
YALE- THE EARLY YEARS 

Some Memories from My Early Days at Yale 

Came September 1948, off we went to New Haven, for me to join the 
faculty of Yale University. This move to a faculty position was naturally quite 
exciting and I was filled with expectancy. I soon discovered, however, that the 
faculty of the Department of Zoology located in the Osborn Laboratory was a 
mixed bag, which I suppose is to some degree true of university departments 
everywhere. 

To borrow a few currently popular and well-worn American 
expressions, the Osborn Laboratory, at world-class Yale University, was a state
of-the-art, old brownstone edifice, constructed like a fortress, and housed many 
modem and well-equipped laboratories. It harbored a Zoology Department that 
was very good but certainly not at the cutting edge. Designed by Ross Granville 
Harrison around 1914, the laboratory was L-shaped, with the larger part, on 
Sachem Street, for Zoology (OZL) and the smaller part, on Prospect Street, for 
Botany (OBL). I was assigned a small office and laboratory in the basement of 
OZL. I was terribly proud of my new facilities. I liked my small office and lab 
just across the hall. Each had a sink and the office had a desk and ample 
bookshelves. The lab had a good broad lab bench, which I quickly equipped with 
the necessary microscopes, glassware, balances, and chemicals from the 
departmental supplies. I felt comfortable in both and needed no more space since 
I had not yet attracted any students. I quickly felt at home here because I was the 
sole resident. It was my first solo home since Wesleyan, but now I had a lot more 
books and bookshelves to accommodate them. As I think back on it, I am 
entertained at how Spartan it really was, but at the time it seemed quite splendid, 
luxurious even. I was thrilled to have such a good setup to begin my research. 

I was active in research, along with my absorbing life in teaching, 
political activity and helping raise three young children, during those early Yale 
years. As I have already recounted, my doctoral research at Johns Hopkins did 
not lead me directly into a life-long investigation of the development of the 



YALE- THE EARLY YEARS 99 

particular system with which I was familiar and, in consequence, I had to look 
around. The search was fruitful and led me to begin a study of a fascinating 
problem, the mechanism of epiboly in a fish embryo. As soon as I could return 
to Woods Hole I went back to epiboly. 

In the meantime, however, I had a higher priority-bring to completion 
my studies begun in Baltimore of the role of thyroid hormone in the 
differentiation of feather pigment pattern in the Brown Leghorn. This meant 
adding chickens to the amphibians, flies, spiders, mice, Paramecia and other 
fauna of the menagerie of OZL. The only convenient place for a hen-house was 
an abandoned photographic dark room just down the hall from my lab. Even 
though I removed its heavy shutters to expose the window and let in a little of 
the light of day, a lighted dark room still is a pretty gloomy place. But the 
chickens didn't seem to mind or even notice, being chickens, and cooperated 
nicely to help me to tie up some loose ends of the experiments I described in 
Chapter 4. As I was doing this, I went to work writing up the thyroid hormone 
work for publication. 

In this, I had some important help from the departmental artist, Lisbeth 
Krause, an elderly, very kind and talented German lady who was quite well 
known in the international world of embryology. She had spent her career doing 
the wonderful art work illustrating the papers of Professor Harrison and his 
students and was particularly known for the unpublished but liberally distributed 
"Harrison Stages" of the normal embryonic development of the spotted 
salamander Ambystoma maculatum. In 1969, these wonderful drawings were 
finally published in Harrison's Organization and Development of the Embryo 
(Figure 5.1). She also did a fine job for me, depicting a scrawny, 
thyroidectomized Brown Leghorn in a scheme I devised to illustrate and 
summarize my operative procedures. In those days, before we faculty had 
research grants from the National Science Foundation (which did not yet exist) 
or the NIH, large zoology departments like ours themselves provided some of the 
essential amenities. We not only had an "artist-in-residence," but also a 
photographer, a carpenter, a glass blower (in Physics), and a collector, who was 
also the chief of general services. 

The collector, Carl Antonson, was a Swede from the old country, a 
rather dominant character who considered himself to be Professor Harrison's 
personal Diener, in the old-fashioned German sense. Although "Diener" 
translates as "servant," Carl was a key player, much more than a servant. Perhaps 
he was more like the maitre d 'hOtel of a fine French restaurant-bossy, officious, 
tyrannical. Like all good Dieners, he was indispensable for the running of the 
place, especially in the spring during the salamanders' spawning season. He was 
a very skillful collector, knowing all the best ponds and the right moment for 
finding beautiful clutches of eggs at the very beginning of development. 
He also worked for others in the Zoology Department, even for new young 
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Figure 5.1 A few of the many drawings of different developmental stages of 
the spotted salamander, Ambystoma maculatum, drawn by Lisbeth Krause, 
the talented departmental artist of Yale's Zoology Department. Reprinted 

with permission of Yale University Press 

faculty such as myself, but he was devoted only to the Chief. I believe his 
greatest pleasure in life was collecting those early clutches of eggs for Harrison 
and his students and for various visiting embryologists. Carl knew many 
locations in the forests not too distant from New Haven when he could find 
vernal ponds. Those that retained their accumulated winter rain water long 
enough into the summer for the eggs to hatch into larvae, and for the larvae to 
metamorphose into miniature versions of adults, usually contained large clutches 
of eggs, sometimes scores of them. Interestingly enough, eggs are only found in 
long-lived ponds, but never in those that dry up quickly after the spring rains let 
up. Adults return each year to their natal pools, thus assuring that they will spawn 
only in those pools that were adequate for their early growth and development. I 
think they do this by smell. 

As an interesting aside, I should tell you why the newly spawned eggs 
of Ambystoma maculatum are such good material for experimental embryology. 
The eggs are a lovely chocolate brown color above and creamy below. They are 
among the largest amphibian embryos readily available. Their great size allows 
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many interesting microsurgical experiments to be performed. The adults have a 
truly pathetic sex life. Following the first heavy rains after the winter thaw, males 
migrate to ponds and deposit small white sacs of sperm on leaves and sticks at 
the bottom of the pond. Then they leave. After they have left, the females come 
to the ponds, pick up the sacs of sperm, place them in their genital tracts (where 
fertilization occurs), and then lay up to several hundred eggs enrobed in a stiff 
mass of jelly. There is no courtship, no external genitalia, no copulation, not even 
touching of genitalia for gamete transfer, certainly nothing as much fun as 
intromission, just secretion of gametes. 

Carl was a master of the breeding behavior of Ambystoma and shared his 
knowledge freely with anyone who showed appropriate interest and attentiveness. 
Because of his seniority and importance to the work of the Chief, most of us 
always treated Carl with great respect. But not Chairman J.S. Nicholas. One day 
I happened on the upper-class Nicholas, in ill temper, upbraiding the lower-class, 
elderly Antonson for some minor lapse, as if he were a kid, and I then understood 
graphically how well Nicholas deserved his nickname, "Nick the Prick." The 
scene was most embarrassing; I quickly moved on. 

