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1. A Henley Retrospective... 

 
Truthfully, a return visit to Henley had little or no bearing on our decision to visit England in the summer of 
1989. Our daughter Sara had been selected for a course of study at Oxford University, a program that was 
scheduled to begin with an orientation for students and parents on Monday, July 10. Alice and I couldn't 
resist visiting her, especially since we had lived in England from early 1974 through 1978, and we looked 
forward to visiting friends and neighbors that we hadn't seen for over ten years. 
 
Only later did it dawn on me that July 10 might fall immediately after Henley Week. Indeed it did, for the 
Henley Royal Regatta (HRR) is always scheduled for the first full week in July. (Do those of you who rowed 
at Henley in 1962 remember our taping that tiny American flag on our bow on July 4, the first day of 
competition?)  Not only did our 1989 visit coincide with Henley Week, we soon learned that the HRR would 
be celebrating its 150th Anniversary and that there would be a number of special events for the occasion. 
Imagine a sports event that, except for two brief intermissions during the First and Second World Wars, had 
been staged continuously every year since 1839! 
 
We used the dart board method to select a hotel in Burnham, a location that was equally convenient, more 
or less, to Oxford, Henley and London, where we had tickets to see “Cats. The Burnham Beeches Hotel is a 
place that will become very familiar to all twenty-two of us who are convening there on July 5, 2007, for the 
45th Reunion of the MIT Lightweight Crew's 1962 participation in the HRR. (I, for one, can't wait!). Here's 
how the Burnham Beeches looked in 1989. 
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The Regatta came first in Alice's and my itinerary, as Sara and the other students were not arriving at 
Oxford until July 9, following two weeks of travel throughout England. We arrived in Henley-on-Thames on 
Friday by train and walked across the bridge to the spectator side of the river. We were standing just about 
here—looking over the docks of the Leander Rowing Club toward the Finish Line.... 
 

 
 
....when a most amazing, incredible thing happened. I said to Alice, "That man over there looks a lot like 
Gary Zwart."  And Gary it was, a Gary who was just as surprised as we were when we made eye contact. 
Gary had been my rowing coach during my Freshman, Junior and Senior years at MIT, the coach that 
had led us to Henley in 1962. As Alice and I would soon learn, Gary had taken one more crew to Henley, 
in 1969, the year that he retired from a fabulously successful career as MIT's lightweight rowing coach. 
Gary and Ann Zwart were at Henley in 1989 for the 20th Reunion of his last Henley crew. 
 
As it turned out, two of the members of the Class of '69 had to return home early, so Gary presented Alice 
and me with a pair of entrance badges to the Stewards' Enclosure. Our Henley visit was to be far more 
upscale than we had planned, as we had anticipated just picnicking along the banks of the Thames at the 
midpoint of the course as we had done with our then-small children during those years in the 1970s when 
we lived nearby. 
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Gary had been my role model during my four years at MIT. I can't begin to reiterate how much he taught 
me by demonstrating leadership, ethics and determination to be the best at whatever challenges one 
decides to take on—such as, in those days, beating Harvard in rowing.  I continued to hang around the 
boathouse during my two years in graduate school at MIT and spent many an afternoon in the coach's 
launch with Gary.  However, Alice and I moved from the Boston area to Pennsylvania in 1972. After that, I 
lost contact with Gary, especially when we moved again, this time to England in 1974. As best as I can 
recollect, we hadn't seen Gary in over fifteen years. This made our chance meeting in 1989 all the more 
special. We enjoyed the Regatta together, had dinner in one of the nearby Thames-side restaurants and 
all-in-all, had a great visit. Since 1989, I have tried to do a better job of staying in touch. 
 
Here are Alice, on the left, and Ann in the outdoor area of the Stewards' Enclosure, with Gary looking on 
in the next row: 
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The last time I had been in the Stewards' Enclosure had been in 1962 when, as Regatta participants, we 
were all given tickets. In this 1962 photo, I was in the covered part of the grandstand as the Russian Navy 
crew defeated the Italian champions, Moto Guzzi, in the finals of the Grand Challenge Cup.  
 

 
 
It was immediately apparent to me in 1989 that Henley is timeless. Here is a photo of the grounds and 
the enclosed portion of the Stewards' Enclosure in 1989. I don't think a blade of grass had changed 
since 1962. Certainly, Henley traditions had not changed—the Dress Code, the afternoon Tea Breaks, 
when all racing comes to a halt.  It is as if time stands still in this very, very British corner of the world. I 
hope to illustrate this to family and friends and especially to those of us who are making the trip in July 
during the next few chapters of this memoir, written 18 years after my last visit to Henley.  
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Several other scenes from the HRR, July 1989: 
   - the ever-colorful spectators, undaunted by the frequent rain showers... 

 
 
The University of Pennsylvania Heavyweight Eight... 
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The Oldest Living Henley Alum... 

 
 
Tailgate parties, Henley style... 
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Yours truly at the Burnham Beeches, probably the last time he was able to fit into his 1962 MIT Blazer: 
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2. Introductory Words about the Henley Regatta and the Sport of 
Rowing... 

 
Before I begin my MIT/Henley story, I thought it might be helpful to write a few words about the 
Henley Royal Regatta from an historical perspective. I do not believe it is an exaggeration to 
say that the HRR has had more influence over the sport of rowing than any other event. 
 
Beginning in the early 1800s, the Regatta was hosted by the town of Henley-on-Thames simply 
because this was the site of the longest straight stretch of water on the winding River Thames 
west of London. A course, exactly 1 5/16 miles in length, was laid out over a century ago. The 
positioning of the course on the river has been adjusted slightly over the years, but the original 
1 5/16-mile distance became the de facto standard distance for most collegiate crew races, 
worldwide.  It remained so for lightweight crews until well into the 20th century. Here is a sketch 
of the actual Henley course, a sketch from the web site of the Henley Royal Regatta: 
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This aerial view is also from the HRR web site. The Finish Line is about 100 yards up from Henley 
Bridge: 
 

 
   
"Rowing a Henley" is clearly different from "Rowing at Henley."  When our coach said that we 
were going to "row a Henley" during practice, he was referring to the Henley distance, a course of 
precisely 1 5/16 miles that is marked out along the Charles River Basin. For those who are 
familiar with Cambridge and the MIT Campus, the starting line for the Charles River Henley 
course is approximately in front of Walker Memorial on MIT's East Campus, and the finish line is 
at the old MIT Boathouse just a few yards downstream from the Boston University Bridge. 
Heavyweight crews raced over the same course, but with a starting line closer to the Longfellow 
Bridge, a distance of 1 3/4 miles. 
 
One other definition might be helpful for those who are not familiar with the sport of rowing. On 
the title page I refer to “Lightweight Crew,” a term I will use over and over again in the chapters 
that follow. In order to increase the opportunities for participation, Crew is divided into two weight 
classes, Heavyweight and Lightweight. There are no weight restrictions in Heavyweight Crew, 
other than those imposed by the coach. A typical heavyweight oarsman, if there is any such thing, 
might be 6'3" tall and, in season, weigh 190 pounds. 
 
Conversely, the Lightweight Crews have weight restrictions that are strictly enforced. The 
average weight for the eight oarsmen cannot exceed 155 pounds, and no single oarsman can 
weigh more than 160. Similar to the sport of wrestling, lightweight oarsmen are required to weigh 
in the night before each race. Even the slightest violation can result in disqualification. If I were to 
size up the ideal lightweight oarsman, he would be an athlete who might weigh between 160 and 
170, off season, but who would train down to between 150 and 160 in time for the first race. 
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3.  In the Beginning... 

