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Preface

After the Henley Regatta in July 1962, Mark Barron, my brother Tom and | toured Europe,
returning to the USA just in time for the beginning of the fall term at MIT. Dennis Buss and
Chas Bruggemann joined us for part of the summer but had to return home earlier because of
other obligations.

This journal, which begins in the fall of 1962, is the sequel to my story about the 1962 Henley
Regatta. It was originally distributed in 2004 as a series of emails to friends, family and rowing
colleagues. The 1962 Henley Regatta journal was eventually upgraded and posted on the MIT
Alumni Web site as A Henley Memoir. The response to this has been such that | recently decided
to “upgrade” this sequel in a similar fashion.

Unfortunately, the comparison between the two journals ends there. More by luck than design, |
had carried my camera with me throughout the 1962 season. In addition, my brother traveled to
Henley with the 1962 crew. His camerawork is in evidence throughout A Henley Memoir. | wish |
had a similar collection of photographs to document the 1963 season but, unfortunately, do not.

As a substitute, a poor substitute at that, | have quite a collection of press clippings from The
Tech, MIT’s campus newspaper. As every reader of A Henley Memoir knows quite well, MIT'’s
Lightweights were national co-champions in 1962. MIT’s 1962 Heavyweights also had concluded
one of their most successful seasons, winning the coveted Compton Cup over Harvard and
Princeton for the first time ever. As a result, interest in MIT’s rowing program was significantly
heightened, and The Tech ran feature articles about both the Heavies and the Lights every week
throughout the 1963 rowing season. Most of these old clippings are tattered, and the quality of
the scanned versions is quite poor. Frankly, | would much prefer to have a larger collection of
color photographs, but we are making do with what is at hand.

Finally, my thanks are extended once again to my wife, Alice, and to my sister, Rebecca Bostick,

who provided invaluable assistance in the final editing of this journal.

Where to begin? November 1962 seems like a good place to start because of the events that
took place at the boathouse that fall.



1. November 1962: A New Shell for
the Lightweight Varsity

The 1962 team returned safely from Henley and European travel. Those of us who had not
graduated had been away from rowing for what seemed like an eternity, and we were eager to
see if we could improve on the 1962 results. Our rowing shell's trip back from England was not
so fortunate. As I recall the story, when our riggers went down to the Port of Boston to pick up
our shell, what they found looked more like a pile of splinters than a crew shell. Evidently the
people responsible for receiving the shipment were totally oblivious to the fragile nature of a shell
and had, essentially, just dropped it on to the boatyard. The insurance carrier was called in and,
after an inspection, declared the shell a total loss.

That turned out to be a bit of luck that worked to the benefit of the MIT rowing budget and
especially to the benefit of the lightweight squad. Crew shells were (and are) very expensive.
MIT's budget limited shell purchases to one per year, with the new shell alternating each year
between the heavyweight and lightweight squads.

1962 had been a "lightweight" year, so the shell we used at Henley (described above as a pile of
splinters) had been brand new for the 1962 season. Compliments of the insurance company, the
lightweights were to receive a brand new replacement shell for the 1963 season. Fortunately, the
insurance company vastly underestimated the skill of the MIT riggers, the professional staff
charged with the care, repair and maintenance of our shells. Remarkably, they restored the
damaged shell to a like-new condition so that our lightweight varsity and junior varsity had both
new and nearly new shells for the 1963 season.

This brings me to the first two pictures from my senior year season. It was important—dare | say,
politically important—for everyone involved in MIT rowing to stay on the positive side of MIT's
executives who controlled the purse strings for the athletic department. But truthfully, MIT's
President, Dr. Julius Stratton, required no special stroking. He was a genuine and proud
supporter of MIT rowing, and | am sure that his influence, along with many others, was significant
when it came to financing our trip to Henley. The Strattons were always visible to the student
body, so it was quite fitting that our new shell was to be named in honor of Dr. Stratton's wife,
Mrs. Catherine Stratton.

Our new shell, "The Kay," arrived in the fall of 1962. At the close of the 1962 season | had been
elected by the lightweight squad to be Captain for the 1963 season. As such, | had the honor of
sharing the presentation ceremonies for the new shell with Head Coach, Jack Frailey.



The first picture shows Dr. and Mrs. Stratton at the left of The Kay with a very young looking Jack
Frailey at the microphone. It's possible, though | am not certain, that the trophy on the table is
from our three-way-tie victory at the 1962 Sprints. We had to share the honors for the 1962
season with Cornell and Navy, but we were proud to present the trophy to the Strattons that day
for our third of the year.



The second picture—blurry as it is—is of yours truly presenting Mrs. Stratton with a bouquet.
Moments later she broke a bottle of champagne, not on the bow, but on a crowbar held over the
bow. The objective, of course, was not just to dedicate the shell; it was to row it to an

unblemished victory at the 1963 Sprints. We wanted that trophy back again and not just for a
third of a year.

The 1963 season presented its special challenges. We had lost our entire starboard side (Rowe,
Zimmerman, Manning and Bruggemann) to graduation. Tom Alexander, one of the two Henley
spares, also graduated so boating a crew that would be equal to or better than the 1962 squad
would not be an easy task. However, my guess is that Coach Gary Zwart was already planning
the 1963 season on the plane ride back from England.



2. Building the 1963 Varsity

As mentioned previously, the entire starboard side of the Henley Crew graduated from MIT in
June 1962. In addition, our 2-seat oarsman, Steve Richards, had not been invited by MIT to
return for the fall term. In other words, he had flunked out. | do not remember knowing about this
until I returned to MIT in September. To his great credit, Steve carried the burden of this with him
throughout our summer training and our trip to Henley, without appearing to be distracted in any
way. To his even greater credit, | recently learned from our alumni web site that Steve was later
readmitted to MIT and graduated with the Class of 1968.