My Early Interactions with Yale Colleagues 

I have hinted that the faculty of the Department of Zoology was not 
extraordinary. Although this was largely true, I became aware of it only after I 
had been on the premises. When I received the offer of an instructorship at Yale 
the previous winter, I was so pleased at being offered a faculty position at a great 
university that I quickly accepted without looking into the details. There were 
only three truly eminent biologists in the Department of Zoology and two of 
them, Harrison and Alexander Petrunkevitch, were emeriti. The one eminent 
active member, G. Evelyn Hutchinson, was one of the world's great ecologists, 
a specialist in the study of fresh water lakes (limnology) and possessed such a 
deep, penetrating and broad-ranging intelligence that he was really a kind of 
Leibnitzian character. I have never met the likes of him. The other ecologists, 
John Brooks, Edward Deevey and Gordon Riley, all students of Hutchinson, 
were solid but dull. There was also Daniel Merriman, an oceanographer, super
friendly and well-bred, perhaps overly (his father was Master of Eliot House at 
Harvard), and S. Dillon Ripley, a traditional, undistinguished, upper-class type 
ornithologist, who much later on, quite surprisingly to me, became an excellent 
Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution in Washington, D.C. Among the 
embryologists, J.S. Nicholas, the Chair, a student of Harrison, was not very 
strong, either as a teacher or scholar. E.J. Boell was an excellent, polished teacher 
and an excellent researcher but by my arrival, depended almost entirely on his 
research associate for what I considered to be a quite uninteresting research 
program. D.F. Poulson, a student ofDobzhansky at Cal Tech, was important for 
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he was among the founders of developmental genetics because of his earlier 
ground-breaking studies of the embryological effects of major, lethal genetic 
defects in Drosophila. But his research activity had dwindled and he wasn't 
doing much anymore. Among the younger faculty, the most promising were 
Charles Metz from Cal Tech, who was then working on mating in the protozoan 
Paramecium, Talbot Waterman from the Society of Fellows at Harvard, a visual 
physiologist, Charles Remington, also from Harvard, an entomologist, and, 
finally, me, from Johns Hopkins. There was also another former Yale graduate, 
Randall Reyer, an embryologist. Talbot Waterman grew in the years to become a 
distinguished comparative physiologist and for me a continuing, warm friend. 
Waterman wrote an exceptionally lucid and lively treatise, Animal Navigation 
(1989, Scientific American Library). Now, in his late eighties, he is working hard 
to complete a major work on the physiology of organisms living at 
environmental extremes-Life at the Frontiers. With the exception of a few of 
us, the Department was quite ingrown, in contrast to departments at Columbia 
and Johns Hopkins. Whatever their professional merits, however, the entire 
faculty was a congenial lot, at least for me; all seemed to make a special effort to 
make me feel at home, and, I did, quite quickly. 

Another feature that put me at ease was the weekly departmental faculty 
meeting, every Wednesday at noon in the very agreeable departmental seminar 
room, a cozy, third-floor comer room with southwest exposure, ample windows 
and a big blackboard. Everyone attended, including the emeriti, unless ill or out 
of town. It was a pleasant ritual, except for some of the usual, boring 
departmental business. At these meetings, preceded by lunch, which we bought 
ourselves, one quickly got to know everybody. Nicholas, the Chair, sat at the 
head of the table and Harrison, the Patriarch, at the other end. I deliberately kept 
quiet for the first few months, except for idle chatting. I decided that I had better 
get the lay of the land before I started shooting my mouth off. Although those 
who know me might think this was a strain, it was actually easy and relaxing, just 
to sit there watching and listening. It was theatre; like going to a disorganized, 
mostly boring play, in which my colleagues played different roles, as they sorted 
out issues of departmental governance. To the participants, these discussions 
were serious matters, but candidly, I remember pitifully few substantial 
decisions. You know the expression, "It's only academic," used to describe 
discussions with lots of heat and smoke but little enlightenment or authentic 
importance. 

One way or another, I learned quite soon that we were fairly 
homogeneous politically, practically all liberal Democrats (except Nicholas and 
George Baitsell, another elderly professor). Bit by bit, as the year progressed and 
I became involved in the discussions of small but occasionally important 
departmental and university matters, there was often a lot of squabbling. We 
were, in fact, quite divided. This paradox puzzled me until I had an idea and 
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thence counted noses more carefully. It turned out that by and large the 
"conservatives" in these verbal scuffles were those who had long been in the 
Zoology Department, several even as students. Those in the "liberal" camp were 
generally those who had had their training elsewhere and, as good liberals, often 
disagreed with one another. It was as simple as that. To tell the truth, we were all 
conservatives, each favoring mainly policies he had been raised with. So, I 
learned an important academic lesson that first year at Yale. Never hire one of 
your own students to join your faculty, unless he or she is truly exceptional; seek 
candidates from other institutions with different backgrounds. Diversity of 
experience, training, and opinion is vital to the vigor of a university. 

Almost immediately after my arrival I was plunged into teaching, 
running the laboratory part of the Yale College Embryology Course, something 
I knew well how to do. Nicholas gave the lectures. I soon discovered that running 
the laboratory involved a good deal more than teaching the developmental 
anatomy of frog, chick and 10-mm pig embryos. Nicholas, surprisingly, given his 
ease at conversation, was a terrible lecturer--disorganized, disjointed and, from 
time to time, just plain wrong. In consequence, in teaching the laboratory, I had 
a lot of explaining to do to make up for the lectures, all the while trying to be 
subtle at it. The best student in the class and the only one I remember was Joseph 
Gall, who continued at Yale as a graduate student under D. F. Poulson, working 
on the sensational lampbrush chromosomes of the amphibian oocyte. As his 
career progressed, first at the University of Minnesota (where I helped get him 
the job) and then back at Yale, he used his great intelligence and superb skill as 
an experimentalist to become one of the best cell biologists of his generation. 
Gall became famous at Yale for asking carefully worded, enlightening questions 
following seminars. "Gall's questions" were often more interesting than the 
lecture itself. He became one of the most distinguished and widely respected 
members of our department, and, indeed, in the wider world of cell biology 
because of his broad knowledge and penetrating intellect. 

After all those years as a graduate student teaching other people's 
courses, I was finally assigned to teach a course of my own, Introductory 
Zoology, during the second semester of that first year. There I was in charge of 
the whole kit and caboodle, both lectures and laboratory. I gave all the lectures 
and, of course, loved it. It was my first experience at formal lecturing to a large 
class of undergraduates (about 200), mostly freshmen and sophomores, three 
days a week, all semester long. Here I was again on center stage, as back in my 
acting days in Southside High School. I was in my element. It was certainly more 
relaxing than delivering seminar reports before a highly critical group of faculty 
and fellow graduate students. I reveled in the response of the often wide-eyed 
college students. I explained principles of zoology, and even found myself 
spontaneously introducing a little levity here and there, lightly of course (or 
maybe not so lightly), as I became more at ease with this attentive and 
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appreciative young audience. With this I discovered that it is possible to give a 
light touch to many a serious scientific subject without trivializing it and I 
became quite good at it, so good indeed that it has been a hallmark of my 
lecturing ever since, to this very day. A bit of levity certainly helps keep the 
students awake. I also learned in teaching this class that the tiniest oblique 
reference in a lecture to sex or Harvard, "the institution to the north," invariably 
elicited a smile or a chuckle in this young, male, very Yale crowd. My course was 
a heavy teaching load for a new faculty member, but I didn't mind because I was 
enjoying myself so much. Perhaps also I was in a bit of a postdoctoral slump and 
teaching my own course was a convenient and useful escape from the hard 
intellectual work of research. Besides, there were no Fundulus eggs available 
until June, after the course was finished. 

One student in this class was destined to become a life-long friend and 
sometime collaborator in research. We arrived at Yale at the same time, he as a 
callow freshman and I as a callow young faculty member. Michael Bennett stood 
out then and since throughout a long, distinguished career in neuroscience as a 
brilliant and sometimes rambunctious character. He had a distinguished 
undergraduate career at Yale and won a Rhodes Scholarship in his senior year 
(the first science major to do so, maybe ever), then proceeded to drink his way 
through Oxford. Amazingly, even now, he continues to run the New York 
Marathon-more about Mike later. 

