Drexel Hill, only a few blocks from the house in which I had spent
my first years. My station, just north of Baltimore, was only a couple of
hours’ drive from there and about the same from my friends in Washington.
It could not have been a more convenient location and I took full advantage
of the opportunities, never spending a weekend on post.
As a second lieutenant I was as green as they come. The Air Force
had not seen fit to give me even the most basic training. Nothing. If I had
not served in the Cadet Corps in high school, I would not even have known
how or whom to salute. Fortunately there was virtually no military formality
in this assignment, and many of the members of the group of which I was a
part were only slightly better prepared.
Life as a second lieutenant.
There were about fifty of us, each with his own specialty — chemistry, biology, engineering, mathematics, etc. Each officer was given an assignment that would provide firsthand education in some facet of chemical
warfare. I was assigned to the Plants Division of the Chemical and Radiological Development Laboratories under a pleasant and personable young
gentleman named Bruce Hildebrand. Bruce ran the pilot operation, which,
at that time, was developing a process for the manufacture of GB, the nerve
gas that was later used by cultists in Japan to kill many people in the Tokyo
subway system. He didn’t need me, and so he was willing to let me do
anything that wouldn’t interfere with his responsibilities, as long as it seemed
to fit with the objectives of the Air Force program. His department was
staffed by chemical engineers, so I, as an analytical chemist, was enlisted to
deal with the rather obtuse people who analyzed the samples taken during
the chemical manufacturing operations.
My time was spent (wasted would be a more accurate term) learning
the chemistry of the process and trying to make sense out of the results of
the crude analytical test methods that were used to evaluate performance.
Eventually I became convinced that I could develop a better test method for
a certain elusive component of the process stream and began to spend
much of my time in a small lab in the pilot plant. One of the reagents employed in my test was phosgene, a lethal agent used to kill thousands in
World War I. Although I was working mostly in the relative safety of a fume
hood, I developed a severe reaction to the chemical and spent a great deal
of time fighting an intensely irritated throat. To make matters worse, the test
was of little practical value, and my efforts served only to exacerbate relations between the plant and the official analytical labs.
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Pals at Edgewood Army Chemical Center, including long-time
friend, Jerry Shapiro (right), 1953.

Bachelor Officers Quarters (BOQ),
Army chemical Center, Edgewood, MD.

General and Lieutenant Rampy, 1953.
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While my professional career was on hold, my social life was flourishing. Often I would meet my good friend from high school, Alan Woolf, for a
superb meal at Hausner’s world famous restaurant in Baltimore. But this
was also a time when I developed a strong relationship with some young
people at the Arlington, Virginia, Church of Christ. Richard Anderson, Paul
Barnes, and his girlfriend, Mary Ann Smith (later to become Mary Ann Barnes),
became regular weekend associates.
More romance.
Late that summer, one of Mary Ann’s college friends was visiting her
aunt in Washington. It was arranged that I would be her date. She lived in
Roanoke, Virginia, with her parents and two brothers. Gerry and I were a
match from the start. She was pretty, full of fun, and came from a strong,
Christian family. Everything seemed right for a long term, even permanent,
relationship.
We dated often during the following weeks and months. That meant
long, 300 -mile drives to Roanoke from Edgewood, and later, from Oak Ridge,
Tennessee, but when you’re in love that’s not a problem. The relationship
deepened quickly and we were soon engaged. A wedding date was set for
June. But as plans were being made and the day approached, I began to
have serious doubts. Gerry was as sweet and lovable as ever, and there
were never any disagreements between us, but something didn’t seem quite
right and I made the toughest decision of my life: I simply was not ready for
this marriage. The ending was tearful, but it had to be final, and we went our
separate ways. As it turned out, we both were married before another year
had passed.
Moving on.
The Korean War ended July 27, 1953, and it was only a few weeks
later that President Eisenhower directed the Air Force to slim down. There
were far too many officers on the rolls. For many newly hatched lieutenants
in the CBR program it was great news. Immediate release from active duty
was available for who wanted out, and they didn’t have to twist our arms. By
the end of September we had shed our uniforms . My brief experience at
Edgewood had taught me a smattering of organo-phosphorous chemistry
and had given me a degree of familiarity with chemical nerve agents —
experience that would later influence the path of my career — but otherwise
those nine months produced little of value, either for me or for my country.
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Gerry. 1954.

79

My First Seventy Years
11 GOOD YEARS WITH GOODYEAR
Immediately following my discharge from the Air Force I made plans
to attend the upcoming fall meeting of the American Chemical Society where
I knew there would be plenty of employers looking for chemists. I wasn’t
disappointed. In two or three days I had interviews with more than a dozen
firms, and several invitations to follow up with visits to their plants. I traveled
to three or four of them before accepting an offer from Mr. James A. Merrill
of Goodyear Atomic Corporation to work in the control laboratories of a plant
under construction near Portsmouth, Ohio. My salary would be $450 per
month. Graduate school no longer seemed important.
The Goodyear Tire and Rubber Company, with headquarters in Akron, Ohio, had formed a subsidiary firm, Goodyear Atomic Corporation, to
operate an enormous gaseous diffusion plant for the Atomic Energy Commission. The plant would use proven technology, essentially duplicating the
existing operations at the K-25 facility run by Union Carbide Corporation in
Oak Ridge. As an indication of the scope of the undertaking, we were told
that the plant would consume as much electric power as the entire state of
Ohio at that time. I had little understanding of the work I would be expected
to do, but it was exciting to be in on the start of such a huge operation.
Oak Ridge interlude.
The plant where I was to work went by several names. It was called
the A-Plant and the Atomic Plant, but more often it was known as the Portsmouth Plant. But it wasn’t in Portsmouth at all. It was in Waverly, about
thirty miles due north of Portsmouth, or, even more accurately, it was near
the tiny village of Piketon.
Portsmouth was a typical Ohio River town, bustling with industry but
otherwise old, dirty and dingy. I found a room over the garage in an upscale
home where the widowed landlady, Mrs. Carr, liked having a young man
around. As the owner of the finest jewelry store in town she certainly didn’t
need the rental income. The quarters were excellent and she was kind and
considerate as though I were her own son.
The months of November and December were consumed by planning and orientation sessions designed to prepare the technical employees
for future assignments. But the really effective preparation came when we
were sent to Oak Ridge for hands-on training. We arrived in January and
were quartered in the Alexander Hotel, a miserable, creaky, wooden structure that dated back to the earliest days of the supersecret Manhattan Project
when the first atomic bomb was being developed. All the great pioneers of
the atomic age had stayed there. As I write, it is still in business, but substantially more dilapidated.
I was assigned to work in various areas of the control labs, learning to
handle uranium hexafluoride (UF6) samples that were brought there for analysis. Gaseous diffusion is a physical rather than a chemical process in which
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The Alexander Hotel, Oak Ridge, TN, 1997.

Gordon, 1954.

The Goodyear Atomic Corporation plant, Waverly, Ohio.
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the isotopes of uranium, in gaseous form, are separated. The progress of
the separation was followed by measuring (assaying) the relative concentrations of U-235 and U-238 in samples taken from the cascade — acres of
series-connected tanks and compressors. Measurements were carried out
with extreme precision using mass spectrometry. My job, when I returned to
the Portsmouth plant, would be to prepare samples of UF6 of precisely known
assay for use as comparison standards in the mass spectrometers. The
training and experience I received in Oak Ridge prepared me well for that
assignment.
On the job.
When we returned to Portsmouth in May, I roomed with a friend for a
few weeks until his construction job ended, then moved into a private home
with an elderly couple that I came to love like family. Fred and Rene (perhaps short for Irene) Putzek were in their seventies. They had one child, a
married daughter who lived nearby, and a granddaughter they doted on.
They treated me like one of their own and I stayed with them for over a year.
Their house, at 1910 Scioto Trail, was demolished in recent years to make
way for commercial development.
I set up and operated the standards lab, assisted by a technician,
Earl Woods, who became a longtime friend. Most of our work was routine,
but occasionally life got more than a little exciting. Standards were prepared by mixing carefully measured quantities of uranium oxide and then
converting the mix to UF6 by fluorination. The tube containing the oxide was
first evacuated and then chilled with liquid nitrogen while fluorine gas was
passed in and liquefied. The tube was then closed off and allowed to warm
to room temperature, creating extremely high internal pressure as the fluorine vaporized. Usually the resulting reaction, which sent the temperature
inside the tube instantly up to 300 degrees Celsius, was contained without
incident while the oxide was converted smoothly to the fluoride. But occasionally, without warning, the tube ruptured with an explosion like the sound
of a cannon, and we quickly acquired an audience of curious, agitated visitors from nearby labs. Those misfires were hardly routine, but our precautions precluded injury so they merely added spice to an otherwise ordinary
day in the lab.
A final romance.
Bertha Hale had lived her entire life in Portsmouth, Ohio, lovingly
raised by her grandmother, three aunts, and, at times, by her mother, Darlene.
When we met in early October 1954, Bert had been working as a secretary
at the Atomic Plant since she turned eighteen at the end of August.
It was on October 5 that the driver of our car pool that week was
asked to take an extra passenger on the trip back to Portsmouth after work.
There were five of us, all engineers or chemists, who rode together and
shared the driving. The attractive young lady we picked up that afternoon
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Gordon and Bert, 1954.

