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      “John Hubbard was full of appreciation for history, convinced of its importance, and never, ever boring about it. And that same strength and appeal are to be found throughout this delightful book. He was an extremely interesting man who led an extremely interesting, adventurous life and it’s all here.”

      —David McCullough, author of Truman and John Adams

      

      “Jack Hubbard’s life reads like an adventure novel; a fast-paced history of a man and a country back when great men walked the Earth.”

      —Steven R. Travers, author of The Duke, The Longhorns, and Chairman Mao

      

      “My highest recommendation and gratitude to LtCdr Hubbard – a pioneer in the development of tactics, techniques, and procedures to Naval Aviation. His memoirs sizzle with action-packed energy and are a quick read. Jack was one of the men and women who did not fight for fame or recognition but because it was the right thing to do.”

      —Brad Hildreth, Colonel, Aviation, US Army Retired

      

      “Just think of it! A true story in the W.E.B. Griffin style. I couldn’t put it down.”

      —Jim Sitton, LtCdr, US Navy Reserve Retired (Naval Aviator)

      

      “Jack Hubbard was brilliant and funny and a great leader, and all that comes alive in this book.”

      —John Robinson, Head Football Coach, University of Southern California (Retired)

      

      “Riveting. Fascinating reading providing unique historical, cultural, and global insights into major 20th Century events – Hitler’s Youth, the Battles of Okinawa and Iwo Jima, the Cold War, India’s rising importance – and more. A must read for anyone seeking to understand why those who fought in World War 2 are still called the ‘Greatest Generation.’”

      —Dr. Michael J. Savoie, University of North Texas
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            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      An educated person is not defined by a recitation of facts and figures. The world has machines staffed with memory cards which store more facts and figures than any single human will ever want to know or access. During the past decade, advanced search engines developed by companies such as Microsoft and Google have negated the need for individuals to memorize streams of data. Today’s high school teachers and college/university professors grapple with the challenge of educating their students so they can be successful and productive contributors to the continuance and promulgation of mankind and its multiple spheres.

      An educated person has learned—under the careful tutelage of those who have gone before—to look for, analyze, and understand interrelationships; to formulate and then test hypotheses; to correlate seemingly disparate variables; to afford basic human dignity to all people regardless of race, creed, or color; to stand in awe at the beauty, mysteries, and wonders of nature; to recognize a power greater than oneself; that there is no limitation to the sources of knowledge because data is infinite; that what is true may change over time as new information is gleaned; and to acknowledge to all that the search for knowledge and truth never ends. John Randolph “Jack” Hubbard was an educated man and an educator. More specifically, Jack was a historian, and he knew that history is more than just dates, places, times, and events.

      Jack lived during the years when the world at large was undergoing many of the most significant geo-political, socio-economic, and industrial changes in world history. Born a few days after the official end of World War I, he grew up during the roaring 20s, Prohibition, and the Great Depression. During his teenage years, the Spanish Civil War raged, Hitler came to power and began expanding the German empire as did Mussolini in Italy, and Japan waged war against China.

      Following adventuresome and formative years as a youth and a student, Jack commenced his formal career as a historian at the time of the evolving Cold War in Europe and the “police action” in Korea (aka Korean War of 1950-1953). Both situations pitted the burgeoning Soviet Union against the United States. Jack had a passion for pursuing historical understanding wherever it could be found, and these endeavors and their related travel quickly made him a recognized international figure. It was inevitable, therefore, that the major movements of his time—the Viet Nam War; the civil rights movement; the race to the moon; the Yom Kippur War; Watergate; the Arab oil embargo; the advent of the birth control pill; the women’s liberation movement; the Iranian Revolution and the Iran Hostage Crisis; affirmative action; the Soviet-Afghan War; nuclear proliferation; the development of the silicon chip, semi-conductors, and rapid expansion of high technology as both a new and separate industry, and high tech innovations revolutionizing virtually all other industries; and the widening gulf between developed and under-developed nations—all impacted Jack’s career to varying degrees.

      Jack’s historical interests, however, began early in his life and led to his being a student of history at The University of Texas. And as a pursuer of historical understanding he had an uncanny knack of being in the right place at the right time to see history in the making. As examples, Jack was present at one of Hitler’s famous rallies in Nuremburg, Germany in 1938. Jack was also present in the Labor Department Auditorium in 1940 when the “then Secretary of War, Henry Stimson, stood blindfolded before the fishbowl on the dais and withdrew the first fateful draft number.” Jack then had to make a decision: Would he wait to be drafted or would he enlist early in the military branch of his choice? He made his decision, and he survived World War II as a decorated naval aviator.

      Following World War II, Jack’s career choices segued into two divergent paths—Naval Aviation which he now loved or Academia which he had always loved—between which he had to choose. Robert Frost’s immortal poem The Road Not Taken underscores Jack’s dilemma.

      
        
        
        Two roads diverged in a yellow wood

        And sorry I could not travel both

        And be one traveler, long I stood

        And looked down one as far as I could

        To where it bent in the undergrowth;

      

        

      
        Then took the other, just a fair,

        And having perhaps the better claim,

        Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

        Though as for that that passing there

        Had worn them really about the same,

      

        

      
        And both that morning equally lay

        In leaves no step had trodden black.

        Oh, I kept the first for another day!

        Yet knowing how way leads on to way,

        I doubted if I should ever come back.

      

        

      
        I should be telling this with a sign

        Somewhere ages and ages hence:

        Two roads diverged in a wood, and I –

        I took the one less traveled by,

        And that has made all the difference.

      

        

      

      Jack’s memoirs reflect the two roads and as such, we, the editors, have sectioned the book into three parts. Part I, Watershed Adventures are remembrances of events and adventures during the formative years of Jack’s physical and intellectual development from picking cotton to growing up on university campuses. Jack’s adventures in Europe during the summer of 1938 could lead the reader to speculate that Jack would be one of the first Americans to go to Canada or England to join the fight against Hitler even before the United States officially entered the war.

      The dilemma is quickly resolved as the reader turns to Part II and reads The Route to Tokyo which climaxes with his team flying air search and rescue support for the Enola Gay on its fateful trip to and from Hiroshima. Jack understood the importance of incorporating personalities, activities, and interpersonal relationships into his World War II story for it is only through this integration that the audience can begin to grasp the enormity of the world stage on which his story is played out, where the dichotomy of the invincible champion of freedom and the mantra that there may be no tomorrow belied the caliber of men with whom Jack served.