 
MIT oarsmen, some say, are a curious lot. The better Ivy League schools are loaded with 
oarsmen who were introduced to the sport of rowing as early as the ninth grade. Rowing at the 
high school level in the 1960s was, and remains, very competitive at the better prep schools such 
as Phillips Exeter and Andover and at a growing number of public schools, especially in 
Washington, DC and Northern Virginia. Nearly all of the academically qualified graduates from 
these institutions, at least in the sixties, were bound for the better rowing universities, principally 
those in the Ivy League. 
 
By contrast, the freshman oarsman at MIT who had prior rowing experience was the rare 
exception. No one ever accused MIT of being a Jock School!  For example, Steve Aldrich, a 
Phillips Andover graduate, was the only member of my Class of '63 freshman team who knew the 
first thing about crew before entering MIT. I'm not at all sure that any member of the Class of '64 
Freshmen champions had prior experience. Our varsity stroke, Mark Barron '64, used to joke that 
the closest he had ever been to an athletic field was when he played clarinet in the high school 
marching band. It was basically the same with nearly all of us. 
 
I wouldn't attempt to argue that this actually worked out to our advantage, but our coaches were 
quite adept at finding the will to win where we lacked experience; heart where we lacked form. 
The rigorous training program would take care of the rest. We also had an advantage in that the 
living groups, both fraternities and dormitories, put tremendous pressure on incoming freshmen to 
turn out for extracurricular activities, especially sports. Practically the entire freshman class turned 
out for one or more major activities. Rowing, the only sport in which we competed in the NCAA's 
Division I, drew the largest turnout of any of MIT's sports. It was in such an environment that I had 
my own introduction to crew. My guess is that well over 100 freshmen turned up at the boathouse 
for the first day of fall training. 
 
Due to a shortage of on-campus housing, MIT depended heavily on its 29 fraternities to house up 
to 40 percent of the incoming freshman class. Rush Week was held before the first week of 
classes even began. It was during a Rush Week visit to Lambda Chi Alpha that I met George 
Dotson. If Gary Zwart was my role model at MIT, George became my mentor. Before I had 
attended my first academic class, George sized me up, saying in his Oklahoma drawl, "You 
oughta be a coxswain." (When I entered MIT I weighed about 120 pounds, soaking wet.) Silas 
Allen, a real gentleman who was Captain of the 1960 Lightweight Crew and also a Lambda Chi, 
made a strong impression on me as well. Before I knew it George, who was a sophomore and a 
coxswain on the heavyweight squad, had dragged me down to the boathouse. As they say, the 
rest is history. 
 
It was George who taught me, by example, that the most respected coxswains were those who 
threw themselves totally into the sport. Except when actually on the water, when the cox's role is 
obviously and dramatically different from the oarsmen's, George participated in every session of 
calisthenics before and after the crew's time on the river, right along with the oarsmen. Three 
years later when we were at the peak of our pre-Henley training, someone commented on how 
unusual it was that Bob Vernon was out there running up and down the steps of the stadium with 
the rest of the team. Not unusual at all. That was the Dotson way. 
 
Still, during that early fall of my freshman year (1959), even though I was turning out for practice 
every day, I was very skeptical as to whether I could stick with the sport on a year-round basis. I 
learned very quickly from the upperclassmen that crew is a tremendously demanding sport, 
consuming as much as 20-30 hours a week. I was concerned, frankly, about whether I could 
make the grade at MIT academically and also make this level of commitment to sports. George 
Dotson, whose academic prowess was about the same as mine (I hope that doesn't offend 
George!), felt differently. He counseled that if you weren’t careful, the MIT grind could turn you 
into a zombie. If you didn't have crew as a diversion, you would need something else. 
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How prophetic. During the run-up to Henley, April - June, 1962, training became more and more 
intense, demanding more and more hours. I guess we must have simply figured out how to adapt. 
Perhaps a more accurate description is that we became more efficient. For the spring semester of 
1962, the MIT Lightweight squad's grade point average—for better or worse, MIT students always 
compared grades—was at least a 1/2 point higher on MIT's 5-point scale than the campus-wide 
average. I think there are some lessons there for life. 
 
A final word about the training regimen.  After classes ended each afternoon at 5:00pm, we would 
head down to the boathouse, or in the winter when the Charles River was frozen solid, to the 
fieldhouse. Workouts lasted until at least 7:00 or 7:30pm.  We would then head back to the 
fraternity for late dinner, followed by study until midnight. Spring break, though, was the real test 
for a freshman crew. Just when the rest of campus was leaving for home, or better yet, for Ft. 
Lauderdale, the crew remained in Cambridge, stepping up to two training sessions a day. For 
oarsmen, it was a week of blisters and aching muscles; for the coxswains, a complete loss of 
voice. It was agony, that first spring vacation. But those who chose Cambridge over Ft. 
Lauderdale were hooked for life. It was spring vacation training that, more than anything else, 
turned a bunch of ragtag freshmen into a competitive rowing team. 
 
So that this will not be a chapter entirely without pictures, this is my Class of 1963 Freshman 
Lightweight Crew on our first road trip to Dartmouth College in Hanover, New Hampshire, to row 
against Harvard and Dartmouth in the 1960 Biglin Bowl. Through class reunions, alumni rowing 
events and email, I have over the years been in contact with Mike Greata, Ed Kaminski and 
Lauren Sompayrac (2nd, 5th and 8th from the left) and on a regular basis in touch with Jack 
Lynch (3rd from the left) and Gary Zwart (far right). Yours truly is the little guy down front, at 119 
pounds, a mere shadow of his current self. 
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Here is Dartmouth's dock on the Connecticut River in April 1960. We would spend many wonderful days 
training there in June 1962, pre-Henley, and in June 1963, pre-American Henley. More about that later. 
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Finally, here is our very first intercollegiate race, where we beat Dartmouth rather handily. I have to close, 
unfortunately, with one more important detail—the Harvard Freshmen are just out of the picture on your 
left! We were not ready, quite yet, for prime time. 
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4. The Road to Henley... 

 
I contend that our journey to Henley began in the fall of 1958 when Gerrit (aka, Gary) Zwart, a 
newly enrolled graduate student at MIT's School of Architecture was asked to coach the 
Freshman Lightweight Crew. A year later, on the first day I first met Gary, he looked so young 
that I thought he was one of the seniors on our squad. He was, in fact, quite young having 
graduated from Dartmouth only three or four years earlier, entering MIT after a stint in the Army. 
However—unusual in our sport—Gary had coached varsity lightweight crew during his last 
year(s) at Dartmouth, so as young as he was, he had the coaching experience that MIT needed. 
Yes, he would be studying architecture while holding down the coaching job, but it was rare in 
those days for MIT crew coaches to be full time, especially among the lightweights. Here's how I 
remember Gary from those days, although I don't know exactly when this picture was taken: 
 

 
 
When Gary began coaching in 1958, I doubt there was anyone in the boathouse, except perhaps 
Jack Frailey and Val Skov, who could remember MIT winning a race of any kind, much less a 
race against perennial champion Harvard.  Jack and Val were the notable exceptions, as Jack 
Frailey had coached MIT’s Lightweight Crews in 1954 and 1955, crews that were the Henley 
champions both years, setting the gold standard for all MIT crews to follow. By the fall of 1958, 
Jack was coaching the Heavyweight Varsity, having become Head Coach of Rowing at MIT. Val 
Skov, the stroke oar for both the '54 and '55 Crews, was coach of the Varsity Lightweights. 
 