Our wedding, April 23, 1955.

Our first house, 52 North Fork Dr., Chillicothe, OH, 1955.
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slid easily into the front seat of the car and, from that moment, took her place
permanently in my life. There wasn’t a lot of conversation, but I managed to
get Bert’s attention when I noisily tapped the ashes from my pipe into a tin
can in the back seat. (I was in the midst of one of my abortive efforts to
break the cigarette habit at the time.)
Before I could volunteer myself, one of my companions made arrangements to take Bert home from his house when we dropped him off, but
somehow I managed to set up a meeting anyway, and the romance began.
We were together every day from then until Christmas, when I traveled home
to Washington where my parents — and another girlfriend — lived. The
brief visit with the other woman quickly blew away any indecision, and the
return to Portsmouth brought a joyous reunion with my special girl. We were
engaged in February and married April 23, 1955.
Mother and Daddy left immediately after the wedding to return to
Wiesbaden, Germany, where they were living at the time. They had a few
days in New York before the flight, so Bert and I spent part of our short
honeymoon with them. Their first meeting with Bert had been at the church.
A new home.
Several of the employees owned homes in a new development called
North Fork Village, on the outskirts of Chillicothe, twenty-eight miles north of
the plant. When Bert and I started dreaming about where we might live after
we married, it turned out that our closest friends, the Woods and the Bullards,
were already considering building in North Fork, so we did our planning
together. The homes we selected were all similar — one story, 960 square
feet, three bedrooms and a basement on a quarter-acre lot, with no garage.
The price of our little castle was $14,200. Monthly payments of $91 covered
principle, interest, taxes, and insurance.
After the wedding in April we still had over a month to wait for our
home to be ready, so for the next six weeks Bert and I lived happily with the
Putzeks. When we finally moved in June, we savored the excitement that
goes with occupying a new house and the news that we would be parents
the following February. Our marriage was off to a great start!
Akron interlude.
Bert and I were settling comfortably into our new lives when my boss
said that Mr. Merrill, the head of the Technical Division, wanted to see me in
his office. He informed me that I had been selected to take part in a special
management training program at Goodyear’s main plant in Akron, Ohio. Of
course, it meant that I was considered a good prospect for taking on new
and greater responsibilities, and for that I was very flattered, but it also meant
being uprooted from a pleasant job and lots of good friends. The decision
wasn’t clear cut, but we decided that it would be foolish to pass up the opportunity. Only two others from the plant had been selected for the program.
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We put our little house on the market right away and moved into a
small apartment in Akron. It was December and miserably cold. The training program consisted of hands-on experience in various departments, learning about the manufacture and development of tires and PVC plastics,
Goodyear’s two largest selling products. The work was interesting and very
educational, but it involved absolutely no analytical chemistry; in fact, very
little chemistry at all. I was a round peg being groomed for a square hole,
and it soon became obvious that I would be much happier back at the APlant. Thankfully, my supervisors and Mr. Merrill, were sympathetic, and
the transfer was soon arranged.
Our stay in cold, snowy, windy Akron was a short one — just three
months, but some memorable events occurred there which I must relate.
Bert had been baptized and was active in the youth program of the Baptist

Jefferson Alan Rampy,
1956.

church near her home in Portsmouth for some time before we met. But
when we discussed the matter of baptism with the minister of the Church of
Christ where we attended in Akron, it seemed appropriate that she should
be rebaptized to remove any doubt about the efficacy of that earlier rite.
Like my grandmother Drinkwater, who had also been raised in the Baptist
church, Bert was immersed a second time, in accordance with the scriptural
pattern.
Two other vastly different events both occurred about the middle of
February. One of them was the birth of Jefferson Alan Rampy in the early
afternoon on the 10th. It was a momentous event for us, as it is in the life of
any parents. He was healthy and normal, the first of the four sons that
would brighten the rest of our lives.
After a visit to the hospital to see Bert and our new son, I returned to
an empty apartment — empty, that is, except for our cat, Akron. (We had
raised him from a kitten after he showed up on our doorstep in Chillicothe
just when we learned that we were moving.) Later in the evening I put him
out and went to bed, but some time after midnight I was awakened by Akron
scratching at the door. The poor creature limped inside, looking like he had
narrowly escaped being a snack for a much larger creature. The two most
serious wounds were a wide, hairless swath down his spine, from neck to
tail, and a three-inch laceration on his right hind leg that went to the bone. It
seemed to my untrained eye that this feline would soon be in purgatory.
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(There is no heaven for cats.) I decided that his only hope for life was for me
to close that ugly leg wound. That meant anesthesia, so I drove to a nearby
all-night drug store and bought a small bottle of chloroform. Knowing I’d
have a battle on my hands, I wrapped the wary cat tightly in a towel before
applying a chloroform soaked cloth to his nose. In no time at all he was limp,
and I immediately went into action, using a strong needle and heavy thread
from Bert’s sewing basket. I went to bed as soon as my patient came out of
the anesthetic, comfortable in the knowledge that I had probably saved his
life.
But I hadn’t been prepared for the consequences of a cat’s natural
instincts. When I got up I saw immediately that he had spent the night
removing the stitches with his raspy little tongue. Undaunted, I went through
the entire routine again, but this time I covered the wound in a way that I
thought would keep him from licking it. Not so. When I came home from
work that evening the covering and the stitches were gone. It was time for
professional help. The veterinarian I called said to bring him in and he would

Akron, the cat.

do the job right. As it turned out, he sutured with gut, and Akron had the
stitches out by the time I got him back to the apartment. In frustration, I took
him to another, much older and wiser veterinarian. He glanced at the wound
and made a simple pronouncement. He said, “Leave him alone. A cat that
isn’t killed outright is going to survive.” There was no charge, and I followed
his advice. Akron recovered completely, without so much as a limp or a
scar, but I’m sure he felt that, with a friend like me, he didn’t need enemies.
Home again.
Just one week after Jeff’s arrival we were back in our Chillicothe home,
grateful that no one had made an offer to buy it. My new assignment at
Goodyear Atomic was in the Chemistry Department under Dr. Paul Seufzer.
I worked in a large laboratory with three other chemists, two of them PhD.s,
on various research projects dealing with the gaseous diffusion process. It
was exactly what I enjoyed most, the opportunity to apply my ingenuity to
solving technical problems. During my four years in that lab, I discovered
several previously unknown uranium compounds and some new chemical
reactions. I also devised a useful new technique for making certain key
measurements related to the properties of the physical medium used for
isotope separation. It was a good time in my life.
86

My First Seventy Years

Bert, 1956.

My draft reclassification after discharge from the USAF.