These vacancies left us with but three returning oarsmen from 1962's varsity boat—not good, at
least at first glance. However, this conclusion overlooks the fact that our own Junior Varsity boat
from 1962 was just a few steps behind the Varsity all season long and was made up primarily of
underclassmen and, in addition, our freshman crew finished in the top three at the 1962 Sprints.

JV oarsman Rick Metzinger rowed in the starboard seat in our victorious Spares-Pair race at
Henley and was poised to move into the Varsity. In 1963 he landed the 3-seat on the starboard
side. Senior Mike Greata had been bringing great energy and enthusiasm to the boathouse since
his freshman year but was always considered to be too small to nail down a seat in the Varsity.
However, while we were at Henley, Mike was doing a bit of training of his own. He showed up at
the boathouse in the fall of 1962 looking like a 139 pound version of Charles Atlas. Mike literally
muscled his way into the picture. Gary placed him in the bow seat (1-seat) in the 1963 Varsity.

Junior Peter Staecker had never rowed at all until his sophomore year. He had started the 1962
season in the Third Boat where he made amazing strides, finishing the season as one of the
stronger oarsmen in the Junior Varsity. Had we been able to take four spares to Henley rather
than two, my guess is that he would have been one of the four. Pete was about 6' 2", and
strong. He continued to build his strength over the summer and eventually landed the 6-seat in
the 1963 Varsity. Senior Dennis Buss, another veteran of the Henley Crew, was to row his third
consecutive year in the Varsity, this year in the 4-seat.

With our freshmen completing another stellar year, we had a great bunch of new talent moving
into their sophomore year. The strongest, John Proctor, took the 2-seat in the Varsity with three
other sophomores landing seats in the 1963 Junior Varsity.

With only Greata and Metzinger lined up for the starboard side, Coach Zwart came up with some
more of his coaching magic. He asked Herb Herrmann, our 4-seat oarsman from the Henley
Crew to switch to the starboard side, a very difficult change for most oarsmen. But after a few
weeks Herb rowed starboard as if he had done it all his life. He won the 7-seat behind veteran
stroke Mark Barron. Both Juniors, Mark and Herb had rowed together since their first day at
MIT. We had our perfect stern pair.

This left only the 5-seat on the starboard side, a seat vacated by the graduation of '62 Captain,
Jerry Manning. Meet Ron Cheek. Ron, a Senior, had rowed on the heavyweight squad his first
three years at MIT. He was a highly skilled oarsman who had but one problem—at 175 pounds
he was too heavy to be a lightweight oarsman and too light to be a true heavyweight. In
heavyweight rowing, a well-conditioned 175-pounder, frankly, is at a serious disadvantage to an
equally well-conditioned 195-pounder. In all likelihood Ron was destined to row his senior year in
the heavyweight junior varsity.



I'm not sure who came up with the idea. You might have to blame this one on me. We decided
to mount a campaign to persuade Ron Cheek to switch to the lightweight squad. One thing was
for sure—for this exercise, Gary Zwart had to remain on the sidelines, and did. Coaches simply
couldn’t get involved in pilfering oarsmen from each other's squads. However, | did learn
unofficially that if Ron could meet the weight requirements for lightweight rowing, he was a lock to
row in our varsity boat.

Ron clearly had the skill and experience we needed. The issue, quite simply, was weight.
Lightweight oarsmen have to weigh in the Friday before each race in the presence of the judges.
A lightweight crew can average no more than 155 pounds per man, and no individual oarsmen in
the boat can exceed 160.

Much like a college wrestler trying to drop into a lower weight class, Ron would need to lose 15
pounds, quite a task for a guy who was already in great shape for rowing. However, by midwinter
he was already a couple of pounds below 170, and by early spring Ron told Gary and Jack
Frailey that he wanted to switch squads. | was in the coach's office when this took place. | might
have detected a very faint grin on Gary's face, but that day was the last time Jack Frailey spoke
to me all season. [l have probably exaggerated this point. Regardless, time heals all wounds.
Jack is a magnificent individual who has done wonders for MIT Crew over a long career, including
coaching the 1954 and 1955 lightweight crews that won at Henley, before becoming Head
Coach. Jack was elected to the Rowing Hall of Fame and may be the only MIT graduate or
coach to achieve this distinction.] On the eve of our first race—while we all held our breath—Ron
tipped the scale at 160 pounds.

| have compressed all of this into a single chapter. The truth is that what | have described—that
is, the competition among the oarsmen to win a seat in the Varsity boat—took place from the first
day of fall rowing in September 1962 until spring training in 1963. What differed is that in prior
years, the seat assignments changed almost daily, right up until the last race of the season. In
1963, Gary established the Varsity roster in March during the second workout of spring training.
Although the fear of getting bumped out of the Varsity was always present, this group of nine
worked as a unit every day and in every race throughout the entire season without a single
change in the seating.

Another major difference was that the 1962 team had begun the season back in the pack but had
improved in each and every race to emerge in the Sprints as the national co-champions. In 1963
we started the season at the top of our game. In every workout, in every time trial, and in every
intra—sqluad race, we were recording times faster than any MIT lightweight crew that had gone
before.” Everything had fallen into place, suggesting that we were poised to have a great
season, very possibly the greatest in the history of MIT rowing.

! In order to simulate racing conditions, it is @uibmmon for the heavyweight and lightweight squads
run time trials against each other in practice.i@aty, the heavyweight varsity will trounce the
lightweights. 1963, however, was not a typical y&me first time trial was held on the second dhy o
spring training. Gary Zwart's coaching log noteattthe Heavies and the Lights lined up at Harvard
Bridge, and raced from there to the Finish Lindistance of about ¥ mile. The Lights won by aln@st
full length. Determined to correct what was suratyanomaly, the Heavies asked that we line upa® ra
them again, this time from the Finish Line to thédBe. Same result!! As | recall, that was the tase
the Heavies agreed to race us during the entisosea



As mentioned in the Preface, | must have retired my camera in 1963. | have fewer than a dozen
photographs from the entire season. However, while rummaging around for my old Henley
programs, | unearthed several rowing articles from The Tech, MIT's campus newspaper. | will
end this letter with the first such article, from April 1963. It appeared just before our first race and
lays out our prospects for the upcoming season for both the heavyweight and lightweight squads.
| hope you can read it, as the quality of the scan is marginal, at best.?