 - 16 -  

 
In the spring of 1959, Gary's freshman lightweights (the Class of 1962) were the first in many 
years to make it into the finals of a Lightweight championship race, finishing fifth. The next spring, 
1960, my Class of 1963 freshman crew finished third. And in the spring of 1961, the Class of 
1964 freshmen shocked everyone—with the possible exception of themselves and their coach— 
by finishing first. Unbelievable. National Freshman Lightweight Champions! Here is that crew on 
the winners platform picking up their just rewards (this picture, compliments of my friend and the 
fine coxswain of the freshmen lights, Julian Adams): 
 

 
 
You could feel the energy in the boathouse when the word got around that Gary Zwart was going 
to become Varsity Lightweight coach beginning in the fall of 1961. Without taking anything away 
from Val Skov, Gary, in his three years as freshman coach, had coached and earned the 
complete respect of every Lightweight oarsman in the entire boathouse, all of the current 
Sophomores, Juniors and Seniors. We couldn't wait for the fall rowing season to begin. 
 
Truthfully, a few of us upperclassmen wondered if the smartest thing Gary could do would be to 
simply make his freshman champions, now sophomores, the next Varsity Eight. (For those of you 
who are less familiar with the sport of rowing, the best eight oarsmen plus coxswain make up the 
Varsity; the next eight and coxswain become the Junior Varsity; then the 3rd boat, etc. etc.)  That 
fall and well into the spring of 1962, the competition for the seats in the Varsity Eight was fierce. 
Gary, always looking for the fastest combination, changed the boating almost daily. Ultimately, 
the crew that rowed in the championships in 1962 was made up of three Seniors (Capt. Jerry 
Manning, George Zimmerman and Chas Bruggemann), three Juniors (Dennis Buss, Steve 
Aldrich and myself), and three Sophomores (Mark Barron, Herb Hermann and Steve Richards - 
1st, 3rd and 5th from the right in the Frosh champions picture above). 
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The spring rowing season would not go smoothly. We began the season with a satisfying win 
over Yale and Dartmouth, but neither of these schools was expected to be a contender in 1962. 
The following week we rowed in the Biglin Bowl, the annual three-way meet between Harvard, 
Dartmouth and MIT, a race that Harvard had won every year in recent memory. Without question, 
we regarded the Biglin Bowl as our most important race with the exception of the Eastern Sprints 
championships—where we would meet up with Harvard again. Gary had convinced us that the 
race was ours to win. However, we rowed poorly in a gale force wind that practically swamped 
our boat, and Harvard prevailed yet again. Here is Gary on my right with our new freshman coach 
Dick Resch just behind on my left, right after that bitter loss. We were not happy campers. 
 

 
 
And so it went. The next week we lost to Cornell in our annual three-way competition against 
Cornell and Columbia. And yet, with all of the disappointments, we were undeterred. We were a 
young crew that had yet to develop a winning tradition, but we knew that as each week passed 
we were getting better...and better. 
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The next weekend we traveled to the University of Pennsylvania in Philadelphia for the annual 
three-way regatta between Penn, Navy and MIT. Since we anticipated a major win, this week 
would be the most disappointing of all. (Here are Chas Bruggemann and Mark Barron boarding 
the bus for the trip.) 
 

 
 
Both Cornell and Harvard had beaten Navy earlier in the season. The word was out that Penn—
who was not a threat—and Navy could be "had.”  But disaster struck. Our rudder got caught in 
the line that anchors the stake boat in place at the start of the race. I can remember to this day 
hearing Gary screaming at the referee to stop the race, as an equipment malfunction in the first 
minute of a race—by the established rules—requires a fresh start. By the time our boat broke free 
of the anchor line, probably no more than a few seconds into the race, we were two to three full 
boat lengths behind both Penn and Navy. The referee, who claimed after the race that he had not 
seen the incident with our rudder, let the race continue. 
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We managed to pass Penn at the halfway point but gained little ground on Navy. Our Frosh 
champions from a year earlier were said to have developed a "legendary” sprint, the sprint being 
those frantic last forty strokes of the race. In the last quarter mile of the race, they had gained a 
full boat length on Harvard and the others to win the championship. Stroke Mark Barron had 
brought the legendary sprint with him to the 1962 Varsity. We gained about 1 1/2 boat lengths on 
Navy in the last forty strokes of the race. In spite of the incident with the rudder, Navy's victory 
over us, as I recall, was no more than a few feet. 
 
We loaded the shells on to the trailers.... 
 

 
 
....then boarded the bus for the trip back to Cambridge. It was the longest six-hour bus trip that 
anyone could remember. We arrived home after midnight, discouraged, but at the same time 
proud that we had "hung in" against Navy and Penn against overwhelming odds. We were again 
encouraged by Gary that better days were ahead. Still, in just one week we would compete in the 
Eastern Sprints—for Lightweight Crews, the national championship—having suffered defeat in 
the regular season at the hands of each of our major competitors. 
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Footnote: This is a picture taken from the dock of the University of Pennsylvania boathouse, 
overlooking the Schuylkill River. The location is East River Drive in Philadelphia, since renamed 
Kelly Drive after Jack Kelly, a prominent Olympic oarsman in the 1920s. Many Philadelphians 
think it was named after his daughter, Grace.  
 
The redhead on the dock is sophomore Peter Staecker who, at that time, was rowing in our 
Junior Varsity. This was a remarkable achievement for an oarsman who had turned out for crew 
for the first time just that fall. By this time next year—my senior year, 1963—Pete would be 
rowing in the Varsity Eight, having developed into one of the strongest members of the team. 
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5. Sizing Up Harvard Before the Sprints... 

 
After the Penn/Navy race, we were down but far from out. Workouts resumed on Monday night, 
with just five days remaining until the Eastern Sprints. It was late spring and we were now on 
daylight savings time. Having rowed in pitch black during March and April, it was a great relief—
especially for coxswains—to have a clear view of where we were headed. Although Coach frowned 
on it, we were also able to catch an occasional glimpse of the other crews on the river, as MIT 
shared the Charles River Basin with Boston University, Northeastern, several rowing clubs and, of 
course, Harvard. 
  
Harvard's rowing form was so perfect that it actually made us want to look in the opposite direction 
when they rowed past. I'll never forget how Gary handled Harvard that week between Penn/Navy 
and the Eastern Sprints. The Harvard Lightweight Varsity was just starting a time trial over the 
Henley course. We waited near the starting line, as our boat was next down the course. Gary 
brought the coach’s launch along side us, put his stop watch on Harvard, catching their time for a 
distance of a quarter mile. He then shook his head and said in a barely discernable voice, "If I were 
the Harvard coach, I'd be plenty worried." That's all he said.  It was enough. 
  
I should be more restrained in my criticism of Harvard. They were, in fact, outstanding student-
athletes and were excellent, beautifully coached oarsmen. The fact that they were also arrogant, 
stuck up preppies, full of themselves and condescending toward anything and everything related to 
MIT shouldn't have biased our attitude toward them at all. Wouldn't you agree? 
  
A time honored rowing tradition is that every race is rowed for "shirts."  As an act of sportsmanship 
at the end of the race, the losers are expected to row over to the dock, congratulate the winners, 
make small talk, and then strip off their rowing shirts, handing them over to the competitors. In my 
freshman year, we rowed against Harvard in three of our five races, losing each time. It was said 
that the Harvard seniors had accumulated so many MIT shirts that they cleaned their oars with 
them after a workout. What I found particularly galling during those daylight hours the week before 
the 1962 Sprints was that several of the Harvard Lightweights were wearing MIT shirts in practice.  
It was time for a change. 
  
