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Dale W. Simpson was born and raised in St. Louis, Missouri. He retired after thirty five years of teaching in the Department of English and Philosophy at Missouri Southern State University in Joplin, Missouri, chairing the department for thirteen years. He specialized in Medieval English literature and English linguistics, and also helped prepare secondary English teachers. His passion was teaching courses in the works of J.R.R. Tolkien.

He is the author of Katrina 66: The Poison Pen Pal. 

After retirement and forty-five years away from his hometown, Simpson returned to St. Louis, lives who with his wife Leslie and enjoys being with his family, especially his grandchildren. We are cousins who had not seen each other since age nine and reconnected in our retirement years upon his return home.

His editing and commitment to excellence made this memoir possible.
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Matthew 19:26 

“With men this is impossible, 

but with God all things are possible.”
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On September 1, 1983,

A nightmare came true...

When Korean Air Lines Flight 007

Burst into a boiling cauldron of flame

Destroyed by a rocket from a Russian fighter plane.

“The passengers and crew—-269 innocent civilians——Died instantly.

The total world was is in shock.

The Soviet action threatened: 

”The Delicate Balance of Terror”

The world was on the brink of:

“Total Annihilation.”

Massacre 007, Major General Richard Rohmer
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A White Palm Beach Suit
 

The Southampton Princess

Bermuda

September 1980

Samuel Clemens once said:

Bermuda is Heaven.

But you have to go through Hell to get there!

In September of 1980, the top executives of Automatic Data Processing gathered at the Southampton Princess in Bermuda for their annual President’s Club Convention.

Located on Bermuda’s south shores, about 45 minutes from the airport, the Southampton Princess dominates Bermuda from the island’s highest point. This slightly remote location gives the resort a particular feeling and some of the best available views of the islands. And with each room featuring a private terrace or balcony, you never miss the bright green color of Bermuda.

Southampton Princess is Bermuda in all its tropical splendor! It sits on a hundred acres so that you can relax in the middle of coconut palm trees. Built-in 1972, it is the younger sister of the Hamilton Princess, the century-old luxury Bermuda hotel. It features everything you expect from a Bermuda resort and more.

It was the third day of the Automatic Data Processing, gathering the Best of the Best, and the night of the annual awards presentations. ADP was barely thirty years old at the time of the get-together.

In 1949, Henry Taub founded Automatic Data Processing, Inc., as a manual payroll processing business with his brother Joseph Taub. Frank Lautenberg joined the brothers in the company’s infancy. In 1957, after successfully serving in sales and marketing, Lautenberg became a full-fledged partner with the two brothers. In 1961, the company changed its name to Automatic Data Processing, Inc. (ADP), and began using punched card machines, check printing machines, and mainframe computers.

Frank Lautenberg, the son of Russian and Polish immigrants, soon became the guiding force behind ADP. Under the leadership of Henry Taub and Frank Lautenberg, ADP became one of the fastest-growing, most successful, and most admired companies in the United States.

Frank, who believed in Doing Business on a Handshake (without contracts), soon embarked on a National expansion of ADP beyond the existing base in New Jersey. In addition to beginning to operate in the greater New York area, Frank added business partners all over the United States by acquiring local service bureaus. Soon David Perlman in Miami, Walter Proctor in Cincinnati, Bob Gehlert in St. Louis, John Hulina in Los Angeles, and a host of others join ADP. With another stroke of genius, Frank recruited Josh Weston as Vice President in 1970 after 18 years with a mail-order business. Weston, who would become CEO, ran the operations of the ADP exceptionally well, with incredible attention to detail. ADP soon outflanked and outclassed all of its competition.

Some of the best executive talents in the United States gathered in the Grand Ballroom for the ADP Annual Awards Presentation on the closing night of the 1980 President’s Club get-together. It was a “mixed bag” for Ray Dierker, the thirty-four-year-old Regional Vice President of the ADP Indianapolis Region that night. Ray had started with ADP for $2.90 an hour in 1971 as a computer operator in the St. Louis Region. In nine years, he rose through the ranks as one of ADP’s youngest Vice Presidents.