87

My First Seventy Years
Bert and I had lots of friends, including the Woods, the Bullards, and
most of all, the Shoafs and the Massoths. Bob Shoaf and I worked in different sections of the lab building, but we had a lot of contact. Dr. Frank Massoth
worked at a desk next to mine in the research lab. Both Bob and Frank were
deeply into duplicate bridge, and it wasn’t long until I, too, was an addict,
ultimately to the point of my becoming director of the Chillicothe duplicate
bridge club. Bert learned to play socially, and we often got together with the
other couples for card games, but duplicate was not for her. In addition to
bridge, I loved to bowl, and, for a while bowled in two different plant leagues
at the same time. Woodworking and photography occupied some of my
time, too, and I finished off the basement of our home with a darkroom and
a den and built much of the furniture needed by our growing family.
We attended services faithfully at the local congregation of the Church
of Christ where we developed some strong friendships and social contacts.
These included Jack and Gloria Rankin who went on to the Manhattan, New
York, congregation where Jack served as an elder until his death. We met
Gloria again after many years when she worshiped at the church our son,
Wyatt, attends in Nashville, Tennessee. Bill and Betty Phillis were good
friends, too. In recent years, our friendship with them has been renewed as
a result of our close ties with Ohio Valley College, where Bill and I serve
together on the Board of Trustees, sharing a strong commitment to Christian education.
Life was good as our second son, Bruce, arrived October 23, 1957,
when Jeff was about a year and a half old. We were just then beginning to
learn what it meant to have a strong willed child. Fortunately, Bruce was not
like his older brother and proved to be the first of three relatively easy boys
to raise. Financially, our situation was comfortable. On my salary of about
$600 per month, we were able to meet expenses easily and still save a
thousand dollars each year, even though Bert had not worked since shortly
after we were married. In those days, few even dreamed of owning a second car, and car-pooling the twenty-eight miles to work was an obvious and
pleasant solution to family transportation problems.
Although the work at Goodyear was challenging and thoroughly enjoyable, I began to feel, more than ever the limitation that resulted from my
not having a graduate degree. It was time to look for something else. The
fall 1959 meeting of the American Chemical Society again provided an excellent opportunity to meet potential employers, and I came away with several interesting leads. One of them stood far out from the rest. Mr. Mearlin
Sims, an executive with Food Machinery and Chemical Corporation (later,
FMC Corporation), was interviewing candidates for various positions at a
new plant he would be managing in Newport, Indiana, under a contract with
the Army. The plant would be manufacturing VX, a chemical warfare agent
similar to the nerve gas I had worked with at Edgewood Army Chemical
Center six years earlier. It was that experience on my resume that had
caught his attention. Mr. Sims needed someone who could undertake the
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setting up and management of the laboratory from the start — hiring staff,
writing procedures, specifying equipment, and eventually directing the operation which would provide analytical services for the chemical plant. I had
precisely the technical and supervisory experience he was looking for.
The plant was situated in a sparsely populated part of Indiana near
the western border with Illinois about twenty miles north of Terre Haute. The
tiny village of Newport was barely on the map. The plant site had recently
been used for the production of heavy water, using tall separation towers
that gave the place the appearance of a petroleum refinery. The lab and
offices which had served that operation were now to be used, wherever
possible, in support of the manufacture of VX. When I arrived at the plant
site for my final interview with Mr. Sims I was given a cursory tour of the
place, but construction was only just beginning and there was little for me to
see. I met the various department heads and was offered the job of Chief
Chemist at $800 per month. That was substantially more than my salary at
Goodyear, but I had hoped for an even $10,000 per year. When I voiced my
hope Mr. Sims agreed without hesitation, and my starting date was set for
January 11, 1960.
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12 NERVE GAS* AND NEWPORT
Rockville, Indiana, was a small crossroads town about twenty minutes east of the Newport plant. It was to be our home for the next five years,
and we soon grew to love it. But the first three months of my employment
with FMC were spent in the company’s Baltimore, Maryland, labs, learning
the chemistry and analytical methods that would be used in the manufacture
of VX.* That meant a long, trying separation from Bert and the two boys, but
she saw it as just a temporary inconvenience and never complained. We
relished the brief times we spent together when I was allowed to travel home
to Chillicothe at company expense every other weekend.
When the training period ended, I returned to work in Indiana and
began the search for a place to rent. After a couple of frustrating weeks
during which I lived in a Rockville motel, I finally found the perfect place at
an incredible $75 per month. We sold our Ohio house in May and moved
into that very small, but cozy and comfortable, cottage on a large lot with
plenty of trees. Our landlord, Charles Whitesell, was a fine man who, in the
four years we rented from him, never increased the rent.
It was a good place to raise children and, as it turned out, dogs, too.
We bought a collie pup, and when she matured, we bred her with a blue
merle, a relatively rare type of collie with a blue-gray, spotted coat. We
thought the process had failed, but nine weeks later Perky woke me during
the night, led me outside, and presented a single, odd looking pup. We
named him McGregor, and soon learned that not all collies are smart. This
fellow was afraid of his own shadow. When he was full grown I let him go
with me on a visit to the landfill where we took our trash. Just as we arrived,
someone brought in a large, dead tree, dragging it behind a truck. McGregor
took one look at that tree charging down the lane at him and took off at a
dead run. It was the last we ever saw of him.
On the job.
My assignment at Newport proved to be every bit as challenging and
rewarding as I had hoped. My boss gave me plenty of latitude to do things
as I saw fit, and I enjoyed the responsibility. It was quite some time before
actual start-up of the chemical plant, but that was good; staffing and training
took time, and we all had a lot to learn. One of the most fascinating aspects
of my job was the application of a recently developed analytical method
called gas chromatography. It was an instrumental technique that made it
possible to separate, measure, and, in most cases, identify the components
of complex mixtures of liquid or gaseous compounds. It was the perfect tool
for solving the difficult analytical problems associated with manufacturing
organo-phosphorous chemicals such as VX. Whenever my duties allowed,
* The nerve agent, VX, was often erroneously called “nerve gas.” It, like GB, is an anticholinesterase
agent which causes death by inhibiting a victim’s ability to breathe. But unlike GB, VX is nonvolatile
and its action is primarily percutaneous, that is, by penetration of the skin. Its primary tactical use
was for terrain denial.
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One of the Newport Plant operating units.

One of the Newport Plant production units.

Newport Plant laboratory.
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I used the chromatograph to reveal and investigate the various side reactions that tended to reduce product yields. In some cases I was able to
make significant improvements to the plant processes.
My boss, Arvid Strom, a talented chemical engineer from MIT, was a
jovial, easy going fellow, and we got along very well. Also reporting to him
was the senior process engineer, John McConney. Bert and I often associated socially with those men and their wives and we soon became good
friends. Bert and Ellie Strom were especially close and remained so throughout our later employment interlude with FMC in Princeton, New Jersey. On
several occasions, the plant manager, Mearlin Sims, would invite us, along
with other managers and their wives, to dinner at the local “Rod and Gun
Club.” It was a rustic, back-in-the-woods place that served fabulous steaks
and kept an illicit roulette wheel ready for action in the back room. Bert and
I always referred to it as The Den of Iniquity, but we enjoyed the food and
the company and never turned down an invitation to indulge.
Just two years after start-up, Arvid was transferred to FMC’s Princeton
research center and I was promoted to Quality Control Superintendent. That
meant reporting directly to the plant manager and supervising the laboratory
plus the quality control inspectors; thirty-one employees in all. I was pleased
to be given the additional responsibility and enjoyed being involved, for the
first time, in the decisions that affected the entire plant operation. I had
achieved the advancement that had often seemed so elusive in my earlier
positions. Unfortunately, the promotion took me away from the opportunity
to be a technical problem solver at the hands-on level. I missed it.
The ultimate products of the Newport plant were munitions. The liquid nerve agent, VX, which was produced in the chemical plant was loaded
into land mines, rockets, and artillery shells. On-site Government QC employees sampled and inspected each lot of material before payment to the
contractor would be authorized. The Munitions Control Group, for which I
was responsible, consisted of several technicians who inspected incoming
material, work in process, and finished goods to insure that waste was minimized and the final product met the Government’s rigorous specifications.
Unfortunately, the relationship between our people and the Government inspectors was often adversarial, an aspect of my job that I found quite distasteful.
Home life.
Bert and I had friends in the Rockville community, friends at FMC,
and friends at church. We felt very much at home. It was difficult to be quite
as regular in our church attendance as we would have liked, — the nearest
congregation was thirty miles away in Terre Haute — but we soon felt at
home there, too. The minister, Gene Carrell, was a fine, inspiring preacher.
It was while attending in Terre Haute that I was given my first opportunity to
teach an adult Bible class. My subject was to be the Gospel of Luke. I was
flattered, but somewhat overwhelmed, by the prospect, feeling that I knew
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Our first house in Rockville, IN, 1960-1965.
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MacGregor
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Newport management staff, 1963.
(L. to R.) Dick Lefton, Gordon rampy, Mearlin Sims,
John Hurt, Mr. Dade, Les Locey, Joe Matulis, Dan Mittman.

94

My First Seventy Years
far too little to be competent to enlighten others. That was the beginning of
a life long commitment to Bible study. Every evening of the week before a
class, I spent hours in preparation until I learned enough to be comfortable
and ready to teach. It was one of my most valuable experiences, and the
first of many years of bible teaching.
Life was good, my future appeared secure at the plant, and our family
was about to grow again, so, in the spring of 1964, Bert and I decided we
needed a house with more space. Two bedrooms would just not accommodate a family of four very well. We selected a fine lot in a nearby development, deep and narrow, backing up on a wooded area that was a perfect
playground for two small boys. It turned out to be great fun working with a
local builder to make simple modifications to the floor plan he offered. The
house would be built on a slab, — no basement, just a crawl space — but
the large garage would provide plenty of room for my woodworking shop.
Other features, including a family room with a wood burning fireplace, were
enough to make us both extremely excited and anxious to move.
On June 13, nearly seven years after Bruce’s birth, Randall Grant
Rampy came into our world. Again we were blessed with a healthy son,
and, as usual, Bert had no problems. Life was looking very good. But it
wasn’t to last. Rather suddenly, the Army decided that no more VX-filled
munitions* were needed and the contract with FMC would be terminated. It
meant an end to a good job and a good life in a town where we would have
been happy to raise our family. And, of course, it meant the beginning of
another job search. I was not alone in my plight, and it was my responsibility
to help with the placement of several chemists who had also counted on
FMC for their livelihood. It was a trying time of uncertainty for all of us.
My boss, Mearlin Sims, was eventually relocated to the FMC Organic
Chemicals Division plant in Nitro, West Virginia, where he resumed his former
position as Plant Manager. But before leaving, he did the best he could to
find a suitable place for me within the company, and after a brief interview
trip, I reluctantly accepted a position at FMC’s Princeton, New Jersey, research center. Bert and I and our three sons were forced to leave our delightful new home after enjoying it for less than six months. The company
paid us the average of two appraisals for our property, and we ended five
great years in Indiana on February 20, 1965.

* After about thirty years, maintaining the stockpile of leaking shells, rockets, land mines, and containers of liquid nerve agent became increasingly hazardous so a safe, effective disposal method
was developed. The process of incinerating the product whose manufacture provided employment
for me and a great many others is going on as I write.
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Our house on Eastwood Drive,
Rockville, IN.

