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SUSAN RESNIK (SR):  Today is Thursday, October 18, [2012].  This is Susan Resnik at 

San Diego State University, about to begin recording the oral history of Harry 

Albers for Special Collections.  This project is supported by a John and Jane 

Adams Mini-grant for the Humanities. 

  For twenty-one years, beginning in 1978 through 1999, Harry Albers 

served as general manager of the San Diego State University Foundation, which is 

the largest auxiliary in the California State System.  In 1996, according to San 

Diego State University President Stephen Weber, Harry Albers served not only as 

general manager of the SDSU Foundation, but also served for three years as vice-

president for University Relations and Development.  President Weber noted that 

either post alone is a demanding full-time job, yet Harry responded to his 

additional duties with the same optimism and energy which brought about such 

remarkable achievements for the foundation.  In 1999, James Cobble, vice-

president for Research and SDSU Foundation vice-president, described Harry‘s 

twenty-one-year tenure by noting that, quote, ―The foundation‘s total business 

grew from $13,531,711 to $143,400,000, including a huge increase in grant and 

contract activity, and acquisition of real property, including the Alvarado Medical 

Center. 

Prior to coming to San Diego, Mr. Albers held other financial and 

administrative positions.  They include serving as executive director of the 
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Smithsonian Research Foundation, director of administration for the Association 

of Universities for Research in Astronomy, and as manager for the Smithsonian 

Astrophysical Observatory Satellite Tracking Program.  Then he served from 

1976 to 1978 as vice-president for Finance and Administration at Barnard 

College, Columbia University, New York. 

Earlier, Mr. Albers completed his undergraduate studies at the University 

of Pittsburg as an honor student, where he received a B.S. in physics.  His 

graduate degrees are an M.S. in physics from Cornell University, and MBA 

programs both at Boston University and George Washington University.  He has 

published in both scientific and research administration journals, and has been 

recognized in both Who’s Who in Finance and Industry and Who’s Who in the 

East. 

Rather than my continuing to elaborate, I prefer to have Harry continue.  

Good morning, Harry. 

HARRY ALBERS (HA):  Good morning, Susan. 

SR: Tell me when and where you were born, and about your family. 

HA: I was born in Jersey City, New Jersey, on March 6, 1938.  I have one sibling, a 

sister, Kathleen [phonetic], who is five years younger than me.  We lived in a … I 

guess you would call it a lower-middle-class family and neighborhood … and it 

might have been lower than that, actually.  My mother‘s family were … let me 

think … the second generation from Italy, immigrants.  Almost all of the family—

and they numbered in the many tens, if not hundreds—lived in a section of Jersey 

City called Marion, which was known locally as ―Little Italy.‖  My father‘s 
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family was also second or third generation from Ireland, and they lived up a few 

streets from Little Italy.  The Irish immigration wave had been moved out of the 

Little Italy neighborhood by the Italians when they came into the U.S., and so 

there were almost two sections of the Marion area, the Irish and the Italians, and I 

happened to be a product of that. 

As I said, my Italian family was very large.  All through my grade school 

and high school years I continually met people in school who were my cousins, 

and I was always discovering new cousins.  The Irish family was smaller in 

numbers.  My father was a typical Irishman.  He spent all of his early years in 

sports, up until I think he was thirty-five years old.  The best part of his life, I 

think from his perspective, was playing sports—football, baseball, some 

basketball—and then adjourning to the nearest saloon to celebrate their victories 

or commiserate about their losses.  My mother was a very quiet, shy person, and 

continues to be so.  She‘s ninety-six years old, and lives nearby in La Mesa.  And 

my wife and my sister take care of her, although she‘s very feisty and living 

independently. 

[~00:05:39] 

SR: Marvelous! 

HA: Yeah [yes].  So as I say, I was the product of this Irish-Italian neighborhood.  I 

found much later in life that I think my….  I‘ve never pinned this down, but I 

think my parents thought about me before they thought about marriage, if I could 

put it like that.  That may have led to the marriage, and I‘m going to be in trouble 

if my mother listens to this.  But an aunt divulged this great family secret to me. 
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  I went to grade school at PS-23 [public school number twenty-three] in 

Jersey City with a prior kindergarten and first grade in PS-35.  We moved up the 

hill from Little Italy when I was about six years old, so we were getting into the 

more affluent lower classes, I guess, at that time.  My early years were, pretty 

much, other than school, devoted to a neighborhood—I‘ll call it a gang, but there 

were five or six guys—and our lives consisted solely after school of playing 

sports.  And it went from stickball to stoop ball to punch ball to basketball to 

football, all in the streets, on Romaine Avenue in Jersey City.  At that time, there 

weren‘t many cars in the neighborhood, so we had wide expanses of Romaine 

Avenue on which to conduct our various sport activities. 

[~00:07:28]  For the most part, when things were going well with my 

friends, it was a happy existence.  But there was one person in the group, his 

name was Junior Renton.  He was from the one rich family on the block.  They 

actually owned their house.  And he was—I guess nowadays we‘d call him a 

bully.  He maintained control over our group.  If everyone didn‘t do exactly what 

he wanted at all times, you‘d be shunned, and no one would talk to you.  If you 

got caught walking along the street by yourself, they‘d throw things at you, or try 

to start a fight, or whatever.  So this on-and-off happy relationship with the 

neighborhood kids continued up to about the eighth grade.  At about that time, I 

was in one of my shunning periods for some unknown reason, and I had just had 

enough.  And school let out and as we were walking home there was a vacant lot 

and Junior and his acolytes were following me with various remarks.  And I had 

had enough.  I dropped my books, took off my hat, and Junior and I went at it, and 
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must have fought for about a half hour at least.  It seemed like many hours, but I 

think a half hour did it.  At the end of the fight, we were both totally exhausted, 

both bruised and beat up, and just couldn‘t carry it on, and it was a draw.  So that 

freed me from this thralldom that I had been held in for various periods.  

(recording paused) 

  [~00:09:01]  About that time, in eighth grade, my roots in Little Italy 

called me back.  I had met a friend called Joseph Matticola [phonetic], who was 

my best friend through high school years and for some time after, and he 

convinced me to start going back to Little Italy to—we called it the little park, 

which had a full-length basketball court and bocce courts for the elderly Italian 

gentlemen who would come in their black suits and string ties and fedoras, or 

whatever you called those large hats.  We would go down there on a Saturday 

morning, perhaps ten o‘clock in the morning, and all throughout Little Italy, there 

were probably two dozen, maybe three dozen, boys my age and older who 

gathered there, and we stayed on that court until three, four, five in the afternoon, 

playing basketball, with the rule that as long as your team won, you stayed on the 

court; as soon as you lost, you‘re off, and another team came on.  It was pretty 

competitive. 

A huge influence in my life up through that time was Mount Carmel 

Catholic Church.  You can imagine with an Italian neighborhood the church had a 

very strong presence, and they were very clever about it too.  A gentleman named 

Monsignor Artioli [phonetic] ran the church, and he had the wisdom to set up a 

basketball program for the church.  And this happened through many Catholic 
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churches in Jersey City, so there was a league of teams, and they started at the 

bitty level, which I think was probably about eight years old, and every two years 

you could make a jump to the next level, even playing when you‘re in college, up 

at the senior level.  We would practice one or two nights a week in the PS-23 

gym, which the city ran an after-school sports program there.  My father 

happened to be one of the assistant directors, part-time, of that facility.  And we 

would play our regular basketball games on Sundays against another church team.  

It was very clear that unless we had gone to confession that previous Saturday and 

communion at nine o‘clock mass that Sunday, you were not about to put your 

uniform on that day.  So we were all a rabid church-going group of kids.  Going 

to confession was one of the real stress points of my life.  I was a very, very shy 

person, a very quiet person, had no idea what life was about at this time. 

My father, as I said, loved hanging out with the boys, and even after 

marriage did that.  He could be found in the local Balbo‘s [phonetic] Tavern or 

Venezia‘s [phonetic] Saloon every Saturday and Sunday with his friends.  So we 

rarely saw him.  My mother was a very, very shy person.  Maybe that‘s where I 

got it from.  So I had little direction in life, except for the fact I had two wonderful 

aunts—my Aunt Lucy, who was my grandmother‘s youngest sister.  There was a 

family of twelve there, with my grandmother being the oldest sibling and Lucy 

the youngest.  She was about my mother‘s age.  And my Aunt Faye, who was my 

mother‘s sister.  They took me under their wings, and I spent inordinate amounts 

of time with them.  They were just a godsend in my life.  (recording paused) 

[~00:13:15] 
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SR: So grammar school, anything. 

HA: Perhaps the greatest revelation of my elementary school years was the fact that 

ever since I could remember, I could run fast.  In fact, I could run faster than 

anyone, no matter what their age was.  And on our block, as part of our regular 

year-round sports activities, one of the activities we would have a track session in 

which someone came up with a stopwatch and we would run around the whole 

block and time everyone to see who could do it.  I found I could waste everyone, 

anytime.  When I was in seventh and eighth grade, I even wasted the high school 

sprinter of our high school team, who lived on our block as well.  So track, 

running, became an amazingly large part of my life.  I started running in track 

meets for our grade school, and when I was about to graduate grade school, all of 

the Catholic high schools in Jersey City were recruiting me.  There was Saint 

Michael‘s, Saint Aloysius, and another one which I can‘t remember.  So there 

were three Catholic high schools, and there were four public high schools.  My 

high school drew from the Little Italy section, and it was a few miles away from 

Little Italy.  And the area around the high school just happened to be the 

Caucasian, the white part of Jersey City.  The other three high schools were 

almost all African-American at the time.  I chose to go to public high school, 

Dickinson High School, because all of my Italian friends were going there; all 

trying out for the basketball team, of course; all taking Italian in class.  I took 

French and never lived it down.  I have no recollection of why I chose French, but 

I did.  This was, I think, held against me, in addition to my being half Irish. 
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  On that subject, too, the name Albers is Dutch, and we know from family 

history or word of mouth that it was a Dutch name, but we have no idea where the 

Dutchman sneaked into the family, or when.  I‘d like to find out sometime. 

  [~00:15:59]  So grade school was a kind of happy place, except for when I 

was being shunned by the neighborhood gang.  Again, my main memories are I 

discovered I was bright in the very early grades, and could do well whenever I 

wished to.  As we got up to sixth, seventh, and eighth grades, my Italian mafia 

friends—and I say that fondly—all….  We were so much in sports, we were not 

into academics, to say the least.  So my grades started falling off in sixth, seventh, 

and eighth grades.  I had a wonderful teacher in fifth grade named Miss Walsh, 

who threw her heart and soul….  She was not married, and her whole life was that 

fifth grade.  We had all kinds of….  I can‘t think what the names were, but units, I 

guess, we put on, of the West, in which we‘d all make presentations in western 

gear.  And there were all these theme kinds of things, five or six a year.  I 

remember one where I was in a square dance and actually got to dance with girls, 

which was amazing to me, because I would always run away from them if any 

conversation threatened between us.  And I made some good friends in grade 

school that went on to high school. 

  [~00:17:33]  High school, when I went in, I was immediately pounced on 

by the track coach, and I think I ran my first track meet within two weeks of 

starting high school.  I got second in the city championships in the freshman 

division.  This was with not having been running that much prior to high school, 

for being in really good condition.  I was an embarrassment to many people 
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because I did not yet own an athletic supporter.  So in my uniform I just put my 

shorts over my boxer shorts, which were hanging below the shorts, and that was 

another thing I never lived down.  But I really got into track.  I was city champion 

several times in both the dashes and the quarter mile.  I was Northern New Jersey 

champion for three years running in the 100 and 200 yard.  We did yards then, not 

meters.  I had all kinds of—our living room at home had all kinds of trophies and 

plaques on the wall, and I had a big box of medals.  And my identity then was 

Harry Albers, the track guy, the city champ.  And I was known far and wide 

throughout the city, and made many friends, not only with my Italian comrades, 

but with all of the African-American competitors from the other schools.  And we 

became highly competitive, but very good friends.  And that carried right through 

college with some of the people.  We all went to Pitt. 

  [~00:19:23] My academic performance in high school continued downhill 

from my sixth, seventh, and eighth grades.  I could pull ―C‘s‖ in everything, but I 

never took my books home.  My schedule, my first and second high school year, 

was two nights a week practice for the church team at the recreation center, two 

nights of ball games with the recreation league team that I was on.  My Saturdays 

were track meets.  My Sundays were basketball games for the church.  And so I 

was a busy person.  I got home from track practice on a typical weekday at five, 

six o‘clock, had a quick dinner, put my sneakers on, ran over to the gym, and 

basketball started, until 9:20 I think the gym closed, or 9:30.  Then I‘d run home, 

have a snack, and into bed.  My books were safely ensconced in my locker at high 

school.  I‘m not sure they ever saw my house those first two years. 
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  [~00:20:33]  My awakening came in my junior year when I had a meeting 

with my advisor, a Mr. Spatz [phonetic].  We all had to do this.  I still remember 

the conversation.  He said something like, ―Okay, Albers, what are you going to 

do with your life after high school?‖  I said, ―Well, go to college.‖  And he picked 

up what I guess was my transcript, looked at it and laughed and said, ―No you‘re 

not.  You won‘t even get close to a college!‖  That just shocked the hell out of me.  

I mean it really knocked me.  I had never, until that time, thought that I had to 

actually make an investment in getting into college.  I‘d never seen a college.  

There was a Saint Peter‘s College two blocks up from my street, right on the 

busiest street in Jersey City, Hudson Boulevard, and I walked past it.  I knew it 

was Saint Peter‘s College, but I never went in.  It didn‘t look like what I thought a 

college looked like, there was no grass anywhere.  And so I just had never thought 

about college. 

So that meeting with my advisor was followed by my track coach, a 

wonderful man named Phil Murphy [phonetic], who said, ―Hey, Harry, you know, 

you have a chance to get a track scholarship, but not with these grades.‖  And 

again, that was cold water dashed on me.  And I took it seriously, particularly 

Mr. Murphy‘s thoughts, because he said he‘d work with me on a scholarship if I 

got my act together. 

So it‘s not easy to believe, but overnight I decided to become a scholar, 

and I brought my books home, I studied after the gym.  I don‘t think I gave up 

much of my sports, but I found time somehow to hit the books.  And my grades 

went up drastically, to the point that by my senior year in my English class, I 
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proudly sat in the last row of the classroom, which Miss Cook had established as 

the scholars‘ row.  And there were only six or seven of us there.  And she would 

conduct her class by firing questions to the rest of the class, and if no one could 

answer the question, she chose someone from her scholars‘ row to answer.  And if 

you missed it, you were no longer in the scholars‘ row.  So I worked my butt off 

to stay there. 

I also got interested in math for some reason, which had been my nemesis 

up until then.  And a wonderful teacher named Miss Nadell [phonetic] took me 

under her wing and said, ―Harry, I can‘t believe how well you‘re starting to do.  I 

want you to join the math club.‖  I didn‘t know there was a math club.  And we 

met every morning at 7 a.m. and did math over and above what the curriculum 

called for.  I even got into some calculus. 

[~00:23:35]  I had another wonderful teacher named Edward McGee 

[phonetic].  He was short, probably five-two, well dressed, always with a three-

piece dark suit, I think a watch fob, but I may be imagining that; his black hair 

slicked back.  I had him for three years of French.  He was a taskmaster.  He 

would go around every day with his handful of cards with English phrases on 

them, hand you one, and you had to go to the blackboard and translate it into 

French.  My sophomore year, and even part of my junior year, I did my very best 

so that he didn‘t notice me:  slumped in my seat, looked out the window—

anything.  And for a long time he ignored me, because I guess he knew how 

scared I was.  Finally he started giving them to me, and little by little I started 

actually getting them right, which amazed me. 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 12 

And I got really top-notch grades in my senior year, so that Mr. Murphy, 

true his word, made a contact with the coach of the University of Pittsburgh team.  

His name was Karl Olsen [phonetic].  He was a Scandinavian, meanest person I 

ever met in my life, but took an interest in me.  I had been preceded there by 

another Dickinson High School runner, an African American named Thornton 

Smith.  So Thornton was in his junior year already at Pitt.  Also, another Smith, 

no relation, a man named Zeniford [phonetic] Smith, African American, who had 

become a really good friend of mine—he went to Lincoln High School—and we 

regularly competed against one another.  And in particular, I competed against his 

younger brother, Hosea [phonetic] Smith, who he and I were nip-and-tuck.  We 

had the same talents in the 100, 200, and quarter-mile, and when we met, there 

was hell to pay is all I can say, we were so close in ability.  So Hosea went to a 

southern school, but Zeniford went to Pitt a half-year ahead of me.  So I had 

Thornton and Zeniford at Pitt. 

Let me think if there‘s anything else about high school.  Oh, I continued to 

maintain my shyness and being afraid of girls.  There was this one girl named 

Sandra Lewis, I knew from grade school all through high school, and for six years 

I debated with myself about asking her for a date—never got around to it—was 

too shy to go to the senior prom.  I couldn‘t work up the courage to ask a girl to 

go.  In fact, even though several girls had dropped very strong hints, I later found 

out that they wanted me to ask them, but being the obtuse person I was, I just 

didn‘t pick up on them.  So I think everyone in the senior class—or almost 

everyone—went, but I went to a track meet to watch it, just so I could say I had an 
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excuse for missing the prom, which I guess in some ways I still regret because I 

was so backward about it all. 

I‘ll mention something else quickly, and then get on to something 

important.  I can‘t emphasize how much track meant to me.  Even in high school I 

was running in the big Madison Square Garden meets in special events set up for 

high school students.  And they would come on the tail end of the college events 

and Olympic athletes.  These were the big meets which still continue today in 

Madison Square Garden, with the same names:  the Wannamaker Mile and I can‘t 

remember what all of them were. 

I had one funny experience:  In my junior year, Mr. Murphy for some 

reason stopped coaching the track team, and instead we got a coach named Basil 

McKenzie [phonetic], who was a Caribbean Islander who had run in the Olympics 

and medaled for one of the islands.  He took a fondness for me and when we had 

one of our events in Madison Square Garden, Mr. McKenzie brought me into the 

locker room where all of the Olympian-type athletes were dressing.  It was a very 

special dressing room.  And here I am, this skinny little high school kid who 

didn‘t know which way was up, and here was one of my heroes, one of the 

greatest runners of all time, named Mal Whitfield, who was a half-miler, had won 

the half-mile in the Olympics at least once, and I tend to think at least twice.  And 

here was Mal lying on a training table, resting—I guess just contemplating his 

event.  And I saw him there, I walked up to him, and I said something dumb like, 

―Mr. Whitfield, this is a great honor, could I please have your autograph?‖  And I 

had a pencil and paper, and he just continued to lay there, didn‘t blink an eye.  
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And after a minute or two, I sheepishly walked away.  I was later informed that 

when he‘s preparing for a race, no one ever bothers him.  (laughter)  I still recall 

that. 

[~00:29:50]  On to a really important thing in my life.  I said my sister 

Kathleen was five years younger than me.  Two doors away from our house on 

Romaine Avenue was a small apartment house with about eight families in it.  

And one of the families was the Cherry family.  The father was an immigrant 

from Scotland.  When he was in his late teens or early twenties, he worked for the 

United Fruit Company on the boats that went down to South America.  He called 

them the banana boats.  He settled in Jersey City.  His name was Archibald 

Cherry.  His wife‘s name was Theresa Cherry.  She came to the United States 

when her parents emigrated.  She was, I guess, in her early teens.  Her father was 

a soccer coach of a Scottish team in Jersey City.  And Archibald Cherry played 

soccer for that team, so met the coach‘s daughter, Theresa, and the two of them 

got married.  Archibald—Archie—was I think at least ten, maybe fifteen years 

older than Tessie.  They had three children:  an older daughter named Nancy, who 

was about a year older than me; a son named Bob, who was one or two years 

younger than me; and a second daughter named Jean, who was five years younger 

than me, and my sister‘s best friend.  Jean plays an important part in the story, 

because as I said, I met her when she was five, I was ten or eleven, and we later 

married.  So we knew one another all our lives.  In fact, she always seemed to be 

underfoot in our house.  So we knew one another quite well. 
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[~00:31:43]  Another important influence in my life is Lake Hopatcong, 

New Jersey.  My mother and father—mostly my mother, with a loan from her 

mother—and my Aunt Faye, who was a successful legal secretary and had some 

money, decided to buy a cottage on Lake Hopatcong in New Jersey.  It was about 

fifty miles outside Jersey City and New York City.  Jersey City is just across the 

river from downtown New York City.  In fact, from our high school, up on a 

bluff, we looked right across the river at the Statue of Liberty.  When I was about 

ten, my mother and aunt bought this cottage at Lake Hopatcong.  I still remember 

it cost $1,600.  It was totally a shell of a cottage.  There was no insulation, no 

interior walls.  We saw the beams all around.  It had an outhouse, which was 

something new to me.  We would go there as soon as school was out.  My sister 

and I and my mother would go there and spend the summer.  Aunt Lucy had a 

car—my family didn‘t—so she would drop us off there.  My Aunt Faye and my 

Aunt Lucy would come up every weekend and spend their vacations there.  Lake 

Hopatcong was like a miracle for me.  In grade school it got me away from the 

[simple? ~00:33:24] friends on Romaine, and introduced me to a new group of 

kids my age, who were always nice, and it was both boys and girls.  And I 

actually got to talk with girls for once, and hang out with them, and we had a 

wonderful group.  I, in some sense, lived out the rest of the year to get to the lake 

in the summer, and just be relaxed, have fun, feel good.  That continued quite a 

long time in my life.  Jean would often come up on a weekend.  My father, when 

he finally got a car, would bring her up to see my sister, of course.  They were 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 16 

best friends and still are, and talk to one another almost every day.  So Jean was in 

my life even during the summers at Lake Hopatcong. 

I still had this shyness, and you, Susan, asked if there are some stories.  I 

haven‘t told this one to many people, but it‘s symbolic—I guess I was twelve, 

thirteen—of my maturity at the time.  One of the girls in our gang was named 

Roberta.  One of the guys was named Murph—his name was Eugene Murphy.  He 

had the most amazing boat on the lake.  It was called a lyman [phonetic] boat.  

They didn‘t make them of fiberglass then.  It was this beautiful mahogany boat 

with a Mercury 25 horsepower motor
1
, which at that time was out of sight.  Well 

Murph and Roberta and I, a lot of us would often take one of the boats and go out 

and just sit in the lake.  Lake Hopatcong was very large, seven or eight miles 

long, a mile or two across.  We‘d go right out in the middle.  There wasn‘t much 

boat traffic.  We‘d go out there, just sit and talk.  We‘d bring books, read books.  

It was just a fun thing. 