[The continuation of this article is on the following page.]

’As noted in the Preface, this journal was origindibtributed as a series of emails in 2004. Many
responses were received, several of which | anudiiet) as Footnotes to this journal. It was always a
pleasure to hear from Peter Staecker '64 who rawgige 6-seat in the 1963 Varsity. In response to
Building the 1963 VarsityReter wrote:

“Ah, the heart quickens...

Perhaps my biggest thrill of the 63 spring wasfitst day of double workouts as the newly mintedsity
pushed off and took a few strokes to clear outaakdraffic...your command was to ride it out — witars
up. As we coasted to a dead stop, oars stillyanyr comment of praise set the scene for the season
come.

Perhaps half an hour earlier, the peak of my paissurprise meter was that | was even in théedat, let
alone in the seat that Dennis Buss owned...In spitieeofollowing: We all had just partaken of a nice
lunch at Durgin Park on the first day of Spring ®tan, and somehow, Gary learned that | had eater®s
of DP’s famous cornbread. With the ominous warrhag cornbread was not an acceptable regimen for
Lightweights, | was prepared to sit for a workautyeek, an eternity...in the coach’s launch.

| remember some other memorable Vernon quotesavtason, and will make sure that you don't forget
them as we progress.”






3. A Pre-Season Trip to Harvard

This chapter tells about a fabled episode that was originally documented in Nice Row, MIT, a
great little book written by my colleague Jack Lynch '63 about his undergraduate years at MIT.>

Jack tells the story—a totally unsubstantiated, and purely hearsay story—about the time when
unidentified members of the MIT Lightweight Crew felt obliged to paint a large red MIT "T" on the
dock of the Harvard boathouse. Jack makes it clear that this episode probably never took place.
Nevertheless, since | am in possession of additional details concerning this alleged prank from
those who may or may not have been directly involved, | have chosen this chapter of my story
about the 1963 rowing season to reveal these details publicly for the first time.

This band of renegades must have been feeling pretty smug about the upcoming season
because to paint the Harvard dock and then lose to Harvard in the upcoming Biglin Bowl race
would have been humiliating, to say the least. Clearly, this motley crew had no intention of
losing.

This episode, so it is said, took place in the middle of the night on Saturday, March 30, 1963, the
last day of spring training. Harvard's boathouse is located on the Boston side of the Charles
River across from Harvard's main campus, easily approachable from MIT. In Paul Revere's day
the mantra was "One if by land; two if by sea." However, for a bunch of inexperienced pranksters
from MIT, this left far too much to chance. It was determined that MIT would approach the
Harvard dock by land and by sea; or, to be more accurate, by road and by river.

If this prank were to be attempted at all, it was essential that it be done in an authentic way. It was
known that an ample supply of MIT red and gray paint was stored in the boathouse, the same
that was used to paint the red T and gray background on the tips of MIT's oars. An accomplice
was enlisted who would provide a key to the boathouse and storeroom, and most importantly, a
key to one of MIT's coaching launches.

It was well after midnight. Within minutes of entering the MIT boathouse, the River Team loaded
their supplies into the launch and proceeded to head upstream on the Charles in the direction of
Harvard, a distance of about two miles. Meanwhile, the Road Team approached Harvard's
boathouse via Memorial Drive and stashed their car on the Cambridge side just one short bridge
away from their destination. Just as the motor launch reached Harvard's dock via river, the other
team threw a borrowed carpet over the barbed wire fence surrounding the boathouse, easily
scaled the fence, and met their comrades on the dock.

Up to this point, the plan was being executed to perfection. The idea was to painta largered T
on the dock, surrounded by a circle of gray. The project was progressing nicely (T completed;
circle about 80% complete), when one of the renegades said in a loud whisper, "I think the cops
are coming." And indeed they were. Fortunately, or so it seemed at the time, the intruders were
from the Harvard Campus Patrol rather than the Boston Metropolitan Police. Just as fortunately,
these cops were not much brighter than the average Harvard student. By the time they located a
boathouse key, made it through the front door and out to the dock, the guys from MIT had hastily
posted a "Careful, Wet Paint" sign and had disappeared as quietly as they arrived. After a short
period of hiding under one of the bridges between Harvard and MIT, the River Team returned the
borrowed motor launch and headed to their respective homes. The Road Team departed in a
similarly hurried fashion.

% Nice Row, MITis a wonderfully amusing read for anyone whodmaénterest in MIT, or rowing, or both.
It is available from Amazon.com.
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One of the alleged pranksters made a brief trip up to Harvard early Sunday morning to survey the
evidence. Other than that, this prank was history, so to speak. Or so they thought.

Back on a regular schedule after a spring training of double workouts, the crew arrived at MIT's
boathouse late Monday afternoon. We met in our usual place before putting our shells on the
water, waiting as we always did to see if there were to be any changes to the seat assignments.
Uncharacteristically, Gary Zwart was not present. There was the usual chatter, and there might
even have been some ill-advised comments, something to do with Harvard's dock. Then Gary
appeared from the coach's office, his face flushed red. He proceeded to deliver a lecture the
likes of which we had never heard from him before. It appears that the Harvard Campus Patrol
had contacted the Head Coach of Rowing at Harvard, reporting the willful defacement of Harvard
property by a gang of students from MIT. The Head Coach of Rowing called Harvard's Athletic
Director who called the President of Harvard who called the President of MIT who called MIT's
Director of Athletics who called MIT's Head Coach, Jack Frailey. By the time all of the other
coaches, including Gary, were called in by Jack, the scope of the crime had been enhanced
beyond the defacement of Harvard property to include the unauthorized use of MIT property and
the breaking and entering of both Harvard and MIT facilities.

