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In this biography, rather than recount my life after Princeton, here are some of my 
fondest memories during my four years at our University. 
 

“Going Back…” by Kit Mill. January 25, 2020 
 

Freshman Year 
 
Dick Rogers, my oldest friend in Webster Groves, and I got off the PJ&B in early 
September of 1962.  Each of us had a suitcase and a garbage bag for luggage.   I had 
visited Princeton the year before, Dick had never been to Princeton, so of course I 
was the navigator.  We took a left coming out of that little station and ended up 
approximately where the Theological Seminary is before I figured out how wrong I 
was.  It was over 90 degrees.  We were sweating profusely.   Dick was not pleased. 
 
Dick and I were paired in 123 Brown Hall with Nixdorff and Ungern (RIP), that’s the 
first entry, second floor, corner room.  Next to us were Maliszewski, Savidge, Gates 
and Phil Mengel. 
 
We bought a sprayed copper refrigerator from whatever that student agency was 
called.  Dick bought gallons of apple juice that had a way of losing volume.  Ungern 
would sneak sips.  Dick started to put pencil lines on the label to determine the 
amount of remaining juice.  Ungern would drink some cider and fill the jug with 
water up the pencil line.  It took a while for Dick to figure out what was going on. 
 
The third weekend we were there Dick and I went to a football game.  As we left for 
the game, Nixdorff had somehow gotten his hands on a six pack of beer and decided 
not to go to the game.  We went back to the room after the game.  Nixdorff was 
passed out and had thrown up all over his bed.  We changed his bed.  Welcome to 
freshman year.  
 
Dick and I both went out for freshman football.  That first day in the locker room I 
was scared you-know-what less.  I have a calf fetish, mine are miniscule, and when I 
saw the size of Nahas’ and Benghauser’s calves I said to myself: “I’ll be lucky to play 
a down on the freshman team.”  Thank God, we played the single wing, which I had 
in high school.  I started, small calves and all. 
 
These are classic stories of all classes of the 60’s---we met during that first week in 
Alexander Hall, all 800+ of us.  Some dean, probably Lippincott, would tell us that 
there were “143 valedictorians in our class (that number is close)” and the same 
number of football captains.  Now I’m thinking that not only will I never play a snap 
in football but I will probably get a handful of pink slips and be on academic pro 
before the football season ends. 
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Football season had ended and I had made great friends, many of whom are just as 
great today.  Nonetheless, by Christmastime I was homesick for my mommy and 
Webster Groves, so much so that I left what money I had, $90, and my watch on my 
bureau at Princeton (so I’d come back) as I prepared to take the plane to Missouri 
for Christmas vacation. 
 
I returned from Christmas vacation, and that spring met Larsen and Van Horne, 
roommates to be and friends for life, and I was never homesick again.  Ever. 
 
Bedell, Nahas, Merlini (RIP) and Frank Morgan, all of whom I met playing football, 
were one floor up from our room in Brown Hall.   One of those four was an 
extraordinarily sound sleeper.  This person, who shall go unnamed, got up one night, 
fumbled around in his tiny bedroom, opened his bedmate’s dresser drawer and 
went pee-pee into that drawer.  His bedmate was not pleased; I’ll leave it at that. 
 
In the spring of ’63 during the riots, two of your classmates who shall remain 
unnamed, released a compressor on Washington Road.  It was headed for Nassau 
Street.  Destination unknown. 
 
Shortly after the riots many of us in Brown Hall thought it would be a good idea to 
take plastic dinner plates from Commons and sail them out the windows of the first 
entry across to the fourth entry, Frisbee-like.  Many broken windows later, Dean 
Lippincott requested of those involved to pay a fine.  Can’t remember what the 
amount was.  Boy, that courtyard was a mess; broken plastic and glass all over. 
 
I took ex-President Bowen’s Economics 101 in the Spring.  I had planned to be an 
economics major with my father’s approval.  I got a 5- and there and then decided I 
would be a Religion-Art bridge major (you could do that back then).  I didn’t tell my 
father. 
 
I mentioned that I had met Larsen and Van Horne.  It was in the spring outside of 
Brown Hall.  I think they were returning from a ski trip.  Merlini was there.  I believe 
Bedell was there also.  Right there we decided to room together sophomore year----
Larsen, Van Horne, Bedell, Merlini, Gates, Rogers and Mill.  There was an 8th 
roommate, Skip Porter, a friend of Larsen’s and Van Horne’s who had planned to 
room with us but decided to return to CA for his sophomore year and go to Cal.  So it 
was a suite for 8 for 7 in the 11th entry of Holder for sophomore year. 
 