Well here‘s Roberta, Murph, and I, and for some reason we didn‘t have 

our bathing suits on that day, and out of the blue Murph said….  We said, ―Gee, 

we have to get in the water, it‘s so darned hot.‖  Roberta said, ―We don‘t have our 

bathing suits.‖  Murph said, ―That‘s fine, we‘re friends, let‘s just go skinny 

dipping.‖  Now I never did find out if he was joking or serious, but to me, here 

was a girl in the boat.  All I remember was standing up and blurting out, ―I just 

remember, I have to be home.  My mother has to do something‖—and I jumped 

off the boat, about a mile out in the middle of the lake, and started swimming for 

                                                 
1
 25 horses isn‘t very powerful.  Maybe 250 hp?   The first one is for trolling for fish, the second for 

waterskiing.  (Tr.) 
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shore.  Murph and Roberta started calling after me, ―Harry! Come back, we‘ll 

drive you in!‖  I said, ―No, no, it‘s alright, you guys keep going, whatever you 

want to do,‖ and I started swimming.  I almost drowned.  I was a good swimmer, 

but there were waves and it was longer than I thought.  Another boat, when I was 

probably halfway to shore, stopped, saw me there, asked if I needed a ride, and 

here I am wondering if I‘m going to drown or not, but I was too embarrassed to 

say yes.  So I said, ―No, I‘m fine, just go on ahead.‖  I guess they shook their 

heads. 

[~00:36:53]  Anyway, I wound up hitting the shore at a point which was 

absolutely dense forest for miles.  And so here I went, trailing through the woods, 

barefoot, dusk coming on, cutting my feet up, thinking I‘m going to die.  I didn‘t 

drown, but I‘m going to die in the forest, and no one will ever find me.  And 

finally I started hearing some car horns, and Murph and Roberta had gone back, 

figured out what happened, and had some of the adults in the family, driving 

along the roads, honking their horn and calling for me.  So here I finally stumbled 

out of the woods, so embarrassed I said, ―I‘m never going down to the lake again.  

I‘m going to hide in the house so no one will ever see me.‖  But everyone, even 

the adults, it was a small summer community that gathered there at Davis Cove, 

and all of the houses, every single one, were empty the rest of the year—they 

were all summer places that people would come up and spend the summers at—

and we all knew one another and were very friendly.  I guess they got together 

and said, ―Let‘s not make him feel more of an ass than he already is.‖  And so I 
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was treated as somewhat of a hero, even though I can‘t remember what story they 

ginned up. 

[~00:38:22] 

SR: That would be nice—a hero.  (recording paused) 

HA: You prompted me to say something I told you off the record.  And again, I can‘t 

ever let my mom hear this.  But as I mentioned, I‘d be at track meets on Saturdays 

and basketball games on Sundays, and I‘d often have an audience since my father 

was so interested in sports.  He just followed everything I did in sports.  Often, on 

a Saturday or Sunday, here he would come, tripping out to the track and the 

stands, or into the basketball court, with many of his friends from Balbo‘s Tavern.  

They were all feeling good.  I had a very loud audience participating in everything 

I did.  I would try to ignore them and pretend I didn‘t know who they were calling 

out for, but it was part of my life. 

My father being a part-timer in the Jersey City Recreation Department, 

was also an official at all of the high school track meets, so he was always there.  

And I remember my freshman year when I was running cross-country, he‘d 

always be stationed at the point where we came out of the grassy-woodsy path 

area of the park, just about to hit the track where we had a quarter of a mile to 

finish up the cross-country event, and he‘d be there, just yelling so loud.  I would 

get this jolt of adrenaline for my last quarter-mile—I‘m not sure, just because he 

was so enthusiastic, or I was afraid he was going to give me hell if I didn‘t win 

the race.  But he was a fixture at all of the track meets. 

SR: Definitely it was significant to him.  I‘m sure he was very proud. 
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HA: Yeah. 

SR: That‘s very nice.  (recording paused) 

HA: You prompted me again about high school.  I mentioned math, and you asked me, 

―What about the other sciences in high school?‖  I took biology.  I avoided 

physics and chemistry because everyone said they were so difficult.  None of my 

basketball chums and track team chums ever took those difficult courses, so that 

was interesting, winding up a physics major later on. 

  One other footnote about high school and Mr. McGee, the French teacher.  

He was one of my awakening points too.  He had many conversations, and he 

wasn‘t afraid to embarrass you.  And at the time, I just thought it was horrible of 

him to do that.  In later life I realized what he was doing.  He was trying to wake 

me and others up.  And for some reason, in the French class, I think we were 

talking about Napoleon‘s invasion of Russia, and the French connection there, 

and he had brought in a recording of Tchaikovsky‘s ―1812 Overture,‖ and played 

it.  I had never heard it before.  It was thrilling!  I couldn‘t believe music could be 

this good.  I didn‘t know classical music existed.  And after he played it, he turned 

to me and he said, ―Monsieur Albers, what did you think of that ‗1812 

Overture‘?‖  I said, ―That was great!‖  He said, ―Have you gone to any symphony 

performances?‖  I said, ―No.‖  He said, ―Have you ever heard it before?‖  I said, 

―No.‖  And he just shook his head, ―Tsk, tsk, tsk,‖ and of course went into this 

long lecture about students should be aware of other things in life, and just made 

me feel about two inches high because of my shortcomings in knowledge.  But it 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 20 

stayed with me, it stayed with me, and was one of the reasons that when I finally 

started finding out who I was, that was one of the prompts that I had. 

SR: That‘s very interesting, and it is, again, the significance of teachers.  (HA: Yes.)  

And so then college? 

[~00:43:13] 

HA: Okay, college.  Whoever made be unfortunate enough to listen to this is not going 

to believe the next part, but I will swear on anything it is exactly what happened, 

it is totally true, I am not exaggerating or leaving anything out. 

  I graduated from Dickinson High School in, I guess the end of January.  It 

was a half-year graduation, which they did at that time, and I was scheduled to 

start at Pitt two weeks later.  I remember my father—maybe my mother and sister 

were there too, I don‘t recall that—but my introduction to going away to college 

was my parents packing a suitcase, and my father and perhaps [unclear] were 

driving me down to the train station, putting me on the train, and waving and 

saying, ―Do good!‖  That was it, that was my preparation.  Well, no one in my 

immediate family had ever seen a college.  They didn‘t know what I was heading 

for.  I didn‘t know what I was heading for.  I had never been, I would estimate, 

more than 200 miles from Jersey City in my life, if that far.  I had been to West 

Point once.  I had been to Philadelphia.  That was it!  So here I am, off to college, 

with my letter from the university and Coach Olsen talking about my track 

scholarship. 

I got to the train station in Pittsburg, found out I had to take a taxi—it was 

quite a ride from the train station to the university.  I had the address of where I 
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was supposed to stay, the dorm.  So I got a taxi.  I think it almost totally cleaned 

me out of money.  I think I arrived at the dorm with a few dollars in my pocket, at 

best. 

  The dorm, very interesting.  University of Pittsburgh right now is one of 

the leading universities in the country, and certainly in the world, in many fields, 

particularly medical.  But at that time it was a streetcar college, much the way 

SDSU started, I‘m sure.  The only dorm they had for men was 211 South 

Dithridge Street.  It was a four-story building.  It housed maybe a hundred men, 

maximum.  It was run down, rat infested, roach infested, ant infested—just falling 

apart.  This was Pitt‘s dorm!  And I lived in it for a year-and-a-half, two years, 

during—and I‘ll get back to the story, but just an aside, during that two-year 

period, the university hired a new chancellor.  Pitt was private at that time, it was 

not state supported.  They hired a new chancellor named Ed Litchfield, who was 

from the private sector—Smith Corona or some typewriter company—who had a 

grandiose sense of himself, loved marching around in all the academic regalia and 

medals, much to my amazement.  I thought that only happened in Europe.  But he 

did miracles for the university.  One of the first things he did was buy perhaps the 

gaudiest and best hotel in the university area, the Schenley Hotel, and converted it 

to dorms.  So when we moved into the dorm there, we had carpets, we had art on 

the wall, we had maid service!  It was magnificent.  I had never lived so well in 

my life.  I mean, it was amazing. 

  Anyway, my friend Zeniford….  Oh, I got to the dorm, went down, found 

I was in a room in the basement with a little transom-type window that opened up 
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near the ceiling so you could see people‘s feet and some air could come in.  My 

friend Zeniford was next door, and his roommate was Ed Saunders, who had been 

in high school at Cardoza [phonetic] High School, also a track runner.  I walked 

in, my roommate was Ben Bazmore [phonetic] from Flint, Michigan, veteran of 

the air force, back in school on the G.I. Bill, studying to be a teacher, African 

American.  So there are only three rooms on the basement, so Ben and I in one 

room, Zeniford and Ed in the second room, and then two med students in the third 

room, who were poor and couldn‘t afford anything better. 

But I found when I was a senior, in fact, at Pitt, someone from the 

university came to me and said, ―Harry, we want to talk to you.‖ I said, ―Oh Lord, 

what did I do now?‖  He said, ―Did you, back in 1956 and ‘57 room with a man 

named Ben Bazmore?‖  I said yes.  ―So tell me all about it.‖  So I went through it, 

and it turned out, they told me I was the first white person to ever room with an 

African-American person.  Now that sounds very good on Pitt‘s part, but the 

reason was the administration at the university, I found out, saw that I was on a 

track scholarship, assumed I was African American, and assigned me to that 

room.  So it was not what you would call a proactive part on the university to 

integrate the students.  (chuckles)  But Ben and I became good friends.  He 

became somewhat of a mentor.  I mean, he was an older person, nicest person in 

the world. 

SR: That‘s lovely. 

HA: And so I started out, thank goodness for Ben and Zeniford, to get acclimated to 

the dorm and where the classrooms were, what the campus looked like.  Zeniford 
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and I went together when we had to register for classes and choose them.  I was 

ahead of Zeniford.  He was guiding me around.  We went through a line, and I 

had filled out whatever I had to fill out, and got to a person at a cash register, and 

someone was reviewing my paperwork and said, ―Have you chosen a major?‖  I 

said yes.  ―Oh, well we want to put that down.  What is it?‖  I said, ―Track.‖  And 

she said, ―Uh, track?‖  I said, ―Yes, look.‖  ―You can‘t major in track, Harry.‖  I 

said, ―No, here, look at my letter.‖  And I showed her my scholarship letter, and 

by this time she was in convulsions.  Zeniford saved me and said, ―Harry, tell her 

‗pre-dental.‘‖  I said, ―Okay, pre-dental,‖ which was kind of fortuitous because I 

had recently had my braces removed, and I had a wonderful orthodontist named 

Bob Drelick [phonetic] who took a liking to me, I guess, but asked me to come up 

to his office on Saturday mornings when he had no clients.  He would use me as a 

lab assistant—didn‘t pay me, but he showed me how to develop x-rays, how to do 

things with models of the teeth that he was making, and all sorts of little jobs that 

I enjoyed.  So actually, for my high school yearbook, when they asked me where I 

was going to college and what I‘d be doing, I actually said Seton Hall, because 

that‘s what Monsignor Artioli told me where I was going—I had to go to a good 

Catholic school—and that I was going to be an orthodontist.  So that‘s in my 

yearbook.  So pre-dental sounded fine with me. 

  So off I started on my college career, learning very quickly that a track 

scholarship really did mean I was majoring in (chuckles) track as far as Karl 

Olsen, the track coach, was concerned.  He was a leading track coach in the 

world.  In fact, a year later, he was one of the coaches for the U.S. track team at 
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the Australian Olympics, which was in 1956, I believe.  So well-known, tough as 

nails.  

[~00:52:36]  So again, instead of harkening to my being a scholar in Miss 

Cook‘s scholars‘ row, I went back in my mind set, I was there to run track, and 

the classes were … not secondary, but not as important, because I couldn‘t lose 

that scholarship.  There was no money for me to go to Pitt, certainly.  If I didn‘t 

have a scholarship, I would have been paying full private college out-of-state 

tuition, and my family had no money—I mean literally no money.  My Aunt Faye 

and Aunt Lucy were the only ones who would feed me money.  So that started off 

my college career, and I took whatever courses Zeniford told me to take, or what 

he was taking, and so we were both in the same courses. 

[~00:53:27, recording paused] 

SR: [unclear] these things.  I find it fascinating. 

HA: Okay, let me do some more.  Okay, Pitt, my college career.  My first year or two, 

as I said, I was always bright enough to get decent grades without thinking of 

myself, still not knowing who I am, what I was going to study, focusing on track.  

I did have the honor of, in my first-ever track meet at Pitt against Penn State, I 

suffered the most severe pulled hamstring in the history of the university, as I was 

told by the university physician and trainers, and it knocked me out for a full year 

of track.  My right thigh actually atrophied down to about half its size.  In 

retrospect, I find I didn‘t get the greatest medical attention.  I don‘t know why that 

was, but I didn‘t. 
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[~00:54:35]  I plugged along in my pre-dental courses for a year, learning 

about the general ed courses and taking them, and doing okay, but nothing 

brilliant.  I decided when Zeniford and I signed up for a physiology class….  And 

just like SDSU, so many years had too many kids for a class that you had to crash, 

we walked into that physiology class that first day and every seat was taken, the 

aisles were filled, people were sitting everywhere.  And the first thing, the 

professor came in, introduced himself, and wrote some carbon reaction on the 

board, defining some sugar, which went from one side of the room to the other.  

And later I found out he did that all of the time, just to make life easy for himself, 

because half of the people who were in the room dropped out after that class, 

including Zeniford and me.  So I said, ―Well, maybe pre-dental isn‘t good for 

me.‖ 

I had taken an English course, and had become enamored with that.  And I 

always had it in the back of my mind that I would like to write, and would do 

short stories in high school.  I was a voracious reader.  I read virtually every book 

of any interest to me in my high school library that had any subject that had even 

a partial interest for me.  I mean I just wore them out.  And I did a lot of reading 

during….  What do you call when you‘d sit….  You‘d have a period you‘d just sit 

in the auditorium, where you‘re supposed to do your…. 

SR: Study hall? 

HA: Study hall, yeah.  I never did do study hall—I read my novels from the library.  

So I said, ―I‘ll become an English major.‖  So I started taking English courses.  I 

took some magnificent English courses.  I took one, ―The English Novel,‖ which 
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stays with me to this day.  We read eight British novels, 19
th

 century, and we had 

a professor named George Crouch [phonetic] who was the head of the English 

Department.  He was wonderful, had this wonderful British accent, wore these 

heavy wool suits, three-piece.  He did have a watch fob, had a moustache and 

beard.  But absolutely the quintessential English professor.  And I loved him.  I 

mean, we delved into those novels and tore them apart.  I was in ecstasy.  I found 

out many years later that George Crouch was actually born just outside 

Pittsburgh, I think in Sewickley, Pennsylvania, like, I found out, a fair number of 

professors in English seem to assume British airs.  But he was great, he was 

wonderful, I loved him. 

  So here I go, taking all these English courses, number one, in Byron, 

Shelley, and Keats.  I loved Byron, I kind of liked Keats, hated Shelley, didn‘t 

understand him—but I loved Byron.  And having a good time, not considering 

what I was ever going to do with a degree in English.  And then I finished two-

and-a-half years of college and I was home one summer….  For three summers I 

lifeguarded in Jersey City, as a summer job.  So I was between starting my 

lifeguard job and graduating that year.  Pitt had gone on a trimester [system] and I 

had a lot of time—we finished in April or something.  At the Pitt bookstore, I had 

been in the habit—since I liked to read so much—of collecting all kinds of pocket 

books in the Pitt bookstore.  And I remember the Buddhism and gosh knows 

what.  But I must have had two dozen that I was taking home with me, of things I 

knew nothing about.  I had reached a point where I just wanted information, 
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knowledge.  And I‘ll tell you in a minute how that came about through another 

person I met. 

But here I go home, and one of the books I‘d brought with me for summer 

reading was The Universe and Dr. Einstein.  It was Einstein‘s special and general 

relativity theories for the layman, about 100-150 pages.  I still remember lying in 

my car in a parking area on the side of my house on Romaine Avenue.  I don‘t 

know why I went out there—it was probably a lovely spring day and I just wanted 

to breathe the fresh air—and I started this book, and I read it, and I read it, and I 

read it.  I couldn‘t put it down!  I mean it blew my mind.  Things in there I never 

heard about, didn‘t know.  I finished that book, I must have read it another two 

times that week, and that was it!  I said, ―When I go back, I‘m majoring in 

physics.‖  I had never taken….  I didn‘t even know what physics was!  I‘d never 

taken a course in it; had done no math in my two-and-a-half years at Pitt.  So I‘m 

not exactly in a great position to be making this decision, but I was so 

enthralled….  And I kept talking about it to everyone.  My early friend, Joey 

Matticola, from up the next block, I still remember walking with him, and my 

head is full of these ideas, and I don‘t know how we got onto colors, but we were 

walking along the sidewalk, heading down to the little park to play basketball, and 

I was telling him about relativity, and he was looking at me like I was insane.  

Joey was a very practical person.  I said, ―Look, Joe….‖  And we were walking 

by a grassy area, and I had picked this bit of knowledge up.  I said, ―Do you know 

why that grass is green?‖  And he looked at me again, because he knew I had lost 

it since going away [to college].  He said, ―No, Harry, tell me.‖  So I explained 
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how because of the composition of the grass leaves and the atomic structure, light 

hit it, it absorbed all of the wave lengths in the light except for green, which it 

reflected, and that‘s why you saw green.  And so he listened to me, and we kept 

going.  We got down to the park, and here‘s a big gang, we‘re startin‘ to choose 

up teams and get….  Joey said, ―Wait.  Wait.  Harry, tell everybody why the grass 

is green.‖  (laughter)  So I proceeded to explain to everybody why the grass….  

And I guess I was halfway through it, and they said, ―Okay, let‘s play,‖ and off 

we went.  But that was it! 

[~01:02:18]  I went back and I signed up as a physics major.  I‘d finished 

two-and-a-half years of college, I had four years of physics and four years of math 

to go, to get a degree.  I walked into my first-ever physics class, mechanics, and 

the professor walked in, and just started into the business of the course, telling us 

about the textbook.  He said, ―You get this textbook in the bookstore.  It‘s not 

bound yet, it‘s in manuscript form, but it‘s the best thing that‘s come along since 

we‘ve been teaching freshman physics.‖  And he went on and on about it.  

Someone asked, ―What‘s the name of it?‖  ―Oh, it‘s Halliday and Resnick,‖ which 

is still being used.  So we wrote that down.  And he walked up to the board.  ―Oh 

yes, by the way, my name is David Halliday.‖  (laughter)  It was at the publishers.  

It became, and it may still be, the most-used textbook in the country. 

SR: That‘s terrific.  That‘s a great story. 

HA: So we used his manuscript form.  David Halliday was the most relaxed, genial, 

interesting … you know, one of those people in your life you just want to be with, 

just had an immediate connection with him. 
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SR: That‘s marvelous.  That makes such a difference. 

HA: Yeah, he was so wonderful.  And so we all knew he was friendly, he was out 

there.  So what were the normal questions?  ―Do you grade on a curve?  Do you 

do this?  Do you do that?‖  And I remember the girl who I got to know well, said, 

―Dr. Halliday….‖  There must have been fifty kids in the freshman physics class, 

and she said, ―About how many of us will graduate physics majors?‖  And he 

looked around and he chuckled, and he said, ―Oh, maybe five of you.‖  And the 

class broke up, because here‘s a funny, nice guy, telling us another joke.  I think 

six of us graduated, which if I had known then, I probably would have left after 

that class, if I‘d believed him. 

  [~01:04:34]  So off I started on my physics career, and it just turned me 

on, I loved it.  So I, first year, just took freshman physics and the freshman math.  

Second year I took sophomore and junior math and physics, and it was hell to 

pay.  But by this time I had a roommate who was a year ahead of me, a physics 

major; and his girlfriend who I got to know well, was a physics major.  She was a 

genius, I think.  Her name was—I have to say it—Diane Kasnick [phonetic].  His 

name was Gary Prinz [phonetic].  Both of them went on to Johns Hopkins for 

their Ph.D.  Both of them then started work at the naval laboratories.  Gary stayed 

there his whole career.  I think he‘s recently retired.  He became one of the 

foremost scientists in the world in magnetism.  Diane, I‘ve forgotten what her 

field was.  It took her a longer time to get her Ph.D., but somewhere in her career 

she switched over when NASA was looking for women astronauts.  She became 

an astronaut, full training for one of the shuttle missions.  She was scheduled to 
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go on the mission after the Challenger that exploded, I think.  She was going to 

go on the one after that as a scientific officer.  When that exploded, NASA pulled 

back and reconfigured everything, scrubbed everybody.  She never did get to fly 

on a mission.  She died of cancer, unfortunately.  Both of them were really 

interesting people. 

  After they graduated, I teamed up with a guy named Jerry Lowrey 

[phonetic], also a physics major on my level, so we did the last two years as 

roommates, and then both went to Cornell together. 

[~01:06:46] 

SR: How did you happen to decide on Cornell, or how did that…? 

HA: Jerry and I were deciding where to go, and for the life of me I can‘t remember 

what our criteria was.  It never occurred to us [to look at] West Coast schools.  

We didn‘t know about the West Coast.  All I remember, I think we both applied to 

roughly the same….  I know we applied to Michigan, Wisconsin, Johns Hopkins, 

Rensselaer, Cornell, Rutgers, and one other which I don‘t remember.  I was 

accepted by all but Johns Hopkins where Gary and Diane were.  So then I started 

researching the campuses—Jerry did too, and Cornell looked like just such a 

lovely place, and it had such a wonderful reputation.  We couldn‘t actually 

believe they wanted us, and both gave us both teaching assistantships. 

SR: I was wondering about that. 

HA: So we made money, and full scholarship, so I didn‘t have to pay a cent. 

SR: You know, that was also we‘re talking about what years now?  The early sixties? 

HA: Yeah.  I graduated from Pitt in ‘61. 
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[~01:08:07] 

SR: Because it was amazing, in those years, these things were available. 

HA: Yeah.  Pitt was a marvelous experience, and I guess my junior year I happened to 

meet a student named Dick Deljudas [phonetic], also nearby Jersey City.  He 

lived in West Orange, New Jersey.  He was an army veteran who had been 

stationed in Italy and was going to school on the G.I. Bill.  And here, same as 

when I had met Ben Bazmore, here was, to me, a very mature man of the world.  

That was Dick.  Ben by now had graduated, because when I was a freshman Ben 

was a junior.  And so Dick told me about the world.  We talked about all the 

things you‘re supposed to talk about when you‘re in college, and find out who 

you are:  religion, politics, women, everything.  I mean, my God, I can‘t imagine 

how many nights we didn‘t even sleep because we were in these conversations 

that just turned you on and on and on, and you had adrenaline flowing.  I really 

think it was to a large degree Dick‘s influence that I started learning who Harry 

Albers was, and started feeling good about myself.  I never felt really good about 

myself, because I was so shy and bashful, and always felt people never wanted to 

talk to me or meet me, when in fact they would have welcomed me being open 

and said something. 

[~01:09:53] 

SR: It‘s really marvelous, so much more than just taking courses or doing the sports, 

but the friendships and these kinds of talks that are so enriching during those 

years. 
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HA: Yeah.  And I‘ll tell you later about my oldest grandson, Dusty Albers, who‘s a 

freshman at San Marcos, who has been the fortunate and unfortunate recipient of 

all of my wisdom, and is, aside from my sons, my best friend. 