Jeff, Bruce, and Perky,
1962.
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13 PRINCETON INTERLUDE
Bert and I located and purchased a passably acceptable two story
house in Trenton, New Jersey, just a couple of blocks south of the more
upscale town of Lawrenceville. It was convenient to my work, but compared
to the new home we had just left, it had little else to recommend it. In fact,
we felt that moving to that area had only one redeeming feature: we were
now just an hour and a half from Mother and Daddy’s new home in Newtown
Square, Pennsylvania. For the first time we were close enough to visit often, and we took full advantage of the opportunity. Jeff was ten, Bruce,
seven, and Randy, a sweet, chubby bundle, was just six months old. It was
a great time to be near grandparents.
On the job.
FMC’s facilities on U.S. Route 1 in Princeton housed the research
and development laboratories for both the Organic and the Inorganic Divisions of the company. More than three hundred employees occupied the
modern, attractive, and well equipped building. Analytical services were
provided to each of those organizations by a semiautonomous group of chemists and technicians. It was inevitable that one of the two divisions would
feel that its interests were not being adequately served. That’s where I
came in.
The Inorganic Chemicals Division research chemists often complained
that it took longer for their samples to be processed than was necessary and
that they needed a more responsive analytical lab at their disposal. My
assignment, as the first step toward solving the problem, was to set up and
operate an atomic absorption spectroscopy (AAS) laboratory. The technique was in its infancy at that time, and I knew little about it, so my first step
was to take a mini-course at the Perkin-Elmer plant in Connecticut where
the instrument we planned to purchase was manufactured. I was then ensconced in a small lab under the supervision of Dr. Lou Diamond and began
to process samples submitted for analysis by various researchers. As the
workload increased, I was assigned a technician to assist me.
My little lab was performing a useful service, but the assignment quickly
became routine, offering little or no opportunity for creativity or innovation. I
was bored. Although I was grateful for the consideration various people at
FMC had displayed in finding a place for me, I was having difficulty adjusting
to being a very small fish in a large pond after heading up a department and
serving on the management staff at Newport. It was the beginning of another trying time in my career. I was learning how my father had felt upon
retiring from a prestigious assignment in the Air Force and then working as
a salesman for a construction firm in Philadelphia.
After several months a vacancy opened in one of the Inorganic R&D
departments and I began a new, more challenging assignment as one of
several product development chemists working under Mr. Bill Kibbel. Most
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Our house at
2769 Princeton Pike,
Trenton, NJ.

Randy (now known as Grant),
eight months old.

My atomic absorption
spectrophotometer.
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of my time there was devoted to finding practical applications for the waste
slag produced in FMC’s phosphorous plant operation in Pocatello, Idaho.
Someone at a high level in the corporation believed that the residue, which
could be spun like rock wool, might serve as a cheap raw material for the
manufacture of insulation or, better still, a hardboard similar to Masonite. I
learned a great deal about glass fiber and fiberglass products in the course
of the research, but we were never able to develop a practical product. The
project was eventually abandoned.
Ocean City.
The nearest elementary school was only two blocks north on Princeton
Pike, the busy thoroughfare on which we lived, so Jeff and Bruce had a
short walk to school. They made friends easily and soon became Cub Scouts.
We all enjoyed the frequent visits to Grandma’s, but perhaps the best times
were our visits to Ocean City, just two hours away on the Jersey shore.
Mother’s family, like most Philadelphians, had made Ocean City their summer playground since the early years of the century, when rail transportation
first provided easy access. My childhood, too, included frequent visits to the
comfortable, three story guest house at 1422 Ocean Avenue operated by
Grandma’s sister, Aunt Hannah. In those days nothing but the boardwalk
and a stretch of dunes separated her place from the waves. Later, when my
own family continued the tradition, homes and vacation rental properties
cluttered the view, but Ocean City was still a fine family resort and we loved
it.
In my earliest recollection of Ocean City, Daddy took me with him —
I was about five or six at the time — on an evening stroll up the boardwalk.
We stopped at a gallery where a man could test his skill at throwing a baseball — three tries for a dime. Daddy had been the pitcher on his home team
back in Texas, so the temptation was strong. In each of three, narrow, open
ended cages sat a black man, perched on a seat several feet above a large
tank of water. Signs identified the men as Amos, Andy, and King Fish,
characters in a long-running, popular radio skit. Hitting a target with a baseball would trigger the seat mechanism and plunge one of the poor fellows
into the tank. Everyone loved to watch, and I was thrilled when Daddy easily
dunked Amos in the drink.
Jeff was five years old when Bert and I had an extremely frightening
experience at the shore. While Bert was busy with Bruce on the crowded
beach where we had staked out our patch of sand with a blanket, Jeff and I
headed for the surf a hundred yards farther down the beach. He was running happily toward the water when something distracted me for just a moment. When I turned and looked back, he had disappeared. Of course I ran
immediately to the surf and repeatedly shouted his name in the direction of
the waves. No answer, and no little boy. Questioning the people nearby
was of no avail; none remembered seeing him. Completely unnerved, I
hurried back to Bert, determined not to let my concern show. It didn’t help
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Bruce, Cathy, Mother, Sis, Dick,
1982.

Sting Ray Motel, Ocean City, NJ, 1970s.
(Now “The Beach Club”)
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that we were both aware of reports of shark sightings in the area. Gathering
up Bruce and our belongings, we quickly notified the lifeguards and ran to
the boardwalk where we found a policeman. The officer, used to dealing
with distraught parents who had lost a child, put out an alert and assured us
that Jeff would soon turn up. The next hour was agony as we searched the
beach, the parking lot, and our hotel in vain, amazed that there were so
many little blonde boys that looked like ours. Finally, as we were driving
through town, I noticed a small fellow in the back of a police car just ahead of
us. It was Jeff, happily licking an ice cream cone supplied by his kind guardians. Our nightmare was over. It turned out that he hadn’t gone near the
water at all, but when he lost sight of me in the crowd, he headed straight for
where he remembered our car was parked. The police took over from there.
During our two years in New Jersey, a visit to the shore meant great
fun for the kids, but the adults had a grand time, too. In decades past,
dressing neatly and strolling the boards after dinner at Watson’s famous,
family restaurant had been an almost sacred tradition. Older folks enjoyed
shows at the music pier or just sitting on the benches near the rail, watching
the passersby and savoring a pleasant summer evening with the sound of
the surf at their backs and the tempting aromas of Cracker Jack and salt
water taffy in the air. Shops and boutiques offered a variety of fare, from the
cheap and glitzy to quality imports — there was something for everyone.
But through it all was an air of dignity and order, even while Amos and Andy
were being dunked with devilish delight.
Sadly, the former character of the boardwalk is now only a memory,
as America has rejected convention and embraced the freedom we cherish
to do as we please, much of which seems to be coarse and ugly. Gone are
the quality shops, replaced with sleazy emporiums where kids can buy filthimprinted tee shirts, and with electronic game arcades that offend the ears
of the elderly with high-decibel, rap “music.” And gone, too, are the spiffy
outfits worn with pride when folks cared how they looked. Now comfort is
the only consideration, and sloppiness is the rule rather than the exception.
Will today’s generation look back on an evening on the boardwalk with a
warm feeling of nostalgia? I doubt it.
A way out
As the months passed, I found myself in an all too familiar position,
enjoying my family and social life, and content with my job, but increasingly
depressed about prospects for advancement. Everywhere I looked, it seemed
that positions at the next level of management were filled with chemical
engineers or Ph.D. chemists. My prayers became pleas for divine intervention to open a way out of what seemed to be a confining cage. Mildred’s
husband, Dick Smith, had retired from a career in the Marine Corps as a
lieutenant colonel and had built a thriving business which included selling
mutual funds and other securities. His success inspired me to consider
becoming a securities salesman. But as I began to study and prepare
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myself for the exam that would be required, I decided to pursue one other
option: I would contact Mearlin Sims, my former boss and mentor who had
been responsible for finding me the opening at Princeton. Mearlin, now
managing the FMC plant in Nitro, West Virginia, was sympathetic when I
described my plight and suggested that I give him a little time to consider
some possibilities.
I was never told what transpired between the managers at Princeton
and Nitro, but after a few days I heard from Mr. Sims, inviting me to come to
his office and discuss an opening that he felt I might find interesting. Clearance for the trip had already been given by my superiors. My world suddenly brightened as it appeared that a solution to my dilemma might be
within reach.
Anyone who has ever traveled to a place that was new to them knows
how much their initial impression can be colored by weather. Had my exposure to that cluttered, decaying, and — most depressing of all — smelly,
industrial complex called Nitro come on a dreary day, it’s likely that we’d
have remained in New Jersey. But it was early October, the sky was clear
and blue, the air was crisp, and the trees were at their peak of flaming color.
Even Trenton would have looked good on such a day!
The plant was sandwiched between two, large, sprawling facilities.
On one side, FMC’s American Viscose Division plant made rayon and films,
and, on the other, Monsanto produced agricultural chemicals and a sickening odor that perfumed the entire area. I was greeted warmly by Mr. Sims
and taken on a tour of the archaic plant where some of the firm’s more
lucrative products were manufactured. Most were sold as plasticizers, oily
liquids that imparted flexibility to PVC, an otherwise rigid plastic. A majority
of the plasticizers were fire retardant, organo-phosphorous chemicals distantly related to the lethal product we had manufactured at Newport.
I was also shown the laboratory, an ugly, one story building at the
edge of the plant site, where Mr. Sims introduced me to the folks who worked
there. (Most of them had worked there for all of their adult lives.) The two
senior men, Jim Smith and Norm Parsons, reported directly to Arvid Strom,
my former boss at Newport but now Process Superintendent. Just as he
had done seven years earlier, Mearlin was offering me the job of Chief Chemist with responsibility for overseeing all laboratory functions. That included
supervising Jim and Norm. It seemed like deja vu all over again. The door
I had been praying for had opened and my excitement was building.
That afternoon I scouted the area for a place to live, focusing on a
nearby development called Brookhaven where several of the employees
lived. A large number of small, neat, brick homes had already filled the
narrow valley by that time, and the developer was building high above on
the top of a hill. A model was open there for inspection. The scene on that
beautiful fall day was exhilarating. I knew immediately that Bert would be
enthusiastic, too, and could hardly wait to fill her in on my red letter day.
When I called that night, I’m sure she must have thought I was exaggerating
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with my glowing description of the job, and especially the housing possibilities.
On returning to our place on Princeton Pike I had no problem convincing Bert that a move to West Virginia was the answer to our prayers —
she was almost as turned off by the Trenton experience as I was by my
bleak future. We had found the locals to be the coldest, most unfriendly
people we had encountered anywhere. Even next door neighbors discouraged our efforts to get to know them. So when I showed her the Brookhaven
sales brochure with photos of the homes and described the new assignment, she agreed that it was an offer we couldn’t refuse. The next day I
called Mearlin and enthusiastically accepted. It was the beginning of seven
and a half great years in wild, wonderful West Virginia.