For me, running and runners have always been boring. Runners love to 
"entertain" anyone who will listen with tales of their exploits. For me, these 
monologues disguised as conversations have always been painful to endure. 
Mike and other running friends have long since learned that I am bored with tales 
of their running exploits. As Mike once said, "Trink gets that glazed look in his 
eyes when we talk about running." Here is my translation of a runner's 
description of a marathon. "I started out fresh, ran for a long time, got very tired, 
and felt like I had accomplished something extraordinary for enduring boredom 
and pain." Distance running takes considerable training and physical stamina, 
but I have always had a rather dim view of "sports" such as running, which 
involve little hand-eye coordination. In my younger days, I rather more enjoyed 
a good squash match. It requires training, stamina, determination, deception, and 
racquet skills dependent on hand-eye coordination. 

My initial teaching experience left little time for research. I devoted 
myself to finishing up my thyroid hormone work on the Brown Leghorn, 
composed a small paper on some of my summer's research on Fundulus epiboly 
and, with the sponsorship of Professor Harrison, published it in the Proceedings 
of the National Academy of Science (PNAS). 

The buying power of my small Yale salary was even lower than 
expected because in the interval the government had lifted wartime price 
controls, with consequent inflation. Although Galya and I had to economize 
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carefully, renting a space-heated summer cottage on the shore, drinking even 
cheaper beer and smoking fewer cigarettes, we still managed to have a good 
time. The big event in our family life that first year at Yale was the arrival of our 
youngest child, Erik, on Christmas Eve ( 1948), like the Christ Child, but no 
manger for him, just the Grace-New Haven Hospital. Poor kid, he always had his 
birthdays and Christmases scrambled together. He seems to have survived well 
regardless of the poor timing of his nativity. 

Involvement in the Yale Community 

Only after I got somewhat settled in the Zoology Department and OZL 
did I begin to explore and inspect the rest of the Yale University. First, I was 
impressed with its size, much bigger and much more complete than Hopkins. The 
Yale campus is so famous that it would be redundant for me to lead a tour, but it 
is worth mentioning how delighted I was with a very charming, frequent 
architectural feature. Many Yale buildings and quadrangles enclose some of the 
outdoors, in lovely, hidden courtyards. One could easily pass by the residential 
"colleges" and the impressive Law School, the Hall of Graduate Studies, and 
even the magnificent Sterling Library, for example, without knowing what 
greenery lurks within, in their courtyards. I liked particularly the one most 
hidden, the courtyard of the Library. These hidden bowers of vegetation are 
certainly among the jewels ofYale. At first, I was somewhat repelled by the false, 
twentieth century gothic facade of many of the buildings. But, you know, with a 
little time and the seductive calm of the courtyards this purist recoil dwindles and 
one comes to love them. Once, years later, after giving an English cell biologist 
friend the 35 cent tour of the campus, he remarked "By God ! You know, it's 
Oxford with plumbing." Not quite. 

The Payne Whitney Gymnasium is an enormous gothic edifice that was 
then one of the best college gyms of the day, with its thirty plus squash courts 
(singles and doubles), three swimming pools, and even a rowing pool, along with 
the usual other facilities. It played an important role in my life at Yale. I have often 
said that the two unquestionably wonderful institutions at Yale University are the 
Law School and the Payne Whitney Gymnasium. Many are the happy hours I 
have spent in the gym through the years, playing squash, pumping iron, 
swimming and bullshitting with students and colleagues. For many years I played 
squash regularly. I was skillful enough to enjoy the game and the competition but 
not good enough to win consistently. I am not a very good loser and have never 
been a fan of the old sports adage, "It mattereth not whether you win or lose but 
only how you played the game." So, one day I quit playing squash because I was 
annoyed at losing so frequently and then angry at myself for being so upset over 
such a small matter. But, it's not a small matter! I turned to weightlifting and 
swimming-healthy, noncompetitive and civilized activities. These diversions 
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were also convenient, since I didn't need to round up a partner. I didn't need to 
make a rendezvous with anybody. Recounting this reminds me of the only 
argument I have against coeducation. In those pre-coeducation days, we men 
would walk nude to the pool, towel in hand, and swim in our birthday suits. I was 
so used to this and so casual about it that one day soon after coeducation had 
arrived, in 1970, I was accosted in the hall, blithely on my way to the pool, with 
a shout, "Trink, get back in the locker room! There are women around." 

Since my early days on the faculty the University has changed much 
architecturally, and for the better. Many new buildings have been added and 
some of them are absolutely stunning, such as Bunschaft's Beinecke Rare Book 
and Manuscript Library, Louis Kahn's Yale Art Gallery and Center for British Art 
(the latter, architecturally, certainly one of the most exquisite art galleries 
anywhere), Eero Saarinen's Ingalls Skating Rink, and even a handsome, 
functional science laboratory, the Bass Center for Molecular and Structural 
Biology. The Medical School has expanded greatly and part of High Street, in the 
center of the campus, has been transformed into a charming walkway. 

Yes, the Yale campus has changed much and is more beautiful and 
enjoyable than ever, but not so the inner city of New Haven, in the midst of 
which Yale is located. I was fortunate to arrive in New Haven over 50 years ago, 
before the downtown area became run-down, grungy and downright scary. It had 
the same magnificent, New England village green that is still there, with its three 
lovely churches, and it was so safe in those days that one strolled through its 
expanse leisurely, without thinking about it. All the downtown buildings were 
then occupied and thriving. There was a big, fine, established local department 
store, Malley's. There was an excellent dry goods store, Horwitz's. There were 
two superb, old-fashioned hardware stores, a number of Italian grocery stores, 
two excellent fish markets, a few popular restaurants, including Kasey's across 
the street from the Shubert theatre, where many Broadway plays opened. It was 
the convenient, agreeable downtown of a bustling, small American industrial 
city-New England style-big enough to have everything, small enough for 
easy access. We loved it and walked everywhere. There was even a small homey 
saloon, with wooden tables and beer by the pitcher, The Old Heidelberg ("The 
OH"), on Park Street across from Davenport College. Now, all that I have 
mentioned and much more are gone, having suffered the sad fate of so many 
cities of America. I certainly relished it while it lasted, especially the Green, the 
hardware stores and The OH. 

Teaching-Zoology 23 

My teaching baptism of fire, preparing and teaching in my course, 
Introductory Zoology, didn't last long. I didn't even have a second year in which 
to burnish and repeat the lectures I had so laboriously and carefully composed 
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during my first year. A new course was suggested, and was devised by the three 
of us who were to teach it-Metz, Reyer and I. It was to be a full-year, two
semester course in comparative vertebrate anatomy, histology and embryology, 
combining three originally one-semester courses. The course began with 
fertilization, cleavage, gastrulation and induction and then organogenesis, 
combined with comparative anatomy and histology; organ system by organ 
system. For example, when we tackled the circulatory system we considered its 
embryology together with its comparative anatomy and histology, and so on for 
each system. This integrated approach made embryological, anatomical, 
histogenetic, evolutionary and pedagogical sense, and the result was an exciting, 
rigorous and gratifyingly popular course for the 100 or so students who emolled. 
It also offered the students a full-year course in comparative embryology and 
anatomy, providing some of the most impressive evidence for evolution. This was 
a particular pleasure for me because, in addition to embryology, the most exciting 
part of biology for me was evolution. This course was designated Zoology 23; it 
was required for all students majoring in zoology, but many non-majors also 
elected to take it. The students studied hard, spending many hours, often late into 
the night, in the lab preparing for our tough practical exams; they called 
themselves the "winter soldiers," a group set apart. There was excellent esprit de 
corps. For many years after, returning alumni would tell me that this was at the 
same time the most demanding and the most rewarding course of their Yale 
College years. Furthermore, many of them said that they felt complimented to 
have been treated so roughly, as if we considered them to be men and up to the 
challenge. Good old Zoo 23! Mike Bennett and I have occasionally reminisced 
about how he once wrote a perfect exam paper in Zoo 23 and that, just for fun, I 
gave him only a 97 or 98. In he came, storming with righteous rage. He still 
insists, "You refused to change it!" 