In 1971 he was impressed with Henry Taub, the Founder of ADP. Henry , who was soft-spoken like his father, received an accounting degree from the University of Virginia at 19. Ray had an accounting degree from the University of Missouri. Ray also had an insurance sales background like Frank Lautenberg., who had been a successful Prudential salesman before joining ADP. Ray had sold for Penn Mutual Life and had made their Chairman’s Circle his first year.

Ray’s father had operated a small neighborhood bakery in St. Louis since 1949, the same year ADP was founded, and was the hardest-working man he had ever seen. So Ray figured correctly in 1971 that with an accounting degree like Henry’s, a sales background like Frank’s, and hard work like his Dad, he could be successful at ADP.

Tonight as he sat in his white Johnny Carson Palm Beach suit with a pastel shirt and tie, Ray had arrived at the pinnacle of his success. He started the decade in a beat-up cinnamon Maverick and ended it in a beige Buick Park Avenue.

About thirty-five regions in ADP in 1980 qualified to attend the President’s Club, and about 80 percent of the Vice Presidents made it. Ray made it twice before and earned trips to Pebble Beach and the Coronado Hotel in San Diego. However, the years he did not meet the high-performance standards were gut-wrenching, as he felt like a loser.

The trip itself was always stressful. Most of the thirty or so guys brought their wives. Ray was single, never had much time to date, and usually had to drum up a date about a week before the plane took off. The first two days of the event were always free time, Most of the guys played golf in existing foursomes that had been established years ago, and they had played some of the best golf courses in the world.

The Turtle Hill Golf Club was not Pebble Beach, but it was right on the ocean and had spectacular views. The par three eighteen-hole courses could be played in less than two hours, leaving the rest of the day to enjoy Bermuda.

After golf, a few rented mopeds and pedal bikes, ideal for exploring the island’s winding streets, stopped by a scenic overlook to take on the ocean views. It was indeed the Bermudian way of getting around, as long as you remembered that you must drive on the left-hand of the street. Unfortunately, one of the couples found the roads too winding and ended up on crutches at the Awards dinner that night.

Known for coral reefs, limestone cliffs, stunning stretches of pink sand beaches, and turquoise water, Bermuda was a beach lover’s dream. There were many to choose from, and they offered rentals for chairs, umbrellas, snorkeling gear, kayaks, stand-up paddle boards, kite surfing, and boogie boards. Everything was extremely pricey, and no one complained because ADP picked up the tab.

Usually, you could enjoy excellent deep-sea fishing on all sides of the island, including the southern and northern fringes of the reef and the infamous Bermuda Edge to the east. Trolling the waters between these banks and the Bermuda Edge would bring you face-to-bill with a Blue Marlin that weighed about three hundred pounds and some of the enormous proportions over a thousand pounds. With fish of this size swimming around, it’s no wonder why Bermuda has become a renowned tournament fishing destination!

Blue Marlin was at their peak in June, making this one of the best months for bill fishing in Bermuda. Trolling would also bring you Mahi-Mahi, Rainbow Runner, large Sharks, and Wahoo and Tuna. Unfortunately, this was September, so everyone else passed on the deep-sea fishing,

Ray did not usually golf or swim. He loved deep-sea fishing, but there was not enough interest from others to secure an ADP charter. He was disappointed because he had caught a Mahi-Mahi in the Bahamas that had not put up much of a fight, and he had always dreamed of seeing a Blue Marlin that would. Ray was an avid photographer, leaving sightseeing as his only option. Unfortunately, there was nothing quite as spectacular as the Hearst Castle he had visited on a bus tour the previous year at the President’s Club in Pebble Beach.

There were stunning sunsets at Whale Bay every evening, but ADP had mandatory cocktail parties then. West Whale Bay Beach was a fitting name because, in March, you might see humpback whales migrating north to their summer feeding grounds. But, unfortunately, this was September.

West Whale Bay Fort, built in the mid-1700s, is a semi-circular fort in a spectacular setting overlooking West Whale Bay Beach and the south shore. Although the original defense no longer exists, you could explore the battery’s impressive walls, barracks, and underground magazine rooms that were still in place. This was not a photographer’s dream.