 
Note:  Unlike our other races, the Sprints were a race of 2000 meters (approximately 1 1/4 miles), a 
distance just a hundred feet or so shorter than a Henley. I'm not certain, but I think collegiate rowing 
was in the midst of a transition to the standard metric Olympic racing distance of 2000 meters, as 
today all major international championship races are rowed at this distance. It will be interesting to 
find out this July if the Henley Royal Regatta has shortened its course to comply with the Olympic 
standard. Not likely. Traditions live on for centuries at the HRR. 
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6. The Eastern Sprints... 

 
 
The Sprints were held on Lake Quinsigamond in Worcester, MA, a short 40-mile bus trip from MIT.  It's a 
near-perfect course with six well marked lanes. For Heavyweight Crews, the Eastern Sprints was the 
second most important race of the season. With Division I rowing schools on both coasts, the Eastern 
and Western Sprints were preliminary to their race for the national championship, the IRA, which was 
rowed annually in early June. However, in those days, only nine colleges rowed Lightweight Crew at the 
NCAA Division I level, all nine of them in the eastern half of the United States.  Therefore, the winner of 
the Eastern Sprints was the NCAA Lightweight Champion. We had just one more race before the season 
was over and done. 
  
Two heats of four and five crews were rowed in the morning, with the top three finishers in each heat 
advancing to the Saturday afternoon Finals.  We were confident that, barring some unforeseen disaster, 
we would qualify for the Finals.  The strategy was to race just well enough to avoid a fourth place finish, 
as such a finish would assure an early bus ride home. 
  
The outcome of the heats fell in line with the pre-race seedings. MIT would the row the Finals in lane one, 
with pre-race favorite Harvard in the center lane, Cornell and Navy on either side. The other finalists, most 
probably, were Princeton and either Yale or Dartmouth. I cannot remember. 
  
Being positioned in Lane One was not a factor in the race.  If anything, I felt that it was to our advantage. 
Part of my responsibility as coxswain was to keep everyone in our boat informed about what was going 
on around them. Frankly, sitting so close to the water, it was very difficult to see what was going on way 
over in lanes 5 and 6, but I had Harvard clearly in my sights every stroke of the race. We focused on 
Harvard, and I would be quite certain that Navy and Cornell were doing the same. Harvard was the crew 
to beat, having won the Sprints for as far back as any of us could remember. 
  
The weather was great—cool and cloudy, with a light breeze. Our racing start and first 500 meters, the 
sections of the race that had been our weakest, went well. At the 1000 meter (halfway) mark, the crew felt 
strong and we were a solid half length up on Harvard. From my vantage point, Cornell and Navy 
appeared to be dead even, but a full length ahead. I don't remember much about the next 500 meters 
except that we continued to pull away from Harvard but gained no ground whatsoever on either Cornell or 
Navy. My best guess is that both had a quarter length of open water on us at 1500 meters.  
 
In a normal race, I would scream out "40 strokes to go" at 1700 meters. We would begin a countdown 
during which our mid-race pace of 34-35 strokes-per-minute would increase gradually to well into the high 
forties just before the finish line. We had practiced this sprint to the finish at least a hundred times. 
  
But this was no normal race. Mark Barron, our outstanding sophomore stroke, had already sensed that it 
was now or never. By the time I called out "40 more," he had already taken the stroke up to almost forty 
strokes-per-minute. "We're moving" was my next cry. It almost seemed like we were lifting the boat out of 
the water, gaining at least a yard on every stroke. Another Legendary Sprint was under way, but was 
there enough water between us and the finish line for us to surge into the lead? Or, would we peak too 
soon, only to fall back? 
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With ten strokes to go we were right along side Cornell—dead even for the lead. It was more difficult to 
see through Cornell over to Navy, but they appeared to be right there with us. It was a frantic blur after 
that. Cornell was ahead; we were ahead; Navy was ahead. The lead seemed to change hands on every 
stroke, but no one could gain as much as a two-foot advantage over the other! 
  
Suddenly, it was over. We took the extra stroke or two as was the custom to make absolutely sure that we 
were across the line, as did Cornell and Navy. Then, a deafening silence. The normal unrestrained shouts 
of victory by the winners were completely missing. Just 27 young men, silently and totally exhausted. 
Harvard wasted no time in paddling back to the boathouse. An oarsman in one of the other boats yelled 
over, "Who won?" We just shrugged our shoulders.  
  
Whose bow had been inches ahead when we crossed the finish line? We had no idea. The usual custom 
was that the Chief Judge would summon the victors over to the dock to receive their medals. On this day, 
there were no announcements from the shoreline—just silence. It seemed that we sat there for an 
eternity. In reality, it was probably more like ten or fifteen minutes. Finally, the Chief Judge came to the 
microphone to announce his decision.... 
  
  
 
  
 
Footnote: I had turned my camera over to a classmate before the race. The quality of the picture below is 
very, very poor but, regretfully, is the only one taken with my camera at the event. Normally, such a slide 
would be tossed away. We are about 50 yards from the finish line, with about ten strokes to go. You may 
just be able to decipher the finish line, that vertical post on the far shore. MIT is in the near lane, Cornell 
in the center and Navy on the outside. All three have OPEN WATER on the only other crew clearly visible 
in the picture, a crew wearing dark crimson rowing shirts. That would be Harvard.  I decided to keep the 
slide. 
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7. 1962 Eastern Sprints:  The Decision...  

 
It is said that a picture is worth a thousand words. The following picture—with MIT in the foreground, 
Cornell in the center and Navy in the far lane—says more than any words I can write about why we 
waited ten minutes or more for an announcement from the Chief Judge. 
 

 
 
After an extended debate among the nine judges, the Chief Judge declared a three-way tie. As 
improbable as the decision was—this had never, ever happened before in a championship race—I 
need to put it into perspective. It was a judgment call. Had electronic timers been available, one of the 
three crews would have been declared the winner because, with such equipment, a margin of victory 
can be as little as 1/100 of a second. However, electronic timers would not be introduced for another 
two years when they made their debut at the 1964 Olympics. 
 
Nine judges, nine human beings, watched the three crews cross the finish line. It was over in a 
fraction of a second. No instant replays. Nothing. Only the opinions of nine judges. The story goes 
that a fierce debate ensued. The Chief Judge could not garner a consensus as to which of the three 
had won. 
 
Send the three victors back to the starting line to repeat the race? At Henley, any margin less than 
four feet is settled by a "row over." However, by this time it was late in the evening. The Varsity 
Heavyweight Final had already been delayed at the starting line, waiting for the Lightweights to clear 
the course. The judges decided to declare a 3-way tie. 
 
I cannot remember how I felt about this at the moment. For sure, being declared the winner would 
have been beyond fabulous. However, what about the downside? We had beaten Harvard, our 
perennial foe. But what a hollow victory over Harvard that would have been if we had placed second, 
or even third, overall. I cannot speak for every member of our squad, but my guess is that we were 
relieved to be declared co-national champions. 
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I should leave this part of the story just as it stands. However, I cannot. Years later the Chief Judge 
confided in Gary Zwart that he felt very strongly that MIT had won that race. In fact, he was certain of 
it. However, he had been unable to negotiate a consensus, eventually agreeing to announce a tie. 
 
What evidence do we have that the Chief Judge was correct? Frankly, very little. However, I am 
heavily biased by this rendition of the same photograph included at the top of this letter, a photograph 
that was taken just three feet short of the finish line. Make up your own mind who won that race. I've 
made up mine. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
Footnote: I have Cornellian Bill Brown and my daughter Sara to thank for the first photograph in this 
letter. Bill is a very active Cornell rowing alum, a regular member of Cornell's Eight that rows every 
year in the Alumni race at the IRA. 
 