I also made many friendships among the best students in Zoo 23, some 
of which have lasted to this day. A standout among them was John W. Drake, a 
lean, bright, energetic young man from Chicago who also worked for me as a 
"bursary student," a part-time research technician. We always had a good time 
together, at work or at play. We also worked together at Woods Hole. Later in 
life, after graduate work at Cal Tech with Renato Delbecco, Jan became an 
important figure in the fundamental field of gene mutations and for 15 years(!) 
until recently was the superb Editor of Genetics, the central journal of the field. 
Parenthetically, with all this talk of bright, hard-working students, I should point 
out that I never ceased to be impressed each year by the number of Yale 
undergraduates who were either dumb or lazy or both. How did they get in? 
George W. Bush obviously had family connections. His father, President Bush I, 
is a famous alumnus. 

Along with the students, I also learned a few things from Zoo 23. 
Always make the course you are teaching rigorous and demanding, as well as 
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interesting and thought provoking. Treat them rough. The good, serious students 
appreciate and respect this, for it forces them to dig more deeply and thus profit 
more intellectually and sometimes experience the exhilaration that comes with 
mastering a subject. Like children, students sometimes like being treated as 
adults. I was told that some less serious or perhaps less able students were turned 
away by the course's tough reputation. Tant pis. 

A single anecdote will suffice to make this point. I used to delight from 
time to time peeking in at the class of the required genetics course during one of 
Don Poulson's lectures, which always occurred at a deadly hour, early afternoon, 
after lunch. To add to this, Poulson was a soporific lecturer. Once, when I peeked, 
the scene was spectacular. More than half the class was asleep! Later, I was 
astonished to discover that when these students took the departmental 
comprehensive exam as seniors, they almost uniformly did well on the difficult 
genetics part. How come? On enquiry, the students told us that the quiet, gentle 
Don Poulson was one tough cookie when it came to exams and laboratory reports, 
so they had to study hard to survive (and in the process learned some genetics). 

I also came to the conclusion in teaching Zoo 23 that the primary 
purpose of a lecture or a series of lectures should be to inspire, corny as that may 
sound: inspire interest in the subject and the field, not just describe and explain. 
Give as many facts as necessary and explain in a carefully organized way, but 
place the emphasis on concepts and ideas. Much detailed factual material can be 
left to the many excellent textbooks, and, of course, to the laboratory. Along with 
emphasis on a conceptual approach, the lecture should indicate aspects of the 
subject that were not yet fully understood, questions that begged answers, points 
that need clearing up. All science is in many ways incomplete, uncertain and 
developing. This questioning approach was relatively easy for me when 
discussing embryological and development matters because this is my field of 
research, my passion, my struggle. Herein lies the reason why a university must 
have a faculty engaged in research, the more incisive the research the better, if it 
leads to excellence in teaching. It was not so easy, however, for me to be leading 
inquisitive students when discussing histology and, especially, comparative 
anatomy, so I had to bone up on these topics. On the way, incidentally, I got a 
fine education myself. Good students rise to the challenge of this combination of 
rigor, conceptualization, and questioning, and often, in the process, get quite 
excited about the subject and the field. Some of them are alert and incisive 
enough to challenge the faculty. It is always rewarding for a teacher to realize 
that students are thinking about what they are being told, while they are being 
taught. Also, a little breeziness is not excluded, when it fits, even a little story 
here and there. I have been told that my college-level courses were nationally 
known for their blue humor. 

I mentioned at the outset of this chapter that two of the three eminent 
personages of the Department, Professors Harrison and Petrunkevitch, were 
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emeriti; i.e., retired from teaching and other academic duties. Nevertheless, they 
came to OZL every day, worked in their laboratories and participated somewhat 
in the department's social life, like attending lectures by visiting biologists and 
so on. I treasure the rare occasions when by chance I was present as they met 
each other in the hall with a "Good morning, Harrison," and a "Gcod morning, 
Petrunkevitch," even though they had been colleagues for decades. I liked it. It 
seemed so straightforward and dignified. "Ross" and "Alexander" somehow 
would not have fit. How has it happened that for a long time now such a greeting 
would seem distant or unfriendly to most Americans? Everybody wants to be on 
a "first-name basis." Several years ago, when my wife and I went to buy a car 
out on Whalley Avenue in New Haven, the young salesman asked me (I was in 
my seventies) "What is your name, Sir?" 

"Trinka us." 
"But, what is your full name?" 
"J.P. Trinkaus." 
"What does J.P. stand for?" 
"John Philip." 
"Well, John, we have just the car for you." 

This phony friendliness and mock familiarity is meaningless and degrades true 
friendliness. Furthermore, I refuse to, "Have a nice day," as a reflex. Ifl want to 
have a crappy day, let me do it on my own good time, thank you, and in my own 
way. I have been around long enough to have whatever kind of day reality thrusts 
on me. I am a curmudgeon about things like this. 

Professors Harrison and Petrunkivitch 

I was privileged to have close contact with Professor Ross Granville 
Harrison quite often. He was a gentleman in his eighties but still acute. He was 
quite thin, bald, and had a long, angular face. By the time of my arrival at Yale, 
he had been elevated to an iconic status. He was a great American scientist and 
a kind man. He used the technique of tissue culture in 1910 to answer 
fundamental questions about the development of the nervous system. While at 
Yale, his laboratory became a center for experimental embryology and he trained 
many outstanding embryologists of the generation before me. He had an 
enormous and richly deserved reputation and yet was a rather quiet, dignified, 
unassuming man who treated most people, especially students and junior faculty, 
in a caring and thoughtful manner. (Figure 5.2). 

In addition to attending faculty meetings regularly, he always had lunch 
the other days in a storage area of the attic of the laboratory with anyone who 
wished to join. Several of us, generally graduate students and young faculty, came 
fairly regularly. I was pleased to fmd that in this informal context the great man 
was just as informal as the surroundings. Conversation was easy and relaxed and 
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he readily participated whenever the subject drifted toward something of interest 
to him. A couple of his many reminiscences are worth telling. 

Figure 5.2. Professor Harrison in his laboratory at OZL. Reprinted with 
permission ofYale University Press. 

Many years ago, I suppose around 1912 or so, Professor Harrison was 
visiting his colleague and friend Thomas Hunt Morgan at Columbia University 
and, as they left the laboratory on the way to lunch, they passed through "The Fly 
Room." Morgan waved a hand toward the Drosophila bottles and said "I've been 
working on these flies it seems for ages and still haven't gotten a damned thing 
out of them." They hadn't yet found the famous white-eye mutant. Discovery of 
the white-eye mutant was important because it showed that Drosophila is good 
material for studying genetics. Furthermore, the fruit fly has only four 
chromosomes and they are prominently banded, helping clever geneticists to 
assign chromosomal "addresses" to mutant genes, gradually mapping the 
chromosomes. Discovery of the white-eye mutant encouraged further search in 
Drosophila for other mutants and this served as a crucial step in the research of 
Morgan's lab that laid many of the foundations of modem genetics. 

Another reminiscence came when the conversation turned to religion 
and I recall it well because it struck home personally. Professor Harrison, like 
me, was raised as a Protestant and when young, attended church regularly. One 
gorgeous, delicious spring Sunday morning in May, however, he mused that he 
would really rather take a long walk in the woods than go to church. So he took 
the walk and, as he told it, never went back to church again. The conversation 
ended there. How marvelously simple and wise, compared to the lengthy 
philosophical ruminations I went through in the process of breaking away. 
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Incidentally, Sally Wilens, his long-time devoted assistant, always 
addressed him as "Professor Harrison" (one word). So did I. But often when 
speaking ofhim we referred to him as "The Chief." For example, one day during 
this period I had a hurried call from Oscar Schotte, at Amherst College, asking 
me to please go out and buy a properly wrapped bottle of Courvoisier "for The 
Chief," for his birthday. Harrison savored Courvoisier and this was Oscar's 
annual gift. For those of you who are interested in more Harrisoniana, you should 
consult the wonderful collection of lectures and papers by Harrison, 
Organization and Development of the Embryo (Yale, 1969). Sally Wilens 
lovingly edited this charming book. 