Built in 1844 by the Royal Engineers, the Gibbs Hill Lighthouse was the taller of two lighthouses on Bermuda and one of the first lighthouses in the world to be made of cast iron. There were also historic churches, and downtown Hamilton was full of photo opportunities.

Against his better judgment, he decided that golf was his best option. Fortunately, Turtle Bay was a three-part golf course. A 2,684-yard challenging 18-hole par-3 course, considered by many as the finest of its type in the world. It was undoubtedly one of the most impressive settings he had ever played. You needed to be at the top of your game putting-wise, and an excellent short game and a long, straight drive! Sheer power would not get you anywhere!

Ray was not a complete novice. While he was with Penn Mutual Life in St. Louis, one of his fellow agents was Tom McCary, who was married to Irma Anheuser of the Eberhard Anheuser family that co-founded Anheuser Busch. Tom had set up an agent outing at the exclusive Bellerive Country Club that had hosted the U.S. Open and PGA championships. Ray had also played the Par 3 at Pebble Beach.

When you were a workaholic who spent over 60 hours a week at the office, it was hard to be proficient at golf. The really good golfers at ADP did not want a “duffer” in their foursome. The regional ADP business executives also had a pecking order based on how much revenue and profit their centers created. The guys from Chicago, Los Angeles, Atlanta, New York/New Jersey, and Miami did not want to play with a hayseed from a small Kansas center, which Ray was before he opened the Indianapolis Region. Last but not least, most wanted to talk business which is the last thing he wanted to do in Bermuda. So after a harrowing experience of slices, hooks, divots, and double bogeys, the round with several of his peers from small centers finally ended.

Many of the early travelers to Bermuda had been wealthy business people and political figures, with their families drawn partly by the colony’s reputation for a healthy climate, especially during the winter months, and also by a pace of life that was a suitable tonic for the stress and hectic pressures they experienced at home. Bermuda was billed as the “Isles of Serenity.”

Unfortunately, playing golf once a year was stressful for Ray and more pressure than going to work and anything but serene.

The 1980 ADP President’s Club would soon be drawing to a close. All that was left was the final dinner and the Awards presentation. The highlight was going to be the closing announcement of the site of 1981 ADP President’s Club site. Would it be the Bahamas? Boca Raton? Jamaica? Hawaii? Wherever it would be, it was guaranteed to be first class!

Rumors ran rampant through the ballroom as the awards presentation began. The thirty-five ADP regions were divided into five classes at the time. The first four awards went as everyone expected. It was easy to predict the Best of the Best in these classes. All you had to do was look at the monthly operating reports for the revenue and profits each one generated.

Class Five for the smallest regions was different. All the areas in the Class were developing, and there would be subjective considerations, not just the numbers.

The ADP CEO, Josh Weston, approached the podium, and the lights dimmed. Josh announced that the winner of Class Five was:

Ray Dierker (short pause) and the Indianapolis Region

There were two large screens in the front of the Grand Ballroom, and both projected Ray’s photo. Suddenly, the distinctive voice of Carly Simon rang out with lyrics from her current hit,

“Nobody Does It Better”:

Nobody does it better.

Makes me feel sad for the rest

Nobody does it half as well as you

Baby, baby, darlin’, you’re the best

Baby, you’re the best

Darlin’, you’re the best

Baby, you’re the best

As he walked towards the stage to accept the award, Ray had reached his profession's pinnacle and finally achieved redemption. He was wearing a white Johnny Carson Palm Beach suit instead of the baker whites that his father wore.

He was in Heaven.

But he had gone through Hell to get here.
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Irving the Talking Computer
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The American Airlines flight from Bermuda to New York took 3 hours and 8 minutes. Over half of the men boarding the Boeing 727 were ADP field executives returning to New York with their wives to catch connecting flights all over the United States.

The Corporate Executives had remained at the Southampton Princess for a few extra days. There was a lot of friendly banter about too many key personnel traveling on the same plane if it happened to go down. The banter was met with grimaces from the women on board.