SR: That‘s wonderful.  Wonderful. 

HA: He and my other grandchildren are my best friends.  And so that was Pitt.  For 

three years, I guess, I was a full-ride track scholarship, I worked in the cafeteria 

for my meals, mopping floors, which was another embarrassment.  In the middle 

of the day, all the people I go to class with, including girls who I had my eye on, 

to see me mopping the damned floor with an apron on!  Oh Lord.  But that got me 

my meals.  So after my third year I said enough with track.  I became convinced I 

was not going to make the Olympics, and I became a student.  I was in physics. 

[~01:11:20] 

SR: That‘s a marvelous story of your journey to scholarship. 

HA: I was fortunate enough to get an academic scholarship to not totally replace the 

athletic scholarship.  I mean, the athletic ones are marvelous.  But enough 

money….  And I started working for physics faculty members as a lab assistant, 

part-time, and made some money.  So things became….  My life suddenly….  I 

was back in the scholars‘ row at Dickinson High School. 

SR: I understand.  I understand very well. 

HA: Let me finish up a little bit with Pitt.  To finish up my Pitt years, in my next-to-

last year at Pitt, I actually had a date—first in my life.  But as usual with me, it 

didn‘t go quite the way I thought it was going to go.  I had been admiring this one 

female.  Her name was Jean, like my Jean, and she had been in a few classes of 
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mine where I met her.  Still, a year or more—two—trying to work up the courage 

to ask her out.  I finally did.  It was a week before the Christmas break, and I said, 

―You know what?  I‘m going to ask her out and go home, and I think she‘ll say 

yes.‖  So I don‘t know where we were, in the cafeteria or something, and I 

prepared this whole routine.  I planned to ask her to go to a movie.  I said, ―Jean, 

you free this coming week?‖ or whatever I said, and she said, ―Yes.‖  I said, ―I‘d 

really like to take you out.‖  ―Oh Harry, I‘ve been waiting for you to ask, and I 

was hoping you‘d ask me to the Christmas formal in the Commons.‖  And I was 

stunned, and of course, being me, agreed.  So from a movie to a formal dance.  

And the night of the dance, the Christmas ball or whatever it was, in this 

magnificent ground floor of the Pitts Cathedral of Learning, which is this 

incredible Gothic building with gargoyles looking down on you I think, I had to 

go out and get a tuxedo, get a corsage.  And she lived way the hell out in the 

suburbs.  I had a 1950 Ford, and we had the damnedest snowstorm that day.  So 

I‘m heading out with the directions to her house, and it was dark, and the streets 

were slushy, and my window was fogging up.  I just couldn‘t get my window 

clear, even with the defroster.  So I rolled down my side window just as a bus hit 

this slush and hit me with … it felt like fifty pounds of dirty slush, and it was all 

over me—my head, my face, my white shirt. 

I got to her house finally, walked in.  Her parents looked at me….  I‘m 

sure they were thinking, ―We‘re not letting our daughter go with this idiot.‖  But 

we started off.  The whole night was the most uncomfortable night of my whole 

life.  She was in a sorority, I remember—the Tri Delts.  And Gary Prinz‘s wife 
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Diane, who was the astronaut, had warned me about Jean, because one semester 

Diane had rented a room at the Tri Delt house to stay.  She needed someplace.  

She wasn‘t a sorority member. And she said, ―Harry, she‘s an airhead.  Don‘t do 

it!‖  But I was infatuated.  There was nothing we could talk about.  She had all of 

these college, I guess, sayings, phrases.  I don‘t remember what they were.  And I 

couldn‘t find a single subject.  And I couldn‘t dance worth a damn.  I mean, I 

never did learn to dance.  So I mean it was terrible.  I mean, the night took at least 

two months.  So I finally got her home. 

  [~01:16:00]  The other thing that happened to round it all off, as I was 

driving to her house, I‘d gone into a skid and hit the curb.  And little did I know—

of course I was driving so slowly—it had knocked the wheels out of alignment.  

And the next morning, I was driving Zeniford and some of his friends who lived 

in New York City, all the way back to Jersey City.  I got on the Pennsylvania 

Turnpike and as soon as I went over 40 [miles per hour] I think, everything started 

shimmying, so I had to drive slow, and everybody‘s giving me grief.  And finally 

a tire blew out and we had to get towed to a gas station.  I mean, I think instead of 

eight hours, it took us sixteen hours or twenty hours to get back there. 

SR: Memorable! 

HA: That was my memorable first date.  Now, just to salvage a little pride, my last 

year at Pitt I actually had a girlfriend.  It was all her doing, not mine—I was too 

afraid to ask her.  But we went together for a few months.  That was another 

awakening for me.  I have to say that all the time I was at Pitt, my true love, Jean 

Cherry, would write to me periodically.  But if I was in my junior year of college, 
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she was in her sophomore year in high school.  At that time I just remember 

thinking it wasn‘t cool to be dating high school girls.  And so I would just answer 

in very light way her letters, and I would see her when we got home.  And her 

father and I formed a really interesting relationship.  I don‘t think he had ever—

maybe he went to high school, I‘m not sure.  But he had to go out and be the 

breadwinner for his family because his father died and he was pressed into the 

work force early on.  But he was a self-educated man, and an amazingly self-

educated man.  And when I was home on the holidays, I would go over to their 

apartment just to chat with him.  Another awakening for me was conversations 

with him.  Then later on, from Jean, after we were going together and were 

married, whenever I‘d leave the house, Jean would say something to her parents, 

―He didn‘t even talk to me!‖  And her father would tell her, ―Jean, he‘s not really 

coming her to talk to me, he‘s here to see you.‖  Maybe it was true.  I‘m not going 

to admit it.  I‘ll let you….  I have to keep Jean guessing on some things.  So that 

was my Pitt career, and off we went to Cornell. 

  That summer, the summer of 1961, I got a letter from Cornell about my 

teaching duties, what course I‘d be teaching assistant in, and it gave me a listing.  

It was a freshman physics course for science majors at Cornell.  And it sent me a 

list of all of the other graduate students I‘d be rooming with—we had a big 

bullpen office—and their names and their telephone numbers and everything.  I 

looked at this list, and there I was, right on top, Harry Albers—it was 

alphabetical, of course.  Second name was Hans Bethe.  I said, ―Hans Bethe?!  It 

must be his son or his grandson.‖  It wasn‘t!  It was really Hans Bethe.  And every 
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once in a while, I found out, he just liked to do a teaching assistant thing to keep 

in touch with what was….  So here I am, first-year teaching assistant, Hans Bethe 

is also a teaching assistant.  I mean Hans, of course, was later awarded the Nobel 

Prize.  He‘s the one who defined what the reactions on the sun were—the nuclear 

reactions.  Wonderful man.  I was in good company. 

  [~01:20:20]  So the whole teaching thing was new to me.  I had only once 

stood up in front of a group to talk.  But let me digress one second to go back to 

Pitt—one other thing—because thinking about Dr. Bethe brought it [to mind]. 

  I came in contact indirectly with another Nobel laureate.  I believe he‘s a 

Nobel laureate.  When I was at Pitt, I was an honors major, which meant I had to 

do a thesis or something, a study, and the faculty member I was assigned to was 

Elizabeth Baronjé [French pronunciation]—Barringer [English pronunciation].  

She was a well-known scientist, but she‘s the daughter of Harold Urey, the Nobel 

laureate who was the person who put different chemicals together and synthesized 

amino acids—famous, famous.  And I had chosen as a topic, just because of my 

reading that one book about Einstein, and I had been reading about cosmology—

the burning question then was, Where did the universe come from?  And there 

were two big theories:  the big bang theory and the steady state theory that Fred 

Hoyle espoused.  And I decided to do my thesis….  I mean, here I am, with my 

junior year in physics, I‘m going to adjudicate this great question.  I was nothing 

but amusing to Dr. Barringer, my pretentions.  But I really got into it, I really got 

into how the universe started.  And that question, to me, has been an overriding 
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question in my life to this day.  And I still read, do research, and it‘s a burning 

thing for me.  And I‘ll show you what I‘ve done about it later. 

  So here I was, doing my teaching.  I still remember prepping for my first 

class.  It was a mechanics class, Newton‘s laws.  I must have prepared….  I mean, 

for a one-hour class, the way the class worked, there were a couple hundred 

students, and two full professors would teach the big lectures; and then during the 

week, two or three times a week, graduate students would have small classes, 

twenty or thirty of the students, where we look at their homework, and we teach 

them in detail, answer questions, and have at it with the kids.  I prepared all this 

material.  I mean I was so pumped!  I went into that class, and I still remember, I 

opened the door, there was a clock, and I started teaching and I froze, my mind 

went blank.  At some point I just said, ―That‘s all for today.  Dismissed.‖  And 

I‘m thinking it must be pretty close to time for the class to end.  This is the truth:  

ten minutes had gone by.  Students are looking at me, again, like, ―God, what did 

we get this loser for?!‖  But by the time I finished that semester as a teaching 

assistant, I could have gone in there without any preparation and talked for five 

hours.  It was nothing! 

[~01:23:46] 

SR: That‘s wonderful, because it‘s becoming immersed in something and then 

figuring out how to do it. 

HA: Yeah.  So I actually was a really good T.A. 

SR: That‘s a great story. 
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HA: So I lived in some private housing:  faculty families who had big houses in Ithaca, 

right down the street in their college town right adjacent to the campus.  Rented a 

room, and that was my first year.  My second year, the same thing for the first half 

of the year.  And then that second year, which was 1963 when I was home at 

Thanksgiving….  That previous summer, when I was at Jersey City, when my 

family left for the lake and I still hadn‘t left for Cornell, I started meeting with 

Jean next door.  She was working in a pediatrician‘s office, and she would walk in 

front of our house every day, and she‘d always stop, and we‘d chat.  We started 

going for walks and talking, and for rides.  I went off to school and she wrote me 

a few letters.  I came back for Thanksgiving, and we saw one another for a few 

days.  I went back to Cornell for the session between Thanksgiving and 

Christmas, and something happened which is still an issue between the two of us.  

I say she wrote me a letter in which she said in it how happy she was, and what a 

great Thanksgiving vacation we had, and decided to get married.  This is my 

story:  I looked at that phrase, I said, ―When did I do that?‖  I had zero 

recollection, and so I didn‘t answer her, wondering what‘s happening.  We‘ve had 

an argument about that since.  She said she never did that.  I said she did.  The 

letter no longer seems to exist—the proof.  But in any case, we got married in 

January during mid-semester break.  I still remember, I had been studying….  I 

was taking my last final the day before our marriage was scheduled, had been up 

the previous night all night, had not slept; took the final, got in my car about three 

in the afternoon or something, with no sleep.  Again, a snowstorm, driving from 

Ithaca down to Jersey City.  Got there that evening.  My only dark suit had 
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buttons missing from it.  I hadn‘t shaved, for some reason.  But here is gorgeous 

Jean in her bridal glory, and here‘s this broken-down graduate student coming in, 

who had hardly slept and not in his right mind probably.  And it was a lovely 

wedding, and she moved right up to Ithaca with me. 

We got a little house on Lake Cayuga, a little bungalow, that was heaven.  

I mean, it had two stories, two tiny bedrooms upstairs, one heater right in the 

middle of the living room that was supposed to provide heat for the whole house, 

and some of it actually leaked upstairs, but not much.  So we‘d keep our pajamas 

on the heater, put them on, run like hell upstairs, and jump into the bed before we 

froze!  But Jean got a job at Cornell in the Dairy Department doing some clerical 

administrative watching big slabs of cows—you know, the meat—go by and by.  I 

don‘t know what she did.  And so we were able to….  Of course that house cost 

more money than my single room.  We were able to barely get by, but Cornell 

winters are Cornell winters, and my battery was low, and we couldn‘t afford one, 

so every night we‘d drive down from campus, down to our little bungalow, and 

take the battery out of the car and put it next to the heater so it wouldn‘t die; and 

the next morning put it back in and off we‘d go. 

[~01:28:07]  But Cornell was a great experience.  I was in a Ph.D. 

program, but the beginning of our second year, as they did it then—I don‘t know 

if they do it now—I was still very much into solving the mysteries of the universe, 

and I wanted to be a theoretician.  We took a two-day test as soon as we went 

back for the beginning of our second year—all second-year students—and you 

had to score a certain score in order to….  They only let, as I recall, four or five 
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people, if that many, be theoreticians.  I didn‘t score high enough to be….  I could 

have been an experimentalist.  I had been working in labs for faculty, and I didn‘t 

want to do that, so I thought it was time to think about other options.  And that‘s 

how I got into management—inadvertently. 

SR: That‘s what I was wondering.  I was wondering whether you had done anything 

like organize, or done something managerial in any of your jobs. 

[~01:29:05] 

HA: No.  That second year, as I was deciding whether to go on for the experimental 

Ph.D., which I didn‘t really want to; find a job….  I did talk with the head of 

Physics.  He said, ―You know, you can take a year off and study and come back 

and take the test.‖  I said, ―Oh, that‘s a nice option.‖  But as part of my searching, 

I went over to—there were a lot of recruiters on campus, looking for physics 

majors.  I started looking at the bulletin board, and I remember it like it was this 

morning, [there was a posting] that said, ―Would you like to work for the 

Smithsonian Institution in countries like … in places like….‖  Well, it mentioned 

U.S. places, Hawaii, New Mexico, Florida; Japan; India; Australia; Greece; 

Spain; Ethiopia; South Africa; Peru; Argentina; Brazil. 

SR: Wow!  That‘s great! 

HA: I looked at that, and it blew my mind.  I went back and talked to Jean.  She had 

been a much greater traveler than me.  I mean, she had been to Florida and 

Canada on vacations.  But Jean has always been an adventurer.  If I ever start 

saying I‘m going somewhere, she runs for her suitcase.  It was exciting.  So I 

went for the interview, and a man named Jack Coffey, C-O-F-F-E-Y, from the 
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Smithsonian Astrophysical Observatory, who was the head of the Personnel 

Department, was there interviewing.  Jack was an amazing man, a unique man.  

The Smithsonian, one of the branches of Smithsonian was its astrophysical 

observatory, which was headquartered in Cambridge, Mass., in collaboration with 

Harvard University Observatory.  And one of the famous professors at Harvard 

was a man named Fred Whipple, who was also head of the SAO, the Smithsonian 

Astrophysical Observatory function there.  We really were a combined Harvard-

Smithsonian organization. 

  It was the dawn of the Space Age, we were just a few years into it.  It‘s 

1963.  First U.S. satellite went up in ‘58; first Russian in ‘57, I think, or ‘56—

Sputnik.  And NASA‘s looking for, okay, we‘re going to start launching satellites.  

How are we going to keep track of them?  Fred Whipple was on the NASA 

advisory committee, and he came up with the plan on how to do it.  He teamed 

with two others—I think both were at Harvard—James Baker, an optician, and I 

don‘t know the man‘s first name, Nunn, mechanical engineer.  And they took a 

Schmidt telescope and modified the Schmidt telescope to track really quickly 

across the sky while it was running 55mm [fifty-five millimeter] film through the 

telescope at a high rate, so we could lock on a satellite, track with it while you‘re 

taking pictures of it all along, and the pictures you‘re taking are reflected sunlight.  

And the Smithsonian was interested in doing this because they had astronomers 

who were interested in the structure of the atmosphere, and by very carefully 

monitoring satellite orbits, you could deduce the structure of the atmosphere:  

where it was heavy and thin, how much.  And another group who were doing 
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geodesy, geodetic work, distances between points on the earth, and also the shape 

of the earth.  If you photograph a satellite from two or more stations 

simultaneously, you could do simple geometry to calculate the distance between 

the stations.  And at that time, on all the major continents, the continents were 

geodetically mapped from spaces from one point on the continent to the other, 

because it was all one land mass.  But if you jumped, say, from Africa to South 

America, you couldn‘t do that.  You could only do it by triangulation, essentially, 

by taking simultaneous observations from the different continents, then tie it 

together.  So the Smithsonian was interested in it for the science.  NASA was 

interested in it for the bookkeeping.  They wanted to keep track of their damned 

satellites, know where they were. 

So the jobs at all of these worldwide observatories were every night to 

photograph satellites that were going over, that NASA tasked us to take.  And so 

we had a big computer facility in Cambridge that would keep track of the orbits, 

by teletype send each astrophysical observing station where you‘d see it that 

night, so you had predictions.  So you had to track it and reduce all the data and 

send back all the data that morning.  So a typical shift would be from sunset to 

sunrise.  So wintertime you‘re working, I don‘t know, twelve, fifteen hours; 

summertime you‘re working maybe ten hours or something, just because of how 

long darkness is in the sky.  And a typical observing team at a station, they 

wanted a physicist, an electronics engineer, a mechanical engineer, other people 

with just general science backgrounds.  And Jack Coffey was the organizational 

genius on how to put the right personnel together to go out and live in a foreign 
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country and be successful there, and not get people angry in the country.  You had 

to do everything with a cooperating agency in the country, so there were formal 

country-to-country agreements executed with each country and the Smithsonian, 

and the state department as a partner, to actually do all of this.  So we had to have 

good relations with the local population, with the local U.S. embassy, with the 

local government agency that we report into.  So you wanted people who were 

also—at least the head of the facility—had some diplomatic skills anyway. 

[~01:35:52] 

SR: Yeah, I was just thinking of the historical context.  I mean, you‘d recently had the 

Cuban Missile Crisis, the Cold War issues…. 

HA: And I could tell you about some of them, but we had real issues with different 

countries. 

SR: I would think.  So Jack interviewed me.  I guess I did well, because he later said 

that he really wanted me.  I took one other interview with North American 

Aviation.  It‘s transformed into some other big company now—it still lives on—

but they wanted me to come out to California, Pasadena or somewhere, I‘ve 

forgotten.  They were offering me over $10,000.  I mean, in 1963, people don‘t 

believe it, but that was a big, big salary.  Smithsonian salary was only … I think it 

was $7,600 starting.  Smithsonian looked so intriguing to me and to Jean.  So I‘m 

waiting for a letter from Smithsonian saying I‘ve been hired.  And time keeps 

going on and on, and I keep getting letters from North American, ―If we don‘t 

hear from you soon, we have to get somebody else.‖  I finally found out that the 

man who was the head manager, running all the stations, was on a foreign trip 
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when I was interviewing in Cambridge.  Jean and I went over to Cambridge to do 

an interview there, too, after, and I did well at that.  In the meantime, North 

American‘s calling me, and Jean is pregnant, and my draft board in Jersey City is 

after me like no draft board has ever been after anyone. 

SR: That‘s another thing I was going to ask about. 

[~01:37:45] 

HA: I kept getting student exemptions.  They went as far as they ordered me up to 

Syracuse.  I had gone through with the physical.  At that time, I must say, while I 

was not an overt activist, I had strong opinions about the Vietnam War.  And at 

that time, if you were married, there was no deferment, but if you had a child or 

your wife was pregnant….  (SR:  I know.)  So Jean and I got busy.  And in the 

nick of time, she came through—our oldest son, Harry.  And the damned draft 

board, when I told them she was pregnant, they demanded a written letter from 

the doctor, and all kinds of tests results, which we sent off.  I mean they were 

vicious, I swear!  They must have had quotas, and they were going to … 

whatever.  I was runnin‘ scared.  And so as soon as I joined the Smithsonian, I 

was doing critical mass, DoD—we had DoD work too—I got my automatic 

deferment.  Wouldn‘t you know, within weeks of Jean having the baby, the draft 

board sent me a letter asking for a birth certificate of our child, even though 

Smithsonian was now getting me deferments.  But I was important.  I mean, I was 

vital to the country.  I was feeling pretty good.  It was really fun. 

  To show you our financial situation, when we went over to Cambridge for 

the interview, she came with me.  She wanted to see what it was all about.  We 
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did a week of interview, or thereabout, flying back to Ithaca, still doing things in 

Ithaca at Cornell.  We bought a one-way ticket to Cambridge.  That‘s all the 

money we had.  So I got there and went to see the travel office.  I said, ―I need 

tickets….‖  ―No, when you get back, just send us your financial report.  We‘ll 

give you the form and reimburse you.‖  I said, ―No, you‘re going to reimburse me 

now, or you‘re going to have to get me a hotel here, because I haven‘t any 

money.‖  I was thinking, ―My God they won’t hire me now!‖  But they had a 

travel office with some nice people, and they got me tickets so we could get back 

to Ithaca. 

  [~01:40:28]  Still, a long time—months—went by without getting a final 

offer.  And I finally found out, when I called Jack Coffey, that the man who was 

the head of all the stations, who had been traveling, didn‘t like me.  And his name 

was Ron LaCount [phonetic].  And I said, ―I‘ve never heard of Ron LaCount.‖  

He said, ―No, he told me that when he interviewed you when you were over here, 

that he just didn‘t take to you.‖  I said, ―Jack, honest, I [never met him].‖  Jack 

goes and checks and finds Ron was in Ethiopia or something at the time.  So 

finally I got my thing.  So I‘m ordered, after I got my degree during the summer, 

to Cambridge for three-week training.  Jean and I went.  She‘s popping out.  And 

the first day I walk into Ron LaCount‘s office.  I had my sheet, all the 

appointments.  I walk in his office, he says, ―Who are you?‖  I said, ―Harry 

Albers.‖  ―You are not!‖  (laughter)  ―I thought I was when I walked [in here].‖  

―When I interviewed you‖—such and such—―you had this red vest on, and I 

didn‘t like it, (pounds fist on table) and I didn‘t like you.‖  I said, ―It wasn‘t me.  I 
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never met you.‖  He finally relented.  He became my best friend.  He was a man 

who had this gruff exterior.  Should I say he reminded me a little bit of Tom Day?  

(chuckles)  But inside was the most wonderful human being.  So Ron said, ―Okay, 

I made a mistake, and I‘m glad we overcame this.‖ 

  [~01:42:08]  So I did my three weeks‘ training in Cambridge.  They sent 

Jean and I from there to three weeks‘ training in Jupiter, Florida, where there was 

a tracking station, for three weeks‘ training there.  We had a training officer there 

who was making the final decision on whether you‘re hired or not, and I guess I 

passed muster, and I got my third week in Florida.  I got my orders, I‘m leaving 

from Miami Airport out to Curaçao in the Netherlands Antilles for a probable 

two-year assignment. 

  Now Jean at this point—this was in November of ‘63—Jean had a date of 

Christmas for the baby, or the first of the year at the latest—something like that.  