Alexander Petrunkevitch was Russian, another Russian character 
crossing my path. He was one of the world's foremost authorities on spiders and 
had the added distinction of having taken his doctorate in Germany with August 
Weissmann, making him for me a living link with one of the giants of the past. 
Everyone in the Department knew Professor Petrunkevitch, at least casually, 
because he always held tea Thursdays at 4:00; one would often say, "I'll see you 
at Dr. 'Pete's' Tea." I would attend from time to time, but after the first time, I 
always paid attention to where I sat. That first time I suddenly saw with a start, 
jiggling my cup, that I was sitting just next to an enormous, living Tarantula. 
Professor Petrunkevitch noticed my reaction and with his rich accent reassured 
me that it was caged and anyway "wouldn't do me any harm." I was not very 
reassured but I thanked him and then discreetly moved a little farther away. Dr. 
Pete had composed a fixative for preserving arachnids that came to be known as 
Petrunkevitch fixative. The story has it that one day one of his students 
approached him with a histological preparation that so pleased the Professor that 
he asked, "What fixative did you use?" "Petrunkevitch's, Sir." To which he 
responded, "Good, good. I use it myself." 

Professor Petrunkevitch was not only a great biologist and an 
interesting character; he was also an avowed atheist and had even published a 
scholarly tract on the matter. You will therefore appreciate how shocked I was 
after his death to learn that his memorial service was to be held in one of Yale's 
Christian chapels (Dwight Hall) and officiated over by the University Chaplain, 
the mellifluent Reverend Sidney Lovett (apparently by request of family after 
Petrunkevitch's death). "Uncle Sid" (as he was affectionately known by students) 
proceeded to add insult to injury by saying that Professor Petrunkevitch was such 
a fine man that, in spite ofhis atheistic philosophical preaching, the spirit of God 
must have been moving within him. Several of us remarked afterward that we 
could distinctly hear Dr. Pete turning over in his grave. I hope this doesn't 
happen to me. If it does, I hereby formally charge one of my friends at the funeral 
with the duty to stand up and remind any preacher extolling my virtues in a 
religious context, that I was a devout atheist. I have more than enough 
praiseworthy secular virtues to fill at least one (horribly boring) sermon. With 
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any luck at all, I will have a quick secular burial followed by a good party. 
Perhaps an Irish wake with plenty of Paddy's. 

The Colleges 

Yale has a college system patterned after that of Oxford and Cambridge, 
and like the Harvard house system, to house and feed its undergraduate students 
and provide an alternative to the noxious Greek letter fraternities. There were 10 
colleges. Each college has a master, in those days generally a full professor in 
Yale College, appointed by the President of the University, and a fellowship, 
composed of a faculty from various disciplines, appointed by the Master of the 
College. The fellowship's primary obligation is to interact with students in an 
informal way. To this end each fellow had meal privileges in the College dining 
hall to facilitate this interaction (75 free meals per semester). A year or so after 
my promotion from Instructor to Assistant Professor of Zoology in 1950, I was 
appointed a Fellow of Branford College, the college with the famous Harkness 
Tower. From the inception of my appointment, I had lunch in the college almost 
every day either with students in my class or other students or with various 
fellows. I also participated in an informal way as referee/overseer in various 
undergraduate contests (Figure 5.3). 

The fellows also met separately twice a month with the master for 
cocktails in the Fellows Common Room and then, often warmly inebriated, for 
dinner in the dining hall. We would have port and sherry after dinner in the 
Common Room. It was basically a men's club of intellectuals, quite English 
actually. There were as yet no women on the Yale faculty. It was a new thing for 
me, not at all something out of my boyhood dreams of the life of a scientist, and 
I liked it. So this is Yale, I said to myself. The Master who appointed me was 
Norman S. Buck (Steve), a Professor of Economics who was Dean of the 
Freshman Year and later Provost of the University. He was a rather formal and 
imposing sort of man but nevertheless congenial within the ambiance of 
Branford College. He and his wife, Polly, and their two daughters lived in the 
sumptuous Master's House, a part of the College on High Street. Polly wrote an 
interesting autobiography in later years entitled The Masters Wife. A few of the 
fellows lived in well-appointed suites. Two of my closest faculty friends were 
college resident fellows, John Rodgers (Geology), in Branford College and 
Talbot Waterman (Zoology) in Trumbull College. I remember with pleasure 
many a party in both of their suites. 

Membership in the Branford College Fellowship was for me one of the 
truly delightful features of faculty life at Yale, and still is. Because of its imposed 
intellectual diversity, such a fellowship is an almost unique experience on the 
American university scene. For, in addition to getting to know some of my 
students better, I became a colleague and friend to many faculty in other 
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Figure 5.3. The author orating as the strict judge of the annual beer
drinking contest between Silliman and Timothy Dwight Colleges. 

The winner was awarded a cup. 

disciplines far removed from my own from all over the university, individuals 
whom I would never or rarely have met otherwise. There were about 30 of us. 
Among the many Branford fellows whose company I enjoyed frequently in those 
early years were John Rodgers (Geology), Charles Feidelson, Dwight Culler, 
Alvin Kernan and Martin Price (English), Leonard Krieger (History), Sidney 
Ahlstrom (History and Divinity), Keith Wilson and Donald Currier (Music), 
Clarence Mendel, Professor of Classics and former Dean of Yale College and 
Master of Branford College, George Schrader (Philosophy and later Master of 
Branford), Thomas Forbes (Anatomy), Leo Pospisil (Anthropology), Frank Firk 
(Physics), Frederic Redlich (Psychiatry and later Dean of the Medical School), 
Peter Rose (Classics), Robert Lane (Political Science), Richard Lytle (Painting) 
and Martin Saunders (Chemistry). Some of them are still around and we see each 
other occasionally at meetings of fellows. 
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Remarkably, all of these Branford Fellows became friends, but, of 
course, in different ways. I didn't dislike anyone. All were warm and interesting. 
John Rogers, an eminent and vivacious geologist and an authority on the 
Appalachian Mountains, traveled a great deal and spoke fluent French. He could 
even lecture in French, but always with a terrible American accent. I remember 
attending one of his lectures at College de France in Paris and as an American, 
found his French exceptionally easy to follow. John knows about his accent and 
likes to tell this story about himself. One day, some years ago, when on a field 
trip of an international meeting of geologists in Algeria, he turned to the man 
next to him on the bus to comment on something in French. His French colleague 
responded politely saying, "Je m 'excuse. Je ne parle pas I'anglais." 

Keith Wilson was Professor of Wind Instruments in the Music School 
and Conductor of The Yale University Marching Band. At a fellows meeting one 
day, after he had gotten wind of my family relationship to John Philip Sousa (see 
p. 2), he suggested that it would be fun to have a cousin of Sousa, and a biologist 
to boot, conduct the band in a concert in Woolsey Hall the Saturday evening after 
the Dartmouth football game. Because of my relation to Sousa, we agreed that 
one of his marches would be appropriate. We chose The Stars and Stripes 
Forever. Keith let me borrow a recording of the tune so that I could practice at 
home. This I did, memorizing the music and concocting an act to conduct as a 
flamboyant caricature of a real maestro. I dressed formally for the occasion in a 
dark suit, white shirt, and long black tie. So, thanks to Keith's and my robust 
sense of humor, I conducted the band in a rousing rendition of the famous march 
with comic flourish a la Charlie Chaplin. What a good time I had, and the 
audience and the band too! Keith and my wife said I had everyone in stitches. I 
repeated this several more times, once with William Sloan Coffin, the College 
Pastor, Bill conducting one piece and I another of Sousa's marches. 