Sophomore Year 
 
We had a blast.  We slept, four to a small bedroom, two bunk beds per room, and 
cleared out the third floor for a party room.  We bought a bunch of cheap, what 
looked liked Danish modern furniture.  My then main squeeze, Carol (Cozy) Cole, 
great woman loved by all, drew a seaside landscape in charcoal on one wall of the 
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party room during a visit from Sweet Briar for a football weekend.  Gates built a bar, 
green leather with gold studs, in the storage room on the third floor. 
 
Landeck, Luongo (RIP), Stoops, Askew (?), Sonnenberg, others---all football players, 
lived next door.  Each of us varsity football players got 8 tickets for home games, 
really good tickets, in the old days.  All of our homes were miles from Princeton so 
no parents and only an occasional date would need football tickets.  Tickets for 
home games were coveted in those old days.  The Tigers at home probably averaged 
25,000+ in attendance in the mid ‘60’s.   For the Dartmouth game we’d get 40,000+ 
in Palmer Stadium.  Tickets were $8.00 then so the crew in the 11th entry of Holder 
would have 50+ unused tickets for home games.  Van Horne and Larsen would go 
down to the Stadium an hour before game time and easily hock the tickets.  The 11th 
entry would have over $400 for parties on Saturday and Sunday.  Man, was that fun. 
 
Football started early in September.  We were bussed to Blairstown.  The 
sophomores were just peons at camp, shuttled off to our own cabins.  I was scared 
for my life---Costello, Guedel, Rockenbach, Springs, Howard, Porietis, McMillian, 
Swenson, gods to me.  We survived, and we eventually were taken in.  I remember 
Peter Porietis putting his arm around me as we walked back to the locker room after 
practice and asking me how I was doing.    A handful of us actually played as 
sophomores.  That season, the season of 1963, was the first year that there were two 
platoons, one for offense and one for defense.  That’s a good thing because as a 
center and then linebacker freshman year, I wouldn’t have played a snap at 
linebacker.  Ask Staś how awful I was at linebacker freshman year.   Staś was an All-
American linebacker for 2 years so his bar was/is considerably higher than mine. 
 
After shucking off the thought of being an economics major, I took a  religion class, 
202 as I recall, Professor Bourne’s Classics course, Alyea’s chemistry course  (did 
fine in all, 2’s as I remember) and an art course that gave me hope that I was not the 
dumbest guy at Princeton.  It was Richard Turner’s Italian Renaissance.  Absolutely 
wonderful, inspiring, and, importantly something that for the first time in my life 
stimulated me academically.  Before that, in high school, I was just going through the 
motions.  Oh, yeah, I got a 2+.   I love you, Fra Angelico. 
 
Late in the football season, Mom and Dad came to a game.  Cornell I think.  On 
Sunday, Mom and Dad visited the 11th entry, saw the skimpy sleeping quarters and 
the “vast” third floor party room and bar.  After an hour of browsing, Dad asked 
Larsen and me if he could talk to us for a few minutes.  We walked out of Holder’s 
eastern entrance.  Sands and I sat on a bench just outside that entrance.  Dad stood, 
turned to Sands  (whom he absolutely learned to love.  Sandy could make Dad tear 
up in laughter) and said:  “I’m worried about you two.  Are you serious enough 
about your studies?  Are you going to be asked to leave?”  Sandy’s response:  “No, 
Mr. Mill, we’re having much too good a time to get thrown out.” 
 
In late Fall over Thanksgiving vacation, Joe Luongo,  (Joseph Michael) first in his 
family to go to college, and part of the 11th entry of Holder clan, asked those of us 
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who lived too far away from Princeton (Ohio,  Missouri, California etc.) to go to his 
home in Orange for Thanksgiving dinner.  As it turned out, it was Joe’s 
Grandmother’s and Grandfather’s house.  We were greeted at the door by Joe’s 
father, Michael Joseph Luongo and his Grandfather, who spoke no English, Joseph 
Michael Luongo.  I asked Joe what his great grandfather’s name was----Michael 
Joseph Luongo.  I didn’t have to ask him his great, great grandfather’s name. 
 