The President of the Central Division, Larry Albice, was especially high-spirited, even more so than his usual upbeat demeanor. It was not unusual for Larry to work his way up and down the aisle on business flights making his commanding presence felt. This time Larry was telling everyone that he was ordering a Bailey’s Irish Creme and encouraging everyone else to do likewise so they could celebrate Ray’s achievement later. Larry had rescued Ray from the scrap heap of failed ADP executives and molded him into a winner, which had not gone unnoticed. The Bailey’s Irish Creme was smooth but not as smooth as Larry.

The competition at the top of ADP was fierce in 1980. Frank Lautenberg, the Chairman of the Board, had announced plans to leave ADP to run for U.S. Senator from New Jersey in 1982. As a result, there would be openings at the highest levels of the ADP. Frank had already directed his ADP Human Resources Department to create a course called “Proactive Management.” It was designed so that any ADP field executive selected would have the skills necessary to one day be Chairman of the Board.

By this time, Frank was not active in the day-to-day business of the ADP. A few years earlier, Ray had been a guest of Frank’s at his Country Club. Frank did not know Ray from Adam and had no desire to do so. Several times at the cocktail party that evening, he reached over to Ray to greet one of the ADP sales executives and never even acknowledged his existence. Ray felt that it was because he was only in operations and not sales.

Frank had contributed to Democratic candidates for years. He had donated $90,000 to George McGovern’s campaign for President in 1972, which earned him a place on Richard Nixon’s enemies list. Every indication was that Frank would be just as successful in politics as in the business world. He won two years after the ADP gathering in Bermuda and represented New Jersey in the U.S. Senate for sixteen years.

Larry Albice, who looked like a young Johnny Bench in a three-piece blue pinstripe stripe suit, wanted to be the next President of ADP’s Payroll division. So did Ken Clayton, Ray’s former boss in St. Louis. Ken had selected Ray, his Director of Night Operations in St. Louis, to start a new region in Kansas City in 1975. In St. Louis, Ray supervised about forty employees who came in every night to process payrolls so they could be delivered to customers the next day.

At the time, ADP utilized IBM 360 computers, which were being upgraded to the newer IBM 370s all over the country. While in St. Louis, “Irving the Talking Computer” was born out of Ray’s vivid imagination and love of pop culture. The fictional character began appearing in columns of that name in the St. Louis ADP regional newsletter in 1973. The payroll system at that time was old-fashioned and labor-intensive, while ADP grew by leaps and bounds. The growth was unparalleled in ADP history and created a very stressful work environment.

Johnathan Livingston Seagull was a bestseller in the United States for thirty-seven weeks in the early 1970s. Ray imagined that if someone could write a spiritual self-help book to help a seagull navigate life, then there was no reason that he could not write a column about a computer that talked.

Ray began interviewing Irving about the working conditions at ADP. The satire in the “Irving the Computer” articles soon became a weapon for the powerless hourly employees against top management, and surprisingly top management loved it.

Ken Claybaugh, the St. Louis Regional Vice President, was praised by Irving for his ability to squeeze blood out of a turnip. Irving had a parking meter on his terminal to assume the identity of Josh Weston, the ADP CEO, who had a parking meter in his office, that he used as a time management tool. Irving assumed the identity of famous pop culture figures: The Godfather, Sanford and Sons, Archie Bunker and Meathead, W.C. Fields, and John Wayne to parody events in the center. For example, when a loud disagreement between operations and sales broke out, Irving parodied it as the: “Thrill-a in Manilla.”

The word about Irving spread quickly to the other thirty-five regional centers. One night when Ray came into work at 4 pm, the Corporate HRD Director called and asked Ray if he would be willing to write an “Irving the Computer” article for Focus, the national ADP Employee magazine. Ray was amazed because he had started with ADP for $2.90 an hour, had not even been with the company for two years, and already had a company-wide platform. But, unfortunately, there was a catch. Top management requested that the computer’s name be changed because they were all Jewish and felt that “Irving” might be perceived as anti-Semitic. In an incredibly bold move, Ray declined with a rather impolite: “Thanks, but no thanks! It is either Irving or nothing at all.”