      The Cold War, Part III, presents Jack’s forays into diplomacy as they evolved throughout his academic career—the other road—which he took after the war. The watershed for this career choice was Jack’s upbringing on the campuses of The University of Texas and Texas Woman’s University. As Jack tells the story of his own travels into the political fringes, then back into academia, he gives the reader tastes of life in various parts of the world by allowing the reader to travel with him on exotic—and sometimes dangerous—adventures.

      Although Jack was an able and effective administrator, as evidenced by his years as Dean of Sophie Newcomb College and President of the University of Southern California (USC), his primary love was teaching. Jack loved teaching—primarily British History— through story-telling. He often told his students that they never needed to memorize dates or places. He encouraged them to think. Think about the events, the personalities, the cultural setting, and the economy, and then put them in context with the strategic objectives of the nation and its leaders. In both the classroom and the board room, Jack was considered an educational innovator. In the end, however, many in the board room considered Jack too much of a maverick to remain USC’s president despite the potential upsides of his innovative thought.

      When Jack decided that he wanted to write his memoirs, he wanted an environment that offered him the peace and quiet needed to focus on the task at hand without having to give up all of the accoutrements to which he was accustomed. During the summers of 1996 and 1997, Jack packed a manual typewriter, boarded a freighter, and sailed around the world documenting the most propitious and important parts of his life. As he wrote, he expounded upon events and activities surrounding him which had significant impact on him, yet he also wrote with the education of the reader in mind. For example, as Jack recounts some of his experiences with USAID in India during the 1960’s, he gives the readers the historical backgrounds—which always involved the British—so that the reader would have a greater appreciation of the situations in which Jack found himself.

      In the twilight of his life, Jack handed his rough manuscript to his brother, George, with the request that it be edited, completed, and published under George’s direction. At the time, George did not realize that his brother had not given him a complete book in the traditional sense of the word. As George scanned each chapter of Jack’s typed manuscript into a computer using optical character reader (OCR) software and began the editing and formatting process into Microsoft’s Word documents, he realized that Jack had written each chapter as an independent story. Therefore we the editors (me and my father George) made the decision to edit the chapters as required to facilitate natural segues from one chapter to the next. Duplicate passages, redundancies, and passages that might cause embarrassment to those referenced were deleted. At the same time we made it a point to preserve Jack’s phenomenal vocabulary and writing style that make his writings such a pleasure to read.

      Jack did not write an autobiography in the purest sense of the word. He did not write much about his family—either while growing up or the family he created upon his marriage. He wrote primarily of the many highlights of his life as he reminisced, and these highlights are presented here in his own words. All photos, maps, and other graphics included in the books were selected and added by the editors. A special thank you goes to Jack’s eldest nephew and namesake, John Randolph “Randy” Paine, M.D. for contributing letters and photographs Jack sent home to his family over the years which Randy’s mother, (Jack’s sister) Louise Hubbard Paine, passed on to Randy for safe-keeping.

      Jack’s own writings ended with his arrival at the University of Southern California in 1969. We are not sure why he never completed his memoirs—or if he did complete them, we do not know what happened to them. Therefore, after considerable research by us, the editors, we have written the final chapters covering his service as United States Ambassador to India.

      When George accepted the request of his brother to edit and publish his memoirs, he stated that he wanted to know why Jack was Ambassador to India for such a short period of time, and what he accomplished as ambassador. Since Jack had written about his youth in the first chapter of his memoirs we wrote a closing chapter for the book addressing his final years.

      The normal adjectives seem inadequate for describing Jack’s impact on the people with whom he associated or for assessing him many achievements. Perhaps the word “special” is as good as any. It is hoped that the reader of these memoirs will find the man that his intimate friends and family knew.

      Where we, as editors, have found or had access to documents that would add credence to Jack’s recollections, or additional information that may be of interest to the reader, we have included them in Editor’s Additions at the end of the respective chapters. Jack had his adherents and he had some critics, with the former greatly outnumbering the latter. However, just as beauty is in the eye of the beholder, so too is the perception of truth in the eye of the observer, for each observer may view the same incident from a different position or line of sight. All must agree, however, that he was “special.”

      Every effort has been made to check names, titles, dates, events, and locations as recorded by Jack for accuracy in order to avoid claims of incompleteness, inaccuracy, libel, etc. We acknowledge and are grateful to those who have provided interviews, assisted with research, technical review, photos, editing, and fact-checking: Col. Brad Hildreth, Aviation, US Army (Ret); Reagan Savoie; Lt. Cmdr. James Sitton, USNR; Linda Pinkerton; Mark White, USN; John Randolph Paine, MD; Rachel Wood; University of Southern California Archivist and Manuscripts Librarian Claude Zackary; USC alum and author Steve Travers; Dr. John K. Hubbard; President Ronald Reagan’s Director of Personnel Robert Tuttle; President George H. W. Bush’s Director of Personnel Chase Untermeyer; Billie Hubbard; U.S. Military Academy Research Library; U.S. Naval Academy Research Library; National Museum of Naval Aviation; the Office of Congressman Michael Burgess; and documents received under the Freedom of Information Act.

      

      —Elizabeth Hubbard
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            PART 1

          

          WATERSHED ADVENTURES

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          A LIBERAL EDUCATION

        

      

    

    
      The tale of some of my most memorable adventures begins with a brief background of my father, Louis Herman Hubbard—the most influential person in my life. Dad was born February 10, 1882, in Mayaguez, Puerto Rico, where his father, Gorham Eustis Hubbard— a proper Bostonian, was U. S. Consul General, and had married a noblewoman, Louisa Mendez-Monsanto. Following termination of his consulate duties, my grandfather moved his family, which now consisted of four small children—Mercedes, Edward, Alice, and Dad—to El Paso, Texas, where he operated a wholesale fruit and grocery business. After about four years in El Paso, my grandfather succumbed to cancer, and his widow eked out a meager living subsisting on a small government pension, abetted by her proclivity at sewing and lace-making, and Dad’s paper route and employment as a part-time Western Union messenger.