We were escorted to the kitchen where we met Grandma Luongo, standing at the 
stove, Uncle Mimi and Aunt Mil Delisa, Aunt Rose and Uncle Freddy Sapporito.  
Grandma Luongo was a beautiful, substantial woman with sky blue eyes.  Every 
other person in the room was slight with dark eyes.   Joe’s relatives greeted us 
graciously but ushered all the men out of the kitchen.  We adjourned to the living 
room.  Grandpa silently held court smoking his homemade cigar which gave off 
smoke smelling like burning tires and drinking his homemade wine.  It was an off 
pink color and when offered to Joe’s friends, to a man, we declined civilly and asked 
for a beer.  It was a Ballantine beer.  We were told by Uncle Mim that he was the sole 
provider of pallets for the Ballantine Brewery, thus the beer in our hands. (When I 
asked Joe a couple of days later how Uncle Mim got such a plush job working with 
the Brewery with no competition, Joe said:  “I’m not going to tell you, and don’t ever 
ask me that question again.”) 
 
In the living room we were served by the women, standard hors d’oeuvres, chips 
and slices of pieces of pepperoni.  We sat down at a huge table, Grandpa at one end 
and Grandma at the other end.  There may have been 14 of us.  Aunt Mil and Aunt 
Rose served us, beef brojoines, chicken cacciatore, and ravioli that Grandma had just 
made.  We stuffed ourselves.  Then came the traditional Thanksgiving dinner, 
turkey, mashed potatoes and gravy, green beans, Caesar salad.  We stuffed ourselves 
again.  For dessert we had cannoli.  We stuffed ourselves.  After THAT, I asked to be 
excused and had Joe show me where the nearest bedroom was.  I slept for three 
hours.  No lie. 
 
We bickered and all got bids to Tiger Inn so that’s where we went, all eight of us. We 
were introduced to Lugi’s sours and Trolls and Trees to Hudson and Spence and Big 
Green (who had killed a man).  We learned what the mystery meat was, chicken 
croquettes, which Rawlsie used to start food fights.  He threw them against the wall 
of the dining room.   They didn’t break.  There were lots of jocks---football, crew, 
wrestling but my greatest pals I soon realized were the non-jocks. 
 

Junior Year 
 
We lived in the entire 5th entry of Laughlin, all three floors.  All 24 of us.  We had 
signed up at the end of our sophomore year.  There was a quad or two that had 
signed up before we had, but we asked them nicely if they’d change their rooms or 
we’d make their life miserable for their entire junior year.  They changed rooms. 
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Those wonderful, crazy roommates junior year were: Anderson, Bedell, Bjorkman, 
Bowers, Eastwick, Edie, Eisenhart, Gates, Grassi, Kerstetter, Landeck, Larsen, 
Longstreth, Luongo, McGinley, Merlini, Mill, Mitchell, Mueller, Pearson, Rawls, 
Schriber, and Van Horne, and I think Randall. 
 
We did what we had done sophomore year.  We crowded into the first and second 
floor bedrooms so that we could have the entire third floor, two rooms as I 
remember, as our party and TV rooms.  Eisen had gone down to I. Goldberg’s and 
bought a huge electric blue couch and matching chairs for the party room.  
Unbelievably ugly but comfortable. 
 
McGinley and Rawls were in a small room together.  As wonderful as Rawls was 
(RIP), he was a little messy, little is an understatement.  One day when Rawls was at 
tennis practice (he was #2 on the team as I recall) McGinley took all of Rawls’ 
clothes off the floor, i.e., all he had, took his mattress off his bed and threw them in a 
closet.  Rawlsie stayed in there, slept there, the rest of the school year.  We called it 
The Cave. 
 
The smaller room on the third floor was the TV room, the place where Luongo and 
Eisenhart spent a lot (most?) of their time junior year.  They hung out in LLOs 
(Luongo Lounging Outfits---white T, white boxers, and knee high black socks).  If a 
movie was on the TV, the only way you could join Joe and Eisen to watch was to 
name the lead actor and/or actress and the director of the movie. 
 
The football season was terrific for a handful of us.  Many of us played a lot and 
contributed to our undefeated team.  We played Yale in New Haven in front of 
70,000 in the Bowl.  In the 3rd quarter we pulled away.  Cosmo scored twice and 
after the second touchdown threw the pigskin high into the stands.  That initiated a 
new rule in college football---a 15 yard penalty for throwing the ball into the stands, 
unsportsmanlike conduct. 
 