Anti-Semitism at Yale 

Sometime around 1950, I met a fellow student of pigmentary pattern in 
animals named Morris Foster at a meeting of the American Society of Zoologists. 
He worked on genetically controlled coat pigment patterns in the guinea pig and, 
since I found his work interesting and himself congenial, I invited him to lecture 
on his research in our department. A day or so after his lecture, Chairman 
Nicholas called me into his office and informed me that the tenured faculty had 
been considering Foster for a junior faculty appointment and "that someone 
wondered whether he was of Hebrew origin, because of his first name, Morris." 
I was taken aback by the brutal directness of the question, but, for once, I had an 
appropriate response immediately, instead of an afterthought in the car driving 
home. Lying, I said, "I don't know." Pause. Then I said, "Well, if that is a 
consideration for getting a job in this department, I guess I should be looking for 
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a position elsewhere." With this outburst, I turned and strode off, head held high, 
into the sunset, stunned by the blatant bigotry experienced in Nicholas's office 
but braced by my excellent response. This may seem like bragging but, as Dizzy 
Dean said, "It ain't braggin' if you'd done it." The upshot was that Morris Foster 
got the job and the Zoology Department now had its first Jewish faculty member. 
I think that the "someone" who wondered whether Misha (Morris) was Jewish 
was Nicholas himself and I suspected afterward that my outraged response may 
well have forced him to offer the position to Foster. I think he was forced to offer 
him the job in spite of his prejudice. Actually, I thought Misha's science was 
good and interesting but not good enough for a job at Yale. Personally he turned 
out to be congenial and a good colleague but not very interesting. He was later 
let go. But that is irrelevant to the story. 

This incident was my abrupt introduction to anti-Semitism at Yale 
University and forced me to look at the situation and think about it. I knew there 
were very few Jews in biology departments generally at American universities: 
none at Yale, none at Wesleyan, none at Amherst, none at Dartmouth, only one 
at Columbia (Selig Hecht) and one at Johns Hopkins (Boris Ephrussi). In fact, I 
have been told that Ephrussi, a refugee from the Nazis, had a hard time getting a 
position at an American university, in spite of his superb scientific qualities, and 
that B.H. Willier had rescued him. Good for Willier! Willier had similarly hired 
Curt Stem, also Jewish, at Rochester. Until my encounter with Nicholas I had 
assumed that anti-Semitisn in colleges and universities was subtle and handled 
euphemistically, when I thought about it. I was not anti-Semitic myself, trying 
to judge people by their actions only, but, I guess, being a WASP and egocentric, 
I did not think much about it. For me, personally, it was not a pressing personal 
problem. The obvious and expressed anti-Semitism of Nicholas, therefore, came 
as a jolt. It woke me up and started my thinking about all the outstanding 
embryologists, geneticists, physiologists and biochemists I knew, or knew about, 
who were Jewish. Where were they? In America, they were mainly in medical 
schools or research institutes, not in nice traditional biology, zoology and botany 
departments in the liberal arts. When I arrived at Yale, there were a number of 
Jewish faculty in the Medical School. There was only one full professor in the 
entire Faculty of the Arts and Sciences (Yale College and the Graduate School}
Paul Weiss, a brilliant and outspoken student of Alfred North Whitehead, who 
was appointed Professor of Philosophy in 1946 after much controversy. Salome 
Schoenheimer's husband, Rudolph, for example, one of the world's most 
creative biochemists, was at Columbia's medical school, The College of 
Physicians and Surgeons, not down at 116th Street on the liberal arts campus. 
And, note, Salome herself did not have a faculty position. She was twice damned. 
Relevant to this, a close friend, Clifford Grobstein, an eminent embryologist, told 
me years later that when he was a senior in college at City College of New York 
(CCNY) in 1938, he was given kindly advice by a faculty advisor (who was 
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Jewish) about the risk he was taking by seeking a career in biology. "I guess by 
your name, Grobstein, that you are Jewish. If so, be warned. There are very few 
positions open to you out there in academia." 

Now that my consciousness was finally raised on this important matter 
I came to the realization that one of the reasons why the Department of Zoology 
at Yale was less interesting scientifically than it should be was because irrelevant 
barriers like anti-Semitism stood in the way of hiring faculty solely on the basis 
of their professional excellence. We young faculty, Brooks, Metz, Remington, 
Reyer, Waterman and myself, would probably not have been appointed if we 
were Jewish, whatever our professional qualifications. Clearly, one of my 
obligations, as a member of the Yale faculty, was to help see to it that our search 
for new faculty would not be impeded by such irrelevancies. You can't build a 
first-rank department of biology or of anything if you let such stupid prejudices 
stand in the way. The coin of the realm in academia is supposed to be intelligence 
not ethnic or racial background. 

I learned later that my personal awakening at the beginning of the 1950s 
was actually part of the times; it was happening in colleges and universities all 
over the country. Given the increasing competition for excellence, American 
colleges and universities could no longer afford to bathe in the luxury of anti
Semitism. Arthur Galston from Cal Tech was appointed to a professorship in the 
Yale Department of Botany in 1955 by the new chairman, Oswald Tippo, and 
thus became the first Jewish full professor in the sciences in the Faculty of the 
Arts and Sciences. Others gradually followed him. Also, around 1953 Cliff 
Grobstein left his research position at The National Institutes of Health (NIH) in 
Bethesda. His new and exciting approach to the problem of embryonic induction 
by placing porous plastic filters of varying pore size between the mesenchymal 
inductor and the epithelial responding system was attracting much attention, and 
lead to an appointment as Professor of Biology at Stanford University. Harvard 
also courted Grobstein but he said that he found it too snotty. By the 1960s, Yale 
and other universities were no longer giving Jewishness much thought, just 
hiring the best people we could attract. Thus, even at Yale, I could begin bragging 
that not only were some of my best friends Jewish but some of my best 
colleagues as well. An excellent, detailed history and discussion of anti-Semitism 
at Yale, chapter and verse, may be found in Dan A. Oren's insightful book, 
Joining the Club: A History of Jews and Yale (1988, Yale University Press). 

A sad fact I had to face in this midst of my awakening was that at least 
part of the reason why the Yale Zoology Department was so ethnically pure was 
because from about 1907 Professor Harrison was the Chair. This is interesting 
because as a young man he had worked in Bonn with Nussbaum, whom he 
greatly admired and who was certainly Jewish. Moreover, in all our many 
conversations at lunch he never showed any sign of bigotry, quite the contrary. 
Probably on this matter Harrison was simply a passive member of the white, 
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male, Protestant, patrician senior faculty. Of course, I never discussed the matter 
with him. 

Coincidentally, shortly before my mind was thrown into this hubbub 
over anti-Semitism I discovered that one of my friends from college days, Bobby 
Cohen, was at Yale. He had obtained a Ph.D. in physics and was awarded a 
Fellowship ofthe Council of Learned Societies to study philosophy of science in 
the Philosophy Department at Yale. We made contact and enjoyed each other's 
company on many an occasion. One Sunday afternoon, when he and his friend 
(from Wesleyan days), Adolph Griinbaum, were chatting and joking about the 
"J's" of some borough of New York City, I impulsively asked that since we were 
all three atheists and shared a great deal philosophically (in a general sense), why 
did they think of themselves as Jews? I didn't think of myself as Methodist. My 
naive question elicited a quick, succinct answer. "Because other people think of 
us as Jews." I have since learned that this was Jean-Paul Sartre's definition of a 
Jew. 