Bill and Sara met when Bill moved to Doylestown, PA just a few years ago. Upon learning from Sara 
that I was involved in the famous 3-way tie and had only a newsprint quality photo in my collection, 
Bill recalled that a higher quality original was still hanging on the wall in the Cornell boathouse. 
Weeks later, as a surprise gift, he delivered a 12x16 glossy reproduction of that photo that Sara gave 
me for Christmas. Bill and Sara, many thanks. 
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8.  1962 Sprints:  Shirts Aplenty ... 

 
After the race, the Cornell, Navy and MIT coaches huddled, reaching agreement on what to do 
about the all-important racing shirts. In a normal championship race, the victors would receive 
nine shirts from each of the crews they defeated, 81 shirts in all, including their own. The 
coaches decided that each team would receive three shirts from each Sprints squad, including 
shirts from the co-victors. In other words, we would not only be awarded 3 Harvard shirts, 3 
Yale shirts, etc., we would receive 3 shirts from Cornell and Navy as well. 
 
On the bus trip home we voted to award the Harvard shirts to our three Seniors, Jerry Manning 
(Capt.), Charles Bruggemann and George Zimmerman. They had worked toward this for four 
years, finally achieving their goal in the last race of their collegiate careers. 
 
The Sprints were followed immediately by MIT's Reading Period, a preparation time for final 
exams, and then by the exams themselves. Because of this grueling schedule after Sprints, we 
had posed for the annual crew photograph the week before: 
 

 
Soon after the Sprints, we began to receive encouragement that MIT might award us with a trip to 
the Henley Royal Regatta, as they had with MIT's fine crews from 1954 and 1955. These rumors 
were all but confirmed when Gary asked us to convene at the boathouse. Our collection of rowing 
shirts had arrived and there was "other news to announce." He confirmed the Henley trip to us 
that afternoon. 
 
By this time Gary must have already learned that our bowman, Steve Aldrich (far right in the 
picture above), would not be able to take the early summer off to go to England. Normally, two 
spare oarsmen would be chosen but, under these circumstances, Gary had invited three  
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oarsmen from the Junior Varsity to make the trip, selecting Roger Rowe '62, Tom Alexander '62 
and Rick Metzinger '63.  
 
Another fierce competition was underway, this time for the bow seat. Gary rotated the three in 
and out, right up until a week before we departed for England, eventually selecting Roger Rowe 
for the Varsity Eight. I am mentioning this at this time only because on the day we met at the 
boathouse, it was Rick Metzinger's rotation.  That's Rick, back row, right, in the picture below.  
Tom Alexander and Roger Rowe are to my left and right in the front row in this picture, one of my 
most prized photographs. The eleven of us are grinning ear to ear, decked out in our new 
collection of rowing shirts:  
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And a similar one that includes our most valuable player, Gary Zwart: 
 

 
 
The entire 1962 squad—varsity, junior varsity, third boat and freshmen—met just one more time 
that year.  The event was the annual rowing banquet when letter sweaters and other awards are 
presented and leadership is established for the following season.  That evening the crew elected 
me Captain for the 1963 season. It was the proudest moment in my young life. Come to think of 
it, forty-five years later, it still is. 
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Footnote:  Rick Metzinger and Tom Alexander were surely disappointed that they hadn't been 
selected for the bow seat. However, they developed into outstanding spares. Henley stages an 
unofficial competition, a Spare Pair race in the last days before the Regatta. Rick and Tom won 
this tournament going away, beating the heavyweight spares from the University of Pennsylvania 
along the way. After Henley, we lost senior Tom Alexander to graduation, but junior Rick 
Metzinger was on his way toward becoming one of the strongest oarsmen in our 1963 Varsity 
Eight. Here they are, winning the Spare Pair with their competitor not even in sight: 
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9.   Training at Dartmouth... 

 
 
MIT had a long-standing reciprocal training agreement with Dartmouth College. Dartmouth 
trained out of our boathouse during spring break because, most years, the Connecticut River 
at Hanover was still frozen solid in April.  Then, after final exams, the MIT Heavyweights 
would train at Dartmouth in preparation for the IRA, their championship race held each year 
in mid-June.  The motor and sail boat traffic during the summer made training on the Charles 
River all but impossible. In addition, the weather was usually a bit cooler in New Hampshire. 
 
In 1962, the Lightweights joined the Heavies in Hanover for our pre-Henley training. We 
remained there for two full weeks. Dartmouth has a beautiful campus, and Hanover is a great 
college town. It would be hard to imagine a better place to train. 
 
The intensity of the training was such that it made our regular season training seem mild by 
comparison.  The regimen included three workouts a day. We would do calisthenics and run 
the stairs of the Dartmouth stadium—a real killer!—at 6:00am, have breakfast, have a 
morning workout on the river, have lunch and sleep for a couple of hours, have a late 
afternoon workout on the river, followed by dinner. Getting a good night's sleep was never a 
problem after days like that! 
 
The improvements in both strength and efficiency were pronounced. By the end of the 
second week, the oarsmen were rowing so well together that they could practically row with 
their eyes closed. (I never tried that part of the routine myself!) Further, since there are no 
weight limits at Henley, making weight was no longer an issue. Given the prodigious amount 
of food that was being consumed, it was a wonder that the crew gained only five pounds per 
man. However, given the intensity of the workouts, you could be quite certain that this was 
five pounds of pure muscle.  
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Gary gave us Sunday off at the end of the first week, a time to rest over-worked muscles. Dennis 
Buss, a Vermont native, had worked summers for several years as an engineer on the Mt. 
Washington, NH, cog railroad, a job he would return to again after Henley. He encouraged us to 
drive over to see this unique railroad for ourselves. After arriving we decided to walk about a third of 
the way up the mountain along the path of the cog... 
 

.  
 
 
...but given our competitive nature, it shouldn't have been a surprise that the walk up the 
mountain soon turned into a race. When we got back to Hanover, one of us made the mistake of 
telling Gary how we had spent our day of rest.  He was not amused. 
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One of the workout sessions during the last week was set aside for photographs. Normally, we 
were a pretty shabby bunch, but on this day we were in our full race-day dress. Here we are on 
the Dartmouth dock—the same nine that would compete at Henley. Bow to stern, we are Roger 
Rowe '62, Steve Richards '64, George Zimmerman '62, Herb Herrmann '64, Jerry Manning '62, 
Dennis Buss '63, Charles Bruggemann '62, Mark Barron '64, and Bob Vernon '63.  
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A few minutes later, my camera went with me on board, for this: 
 

 
 
 
Finally, back to Cambridge for a final few days of training and preparation for the trip.  Gary 
arranged a scrimmage with one of the local club crews, but the hardest of our training days were  
behind us. 
 

.  
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A final training meal—at 29 Newbury, for those familiar with Boston—then off to Logan Airport for 
the overnight flight to London. This picture makes me wonder what the dress code would be 
today for such a flight. 
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10.   Arrival at Henley... 

 
After landing at Heathrow, we drove straight to Henley-on-Thames where we had a light brunch at 
The Angel Pub & Restaurant before continuing on to find our accommodations in Wargrave. (Many of 
these pictures were taken in 1989, but as I have said before, Henley is timeless.) 
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We also caught our first glimpse of the Henley course.  We had arrived a full week before the beginning of 
the Regatta. A week later, this same scene would be bursting with people and boats, both racing shells and 
pleasure craft. 
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Gary Zwart and those assisting him in planning our Henley visit had wanted to reserve rooms at the Red 
Lion Hotel which, as far as I know, was the only hotel in the village. This would have been ideal, logistically, 
as it was just a short walk across Henley Bridge to the boat docks. However, the Russian Navy contingent 
had booked virtually the entire hotel, even though I don't know that they occupied even half of it. We were at 
the height of the Cold War. It was clear from the beginning that the men who were chaperoning the Russian 
crew wanted to minimize any interaction between the Russians and anyone from the West. 
 