You could hear a pin drop as Gary delivered his lecture. He made it crystal clear that these
crimes would surely result in those involved being expelled from MIT. The entire rowing season
and indeed graduation itself had been put at risk. Gary made it clear that if he ever found out—
directly or indirectly—who was involved in this alleged crime, he had made a solemn commitment
to report the names to the administration.

The absolute silence continued. It was probably only a minute, but it seemed like an hour.
Finally, Gary broke the silence to say, "OK, we're late. Let's get the boats on the water." We left
the room in complete silence, no one daring to establish eye contact with anyone else. However,
out of the corner of my eye, | am almost certain that | detected a faint grin on Gary’s face.

In a normal workout we would head downstream from the MIT boathouse into the Charles River
basin. Since the river narrows in the upstream direction toward Harvard, it was much too
congested to get in a good workout. However, Gary announced that on this particular Monday
we would be rowing upstream, and that's exactly what we did. Two miles into the workout we
stopped for a breather. Was it a coincidence that Gary stopped us directly in front of the Harvard
boathouse? | can't answer that, but there we were, and right there in front of us, the infamous
Harvard dock. No Red T; no Gray Circle—nothing unusual at all except what looked like a fresh
coat of brown paint covering the center of the dock. By now there was an entire boatload of grins,
but not a single word was even whispered. Soon thereafter we were on our way.
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As | wrote at the outset, this entire episode is probably just a piece of fiction. At best, the story
has been grossly exaggerated; that is, if it ever took place at all. You are now in possession of
the facts. You will need to draw your own conclusion.

Oh, by the way. The alleged prankster who made that short trip up to Harvard early Sunday
morning to survey the evidence? It appears that his camera made that trip as well.?

* | received a number of responses when Chapter Mmseriginally sent out in email format, including
the following:

“It's amazing how total fiction can seem so reatetrospect”....DB ‘63

“None of this probably ever happened”.....PS ‘64

And my favorite which appeared ice Row, MIT just before Jack Lynch '63 revealed this fabletfe
first time: “Here’s what didn’t happen....... "
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4. The 1963 Schedule and
Our First Race

The 1963 Racing Schedule was a vast improvement over my freshman year when we rowed
against Harvard in three of our five races. As a result of a concerted effort by our coaches and the
MIT Athletic Department, we would now meet all but one of the Division One lightweight crews
during the regular season, before racing all of them again at the season-ending Eastern Sprints.
With this new schedule we were to row Dartmouth three times, Princeton once, and all of the
other schools twice.

| have inserted a copy of the 1963 schedule, one that was scanned from the program at our
preseason banquet held in early April. At that same banquet all of the members of the 1962
Henley Crew were invited back to receive the Straight T, MIT's highest athletic award. It was a
very special evening.

13



Still, the 1963 schedule was full of anomalies. For example, in a 3-way trophy race, the host
school and race location are rotated each year. In a mathematical oddity—to my knowledge, this
had never happened before—all of our races in 1963 would be held away from home. With Yale
hosting the Durand Cup, Dartmouth hosting the Biglin Bowl, Cornell hosting the Geiger Cup and
Navy hosting the Callow Cup, we would be subjected to long bus trips to New Haven CT,
Hanover NH, Ithaca NY and Annapolis MD on consecutive weekends. The bus ride to Annapolis
just one week before the Sprints, eight hours each way, was particularly onerous.

To reduce the travel burden, MIT had solicited an invitation for us to row as a guest in the
Goldthwaite Cup, a traditional Ivy League race between Harvard, Princeton and Yale which, in
1963, was being hosted by Harvard on the Charles River. We would have been quite happy to
stay in Cambridge to row in this race, knowing full well that even if we won the race as a guest,
the Goldthwaite Cup would stay in the Ivy League. However, to no one’s surprise, Harvard
declined our request. However, they did graciously allow our JV and Freshman teams (where no
trophy was at risk) to participate. Thus, for the first time in memory, the Varsity was to head off to
Annapolis while our JV and Frosh stayed at home to row Harvard, Princeton and Yale.

Ouir first race took us to Derby, near New Haven, CT, to row Yale and Dartmouth for the Durand
Cup. The weather was terrible that day, but all crews were equally disadvantaged. Gary had
cautioned us against overconfidence. Even though this was expected to be the easiest race of
the season, upsets in crew races are not that uncommon, especially in rough conditions.

Events unfolded as we had hoped and expected. After a shaky first half mile, we moved steadily
away from both Dartmouth and Yale. We crossed the finish line three full boat lengths ahead of
Dartmouth, with Yale another length behind them. Our JV, 3rd boat, freshman and 2nd freshman
crews won in an equally impressive fashion. More than 75 Dartmouth and Yale rowing shirts
made the trip back to Cambridge with us that evening.

Here is an article from The Tech reporting on that first race of the 1963 season. Hope you can
read the small print. Gives me goose bumps every time | read it.

Harvard is next.
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5. The Biglin Bowl

Except for the Sprints, the Biglin Bowl was always our most important and, most certainly, our
most anticipated race. The Bowl was awarded annually to the winner of the Lightweight Varsity
race between Harvard, Dartmouth and MIT, a race that MIT had not won since the mid-1950s.
Harvard (the school with the freshly painted dock) was our cross-town rival, and the contrast
between the two colleges and their students could not have been greater. I'm sure that a Harvard
crew's greatest nightmare was the specter of losing to MIT.