Our babies—Jean is only five-two—our babies are large.  I mean, they‘re nine-, 

ten-pounders.  So we got on the plane from Miami to Curaçao with her holding 

her overcoat over her stomach because we didn‘t think—it was known that the 

airlines wouldn‘t let you fly if you were too far advanced.  We got to Curaçao, 

neither of us ever having been out of the country.  Wonderful people met us there, 

and we saw what it‘s like to live overseas.  My goodness!  The acting station 

manager there had everything set up for us.  He had found some houses we could 

rent.  We found this lovely, lovely house with gardens all around it—perfect 

house.  Curaçao has relations with Holland, a lot of relations.  If you go to 

college, if you‘re a Curaçao resident, you go to Holland, you go to Amsterdam.  
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And a lot of Dutch workers in Curaçao have a home leave where they go back to 

Holland.  So the family whose house we moved into for a year were on a year 

home leave to Holland, and they had just had a baby, and so the house was set up 

for a baby, all furnished.  It was wonderful.  Fruit trees everywhere.  Totally 

fenced in with a wire fence, because if you live on Curaçao, there are herds of 

goats that wander the island freely, and they‘ll come in and a herd of twenty will 

strip your property of all vegetation in a half hour.  But just a beautiful house.  

And I started taking up my duties. 

  [~01:44:56]  My typical schedule was I‘d work one night on from roughly 

five in the evening until ten the next morning, shooting satellites, reducing the 

data, getting it transmitted, whatever chores.  We all had individual chores at the 

observatory.  Then we‘d go home, take a nap until noon, get up, be half awake the 

rest of the day.  Have two nights with no work, just day duties at the observatory, 

and then work another long shift.  So one on, two off; one on, two off, 

continually, with one other person.  We worked in pairs because there was a lot of 

electrical and mechanical equipment that accidents could happen, and you needed 

two.  Sometimes we‘d have fifty satellites coming over in a night, and we really 

were hopping to get them all done.  But it was great! 

  Curaçao is a magical place.  I mean, I was ready to live there the rest of 

my life, seriously.  I never wanted to leave.  Harry was born there in a Catholic 

hospital.  Oh, one of the funny things, the night we arrived in Curaçao, the acting 

station manager took us to his house where the rest of the staff were, and they 

were having a little reception for us, except for the two people who were working 
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that night.  And they saw Jean pregnant and they‘re shaking their heads.  I said, 

―What‘s the matter?‖  They said, ―You‘re going to have the baby here?!‖  She 

said, ―Yeah.‖  They said, ―You know, there‘s only natural childbirth here.  It‘s the 

only way the hospital does it.‖  And that shook us.  Everyone‘s saying, ―Jean, you 

should go home right away.‖  She refused.  She said, ―No, I‘m staying with you.‖  

And she wouldn‘t go.  So I was scared out of my mind.  While her [due] date was 

end of December, early January, Harry didn‘t come until February 13.  We never 

found out what the reason was. 

[~01:46:51] 

SR: How much did he weigh?! 

HA: I think he was seven [pounds].  He was breach too.  And so she was on a strict 

diet to try to keep him as small as she could.  We were with a Dutch doctor, and 

Dutch doctors do something different.  When the doctor diagnosed her as breach, 

he called me while I was at work, wanted me to come in—―Don‘t tell your wife 

you‘re coming in to see me‖—I was a wreck—told me what breach was, 

explained it all.  ―We don‘t want her to know, because we don‘t like the mother to 

be….  And we know how to do these things.‖  And in fact, the statistics in 

Holland about birth rates were so superior, I couldn‘t argue with him. 

SR: I know, they‘re the best. 

HA: Yeah, they‘re incredible!  So I went home, and I thought, ―You know, if I don‘t 

tell her, she‘ll kill me afterward.‖  So I told her.  Dr. Von Baake [phonetic] was 

really angry with me.  We went to the hospital, had a surgeon on hand, great staff, 

sisters, nuns, nurses, surgeon, Dr. Von Baake, and a surgeon [unclear ~01:48:08].  
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And I‘m there, and he said he wants me at the thing.  I literally almost passed out.  

I was holding onto something, and my legs were going.  He got him all out, 

except for his head.  When he came out, he came out from the butt to the shoulder 

blades.  And I remember my thought, ―We just had a ham!‖  That‘s what it looked 

like!  I saw no legs, they weren‘t extended.  No arms, no head—just his back.  I 

said, ―What is this?!‖  And the nurse said, ―Oh Harry, it‘s fine.‖  His head 

wouldn‘t come out.  So this big, large blonde, beautiful Dutch nurse finally felt 

around, found the head, and pushed down hard, and it popped out with the sound 

of a cork.  And I mean, it was….  It‘s still traumatic when I think about it. 

  [~01:49:07]  Just one other thing—I‘ll tell it quick—they‘re cleaning Jean 

up, and she had been in labor for twenty hours.  I mean, she was in and out.  They 

finally gave her something, but it still wasn‘t what they give the people now.  She 

was still feeling things.  So they‘re cleaning Jean up, and the nurse takes the baby, 

and she‘s syringing him or whatever, and cleaning him, and then she said, ―You 

want to follow me?‖  ―Yeah.‖  We go over to the scale and she puts him on.  She 

starts putting this wristband.  I said, ―What is that?‖  I‘d never been in a hospital, 

seen a wristband.  She said, ―Oh, that‘s his identification.  You wouldn‘t want him 

to be mixed up with another baby.‖  I said, ―No.  Do that.‖  So she finishes, gets 

him in his blanket and says, ―Okay, you want to follow me into the nursery so you 

know where he is?‖  ―Absolutely.‖  Here we go into the nursery.  There must have 

been forty babies in there, every one black, except this one.  And I said, ―Do you 

think he really needed that wristband?‖  So it became a story in the hospital. 

SR: That‘s very funny! 
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HA: So we raised him there.  Dr. Von Baake said, ―You know, you young people‖—

Jean was only nineteen or twenty at the time, I‘m twenty-five….  We went in for 

an after birth meeting.  ―You be careful about birth control.  You young people….  

Do you want [another] one right away?‖  ―No, no.  This is enough.‖  ―Well, you 

make sure this, this, this.‖  Sure enough, she was pregnant a couple of months 

later.  So our second one, Bob, was born there too, with Dr. Von Baake.  So we 

had two years of excitement, learning a new culture. 

[~01:50:54] 

SR: What a great choice! 

HA: Yeah.  Making friends with people on the island.  I‘d always been interested in 

scuba diving and used to dive in Lake Hopatcong on my own—which you‘re not 

supposed to do—took a scuba course there.  The man, Ron LaCount, who had 

been my nemesis about hiring, was assigned to Curaçao as the station manager.  

He came down.  We became close friends.  We‘d often work the schedule at night 

together with our scuba tanks and equipment in the car.  We‘d finish about nine in 

the morning, drive right to this incredible beach that was totally deserted—Santa 

Barbara, it‘s called—and put our equipment on, snorkel out, go down and dive for 

an hour, bring some lobsters home—we‘d always find lobsters.  Both of us had 

gone through a scuba course given by the Antillean Scuba Association, which was 

a collaborative effort with the Dutch frogman service, who were stationed on the 

island.  So our chief instructor was a man named Pappy Lendering [phonetic], 

who had the great honor of being the first man ever shot out of a submarine tube 

in the Dutch Navy.  So we went through a really rigorous course.  We would dive 
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twice a week at least, and that was part of our….  I guess I shouldn‘t say this, but 

one time after we were diving—we were young men—we‘re sitting on the lava.  

And when you scuba dive, you‘re weightless for an hour, and your body just feels 

so good, and your brain.  You‘re so relaxed and at ease.  We‘re sitting there with 

our tanks still on, just feeling good, resting after the dive, and he says to me, 

―Harry, if it wasn‘t for sex and diving, I don‘t know what life would be all about.‖ 

[~01:53:01] 

SR: That‘s great.  I didn‘t have any idea of that—that‘s interesting. 

AH: So we‘re back in Curaçao.  After about, gee, I don‘t know the exact number of 

months, but it was probably close to a year-and-a-half, Ron LaCount, who had 

been the station manager, left, and went back up to Cambridge, to headquarters, to 

run all of the tracking stations again, along with someone else from General 

Electric, an executive who had just been hired.  And surprise of surprises, he 

appointed me as the acting manager of the station.  I had really done well at that 

station.  On one occasion I drew lots of accolades because one of the things that 

the Smithsonian Astrophysical Observatory does is it keeps track of any new 

comet discoveries, asteroid discoveries, and if anyone in the world thinks they‘ve 

discovered something, they immediately contact the Smithsonian.  A man named 

Owen Gingrich there heads this up, and he coordinates the effort to name it, put 

out the information, whatever.  Well, a teletype came down from Cambridge to us 

that someone named Bush—I think an amateur—had discovered a new comet, 

and they were tentatively naming it Comet Bush.  And Ron and I were working 

that night, and we were instructed to search the skies and get an accurate position 
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and time for it.  We found it, did a lot of photography of it.  It didn‘t quite look 

like a comet to me—I guess there was no tail, coma, or anything.  So I started 

researching it at night in between photographing satellite passes, and consulting 

the ephemera, a book which keeps track of comets and asteroids and other such 

things.  I came to the conclusion it was an asteroid named Ceres [phonetic].  I 

think Ceres is the second-largest asteroid up there that we know about.  So I sent 

the message back to headquarters saying….  They were about to publish 

worldwide this new discovery.  I told them, ―Hold on.  Why don‘t you check 

[this] out.  I think it‘s this.‖  And the next morning when I came in, sure enough, 

they had confirmed it was.  They had overlooked Ceres.  So I was famous for 

three to four days. 

  [~01:56:29]  But when Ron left me as the acting station manager, I was 

befuddled.  I had never managed anything, I didn‘t know anything about it.  And 

so here I am, my first day in the office, and management consisted of making up 

observing schedules, interaction with any local entity we were doing business 

[with], the American Consulate, making sure the work was being done—just 

taking care of a myriad of problems, including all the finances, the budget, all the 

administration.  I‘d never even balanced my own checkbook—Jean did that.  Ron 

had this secretary named Millie Coy [phonetic], a Dutch woman, who was very 

European, very sophisticated.  Millie was probably about fifty.  I‘m about twenty-

five or –six.  And Ron was about ten years older, so there was some maturity 

there.  I came in the first day and I‘m thinking, ―Now how do I act?‖ so I can 

impress Millie.  So I sat down in my chair, and she had a chair and typewriter 
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alongside mine.  I put my feet up on the desk to be casual, and leaned back, and 

fell ass-over-teakettle onto the floor.  That was Millie‘s first impression of me.  

She resigned later in the week.  (laughter)  And I hired someone else who wasn‘t 

quite as critical of her new manager. 

  [~01:58:09]  So I went along with….  And Susan, in your paper of 

possible topics, you brought up several times how did I get into management.  

Well, this was the real one, acting station manager.  But I had picked up little 

things along the way.  For instance, because the people who were being hired to 

go out to these stations were people mostly like myself, new college graduates.  

We were all pretty young.  Probably the majority had wives.  Jack Coffey, this 

gentleman who was so smart, pushed this—whereas the people who originally set 

up the stations were kind of frontiersmen.  Their day was done, the stations were 

built, we now needed management, sophistication, science, all those things.  So he 

was turning personnel over pretty good. 

One of the things that he started noticing, whenever people resigned 

before their tour was over, more than half of the time it was not because—they 

were only hiring men at the time—not because the men couldn‘t operate in a new 

culture, but the wives couldn‘t.  And the reason was, the men were just having fun 

being at work all the time, interacting with one another.  The wives were thrown 

upon the local economies, and they really had to integrate, and many of them just 

couldn‘t do it, couldn‘t handle it.  So the organization was losing talent because of 

that problem.  So Jack‘s solution to that was, since we were affiliated with 

Harvard, to contact a psychologist or psychiatrist at Harvard.  His name was 
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McGother [phonetic], and he started administering tests to everyone who Jack 

was considering hiring.  They even made an effort to meet wives surreptitiously, 

just to figure it out.  And slowly they were collecting data on this.  So I know I 

went through a series of really rigorous psychological tests, written interviews, 

and putting blocks together, which was my nemesis.  One or two things putting 

blocks together, it was just impossible for me.  There was this wonderfully cute 

graduate student who was administering the test and she winked at me and said, 

―I‘ll pass you on these, Harry,‖ or else I might never have been hired.  But Jack 

was so innovative. 

  [~02:01:29]  In any case, I spent about six months or maybe eight months 

being acting manager.  And by that time management was starting to get into my 

blood.  I even found a management book in Curaçao, and it was by Peter Drucker.  

It was his first book, The Practice of Management.  And I think I memorized it, or 

nearly so.  Interestingly, much later I became very close with Peter.  (recording 

paused)  So here I was unexpectedly in a management position and thought I 

should perhaps learn what I was supposed to be doing. 

  As my time in Curaçao went along as acting manager, I started getting 

ambitious and started bugging Ron and a gentleman named John Hsia, H-S-I-A, 

who Ron worked for, for a permanent promotion to observatory director—it was a 

lot more money—and I liked what I was doing.  It went along quite a few months 

until finally I was contacted. 

  Let me just tell you about this gentleman I mentioned, John Hsia.  He‘s the 

man from G.E. who came in to oversee all of this satellite tracking program that 
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was funded by NASA.  We‘re out in the field, at the stations:  I‘m in Curaçao, 

everyone‘s out, dispersed.  The only contact….  This is again, one of those things 

[hard] to imagine, but the only contact we had with headquarters was a teletype 

machine where we sent messages, and messages by mail, which took weeks.  

There were telephones, but for some reason, that was frowned upon.  I think in all 

my three-some years in the field, I had two telephone calls with headquarters, 

when there were some emergencies.  And so when John Hsia was appointed, we 

read his resume, executive from G.E., [~02:03:48] and he was helpful other to do 

things at our nonprofit, Scientific Smithsonian Group, the way private industry 

does.  While Ron was still manager at Curaçao, John was scheduled to visit, to 

come down. 

To show you how bad communications can be, Ron went out to the airport 

to meet him, and he has a big sign, ―John Hsia,‖ because we didn‘t know what he 

looked like.  And so as Ron and John told us later, here comes everybody filing 

off the plane, and every time Ron saw a likely [candidate], he‘d hold [up] the 

sign, ―Mr. Hsia?‖  No!  ―Mr. Hiseeya!‖  We thought his name was pronounced 

Hiseeya, H-S-I-A.  ―Mr. Hiseeya?  Mr. Hiseeya?‖  And we figured he was Eastern 

European—sounded Polish to us, for some reason—that was our consensus 

anyway.  So finally this rather short in stature Chinese gentleman, thirty-five-ish, 

forty, gets off the plane, and Ron just lets him walk by.  As John told it later, he 

just stood off to the side and watched Ron do his act to everybody else, ‘til the 

plane was empty.  And when there was no one else, he meandered over to Ron 
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and said, ―Are you Ron LaCount?‖  ―Yes!‖  ―I‘m John Hsia, I think you‘re 

looking for me.‖ 

SR: [~02:05:21]  That‘s funny! 

HA: I mean, the man had been our boss up in Cambridge for six months or more, and 

no one knew….  Not that it made any difference, but it just shows what our 

communications were like.  We were really independent.  We were out there, and 

these observatories were totally self-sufficient except for the money that would be 

deposited in the Curaçao Bank for our operations every month, and that was about 

it. 

  So I finally got a memo from John and Ron that I had been appointed 

station manager—promoted—which made Jean and I very happy.  And something 

came with my promotion, that they were having serious problems at the Spain 

station with the cooperating agency, which was the Spanish Naval Observatory.  

We were located on the naval observatory‘s grounds, and our contact was a man 

named Admiral Planaius [phonetic].  And a lieutenant in the Spanish Navy who 

was bilingual, Spanish and English, was one of our staff right at the observatory.  

And so the previous station manager for some reason just didn‘t hit it off with the 

lieutenant or the admiral.  If you know anything about Spaniards, they are a very 

proud people, and here‘s this wise-guy American—as it was portrayed to me—

who doesn‘t give us any respect, give us information.  I mean, it was just a mess.  

I think it had gotten to the point where Spain was considering ejecting us.  And so 

Ron—I‘m sure it was because Ron and I were such good friends and worked so 
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closely—thought I was the person to go over there and solve all of these 

diplomatic problems. 

For some reason, I had started studying Spanish while in Curaçao.  

Curaçao speaks a language called Papiamento.  It‘s only spoken on Curaçao, 

Bonaire, and Aruba, the ABC islands, and it‘s a wonderful language.  At the time 

we were living there in the sixties, the first book of Papiamento ever written came 

out.  It was a spoken language, and it was probably 50% Spanish, 20% Dutch, 

some Portuguese, some English, and some leftover Indian words from the Carib 

or Arawak Indians.  All of the official business on Curaçao was done in Dutch, 

including all of the schools.  But the population was 90% native and 10% Dutch, 

so the natives all spoke Papiamento at home.  So the kids learn Dutch very 

quickly in school, and then they had to study, from the earliest grades on, three 

other languages.  So you would meet any citizen of Curaçao, and they were fluent 

in four to five languages, and I mean fluent.  It was incredible.  We Americans 

felt very ignorant in their presence.  Even our garbage collector could speak five 

languages. 

[~02:08:52]  So Jean and I went back to New Jersey that winter, the end of 

‘63, to have a month of home leave.  We stayed at our lake place, which by then 

my family had renovated to be an all-year-round home.  So we went through a 

hard winter there, and then off we went to Spain.  I went out first.  Jean had the 

two babies.  Babies!  Well, one-year-old and two-year-old.  She stayed home with 

her family and I went out and found a house and got introduced to all the 

problems, and the staff. 
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My first meeting with Admiral Planaius was very interesting.  Talk about 

learning management as you go!  Francisco Cano [phonetic] was the lieutenant 

who worked for me at the station—totally fluent in English—and he prepared me 

about what the problems were, and we discussed how I could solve them.  My 

Spanish at that time was not very impressive.  I could get along in the present 

tense with simple sentences, and that was about it.  So we went up to the 

admiral‘s office, and the admiral was in his sixties, a very distinguished 

gentleman with his uniform, and Lord knows how many medals and all kinds of 

stuff on.  I was awed.  We started the conversation.  He spoke as much English as 

I spoke Spanish, so this was not going to go far.  So Francisco, who we called 

Paco, was interpreter and went back and forth.  And the admiral proceeded into a 

long speech, very serious.  I really didn‘t know what he was saying, but I‘m 

thinking.  And while he‘s talking, Francisco is answering and pointing to me, and 

I‘m kind of swelling up, thinking what a great build-up he‘s giving me, and I was 

sent specially by the Smithsonian for all these problems, and I‘m wonderful, and I 

will solve them all.  And so the admiral finally stopped.  So I turned to Paco, I 

said, ―What?‖  He said, ―He wants to know why the Smithsonian would send 

anyone as young as you to represent the Smithsonian Institution.‖  (laughter)  

That was it!  And he was mad.  He was insulted.  So I don‘t know, we kept 

talking, and we got out of there.  I think I made a graceful exit. 

But the problem turned out that the admiral, of course, had superiors.  The 

former manager never gave him any information about what we were doing, and 

it was as simple as that.  So I started putting together a monthly report of every 
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damned thing we did at the observatory, and Paco would translate it.  He‘d bring 

it up.  After two or three of these, I was summoned again for a meeting.  I walked 

in the office, the admiral got up, came over to me, hugged me, kissed me on both 

cheeks.  I was his great friend!  That‘s all he wanted.  (SR:  Right.)  That‘s all he 

wanted. 

SR: How wonderful! 

HA: Yeah.  So I was [unclear, ~02:12:29].  I sent, of course, a version of all this back 

to headquarters in Cambridge, blowing out of all proportion my brilliance, and got 

great accolades back of what a wonderful problem-solver I was. 

  [~02:12:45]  Another interesting thing—and we‘re talking management 

here—is that the staff I had in Curaçao—and I guess it‘s fortuitous—maybe it was 

because Ron was the manager for a year—they were highly trained, they were 

nice people, the wives were nice people.  Things went well without a whole lot of 

effort.  I had one or two crises as acting manager.  I had to fire the son of the 

American consul who kind of put us in a position to hire him.  I had to fire him.  

That put me in a real [dilemma].  And that was one of the telephone calls I 

received from Cambridge.  But the Spain staff were a different cup of tea.  And so 

I brought into effect—and the station wasn‘t doing too well in terms of its 

efficiency, observation.  (recording paused)  So I had a different group of people.  

One wife was real trouble.  The observers themselves were very talented people—

probably more talented than the Curaçao people in terms of technical skills.  I 

brought with me a lot of management devices I had used in Curaçao to make sure 

there were instructions posted from the time someone got in, in the evening at 
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sunset, until they left in the morning, about everything that had to be done at the 

station before people could go home.  People at Curaçao thought I was a genius 

for doing this, because we never slipped up.  The procedures got published in the 

newsletter headquarters put out for all stations.  I started doing that in Spain, and I 

started getting some really, really negative feedback.  You have to understand, I 

was not impressed at all with the way the observatory was working.  It was 

terrible.  So little by little I started forcing my procedures then. 

So once I worked with this young man—I think he was a mathematician 

or physicist—he was a bachelor, American, who was dropping me off after we 

worked together all night, and I asked him, ―Anything on your mind?  I‘m getting 

funny vibes.‖  So he proceeded to rip into me—Good!  I invited it and wanted 

it—about how I was treating everybody as if they were infants, and on and on and 

on and on—I should have more respect for them.  And there was probably a lot of 

truth in it.  The people should have been treated differently, but they also were not 

doing the work very well.  So this was a surprise to me.  I thought everybody at 

every observatory would be exactly the same, but they weren‘t.  So I had to pull 

my horns in, sat down with all of them individually and as a group and talked 

things through, and we got things organized to both our … what we wanted.  I 

started treating them differently, they started producing the results I wanted.  I 

said, ―Ah!‖  That was interesting.  But again, another management kind of thing. 

  [~02:16:19] I‘m really starting to love this management, except when I 

had to do budgets.  I mean my whole life, budgets threw me into stress, craziness.  
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I just hated them.  There were always more things I wanted to get done than 

money was available [to do], and I hated it. 

  So Spain went well.  As an experience for Jean and me and the little guys, 

on weekends we‘d travel around all over.  During the bullfight season, spring to 

fall….  There are all these little hilltop towns in Southern Spain, and we were in 

Cádiz, the southernmost point of Spain, and it was not far from the Rota 

submarine base, the U.S. naval base.  And we had PX, all kinds of privileges at 

Rota, and that in itself is a story too.  But on weekends we‘d get a car or rent a car 

and go to a little town.  And on Sundays there‘d be a fair going on, and the town 

would be celebrating its patron saint day.  So with the little kids in a stroller, we‘d 

go through the fair.  Late in the afternoon—they started at four—there‘d be the 

bullfight.  We‘d go to the bullfight.  Here we had these two little blond kids, pure 

white hair.  In Southern Spain, it‘s unusual.  The Spaniards just loved them, and 

they were forever picking them up, ―Wapo!  Wapo! [phonetic]  Fair!  Blondie!‖  

And we‘d get to see the bullfight, and I started learning…. 

[02:17:58]  I learned one of my biggest management lessons at a bullfight.  