      Dad’s most vivid memory of those days, which he was fond of retelling, was the evening he delivered a telegram to John Wesley Hardin, one of the Southwest’s most dangerous outlaws and gunfighters, who Dad found drinking at a saloon bar: “I was speechless with fright as I handed him the wire, whereupon he reached in his pocket, tipped me a dime, patted me on the head and said, ‘Son, don’t you ever do what I am doing.’” After reading the telegram, Hardin strode toward the swinging door, and as he stepped into the dusty street, he was shot dead by a rival, who, knowing Hardin’s drinking habits, had sent the wire and was waiting outside in ambush.

      After finishing high school in El Paso, Dad went to The University of Texas in Austin, working his way through but finding time to make the varsity football team and being named All-Southwestern right end in 1902. He was proud of his nick-name, Choo-choo: “I hit the ball carriers like a runaway train!” But his real loves were music and literature, especially 19th century English literature. Upon graduation, he began a career as a high school teacher of English in various Texas towns including San Angelo and Sulphur Springs, before being called back to Belton as Principal of the high school (having taught there in previous years).

      Belton was important to the Hubbard family. A small community in central Texas, 60 miles north of Austin and the county seat of Bell County, it had its brush with fame when it came within one vote in the Texas Legislature of being named capitol of the state. It was there that Dad met Bertha Altizer, a true First Family of Virginia (FFV) lady reared on a plantation between Roanoke and Salem, Virginia, who had accompanied her father, a gentleman cotton fancier, on a business trip to the Lone Star State. Using his father’s Boston Brahmin background and diplomatic career as arguments, Dad convinced Mr. Altizer of his social acceptability and Bertha of the sincerity of his ardor; they married and began their family with the arrival of Martha Louise in June 1916 and John Randolph in December 1918, by which time the Principal had become Superintendent of Schools.
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        Cedar Crest

      

      We lived in a spacious frame house on a ten-acre plot called Cedar Crest on the northern outskirts of Belton which melded a small farm atmosphere with a small town urbanity, and as a youngster I reveled in the presence of pigs, chickens, milk cows, and a cedar break with plenty of room to roam and a swimming hole. We had become a joint family of nine with the inclusion of Dad’s deaf sister, Mercedes, having lost her hearing as a young child due to scarlet fever, and Bertha’s sister, Frances, who with her three children had been deserted by her husband Vin Moore, in Tucumcari, New Mexico, a strange location for a Virginia belle. So in effect I began life with a father, two mothers, an aunt, two older brothers and two older sisters, and my rearing began in a milieu of books, music (all the females played the piano and everyone loved to sing), great cuisine (the Altizer women were marvelous cooks), farm chores, persistent light-hearted banter between adults and siblings, stern strictures on gracious manners and morals (Bostonian and FFV style), and plenty of breathing space. My tenure at Cedar Crest was short, but the memories remain and are still vivid and pleasant.
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        Me (Jack), a tough Texan, circa 1921

      

      As the name implied, Cedar Crest was perched atop a hill with a sharp slope to the east beyond which ran the Leon River about an eighth of a mile away. Between the hill and the river was wonderfully high bottom land planted in cotton which, when in bloom, formed a veritable sea of white. It was there I found my first gainful employment. At picking time field hands came from miles around to enjoy the princely wage of 25¢ per hundred pounds, and the really expert could garner a dollar a day. My cousins Bert and Vin had joined in the year before, and this time they said I could go with them. Mother took a dim view of this notion, suggesting (correctly) that I would probably just get in peoples’ way, but she relented and made me a little sack that I could sling over my shoulder and hopefully fill with cotton. The next morning we reported to the field boss and were assigned a row to pick. After a cursory demonstration to me of how to separate the cotton from the boll, my cousins took off, saying they would leave enough cotton in their wake for my sack. So off I started down the row on my hands and knees.

      It was hard going; the sun was boiling, and as I made my way up the row, my trousers split and my knees began to bleed, then my hands as I clumsily tried to work the bolls, and worst of all I was putting precious little cotton in my sack. After about an hour of this, the whole thing seemed hopeless, and I did what I suppose was not unnatural for a thoroughly frustrated five year old—I just sat down in the middle of that cotton field and started crying. About that time a colored family working the adjacent row drew alongside. They were a man, his wife, and four children, all covered with sweat, but with cotton fairly flying into their sacks.

      They paused at this bedraggled sight, and the woman said, “What’s the matter, white boy? Where’s yo folks? Dis yo first time in de patch?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” I blubbered, “and my cousins are up ahead somewhere.”

      And the man observed, “Seems they doan left much cotton for you.”

      Then the woman suggested, “You come with us and my kids’ll show you what to do.”

      But the man objected, “Dea’s no way he can keep up and we got cotton to pick.” With that he took my sack, and reaching into his, he filled mine to the brim. “Yo take that down to the scales. De's bound to give you sumpin. And you grows a little fo you come back next year.”

      I was so relieved that I could barely mumble my thanks. I hoisted the sack over my shoulder and made my way back to the weighing-in wagon, where a man took it, pretending to stagger under the weight, threw it on the scales, emptied it into the wagon, and spoke to the checker. In a few moments he came back and handed me a dime. That was not a great sum, but the lesson of that colored family’s compassion was enormous.

      In 1924 the Hubbards departed Belton (leaving the Moores at Cedar Crest) for Austin and The University of Texas (UT), whose then President, W.M.W. Splawn, had created a new post of Dean of Students and asked Dad to be the first occupant. We traversed that sixty miles south in a Model-T Ford touring car in something over four hours, passing through Salado and stopping for lunch in Round Rock at the Sam Bass Cafe, named after another fabled outlaw and reminding Dad of his encounter with John Wesley Hardin.

      We settled comfortably in a large frame house on Wichita Street, abutting in the rear of the Beta Theta Pi fraternity house. Dad was exhilarated at returning to his beloved alma mater and launching a new career in higher education, and he continued work on his Ph.D. in English Lit while defining the parameters of his new position.