In a typical year, Dartmouth was more in our league in terms of rowing; that is, in some years we
would finish second to Harvard in the Biglin Bowl, and in other years Dartmouth would. No matter
how far ahead of us was Harvard, we always seemed to have a competitive race with Dartmouth.
Our coach Gary Zwart was a Dartmouth graduate who always looked forward to return trips to his
alma mater, and | expect that he got a great deal of satisfaction whenever his Tech crews beat
Dartmouth. But 1963 could not be described as typical year. We spent our waking hours with but
one goal in mind, that of beating the Harvard Lightweights.

In April 1963 it was Dartmouth's turn to host the Biglin Bowl on their home course in Hanover,
NH. The following page may be a bit difficult to read because the Dartmouth Heavyweights were
hosting a dual meet with Syracuse that same afternoon. Here is the schedule for a full afternoon
of crew racing:
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We had lost the Biglin Bowl to Harvard in 1962 and although we had beaten them soundly at the
end of the season in the 1962 Sprints, Harvard's fourth place finish in that race got lost in the
publicity about the 3-way tie. In 1962 we had taken home only three Harvard shirts, the other six
of these prized trophies going to Navy and Cornell. At last we were to have another opportunity
to match up with Harvard, essentially one-on-one, in a regular season race.
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FINALLY, a race for which | have some pictures, the only race from the 1963 season for which |
have any pictures at all. In fact, I'm not even certain that the following slide is of the Varsity race.
After taking a very close look | have decided that it could just as easily have been the race
between the Junior Varsities. Regardless, the results were similar in each race. We let out all the
stops that day and literally walloped Harvard by three boat Iengthss, with Dartmouth finishing
slightly back of that. Both our Varsity and our JV left Hanover that afternoon with two full sets of
crimson jerseys. The season was still young, but we had passed an important milestone. Both
our Varsity and JV remained undefeated.

® This from Peter Staecker '64, in response toétgiving Chapter Five via an email:

“I'll bet that Bob remembers his final command be hoat as we neared the finish line, but modesty
prevents him from recalling in print, so, here’otrer view of the day...

...After a string of losses to the Harvard Varsityegxling back to 1955, broken only by the 1962 Sprin
finish, the row upstream to the starting line tBaglin Bowl Saturday had its share of introspectaom
apprehension. As we proceeded to the stake bbatsfficial’s launch arrived from the previous raaead
Gary announced to us that the JV’s had just woh(geconds. Instantly, the vision of the big reahTthe
Harvard dock took on new significance. We had adesful start, and about 30 strokes later, negsno
water. Poor Bob! After years of not having to vyosbout what direction to point the boat (justdal the
crimson jerseys), he had to search the horizothaproper navigation aid. Meanwhile, the lead kept
widening. We came to the last 40 strokes, theagségned spot on the Connecticut River that mattked
equivalent location to the 40-more tree on therfésa. the usual spot where the coxswain impldnes t
boat to find the strength to make up the defigihis Saturday, however, with no deficit to make up,
crews in sight except in the rear-view mirror, dinel finish line creeping ever closer, Bob, nevea kiss
for words, issued the proper command: “Just haldiooyour oars!”
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Have | mentioned the time-honored tradition in which the coxswain of the winning crew gets
tossed into the river by his teammates? Until the previous week's Yale/Dartmouth race this was
an "honor" that | had experienced just twice in all my years at MIT, and never in a race as
prestigious as the Biglin Bowl. It was well worth the wait. | will close this chapter by saying that |
think we set the unofficial world's record for the longest coxswain toss on that cold afternoon in

Hanover, NH.
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6. The Biglin Bowl: Reprise

Still in the clouds over our Biglin Bowl victory, we met at the boathouse to have our picture taken
in our new Harvard shirts. This slide has remained safely in my collection for 45 years and is
obviously one of my favorites.

| introduced you to these guys in an earlier chapter, but without a picture. Left to right, 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. In front, Bob Vernon '63. | wish that
Coach Gary Zwart had been in the photo as well.

At our 40th Class Reunion in 2003 we noted the lack of memorabilia in the MIT boathouse
commemorating the 1962 and 1963 seasons. To alleviate this, Gary Zwart and | made a gift to
the boathouse of three 18"x24" framed pictures. The first, which you can also find on the cover of
A Henley Memaoir, is an overhead shot of the 1962 crew rowing under the bridge at Henley. The
second, also featured in A Henley Memoir is that picture of the 1962 crew wearing the shirts of all
of the competitors we had defeated at the Sprints. The third, of the 1963 Lightweight Varsity, is
the Harvard-shirts picture, above.

I'll close with the following The Tech article written April 17, 1963. More goose bumps. | have no

recollection whatsoever of ever writing for The Tech, but the by-line in the article indicates
otherwise.
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Gary, we enjoyed this one, too!!
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The closing paragraph in the news article in The Tech lists the times for each of the three
lightweight races. You would have to read quite carefully to notice that the second fastest time of
the day was rowed not by the Harvard Varsity, but by MIT's Junior Varsity. Conditions on the
river can change considerably even during the brief intervals between races, so it is not really fair
to compare times from one race to the next. However, even with that caveat, there is a very
strong possibility that the second best squad on the river that day was our own Junior Varsity. In
other words, had they been in the varsity race with us, they might very well have placed second,
beating the Harvard Varsity. | say this because in regular workouts day in and day out that entire
season our JVs pushed us very hard, even beating us from time to time. Except for the Cornell
Lightweight Varsity, they were the fastest crew we rowed against all season.

This highlights an additional strength of lightweight rowing at MIT in the 1960s. We not only had
first-rate Varsity Eights, the program had excellent depth. It was not unusual for the lightweight
squad to begin the season with four boats of oarsmen and, even though some attrition was
inevitable, most years we would enter the championship week still having three full crews on the
water—Varsity, Junior Varsity and Third Boat.

| recall the words of Coach Zwart in July 2007, when the 1962 Varsity celebrated the 45"
anniversary of its participation in the Henley Royal Regatta. Gary reminded us that without the
Junior Varsity and Third Boat pushing us every day during practice, it's quite likely that there
wouldn’t have been an MIT Crew at Henley in 1962.