Mother and Daddy at their Newtown Square home, 1967.
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14 ECSTACY AND AGONY
December 8, 1966, was unseasonably warm as we moved into our
brand new house at No. 3 Brentwood Circle in Nitro, West Virginia. It was a
red brick, split level with white shutters and a two car garage. From our
location on top of a mini-mountain, the rear of the house overlooked a wide
valley, giving us a beautiful view of wooded hills. Except for the model home
just up the street, ours was the only occupied lot in the neighborhood. We
enjoyed the isolation and privacy for only a short time, of course, and by the
end of the next year several new homes had been built.
We were pretty well settled in when Mother and Daddy arrived just
before Christmas. The next day, Randy, a toddler of eighteen months, gave
us a scare. We had let him go outside to play, but when we checked on him
he was nowhere in sight. I called out and got no answer until I crossed the
cul de sac. Then came a faint sound from over the far side of the hill. There
was Randy, easily a hundred feet down the slope, not particularly concerned,
but unable to make his little legs climb the steep hillside. I gave him a big
hug and struggled back up the grade, grateful to have that precious bundle
in my arms again. Soon afterward it began to snow and we all enjoyed a
delightful, white Christmas, cut off from the rest of the world in our cozy
castle on top of Brentwood Hill. It was a great beginning.
Early the following year, Bert began to have some strange, familiar
feelings, especially in the mornings. We had decided after Randy came
along that the family was large enough, but, in His wisdom, the Lord felt we
needed one more child. We have always been grateful. Nevertheless, when
Wyatt Andrew Rampy arrived October 24, we agreed that it was time to take
firm steps to preclude any further contributions to the population explosion.
Bert was still in the hospital and preparations were already under way for the
procedure when I decided, based on someone’s canny advice, that it would
be much safer for me to be the one to undergo an operation. Again, I believe we were being guided from above.
Church.
The small congregation just a mile or two up the road in Cross Lanes
welcomed us warmly. The seventy-five members occupied a fine, new building and had a good preacher, Keith Wagner. We appreciated Keith’s thoughtful sermons and nontraditional view of scripture, but wondered how long he
could survive in that strongly conservative area. As it turned out, not very
long.
About three years after we arrived, an older gentleman who had long
served as an elder in another congregation placed membership. Soon he
began to assert himself, attempting to dominate the affairs of the church.
Where there had been peace and unity, we soon found ourselves in the
stifling grip of division and unrest. Bert and I were disgusted with the situation and felt that the best chance for peace would be for Keith to resign,
since it seemed that his stance on certain issues was the principal source of
discontent. When he refused to step down we decided it was time for us to
go elsewhere, so we presented a written statement to one of the leaders,
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carefully explaining our position. Unfortunately, the one who read the statement on Sunday morning became so emotional that his words were unintelligible, leaving some to conclude that we were actually taking a stand against
them, which was not the case at all. Several long friendships ended at that
moment, and we began to worship with a congregation known as Pine Grove,
several miles away. Many others left Cross Lanes at that time and today
only a handful remain. The episode was a painful illustration of how destructive pride and self-interest can be.
On the job.
The challenges I faced as I moved into a supervisory position in an
established organization were predictable. Gaining the confidence of both
superiors and subordinates was essential. To accomplish that objective
meant learning enough about the technology to be able to do my job while
avoiding any pretense of knowing so much that I didn’t need help. Fortunately I was working with good people at all levels, people who were anxious to improve relations between the laboratory and the plant. I was given
a great deal of slack.
One of my first tasks was to address the deplorable working conditions in the lab building itself. I immediately undertook a program of renovation that included painting, installing floor tiles, adding dropped ceilings, and
dividing a large open space into offices and a conference room. The results
were spectacular. What had been a dingy dungeon became a pleasant,
well lighted workplace that brightened everyone’s spirits. But perhaps just
as important was the impact it had on my stature. The folks in the lab saw
that they had a leader who cared about them and had enough influence in
the main office to improve their lot. The renovation was an excellent investment in human relations.
Soon I also began to upgrade the analytical techniques that were the
basis for all the services the lab provided to the manufacturing plant. Many
of the procedures used to control the production processes and to measure
the quality of the final products dated from the dark ages. There had been
no one in the organization who was trained in the use of the newer instrumental methods that could speed up and modernize operations. I began to
work with Bob Hathaway, a talented analytical chemist, and his supervisor,
Norm Parsons, to introduce gas chromatographic analysis. GC was able to
provide more information about sample composition in minutes than traditional distillation analysis could provide in hours. The benefits were obvious, and soon we had several chromatographs in operation and had trained
all the technicians to be comfortable and competent using them. Later,
when programmable calculators became available, I applied that technology also, so that the tedious calculations associated with GC were automated. Desktop computers were still a few years away.
In the Process Laboratory, Mabel Ryder, a skilled technician, carried
out bench scale syntheses and vacuum distillations. Jim Smith, her super105
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visor, also conducted similar experimental research. The objectives varied,
but often their preparations were intended to predict the quality of product
that could be expected from a particular batch of raw material that was soon
to be used in the plant. Among the principal products of the Nitro plant were
cresyl phosphates made by reacting phosphoryl chloride with cresylic acid.
The composition of the cresylics used as raw materials varied widely and
often they produced off-color plasticizers. Mabel’s preliminary tests could
affect how a raw material or a finished lot might be blended to produce a
product that met specifications. Jim and Mabel also spent a lot of time
troubleshooting — testing various possible solutions to quality problems.
Here, too, GC played a very important role.
Later in my employment, a process for making a substitute for cresylic acid was introduced at Nitro. It involved propylating phenol using a
special catalyst. In an effort to understand the process chemistry and evaluate the properties of plasticizers made from the synthetic alkylate, I personally conducted an extensive research project at the bench in the process
lab. As in my previous research experience I thoroughly enjoyed the work
and soon became a local authority on the new process. It was one of my
more rewarding pursuits. On a couple of occasions I was flattered to be
included in meetings at the Chemicals Division’s corporate offices in New
York as plans were being made to install the new process at Nitro. Lunching
with some of the executives at the top of the Chrysler building, with its spectacular view of the city, was a special treat. The project also resulted in my
preparing several new, exotic, organophosphate esters that were the subject of a patent submitted jointly by myself and Lee Terhune, a sales representative for FMC Organic Chemicals Division. It was also during this period that I renewed a relationship with Dr. Charles (Chuck) Lynch of the R&D
Department that dated back to my first days with FMC and my sojourn in the
Baltimore laboratories. As I write, more than thirty years later, we are still
keeping in touch.
Agony.
While my relations with the people I supervised in the laboratory were
always excellent, and I was enjoying opportunities to be personally involved
in innovative projects, a serious problem began to develop when my boss,
Arvid Strom, was transferred to another location. As I described him earlier,
Arvid was easy going. His replacement was a talented and competent chemical engineer, but easy going he was not. He was a likable fellow with a wry
sense of humor and we got along well socially, but he was satisfied with
nothing less than perfection when it came to doing his job. It wasn’t long
until he became keenly aware of my shortcomings — I often was more concerned with the technical aspects of my job than with improving services to
the manufacturing plant — and he set out upon a campaign to make me a
better manager. Nothing I did suited him, and I began to feel that the term
“nit picker” had been coined by someone who knew him well. The time was
mid-1968.
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The Rampy family in 1969.