I mean, maybe my biggest.  I had been to about a dozen bullfights, and then we 

were at this one, and we were with Paco and some other Spanish friends.  And by 

this time I was doing fairly well in Spanish, and Jean was picking it up well.  I 

watched this bullfight, and there was a young matador, torero, and I thought he 

was impossibly good, the best.  I mean, I‘d never seen anything like this.  And at 

the end, I think they awarded him one ear on the bull, instead of two ears, a tail; 

and no one applauded very much.  So I turned to one of the Spaniards with me, 
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and I said—or maybe it was Paco—―Why wasn‘t everyone cheering?!  Why 

weren‘t women throwing things?!‖  He looked at me and said, ―Oh, he hasn‘t 

been gored.‖  ―You mean, he wasn‘t gored?!  He‘s so good!‖  He said ―No, no, 

no, in Spain we wait to see if the torero, once he gets severely gored, how he 

comes back and acts.  He hasn‘t been gored yet, so we don‘t know how good he is 

yet.‖ 

[~02:19:16] 

SR: Interesting. 

HA: I said, ―Good Lord!‖  And I think I‘ve told this story every time I‘ve been in an 

organization I‘ve been in, and we‘ve been in a crisis and someone is in a crisis 

and suffering and down.  I‘ve done it with my three sons when they‘ve had 

[crises].  I‘ve done it with my grandchildren now.  So we have this little language, 

where the context is correct, and I say, ―You were gored a little bit here—you 

were gored—so what are you going to do about it?‖  So my brain started really 

going towards….  I‘m a manager, and it was looking for all of these things of how 

you manage people.  That‘s what management is:  you can be brilliant in all kinds 

of technical stuff, but if you can‘t manage people, you‘re not going to be worth a 

damn.  And so you have to find out how they tick. 

[~02:20:11] 

SR: Interesting.  And that‘s an exercise in resiliency. 

HA: Yeah.  Exactly. 

SR: That‘s so important.  Wow, what a great story. 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 63 

HA: So Spain was marvelous.  My father and my Aunt Lucy came over for three or 

four weeks to visit.  Unfortunately, it happened to be during the same time the 

associate director for Science of the Smithsonian was visiting us, and I had invited 

all of the Americans, all of the Spaniards who worked for us—my father was 

living in the house.  My father was overjoyed where we lived, because right 

around the corner was a wine shop. 

SR: I was waiting for that! 

HA: And all you had to do was bring your empty wine bottle over, and you get it 

refilled.  I mean, he wore the pavement out.  So I carefully said, ―You‘re with 

Spaniards.  I‘ve got my boss way up there, the associate director right under Fred 

Whipple for Science.  Please be careful.  Dress well for the Spaniards.‖  I mean 

everything was formal—it was then anyway, with them.  We‘re in the middle of a 

buffet—Jean had done this amazing buffet in our little….  We were living in a 

house called El Bidon, ―the can.‖  Imagine a cement Quonset hut, and here in the 

large living room area everybody‘s gathering and being social, and here my father 

wanders out with a bathing suit and a short top, introduces himself.  I wanted to 

kill him.  He goes up to Charles Lundquist, the assistant director for Science, pulls 

him off to the side, and I‘m thinking, ―Oh Lord.‖  Turns out later he asked him….  

The conversation went something like, ―So Dr. Lundquist, how‘s my son doing?  

Is he doing a good job?  If he‘s not, you could let me know, and I‘ll talk with 

him.‖  Fortunately, Lundquist, I think, had a sense of humor, or a sense of 

something.  I would have….  I‘m still speechless.  But he had a good time the 

whole time he was there. 
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SR: That‘s great! 

HA: We had a very successful time in Spain, we loved it.  We really learned a lot.  We 

were there only a year and Jean‘s father died, or was terminally ill—something.  

We went home, just for a visit.  I‘m home, and I get invited up to Cambridge—

since I‘m in the U.S., let‘s see what‘s going on—and met with Ron LaCount, met 

with Jack Coffey, who had just replaced John Hsia.  And another management 

thing, John Hsia in his fervor to make us into a private sector kind of 

organization, had put in this G.E. program called ―Goals and Indicators,‖ in which 

every year in the planning you ought to define your goals; you had to define 

indicators, which were things that aren‘t quite goals but were important to your 

management.  It all had to be very quantitative.  You had to do this, and you were 

going to be measured every year.  It was a thick volume, and John had put two 

people in charge of administering this program at headquarters, and measuring, 

and on and on and on.  I read this thing, I didn‘t understand it, it made no sense to 

me.  Our operation couldn‘t do business like that.  It was impossible. 

  So after a month, two months maybe, where I forced the staff to 

participate, and they were always griping, I finally had enough and I wrote this 

long memo back to headquarters saying why the whole idea was ill-conceived, 

why it couldn‘t work quantitatively, making suggestions.  It was the longest 

memo I‘d written to date.  And I awaited my fate, figuring I‘d be beheaded.  Well, 

his whole program caused such a furor and uproar in the whole network, that it 

turned out he had been fired, and Jack, who was now not personnel director but he 

was the special chief staff assistant to the associate director for Administration.  
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He was working for the big guy who everyone reported to.  Jack was running 

things, and it turned out he invited me up there, ―How‘s Spain going?‖  I told him.  

He said, ―I want you to come work at headquarters with me.‖  I said, ―But I‘ve 

only been in Spain a year, and I want to go to Hawaii the next thing.‖  He said, 

―Well, this is an opportunity.  It‘s up to you.‖  I said, ―Darn.‖  (pause)  I didn‘t say 

“Darn.”  So I talked about it with Jean, and talked about it with Ron who had 

been put over in another department to build a big telescope on Mount Hopkins in 

Arizona.  And I said, ―Okay.‖ 

  Jack had also invited the director of the South Africa Station, a man 

named Sam Tischler [phonetic], to come up and work with him.  Once we both 

got there and settled in, we were told to divide all the stations up.  I would run 

half, Sam would run half, and we‘d be out in the field a lot more, a lot more 

contact.  So Sam and I, I remember one Saturday morning we went into the office 

and we had a blackboard, and it must have been like Hitler and Stalin
2
 dividing up 

Eastern Europe.  And we did.  He wanted that, and I wanted this, and we made 

this crazy configuration to satisfy our personal desires, but Jack Coffey went 

along with it.  But what Jack was really doing, it turned out, Jack didn‘t want to 

stay director, he was acting, and he was finding someone who was a replacement 

for John Hsia.  It turned out to be me, and after a few months he told me, but still 

said, ―Don‘t say anything, because I want to keep doing this until we get to a 

certain….‖  So within a year or thereabout, the whole network was turned over to 

me, I was the manager. 

[~01:27:04] 

                                                 
2
 I think he meant to say Hitler and Stalin agreed to partition Poland. (Tr.) 
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SR: And you were in Cambridge, Massachusetts.  (HA:  Yes.)  Where did you live? 

HA: In Chelmsford, Mass., just above Concord, about thirty miles north of Cambridge.  

A nice little suburb.  So we started living there.  Now I really need management.  

So I enrolled in Boston University‘s MBA program, and surely had my eyes 

opened when I found out there were ―sciences,‖ if I might call them that, of all of 

these things I didn‘t know and should know.  I just went a couple of nights a 

week, and studied all weekends, and took my books with me when I was in 

Australia and everywhere, and managed to do well there, in spite of missing 

months at a time sometimes.  And I would take Jean on the trips with me too, 

whenever I could.  She didn‘t get all of them, and she still is resentful about it—

she missed some. 

  We had our third son in Cambridge—Steaphan.  We have Harry, Robert, 

and Steaphan.  In fact, on one trip I had planned, which was Hawaii, Japan, 

Manila—for different reasons—Smithsonian had a science project going—

Australia, and then coming back we were going to stop in Tahiti for four or five 

days of vacation.  Jean said she wasn‘t missing that.  Steve was about one month 

old.  At this time, my family was living upstairs in my old house.  Jean‘s mother, 

now a widow, was living, had taken the apartment downstairs, so all three kids 

just went there, and they had a newborn infant, and off we went.  Jean wasn‘t 

missing that trip. 

[~02:28:56] 

SR: As you said, she liked adventure, so there you went. 
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HA: Oh, she‘s a wonderful traveler.  And so we went along really, really nicely, doing 

all sorts of good stuff.  I had lots of great experiences.  One year when we were 

talking with NASA about the budget for the following year, NASA couldn‘t break 

the budget loose from OMB.  And so everybody at the Smithsonian, at the main 

headquarters in Washington, including Dillon Ripley, the secretary of the 

institution, got himself involved, because here we are.  There‘s a bureaucratic 

reason for NASA being able to give the funding to us.  Jack Coffey sent me down 

to Washington to find out, because the Smithsonian had traced it to the Defense 

Department holding it up.  So I got with my NASA contact, a wonderful, 

wonderful man, and he made appointments for me with DoD, the people who 

were holding it up, and I got down to go to the Pentagon, meet with this Admiral 

So-and-So why we couldn‘t get it.  And it was an amazing conversation. 

I mentioned early on some of the work we were doing was geodetic, 

getting measurements, geodetic programs, worldwide, so we could measure 

distance from any place on the earth to another.  We were up to, with our 

modified Schmidt telescope, where we could be accurate to within ten meters.  

We had just upgraded to using laser instruments where we could get the 

measurements down to a meter or less.  DoD was alerted to this and said, ―No, 

can‘t do it.‖  We were Smithsonian, we publish all our scientific results, we‘re not 

classified.  Their argument was, ―You got past us with the ten-meter thing, but 

we‘re not letting you go down another order of magnitude in accuracy.‖  And the 

reason was, for the Russians aiming their ballistic missiles.  And so I‘m with this 

admiral, and I‘m saying, ―Are you telling me that they‘ve got it to within ten 
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meters, but if they get it to within one meter, that makes a difference?!  This is 

insane, this is absurd.‖  And so I reported back through the hierarchy, and the 

Smithsonian having the facts, we were able to break it loose. 

I had a great time walking around the Pentagon.  There were so many 

generals and admirals you couldn‘t walk five feet without running into another 

one.  The place was incredible.  I‘m sure it‘s worse now.  But that was a fun kind 

of thing. 

I got to travel, see a lot of the world, ran it, had huge negotiations in 

countries like Argentina.  When they wouldn‘t renew our country-to-country 

agreement, and I was working with the air force—we were located on an air force 

something.  Every day I‘d go meet with them, and they wouldn‘t budge—nothing.  

Couldn‘t find out the problem.  Finally had some Argentine friends from our site, 

talking with them, and one of them said, ―He wants a bribe.‖  That‘s what it was.  

So the next time I met with him, I said, ―Okay, the secretary of the Smithsonian is 

going to come down to negotiate this with your minister of foreign affairs,‖ whom 

he reported to—which was not true.  But all of a sudden, it mysteriously went 

through.  And there were things like this that were eye-opening to me; and also 

stressful, but fun. 

[~02:33:13] 

SR: Absolutely.  I just think the Smithsonian is the best thing going. 

HA: So I‘ll finish off with my astrophysical observatory at the Smithsonian.  NASA, 

much to their detriment, starting finding ways to track satellites that were more 

efficient and better than the way we were doing it at the Smithsonian—mainly 
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having electronic gear on the satellites, and the satellites were even tracking 

themselves automatically to ground-based stations.  So our budget from NASA 

started getting cut drastically.  I had to take our program down to less than half of 

what it was.  I got tired of laying off people, and even though you want to get to 

SDSU, I have just a few things. 

  I, again through my friend Jack Coffey, he said that the Smithsonian 

headquarters in Washington had an opening that I might be interested in.  I went 

down and interviewed with the associate … the undersecretary … whatever it is 

… the chief scientific guy, named Sid Galler [phonetic].  He was looking for an 

assistant.  I interviewed with him, he said he wanted to hire me.  I went back to 

Cambridge, told everyone ―I resign,‖ had all the parties, went down to 

Washington, went to Dr. Galler‘s office, ―Oh, Harry, I‘ve been meaning to get in 

touch with you.‖  I said, ―What‘s up?‖  He said, ―It turns out you‘re not going to 

work for me.‖  I said, ―Oh, great, I left Cambridge.  What am I doing?‖  ―You‘re 

going to work for Smithsonian Ames Wheeler.‖  Ames Wheeler was at that time 

the treasurer of the Smithsonian.  He had been brought in because the private side 

of the Smithsonian was going underwater budget-cash-wise, because the 

institution was starting up the magazine, which was a tremendous cash drain.  

And not only the magazine, but the Smithsonian had something like ten so-called 

revenue-producing activities:  there was the magazine, there was the Smithsonian 

Press, a Philmont Conference Center in Maryland, all of the museum shops, all of 

the food concessions in the institution….  What else?  There‘s at least three or 

four more, which I can‘t remember.  And during the budget discussions down at 
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the Smithsonian….  Ames came in from Allegheny Ludlum, where he was a top 

executive in the steel industry, and he was brought into Washington to get the 

Smithsonian‘s finances organized, to be blunt about it.  He said, ―I saw Sid Galler 

had a position, and I stole it.  You had been told you‘re hired, and I see you‘ve 

had some courses in MBA, and you know all….‖  I said, ―Ames, great, I‘ll do my 

best.‖ 

So I wound up being responsible for all of the revenue-producing 

activities in Washington, none of which were in the black.  So I had a three-year 

period, marvelous period, in which I had to learn the business of all of those 

activities, how they do business, why weren‘t they doing it well enough to make a 

profit, when we‘ve got a captive audience of tens of millions of people a year.  

Each one needed a different kind of accounting and reporting in order to be [in 

effect? ~02:36:52].  So I spent three years learning the magazine business, the 

retail business, the press business, you name it.  I was just flying.  I was going to 

G.W., George Washington University MBA at that time too, and still learning 

what I was supposed to know.  We got most of them in the black, through a real 

effort. 

SR: That‘s fantastic. 

[~02:37:21] 

AH: I know you want to get to SDSU, but after three….  And I had some amazing 

offers when I was working with the private sector on a lot of these things.  I 

started off a whole licensing program to make products that were replicas of 
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things in the institution, which is now in the Smithsonian catalog, if you‘ve 

ever…. 

SR: Oh, I do get it, yeah. 

AH: Well I started all of that licensing program and all of that, and started negotiating 

for a television series with at that time the real biggies in the industry, David 

Walper and everything, and I learned how Hollywood does business.  Talk about 

constantly getting my eyes opened!  I won‘t say by whom.  I was given offers 

under the table, let‘s say, to contract somewhere to do contracts.  While I was 

horrified, I found out it‘s the way of doing business in much of the private sector.  

And I was a virgin there.  I always talked with Jean about it, because I never did 

anything underhanded.  I felt I worked for the Smithsonian, and the Smithsonian 

was above that.  The Smithsonian is this unique, amazing place.  But I always, 

Jean and I, when we‘d talk, I‘d always tell her, I have to admit….  I don‘t know if 

because I was that honest, or if I was afraid of getting caught if I did.  So I never 

resolved that one. 

  But I have to say this, because it‘s germane to SDSU and when I came to 

the foundation.  The Smithsonian is this amazing, wonderful, combination of a 

private and a federal organization.  It started out as a private organization.  James 

Smithson, and amateur scientist, illegitimate son of an earl or something in 

England, who is best known, I think, for his work in geology—in fact, I have one 

of his minerals, a beautiful purple stone called Smithsonite.  When he died, he left 

in his will all of his money would go to the United States to found at Washington, 

D.C., an institute for the increase and diffusion of knowledge among men.  That 
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was his only instruction.  Congress, the president, got into a horrible scrabble 

about how to use it, as you can expect.  I believe it was John Quincy Adams who 

finally got it all resolved, to set up a scientific organization with the main 

responsibility of astronomy.  So that was the country‘s first scientific institution, 

all funded with Smithson‘s money.  And so the Smithsonian, that‘s how it started 

in the 1840s, maybe ‘30s.  I‘ve forgotten that.  You can‘t hold me to that.  But 

what happened was, the Smithsonian started doing really well as a scientific 

organization, and the country in the 1800s was starting to accumulate all kinds of 

stuff to be preserved.  And that‘s why the Smithsonian got the nickname, ―the 

nation‘s attic.‖  So all these treasures are coming to the government, and they 

didn‘t know what to do with it.  Someone—I don‘t know who—had a bright idea, 

―Let‘s, since we have the Smithsonian, the scientific organization, let‘s have them 

take care of everything, and we‘ll fund that museum aspect out of federal funds.‖  

So that‘s the Smithsonian, its ongoing private side, and this amazing federal side.  

Now the private side is private, it‘s entrepreneurial, it isn‘t given money for free, 

you have to earn it in all your activities.  And so I became—you know, when I 

was there, I only worked on the private side.  My main problem wasn‘t spending 

the money, my main problem was earning, bringing money in.  And just like 

SDSU, which has such a huge array of programs—grants and contracts, special 

programs, all things that are funded not from state funds but other funds—that‘s 

what the private side of the Smithsonian is.  So I developed my expertise for 

working in a private environment in, in this case, a federal institution.  But when I 

came to SDSU, I saw no difference between the foundation as the university‘s 
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private entity and then the state side as the Smithsonian‘s federal entity.  And that 

was my mindset when I came for my first interview. 

And fortuitously, the board of the foundation and the selection committee 

I was dealing with were having ideas about how can the foundation, instead of 

being just a recipient of funds that come in the door, but be entrepreneurial and 

really develop the foundation as something that could do more than it was doing, 

in all aspects.  And so I said, ―This is right up my alley.‖  I guess I told them in 

the interview process.  But it was always my agenda.  It‘s the only real agenda I 

had, overriding agenda, all the time I was at San Diego State. 

[~02:43:07] 

SR: That‘s so fascinating, how it just was the perfect fit. 

HA: Yeah.  But let me just tell you how I got there.  At the end of my three years in 

Washington, the Smithsonian was somewhat stodgy.  All of the main 

administrative people were Ivy League.  My impression—I may be wrong on 

this—but most of them belonged to the ―good ol‘‖ club—wealthy, money, and all 

wore dark pin-striped suits to work.  Well, I had a degree from Cornell, but I 

wasn‘t of that ilk.  I‘m more ―sports jackets and sideburns,‖ and didn‘t quite fit 

the mold.  I had a conversation with Ames once.  I said, ―Ames, where do I go 

from here, because I am an ambitious person.‖  And he thought about it and said, 

―Well, when I retire, I‘d certainly put your name in to be treasurer.‖  I didn‘t want 

to see Ames retire for another ten years, and that wasn‘t in my timetable. 

[~02:44:14]  So what was going on at that time, my old friend Ron 

LaCount had left the astrophysical observatory to be a program director in the 
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National Science Foundation, in charge of all the national astronomy centers.  

And at Kitt Peak in Arizona, which is one of the national centers for optical 

astronomy, and Cerro Tololo Observatory, which is affiliated—they work 

together as the nation‘s optical observatories—were looking for a director of 

administration.  And Ron told me, and kept twisting my arm, because they 

reported to him.  He was not very happy with how things were being done 

administratively out there.  He kept saying, ―Apply for this position, apply for this 

position.‖  And it turned out the new director of Kitt Peak was a man named Leo 

Goldberg, who had been department chair of Astronomy at Harvard when I was 

up at SAO, who I met at some cocktail parties, but never had a relationship [with].  

So I finally wrote a letter to Leo saying, ―Ron asked me to do this, and here‘s my 

resume.  It sounds like an interesting position.  If you‘re interested, let me know.‖  

Leo got on me almost instantly, saying, ―I do remember you from Smithsonian.  

Come on out and interview.‖  So I went out and interviewed at Kitt Peak, and also 

with the Cerro Tololo director, Victor Blanco, and the job sounded fantastic.  But 

here I was going back to my astrophysical observatory days, forgetting about my 

fun at Washington.  And it was a terrible decision.  Ames Wheeler, my boss, 

happened to be on Caribbean vacation, and I told Leo Goldberg, ―Yes, I want to 

come work for you, but I want to be able to talk to Ames first, when he comes 

back, so I don‘t want the news to get out.‖  And Leo said fine, and Ames was 

going to be gone for three more weeks yet. 

Well, in that three weeks, it turned out Leo and Dillon Ripley, the head of 

the Smithsonian, both members of the National Academy of Sciences, rubbed 
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elbows at one of their cocktail parties.  I remember Leo telling me [he said to 

Dillon], ―Hey Dillon, how do you feel about me stealing one of your men?‖  And 

Ripley said, ―Who are you stealing?‖  ―Harry.‖  No one knew anything.  So I got 

back the next day and I got summoned to Mr. Ripley‘s office, which was not a 

usual state of events.  I got a modest dressing-down, but the news was out.  Ames 

said it was fine, and he and I—he just died a couple of years ago—always stayed 

in contact.  He was, gosh, a wonderful mentor.  He taught me so much where it 

was applicable for SDSU.  For instance, Ames was in charge of all the 

Smithsonian‘s private investments—tens of millions, a hundred million [dollars].  

And so I worked for him on all the investments, I learned investments.  I was 

taking investment courses at G.W.  So all these skills that I learned when I was 

there, it was almost like someone had led me through a series of things, so when I 

hit SDSU I had a nice set of skills that could be used here, exploited here. 

[~02:47:46] 

SR: What a wonderful preparation. 

HA: Yeah.  So off we moved to Tucson.  Loved Tucson.  We had never lived in the 

West.  Got a house up in the Catalina Foothills.  That was back when I was out 

there interviewing.  I think that was the selling point.  The president of the 

university consortium that ran the observatories invited me to his home up in the 

foothills, and here‘s downtown Tucson.  Oh my God.  It was wintertime, and it 

was beautiful.  I loved [it].  And Jean said, ―We‘re takin‘ this job!‖  So we did. 

It was great.  I was back working in a real scientific environment, head of 

administration for Kitt Peak, and also I was able to hire the chief administrator 
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who reported to me at Cerro Tololo in Chile.  He used to work for me in Spain at 

the astrophysical observatory—totally fluent in Spanish.  Through Leo, and him 

giving me the chance, a newly-hired director of engineering at Kitt Peak about my 

age, we reorganized all of those observatories.  We acquired—NSF asked us—the 

New Mexico Solar Observatory became part of our center, so we were doing three 

national centers.  I got involved in planning for the Hubble space telescope, which 

ORA [phonetic] won that contract to run the whole…. 

[~02:49:28]  And so it was great.  It was, again, to me, I was ready to stay 

in Tucson the rest of my life.  I loved the place, I loved the job so much, frequent 

trips to Chile, and just being in that environment, and being able to talk to the 

astronomers and whatever.  At the end of four years, Leo announced that he was 

going to be retiring in a few years, and I said, ―Oh gosh.‖  I found in my career, 

without fail, when there‘s a change in administration, someone I‘m going to 

report to, I haven‘t done too well—through my own personality quirks and 

whatever, I‘m sure.  But my deal was always with the person I worked for.  And 

we would talk about it explicitly when they hired me.  I said, ―We will come to 

agreement on how you want me to do the job.  Once we do, you leave me alone 

and support me.  If I do well, you reward me.  If I don‘t, you fire me.  Simple as 

that.‖  All of my successful relationships have been like that with whoever I 

worked for.  So that‘s…. 