Also, in that game, Merlini tackled their great running back, Chuck Mercein, on the 
sidelines of the sun side of the Bowl.  Lini, who was incredibly fast and a ferocious 
tackler, hit Mercein in the knee and broke his own helmet.  Mercein did not return to 
the game but did have a great career as a running back with the Packers after Yale. 
 
Before we left for Christmas vacation, two roomies in Laughlin 5 (we had T-shirts 
made, I still have mine.  It’s faded and in shambles but it’s still in my dresser drawer) 
who shall remain nameless (they were Kerstetter and Mill) decided on a cold, rainy 
night that we needed a Christmas tree.  Stetter and I walked past Pyne and the 
Dinky, across Faculty Road and into the nursery.  We cut the top off of a blue spruce 
(where Stetter got the saw I don’t know), carried it back to Laughlin 5 and mounted 
it in the party room on the third floor.  We were proud of ourselves for several days 
until Axel and his henchman, standing in the entry of Laughlin 5 on the first floor, 
came calling one night asking who cut the top off the $300. blue spruce.  Stetter and 
I raced up to the third floor, quickly cut up the tree, and shoved it under some floor 
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boards on the third floor storage closet behind the bar, the same bar that Gates had 
built sophomore year in Holder.  The tree was not found.  I’m sure it’s still there.  
Dodged a bullet. 
 
In the spring we thought it would be a good idea to visit the other large group of 
‘66ers living together in Patton Palace---Cartwright, Farr, Tooke, Trees, Trotter 
(RIP), Walker J, I’m missing a few.    We came to drink some of Walker J’s Panther 
Piss, grain and lemonade, something like that.  Bedell decided he’d go as an Indian, 
so he stripped to his growlers (boxers) and we covered his face with stripes of black 
shoe polish and white toothpaste.  When we got to Patton Palace, Bows who was 
always up for anything, stripped down to his growlers and Boobman and Bows 
pretended to wrestle each other to the death.  This of course came after we had 
almost drained Walker J’s jug of Panther Piss.  Watching those two characters got 
boring after a while so Van Horne, Mueller, Larsen and Mill escorted Bedell back to 
Laughlin 5 and decided that we’d give our Indian, Bedell, a Mohawk.  I pulled out my 
old hair clippers and with Van Horne’s constant prodding we did just that.  After his 
haircut, Bob went nie-nie.  In the morning when Bob realized what we had done, he 
was not pleased and asked that I shave his head rather than walk around with a 
blonde, curly Mohawk.  He walked around campus for two weeks sporting a 
stocking cap in 60 degree weather. 
 
The spring was a blast.  Stetter and, I think, Bowers had bought a salmon and gray 
colored ’55 Chevy at Reedman’s.  $125.  It burned a quart of oil every tank of gas.  
Stetter and I had a penchant for traveling up to Conn College.  The reason: two 
beautiful women, Hollace Dawn Jackson who was 6’ tall and had blonde hair that 
looked like a lion’s mane and Mary Lake Poland who wore sweaters with horizontal 
stripes which accentuated two things that were more beautiful than Holly’s hair.  
Great, smart, engaging women. 
 
We’d take off in Stetter’s Chevy and stop at Joe and Ed’s, that bar on Route 1 before 
that big storage tank in South Brunswick (Stetter called it Me and Ed’s) and get 
quart cartons of beer for the road. 
 
I’m not going to tell you what happened one time on the Connecticut Turnpike at the 
Belle Haven toll booth on our way to Conn College.  Ask Bert. 
 
PS  I forgot to tell the story of a ski trip that Stetter and I took.  We were on our way 
up to Grassi’s lodge near Mount Sunapee.  We must have been driving Bert’s ’55 
Chevy that he had purchased at Reedman’s.  On our way, we stopped at Bennington 
College.  There were two coeds, names forgotten, apparently walking between 
classes, books under their arms.  It was snowing but both women, unprepared, were 
wearing skirts.   Stetter, so shy, asked them if they would like to go skiing.  They said 
“Sure”, put their books under a cement bench, and got in the car.  Stetter and I were 
sure we were going to get lucky at Grassi’s.  Didn’t happen. 
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Senior Year 
 
What a year.  Football was great.  We’d sleep in the boat house for home games.  
Great memories but little sleep.  Too many snorers, of which Maliszewski was the 
best, as was his play.  Landeck, Merlini and I had a habit of going for a walk after 
Russ’s training table.  We had done it for three years.  Teammates for life.  I was such 
a bedwetter that I would get nervous before every game, not eat any training table 
breakfast, steak and baked potato, etc., and still throw up taking a shower at around 
10:00 before we had to go to the locker room for a 1:00 game. 
 