      Austin, the state capitol, was, and is to me, the loveliest community in Texas, what with its rivers, springs, lakes, and hills, temperate (for Texas) climate, and verdure. And for me the University was a wonderland with its forty acre campus, spacious buildings, and teeming student body. Austin then, as now, prospered as a seat of government and university community, being referred to at times as a place with no visible means of support and as such being marvelously attractive as a place to live.

      As son of the Dean of Students, I had the run of the campus, and my parents saw to it that I was immersed in the multifaceted attractions concomitant to university life. Having earned his “T” in football as a varsity letterman, Dad had a lifetime pass to all the stadia, and it was here that I was introduced to collegiate athletics and the rivalries of the Southwest Conference. I have never met a person more interested in and knowledgeable about sports than my father, and it was rare indeed that we missed a football, baseball or basketball game. I well remember old Clark Gymnasium, the arena for varsity basketball and intramural games which doubled as the venue for the university’s Fine Arts series. It was there that I marveled at the lithe dexterity of Sandy Esquival, UT’s great sports hero of the ‘20s, and it was there that I first heard in solo, without really comprehending, the artistry of Enrique Caruso and Mme. Galli-Curci. It was also at this time that I met my first political luminary.

      Dad had somehow become acquainted with “Ma” Ferguson, first woman Governor of the state, who was serving out the term of her husband, Jim, who had been impeached and found guilty of malfeasance. One day Dad took the family down to the Capitol to meet the great lady, and I remember her formidable appearance and her patting me on the head, telling me to let her know if I found anything wrong with her administration. Needless to say, she had my vote—such as it was.

      The thorniest problems encountered by Dad in his administration of student life were posed by the Greeks, that is, the fraternities and sororities. In our back yard fence there was a convenient knothole that afforded me a good view of the rear of the Beta house. I was fascinated by their Saturday bashes, and with my eyes glued to the knot hole, I was amazed at the variety of contortions boys and girls could assume, although I did not understand the game. I recall that after dark there was what seemed to me an awful lot of giggling. But the worst of the lot was Delta Kappa Epsilon, often referred to as the “drunken Dekes.”

      I remember a Saturday midnight when our household was awakened by a jangling telephone, and I heard Dad on one end telling a frantic sorority housemother on the other end to stay calm and he’d be right over. It seems that the Dekes had acquired a new house which they had moved into that afternoon, having sold their old premises to the Phi Mu sorority. To celebrate this transaction, the brothers had gone down town en masse to a dive called the Brazos Buffet, known to serve tolerable home brew in Mason jars. After a huge evening, the brethren began unsteadily to wend their way home when they became confused, and instead of going into their new house, they went into their old one, finding in their accustomed beds unaccustomed bedmates. Amid shrieks of chagrin or delight, bedlam ensued which prompted the telephone call and greeted Dad’s arrival. He got it sorted out. His first inclination was to kick the fraternity off campus, but after much pleading by distinguished alums, he simply grounded them for a year with no social privileges. When some years later I entered the university and went through fraternity Rush Week, I called home to tell my parents of the result.

      “Did you pledge?” Dad asked.

      “Yes, sir.”

      “Which house?”

      “DKE.”

      It was the only time in my life I ever heard my father curse.

      It was in September 1925, when at age 6, I began my own academic career, enrolling in the first grade at Woolridge School very near the UT campus. Mother walked me over and left me almost in tears because my classmates, including girls, all seemed so much bigger than I. This was not, however, my first experience in a classroom.

      Shortly before we left Belton, Dad had taken me to the high school to hear a veteran describe his experiences in the Great War. He dwelt at length on life in the ghastly trenches, filled most of the time with water and pestilential rats grown swollen by feeding on corpses. But, he said, they did perform one signal service.

      “What was it?” he asked the audience.

      I instinctively blurted out, “They could smell gas coming.”

      I shall never forget all eyes in the room turning on this toddler sitting atop a desk in the back row so he could see the speaker. I wanted desperately to disappear. Apparently I was red as a beet as described by Dad when he related the incident at home, adding his relief that at least I knew the right answer. That had posed no problem for I remembered it from an earlier family discussion on the late war at the dining table (between mouth-fulls of Virginia spoon bread). But from then on it was petulance that I had to worry about.

      The Austin idyll ended all too soon when in June 1926, after only two years in Austin, Dad was named president of the women’s College of Industrial Arts (CIA) at Denton, 250 miles to the north. So once again the Hubbards were on the move, this time in a 1924 Model-T roadster driven by Dad and a new 1926 Dodge sedan with mother at the wheel.

      In Denton, Texas, a town of some 5,000 people forty miles north of Dallas and Fort Worth, the College of Industrial Arts (now known as Texas Woman’s University) was the state-supported residential college for women, and as its name indicates, its mission was to prepare females for appropriate roles, limited as they were, in an industrial society. Its strongest academic discipline was Home Economics, although its general curriculum had liberal arts pretensions leading to Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of Science degrees. The student body numbered about 1,500 on a pleasant, spacious campus.

      The Hubbard family packed hat and baggage into our two cars for our hegira to—for us—the uncharted land of north Texas. There were six of us: Mother, Dad, his deaf sister, Mercy, my elder sister, Louise, and my Airedale mutt, Dan. We spent the first night with the Moores at Cedar Crest in Belton, where the adults decided that if things went well in Denton, we should probably sell Cedar Crest if the two families were to see each other, for the 200 mile distance between was not a journey to be undertaken with any regularity. Three hard-driven days later, with only two flat tires and one skid into a ditch, we arrived.

      The highways north from Fort Worth and Dallas converged at Denton, prompting the city fathers to call it the gateway to North Texas.

      Denton was a languid, easy-going community, the county seat, and along with CIA, the home of the North Texas State Teachers’ College (now known as the University of North Texas). With Dallas and its Southern Methodist University an hour to the southeast, and Fort Worth and its Texan Christian University an hour to the southwest, this was by no means an intellectually barren region, and local pride had the three communities as the cultural triangle and northern gateway to Texas proper.

      On a rise in Denton’s central area was the town square dominated by an imposing Court House and bordered by retail establishments and two cinemas. Off the square two main streets ran to the north and two to the west through the principal residential areas, while to the east was the railway depot, the Interurban station, granaries and warehouses, and with sparse low-income housing to the south. CIA was located on the northern edge of town, while on the western edge was the North Texas State Teachers’ College, even larger than CIA and a rival for the support and affection of the community. So Denton had some legitimate pretensions to the life of the mind, and, like Austin, its principal intellectual, social and commercial activities revolved around government and higher education.