Gary, truer words were never spoken. To the entire MIT 1963 lightweight squad, | will be forever
grateful.
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7. The Geiger and Callow Cups

We would finish the regular season with victories over Cornell and Columbia in the Geiger Cup,
and over Navy and Penn in the Callow Cup. As | mentioned in an earlier chapter, each of these
races required that we take long bus trips, first to Ithaca, NY where Cornell hosted the Geiger
Cup and then to Annapolis, MD where the U.S. Naval Academy hosted the Callow Cup.

The Geiger Cup proved to be the closest race of the regular season for both the Varsity and the
JV. We had a very satisfying 3/4 length victory over Cornell with Columbia much further back.
However, we were never able to put open water between ourselves and Cornell as we had been
able to do against Harvard and all of the others in the two previous weeks' races. The bad news
for Cornell was that they were racing us during their week of final exams; the bad news for MIT
was that Cornell would have the next two weeks completely free of classes so they could focus
solely on preparing for the Eastern Sprints. Our academic year would extend for another three
weeks.

Cornell had also been undefeated until this race, so based on the Geiger Cup results, MIT and
Cornell were established at the #1 and #2 seeds for the Sprints, just two weekends away.

Here is The Tech's report on the Geiger Cup:

The Callow Cup was a different story altogether. We won by another huge margin, making us
wonder what had happened to the Navy Crew that had tied us in the 1962 Sprints. The only
close race was for second place when Penn, surprisingly, edged out Navy at the finish. The
Callow Cup competition between Penn and Navy dated back many years. MIT, a relative
newcomer to this competition, was actually rowing as the guest of Navy and Penn. Therefore,
even though we won the race by a wide margin, second place Pennsylvania was awarded the
Cup. Do you suppose there is an asterisk on the Cup by their name??
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This brief article on the Callow Cup appeared in the Boston Globe:

| mentioned in an earlier chapter that our Junior Varsity and Freshman crews had stayed back in
Cambridge to race Harvard, Princeton and Yale in the Goldthwaite regatta. The first thing Gary
did after we crossed the finish line in Annapolis was to telephone Cambridge, learning that our
Freshmen had lost but that our JV had again won its race. In just one short week, the Varsity and
JV would each enter the Sprints undefeated.®

® Jerry Manning, ‘62, was Captain of the 1962 Her@legw. One class head of me, Jerry toiled thrabghke
lean years which led up to the MIT Rowing Prograsadiming a national contender. Jerry, probably wighi
at this point that he had been one year youngerthacefore, enjoying one additional winning seasaiites
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poignantly about “living the dream” as a membethaf MIT Lightweight Rowing Team. Here is his respen
to the earlier emailed version of Chapter Seven.

“Wow - undefeated!!!

When we started rowing as freshmen, we learnedgand. We were proud to be rowing against the
best lightweight crews in the country, but we h#itelto demonstrate that we could compete. Thus,
our first dream was not to win but, simply, nottame in last. As freshmen, when we qualified fastérn
Sprint finals, we were delighted. If my memoryve&s me right we came in 5th - not great - but weewe
there.

As sophomores we continued to dream. We improved ihe year and continued to dream that we might
even win a race - not against Harvard, who wemlyobut of reach - but maybe against some of thero
crews. | don't remember that we accomplisheddhedm, but again we qualified for the finals of teas
Sprints. If | remember correctly, the freshmantl{@ass of ‘63) did quite well, which gave us higbpes
for the next year.

As juniors we dreamed of winning a race - not agjdime big three of the time Harvard, Cornell, &laly -
but maybe against some of the others Yale, Princ&artmouth, and Penn. We began to develop more
confidence since we were now competitive agairstarteams. Our finish in Eastern Sprints wadla lit
disappointing but the big news was that the fresh(@ass of ‘64) WON. We really looked forwardrtext
year.

As seniors we thought we had a good chance to wéice, but in spite of our efforts, this did noppan.
However, we got better and better throughout theae, and hoped to do well in Eastern Sprints irfgpio
finish in the top three. | don't think any of ®tight we could win - but we had the dream. Wherdid
win (really, a tie) it was a dream come true. Wd fiaally beaten Harvard.

Going to Henley was a lifetime experience. Whercame home our rowing days were over, but we took
pride that we had accomplished a lot and the Mifitiveights could compete with the best.

Little did we suspect, though, that the followingay would bring such success. Easily beating Hdrlogr
open water. Undefeated during the regular seagd@W!! As freshmen if you had told me that MIT wdul
be undefeated going into the Sprints | would haid,s'Yes, and | am going to win the lottery.”

Jerry Manning, ‘62

If you would like to read more about Jerry's senjiear and haven't already done so, be sure to d@maniny
earlier journal A Henley Memoirwhich is available at:

http://alumweb.mit.edu/classes/1963/AHenleyMensbiml
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8. The 1963 Sprints

I'll lead off with a The Tech article that preceded the 1963 Sprints. 1963 may have been the only
season in the history of MIT rowing when a MIT Varsity Crew entered the Sprints undefeated. It

was most certainly the only season in which both the Varsity and the JV were undefeated. [The

following article also ended my short and unremarkable career as a journalist.’]

With MIT and Cornell seeded #1 and #2, we would row in separate morning heats. The top three
crews in each heat would qualify to race in the 6-lane final in the afternoon. Boats finishing first in
the heats were entitled to one of the center lanes in the final. Both we and Cornell accomplished
this with what seemed like relative ease.

I have only my memory to fall back on here, but if anyone out there has a post-Sprints news
article | would love to have a copy. As I recall the action, the final was a two-boat race from start
to finish. 1 do not believe that we were ahead of Cornell at any point in the race, but never were
we more than 3/4 length behind. We raced Cornell side-by-side, stroke-for-stroke, all the way
down the course, with the other four competitors quickly falling away.