Gogolak ordered Bedell, his holder, and Mill, his center, to show up for practice 45 
minutes early so he could practice his field goals and extra points.  He was like 
Simon Legree.  Bedell wasn’t much better.  Bedell had an unusual holding style.  He 
was on both knees.  All other holders that I have seen, hold with only one knee down 
so that if the snap is bad that can better react.  Bobby said he felt more stable on two 
knees and said if I ever had a bad snap “he’d stick his shoe up my …”  Both of them 
were such perfectionists.  Bob kneeled exactly 7 ¼ yards for where the ball was 
placed.  He wanted the ball hiked within a small one-foot window right over the 
small rubber square upon which he set the ball and a foot and a half off the ground.  
Oh, yeah, and the laces had to be up so that when he put the ball down Charlie 
couldn’t have to kick the laces.  This can be a disaster if you’ve ever seen the movie 
“Ace Ventura, Pet Detective.”  We had a ball together.  It cemented our friendship 
forever. 
 
We were great.  8-0 going into the Dartmouth game.  Ranked in the top 10.  
Dartmouth in the top 20.  Staś had been an All-American junior year; he was great.  
Red (Paul Savidge, our captain) was great.  Landeck had broken myriad offensive 
records and of course, Gogo was spectacular.  Hell, we were all great, the offense---
Potter, Brubaker, Mill, Reinis, Stoops, Rogers, Cashdollar, Bowers and Gates, 
Landeck, Kerstetter, and Bedell, the third “god” ---Pep McCarthy.  The defense:  
Maliszewski, Savidge, Lee, Behnke, Juke (C. Johnson), Lini (Merlini), Gipper (Gipson), 
Ike (Eichelberger), and Jesse (James).  Back to the Dartmouth game…there were 
40,000+ at Palmer Stadium, capacity 41,000.  We lost 28-14.  Red broke his neck 
toward the end of the 2nd quarter.  Dartmouth’s fullback Pete Watson’s knee hit 
Red’s helmet as he tried to tackle Watson.  Red played a couple of more plays and 
then came out.  Tough man.  He spent a year in a wheel before graduating thanks to 
Pixie who went to school for him.  We’ve never been more deflated in our lives. 
 
Landeck had planned to run back to Tiger Inn in his full uniform and keep every 
piece. 
 
It took a while to shake off that loss.  I reacted by putting on 20 pounds in 20 days 
after the season was over. 
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We had a blast in the winter and spring.  Holly had gone by the wayside.  Can’t 
remember why.  Oh, now I remember, Landeck, Gogolak, Mill and Dubby Wynne ’67 
had found some spectacular creatures at Bennett College---Betsy Paine, Candy von 
Kennan (sp?), Ann Burford, and Betsy Jenkins, respectively.  All beautiful, all a blast, 
up for anything.   They’d come down to Tiger and Cottage (Dubby’s club)---couldn’t 
have been better. Ann was a spectacular dancer, read sexy, made perfect by the fact 
that she wore tight slacks, usually, white and she had the best backside in captivity.  
We’d go to Bennett, drink peach brandy sours at some lady’s house, can’t remember. 
 
The most famous trip was in the late winter.  Luongo, Mann, Larsen, Van Horne, Mill 
others.  Can’t remember.   We rented a Biddle rent-a-truck.   We had confiscated 
some furniture for the back of the truck.  This was not so legal---a group of people 
riding in the back of a paneled truck with the back gate down.  It was pretty dark in 
there coming back to Princeton at midnight.  And cold too.  Luongo drove.  He 
looked like a long haul truck driver.  We got on the Garden State headed for 9-A and 
Millbrook, NY (home of Timothy Leary) where Bennett was.  One problem:  no 
trucks on the Garden State.  Joe pulled off into a gas station to asked for alternate 
ways to go.  Consternation all around.  We got there, goofed around with our 
beautiful pals and came home.   No arrests and a great adventure. 
 