.   
 
Instead, Gary learned of Napier House in Wargrave, a small village about eight miles from Henley. Napier 
House was a large English manor owned by a Mr. and Mrs. Spence. Probably due to the unaccustomed 
formality of the British style of writing, Gary had been left with the impression that Mrs. Spence, who made 
all of the arrangements, was a matronly English woman, perhaps in her sixties. What a surprise it was—a 
very pleasant surprise—when we actually met the Spences. Ken and Lila Spence were a handsome young 
couple—gorgeous would be a more accurate description of Lila—with two small children. We shared their 
home for the next ten days and were made to feel welcome from the moment we arrived. 
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This next picture is out of order chronologically because it is the last picture I took before we departed 
Henley.  However, I thought you might want to meet the Spences, their two children and their Dutch au pair 
(center, blue dress).  Wasn't the American flag a nice touch on their part? 
 

 
 
Sometime during our ten-day stay, I scaled the hill above Napier House to get a better view. If you look 
carefully beyond, you can see the proximity of the house to the River Thames. 
 

 
 
We got caught up on sleep, then settled into our Henley training routine. 
 



 - 39 -  

 
 
 
Footnote:  In July 1962, my brother Tom had just completed his first year at Harvard Medical School and 
knew that this would be his last summer off. Beginning with the fall term, medical school would become a 
year-round proposition, so Tom decided to make the most of his summer. He joined our crew in England a 
few days after our arrival, staying with us at Napier House. During his time there, he took in not only the 
Henley Regatta, but Wimbledon as well. (For those of you who are tennis buffs, the darling of Wimbledon 
that year was a petite teenager named Billy Jean Moffitt. You might know her better as Billy Jean King.) 
 
I have Tom to thank for at least half of my collection of slides from the 1962 Henley Regatta, as I was 
otherwise engaged for most of the week. Also, Tom planned a post-Henley visit to Europe during which he 
and I toured the continent for the remainder of the summer. We were joined by Mark Barron and Dennis 
Buss and, early in the tour, by Chas Bruggemann. I have written extensively about this tour in an earlier 
series of letters, but if my reference to the height of the Cold War is of interest to you, I will send you a copy 
of a letter describing our visit to East Berlin, arriving there exactly one year after the construction of the 
Berlin Wall. 
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11.  Henley Pre-Regatta Activities...  

 
Organizationally, the Henley Royal Regatta was quite different from rowing in the United States 
where Heavyweight and Lightweight are the principal categories for Eights. At Henley, there are 
several events for Eights, only two of which I will mention here. These are the Grand Challenge 
Cup and our event, the Thames Challenge Cup. 
 
The criteria for entering each of these events are kept rather vague, but weight is definitely not 
one of them.  Generally, world-class, Olympic caliber heavyweight crews enter the Grand 
Challenge Cup. 1962 was a typical year in that the leading university heavyweight crews from 
the USA, Yale and Pennsylvania, and two national teams representing Russia and Italy entered 
the Grand Challenge Cup. Altogether, only nine crews entered the Grand in 1962, a fairly 
typical year. 
 
The next tier of Eights, traditionally, has entered the Thames Challenge Cup.  As compared to 
the Grand, the Thames Cup usually has a full slate of thirty-two entries.  These include a variety 
of heavyweight university crews—those considered not to be up to the standard of the Grand—
a number of rowing club crews, the very best heavyweight high school crews from the USA, 
and the leading university lightweight crews from the United States. 
 
From 1954 (MIT) to 1960 (Harvard), the leading lightweight Eight from the United States 
dominated the event, winning the Thames Cup seven consecutive years. However, in 1961, an 
outstanding heavyweight crew from the University of London entered the Thames Cup, 
defeating the Harvard Lightweights in Harvard's attempt to chalk up a fourth consecutive 
victory. Why London entered the Thames rather than the Grand was a matter of some 
controversy. Perhaps the explanation was as simple as the fact that the best British crews had, 
in recent years, been completely dominated by national teams—such as the Russians—in the 
Grand, and they wanted to enter an event that they had a chance to win. Regardless, the 
character of the Thames Cup was changed from that point forward. More on that later, with 
respect to 1962. 
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Another interesting aspect of rowing at Henley is that there is no attempt to seed the crews. (It 
will be interesting to see if this has changed in 2007.) A few days before the Regatta, the Lord 
Mayor of Henley draws the names of the thirty-two Thames Cup entries out of—you guessed 
it—the Thames Challenge Cup, and the crews row in that order. The drawing takes place in the 
Town Hall, pictured here at the end of the Henley High Street, the end opposite the bridge and 
parish church: 
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Because of the lack of seeding, it is not at all unusual for the two best crews to be in the same 
half of the draw. In fact, it is entirely possible that the two best can meet on the first day of the 
Regatta. Here is a scan of the Thames Cup draw in 1962, after the first day of competition. (I 
should add that there were ten events altogether at Henley in 1962, each with its own draw. 
This memoir focuses on just our event, the Thames Challenge Cup.) 
 
 

 
With its 32 entries, the Thames Challenge Cup is the largest event of the Regatta. Since the 
course is just two lanes wide, there are 16 Thames Cup races on the first day alone, plus 40 
other races for the Grand, Diamond Sculls, Silver Goblets, etc. etc. On opening day, this 
requires that a new race be started every five minutes (!) so there are always two races on the 
course at any point in time. The organizational skills on the part of the stewards and referees 
are phenomenal. They make it look easy, as the entire event operates beautifully, always on 
time and without a hitch. 
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With the draw behind us, we continued with our twice-a-day training schedule while at the same 
time participating in a number of Henley events. On the Sunday before the Regatta, we attended 
the Anglican service at the Henley parish church, which traditionally is attended by dozens of 
oarsmen decked out in their school blazers. Here, in front of the church, is our contingent. Those 
most clearly identifiable in the picture are, left to right, George Zimmerman (back to camera), 
Herb Herrmann, Dennis Buss, Mark Barron and Chas Bruggemann (back to camera)....  
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....and in this one, Lila Spence, Gary Zwart (back to camera), my brother Tom Vernon, Ken 
Spence, Roger Rowe (back to camera) and Chas Bruggemann. 
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After the service, Ken Spence took us on a tour of his alma mater, Oxford University, with a stop 
along the way for lunch in a British pub and restaurant. Gary came along this time, to make 
absolutely sure on this day of rest we didn't try to organize a race up the stairs of the Oxford bell 
tower. �    
 
While we were stopped for lunch, Dennis decided to try out his skills as a sculler, with Mark taking 

a promotion to be coxswain. This proved to be well beyond their skills—especially for Mark.  �  
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12.   Leading up to the Regatta.... 