      Oakland Avenue ran in a sweeping curve along the western edge of the CIA campus, and as we drove its length for our first glimpse of our new environs, Dad pointed out the principal landmarks: four red brick dormitories housing some 300 girls each, the power plant, laundry and commissary, the president’s home, the Main Building with its classrooms and administrative offices perched on a hill to survey the scene, the library, other academic buildings dwarfed by Home Economics, and finally the free-standing auditorium, wherein resided the music and drama departments.

      So once again my milieu was a college campus of seemingly boundless space, faculty children for companions, and students who were invariably nice to that “precocious little boy.” It never occurred to me that being the president’s son had anything to do with my reception, but one thing was evident—my mother would never lack for baby sitters.
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      The president’s home, a commodious frame two-story affair right in the center of the campus, was a delight for there was enough space upstairs for Aunt Mercy and Louise to have separate bedrooms with bath, a guest room, a master bedroom, a study, and a sleeping porch, which was my bailiwick. Downstairs, connected by a front and a rear staircase, featured a large entrance hall flanked on one side by a formal dining room, breakfast room and kitchen, and on the other by a spacious living room on which abutted a sun porch. Behind were the servants’ quarters of a bedroom and bath on each floor of the two-story structure which was attached to a double garage above which was a large unfinished room ideal for storage and arts and crafts. (In later years after the Moore family moved to Denton, my cousins found it an ideal spot to store home brew.)

      But for all these comfortable surroundings, my first year in residence was surely my most miserable, although it had begun with a considerable challenge. I was enrolled in the Stonewall Jackson Elementary School, a short walk from the CIA campus, where I had taken a battery of tests which indicated I might safely enter the third grade rather than the second. (This was not especially heartening news to me, for it meant that the disparity of my physique compared to my classmates would only be magnified, and I did not relish the moniker of “Pee Wee.”) My problem was that somewhere, somehow, I had contracted an almost lethal case of recurring malaria, and a week each month as regular as clockwork I spent in bed, ravaged by fever and too listless to do much but take quinine and have an enlarged spleen massaged by my gentle, distraught mother. Yet in retrospect it was a crucial time in my intellectual development for it was a year of reading and being read to by a dutiful family. Dad introduced me to his great love, English poetry, with a careful explication of texts, and though I did not always grasp the point, I was fascinated by the rhythms, the juxtaposition of words, the various meters. It was my first exposure to the Romantic movement, and in prose, it was then that I met Tom and Aunt Polly, Huck and Jim, Kipling’s Kim, not to mention the Rover boys and Tom Swift. I devoured a boy’s illustrated adventure magazine which featured the aerial exploits of World War I, with a description of our hero having stuck in my mind to this day: “And as he flung his flimsy aircraft among the Fokkers of the Hun, his chattering Vickers drummed a threnody of death across the Argonne sky.” Wow!

      The College of Industrial Arts was Dad’s first command of an institution of higher education. To be sure, he had to answer to the Board of Regents on major policy initiatives and to the Texas Legislature for biennial appropriations. But to all intents and purposes, it was his ship and his bridge, and he reveled in the challenge and the responsibility. He took his time surveying the situation, meeting personally with every member of the faculty and staff. As a family we frequently ate in the two major dormitory dining rooms until he had made the rounds of each table which seated ten students, beginning a relationship with the student body which I have never seen equaled in terms of warmth and trust. There was a compulsory assembly once a week in the college auditorium which variably opened with the singing of Moonlight and Roses, with Dad directing his favorite ballad which became his campus signature.

      Dad was dedicated to the idea of the liberal arts, for he was first and foremost a professor of English literature and then a college administrator. Indeed, Dad’s principal administrative efforts had been the strengthening of the faculties in the arts and sciences and beefing up the library holdings in support of those disciplines, legitimizing the B.A. and M.A., as well as the B.S. and M.S. degrees.

      Yet from the outset there were things which Dad did not admire about the place. To begin with was the name—the College of Industrial Arts—with all its connotations of a trade school, whereas Dad’s vision was of a first-class liberal arts college. And in a relatively short time the Board and the State Department of Education approved a change to the Texas State College for Women. So it was TSCW, or “Tessie,” as the girls fondly referred to her for the next twenty-five years.

      The dress code was another matter. The compulsory wearing of uniforms on campus was stoutly defended in some quarters as preventing discrimination by reason of pecuniary affluence. But it rubbed my mother, among others, the wrong way, for she hated regimentation, and she argued that the code robbed the girls of any individual stylistic expression which they would have to contend with daily once they left college. Why not let them cultivate good taste now was the FFV’s contention. Dad was too sanguine to get in the middle of this one; he simply bided his time until slowly but surely a consensus in the student ranks was reached some years later that the uniforms must go. I always regretted that, for I felt that somehow it was for the Tessie girl a badge of distinction. As will be seen, the decision also did severe damage to my economic well-being.

      Three of the residential halls were located some distance from the college laundry. I was the possessor of the proverbial little red wagon, and it occurred to me that I might do a brisk business by collecting the students’ laundry bags at the dormitories and returning the finished parcels a week later, Saturday being the laundry’s designated day for both receipt and delivery. The students’ uniforms were then not dry cleaned but washed and ironed and then folded neatly into the laundry package, so business was assured, and at 10¢ a roundtrip I envisaged a small fortune. Dad blessed the enterprise so long as I was polite, issued receipts, and, of course, did not enter the students’ living quarters. The idea caught on, and before long I had more business than I could say Grace over. When my sister declined a partnership, I enlisted help from two neighborhood chums, and we kept three wagons fairly flying. Then, crisis!

      One Saturday morning there appeared on the scene the neighborhood bully with a wagon more capacious than ours. She was Frances M, two years my senior, tall and gangly with a very pretty face, of French descent, smart as a whip, tough as a boot, and mean as a snake. Her widowed mother eked out a modest existence as a seamstress, abetted by whatever income Frances could bring in through odd jobs, including a paper route which she had taken away from one of my pals by threatening physical mayhem. Unknown to us, she had been observing our laundry delivery service and decided to horn in.