Grant, Bert, Wyatt, 1968.
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For the first time in my career I had a boss who wasn’t pleased with
my performance. On top of that, he seemed to take special delight in putting
me down at every opportunity. The bright sky that had characterized my
earlier days at Nitro was suddenly filled with black clouds. I was miserable.
Each evening I would return home and retire to my favorite recliner in the
living room to stare at the ceiling and pray for deliverance. This went on for
quite some time, as I again faced the feeling of confinement that had plagued
me several times in the past. But this time, instead of focusing on finding
another employer or asking for a transfer, I began to consider a more permanent solution — going into business for myself.
In the middle of February of the next year, the family had to cope with
another, more critical problem. Bert’s back went into violent spasms while I
was on a business trip. It had caused her periodic bouts of pain ever since
she strained it years earlier lifting a heavy television set in Chillicothe, but
now the pain was excruciating and she was barely able to crawl across the
room to a telephone and get help. I flew home immediately and managed to
transport her to a well known orthopedist in Charleston who prescribed total
bed rest and traction for an indefinite period. The first couple of weeks were
spent in the hospital, but mostly she languished in bed at home while hired
housekeepers cared for her and the four children. It was a very difficult time
for her, but we were fortunate to have good help. We simply waited and
prayed for a full recovery. Finally, in the middle of June, after nearly four
months, Bert was able to say good-bye to the housekeeper and resume her
normal duties.
Ecstacy.
As I weighed the pros and cons of many business options, manufacturing appeared to offer the most advantages. I remembered that just after
Bert and I were married I gave serious consideration to making furniture for
sale and briefly enjoyed the dream of being my own boss. Now, it seemed
that I should find a product to produce that would be more in line with my
experience as a chemist. Then, — just like the proverbial light bulb — into
my mind popped an idea that from the very first appeared to be the answer
to my prayers. The date was January 19, 1969.
Throughout my career as an analytical chemist I had often applied
colorimetric analysis to water testing. The basic technique was simple:
Measure the sample, add a reagent that would form a color in the presence
of the substance you were trying to measure, and then make a comparison
of the color that developed against reference standards. At swimming pools,
the chlorine content of the pool water is often tested that way, using a printed
color chart for the comparison. My idea was to manufacture a device that
would simplify the process and reduce the time required.
I visualized a narrow glass tube, sealed at the bottom and charged
with a small dose of color forming reagent. After removing the air from the
tube with a vacuum pump, the upper end of the tube would be drawn to a
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thin point and melted to form a permanent seal. Using the device to test a
water sample would be simplicity itself. The analyst would snap off the tip of
the ampoule under the surface of his water sample and — zip — the vacuum
would cause it to fill instantly. The color, if any, would form right inside the
tube. No measuring and no handling of chemicals — just make the comparison and throw the tube away! The advantages were obvious, and I was
sure that it could be manufactured at a reasonable cost.
The next step was to demonstrate the concept with a working model.
I went into my shop and, using a vacuum pump borrowed from the lab,
made several ampoules about five inches long. Each contained a few crystals of potassium thiocyanate, a commonly used reagent that produces a
deep red color in the presence of iron. I filed a small scratch on the slender
tip so that it would break easily when pressure was applied at that point.
The entire process was simple, involving operations that would have been
familiar to any experienced chemist. When I tested a couple of tubes with
water containing a little iron they performed perfectly, as I knew they would.
At that point I may have hollered Eureka! — I don’t remember — but I did
call Bert to come down to the basement to watch a demonstration and share
my excitement. Neither of us appreciated the ultimate significance of that
moment, but it marked the beginning of a new and very rewarding life for the
Gordon Rampy family.
A week later I prepared a carefully worded description of my new
device and invited a good friend, Bill Mearns, to come to the house and
observe a demonstration. We both signed the paper, titled “Confidential
Notice of Invention Conception,” documenting the nature and timing of the
invention. By February 13 I had completed the process required by FMC
when an employee has a potentially patentable idea. I received full clearance to apply for a patent at my own expense, provided that FMC would
have the right to manufacture the product without royalty, should the firm
desire to do so.
The next few months brought lots of opportunities for creativity as
plans were made to manufacture and market my invention — a product I
was sure was destined to be the technological equivalent of the Hoola-Hoop.
There were choices to make at every turn — the shape and size of the
product, its name,* the name and logo of our new firm, the first test to be
marketed, package size, where and how to advertise, and many other important decisions, all to be made without having to consult or please anyone
but ourselves. Only the thrill of our first sales would surpass the excitement
and anticipation of those early days.
The success of any manufacturing business depends, first of all, on
the firm’s ability to produce its product at a cost that is only a fraction of the
* The name, Quantet., was used in our first packaging and advertising. But very soon, we received
notification from an attorney for a large, well known firm, putting us on notice that they viewed the
name as likely to be confused in the marketplace with their product, Quantab. Rather than dispute
the matter, we immediately changed the name of our device to CHEMet and proceeded to obtain
official registration with the U.S. Patent and Trademark Office.
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Snapping an ampoule.

Comparing.

Twenty-fifth anniversary advertisement, 1994.
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ultimate selling price. Often this means purchasing expensive machinery
and requires a substantial investment. But I applied my ingenuity to the task
and devised simple, manual manufacturing processes that allowed me to
produce substantial quantities of product in my spare time. Capital investment was limited to a mere $110, the cost of a good vacuum pump. The
glass tubing and chemicals required were inexpensive, too, so I was able to
set a realistic selling price of fifty cents each for my little ampoules, leaving
plenty of room for a reasonable profit.
I was confident that no one had offered a product in the marketplace
that embodied the unique features of my device. However, because of its
simplicity, I was fearful that it might have been patented long ago but never
manufactured in a practical form. So when I employed an attorney to search
the U. S. Patent Office, I was greatly relieved that he found nothing in the
prior art that rendered my idea unpatentable. (Of course, that did not mean
that an examiner would not unearth something he had missed.) I then began to work with one of FMC’s most respected patent attorneys, Mr. Milton
Zucker, who agreed to handle my case on his own time as a personal favor.
He submitted the application September 10, 1969, and almost exactly three
years from the birth of the idea, the final patent issued on January 11, 1972.
It proved to be a valuable document, providing a degree of protection from
competition for the next seventeen years.
As soon as it appeared certain that we had the makings of a viable
manufacturing business we consulted a local law firm in Charleston and
went through the simple steps required to incorporate. On May 1, 1969, we
became a West Virginia corporation operating under the name CHEMetrics,
Incorporated, with myself as president, my father, vice president, and Bert,
secretary and treasurer. Having worked most of his life as a professional
accountant, Daddy knew a great deal about business matters, so he served
as a valued counselor and encourager during this period. He did everything
he could to publicize and promote the venture and was a significant factor in
our ultimate success. He took a strong interest in the company and we kept
in close touch throughout the early years. He would have been very proud
to see the growth we later achieved, but, sadly, his death in 1976 came
while we were still in infancy.
After our first sale in September, orders began to mount steadily,
totalling $400 in 1969, $4000 in 1970, $8000 in ‘71, and $18,000 in ‘72.
Bert, Jeff, and Bruce were all involved, and we were having a great time.
One of the products I developed was adopted by the U.S. Navy to measure
dissolved oxygen in boiler feed water aboard nuclear powered vessels. It
immediately became our largest seller and later grew even further when the
nuclear electric power industry also began to purchase in large volume. The
self-filling ampoule on which our business had been founded was uniquely
suited to dissolved oxygen analysis and so, for years to come, our future
seemed secure.
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Decision time.
Early in 1973, after four years of trying to balance two different career
paths, it became clear that we had a tiger by the tail and very soon a choice
would have to be made. I had been careful to avoid publicizing the scope
and growth of the business, so most of those around me at work thought I
had merely been pursuing a profitable hobby. The moment of truth for both
me and my boss came suddenly in February 1973.
Contract negotiations between FMC and the union had broken down,
and a threatened strike became a reality. It was customary for plant operations to be continued as much as possible during a strike, using supervisory
and other nonunion personnel. I was familiar with the practice, having experienced a fascinating week locked inside the Portsmouth plant while still
single. But now, as my boss spelled out plans for feeding and bedding the
relief workers for the duration of the strike, I faced a dilemma. If CHEMetrics
had not been a factor in my life, the prospect of spending a few days, or
even weeks, in isolation would not have been daunting. But my involvement
in manufacturing the products required to fill the flood of orders we were
then receiving was essential, and an interruption seemed unthinkable. I
immediately requested a leave of absence for the duration of the strike,
explaining that I had a commitment to another master. Without hesitation, I
went further and told my boss that I’d have to resign rather than join the
relief crew inside the perimeter fence. Not surprisingly, he greeted my plea
without sympathy and was amazed that the business had reached a level
that would even come close to providing the income needed to support a
family of six.
When I returned home that day and explained the situation to Bert,
her knees weakened at the realization that I had just given up the security of
a good, dependable, monthly paycheck for what still seemed to her to be a
very risky venture. I couldn’t blame her, but pointed out an important fact
that she had not been aware of; we were already making twice as much
from the business as my salary provided. In any case, the die was cast and
my faith was contagious. On March 4, it became official, and twelve years of
employment with FMC came to an abrupt end. I was confident that the Lord
had led us to this point and that He would be with us from here on, too. As
it turned out, the best was yet to come!
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The CHEMetrics plant, Nitro, WV. 1969-1974.

