TO GARY & DORIS GORDON
ON THEIR GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY, JUNE 23, 2006, FROM
RICK & NANCY MILBURN

WE SEND OUR GREETINGS AND LOVE, ALONG WITH
OUR APPRECIATION FOR HALF A CENTURY OF GOOD
FELLOWSHIP TOGETHER!!

And also herewith a brief report on some years prior to the half-
century of marriage being celebrated, entitled:

GARY THE BACHELOR COLLEAGUE

Nancy and I (Rick — writing in the first person) were married
in the late summer of 1951, while I was a graduate student in
physics at Harvard. I had been working for about a year under
Prof. J. Curry Street, a well-known researcher in Cosmic Ray
Physics, and co-discoverer of “mu mesons,” or “muons,” as they
are known nowadays. As is typical for beginning experimental
idents, I had been assigned to upgrade some equipment, guided
> advanced graduate students as well as by Prof. Street.
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and humidity controllers, Geiger counters and electronic systems
which — if everything worked properly — could make photographs
of Cosmic-Ray interactions and actually lead to new physics
information for eventual publication and possibly even a Ph.D.
thesis or two.

At this point I embarked on a different thesis tack to apply
new high-speed scintillation counter techniques to cosmic ray
studies — and Gary appeared and began to work with the far-from-
finished cloud chamber system to get it all functioning and if
possible to realize some of the hoped-for advantages of the newly
upgraded components. These included the new camera and new
pop-valve whose mechanical imperfections and refractory
behaviors were becoming all too obvious to their designer and to
others. Gary’s arrival on the scene was a blessing to the research
group because his persistent ingenuity — known to anybody who
has played Charades, Scrabble, even Qubik and similar games
with him — is armored by an equable temperament and deep sense
of humor that sees him through complex problems to ultimate
success. In this case the success was his Ph.D. late in 1954, about
a year after my own. During 1953-54 he also was of great
assistance to our colleague Lee Young in building and operating a
different kind of magnetic cloud chamber at Harvard and at the
Brookhaven Laboratory.

n the summer of 1954 I found myself drafted into the U.S.
y — the Korean War caused Selective Service to scrape the
1s of their barrels of eligible candidates — and at the
f 1955 1 was assigned to Fort Detrick, the Chemical
rical Warfare facility in Frederick, Maryland. After a
re Nancy, and our new son, born the previous
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memories of getting together with him in nearby Newark, at my
parents’ house, on respective short weekend passes, before Nancy
moved from there to Frederick. Gary’s presence had been in some
jeopardy, we recall, because of the “Incident of the Banana in the
Locker,” which perhaps Gary can better explain.

When I arrived in Frederick at the beginning of 1955 I quickly
learned why the place was known as “Campus Detrick;” the
military component had very high density of scientific personnel,
almost entirely draftees of negligible rank — many with PhDs --,

“but including a few junior officers doing ROTC service, and some
. ~ recent veterinary doctors with similar obligations. The remaining
- military included personnel to run the place for the Chemical
- Corps including a company of MP’s to keep everything secure,
~ and a collection of very senior sergeants with the “good duty” of
keeping junior enlisted technical staff fed, happy and in line. The
latter — almost all of them -- disappeared during the workday
inside the research enclosure, heavily secured by barbed wire and
armed guards, where they served in various capacities to support
the almost entirely civilian R & D staff. The laboratory
atmosphere was quite unmilitary. I worked with, among others, a
ROTC first lieutenant who wanted to call me “Doctor” and was
barrassed to have me salute him; we chose a compromise and
Traditional military chores including KP duties
it we were largely spared much of the relatively
‘em-busy” drills of basic training.
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of several years at Harvard was continued in the Army. Although
our project assignments were different Gary worked just down the
hall, so to speak, and he and others in our little group saw a lot of
one another during the many breaks, enjoying a variety of
“extracurricular” activities. One that I remember clearly was an
evening of carrying out practical experiments attempting to
reproduce some alleged evidence for Extra Sensory Perception
(ESP — we failed)). We also made a precise calculation of the
geographic range authorized by the common “72 Hour Pass” —
including very modest effects from the curvature of the earth.
There was also a small research study mounted — at Gary’s
instigation — as to the primality of our several 8-digit Army Serial
Numbers. (Gary’s was a Prime Number, as I recall; the rest of us

~ failed this test.) A year later Gary went off on what seemed to the
rest of us to be just another routine leave home — and returned with
Doris, his brand new wife. She became immediately an important
addition to our little community and to Nancy and me —not least
because of her musical talents. Gary and Doris were most welcome
company for the remainder of my army experience — and indeed to

~ this present day!

Setting Nancy & our son out of Newark onto the scene in
jerick involved getting a car — our first —and also getting
sed to drive it. I purchased a highly used 1948 Nash two-
edan — christened “Ogden” — from a local Frederick garage
hing like $250, and for an additional $80 driving lessons
he mechanics. Ogden turned out to have several
which we learned to cope with if not permanently
 us relatively well, considering his price:
ting us where we needed to go and (usually)
fied our Army life so I append a photo of
f from our Army days.
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us in mid-July of 1956. The first part of the week was devoted to
the death of our baby son (from failure of a malformed heart), and
a small funeral. Two days later Nancy’s pregnancy decided to
come to term and we rushed her to Walter Reed Hospital, in D.C.
50 miles away. Ogden delivered again, on top of multiple trips to
Baltimore, and our daughter Sarah was born according to the best
Army procedures. The trip back to Frederick was too much,
~ however, and I arrived using only 3 or 4 of the 6 cylinders. Once
~ stopped, Ogden refused to start again. Gary and Doris — the latter
newly arrived on the Detrick scene -- provided us close and loving
moral support during the shock and grief of the early part of the
week and then truly saved our day by lending us their black and
highly functional sedan “Inky” so that Nancy’s mother and I could
retrieve Nancy and our 2-day old daughter from Walter Reed. But
everybody knows that Gary and Doris are like that!

~ Returning to early 1955: Nancy found us a small apartment in
Stewart Manor, located a mile or so across an open field from the
Ft. Detrick site. The place was populated with couples, many with
a few young children, largely associated with Detrick.

was a significant problem: simple army privates don’t
I was lucky to find supplemental employment at the
Post Theater, which showed regular commercial films
esday and Sunday evenings. The theater was run by
phting enlisted men, who were paid overtime for their
se turned out to be four technically oriented draftees
My inquiries coincided with the discharge of one of
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ery sturdy machines with big hissing carbon
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alternately on the two projectors and so smoothly concatenated
during the “change over” from the end of one reel to the beginning
of the next that we not upset an audience composed of everybody
from our immediate peers, who could be expected to twit us for
our errors, to the base-commanding colonel and his family who
obviously were due a sterling performance. Occasionally things
went wrong despite our best efforts.

I had not been a projectionist very long before the theater
manager received his discharge and my co-projectionist was duly
- promoted — by group agreement and seniority — to the more
~ lucrative job. Fortunately 1 was able to interest Gary in becoming a
- projectionist. At the theater we made a good projection team and
enjoyed playing Bach and other classical records on the splendid
 theater sound system prior to show time rather than the quite
- mangy records we found in the theater. Nobody seemed to mind; in
fact other classical music lovers seemed to appreciate our efforts.

~ In due course I advanced to Theater Manager. This job was to
be desired because it paid nearly twice that of Projectionist, not
ically but because by local custom it was fused with the
psition of Janitor. This conjunction, since Janitoring had

.\ ger usually had the chance to watch the movie.
 as Manager, per seniority.
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