      We were furious, not only because of our proprietary claim but also as a girl, she could go inside the dormitories, solicit business from room to room, and offer portal to portal service which was beyond our mandate. I threatened her with every kind of quo warranto proceeding I could think of, including transgression of state property. She in turn threatened to break our wagons—and our heads, if need be, and besides my father didn’t own that campus, and she and her mother needed the income more than we did. The situation was salvageable because there was enough business for all, but when the Tessies abandoned the wearing of uniforms and dry cleaning became the vogue, my laundry delivery business went kaput.

      But my life was so active that I never missed it, except for the income. I found this business of growing up so much fun and so full of surprises that I seemed to run out of time every day. Our home, situated as it was on a college campus, was comfortable and secure and a perpetual source of challenge. Mother with her Virginia upbringing set the tone for gracious living; good manners for her was simply an expression of consideration for others, and we children deviated at our peril.

      Early on she heard of a colored family, cotton farmers, with a plethora of children in Pilot Point, a rural village just north of Denton. I drove up with her in the Dodge to introduce herself and state her mission: she badly needed domestic help and could provide lodging, food, a generous salary, uniforms, and an extended horizon. Could she meet the younger children, please? Five of them were called in from the field and lined up according to age: Olivia-20, Eddie Mae-18, William-17, Bessie-15, and Idelle-13. Mother explained that because of her husband’s position, there would be a lot of visitors and entertaining but that she would teach them all they needed to know about running a household. A deal was struck: Olivia would come immediately as cook and house-keeper, Bill as houseboy and butler. In the event during our 25 year tenure at TSCW, the girls succeeded one another and Bill went the route. They were without exception bright, willing, superb human beings, and we had in effect yet another joint family.

      Further alleviating Mother’s household regimen was the fact of the college commissary which supplied the foodstuffs for the campus dining halls. The Purchasing Agent, Claude Castleberry, a tall, pleasant accommodating fellow, presided over one of the largest food accounts in the state, and he knew a good thing when he saw it; he skimmed enough to satisfy his creature comforts but never too much to alarm the auditors. He early on ingratiated himself with Mother, showing her in what form to submit her weekly requirements and assuring her the freshest of this and the most tender of that delivered to her kitchen door. Before long Olivia did all the ordering herself according to the menus that she and Mother concocted. I spent quite a little time in Mr. Castleberry’s warehouse, where he always regaled me with how much money he was saving the college and the taxpayers through his shrewd bargaining with the bulk suppliers, and I soon learned the difference between the insiders who called him Claude and the others who addressed him as Mr. His oldest son, a couple of years older than I, was a classmate in high school. Later among the first to be drafted, he was a seaman aboard the USS Arizona at Pearl Harbor thus becoming Denton’s first casualty of the Second World War. His father never recovered and actually became demented in his excoriation of draft dodgers, who for him was anyone of age not in uniform.

      The education of Olivia and Bill in the refinements of a genteel household was also a great learning experience for Louise and me.
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      Slowly but surely Mother was able to bridge that vast chasm between a cotton patch and the President’s Home. Cleanliness and personal grooming, polite responses, “Yes, sir” and “Yes, ma’am” instead of “Yasser” and “Yessum,” “You’re welcome” if any thanks were proffered. Louise worked with Olivia and I with Bill on reading and writing skills. Preparations for a formal dinner were the most fun, a game which we all played. Flower arrangement, table setting, cutlery, the folding of napkins, glasses, which knife, fork or spoon in what order, soup bowls to be tipped away from, not toward you, service from the left—retrieval from the right, seating arrangements, helping women with their chairs.

      To help everyone’s perspective, we would reverse roles, with Olivia, Bill, Louise and me taking turns as guests of honor. The drill was to go outside and walk up to the front door, ring the bell, and on being greeted, to identify yourself, enter and take seats in the living room, and with the announcement of dinner, to take your seats as directed, and wait for the blessing. The first time Bill and Olivia were guests, Louise and I were hosts. The bell rang and I opened the front door to find them dressed to the nines.

      Bill cleared his throat and announced, “I is tha Revrund William Smith of the Ebenezer Afro Baptist Church, and this is ma best girl fren. Weez come to batize you white sinnuhs.”

      Amid gales of laughter we carried the thing through, sitting briefly in the living room and then to the dining room where I sat Olivia on my right and Louise did the same with Bill, after which I asked the Reverend Smith to say the blessing. Mother observed the whole proceeding, making suggestions here and there but was genera1ly pleased. She was in deadly earnest about these rehearsals, and before long we all became comfortable with our roles and assured in our responses. For years to come, dinners at the Hubbard home were known to be elegant affairs.

      To these young eyes, the CIA campus was a marvelous expanse of greenery, tree-shaded buildings, and ample room for Dan and me to roam. There were 1,500 students in residence, and indeed the college was a self-contained and sufficient community with its own dormitories and dining halls, power plant, laundry, commissary and health service, plus gymnasia, a swimming pool, tennis courts, and even a riding stable. The Main Building, which housed Dad’s office, sat atop a small hill and dominated the campus architecturally.

      But the building which intrigued him most was the Auditorium, to me a cavernous structure which housed the Music Department and had a seating capacity of 3,000 in its main arena, the site of the once weekly student assemblies and, artistically speaking, of student voice and piano recitals and stage productions of the Speech Department. I well remember during our first year going there frequently with Dad after hours, who would position me at the podium in center stage with a book to read aloud while he stationed himself at various places on the main floor and in the balcony, instructing me to speak normally, loudly, softly, as he checked the acoustics. He generally did not like what he heard, or more properly the difficulty of hearing in too many areas my normal enunciation, and so it was that his first capital project at CIA was the interior renovation of the Auditorium to make it as acoustically perfect as the then state of the art could produce. Since, apart from the assemblies, the student performances played at best to sparse audiences, such a major fiscal outlay became known in several less favored academic areas as “Hubbard’s Folly.”

      On the eve of the annual Texas-Oklahoma football game held in conjunction with the State Fair in Dallas, tradition had it that the OU band would stop en route at CIA for a concert and supper, an event eagerly anticipated by the girls and reveled in by the young musicians, especially the après concert festivities. With the completion of the Auditorium project, and after several dry runs by Dad and me which had pleased him mightily, the first public concert was by this aggregation. To a nearly full house, the OU band—which was usually much better than its football team—gave a spirited performance, after which everyone agreed that the acoustics were superb. So in a sense Dad was vindicated, although seldom were that many people attracted to the place.