After House Parties when most of us had our theses done, we decided to go to 
Nassau. Larsen called it “Sweet Nassau, Mon.”  For some reason, Larsen, Van Horne, 
Eisenhart, Ching and Pete Freeman ’67 (started in ’65), rich guys, went early.  The 
poor guys, Stetter and me, came a day or two later.  I put my airfare to Miami and 
then the puddle jumper to Nassau on my father’s Gulf credit card.  I had $20 or so in 
my pocket.  I can’t remember how Stetter paid.  He and I got to Nassau and had no 
idea where our classmates were.  We stayed the first night at a place called the 
Snooty Fox.  The woman who ran the place took a hankering to Stetter.  That was 
enough.  I don’t remember paying for our stay.  The next day we were wandering 
around and we ran into our classmates.  Van Horne had arranged for us to stay in an 
old house on Bank Street, the Bank House.  They gave us directions and we headed 
out for the Bank House.  I don’t remember having a suitcase.  On the way, we met a 
couple of attractive young ladies.  Stetter asked them if they had a place to stay.  
They didn’t so Stetter asked if they would like to stay with us in the Bank House.  
They said, “How much?”  He said, not having a clue as to how much we were going to 
have to pay at the Bank House, “$20 a night.”   And that’s how Stetter and I paid not a 
nickel for our stay in Sweet Nassau. 
 
The next day we arose and decided that we would rent small motorbikes.  I’m not 
sure where the money came from.  Most of us rode uneventfully.  One of us cut his 
foot badly while riding on the beach.  He had to get stiches.  I don’t know how he 
paid for the stitches.  Another of us, Ching, was turning his bike and put his foot out 
on the pavement while turning which would have been fine had he shoes on.  He 
didn’t.  The bottom of his foot was not pretty. 
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We were hungry and visited the fisherman’s dock and bought a fish that lay on the 
dock.  Sands paid as I recall.  Ching was convinced that he could cook it.  He’s from 
Hawaii so we believed him.  Back at the Bank House we took a shelf from the 
refrigerator, built a little BBQ pit, collected some wood and Ching was right---he 
could cook a fish.  Best meal we had on the island. 
 
There are a couple of Nassau stories that I am just not going to tell.  Suffice it to say 
that no one was hurt or thrown in jail but close. 
 
We all left Nassau at roughly the same time.  The rich guys took the puddle jumper 
to Miami and flew back to Newark, or JFK, don’t know which.  Stetter and I had just 
enough money to get to Miami.  From there we went to a u-drive-it place in Miami.  
We agreed to drive a car, a Caddy, back up the East Coast.  The car had to end up in 
Boston; we had that covered because one of the ladies, Gretchen Hunt by name, who 
was staying with “us”  (Stetter) in the Bank House was going to school in Boston so 
she was to drop us off at Princeton and proceed on to Boston.  Back then, you got gas 
money and some kind of stipend, can’t remember, so the trip was costing us nothing. 
 
We left in the morning.  We were going to drive right through.  Stetter drove first.  I 
sat in the front seat with Stetter and Gretchen sat in the back seat.  I took over at 
dusk, alone up front; Stetter and his bunk mate in the back.  At around midnight, I 
was going 85 around Siefert, Maryland, and was pulled over by a buttoned-up State 
Trooper.  Tan Smokie on his head.  I expected a ticket and then to drive on.  One 
problem:  Gretchen Hunt was a minor (which we didn’t know) so I had just 
committed the Mann Act.  I, and only I ---Stetter was in the back of the Caddy getting 
lucky, was hauled into a little jail and was offered two options:  spend a night in jail 
or pay a fine of $495. as I recall.   I called my father in St. Louis and asked him to 
wire me the money.  He told me something like “rot in jail.”  I then called the single 
phone in Tiger Inn.  Landeck who lived at the Club answered the phone.  I told him 
of my predicament.  He walked into the card room.  Scully, Springs, Gorham and 
other rich guys were playing a game called Booray.  The pot gets huge.  Landeck 
related my story and Scully said: “Hell, nobody knows what they’ve got in the pot (it 
could be approaching $1,000.).  Take what you need.”  Landeck dipped into the pot, 
got the money, went to the 24 hr. Western Union where Hamilton Jewelers is now 
and wired the money.  I got out, rousted Stetter and Gretchen in the Caddy and we 
took off.  I can’t remember who drove after my shift.  
 
We got back to Princeton, waved goodbye to Gretchen, at least she had a driver’s 
license, hoping that she would deliver the car to its rightful owner.  We found out a 
day or two later she did. 
 
When we were first back, we learned that a classmate had not started his thesis 
which was due in a week.  There is a wonderful story here but I’m not telling it.  
Enough already said. 
 
Friends for life.  Teammates for life.  Princeton, thanks for the memories. 