Two weeks passed. Finally, the HR Director called back again and said that top management had reconsidered and he could keep the Irving name. But unfortunately, the jubilation did not last long, as the submission date for the first article was soon approaching, and Ray was at a total loss as to what to write. He spent from 4 pm to 3 am five nights a week working frantically in the St. Louis office and had no idea what was happening in the rest of the country.

Frustrated, he went to Ken Claybaugh, the Regional St. Louis Vice President, with his dilemma. He was informed that ADP had just lost a multi-million dollar bank deal in California when the contract was hung up in the Legal Department. The bank became angry with the long wait and backed out of the agreement. Ken added: “Say something funny about that!

Based on Ken’s suggestion, Ray submitted his first article with this bold proclamation from Irving: “The ADP Legal Department is like the Bermuda Triangle of ADP. Everything goes into the Legal Department, but nothing ever comes out!”

The submission struck a nerve, and heads rolled. As a result, the Human Resource Development Director and some of his staff were fired, and the entire Focus national publication, not just the Irving article, was canceled.

Irving was now dead meat. It was just a matter of time. Unfortunately, he didn’t even make it long enough to be replaced by a 370 computer. But, again, it was just a matter of time. (Today, an iPhone 6, which fits in the palm of your hand, is 111 times faster than the IBM 360 and has 16000 times the storage).

Ray survived the Irving debacle and was promoted to one of the real plum jobs in ADP, the Director in charge of starting a new ADP region in Kansas City. However, there was something that the top management of ADP did not know. Irving had not died. He was still rolling around in Ray’s head and went to Kansas City with him.

__

Kansas City was a fantastic place to be in the mid-70.

As he waited to be seated at the American Restaurant, a penthouse perched atop Crown Center, Ray felt like he was in a dream. The three-story windows offered a spectacular view of Crown Center Square, with the Kansas City skyline in the background. The ceiling was an incredible combination of wood, brass, and light, creating an interior tent of white oak columns that branched out into a web of elongated hearts.

It was the Hall family’s Valentine’s gift to Kansas City. In 1910, Joyce Hall, who typically went by “J.C.,” arrived and began selling postcards and greeting cards out of a shoebox in downtown Kansas City. By 1913, he and his brothers were operating a store that would eventually evolve into Kansas City’s Halls department store, selling postcards and greeting cards. Unfortunately, the store burned in 1915, and a year later, Hall bought an engraving business and began printing his cards. It turned into a more significant business than he had had before. In 1928, he began marketing his cards under the Hallmark brand name.

In 1966, at the ripe old age of 75, J.C. retired and turned the day-to-day operations of Hallmark over to his son, Donald Hall, Sr. He spent his retirement in efforts to revitalize the Kansas City downtown area. One of the results was Crown Center, a combination business/shopping district surrounding the Hallmark corporate headquarters.

The shopping and entertainment complex featured three levels of shops and restaurants, grand open-air fountains, live theaters, an ice-skating rink, and over-street walkways leading throughout the complex and to Kansas City’s Union Station. In addition, the complex included the 45-story Sheraton Kansas City Hotel at Crown Center (Missouri’s tallest building when built), a Westin hotel, and two upscale residential apartment skyscrapers. The neighborhood’s grounds are replete with parks, fountains, green spaces, and unique sculptures. The global headquarters campus for Hallmark Cards was located on the eastern side of Crown Center. To make it even more surreal, Ray had met J.C. a week earlier on a tour of Hallmark Cards.

The American restaurant was really in a class by itself. The food, service, ambiance, and view were phenomenal. It was pricey, but Commerce Bank would pay for the luncheon on this day. ADP had recently entered into a Joint Marketing Agreement with Commerce Bank. We would be marketing to new customers and converting their existing customers from the Commerce Bank Payroll system, which was antiquated compared to the state-of-the-art ADP system.

The get-acquainted meeting was a cordial affair. Most of the time was devoted to discussing the bank’s prestigious client base: TWA, Sprint, Russell Stover, Marion Laboratories, the Kansas City Royals, and most of the small retailers on Country Club Plaza, where the ADP office would be located. Ray’s boss
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