      It was not long afterwards that while sitting at breakfast Dad made his momentous announcement. He was going to New York City, mission and length of absence unspecified, although the lack of demurral by Mother indicated that she knew what was up. But for Louise and me, just the thought of that kind of journey to that kind of place seemed a tremendous undertaking. On the appointed day we drove Dad to Denton’s little depot, which surprising enough was a station stop on the Katy railroad which connected Texas with the Midwest and East. The train was on time, and when its great engine ground to a stop with great emissions of steam, we watched Dad give his luggage to the Pullman porter, wave good-bye, and disappear inside. I was confused by excitement and sadness, and finally consoled by Mother’s assurance that he really would return in due course. Which he did.

      At dinner that night, he related with considerable fervor the purpose of his trip and its denouement. He had gone to New York to meet with Sol Hurok, America’s leading impresario, who had under contract practically every leading performing artist and lecturer on tour in the United States, controlling their appearances through his booking agency. His negotiation with Mr. Hurok went something like this:

      “Sir, you have the artists, and I have the seats, 3,000 of them in an acoustically perfect auditorium in a pleasant college setting. As your performers make their way from coast to coast across the southern United States, Denton, Texas, will provide the same kind of convenient and lucrative stop-over as do Chicago and St. Louis farther north. Furthermore, if you will agree that an appearance by one of your artists in Denton precludes another within a 150 mile radius, I will guarantee that every one of those seats will be filled.”

      The deal was struck, and so it was that the cultural life of the Hubbard family, the students at CIA, and the citizenry of North Texas were magically transformed. I can remember hearing Galli-Curci and Enrico Caruso at The University of Texas without the slightest notion of who or what I was listening to. But now my baptism in the arts was about to begin, and it was total immersion. The parade of the world’s greatest performers began in the fall of 1928 and continued unabated for the twenty-three years that Dad was president of the institution, and it wrought major changes in the life of the college and all of those who were privileged to partake.

      More intimately, there was also a change in the Hubbard household. The President’s home was a spacious, rambling but comfortable two-story frame structure in the center of the campus, presided over with exquisite grace by my mother, Virginia bred and as patrician as ever came down the pike. Denton at this time boasted only one hotel, nondescript in character and frequented mainly by travelling salesmen. Mother realized immediately that these accommodations were quite unsuitable for the likes of Lily Pons, Rosa Ponselle and other luminaries in the Hurok galaxy likely to appear on our campus, so she supervised an extensive renovation of our home, converting an upstairs wing into an apartment with a small sitting room, a commodious bedroom and a modern bath.

      So it was that the individual artists, with or without spouse, who generally arrived the day before and departed the day after the performance, briefly became part of the Hubbard family, which meant among other things exposure to the Hubbard children. That was what Louise and I reveled in, for with rare exception we were more than tolerated. Dinners were memorable. Not only was the table laden with the exceptional Southern fare that only our gifted cook, Bessie, could produce—Virginia ham, fried chicken, spoon bread, black-eyed peas, yams, mustard greens (which for some unfathomable reason today is called “soul food”), the conversation was exhilarating. Dad was no mean raconteur, and on each occasion the faculty department chairman—be it piano, voice, speech, dance, literature, history, political science—most relevant to our guest would be present. And after dinner we would all repair to the living room for coffee and more talk until our guest retired. Naturally, each visitor was different—but exciting, and no two kids ever got a more liberal education.
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      Robert Frost became an annual fixture, sometimes staying for a week. William Cowper Powys talked of things I really didn’t understand. John Butler tucked me in bed one night with anecdotes of American history, including the dubious authenticity of Paul Revere’s ride. Lily Pons simply sparkled. Vladimir Horowitz in his American debut gave his second concert with us, and some years later on his return after his struggle with tuberculosis insisted that Denton be on his itinerary. Amelia Putnam, nee Earhart, with her unbelievably stuffy husband, en route to California for her last, tragic flight, insisted on taking her coffee sitting on the living room floor—but only if I would sit next to her. Lord Robert Cecil talked about the futility of the League of Nations—partially his creation— without the presence of the United States. And so it went.

      My first exposure to Shakespeare on stage was by the Ben Greet Players, and I liked Falstaff far better than Hamlet. I could barely await the return of the Vienna Boys Choir, listening enthralled until intermission, when I wandered backstage and saw a furious Herr Director slap one of his prodigies until the tears came, presumably for missing a note. So I was not always titillated by what I saw and heard in that wondrous auditorium, although it had become a mecca of the performing arts for a vast region. The 150 mile prohibition ensured that every seat was at a premium, and the good people of Dallas and Fort Worth and even as far north as Oklahoma City found their way to Denton if they were lucky enough to procure tickets. Indeed, John Rosenfield, the distinguished arts critic of the Dallas Morning News, almost had to take up permanent residence with us. Still, a Saturday afternoon matinee by Ted Shawn and Ruth St. Denis had a baleful effect on my private life.

      Apart from these formal occasions, which steadily increased in frequency, life at home was a relaxed affair. Without guests, the meal hours were inviolable—breakfast at 7, lunch at 12, dinner at 6—and following dinner, family prayers. Then the games began, much to the delight of my deaf Aunt Mercy, who was very good at Flinch, Hearts, Fan Tan, Rummy, and Dominoes. Mother and Dad were especially keen on auction bridge, and Louise and I had no option but to learn, which was no chore for we both took to the game avidly and before long formed a pretty tough partnership against our parents.

      Another game Dad thoroughly enjoyed was billiards, and there was a table in the Faculty Men’s Lounge, where he introduced me to the use of chalk to put English on the cue ball and the delicacy of the masse and carom. He was good and I seldom beat him, but he taught me enough to make a few bobs at snooker when I went to college. He was also an avid if not accomplished golfer, and since Denton boasted a Country Club with a decent nine-hole course, he joined for his infrequent games with me, of course, as his caddy. He gave me a set of cut-down clubs, and I played more often with Shorty Knox, the Junior High football coach, who installed me as his quarterback largely, as I suspected, because of my access to the golf course. The club on occasion hosted a caddie tournament with invitations issued to towns in the vicinity. I played in it just once, when I was thirteen. I found myself paired against a dour, beady-eyed little cuss from Fort Worth named Ben Hogan, and although I soon discovered his game was from another planet—I did halve one hole—what I most vividly recall is that even then he was a relentless competitor who never smiled or spoke a word during the massacre and looked at me only to glare.