[02:50:42]  And from Kitt Peak, when Leo said he was going to retire, we 

had a board of directors for that association of universities, which ran our national 

centers.  That was amazing.  It was two people from every university.  It was 
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typically the chair of the astronomy department, and the VP for administration of 

the each university.  And when I joined it was like twelve universities.  It was 

Harvard, Yale, Princeton, Michigan, Indiana, Cal Tech, Texas….  Who else?  I 

can‘t remember the others.  So I was working.  We had three or four board 

meetings a year, and I would put on all of the administrative stuff in front of all 

the VPs of these major, major universities, and so I got to know them.  One of the 

people, an at-large director, was a gentleman named Bill Golden, who was 

another one of these people who, like Jack Coffey and Ron LaCount and Ames 

Wheeler in Washington, were a mentor for me—In the Police Force They Say 

You Only Get Ahead If You Have a Rabbi, I think is the mystery novel‘s name—

some of my rabbis.  And Bill was an older gentleman.  He, in fact, was one of 

Harry Truman‘s advisors, and in fact was one of the men behind, when World 

War II ended, was a driving force in setting up the National Science Foundation.  

World War II, everyone in Washington discovered that the huge research 

breakthroughs that were winning the war were done at universities—not all of 

them, but a huge number.  So they said, ―We gotta keep this good thing going.  

And to do it, we want to set up the National Science Foundation as a pure funding 

agency to fund universities to engage in frontier research things.‖  That‘s what the 

NSF is.  Bill was a founding father of that.  He was on our ORA board.  At the 

time, he was also the chairman, lived in New York City, operated on Wall Street, 

very wealthy.  He was also on the board of all kinds of organizations in New York 

City, one of them being Barnard College. 

[~02:53:03] 
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SR: Ah!  Here we go! 

HA: And so Bill put his arm around my shoulders one day and said, ―Harry‖—we had 

become good friends—―Harry, you know what, I am chairing the search 

committee for a president and a vice-president for finance at Barnard College.  

My committee is hiring both people, and I‘d like you to apply.‖  I said, ―Bill, the 

last place in the world I want to work is New York City.  I hate New York City.  

It‘s just across the river from me [i.e., my childhood home], I never liked it, and I 

don‘t want to live there.  I‘m living in Tucson.  I found myself!‖  He said, ―Well, 

are you going to be around New York?‖  And it turned out I was going back to 

Lake Hopatcong for a vacation that summer, so he said, ―C‘mon over‖—so I said 

okay—―and just talk to us.‖  I did.  They made me a nice offer.  I thought the 

writing was on the wall at Kitt Peak:  the names of the people being brooded 

about who might succeed Leo Goldberg were not to my liking.  I have well-

developed antennae, whether they serve me well or not.  When I see something in 

the future, I get out.  So I said, ―I will do this.  I‘ve worked with all these VPs 

from around the country.  I can be a VP at Barnard, still affiliated with Columbia.  

If I work there two or three years, I can parlay it into a vice-presidency 

somewhere I want to be, not New York City.‖  So I accepted it. 

  [~02:54:50]  At the same time they were hiring a woman from Brown to 

be president.  We never met during the interview process, which was probably a 

mistake.  So I accepted the job, never put my heart and soul into it.  I set up the 

family at Lake Hopatcong, and commuted fifty miles a day. 
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SR: I was wondering about that.  Did you bring everybody into New York?  I‘m very 

well aware, talking now in the seventies, right? 

HA: Yeah, I left Kitt Peak in ‘76. 

SR: Okay, because I lived in New York City.  I remember well what it‘s like.  And 

with children and schools—oh my! 

HA: So the long and short of the matter is, I was given the specific charge by the board 

to come up with a financial plan to get Barnard….  Barnard was in terrible shape, 

it was so run down.  It was eating up its endowment.  My specific task was, ―You 

run that administrative side, you bring to the board a plan to get Barnard on its 

feet.  We don‘t care what‘s in your plan, you get a good plan.‖  So I put one of 

these big planning things together that universities like to do, with students, staff, 

faculty, community, board members—horrible!  And we came up with one hell of 

a plan.  All the while, I kept the president informed, sent her the drafts of this 

huge committee; always got notes back, ―Great job!  Looks good!‖ praising.  

Finally I had to present it to the board, and we were meeting in the home on 

Central Park West, elevator right to your floor—the chairman‘s home.  It was the 

finance committee of the board that had given me my charge—myself and the 

president—and I went through the plan and they were with me.  They were 

excited.  And I had bounced it off some of them, so I knew what—it was all 

choreographed.  They started asking really hard questions, which I had answers 

to, and which were things the board was going to have to decide on, and they 

were willing to.  And finally after we‘re all done—hours and hours—a sigh of 

relief—the chairman turned to the president and said, ―How do you feel about 
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this?‖ because the president had said….  And the president said—I quote—

―That‘s all Harry‘s plan, I had nothing to do with it.‖  The exact words. 

[~02:57:37] 

SR: (gasps)  Oh my! 

HA: And the president had panicked for some reason.  Everybody thought it was a 

joke, we all laughed.  Then it was serious.  So that left the meeting in shambles.  

Off I went.  I told people on the board I couldn‘t work there any longer.  They 

told me I couldn‘t work there any longer also now.  So they said—this was in 

October, November—they said, ―Okay, you can retain your title if it helps you 

finding another job, but you‘d better just not come in.  We‘ll pay you through 

June,‖ I think it was.  And then my friend Bill Golden privately said, ―Harry, if 

you haven‘t found anything by June, and Barnard doesn‘t give you any more, I‘ll 

do it.  Just find a job you want.‖  So I spent a responsibility-free winter at Lake 

Hopatcong with my family—except it was stressful in that I didn‘t have a 

position. 

SR: I would imagine….  I mean, just to have her do that would be so disturbing. 

HA: Well, it was.  I‘m a person who when there is stress, I react accordingly and try to 

get rid of it somehow—proactively get rid of it.  I can‘t settle down until I do.  

[unclear ~02:59:08] nicely to SDSU because it was around February of ‘78, so I 

had been three months, four months, looking for a job, and I had wonderful….  I 

was taking interviews at places I wanted to live.  There was one at University of 

New Hampshire, vice-president; one the chief of administration at the national 

center in Boulder, Colorado; the vice-presidency of the East-West Center at the 
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University of Hawaii.  I think they were the three that I really liked.  Didn‘t land 

any of them, unfortunately. 

It must have been around February, I remember at the lake, it was 

nighttime, and there was a snowstorm outside, and we had these outside lights 

that shown on everything, the woods….  And this was a tremendous snowstorm, 

and the phone rang, and I took it.  ―I‘d like to speak to Harry Albers.‖  I said, 

―This is Harry.‖  He said, ―Harry, this is Bob Nardelli at San Diego State 

University.‖  I said, ―Okay, what can I do for you?‖  He said, ―Your application 

for the general manager position at San Diego State University Foundation.‖  I 

said, ―Dr. Nardelli, I don‘t know anything about it.  I‘ve never heard of San Diego 

State University.‖  I hadn‘t!  And so we had one of those what-could-have-

happened-here conversations, and it turned out, we discovered during the 

conversation, there‘s one of these higher-ed associations in Washington at DuPont 

Circle, which acts to help place people in positions.  I‘ve forgotten the name of it.  

But you send them your resume….  Universities who are looking for people go in.  

The organization is supposed to tell you, ―Oh, we got a contact who we think is 

good for you,‖ and they then send you a letter saying, ―Can we release your 

material to that organization?‖  And if you say yes, then you get a [contact].  

Well, it turned out that they had not contacted me about the SDSU contact.  So I 

said, ―Okay, let me hear about the job.‖  So Bob told me, and we set up a time for 

me to come out and interview, and I came out.  And Jean came with me, of 

course. 

[~03:01:45] 
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SR: Oh boy, that‘s it! 

HA: Of course I wasn‘t going to live anywhere she didn‘t want me to live.  She fell in 

love with San Diego—it was like Tucson all over—and had interesting 

experiences with the search committee of the board.  Bob Nardelli was on it from 

Education.  Had some feisty board members.  At that time, Brage Golding had 

left.  Trevor Colburn was acting.  Never did meet him, he was travelling 

somewhere.  I‘ve forgotten who the chair of the search committee was.  It may 

have been Bill Erickson , VP for….  I don‘t know.  But anyway, [I] interfaced 

with all these board members.  I got introduced to Jim Cobble, but he was never 

around.  I thought it was a courtesy thing that I shook hands with him.  And I did 

battle with the search committee.  When I say ―feisty,‖ they were!  They were in 

the middle of having just dealt with some huge deficit that the Rehabilitation 

Center had incurred.  And one member of the board kept putting me in a position 

of What would you do?  It was obvious he wanted an answer, ―I would get rid of 

the director,‖ or something Draconian.  I don‘t know how you get rid of a tenured 

faculty member, but….  And Fred McFarlane was the director, who is a great guy.  

And I refused to be put in a corner, and I kept saying, ―You haven‘t given me 

enough information.‖  And they didn‘t have enough information.  And I figured I 

was through, because I just wouldn‘t buckle.  So I got shown around and all sorts 

of good stuff, met with all the staff of the foundation.  They quizzed me, wanted 

to know if I came would I change anything, and I said all the right things, true or 

not.  But [taking?] my overall philosophy of how I manage an organization—not 
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getting into are-you-still-going-to-have-your-job kinds of questions, which I 

didn‘t even know them. 

But the foundation was so different then.  At the risk of insulting people, I 

turned it into an accounting house.  A faculty member or someone at the 

university would walk in, they had a program, some money, they needed a bank, 

they‘d give it to the bank.  The foundation would administer the funds.  That was 

it.  Same thing with a grant.  If some faculty member ginned up a proposal, then 

they would, you know….  All totally reactionary.  You react, you provide good 

service, but that was it.  I mean, that was all we‘d been told to do, that‘s all we do. 

[~03:04:36] 

SR: Yeah, very limited. 

HA: And I noticed on the first interview, there was a tug between administration and 

the academic side of the university.  Bill Erickson had very strong things to say 

about it because he had been a long-term director of the foundation before being 

vice-president.  Then Bob Benshoff took it, and Bob was the general manager.  

And Bob told me he had gotten sick of being general manager, there was too 

much politics.  I don‘t want to put words in his mouth, but it was something he 

was no long happy with the position, so people were being interviewed.  And so 

Bob once said to me, ―Oh, I guess we need an astronomer now instead of an 

accountant.‖  And I said, ―I don‘t know, Bob.‖  But he and I, from Day One, had a 

wonderful relationship—as I did with the other major managers—Steve Bloom, 

Frea Sladek, and my assistant, Davene Gibson, who became my….  I don‘t know 
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how to explain Davene, except she was always there.  She was like Jiminy 

Cricket. 

[~03:05:45] 

SR: I‘ve heard marvelous things about her from Frea. 

HA: She was my conscience, my Jiminy Cricket.  Any time I made a decision she 

disagreed with, she would not let me go forward with it until I changed my mind.  

And she would stand her ground, couldn‘t budge her!  She was usually right, 

which was good.  But we started forming….  At that time, all the directors 

reported to me—there were about eight of them. 

SR: Wait, you didn‘t expect this to happen, but it did happen. 

HA: Yeah.  Well, I went back after the interview, waited a long time, no one contacted 

me.  I started calling Juanita Brents [phonetic], the foundation‘s personnel 

director who was staffing the search committee, and I was finally told, ―The final 

decision can‘t be made because Brage Golding didn‘t meet you, so you have to 

come back out and meet Brage.‖  I said okay, fine.  ―Come back out.  San Diego 

State‘s different.  Come back out to meet Brage.‖  And Jim Cobble, Al Johnson, 

Bill Erickson, and Brage Golding took me to lunch.  There was some big crisis 

going on at the time, having to do with the chancellor‘s office and I don‘t know 

what.  So I had lunch, I sat there and listened to this for two hours.  At the end, it 

was time to break up, Brage said, ―Oh, by the way, Harry, I‘m Brage Golding,‖ 

and we shook hands.  That was my meeting with Brage.  Nothing more, not one 

word more.  Off I go, back.  Jean said, ―How‘d it go?  How‘d it go?‖  I said, 

―These people are insane.  They fly me all the way out there to meet the acting 
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president.  He didn‘t give a damn about meeting me.  And the three of them didn‘t 

talk about me—they were solving some problem, which I had no clue.  That was 

the meeting!‖ 

So I went back and a short time later I got the call.  Jim Cobble called me.  

Because then I found out he was the chair of the board of the foundation—which I 

didn‘t know, because he was never there—and was behind the scenes doing 

everything.  At the same time, the new president was being hired, Tom Day.  I 

mean, I got to San Diego State I think exactly a week before Tom did.  All along, 

while I‘m waiting to come out, I‘m thinking, ―How are they going to hire me 

without me meeting Tom, and him giving….‖  Dr. Day, you know.  Never did, it 

never occurred to anyone.  Fine with me. 

[~03:08:31]  But a funny thing happened.  It must have been April‘ish that 

finally they sent me a letter saying ―you‘re hired.‖  And I told them, ―Well, my 

kids get out of school the end of June.  I really don‘t want to move out there until 

they can.‖  And Barnard‘s still paying me—I‘ll let them keep paying me.  And 

they were paying me more than San Diego State wanted to pay me.  So I said, 

―I‘d actually just as soon enjoy a few months of leisure.‖  So during those two 

months of leisure, the telephone rings—again, at night.  University of Oklahoma, 

―Harry….‖  ―Yeah.‖  And it had been a thing where through that agency I had 

previously approved them sending my….  And then I forgot about it, never heard 

anything.  ―Harry, you‘re one of our three finalists for the vice-presidency, 

University of Oklahoma.‖  I told him, ―Unfortunately, I‘ve just accepted a job.‖  

And the man—I forget who he was—said something.  He started giving more 
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information than he normally would.  ―When did you take it?  What‘s it about?  

You know, with your background in science and grants and contracts and the 

national centers and Smithsonian, we really want a financial VP who knows all 

that stuff, and we really want you.  I can‘t tell you you‘re our Number One, 

but….‖  It was clear he was saying unless you blow the interview, you‘re our guy.  

So he said, ―I really want you to come out.‖  I said, ―Okay.‖  So we started 

making flight….  He‘s telling me when they wanted me, and they‘d arrange the 

flights, and I‘m making notes.  And Jean wanders out to the porch where I‘m 

doing all this, and looking at it.  And so I hang up and she says, ―What was that?‖  

I‘m all excited.  I said, ―University of Oklahoma wants me to come out, and they 

sound like they really want me, Jean.‖  She said, ―No.  Call them back right now.‖  

I said, ―What do you mean, ‗call them back‘?!‖  ―You made a commitment!‖  I 

said, ―Screw the commitment!  I haven‘t started there yet, they‘ll find somebody 

else.  I want to do this!‖  She said, ―No you don‘t.  You are not doing this!‖  And 

so finally I had to call them back on the spot and tell them I couldn‘t do it.  I 

could have been the vice-president of the University of Oklahoma. 

[~03:11:11] 

SR: But you would have been in Oklahoma, not San Diego. 

HA: That‘s true. 

SR: And Jean would have been in Oklahoma and not San Diego. 

HA: That may have been the point. 

SR: I think I got that.  (laughs) 
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HA: So that‘s how I wound up….  Gosh, whenever we came, the end of June 

sometime, we drove out in our two Volkswagens. 

SR: And that‘s 1978? 

HA: In 1978. 

SR: And as you say, Tom Day had just come on.  What fascinates me is as you talk 

about….  I mean, Brage Golding was a chemist, an engineer, Tom Day is a 

physicist.  I mean, all these people are scientists. 

HA: That‘s one of the key things that enabled the foundation to be successful, because 

our major thing was grants and contracts.  And when you‘re doing grants and 

contracts—I‘m talking money now—if you want to make money, you want to 

make overhead money, indirect money, it‘s in science and engineering and health.  

It‘s not in education.  And at that time, education was a big grant….  Tomas 

Arseñega, brilliant.  He and his faculty had some big grants, paid very little 

indirect money to operate the foundation to give to the university.  And so here‘s 

Tom, a physicist; Al, a biologist; Jim a chemist; me in physics.  We all had the 

same agenda as it started developing. 

SR: That‘s what I see here.  And you fit.  I was thinking, when you said they didn‘t 

talk to you, I think that was part of….  Nobody said what it might have been all 

about, too, because of what you brought with you. 

HA: Yeah.  And so it was clear to me from Day One, given how SDSU was set up, that 

its main ties had to be through the academic side of the house.  I had to be 

accepted by faculty as one of them, by department chairs, by deans, and think 

they owned me if they wished to; and our foundation was just hell-bent on helping 
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those academic colleges be successful and stuff.  And it was difficult, because Bill 

Erickson, whom I loved working with, had such strong input in the foundation up 

until that point, because the background, it seemed to me—I may be wrong—but 

it always leaned more toward the financial end of always making sure we never 

blew the budget, our audits were always clean, everything was on the up-and-up.  

The state can do most of our administrative stuff.  We didn‘t have to have our 

own department of this or that to do it—just the state will do it for us.  And in my 

view, it was not a personality thing in any way—it was purely How am I going to 

make this organization successful?  And that‘s the charge the board was giving 

me, and Jim was giving me.  He started really strong.  And that was my comfort 

zone too.  So I had to figure out how to keep Bill thinking we‘re doing a great job 

and being responsive to all his needs, and at the same time doing it for Jim and Al 

on the other side.  So that was, in the early years, a big challenge, because the two 

are symbiotic to begin with.  I mean, it was just a matter of putting them together 

the right way.  I had to rely on both of them, I needed both of them to be 

successful.  Whatever was going on, the tensions I sensed, I didn‘t want to add to 

them, I wanted to get rid of them.  [recording paused ~03:15:12] 

  So arriving at the foundation, I had these challenges about how I worked 

with the university personnel, and that went pretty quickly.  If I made my case, I 

could usually get everyone to buy-into it.  If I couldn‘t get people to buy-into it, 

we wound up in the president‘s office.  I had a direct line to him, and he insisted 

on that.  Corporate-wise, he was the president of the corporation, ―[according to] 

the bylaws.‖  I would meet with Tom once a month.  Whenever there was some 
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things that represented a change he should be aware of, or an opportunity he 

should be aware of, I‘d get on his calendar, and he was always gracious and 

wanted to hear, was interested.  If he, on the other hand, found out something that 

would hit the foundation, he‘d call me over and say, ―Harry, we gotta do 

something about this.‖  So I worked with all of the chief administrators, the vice-

presidents at that time, and was able to go where I want if I made my case 

strongly enough, and presented it to the board. 

  [~03:16:23]  The board was interesting in that it was split in two.  I mean, 

half senior management of the university, and half faculty.  And then later we 

started adding a few community members.  I always worked well with the faculty 

people.  They knew where my heart was, and I went out of my way to make sure 

they knew where my heart was, and that I was primarily interested in grants and 

contracts.  And so the faculty usually supported me on things.  When there were 

important questions, the vice-presidents did also.  Either I had convinced them, or 

if I didn’t convince one or two of them, Tom would meet them before the board 

meeting and convince them.  So Tom was actively involved.  But Jim was the 

smoothest chairman.  We would do up agendas that were works of art—I mean, 

gave you so much information.  The board had a week to read it—some of them 

did, most of them didn‘t—so they listened carefully and asked questions.  So we 

got just about everything we wanted. 

As far as the foundation, what I saw immediately was we had to do better 

in grants and contracts.  Now the only way you do better in grants and contracts is 

by having strong graduate programs.  Faculty who do research need graduate 
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students to work with them—no ifs, ands, or buts.  So Jim Cobble was busy with 

setting up more cooperative doctoral programs with other institutions.  And he 

had a formula that was just miraculous.  He‘d look, where was there an 

opportunity?  And the factors that went into that were, well, CSU is serving 

California citizens and job creation—where are there holes?  Where aren‘t there 

enough graduates?  That‘s Number One.  And then, Are there grants and contracts 

available in that area that we could go after?  Can we hire top-notch faculty to 

come into that?  Can we be impressive enough so when we go over to UCSD, our 

area of research fits in—not competes—but augments the area of research at the 

other institution, and our faculty are as good as theirs, and they form relationships.  

And if that happens, we‘re in.  Then it‘s just a matter of getting through all the 

state processes to do it. 

[~03:19:04]  And so Jim just picked out one thing after the other.  He told 

me where we were going next, it had been approved internally at the university.  I 

had to come up with front money often, building space, something to use money 

to attract top-notch faculty here, augment their salaries somehow, give them space 

if the university couldn‘t provide it.  The dean was always really involved in 

using state monies to whatever legal extent he or she could, for salary money or 

for this or that.  But it was a combination of state money and foundation money 

that could get these things rolling.  And we wanted to do all faculty, but I was 

after the science, engineering, health kinds of things, because of the indirect, if we 

really wanted to do things Big Time financially and augment resources.  So we 
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went systematically.  I worked hand-in-hand with Jim to get resources put 

together so he can move forward. 

[~03:20:08]  Now the other thing I needed was an organization that could 

really do the job.  Up until then, while Frea was doing development, it was still 

the faculty person had to walk into the office.  I said, ―No, I want you to be 

proactive.  I want you to set up your organization so that you can both do what 

you have been doing, but you find opportunities, you and your staff.‖  A group of 

them we set separate, to go out and bring these opportunities to the faculty, 

aggressively.  ―Talk to the dean, talk to the department chair, get them in bed, get 

them moving.‖  And so her primary job became marketing.  She became my 

marketing department.  And she was really good at it.  She could talk faculty into 

almost anything.  It was amazing watching her work, because we‘d be in a 

meeting and she‘d explain, and faculty or department [chairs would respond], 

―No, we can‘t do that.‖  She‘d stop, and she‘d start all over again, say the same 

thing.  ―No, we can‘t.‖  ―Oh, okay, I understand.‖  Then she‘d start the same 

thing.  It was like erosion.  She could talk anyone into things.  And so we really 

started moving out, to the point a significant percentage of our work was coming 

in from things that we had brought to people‘s attention, and we had a really full-

blown—developed an operation to get information from all the funding agencies.  

We sent our people back to the funding agencies to meet the program directors, 

tell them who we were, what our strengths were, what is coming up, what are 

your national priorities coming up, see how we can fit them together. 

 [~03:22:08]  But until that time, other than the education things, the rehab 
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things—were the big things—there was one faculty member in biology, Phil 

Miller, he was bringing in most of the indirect.  He was one of the country‘s—

world’s—leading ecologists.  He was starting up the science of ecology here.  Our 

goal was to get as many Phil-Miller-type grants and Phil Millers as you possibly 

could.  And a tragic thing, early on—must have been the early eighties—Phil was 

a health nut, his chief administrative assistant was his wife, Patsy, who was a 

terror.  I say that in a good way, but she was always at the foundation raising hell 

about something.  We had converted one of the residences down along the 

bordering street into a biology lab for him, because the university didn‘t have 

space.  Phil went out jogging—he would eat nuts and stuff, and jog—came 

back—we had a shower set up in his lab—he went and took a shower and had a 

heart attack and died.  When it happened, I felt so bad for him and Patsy.  I‘d 

gotten to know them well.  My other thought was, ―We‘re through!  He‘s our 

star!‖  We only had one star then!  But one of his people who I think started as a 

graduate student, Walt O‘Schell [phonetic], assumed his grants and Walt became 

quite famous in his own right, and is still, I understand, very active and 

successful. 