 
 

Several issues arose as Wednesday, July 4, the first day of the Regatta, drew near. Rowing coaches are 
quite accustomed to having the flexibility of riding in a motor launch during practice so that they can 
observe the oarsmen, offer advice, make manpower changes when necessary—in other words, coaching. 
At Henley, coaches do not have that option.  Gary was relegated to riding a bicycle along the path that 
parallels the course, megaphone in hand, while trying to communicate with the crew. On several 
occasions we thought that he was going to end up in the drink! And, as clearly illustrated by the cyclists in 
this picture, the path was anything but straight: 
 

 
 
The second issue was that as the days progressed toward the Regatta, the river was growing more and 
more crowded. It was becoming literally impossible to row for long stretches without interfering with other 
crews, or being interfered with. We were used to hard workouts every day and were concerned that we 
would lose our training edge.  
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Gary solved both issues by hiring a motor launch, taking the crew through the first locks on the Thames 
that were upstream from Henley. This was an interesting exercise in itself because as you can see the 
locks are quite narrow, much narrower than a crew shell with its oars deployed. 
 

 
 
At last, though, we had the river practically to ourselves.  This outing did wonders in terms of restoring 
confidence. 
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I was also concerned that the crew was beginning to feel a great deal of tension as race day approached. 
I know, for sure, that I was feeling the pressure. To lighten spirits, we decided to pull a gag on Gary with a 
game of Musical Chairs. (This term was used frequently early in the season when Gary wanted to change 
the personnel in the Varsity Eight. He would pull the launch up to the Junior Varsity boat—our second 
eight—bring a JV oarsman on-board, and then head over to the Varsity. Eight seats; nine oarsmen. 
Someone in the Varsity was about to lose his seat—Musical Chairs.) 
 
So here we were, two days before the Regatta was to begin, headed toward the start of the course to 
take our final time trial. Gary was trapped over on the bike path about 100 feet away. To his 
astonishment, we decided to switch every seat in the boat; in other words, reverse the order. (I think I 
may have been the troublemaker who came up with this stunt, but I can't remember for sure. I'd love to 
hand the credit over to someone else.) 

 
 
Gary did not seem to be at all amused, although he was probably laughing to himself, along with the rest 
of us. We rowed with this odd combination until we were well hidden behind Temple Island. When we 
turned the corner and reappeared at the starting line, everything, magically, was back to normal. Such 
were the pranks of a bunch of college kids back in 1962. 
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The following day, with the Regatta just one day away, we once again became dead serious about the 
task ahead. In my opinion, our crew never looked or felt better. 
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13. Race Day... 

 
Finally, our first race was upon us.  If you were able to decipher the “draw” in my previous letter, 
you will have seen that we were pitted against University College, Dublin. 
 
Here is a scan of the cover of the Regatta booklet for July 4, 1962, followed by the page that 
announced our race.  I think it was Winston Churchill who said that England and America are two 
countries "separated by a common language." Nowhere is that more apparent than on these two 
pages. Note the spelling of Programme and Colours. Also, note that our weights are measured in 
Stones and Pounds. (One Stone = 14 Pounds.) Now, forty-five years later, England has 
converted to the metric system to a far greater extent than has the United States. It will be 
interesting at our reunion to see if the tradition-bound HRR continues to use stones and pounds. 
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We would row in the Bucks lane, the lane next to the County of Buckinghamshire. Dublin would 
row in the Berks lane (pronounced “barks”), along the Berkshire County side of the Thames. 
 
One other note about the nomenclature in the Programme. Times for each race are marked for 
the Barrier and Fawley, as well as for the Finish. Barrier and Fawley are two traditional landmarks 
along the course—approximately 1/3 and 3/4 miles from the Start—to which the times have been 
recorded, going back over a hundred years. My guess is that these designations are still used 
today because, historically, all Henley course records have been measured at these markers. 
 
It was difficult if not impossible to scout the competition at Henley, so we knew very little about 
the crew from University College, Dublin, except that according to the Programme they 
outweighed us by five pounds per man. Gary's assessment was that although they were more 
hefty, it was unlikely that they were as well conditioned as we. Perhaps that was Gary's way of 
saying, "Don't be surprised if they lead early in the race; just be ready to 'do your thing' in the 
second half." His words turned out to be prophetic. 
 
Frankly, we did not row our best race that day. The possibility that we had come all the way 
across the Atlantic only to lose on the first day was probably working on our nerves. Speaking 
personally, I have never felt as tense before a race as I felt that day. 
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Dublin got off to a fast start and we fell behind by as much as 3/4 of a length. However, if my 
memory serves me correctly—a very big if—we had drawn almost even by Fawley, and a couple 
of “power tens” later we moved into the lead.  Dublin began to falter as we entered the last half 
mile, and they were no match for our finishing sprint. We finished the race with a respectable time 
of 6:55, 1 1/4 length ahead. More than anything else, I think we were relieved to have this first 
test behind us. 
 
Here we are as we approached the Finish against University College, Dublin: 
 

 
 
 
Here is another perspective, a photograph taken by the official Henley photographer: 
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Even before our first race there were reports circulating about an English crew that was clocking 
phenomenal times during practice, a crew sponsored by the National Provincial Bank. These 
reports were substantiated in a very big way the afternoon of July 4 when NPB—the Bank as we 
called them—broke the Thames Cup records for both Barrier and Fawley in their first race, missing 
the record for the full course by only one second. They were a superbly conditioned crew and, 
according to the Programme, averaged 171 pounds per man. 
 
In the most unfortunate sense of the phrase, "The Luck of the Draw," we would meet up with the 
Bank in the second round. 
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14. National Provincial Bank... 

 
As I mentioned in the last letter, the Bank's time in their first race was just one second off the 
Thames Cup course record.  We learned very quickly the next day that they were not content with 
just that. 
 
Here was the lineup for Thursday, July 5: 
 

 
 
I'm finding it difficult to describe our race against the Bank.  We believe that our entire race—start, 
midsection and sprint—was the best we had rowed all season. But frankly, NPB was in a league 
unto itself. The Bank broke the records for both Barrier and Fawley, the same records they had just 
established the day before, and set a new Thames Cup course record (6' 37").  We finished 1 3/4 
lengths behind the winners. 
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Here's a picture of the event, not too far from the finish.  Unfortunately, the Bank was out of the 
picture to the left. 
 

 
 
The Bank, of course, had three more races to win, which they did with ease, before claiming 
victory in the Thames Challenge Cup. It was only after their final race that we were able to put 
their victory over us into perspective. Here are a few conclusions: 
 
NPB's race with MIT was their closest of the Regatta. Prior to leaving home, we had anticipated 
that our strongest competitor would be the crew from the Detroit Boat Club. NPB's victory over 
Detroit was 3 1/4 lengths. 
 
Our time against the Bank (6' 43") was the third fastest of the Thames Cup competition, third only 
to NPB's times on their first two days of racing. The only conclusion that one could reach was that 
although we were eliminated in the second round, we were the second fastest crew in the 
competition. 
 
Although disappointed in defeat, we departed Henley knowing that we had given it our very best. 
We also left there feeling nothing but respect for the athleticism and sportsmanship of the 
oarsmen of the National Provincial Bank. After our race, we tried to introduce these oarsmen to 
the American tradition of presenting the victors our rowing shirts. They refused, insisting on an 
even trade. We graciously accepted. 
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This is our final race at Henley, as recorded by the official Henley photographer: 
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15. The Last Few Days of the Regatta... 

 
If there was any consolation at all to losing, it was that we were treated like royalty for the last two 
days of the Regatta.  We were given entrance badges to the Stewards' Enclosure and were the 
invited guests of nearby rowing clubs such as Phyllis Court and Leander, two clubs that have 
their boathouses near the Henley finish line. 
 
In this next-to-last letter in the memoir I thought you might enjoy a series of pictures that depict 
the wonderful atmosphere that is the Henley Royal Regatta. Several of these are from 1962, 
others from 1989. Twenty-two of us will be enjoying scenes very similar to these in July 2007. 
 