CHEMetrics plant, Calverton, VA. 1982
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15 GOING HOME
The end of employment with FMC Corporation brought a change in
my life that I had not anticipated, but which proved to be an enduring, though
unexpected, blessing. From that moment, Bert and I have never been apart.
For some couples that might seem like too much of a good thing, but we
were always happiest in each other’s company, and more simply meant
better. There was plenty to keep us busy, and we enjoyed working together
to build the growing business.
Now that we were no longer bound to any geographical area, we
began to dream about moving to a place where we would like to spend the
rest of our lives. Almost immediately, Daddy began to tout the particular
advantages of moving to a location near Washington, coincidentally, where
he and Mother were living. But we had heard good things about life in
Colorado Springs, and the prospect of living in the West appealed to both of
us. We made a couple of trips to get acquainted with the area and looked
for a home to buy. At the same time Daddy scoured the Maryland and Virginia countryside for something we couldn’t pass up. He was being very
persuasive. But in the end, it all came down to trees. We enjoyed the
mountain air and big sky in the West but missed the beautiful trees we so
often took for granted at home. Daddy had won; I was going home. In
hindsight, we should have realized that he was right all along; family ties
should be a primary consideration. As it turned out, we had only two more
years to be with that one whose wisdom and strength of character so powerfully influenced all of those he contacted. I will always miss him.
A key factor in the choice of a home turned out to be zoning. We
were not yet ready to rent space for the business, so we needed to find a
place where we would be permitted to conduct manufacturing operations in
our basement. Most builders and real estate agents quickly lost interest in
us when we mentioned that requirement. But eventually Daddy found a
home under construction in Warrenton, Virginia, where the builder was confident we could get the necessary approval. I made a quick trip there and,
on seeing the site, got Bert’s OK to sign a contract to buy it, contingent on
zoning approval. We appeared before the board in February and were
granted a special exception to conduct a business as long as traffic remained
minimal.
On May 14 I drove to Warrenton, met Daddy at the new house, and
together we built an extensive layout of work benches in the basement that
provided excellent manufacturing facilities for the next couple of years. Unfortunately, the builder had used rather bad taste in his selection of paint
colors and trim on the exterior and in the kitchen, so when Bert saw photos
of the place for the first time she thought it was the ugliest house she had
ever seen. I couldn’t dispute that, but it was ours, and as it turned out, we
spent the next seventeen years making it home.
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As soon as school was out we said good-bye to our friends in Nitro
and drove down Brentwood Hill for the last time. Jeff had just graduated
from high school, and both he and Bruce had done most of their growing up
in West Virginia. They were leaving a lot of pleasant memories and strong
friendships. For all of us it was the end of seven years that would always be
remembered as good ones. The time was early June 1974, and I was fortyfour years old.

“The ugliest house I ever saw.” (Bert, 1974)

Our house at 320 Mill Run Drive, Warrenton, VA, 1990.
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16 TRANSITIONS
Twenty-seven years have now elapsed since Virginia became our
home. Their passing has been marked with many of the experiences common to all — times to weep and times to laugh, times to mourn and times to
dance — but through them all, Bert and I have been uncommonly blessed.
What had been a tiny business developed to be more accurately described as a “small” business as it outgrew our basement, occupied rented
space, and finally expanded into our own plant in nearby Calverton, Virginia.
That facility is even now being enlarged for the fourth time. With growth has
come not only financial security but also a great deal of satisfaction in knowing that we have provided employment in a Christian environment for many
fine people. It has also been a blessing that our son, Bruce, as he has
grown into a leadership role in the company, has brought to the firm personal qualities and skills that have served it extremely well.
With the success of the business has come the freedom to pursue
recreational and service oriented activities that have led to enjoyment of life
and a degree of fulfillment that might otherwise have been elusive. Beginning in 1976 I indulged a strong urge to learn to fly that began when I was a
child. A popular radio serial, Jack Armstrong, the All American Boy, infected
a whole generation with that bug around 1940 when teenager Jack learned
to pilot a tiny Piper Cub. Even in my mid-forties, the thrill I experienced
when my instructor got out of the plane and said, “You’re on your own,” was
one of the greatest I had ever known. During the following six years I flew
more than 300 hours, enjoying nothing quite as much as surfing the beautiful Virginia hills on a calm summer evening at sunset. Almost heaven!
We have been free to travel, too, visiting ancestral habitats in England, Germany, and Switzerland as well as many scenic wonders in our
own spectacular country. One of those wonders, Grand Teton National
Park, has become almost a second home ever since 1982 when we first
tasted the dry mountain air and hiked the scenic, piney trails. Paradise!
I would be remiss if I failed to mention another significant factor in my
life, one that Bert often claims I place above her on my priority list. It was
love at first touch when I fondled the keyboard of a computer for the first
time, many years ago. She was a primitive thing with her mind hundreds of
miles away and her memory on a strip of punched paper tape, but the challenge of making her do my bidding was addictive, and as soon as more
domesticated models became available our family adopted one. Probably
my most practical and satisfying application of the technology was in the
early years of the business when I wrote much-needed software for order
processing, shipping and invoicing. Since that time the many generations of
hardware on my desk have provided countless pleasant and profitable hours
as I have searched and surfed, played and published, and shuddered at the
thought of life without inkjets and the internet.
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During most of these years I have been privileged to serve our local
congregation as an elder while both Bert and I have been active in supporting a small Christian college in West Virginia and a local Christian school.
As one of the charter members of the board of trustees of Northeastern
Christian College, Daddy set the example which I later followed. For several
years I have served on the board of Ohio Valley College, firmly convinced
that such institutions provide the effective training young people need to
prepare them to fight the battle they face in an increasingly anti-Christian
culture. The gap between Christian and secular schools, especially those of
higher education, has become a chasm. In childhood, too, the most critical
period for character development, Christian schools serve parents by providing reinforcement for their values, rather than competition.
For Bert and me, life has been challenging, rewarding, and filled with
transitions. Those children who left West Virginia with us have now become
grown men. Each completed college and found a Christian mate and all
four are good parents, training their children in the way they should go. Bert
and I are grateful to be able to say, “I have no greater joy than to know that
my children are walking in the truth.” (3John 4)
We mourned the deaths of Bud, Daddy, Mother, and most recently,
Bert’s mother, Darlene. But during the same period, we have danced as the
family has grown, now including four fine “daughters” and eleven grandchildren. The years have also brought us much closer to my sister, Mildred,
and her husband, Dick; we enjoy being together and love sharing memories
of the many things we have in common.
While the final chapter in this story of a life is yet to be written, the
Lord has surely blessed me and our family beyond measure. And of all
those blessings, the greatest was bestowed many years ago when He led
me to that selfless wife who has been at my side, loving, caring, and supporting through forty-six fabulous years.
Grandpa Drinkwater was right, “Stay with the Lord, and he’ll always
stay with you.”
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Glen Cove, our home in Warrenton, VA.

My little airplane, 1980.

CHEMetrics employees.
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Ox Bow on the Snake River, Jackson Hole
Photo by Diana Stratton
(Used as one of our early catalog covers.)
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Wyatt, Bruce, Jeff, Grant, 1994.

The Rampy clan, November 1997.

Bert, Gordon, Mildred, Dick, 2000.
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Gordon and Bert, 2000.
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THE THOMAS RANDALL RAMPY FAMILY
Thomas Jefferson Rampy
b. 14 Sep. 1870, Alabama
d. 24 Jan. 1948, Winters, TX
m. 1 Nov. 1896, Florence, TX
Bethsaida Ann Bonita Underwood
b. 27 June 1875, Granger, TX
d. 26 Aug. 1961, Ballinger, TX

Alfred Hope Drinkwater
b. 10 June 1876, Birmingham, Engl.
d. 6 Jan. 1959, Phila., PA
m. 16 Dec. 1897, Phila., PA
Eunice Short
b. 3 Jan. 1876, Phila., PA
d. 11 June 1962, Phila., PA