In 1962, the MIT Lightweights became known for their “legendary sprint,” the last forty strokes
that had brought us from more than a length behind into the 3-way tie, just one year earlier. We
hadn’t needed such a sprint during the entire 1963 season, but we would definitely need one
today.

" My intention, here, is that the reader just pigkthe theme, that is, the headline of the artislearger,
more legible copy of the article appears at thed@rtis chapter.
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We raced our hearts out, finishing the race completely numbed and exhausted. We gave it our
best effort; in today’s vernacular, a race commentator might use a basketball analogy, saying,
"MIT left it all on the court.” But we came six feet short of nipping Cornell at the finish.

We had no excuses for losing, and we made no excuses. There were plenty of tears, but we
accepted that on this particular day we were not the fastest crew on the course. Had we rowed a
poor race? The overall race results said that we had not. All of the other competitors in the race,
including arch rivals Harvard and Navy, were three or more lengths behind Cornell and
ourselves. We did not learn until after the Varsity final that the JV race had a similar result, a
closely contested loss to Cornell. The entire bus was silent during the short trip back to
Cambridge. It took less than an hour, but it seemed like an eternity.

Today, we can look back at this race with forty-five years of perspective. Cornell had finished
their academic year and, to their credit, had made the best possible use of the two weeks since
we had defeated them at Ithaca. They were also a determined bunch. As was the tradition, we
met the Cornell crew at the dock after the race to forfeit our rowing shirts. We were more than a
bit surprised to see that they had each of our names taped inside their shell, a constant reminder
of their loss to us in the Geiger Cup two weeks earlier. [Quite a compliment, | think, looking back
at this these many years later.] Cornell had set out to beat us, and they had done it.

After a day or two had passed, we realized that each of us was harboring the same dream; we
desperately wanted a "rubber match," a chance to row Cornell a third time to settle the score.
Our perspective on this was that the grueling season, road trips and academic schedule had
taken their toll, had left us six feet short of the perfect season. There was never any doubt in our
minds that once exams were behind us and with a little rest and recuperation, we could beat
Cornell any day, every day. Racing them at the Henley Royal Regatta would be the ideal
scenario.

But it was not to be. We had assumed that Cornell would go to Henley, but for reasons unknown
to us, they did not. Second, we knew that there was only a very slight chance that MIT would
send us, a second place team, to row in the Henley Regatta. Indeed, there was some precedent
for such an exception. The 1954 Crew had won the Sprints, was invited to Henley, and had won
their event, the Thames Challenge Cup. In 1955, they placed second at the Sprints, but were
invited back to Henley to defend the Cup. They did so successfully, beating the crew that had
overturned them at the Sprints. The opportunity to match their success would have been our
dream come true.

However, the situation did not play out the same way, most probably because we were not the
holders of the Cup; that is, we had no Thames Cup to defend. A few days passed, but we soon
learned that MIT would send us to the American Henley Regatta in Saratoga Springs, NY; a trip
to the Henley Regatta in England was simply not to be. It was completely unrealistic to have
even hoped for a different outcome, but to this day | regret that the 1963 squad, especially those
who had not rowed on the 1962 Varsity, missed a chance to experience the Henley Royal
Regatta.
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After the Sprints, we had a break of about ten days before resuming training for the American

Henley. In that interim, we had a couple of important details to take care of—final exams and, oh
yes, graduation.

We convened at the boathouse just one time during reading period and finals, most probably to
pose for the customary team pictures and to learn more of the details about our upcoming trip to
the American Henley. My recollection is that Gary was not at all surprised that what we were
mainly interested in doing was hopping into our boat for a short workout. That, we did. After a
short warm up down to Harvard Bridge, we turned the shell around, lining up for another of those
all-too-familiar time trials from the Bridge to the Finish Line. What happened that afternoon
seemed like a miracle. With the academic cobwebs brushed aside and, most importantly, with
well-rested bodies, we recorded the fastest ¥ mile time of the entire season. A quick scan of the
log books indicated that it was, most likely, the fastest time ever recorded by an MIT lightweight
crew. Fittingly, this was the last time trial of my four years at MIT.
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9. Honors and Graduation

Late in the spring, | believe just after the Eastern Sprints, | was surprised—shocked, actually—to
receive a call from President Stratton’s office inviting me to Kresge Auditorium for MIT’s annual
Awards Convocation. Very few details were provided, other than there would be a “significant
recognition,” or words to that effect.

That's about all | would have known in advance of the Convocation had | not received another
surprise telephone call, this one from my parents. They had also been invited to the Convocation
where, they were told, “Your son will be receiving one of MIT’s two top scholar/athlete awards.”
MIT had even suggested that they could arrange for Mother and Dad’s appearance to be a
surprise.

As a practical matter, it was not possible for them to make a second trip all the way from West
Palm Beach when they had already arranged to come to my graduation just two weeks later.
That's probably why they telephoned in advance. However, the element of surprise was retained
because when | arrived at Kresge on the appointed day, my brother Tom was there.? The other
familiar face at the Convocation, though hardly a surprise since he had been my role model
throughout my years at MIT, was our outstanding coach, Gary Zwart.

On that day | was presented the Admiral Edward L. Cochrane Award, given annually “to a fourth-
year student in the intercollegiate athletic program, for outstanding qualities of humility,
leadership, and scholarship.”

Here is a picture after the presentation, taken in front of the MIT Chapel:

& Tom, who was finishing his second year at HarWedlical School, had accompanied our crew to Henley
in 1962 where he took most of the photographs kenley MemoirHe was thrust into that role again at
the Awards Convocation and at my MIT Graduation.
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It was obviously a very special day. It was also an ending to a college career that was improbable
beyond imagination for a young kid who, in his first year at MIT, had struggled academically and
who had known absolutely nothing about crew before arriving just four years earlier. | am sure
that pride welled up within me.