So I had to do that, I had to build my team in the foundation and give them 

a new viewpoint, that we weren‘t there just to wait for people to walk in the door.  

We were going to be aggressive and be out there.  I remember one meeting we 

had of the senior staff, my main lieutenants, and we had grown things from, I 

don‘t know, ten million [dollars] in business to about fifty to sixty million 

[dollars] or something.  I was putting forth goals for the near term, next year or 
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two, and I said, ―We‘re going to hit $100 million in‖—I‘ve forgotten how many 

years I said—―within the next two or three years, I expect.‖  Everybody looked at 

me like I had lost my mind.  They wanted to walk out.  They didn‘t want to take 

on that.  But we did. 

[~03:24:57]  Other things started happening.  The property stuff started 

happening, because we needed professional property management, just to manage 

all of the—what do you call—the slum landlord property we owned.  And that‘s 

all we owned.  I mean, it was disgusting.  Because all these houses that ran on the 

border of the campus, we just kept buying them and converting them to project 

space.  And it was terrible, it was horrible space.  But we had an opportunity.  I 

think it was Seafirst, which is the operating arm of Seattle National Bank, 

[unclear] called and said….  Oh no, they didn‘t start it.  Two partners who owned 

the buildings at the Alvarado Center—they owned the buildings, not the land.  

The land was in a real estate investment trust that was overseen by Sol….  What‘s 

the big entrepreneur who started what became Costco?  Sol….  It‘ll come to me.  

A very wealthy man.  Those buildings were in bankruptcy in Seattle National 

Bank, Seafirst, all the buildings, and there were three main ones.  And the owners 

came and asked if we were interested in buying them.  So I started talking to 

them.  This would be a major upgrade for us, to have space.  They were in 

bankruptcy, so they put me in touch with Seafirst, who held the mortgage—

started talking to them. 

Seafirst had this one man named Ed Ellsberg [phonetic].  Gosh, why did I 

remember that?  His sole job was handling all of their properties that were in 
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bankruptcy, and working them out of bankruptcy somehow, solving Seafirst‘s 

problems.  And Ed and I became pretty close.  I swear I called him every day for a 

year or more.  And we started talking about how we could get the buildings.  I 

thought—the little I knew about real estate at the time—when you buy buildings, 

people tell you how much they want, and you dicker and come to an agreement. 

Well, I had an acquaintance named George Goodman, who I first met 

because of setting up the Hansen Institute.  George was, and probably still is, a 

developer.  And I told George my problem.  He laughed.  I said, ―What‘s so 

funny?‖  He said, ―People in bankruptcy, you don‘t listen to what they tell you 

they want.  You decide what you want to pay, and you make an offer.‖  I said, 

―Oh, that’s how you do it.  Okay.‖  So I said, ―George, would you help me?‖  ―I‘ll 

help you.‖  So he met with the two owners, partners, and sized it all up.  He and I 

and one of my staff went out.  I don‘t know who it was, maybe Frea, maybe 

Steve—no, probably Bob Benshoff, my financial guy.  We went up to Seafirst, 

found out what they owed on the mortgage, and what would make Seafirst happy, 

if we came in, because they wanted us to come in.  They saw San Diego State 

University.  They didn‘t know our foundation.  They thought our foundation was 

as solid or as impressive at that time as the….  ―We get San Diego State 

University.‖  So we went up and met with them, and George was fabulous.  He 

said, ―Look, if between us we can get the two owners to just walk away, whole, 

not owing a cent to you, so you don‘t go after them for any money, other than we 

will pay what‘s left on the mortgage, period,‖ which was like half-price of what 

was owed.  And Seafirst moaned and groaned, and we kept after them.  They 
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finally said okay, because they were losing every month, they weren‘t being paid 

anything.  So we nailed it down at that, and then what happens?  Damned 

National University decided it wanted the building to set up more of its operation 

there, so they put in an offer to Seafirst too.  So we had to up the price.  Seafirst 

didn‘t want National, they wanted us, so we had to come to a price which Seafirst 

would accept and reject National‘s.  It was still a killing for us.  So we did that, 

and I think we got Seafirst to put up the money to us, there was an option in the 

land lease to purchase the land.  So we got the deal with Seafirst, plus we got a 

loan from them to buy the land.  So the whole kit and caboodle was ours.  That 

was crisis time, because most of the buildings were empty, and we were just 

working our butts off, getting anybody, not just projects—commercial tenants.  

And what happened was—I‘ve never figured out if there was just a normal jump 

in grants and contracts that was going to happen anyway … or because there was 

space available and faculty could see they could get some nice space … they went 

after grants.  I don‘t know, didn‘t care.  But our business just started going up, 

and out of indirect monies we were able to pay off our loans and make that thing 

go. 

[~03:31:06]  So then we started plucking up the other buildings down 

there, until we got all of them.  I mean, there were at least three or four other ones.  

So we wound up with the whole center.  And we were doing it both with projects, 

and then whatever‘s empty, leasing it to commercial tenants—and we got some 

good commercial tenants too.  So we made that go. 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 96 

Now as we were going through this transition, we really had to upgrade 

our property development arm, and really needed some expertise, because we‘re 

dealing now with a couple hundred thousand square feet of space and everything.  

So we got a new person in charge of that.  We brought in a person who‘s expert in 

leasing; another person who was expert in design and whatever the hell.  So 

suddenly here we go from slum landlords to highly professional staff to manage 

buildings.  And I‘ll just stay with property, regardless of timing here. 

SR: Oh, that‘s fine. 

HA: So at one point in the….  I have to just guess on this.  It was probably ‘84 or ‘85.  

Tom Day called me over.  He had just received a memo from the chancellor‘s 

office.  It was one of those times when the state budget was going to hell again.  

And there was a memo saying, ―The chancellor‘s office is no longer, for the 

foreseeable future, going to fund new student housing.  You should look to other 

sources of whatever to do it.  Whatever.  It‘s up to you now, it‘s not on us.‖  So 

Tom [asked], ―Is there anything here the foundation can do?‖  I said, ―I don‘t 

know, let me go look at it and think about it,‖ because Tom wanted more student 

housing. 

  [~03:33:08]  By this time I had met developers.  I‘d met George 

Goodman, who was always a good friend, and Tim Considine, who was on our 

board as one of the first community members, who‘s a man-about-town.  He runs 

a big accounting, CPA thing, well-known.  His wife owns the big Mexican 

restaurant over on….  What‘s the island?  My head‘s stopped working. 

SR: [~03:33:38]  Oh, Coronado? 
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HA: Coronado, yeah.  So I went to talk with Tim about it, and George.  And Tim put 

the first idea in my head.  He said, ―Harry, if the foundation wants to do 

something like student housing, wants to get into the development game, the first 

thing you do is you never use any of your own money—you use other people‘s 

money.‖  I said, ―How do you do that?!‖  So he took me through the thing.  A new 

world, again.  So I talked with the board about it.  Tom wanted to explore.  They 

let me use enough money to do a marketing study to see what the commercial 

demand was for student housing in the area.  It was done by a young man then, 

Fred Pierce, who worked for the Goodkin Company.  The marketing study came 

back, all positives.  There was a pent-up demand, you could charge this much, but 

the housing would have to be such and such and such.  No penitentiary kind of 

architecture.  Has to be like apartments, kitchens, like a condo, and what the 

design would be, what the density would be.  You‘ve got a captive audience.  

Damn, what do I do now? 

  I talked about it, again, with my formal developer experts who said, ―Well 

the next thing you need is another study, a land-planning study.‖  There are firms 

that once they got the marketing data, use land-planning study, actually do 

quantitative studies about density, kinds of buildings, all of this—architecture.  So 

we put out an RFP.  The board said go ahead, keep foolin‘ around.  I put out an 

RFP, got a lot of things back.  God, I can‘t remember the name of the firm—

Hansen something.  I‘ll have to look it up.  Nice people, loved 'em, really seemed 

honest.  [unclear] a lot of people in real estate world weren‘t.  I was working with 

all good people, my experts, the marketing people, and the land planning.  They 
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took a year, I don‘t know, did a land planning thing.  It involved, I want to say, 

hundreds of community meetings to see if the community would buy in.  So I‘m 

suddenly involved in that crap—excuse me. 

[~03:36:17] 

SR: I understand. 

HA: We had hired a woman already for PR, but she became my community….  She 

was always meeting with the people, knew them, always having lunch with them. 

SR: And she was from the community? 

HA: No, she was from a PR firm in town.  I‘m just saying essentially all her working 

hours were pretty much spent out in the community, knowing all the people, all 

the problems.  Her name was Stefanie Boyd [phonetic].  She just gave me 

invaluable information.  So we got the land-planning study, and it was all 

positive.  Oh gee.  So it looks like we got something going here.  I‘ve now got 

two studies, I‘ve got a professional real estate staff.  We have to now do the big 

step, we gotta get a developer, and we‘ve got to get the developer to use his 

money, not our money.  I‘m not risking the foundation‘s assets.  I told the board 

this on and on, ―Let me use money for studies.  I will tell you every cent, but I‘m 

never going to risk foundation major assets unless I come to you with a specific 

proposal, and I‘m hoping not to.‖  So we put out an RFP and a local development 

firm headed by Chris McKeller [phonetic], a wonderful family.  Chris is an 

extraordinary person.  He‘s part of the….  Oh!  One of the big families in 

La Jolla.  Anyway, he or his father had done the whole UCLA college town thing.  

What‘s it called, do you know?  But there‘s a thing—my brain is getting tired.  
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Got to know Chris and his people.  They had $2 million just sitting in their 

corporation.  And Chris wanted to do a landmark project for the McKellar 

Company, for San Diego, for San Diego State.  He just wasn‘t the mercenary 

developer.  Chris put together a team of—there must have been thirty 

consultants—to plan out the project, and came up with a plan.  He had a leading 

architect, he had a leading everything.  A hell of a team.  We put enormous 

amounts of time in, got to know the thing inside out.  Chris took us to Harvard to 

see what Harvard Real Estate Group was doing.  We wandered around.  I mean, it 

was fun working with a private developer.  Here we are out in Harvard Square 

with champagne glasses and champagne, and looking at everything—my staff and 

I.  So the thing came, how are we going to finance that?  So we had to get really 

into that.  And again, when we did this, there was an upturn in the market, and 

then another down.  Chris had to pull out, just donated all the work to us, no 

strings attached. 

[~03:39:46] 

SR: Fantastic. 

HA: I know.  Incredible man.  I think he‘s part of the Scripps family.  So he was out, 

and it was a loss, because Chris had a heart, he was smart.  God I wanted to work 

with him.  But their business got to a point they couldn‘t.  We put out another 

RFP, an outside L.A. group—again, I can‘t think of their name—but they gave us 

a dynamite proposal.  They were going to get outside financing, do this and that.  

They went bankrupt when we were a year into the project.  So what do we do?  

Experts are telling me we shouldn‘t ditch it.  By this time, Tom loved the idea.  
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We had made a big presentation up at the chancellor‘s office.  Ann Reynolds was 

chancellor then.  She loved the idea.  In a big meeting of trustees, she announced 

to all of them, ―I wish all of our other campuses were as entrepreneurial as this,‖ 

and gave us lots of kudos. 

  [~03:41:12]  We finally figured out ways that Fred Pierce, the marketing 

person, a young man, in the meantime had transitioned off to an L.A. 

development firm that put in a bid to be the developer.  We didn‘t like their owner 

too much, that Fred worked for, and Fred had subsequently left, so I called Fred 

and said, ―Hey, how‘d you like to come work for us as kind of an in-house 

developer, but [we aren‘t? ~03:41:39] an outside firm.  I need an in-house expert 

who knows the business.  Fred really knows financing.  So Fred came to work for 

us, some kind of arrangement where it was his company, even though the 

company was just him, and we said, ―Fine, we‘ll pay you so much.‖  And Fred 

and the rest of us put together a way to see our way through [taxi jump? 

~03:42:06] financing, issuing bonds, in which we‘re able to use what we build as 

the collateral to go ahead with the project.  And all we had to risk was the land, 

which we owned, on which the things would be built.  We put that at risk.  

Otherwise, we felt we could make it go.  And we were all set to do it.  And the 

first project was all the fraternity houses down there.  So that was a foundation 

project.  That went well.  So we‘re ready to bite the bullet, go Big Time now, do 

the student housing part.  That was about the time Tom was retiring. 

  [~03:42:55]  All I can say after that, being kind, is that it became a mess, 

with all kinds of politics and who knows what, which essentially put the project in 
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jeopardy.  I resigned about that time, too, to do something else which came my 

way, with a group of companies.  Has anyone told you about the Foundation for 

Math and Science Education?  I did that from the time I left the [SDSU] 

foundation, I set up this new foundation that three companies asked me [to do]:  

QUALCOMM, AMCC, and the computer company that had the cow as its main 

marketing symbol [Gateway (Tr.)].  It was one of the big ones.  They were in the 

chips then.  They later didn‘t do too well, but it was, at that time, one of the big 

PC companies.  I won‘t get into this now—or ever—but all three of those 

companies wanted to do something to help San Diego Unified School District, 

and they were willing to put up, each of them, a million [dollars] a year, for so 

many years.  I would set up this new foundation, which I did by using the SDSU 

Foundation as our administrative device, and I just had a staff of three, Davene 

being one.  And we called it the FiMSE [pronounced fimsy] organization, with a 

board of SDSU people, the companies, the funding people, and the San Diego 

Unified District.  I affiliated it with the university‘s CRIMSE [pronounced 

crimsy] department, which is, in this country, one of the leading combinations of 

college of ed and college of sciences group of faculty who specialize in 

education—teacher education, kid education.  So we got a whole new thing going.  

We later wrote in….  Ellen Bursten [phonetic] was the superintendent.  We 

wound up also with grants from Bill and Melinda Gates, the Atlantic Foundation, 

Flora Hewlett Packard Foundation.  I mean, in the tens of millions.  And then we 

got a big grant from the NSF, so [we had] all kinds of money to teach San Diego 

Unified teachers how to teach math, to bring them up to where they could teach it.  
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So SDSU CRIMSE Department was running all these courses where Unified 

District teachers could get everything from short courses to master‘s degree 

courses to you name it—any kind of training they needed, intensive math courses.  

And it was great for the teachers.  It brought their skills way up, and they got 

promotions back at Unified for getting new degrees and new certificates.  So our 

FiMSE thing I did for about four years, and then I retired for real.  I turned that 

one over.  So that ends my property discussion, anyway. 

  [~03:46:14]  A huge opportunity was missed, to the point, if I go back 

now, with what we had accomplished in grants and contracts, what we were doing 

with all our special programs, how successful they were—not through us, but 

through the staff and the PVS and the extended studies and everything, but us 

being the agency to handle the monies and do everything—and we‘d make money 

off that.  And now the property, which gave us the opportunity in the future to 

make so much money.  We would have easily passed the university state budget 

in five years.  At most we would have.  And again, all of the money is to give to 

the university, to keep priming the pump.  So that was that. 

  But we opened up another big area too, of funding.  For about ten years, I 

would spend time every year at the University of Hawaii‘s Institute for 

Astronomy.  I did a sabbatical there—they asked me to come over.  The director 

of their institute for astronomy was a close friend of mine, I‘d worked with him 

many places.  He asked me to come over, and I was essentially the institute‘s 

management guru.  I would come over every year, at least a month, six weeks, in 

the fall.  They had an office for me.  I would fool around, meeting with all the 
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faculty, meeting with all the staff, doing things to get the place where the director 

and I wanted it—lots of things.  There were, at one time, huge faculty problems, 

and I kind of had meetings where everybody could let their hair down and do this 

and become a team and do whatever. 

  [~03:48:16]  While I was over there, one of the years—and we always got 

a high-rise condo right on Waikiki Beach….  It was wonderful.  While I was 

there, the director, Don Hall, was working, and I helped him a little bit, but not 

much….  There was another source of funding I had been aware of for 

universities.  Unkind people call it pork.  I call it appropriations.  But Hawaii, for 

the longest time, has had Senator Daniel Inouye, who‘s been the chief Democrat 

on various appropriations committees in the Senate.  And the amount of money 

that will go to Hawaii, including to the university, through these special 

appropriations that were put into bills after the fact—amazing!  I think a good part 

of Hawaii‘s economy is through all the DoD establishments, and the 

appropriations and everything else—the university benefits.  I said, ―My God, you 

can actually make money by working with your congressman and finding where 

you can fit in, in a national priority.  And if your congressman is positioned 

correctly, on the right committees, and he or she is really interested in your 

project for your state, for your constituency, you can do good things. 

  [~03:49:55]  So I came back, I said, ―Frea, get yourself to Washington and 

find out who the lobbyists are.  I want to really explore this.‖  And so she did.  

She came back and said, ―Guess what.‖  ―What?‖  ―Bill Lowrey‖—who had been 

the congressman who represented the university for a long time—―was just 
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joining a lobbying firm.‖  And she met with Bill and said, ―Bill would bend over 

backwards to do good things for us if we became his first client.‖  So we went 

with Bill.  And we started doing programs.  The first one we did—I think it was 

the first one—we had several—we started, because at the time—again, it must 

have been late eighties, early nineties—a bad economic time for San Diego, and 

the military and defense companies were all laying off large numbers of highly-

skilled people. 

Jerry Lewis, who‘s the senior Republican congressman from California, 

from Redlands, was really interested—he sat on the appropriations committee—

was really interested in doing something not just for Redlands, but for California, 

about all of this loss of talent that was going to occur.  So Bill and Jerry told us, 

―If you can come up with a top-notch defense conversion plan to retrain these 

people,‖ Jerry would listen, and see what the committee thought about it.  Oh 

man, did we put a proposal together!  We put the deans together, everybody.  And 

the thought was, we would set up programs where these people who had been 

working in the defense industry, weren‘t used to the other new industries—

computing and everything—their skill set wasn‘t there—we would retrain them in 

the departments—again, with everything from short courses to master‘s, Ph.D., 

bachelor‘s, anything you need. 

The program was incredibly successful.  I can‘t say how many, but I think 

it was ninety-some percent that we placed.  I may be wrong, but it was so high 

that it was unexpected.  And we just kept getting money coming in.  And so deans 

and department chairs had the ability to convert obsolete labs into new teaching 
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facilities in their buildings, to bring in other faculty, to do all sorts of stuff to 

retrain these really talented people.  And every year we‘d have a big graduation 

ceremony.  I think Jerry came out to some of them.  Other congressional people 

would come to them.  It was just a great success.  So we got in the appropriation 

business, and had other areas too. 

  [~03:52:56]  So here was another new source, which we could take some 

overhead and direct on and make money on to be used with the university.  So it 

was another source of revenue that colleges were beginning to trip to, and we 

thought we should be part of it, even though there was a lot of controversy about 

getting these non-competed grants, as people call them. 

SR: But it‘s just this amazing story of so much growth and creative insight.  It‘s very 

exciting. 

HA: So it was fun. 

SR: Very exciting.  And it shows how you led the foundation.  It‘s so important in the 

university, and knowing what‘s going on within the historical context, as you 

said, of the need to bring new skills to these people.  And all about continuing to 

innovate in education. 

[~03:54:00] 

HA: Yeah.  So it was wonderful, very satisfying.  But remember, we had developed a 

great management team.  I mean, we were really good.  I was usually, or often, 

the idea person.  But then I‘d give it to Frea or Steve or Bob or someone, to pull 

off, to do.  I always liked to keep myself free so I could have fun, and let the staff 

do a lot of the work.  But they‘re good.  We had a really good team. 
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SR: That‘s really great.  (recording paused) 

HA: This is getting along, but I have to talk about the Hansen Institute that we set up.  

Back in my first few years at the foundation, sometime probably 1980‘ish—I‘m 

not sure—the fellow I‘ve spoken about previously, George Goodman, the 

developer in town, wandered into my office.  It‘s my first time I ever met with 

him.  He wanted to have a conversation.  All he would tell me was that he 

represented the trustee of an estate, who had some money, and was looking for 

ways to carry out the trust‘s objectives, the goals of the man who had left the 

money, the words that were in his will.  The man who left the money was named 

Fred J. Hansen, from a San Diego family.  Many of them are now the Cady 

family, C-A-D-Y, and I worked in particular with Ron Cady, a grandson of Fred, 

and Rose Cady, Ron‘s mother and Fred‘s daughter.  Anyway, George Goodman 

said he‘s working with an attorney who‘s the trustee to get recommendations on 

how to spend the monies.  And the only directions in Mr. Hansen‘s will were that 

it was Mr. Hansen‘s belief that if people from countries with hostility toward one 

another could be brought together somehow to interact, that would accomplish his 

goal of making a contribution to world peace.  So that was all George told me.  

He wouldn‘t tell me the trustee‘s name.  And he said he was going around to other 

universities and other organizations and seeing who might—we‘re supposed to be 

the bright people in town at universities—who‘s creative enough to come up with 

this. 

  [~03:57:19]  So I started up conversations at the university, we came up 

with many ideas.  None of them seemed to impress George—from the other 
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institutions as well.  George became aggressive then himself, instead of 

depending upon me to perform a miracle for him.  One day he came into my 

office with an SDSU faculty member, Bob Ontell [phonetic], who was a retired 

professor of sociology.  He introduced me to Bob and said Bob had some ideas, 

and he had some ideas with Bob, about what we might do.  It was a time not too 

far after the Camp David Accords, where Anwar Sadat and….  Oh my gosh, who 

was the prime minister of Israel then? 

[~03:58:21] 

SR: I just went blank. 

HA: The short….  It‘ll come to me.  They had formulated their agreements on…. 

SR: Peres?  Or Shamir? 

HA: No, neither of those.  Anyway, whoever was at the Camp David accords 

[Menachem Begin (Tr.)].  And I think it was Jimmy Carter for the U.S.  (SR:  

Yeah.)  The agreement had been that there would be peace between Israel and 

Egypt.  So that was their starting point.  And also….  Oh! and we decided why 

don‘t we send Bob to Egypt and Israel, just to scout around, meet with whoever 

he felt he could see, to see if there was any opportunity to bring Egyptians and 

Israelis together.  Bob was a very creative, lovely, wonderful man, and off he 

went.  While he was in, I believe it was Israel, he came across another man on a 

similar mission.  His name was Bob Able.  He was affiliated with the New Jersey 

Consortium of Oceanographic Universities something or other.  And Bob was 

trying to do something similar.  Bob had information that in the foreign aid bill, 

AID, that Senator Henry Waxman had put $5 million in the foreign aid bill to help 
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implement the Camp David Accords.  So Bob being in oceanography, contacted 

Egyptian oceanographers and marine science people, and Israeli scientists, and he 

had a cadre of American scientists in the field—some at Scripps Oceanographic 

Institute.  Bob had no money.  He had identified these people who had 

volunteered to get together, and Israel and Egypt seemingly had given permission 

for the people to meet and work out some scientific program.  It couldn‘t be 

political.  So Bob was wondering how he could accomplish something—Bob 

Able, that is. 