Thomas Randall Rampy
Gladys Anna Drinkwater
b. 4 Dec. 1897, Salado, TX
b. 17 Dec. 1899, Phila., PA
d. 21 June 1976, Falls Church, VA
d. 3 Mar. 1993, Falls Church, VA
m. 16 Dec. 1922, Phila., PA
Their children:
1. Thomas Randall Rampy, Jr.
b. 21 Mar 1924, Philadelphia, PA
m. 11 Nov 1944, Bruning AFB, NE, to Nancy Noteboom, b. 7 Sep 1923, Mason City, IA
d. 5 Jul 1982, Ann Arbor, MI
Children: 1. Kristina Dee, b. 24 Apr 1947, d. 3 Jan 1964
2. Thomas Randall, III, b. 5 Feb 1952, d. 14 Dec 1987
m. Imelda Salembier. No children.
2. Ollie Mildred Rampy
b. 5 May, 1925, Philadelphia, PA
m. 16 Apr 1949, Fort Meyer, VA to Richard E. Smith, b. 1 Dec 1925, Plainfield, IL
Children:
1. Barry Richard, b. 12 Nov 1953, Portsmouth, VA
m. 14 May 1977, to Susan Grigsby, b. 25 September 1955
Their children:
1. Grant Thomas, b. 7 May 1985
2. Mandy Renee, 1 Apr 1988
3. Gordon Alfred Rampy
b. 4 Jan 1930, Springfield, PA
m. 23 Apr 1955, Portsmouth, OH to Bertha Susan Hale, b. 31 Aug 1936, Fullerton, KY
Children:
1. Jefferson Alan, b. 10 Feb 1956, Akron, OH
m. 28 Aug 1976, Dennison, TX to Malena Oreta Terry, b. 3 Mar 1957
Their children:
1. Jefferson Hayden, b. 9 Jul 1980, Austin, TX
2. Nolan Marshall, b. 19 Aug 1983, Austin, TX
3. Preston Thomas, b. 4 Jun 1986, Austin, TX
2. Bruce Hale, b. 23 Oct 1957, Chillicothe, OH
m. 31 May 1980, Warrenton, VA to Catherine Marie Pittelkau, b. 21 Jan 1957
Their children:
1. Neil Joseph, b. 5 Jul 1984, Warrenton, VA
2. Scott Andrew, b. 29 Jan 1986, Warrenton, VA
3. Karen Alma, b. 30 Jan 1989, Warrenton, VA
3. Randall Grant, b. 13 Jun 1964, Terre Haute, IN
m. 22 May 1994, Murfreesboro, TN to Marna Karen McCasland, b. 4 Sep 1970
Their children:
1. Sarah Jane, b. 13 August 1995, St. Louis, MO
2. Luke Hardy, b. 18 March 1997, St. Louis, MO
3. Katerina Grace, b. 7 July 1999, Simferopal, Ukraine
4. Wyatt Andrew, b. 24 Oct 1967, Nitro, WV
m. 30 May 1997, Nashville, TN to Wendy Lynn Woods, b. 18 October 1974
Their children:
1. Wyatt Ellis, b. 16 March, 1999, Nashville, TN
2. Anna Grace, b. 29 December, 2000, Nashville, TN
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Line of Descent for Gordon Rampy
Switzerland, Germany, America
Thomas Rümpi (b. ca. 1545), Häfelfingen
m. Margolin Jägin, 6 Feb. 1565
Henricus Rümpi (b. 24 Feb. 1572), Häfelfingen
m. Eva Wagner, 7 Jan. 1606
Jacob Rümpi (b. 28 Aug. 1603),Häfelfingen
m. Margarethe Schäub, 2 Mar. 1624
Christian Rümpi
b. 14 Oct. 1632, Häfelfingen, Basel, Switzerland
m. Margarethe Sonnenberg, 14 Nov. 1654
d. 1677-1694, Meisenheim area, Pfalz, Germany
Johan Paul Rempi
b. 8 July 1672, d. 15 Mar. 1724
Meisenheim area, Pfalz, Germany
m. Anna Maria Catherine Bohreit ca. 1697
Johan Andreas Rempi
b. 1711, d. 1752
m. Elis. Speissert, 1727, Landau, Ger.
To Nova Scotia 1751
Johan Nicolas Rempi
b. 1729, Landau, Ger., d. 1802, Edgefield, SC
m. Catherine Elisabeth, Kirn, Ger.
To Edgefield, S.Carolina, 1764
Peter Rampy
b. 1765?, d. 1843, Edgefield, SC
Henry Rampy
b. 1797, d. 1879, Alabama
To Alabama, 1835
John Henry Rampy
b. 1830, d.1889, Salado, TX
m. Ann Burgess
To Bell Co., TX, 1884
Thomas Jefferson Rampy
b. 1870, d. 1948, Winters, TX
m. Bethsaida Underwood, 1896
Thomas Randall Rampy
b. 1898, d. 1976, Falls Church, VA
m. Gladys Drinkwater, 1922
Gordon Alfred Rampy
b. 1930, Springfield, PA
m. Bertha Hale, 1955
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Line of Descent for Gordon Rampy
England and America
Samuel Drinkwater
c. 22 June 1673, Warrington
m. Mary Worthington 9 Feb. 1696, Warrington?
Samuel Drinkwater
b. 6 Nov. 1707, Knutsford, d. 10 Nov. 1787, Davenham
m. Jane Ravenscroft, 18/30 May 1729
(Parents: Ralph and Hannah)
c. 27 Feb. 1707, d. 30 Sep. 1775
Samuel Drinkwater
b. 28 Jan. 1744, d. 7 Feb. 1809, Davenham
m. Hannah Wilson, 1 Jan. 1767
c. 20 Jul. 1752, Wybunbury (f. Thomas) d. 17 Nov. 1814
Samuel Drinkwater
b. 20 Feb. 1785, d. Feb. 1868
m. Alice Ravenscroft, 6 Aug. 1810
(Parents: Johnathan & Martha)
James Edwin Drinkwater
b. 28 Jan. 1816, Davenham, d. 1889, Birmingham
m. (1) Lydia Lever, of Runcorn, 2 June 1840
b. Aug. 26 1818, d. 1 Jan. 1861
m. (2) Harriet Billingham of Birmingham, 8 Nov 1862
b. 1827, d. 16 Nov. 1875
Alice Ann Drinkwater
b. 20 Oct. 1848, Latchford, d. 7 Mar. 1933, Philadelphia
To Phila., 7 Oct. 1889
Not married
Alfred Hope Drinkwater
b. 10 June 1876, Birmingham, Engl., d. 6 Jan. 1959, Phila.
To Phila., 7 Oct 1889
m. Eunice Short of Philadelphia, 16 Dec. 1897
b. 3 Jan. 1876, d. 6 Jan. 1959, Philadelphia
Gladys Anna Drinkwater
b. 17 Dec. 1899, d. 3 Mar. 1993, Falls Church, VA
m. Thomas Randall Rampy of Salado, TX, 16 Dec. 1922
b. 4 Dec. 1897, d. 21 June 1976, Falls Church, VA
Gordon Alfred Rampy
b. 4 Jan. 1930, Springfield, PA
m. Bertha Hale of Portsmouth, OH, 23 April 1955
b. 31 Aug. 1936
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WHERE I HAVE LIVED
From

To

Residence Address

Place

1/4/30

4/30

Unknown
279
Ballymore Rd.

Springfield, PA

4/30

9/34

1016 Lindale Avenue

Drexel Hill, PA

9/34

10/34

536 Bosler Avenue

Lemoyne, PA

10/34

9/35

Drexel Court Apartments

Drexel Hill, PA

9/35

6/37

1016 Lindale Avenue

Drexel Hill, PA

6/37

11/38

4069 Dalewood

Pittsburgh, PA

11/38

12/40

367 N. 24th St.

Camp Hill, PA

12/40

9/41

19 Ivanhoe Avenue

Oakwood (Dayton),
OH

9/41

8/45

4532 47th St., NW

Washington, DC

8/45

10/45

Unknown

Oakwood (Dayton),
OH

10/45

1/48

4601 Butterworth Pl., NW

Washington, DC

1/48

12/50

Hunters Mill Rd.

Oakton, VA

12/50

6/51

1500 Lee Blvd.

Arlington, VA

8/47

6/51

Mass. Inst. of Technology

Cambridge, MA

6/51

11/52

6937A Raymond Avenue

University City, MO

11/52

12/53

3400 Marvine Avenue

Drexel Hill, PA

12/52

9/53

Army Chemical Center

Edgewood, MD

9/53

11/53

3400 Marvine Avenue

Drexel Hill, PA

11/53

1/54

1832 Franklin Avenue

Portsmouth, OH

1/54

5/54

Alexander Hotel

Oak Ridge, TN

5/54

6/55

1910 Scioto Trail

Portsmouth, OH

6/55

12/55

52 North Fork Dr.

Chillicothe, OH

12/55

2/20/56

675 Copley Road

Akron, OH

2/20/56

5/60

52 North Fork Dr.

Chillicothe, OH

5/60

9/64

RR #4, U.S. Rt. 36

Rockville, IN

9/64

2/20/65

East Wood Drive

Rockville, IN

2/20/65

12/8/66

2769 Princeton Pike

Trenton, NJ

12/8/66

6/8/74

3 Brentwood Circle

Nitro, WV

6/8/74

7/4/91

320 Mill Run Drive

Warrenton, VA

7/4/91

?

8300 Falcon Glen Road

Warrenton, VA
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EMPLOYMENT HISTORY
FROM

TO

EMPLOYER

POSITION

6/49

9/49

Army Medical Library,
Wash., DC

Clerk, Subject File

6/50

9/50

Army Medical Library,
Wash., DC

Clerk, Stacks

6/51

11/52

Mallinckrodt Chemical
Works, St. Louis, MO.

Shift Supvervisor, Control
Laboratory

1/53

9/53

USAF, Army Chemical
Center, Edgewood, MD

2nd Lt., Nerve Gas Pilot
Plant

11/53

12/55

Goodyear Atomic Corp.,
Waverly, OH

Preparation of Isotopic
Standards (U-235/U-238)

12/55

2/56

Goodyear Tire and Rubber
Co., Akron, OH

Management Trainee

2/56

1/60

Goodyear Atomic Corp.,
Waverly, OH

Laboratory R&D in Uranium
and Fluorine Chemistry

1/60

6/62

FMC Corp., Newport
Chemical Plant, Newport,
IN

Chief Chemist, Nerve Gas
Manufacture

6/62

1/65

FMC Corp., Newport
Chemical Plant, Newport,
IN

Quality Control Supt.,
Chemicals and Munitions

1/65

12/66

FMC Corp., Res. and Dev.
Center, Princeton, NJ

Analytical Service and R&D

12/66

3/73

FMC Corp., Org. Chem.
Div., Nitro, WV

Chief Chemist, Plasticizers
Manufacture

5/69

3/73

Chemetrics, Inc., Nitro, WV

President

6/74

Present Chemetrics, Inc.,
Warrenton, VA

President
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