The best seats at Henley are reserved for those who arrive early: 
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The women's dress code for the Stewards Enclosure is quite strict, but from time to time 
Wellington boots are a welcome accessory: 
 

 
 
Don't forget to wear your medals! 
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There is life outside of the Stewards' Enclosure. Perhaps we should arrange a picnic along the 
bike path. How about at Fawley? 
 

 
 
We mustn't forget to tune into the Henley band.  The best time is each afternoon while tea is 
being served: 
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You might remember that view from the bridge toward the finish line the morning we arrived at 
Henley, directly from the airport. There was no traffic on the river at all. The scene will be entirely 
different on the last two days of the Regatta: 
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This guy clearly marches to his own drummer: 
 

 
 
Hats galore: 
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....and don't forget that during all of this you'll be treated to the finest rowing anywhere in the world. This is 
the German National Team on its way to winning the Grand Challenge Cup in 1989. A year earlier they 
had been the Olympic Gold Medalists: 

 
 
Finally, let's not forget the guy who brought us here, Coach Gary Zwart: 
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16. A Henley Reprise and a Short Glimpse Ahead to 1 963... 

 
While rummaging around for my old Henley Programmes, I found a September 1962 letter from 
Gary Zwart, a letter written to all of the returning oarsmen on the Varsity Lightweight Squad. It is 
Gary's assessment of our Henley experience, and also includes a quote from Head Coach Jack 
Frailey.  I decided that the best way to end this series of letters was with our coaches' points of 
view. (I came across this letter after I had written most of this memoir. I admit to being quite relieved 
that Gary’s and Jack's comments were reasonably consistent with my recollection of these same 
events.)   
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At the fall banquet of MIT’s Athletic Association, each member of the Henley Crew was awarded 
the Straight T, MIT’s highest recognition for athletic performance.  It was a fitting close to a 
memorable 1962 season.  
 
 
I will close with just a few comments about the 1963 rowing season. As I have tried to 
emphasize throughout these letters, the great 1962 squad reestablished MIT's winning tradition 
in Lightweight Rowing. It fell to the 1963 Lightweights to build on that tradition, and build on it 
they did, becoming the winningest crew in the history of MIT Rowing. 
 
It was not at all apparent when we left Henley that this would be the case. All four oarsmen on 
the starboard side of the Henley Crew graduated in 1962, and Steve Richards, our #2 oarsman 
on the port side, would not return to MIT in the fall for academic reasons. With only three 
returning oarsmen from the '62 Varsity Eight, there was every indication that 1963 would be a 
year of rebuilding. 
 
However, such a conclusion would be superficial at best. Lined up behind the '62 Varsity Eight 
was a Junior Varsity and a 3rd Boat that were packed with talent. In addition, another class of 
freshmen under Coach Dick Resch had placed second in the 1962 Sprints. While we were 
away at Henley, Senior Mike Greata, Junior Pete Staecker and Sophomore John Proctor must 
have spent the entire summer conditioning themselves for the upcoming season. Rick 
Metzinger, Henley spare and now a Senior, was in tiptop shape from his summer of rowing at 
Dartmouth and Henley. Lastly, we convinced "light" heavyweight oarsman Ron Cheek that he 
should drop about fifteen pounds and join the Lightweights. Coupled with our three returning 
Henley veterans, Mark Barron, Dennis Buss and Herb Herrmann, we knew by early Spring that 
the 1963 season was going to be a memorable one. 
 
An earlier letter in this series emphasized that the 1962 season had been a struggle early on, 
but we improved each and every week, peaking just in time for the Eastern Sprints, The 1963 
season was quite different. We won every single one of our regular season races, most by 
margins of victory that were just astounding. 
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Unfortunately the story does not have a happy ending. At the 1963 Eastern Sprints, Cornell 
edged us by the slimmest of margins (0.4 seconds).  The next closest crew, Harvard, was 
twelve seconds behind, but—to their great credit—Cornell denied us our dream of a return trip 
to Henley. 
 
For the entire five race season, we were victorious over a total of fifteen crews, losing to just 
one. After graduation we once again trained with our heavyweight colleagues at Dartmouth 
before entering the American Henley Regatta at Saratoga Springs, NY. We entered three 
separate events there, winning all three. The American Henley added a bit of icing on the cake 
to our 15-1 regular season record which, as I said earlier, was the best in the annals of MIT 
Rowing. 
 
I'll close with a few words about the 1963 Biglin Bowl, our annual three-way race with 
Dartmouth and our perennial nemesis, Harvard. You will recall that we had lost this regular 
season race to Harvard in 1962 before beating them at the Sprints. The 1963 Lightweights 
needed to prove the '62 Sprints victory was no fluke. And prove it we did. Here is a photo of our 
three length win, besting Harvard by twelve seconds. 
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Several times in this memoir I have mentioned the tradition whereby the winners bring home the 
shirts of the losers. Another timeless tradition—how could I forget—is that the oarsmen of the 
victorious crew toss their coxswain into the river immediately after returning to the dock. In 1963, 
MIT's Lightweights had many opportunities to practice this ritual, but never was it performed with 
such gusto as after the Biglin Bowl.   I am quite certain that no coxswain has ever been tossed any 
higher or any further—or into icier water—than I was tossed on that memorable day in April 1963. 

 
 
Because of the three-way tie at 1962 Sprints, we had received only three Harvard shirts, not 
nearly enough to go around. After the 1963 Biglin Bowl, we brought home a full complement of 
nine shirts; our Junior Varsity, also victorious, nine more.  Here are the 1963 Biglin Bowl victors, 
back home in Cambridge. From left to right in the back row are Mark Barron '64, Herb 
Herrmann '64, Pete Staecker '64, Ron Cheek '63, Dennis Buss '63, Rick Metzinger '63, John 
Proctor '65 and Mike Greata '63. Kneeling in the front row is yours truly, Bob Vernon '63. 

 
 
For those of you who stayed with me throughout the entire "Henley Memoir," thank you very 
much. I hope you enjoyed the ride. That's it for now!! 
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Credits: 
 
The author thanks Alice Vernon, his wife, and Rebecca V. Bostick, his sister, for their assistance in 
turning his ramblings into something that many have said is actually quite readable. 
 
He gives thanks also to Alice, Mark Barron, Peter and Susan Staecker, Herb Herrmann and Hilda 
Buss for contributing pictures for the Epilogue, all of those pictures in which the author himself 
appears. 
 
 
About the Author: 
 
Bob Vernon was a product of the public schools in Lynchburg, VA, and West Palm Beach, FL, 
entering MIT in September 1959. According to his own recollection, he was completely naïve about 
the academic rigors of MIT and, as cited in the memoir, knew not the first thing about the sport of 
rowing. 
 
He looks at his years at MIT as the period in his life in which he “grew up.” He credits his eventual 
academic accomplishments to the faculty at MIT and his social development to his colleagues in the 
Lambda Chi Alpha fraternity. Most importantly—an underlying theme of  A Henley Memoir—he 
credits his coach and teammates on MIT’s Lightweight Rowing Team for helping him develop 
qualities of leadership, commitment and perseverance. 
 
Bob was varsity coxswain of the Lightweight Crew during his last two undergraduate years at MIT and 
Crew Captain his senior year. He was also elected Senior Class President by the student body. At 
graduation in 1963, Bob received the Admiral Edward L. Cochran Award, presented by MIT “to a 
fourth-year student in the intercollegiate athletic program, for outstanding qualities of Humility, 
Leadership and Scholarship.”  He is questioning the humility part as he types up these notes.  
 

 
 