At the same time, | quite distinctly remember feeling somewhat uneasy about being singled out
for this award. Crew is the ultimate team sport with nine equally important players. Lack of
conditioning, a lack of discipline, or a poor performance by anyone on the team dooms the
outcome for the entire team. | would have been a lot happier if the efforts of the entire 1963
lightweight team had been recognized on that day.

It would be an exaggeration to claim that | dwelled on this for the next forty years. However, those
feelings reemerged when | wrote the original set of emails that preceded this document. | skirted
the issue simply by omitting this chapter, skipping from the 1963 Sprints to the final story about
the American Henley.

You're reading Chapter Nine right now, so | have obviously changed my mind about omitting this
part of the story. Perhaps, over the years, the humility aspect of the award has diminished. But |
prefer to believe the main reason, though forty-five years late, is that it gives me the opportunity
to dedicate the 1963 Admiral Cochrane Award to the entire squad: oarsmen, coxswains,
manager, and coach. We were listed in the 1963 Eastern Sprints program, as follows:
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Events unfolded very rapidly after that. | still had one or more final exams ahead of me, but these
proved to be routine and it seemed like no time at all before my entire family arrived in Cambridge
for MIT’s graduation ceremonies.

My parents had always been great cheerleaders for MIT Crew. They read about every race,
saved every news article and provided moral support back when things weren’t going so well.
However, living as far away as they did, they had always been long distance supporters. They
had never actually seen a crew race in person; in fact, they had never even seen me in a crew
shell except for a short visit in 1962 when they drove up to Cambridge to see our team off to
Henley. Therefore, you can imagine how pleased | was when they extended their graduation trip
to include a few days at Dartmouth while we were training for the American Henley.

| am sure that my graduation from MIT was a very proud day for the entire family, but especially
for my father who had financed every penny of my education as well as that of my brother and
sister. Quite an accomplishment, | feel, for a man who had been the first from his tiny hometown
to have earned a college degree.

That's Dad on my left, below. | am clutching my MIT diploma, my dad his copy of the graduation

program. | am sure that the page he liked the best is the one that | have inserted at the close of
this chapter.
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10. The Post-Season: The American
Henley Follies

This Chapter is an admittedly tongue-in-cheek wrap up to The 1963 Season.

The American Henley Regatta was an annual rowing event held in late June. In 1963 it was
being held in Saratoga Springs, NY. To be perfectly frank, it was not a major event on the rowing
calendar. The national championships for heavyweight crews (the IRA regatta) were not held until
a week later. A few rowing schools did use the American Henley as a warm-up for the IRA In
the lightweight category, the Canadian national lightweight champions were registered for the
event, but overall, the competition was not as fierce as it was among the Division | college
lightweights. By early June we had learned that Cornell was not entering the Henley Royal
Regatta, so for a couple of days we hoped that we might have a rematch with Cornell at the
American Henley. However, we soon learned that Cornell was not doing any post-season
rowing—in England, at Saratoga Springs, or anywhere else.

These factors tended to downplay the importance of the American Henley in our minds. However,
everything else was positive. In fact, it turned out to be a truly outstanding experience. MIT was
sending both our Varsity and JV to the American Henley, preceded by ten days of training at our
favorite rowing venue, Dartmouth College. What's more, to participate in the American Henley
we did not have to suffer through the dreaded Friday night weigh-ins. We could even feast on
banned substances, like ice cream. Further, Gary Zwart, our coach and taskmaster was more
relaxed and in a better mood than we had ever seen him. He actually seemed to be enjoying
himself and, yes, was spotted eating ice cream, as recorded for posterity below. But most
importantly, the American Henley gave us an additional two weeks with our best friends, and with
the sport we loved.
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There were a few complications that required resolution. The heavyweights were taking more
oarsmen to Dartmouth than in a normal year and the lightweights arrived with twice as many as
had trained at Dartmouth the year before. There were insufficient beds in the Dartmouth field
house to accommodate all of us. Pulling rank, the heavyweights took over the entire field house,
relegating the lowly lightweights to a couple of shacks down by the river.

No problem whatsoever. The lightweights cheerfully moved into these huts, quickly adopting a
dress code appropriate for those assigned to a cave. The Hutmen were born! We proceeded to
thrash the heavyweights where it counted, on the river. The Hutmen, aka, the Lightweight Varsity,
defeated the Heavies at every opportunity until, eventually, they refused to row against us again.
It was all in great fun, or at least WE thought so.

Below is a picture of the Hutmen, in full dress uniform:

During all of these follies we worked very, very hard, as if we were preparing for the most
important race of our lives. We looked forward to competing again and certainly didn't want to
end the season on a down note by rowing poorly at the American Henley. Fortunately, the races
at Saratoga Springs unfolded perfectly. The Lightweight Varsity and JV each won their main
events with relative ease. We then entered a special quarter-mile dash that was open to all
crews in the regatta, Heavies and Lights; Varsities, JVs and Freshmen. As | recall, there were
more than fifteen entries! We finished our 1963 season by beating all comers. Unusual for a
rowing event, commemorative trophies were awarded individually to every member of the winning
team for each race. It seemed like we were on the awards platform for half the afternoon. Each
of us received three trophies, one for winning the lightweight championship, another for the
quarter-mile dash, and a third for accumulating the highest point total of any crew in the regatta;
that is, the overall regatta champions. We left Saratoga Springs with what seemed like half a ton
of pewter and rowing shirts.
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Forty-five years have now passed since my graduation from MIT. Even with this passage of time,
I look back at those years with the MIT Crew and especially the 1962 and 1963 seasons as
among the best years of my life. For this, | thank MIT, our great coaching staff and my wonderful
teammates. As | conclude this journal, it is my hope that every MIT undergraduate will have the
same opportunities that were afforded us during those great years in the early 1960s.

Bob Vernon ‘63
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