I have often thought of this little snatch of conversation when reflecting 
how fortunate I have been living my life in the United States free from the 
annoyances and restrictions that would beset me if I were Jewish, or Black or 
Hispanic, or Asian or even, at least when I was young, Italian or Polish or 
Catholic, or whatever. My parents, incidentally, did not think much of any of 
these groups. 

Political Activity 

The era of McCarthyism was a very upsetting period for all Americans 
who believed in civil liberties. I bring it into this account of the life of an 
embryologist because it affected me deeply as an individual. As everyone knows, 
the investigations by Senator Joseph McCarthy and the House Un-American 
Activities Committee (HUAC) represented a dire threat to the constitutional right 
to free expression of all, not only of those directly attacked. For this reason alone, 
as a responsible citizen, I had no choice but to oppose McCarthyism. In addition, 
because of my left-wing political activities and those of some of my friends, we 
were personally threatened. Although I had the good fortune not to be called to 
testify against myself before the Committees, some of my friends were less 
fortunate and in the process were accused brutally, with much publicity, as being 
disloyal Americans. These attacks seriously damaged their lives. 

I was threatened personally because I had in fact been a member of the 
American Communist Party in Baltimore before and after military service and in 
New Haven until the beginning 1950s. I joined the Party because it was the only 
political organization, along with the Socialist Party, that closely represented my 
personal progressive social and political philosophy. I chose it over the Socialist 
Party because it was more tightly organized and disciplined and, therefore, more 
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effective politically, and because of its international nature. Like science, it 
appealed to my deep-seated, emotional international feelings. I was, of course, 
aware that Communist Parties in certain other countries, in particular that of the 
Soviet Union, grossly violated certain freedoms of expression, but that was not 
true of the American Communist Party, as I knew it. As far as my experience was 
concerned, we were a group of progressively minded, compassionate individuals 
who agreed fundamentally on a number of important political and social issues, 
including freedom of expression, and that we would be more effective acting on 
these beliefs collectively, as a group. Of course, we all believed idealistically that 
socialism was the ultimate answer for the social and economic needs of society, 
but that was in the distant future. In the meantime, we should do what we could 
do realistically to better the plight of people under the present system. For 
example, we worked enthusiastically in support of the candidacy of Henry A. 
Wallace for the Presidency of the United States and in the Civil Rights Movement. 
As I think about it, I find myself proud of these political activities of my youth, 
except that we paid little attention to the rights of women (more about that later). 

My only regret at the time was the necessity for secrecy, hiding my 
affiliation with the Communist Party, imposed by the historical anti-Communist 
milieu of the U.S.A. If we were known to be Communists it would have been 
seriously damaging to our political effectiveness, even with those large numbers 
of people who agreed with us on all sorts of specific political objectives, such as 
care for people who cannot care for themselves--children and old people
socialized medicine, free college education for those qualified (like the 
wonderful but temporary G.L Bill of Rights), racial equality and so on and so on. 
I disliked this clandestinity because of my outgoing nature and believe we would 
have been more effective if the atmosphere permitted the openness enjoyed by 
Communists in the more open democracies of Western Europe. Incidentally, the 
atmosphere of hostility in the U.S. was such that our secrecy extended even 
within the organization. The only Communists I knew personally were the 
individuals in my own group or cell plus a professional organizer for the Party, 
who would meet with us occasionally. Since then I have never explicitly 
identified any of them. Actually, I only know about a dozen. 

Because of our strong international outlook, some people thought of us 
as "agents of a foreign power" or potential spies. I was neither and personally 
saw no evidence of either in the Party. I was simply a member of a legitimate, 
left-wing, progressive, American political organization that effectively 
represented my philosophy and provided me with an emotional attachment to 
other people like me at home and in other countries all over the world. 

A few years after my arrival at Yale I drifted away from the Party 
because under the relentless and effective attacks of HUAC and McCarthy and 
the repressive atmosphere they created the Communist Party in my opinion had 
become irrelevant on the American scene. I think it still is. In my time, however, 
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it was a vital and important political force. Certainly, ifl had been, say, an Italian 
living in Italy, I would have continued my membership in the strong and open 
Italian Communist Party with enthusiasm, like many Italian intellectuals. Indeed, 
my friend Alberto Monroy was a strong supporter of the Italian Communist 
Party. Also, the Italian Party had demonstrated its independence of the Soviet 
Union, in contrast, for example, to the equally open and strong French 
Communist Party. As we have all learned since, no socialist country has found a 
way to build socialism without restricting political liberty and that most people 
seem to need the profit motive to work hard and efficiently. In my old age, it 
now seems to me that the democratic capitalist countries of Western Europe have 
currently the best working solution-highly regulated capitalism, with the state 
responsible for the welfare of the people, and full democracy. 

The thinly disguised basic purpose of HUAC and McCarthyism, of 
course, was to destroy a small but very effective left-wing force, namely the 
American Communist Party, and put fear into liberals that they might be accused 
as being close to the Communists as "dupes" or "fellow travelers." History 
shows that McCarthyism was successful in both accounts. It emasculated the 
Communist Party and blunted liberal political activity across the spectrum. As a 
French Communist said to me in Paris during the student uprisings in the spring 
of 1968, "Ne sous-estimez jamais le pouvoir de Ia bourgeoisie." (Never 
underestimate the power of the capitalist class.) 

My limited political activity during this repressive period was devoted 
not to pushing a progressive program but to trying to beat back the attack on our 
old-fashioned traditional and constitutional rights of free expression, protected 
particularly by the First Amendment of the Bill of Rights. To this end, I helped 
raise funds and support for friends under subpoena to appear before the 
"Committees," as did many others, like John Saunders, for example, then on the 
faculty of Marquette University. I also joined the New Haven chapter of the 
American Civil Liberties Union. Three friends were called to testify before a 
Committee: Marcus Singer, then doing his important work on the role of nerves 
in regeneration of the limb and a member of the faculty of Cornell University, 
and Mark Nickerson and Clement Markert, both then at the University of 
Michigan. As I recall, Cornell ultimately supported Marc Singer, but not before 
he suffered much trauma and lost lots of sleep. Unfortunately, Nickerson was 
not. The Chair of Nick's department, the Department of Pharmacology in the 
Medical School of the University of Michigan, disgracefully and forcefully told 
him to leave. So, a great University lost a brilliant, young scientist just because 
he refused to testify before one of those head-hunting Committees. Nick went to 
Canada and spent most of the rest ofhis career at McGill University in Montreal; 
good for McGill and good for Canada; and shame on the University of Michigan 
and the U.S.A. Markert was on the faculty of the Zoology Department at the 
University of Michigan. His chairman, Dugold Brown, was in a quandary about 
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what to do about Clem. I recall several wandering discussions of the matter with 
Brown at Woods Hole. I challenged him. Did he believe in the First Amendment 
or not? He protested that it was not that simple; Michigan being a state university 
posed certain problems. In fact, Clem was suspended for refusing to testify, but 
soon thereafter was reinstated. So he stayed in Ann Arbor for a time, but then left 
to join a better department at Johns Hopkins. 

Two other friends of mine during this period also left for Canada-Ed 
Daniel to the University of Winnipeg and Jim Foulks to the University of British 
Columbia. Lord knows how many others did the same. What a superb gift to 
Canada. What a terrible loss for the United States. Interestingly, Tom Yost was 
safe on the faculty of Amherst College. A particularly sad and disturbing aspect 
of all this was the number of university administrators who were caught up in 
the hysteria. I just recently read in the obituary pages of the New York Times that 
Sigmund Diamond, another friend from my Baltimore days, was turned down 
for a part-time lectureship in history at Harvard University because he refused, 
under pressure from no less an academic big shot than McGeorge Bundy, the 
Harvard Dean of the Faculty, to identify other former Party members. Sig had 
admitted publicly that he had been a member of the Communist Party after he 
left the Party in 1950. The Committees and the FBI and their acolytes in 
academia were not satisfied with personal admission. They wanted us to rat on 
our friends, the way Kazan did in Hollywood. Despicable! How low can 
you sink? To hell with Harvard! Sig got a good job at Columbia, where he 
eventually became Giddings Professor of Sociology and History. For the 
record, my memory of Sig from those exuberant days of our youth is of a 
scintillatingly bright young man with a sparkling sense of humor. He was great 
company. 