      On occasion Dad would invite Claude Castleberry and Prof. Jackson over for a male evening of dominos. Prof, a fine teacher of Political Science, was locally famous as a raconteur and tippler, and Dad would invariably remind him, “Prof, you can’t take a drink in this house on this campus because it’s against the State law,” with the invariable rejoinder, “Don’t worry, Prexy, I’ve already had enough to get me through this domino game.” As a matter of fact, Dad never claimed to be a teetotaler, but ever mindful of his position, he said simply that he would “never take a drink in this county.” To my knowledge he broke that rule only once, on the occasion of my return from a summer sojourn in Europe, lugging an Edam cheese, which he loved, from Amsterdam and two bottles of genuine French champagne.

      “We should ice it quickly,” he said, “for it would be a shame to waste it after you have brought it so far, and it does go well with Edam.”

      This is not to say, however, that there was never any alcohol on the premises. Some years later after the Moore family had moved to Denton, Bert and Vin, my cousins, had learned how to make home brew, set up a small still in the woods east of town, bottled the stuff and stored it in the attic of our garage with the connivance of Bill and me. One hot Sunday afternoon I was up in my little carpenter shop over the garage, and suddenly I thought I heard machine gun fire. The whole batch of home brew had blown and bottle caps were flying in every direction. Fortunately my parents were not at home and Bill and I managed to clean up the stinking mess. As for Bert and Vin, they were merely sore as hell at the loss of their labor but did agree that another cache might be more suitable.
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      As previously mentioned, my father had played football at The University of Texas where he earned the sobriquet of “Choo Choo” (he hit you like a runaway locomotive), and in 1902 he was selected as All-Southwestern end. He remained the most avid sports enthusiast of my acquaintance. So it was probably in subliminal emulation of my father’s devotion to sports that upon entering Denton Senior High School I tried out for the varsity football team, bringing with me little talent and less hope. I, too, soon had a sobriquet, although slightly different from Dad’s: one afternoon at practice the coach remarked that because I was such a lightweight, if I ever stepped on a piece of chewing gum on the football field, I would be stuck to the spot for the rest of the game. From then on I was called “Double Bubble.”

      Coach Stanton, who was also our mathematics teacher, was a kindly but forlorn man because the paucity of ability among his reserves left him no option but to install me as the quarterback of the second team. In truth, I was more like the team mascot than an effective participant. Nonetheless, we had a pretty good first string with Johnny Stovall and Shorty Hester as mobile running backs and Owen Hussey anchoring a decent line. The big game of the year was against the hated Highland Park High, those snobbish city slickers from a posh Dallas neighborhood and perennial contenders for the state championship. We were not given much of a chance, but local interest was so great that the game venue was shifted to the North Texas Teachers’ College stadium to accommodate the anticipated crowd.

      It was on the Wednesday before the game that Dad fired his salvo. I was informed that I would not be with the team on Saturday but rather that my presence was required at the Ted Shawn-St. Denis recital. It was an incredulous dictum, and I think in all my life I was never more stunned and furious. What could I tell my coach and teammates—that I had to miss THE game because I was watching some sissy in tights leap around the stage like a banshee! But protestations were to no avail. Dad calmly pointed out that I had the rest of my life to play football, but I might never have another opportunity to see America’s premier classical dance duo. There was some amelioration to my total exasperation—but not much—when I humorously informed Coach Stanton of the situation, who observed that Dad was probably right and that he would simply tell the team that I was under the weather.

      So there I sat fuming in the President’s balcony box. “Afternoon of the Fawn” my aching back; although I secretly had to admit that Mr. Shawn was beautifully muscled and proportioned and would probably do very well in the high jump.

      Intermission, finally, and it happened. Dad said to me, “It should be about half time at the stadium. Here are the keys to the car which is parked right behind the auditorium. Get out there, and if you get in the game, play well.” I flew, suited up in the locker room, and got to my accustomed place on the bench by the start of the third quarter. The first half had been disastrous for us, and the second half began the same way, with Highland Park returning our kickoff for a touchdown. Shortly thereafter, unbelievably, a chant emanated from the stands, “Put Hubbard in! Put Hubbard in!” I couldn’t believe my ears, and I looked around to see Dad and two of his friends standing and shouting at the top of their lungs. It seems that he too had fled the Shawn scene after me to meet his friends who were waiting in their car, and here he was—rooting for me. Incidentally, with the game hopelessly lost, Coach Stanton put me in for the last five minutes. Playing safety on defense, I fielded one of our opponent’s few punts of the afternoon and returned it twenty yards. In our huddle for the next play, Owen Hussey said, “Bubble, fake a handoff and follow me over right guard,” which I did for another ten yards. And that was all that was reportable of my cameo appearance. The important thing was that for Dad and Ted Shawn and Ruth St. Dennis, all was forgiven.

      Sunday morning was a busy time for most of my family. We were all duly “baptized” and confirmed Episcopalians, which gave us a distinctly minority status shared with Catholics and Jews. We enjoyed a neat little parish church, St. Barnabas, but because of our small congregation a priest appeared only on alternate Sundays, with a Lay Reader, which my father was, presiding in between. I began my organized religious experience as a lighter of candles and carrier of the cross, then acolyte serving the visiting priests, teacher in Sunday School and then superintendent, and finally as a Lay Reader myself. So St. Barnabas acquired a distinctly Hubbard flavor with Mother chairing the Altar Guild, Louise in the choir, cousin Mary Jane at the organ, and my alternating with Dad in conducting the service. By far our best attended service of the year was the Choral Mass at midnight on Christmas eve, with many of Denton’s citizenry outside our congregation present, including our leading dentist, Dr. Hawley and his strikingly beautiful blond daughter, Joy, an older high school classmate and
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