I wonder how Nicholas and Yale would have reacted had I and others at 
Yale been called to testify? I was prepared to fight but I was not optimistic. 
However, I was never called. No one at Yale was. I have never heard a good 
explanation for this except for a rampant rumor going around then that the 
Republican Senator Robert Taft, at the time Senate Majority Leader and a 
Member of the Yale Corporation, simply told McCarthy and Company to stay 
away. 

On the general political front, my activity was confined to my 
membership in the good old American Civil Liberties Union (ACLU), the 
organization that was in the vanguard of the resistance to McCarthyism. The 
ACLU was and still is the primary organization in America whose sole purpose 
is protecting the civil liberties of all Americans. I soon became Program 
Chairman of the New Haven Chapter and was active in organizing protest 
meetings, inviting speakers and supporting unfortunate individuals under attack. 
My former student and now pal, Jan Drake, was also involved and was a big help 
in distributing posters for meetings. 
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In addition to doing what I felt was right and proper politically at the 
time, this activity brought me new friends, people at Yale and in the New Haven 
Community, who were as outraged as myself and felt the need to do something 
about it. Two were distinguished and influential members of the Law School 
faculty, under siege themselves at Yale for their firm, outspoken and effective 
left-wing convictions-Thomas Emerson and Vern Countryman. There were 
many stodgy types, both at Yale and among the alumni, who clearly wished to 
get rid of Tom Emerson, even though he was a full professor with tenure. They 
could not nail him because he never let his political views come into his lectures 
in any way that seemed improper. Vern Countryman was younger and since he 
did not have tenure was more vulnerable. To my regret and that of many others 
he eventually left Yale for another law school. I do not recall the exact 
circumstances. Although I quickly became friends with Tom and Vern, the main 
member of the Law School faculty with whom I worked in the ACLU was Ralph 
Brown, who was Chairman of the New Haven Chapter and during that period a 
significant figure on the national scene as a defender of civil liberties. Ralph was 
more in the center politically and thus could not be suspected of having 
Communist links. Although he was a devoted, conscientious chairman and we 
worked well together, we never became close because he was personally rather 
distant and didn't have much of a sense of humor. I was astonished and mildly 
outraged upon reading his obituary just recently in the New York Times to find no 
mention of his really important defense of constitutional liberties during a 
critical, repressive period of American history. 

Among the many members of the New Haven community I got to know 
in the ACLU, the most outstanding professionally and most sympathetic 
personally was Robert Goldburgh, Rabbi of the local reform temple, 
Congregation Mishkin Israel. Not coincidentally, he was a dear friend of Bobby 
Cohen. We struck it off immediately. He was really a wonderful man, quite 
remarkable, marvelously intelligent and articulate (good for his calling), with an 
ever-ready, rollicking sense of humor and, above all, a deep sense of social justice. 
He was enthusiastically loved by most of his congregation and cordially hated by 
some important conservative types who abhorred his politics, which he pointedly 
introduced into his sermons. Each time Bob's reappointment came up they tried 
to block it. I remember that it was a sort of community project each time to get 
him reappointed. Finally, he got tenure. I have such a warm feeling of 
comradeship about Bob. He was a strong force for good in the small community 
of Yale-New Haven and to some degree in a wider arc. Also, I enjoyed his 
company immensely. We frequently smiled and laughed a lot together. 

One of our many interesting conversations is worth a little space. Here 
was this rabbi, an intimate friend of Cohen and Trinkaus, two atheists. What was 
going on? Bob explained. He too was an atheist, but decided as a young man 
committed to the cause of social justice that as a Jew in the U.S.A. one of the best 
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ways to act on his convictions was to become a rabbi. But what about the God 
question? "God" for him was a symbol of the conviction that there is warmth and 
justice in the world and that is how he used God in his sermons. 

Bob Goldburgh achieved some national notice in 1957 when he 
officiated at the marriage of his friend Arthur Miller, the playwright, to Marilyn 
Monroe. Since she did not have a faith she decided to adopt the faith of her 
husband. So Bob gave her lessons in Judaism, a bit at a time, stretching it out 
over as long a period as possible. In addition to her fame and beauty, he found 
her to be an exceptionally warm and sensitive person. Quite naturally, he took a 
certain amount of razzing for those lessons. 

The Philosophy of Science 

The aforementioned Robert Cohen and Adolph Griinbaum were young, 
very bright, enthusiastic philosophers of science. Cohen even proposed, with the 
sponsorship of the Philosophy Department, to teach a course in Marxist 
Philosophy in Yale College. What a radical idea! Not unexpectedly, in spite of 
his qualifications, his proposal was disapproved by the conservative faculty of 
the College. Bobby eventually left to lead the Physics Department of Boston 
University. Griinbaum, after completing his doctoral studies at Yale, joined the 
eminent Philosophy Department of the University of Pittsburgh, where he carved 
out a stellar career for himself. Conversing with these two experts quickly got me 
interested in the philosophy of science and I read or tried to read various works 
that they recommended. I found the subject matter to be a fascinating, even 
seductive, introduction to an important area of modem philosophy. I found the 
most comprehensible and hence the most useful of these books to be Readings in 
Philosophical Analysis, by Herbert Feigl and Wilfred Sellars, which had just 
appeared (1949) and contained essays by some of the big guns of the subject, like 
Camap, Nagel, Hempel, and Reichenbach. The subjects were the nature of truth, 
meaning, probability, causality, logic, free-will, induction, the scientific method, 
teleology, and so on. I recently dug out my copy and found by my underlining 
and marginal comments that I clearly studied those essays seriously. 

It was fun having a go at philosophy again, especially on themes basic 
to science, and with two excellent tutors. It was also a fine exercise in rigorous 
thinking. But, significantly, however, in my long life in scientific research since, 
I have hardly looked at Feigl and Sellars at all. Is a little grounding in the 
philosophy of science necessary for doing science? Apparently not. Many 
individual biologists in my rather wide entourage have done excellent research 
in spite of a background essentially devoid of knowledge of modem philosophy 
of science and they think little during their daily operations about problems such 
as induction versus deduction. For me too, personally, someone who thoroughly 
enjoyed his brief immersion in this marvelous intellectual game, when I turned 
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to my laboratory science, I found myself thinking only about the discrete, 
concrete embryological and cell biological problems before me that seemed to be 
solvable. In other words, the every day practice of science for me has been a 
highly practical activity, limited to an effort at honest, hard-nosed thinking about 
how to move forward on the discrete problems before me and to which 
application of the available techniques would be profitable. Notably, my 
successful research on aspects of the differentiation of pigment pattern as a 
graduate student was accomplished before and without my introduction to the 
philosophy of science (although it may well have proceeded more expeditiously 
had I been thinking more clearly). 

Indeed, a sound education in the philosophy of science is not only 
unnecessary for doing good science, it may even stand in the way. I knew two 
young, promising biologists, Earl Hanson at Yale and John Gregg at Duke 
University, who became so enamored of and involved with study of the 
philosophy of science that it gradually replaced their straight, excellent, daily 
scientific research. Earl left Yale and became the director of a teaching program 
at Wesleyan, relating thinking in science to art and literature, a job offered 
initially to me. The last time I saw John Gregg he was crafting finely wrought 
bows and arrows in his laboratory in the Biology Department at Duke. 