Bob Ontell came back from the meeting spending a lot of time with Able, 

and I guess it was probably Ontell who had the idea, I don‘t remember—said, 

―Why don‘t we present this to George Goodman?‖  And by then we had learned 

the name of the trustee, a local attorney named Leo Henrickson [phonetic]—Rick 

Henrickson, we called him—who was the man with the money.  And so we met 

with George and Rick, presented the idea.  ―How about if you give us [handsome? 

~04:01:43] money.  We‘ll fund the conference for Bob Able, so that Bob will 

have the ability to bring Israelis and Egyptians and Americans together to plot out 

some program.‖  The trustee liked it, gave us an allocation.  Bob Ontell, me, Frea, 

Davene, and others staffed the thing, set up the meeting, which was here in San 

Diego.  I believe we held it at the Hilton on Mission Bay.  So here we were.  

Remember, this is a long period of time where Egyptians and Israelis had not 

worked together.  Only politicians on the highest level had been meeting 

occasionally—no one else—and here we were hosting this meeting in San Diego 

for the first time with other than senior politicians.  We were told by both Egypt 
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and Israel that it had to be a tight security, hush-hush, no publicity thing.  We had 

Israeli security, Mossad, on hand.  They were pointed out to us.  They were 

identifiable by the fact that it was, as I recall, summertime, and they were sitting 

around the pool in thick wool suits, with bulges in their jackets. 

  [~04:03:24]  So we set all the scientists up in the hotel.  Interestingly 

enough, it was very tough getting them to get together, and we had an initial 

evening—couldn‘t have been a cocktail party because Egyptians didn‘t drink—so 

fruit juice and whatever, hors d‘oeuvres.  We had thought through pretty carefully 

how to make this work, and knew it might be a resounding flop.  All the 

Americans who came, including university administration, we brought our wives, 

and it turned out that the wives were the icebreakers.  Both parties were more than 

willing to talk with the wives, not so willing to talk with one another, and the 

women became matchmakers, as well as our staff, of course.  It was a revelation, 

unexpected.  And the meeting went off well to the point we kept everyone there a 

few days and hammered out a proposal, which Bob Able, as the administrator, 

submitted to AID and got a million-dollar grant from AID to run the program.  

We said, ―Ah-ha!  We‘re not dumb.‖  So some of us went back to Egypt and 

Israel to meet people, to find out if another program could be put together that we 

could follow the formula, and we would be the administrators—not someone else 

at another organization. 

  [~04:05:18]  Now the oceanographic program was interesting in that the 

participants insisted it was not a trilateral program.  It was a mutual bilateral 

program—we‘re getting into diplomacy here—that the Egyptians agreed to work 
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with the American scientists, and the Israelis agreed to work with the American 

scientists, and the American scientists would be the interface between the 

Egyptians and the Israelis.  So the Egyptians and Israelis all had a fig leaf if they  

ever—particularly the Egyptians—if they ran into trouble back home, working 

directly with Israelis.  They could say, ―Absolutely not.‖  So this was a 

fundamental premise that the program was built on.  We wanted to take it a step 

further, so in our explorations, we decided it had to be a trilateral program.  We 

really wanted to see the parties cooperating directly, and not just through 

American scientists. 

  [~04:06:21]  I don‘t think I was on the first trip.  I think Bob Ontell was.  I 

think maybe George Goodman was on it.  Maybe Rick Henrickson too.  I don‘t 

really recall.  But they ran into a gentleman named Samuel Pohorylus [phonetic], 

who was a professor at Tel Aviv University, but also a senior advisor….  His 

expertise was in agriculture, and agricultural economics in particular.  He worked 

directly with Shimon Peres, who was the foreign minister at that time.  And so the 

team made the connection with Pohorylus, who quickly got them, I believe on 

that visit, or it may have been a later visit, an introduction with Shimon Peres, 

who has always been pushing peace programs in the Middle East.  He‘s an 

incredible, brilliant, courageous man.  And so Pohorylus said, ―Both our 

governments, Egypt and Israel, have been given a mandate to work together on 

agriculture programs.‖  That‘s the area Egypt and Israel would consider doing 

trilateral programs, because who could argue with, ―We‘re going to work together 



Harry Albers, 10/18/12, Draft 1, Page 111 

on programs that are going to benefit both countries economically and feed our 

people‖?  Couldn‘t be better than that. 

In Egypt, the team met with Youssef Wali, who was the minister of 

agriculture.  He also happened to be, if not at that time, a short time later, deputy 

prime minister of Egypt, so there was a close relationship there directly with 

President Mubarak.  And we found out that Wali and Pohorylus had been in 

contact, trying to figure out what kind of programs the two countries could do.  

And here come these Americans saying, ―We‘d like to interest you guys in doing 

a program like this.‖  So we were the innocents abroad.  And conversation led to 

conversation.  Dr. Wali appointed a professor at Ain Shams University, Adel El-

Beltagy, as the Egyptian contact.  Adel was also a high official in the Ministry of 

Agriculture, and worked directly for Dr. Wali.  Sam Pohorylus in Israel pointed us 

to Ben-Gurion University of the Negev, and in particular a man named Yul 

Schechter [phonetic], who was the head of their Arid Lands Institute.  Yul was 

both scientist and administrator.  The real scientist there was a wonderful man 

named Dov Pasternak, who was appointed by Pohorylus to be the chief Israeli 

contact for all science—Pohorylus would be the political contact.  So in Israel, 

Dov put together a team of top-notch experts in arid land agriculture.  In fact, 

these people were some of the best in the world in the field.  In Egypt, El-Beltagy 

put together a similar team, the best Egyptian scientists—again, some of the top 

scientists in the world.  They agreed to come to the United States, and we held 

another meeting.  I believe again it was at that Hilton.  Since SDSU doesn‘t have 

a school of agriculture, we invited U.S. experts from UC-Davis, and I can‘t 
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remember where—University of Arizona, a few other universities.  In addition, 

we had some of our faculty, like Walt O‘Schell, who were in ecology, who were 

interested.  So we had some of our faculty who were interested in the program as 

observers and hopefully contributors.  Al Johnson was certainly a contributor.  

And Al became an integral part of our Middle East programs. 

[~04:11:24]  So we had the meeting, and much similar to the 

oceanography, we had to do the icebreaking.  The wives, again, were brilliant.  

Through the leadership of El-Beltagy and Pasternak, scientifically the people got 

into incredible scientific discussions.  Dr. Wali himself came to the meeting, 

which floored us.  I mean, this was essentially Mubarak‘s personal representative.  

Egyptians are gentlemen.  Dr. Wali was really agitated.  He told me privately that 

Samuel Pohorylus didn‘t come to the meeting.  These were the two people who 

were in charge of the political connections between the two countries.  Dov 

Pasternak and the Israelis made all kinds of excuses, and we got around that.  You 

have to know that some of these participants had family members who had been 

killed in the war between the two countries.  I mean it was a very, very personal 

thing.  The Egyptians were incredibly courageous for coming.  Back home, 

people who worked with Israel were sometimes killed.  And again, it was all 

hush-hush.  We had the local police involved.  We had the local FBI involved. 

Davene Gibson, who was my long-time assistant and my forever friend, 

and I did some serious planning about security.  We worked with the FBI and the 

police, and we placed everyone in the hotel, no groups together.  We all had them 

separated—which was interesting, after the meetings all ended, when the head of 
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the Israeli Mossad team came to us, identified himself, asked us if we wanted 

some feedback on how we had done security and whatever.  And so we said of 

course.  So he said everything was great except for one thing.  What was that?  He 

said, ―It is absolutely necessary when you do things, you don‘t separate everyone 

in the hotel.  You put them in one block.‖  Oh no, I‘m sorry, it wasn‘t that.  When 

we came together he said, ―You were brilliant putting everyone far apart.‖  And 

we accepted his congratulations.  And afterwards, Davene and I kind of chuckled 

about the fact that we tried to put everyone together, but the hotel couldn‘t do it, 

so that‘s why they were separated.  So I almost ruined the story. 

[~04:14:21]  As the meetings went from the point of tentative contacts, to 

by the time that we ended, the participants were taking out pictures of their 

families, exchanging addresses, exchanging telephone numbers, promising to 

send papers to one another, keeping in touch. 

SR: What a success! 

HA: Yeah.  We kept everyone there, we wrote up the proposal, Frea and her group got 

it written up with the scientists, we submitted it to AID, and we got it funded, 

much to our shock and, ―Good Lord, what do we do now?!‖  We got the program 

rolling, had many meetings consisting of definings among the scientists.  We had 

more frequent steering committee meetings, which we would have all over the 

world.  We couldn‘t, at first, meet in Egypt because the Israelis weren‘t welcome 

at first.  Some of the Egyptians wouldn‘t go to Israel.  So we would have most of 

our meetings in European cities where Dr. El-Beltagy from Egypt, they had the 

equivalent of agricultural consulates—that‘s the only way I could describe it—in 
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practically every place in Europe.  And he‘d pick out a wonderful location where 

everyone would want to go, and not only would the meetings be fruitful, but we‘d 

also have field trips to the agricultural facilities in those countries, that the 

scientists wanted to see and explore, and even bring in some other scientists from 

other countries.  So these meetings were wonderful.  We were the administrators.  

Al Johnson and I were the steering committee members for the U.S.  Sam 

Pohorylus and Dov Pasternak for Israel.  Adel El-Beltagy and Mr. Desouki 

[phonetic], who was a senior official at the Ministry of Agriculture, who was in 

charge of the Ministry of Agriculture‘s diplomatic enterprises.  So that was the 

group that got together on a regular basis to plan out strategies, how the program 

should go.  And we called the program CALR [pronounced K-Lar], the 

Cooperative Arid Lands Research Program.  My goodness, it must have gone for 

ten years, in which we had whole areas of the deserts in Egypt and Israel in bloom 

with new technologies on how to develop plants genetically that liked the desert 

climate.  So we developed the plans, we found out how to fertilize the plants 

through great, great systems where everything was drip irrigation, where fertilizer 

and water were delivered to each plant.  They coined the name … fertilization, all 

of it computerized.  We enlisted the local farmers in … what do you call the 

education…?  Like an extended studies program for local farmers with our 

scientists teaching them, so all of everything we learned was being implemented 

by local farmers in Egypt and Israel, and literally hundreds, thousands of acres 

were in bloom with this. 
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  We also had, interestingly enough, an animal component of developing 

genetically the best sheep and goats to graze in the desert, and what kind of plants 

for them, because the Bedouin in the regions overgrazed the desert, and their 

scientists took that on, and we had Bedouin integrated, again, in kind of an 

extension kind of way. 

I had one wonderful experience in the Negev Desert where we were 

invited out to meet with the Bedouin chief and his tribe in this enormous tent with 

the most wonderful carpets we sat on, piled deep, one upon the other.  The women 

fully clad, serving us, and these beautiful children in their highly colorful clothes, 

who herded the sheep—particularly the girls.  And I found out why, when you 

look out in the desert and see flocks of goats and sheep, and the kids are in these 

incredibly bright-colored clothes, it‘s so the adults could keep an eye on them.  

There was something funny going on while we were at this lunch in the desert, 

and doing all of our speechifying.  We found out that the night before, or several 

nights before, the son of the Bedouin chief was married in a great ceremony right 

there.  At the end of the ceremony, everyone was shooting off rifles, and the son 

was killed accidentally.  So you run into things working in an academic 

environment you don‘t expect to run into. 

[~04:20:04] 

SR: Well certainly this is just amazing.  (recording paused) 

HA: One of the interesting things that happened, we formed such a close relationship 

with Shimon Peres that when Steve Weber was inaugurated president, we had 

invited Shimon to come and accept an honorary doctorate at the ceremony, which 
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he most graciously did.  I hosted him the whole time, from the airport, and stayed 

with him through everything.  He was here several days.  I remember in 

particular, after he was awarded the degree and the robe, it was done in then Cox 

Arena.  I don‘t know what—it‘s Sycuan [phonetic] now, or whoever it is—the 

basketball arena.  We went back to the dressing area, and he took off his new robe 

and everything that had been put on him, and just put it down on the seat and we 

started leaving.  I said, ―Minister Peres, you forgot your….‖  ―Oh no,‖ he said, ―I 

have a collection of them, I don‘t need another.‖  And I said, ―Do you mind if I 

keep it?‖  He said, ―Of course not.‖  So it‘s hanging in my closet at home. 

SR: [~04:21:33]  How nice.  Oh, what a great story.  Well, this is just the most 

amazing story. 

HA: So we had the CALR program, with all these successes.  AID in Washington was 

rabid about it, they loved it.  So that when Egypt and Israel called me—Pohorylus 

called me, he‘d just spoken with Minister Wali.  He called me from Israel on a 

regular basis—woke me up in the middle of the night—and said, ―Harry!  

Another opportunity!‖  And I said, ―Great.  What is that?‖  He said, ―Minister 

Wali wants to develop a farm in the north of Egypt, outside Alexandria, because 

one of the programs the country has, they don‘t know what to do with their 

college graduates.  They have too many college graduates.  Many of them are 

becoming farmers, because there are opportunities.  So he wants a model farm set 

up near Alexandria, and they want San Diego State to do your thing, get the 

people together, have a meeting, submit a proposal to AID, and set up the farm.‖  

So we did.  We got it funded.  It became the Marioot [phonetic] Project in  
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Egypt, with Israeli and American participants.  It was an extension thing with 

farmers from all over the north coast, coming and able to get seeds, seedlings, 

expertise, fertilizer, whatever they needed, and to be trained to start up farms in 

the desert.  The water source was the runoff from Nile water that had been used to 

irrigate crops in the delta.  And there were these huge supplies of drainage water, 

and it was higher saline content, but here we were developing salt-tolerant plants 

and salt-tolerant procedures.  So now we had two programs rolling and being 

successful. 

[~04:24:00]  A couple of years later, my good friend Sam Pohorylus 

called me again, said, ―Harry, great news!‖  I‘m dreading the rest.  He said, 

―Morocco wants to make an opening with Israel.  We‘ve told them about the 

CALR and the Marioot Programs.  They would like to do a similar program, but 

since there‘s no peace treaty between the two countries, it has to be done with the 

private sector in Morocco, and Israeli and American scientists.  We said ―good 

grief.‖  So we worked on it again with our close friends Adel El-Beltagy and Dov 

Pasternak, the chief Israeli and Egyptian scientists.  Oh no, I‘m sorry, Egypt was 

not involved in this one—this was just Israel and Morocco.  And Dov Pasternak 

again was the brains of what to do.  He took a trip over to Morocco.  He somehow 

had to have a fake passport to get into the country.  He met with Andre Ajoulet 

[phonetic] who was the chief advisor to the king—I believe it was Hassan.  

Ajoulet introduced Dov to a private businessman who had an American 

Caterpillar franchise in Morocco, in Casa Blanca.  Dov came back from the 

exploration and met with us and said, ―What Morocco needs more than anything 
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is a seedling industry.‖  I said, ―What is a seedling industry, pray tell.‖  ―Well, 

Morocco spends enormous amounts of money buying seeds from Europe and 

Israel‖—interestingly enough, without any publicity.  They had no seed-

generating industry themselves.  They had to buy seeds at high cost, develop them 

into seedlings, and then plant them.  And Dov said what they had to do was 

replicate what he had in Israel, and which Ben-Gurion University had developed, 

in developing crops and saving some of the seeds, having machines that can plant 

the seeds, grow the seedlings in huge quantities using assembly lines with 

seedling machines, as he called it.  In any case, we did it.  And so now we had a 

third program—this one Israel and Morocco.  We were dealing directly with 

Andre Ajoulet, this chief advisor, and Shimon Peres on this one, and Israel felt 

this was a very important breakthrough for the two countries. 

[~04:27:33]  It was interesting, because we always had to maintain our 

identity at San Diego State as honest brokers.  The Egyptians always wanted to 

make sure we weren‘t some tool of Israel.  So we had to show how independent 

we were.  When critical decisions came at our steering committee meetings, we 

made the final vote—the Americans did, after listening to everything.  And 

believe me, it‘s an interesting war of cultures—and I use that word advisedly—

when you have cultures like Egyptians and Israelis.  Israelis are the hardest, 

meanest bargainers I‘ve ever come in contact with.  Even at their university, 

colleagues on the faculty, they‘ll stab one another in the back as soon as they look 

at one another, and it‘s part of doing business.  There‘s no hard feelings.  That‘s 

the level of their politics.  Whereas Egyptians are ultimate gentlemen. 
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RS: [~04:28:33]  Uh-huh, it‘s totally different. 

HA: It‘s almost impossible for them to ever say no to anyone.  They tell you no by 

saying yes in a certain way, which you have to be alert to.  It took the Americans 

a while for this.  We also had some major crises.  When we finally got a major 

group of Egyptians to visit Israel for the first time, a reporter from the Jerusalem 

Post found out about the visit, wrote this long article about how senior  

Egyptians on the political level and agricultural [level] were here to learn from the 

Israelis how to do all this desert agriculture.  At the time she printed the article, all 

of us, all the Egyptians, Israelis, Americans, were staying in the Desert Inn in 

Besheva in Israel.  And at three in the morning, a loud knock on my door, and it 

was Dov.  ―What‘s happening?‖  He said, ―The Egyptians have all packed their 

suitcases and are leaving for the airport.‖  ―What happened?‖  He explained it to 

me, ―They‘ve been insulted, they‘re not here learning, they‘re here as full 

participants.‖  I was able to get Sam Pohorylus—he lived in Tel Aviv—on the 

phone, told him the situation, met with all the Egyptians, told them to settle 

[down].  I said, ―Give me a few hours.  You can‘t make your plane yet anyway.‖  

And Sam got the reporter, hustled her out to Besheva, briefing her all the time, 

where Sam and the reporter made their apologies.  The reporter was wonderful, 

told them that she just misunderstood.  She was already starting to write another 

story, setting everything straight.  And thank goodness, all the Egyptians went 

back to bed. 

[~04:30:30] 

SR: Wow, that is a phenomenal story.  (recording paused) 
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HA: Another quick story.  Again, it involves a three-in-the-morning-or-so phone call, 

probably from Sam Pohorylus.  We were scheduled to leave for somewhere—I 

don‘t remember—in Europe, for one of our steering committee meetings—or 

Israel, or maybe even Egypt, when the phone rang.  I was going to be getting up 

in just two or three hours to head for the airport when the phone rang.  I‘m pretty 

sure it was Sam Pohorylus.  He said, ―Harry, the meeting‘s off.‖  I said, ―Oh, 

good grief, what happened?‖  He said, ―Israel has just bombed the Iraq nuclear 

facility, and the Egyptians have told us they will not meet.‖  So I said, ―Oh my 

God, what about our program?‖  He said, ―We‘ll let you know.  I have to speak 

with Minister Wali.‖  I don‘t know how many days later, Sam called me and said, 

―Egypt and Israel are not breaking off country-to-country agreements, the peace 

treaty, but there is going to be a period of the ‗cold peace,‘‖ as it was called.  ―The 

program that they‘re going to keep open is the CALR Program.‖  So I think—I 

never confirmed—we were the only program that they kept working on mutually.  

But that was my impression, and maybe I‘m being overly proud. 

SR: That‘s just wonderful. 

HA: One other thing.  I won‘t go into it.  I also, for a period of, I don‘t know, three 

years or something, Tom Day asked me to do the vice-presidency of SDSU and 

the development relations.  That was interesting because we had a shoestring 

operation—the university did at that time.  And if it was going to ever get into the 

Big Time, it needed a substantial organization.  So we were able to….  I refused 

to step down as head of the foundation.  That was my true love.  Tom twisted my 

arm to do the other thing in University Relations and Development.  But we were 
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able to work with everyone throughout the university and set up a structure that 

other universities use, to get the deans involved hiring fundraising officers in each 

college, having a magazine and developing the magazine, changing the annual 

fund, doing all sorts of things which put the university, for the first time, on a 

footing to really go out and raise some substantial amounts of money.  It was fun 

participating in all of that, and again, I had some great people working with me on 

that program—particularly the development officers in the college.  We had fun 

putting that all together.  I think that concludes SDSU. 

[~04:34:08] 

SR: Tell me more about what‘s happened since then. 

HA: Ah!  I started devoting more time to my family, which everyone says when they 

retire.  But I mentioned that early on, even when I was in my English major 

phase, I started writing books.  And I have a few.  My latest one is called The 

Discovery, and it draws on my….  It‘s a mystery thriller.  It draws on my 

astronomy background.  I keep up on what‘s happening in the universe.  The first 

one I did was a mystery called Murder at Lake Tomahawk, which was modeled 

on my experiences at Lake Hopatcong, New Jersey.  So I do that, and I‘m still 

writing.  I have another one that I‘m editing right now. 

And in addition to that, I am a major resource at picking my grandkids up 

at their schools.  I have four:  Dusty, Duston Albers, is a freshman at San Marcos 

State University.  He‘s one of my best friends.  He‘s having a marvelous 

experience.  He‘s in the San Marcos equivalent of SDSU‘s Freshman Success 

Program.  I feel like I‘m a freshman again in college.  I helped him move into his 
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dorm.  He comes down most weekends.  He takes me through all his coursework, 

I get to read his papers, so I‘m having a wonderful time. 

His sister is named Bailey Albers.  She‘s a sophomore at West Hills High 

School in Santee.  She is a gorgeous redhead.  She is a basketball player who last 

year, a nationally-ranked service—this was when she was graduating eighth 

grade—ranking kids who were going to start playing high school basketball, she 

was ranked something like thirteenth in California and twentieth in the country.  

She‘s a starter already on the West Hills team, and she‘s mean as the devil when 

she‘s out on the court, and just a joy otherwise.  They‘re the kids of my youngest 

son, Steve. 

My oldest son Harry also has two children.  Harry‘s a physician in internal 

medicine at Scripps.  His wife, Unna, is also a doctor of internal medicine at 

UCSD.  All of my sons graduated from SDSU.  Harry graduated Number Two in 

his graduating class at SDSU.  His lowest grade in his five years here was an 

A-minus, which he got because he took an honors English program in his 

freshman year, and the professor, who I‘d like to name but won‘t, gave him is 

only A-minus.  And when Harry asked him about it, he told Harry he never gives 

anything higher.  So he came out Number Two.  He went to UCSD Medical 

School and did his residency there.  In addition to his practice at Scripps Clinic, 

he takes care of the Padres [professional baseball team (Tr.)].  Scripps has the 

contract to do all the medical work for the Padres.  He‘s the senior internal 

medicine doctor and gets to spend a lot of time with the Padres. 
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Son Number Two, Bob, Robert, is a sergeant in the San Diego Lifeguard 

Service.  He also is a graduate of SDSU.  Bob is in charge of the boating unit at 

the lifeguard service.  He‘s got so many skills I can‘t think of all of them.  In 

addition to that, he is a Southern California representative on a homeland security 

resource team, which consists of lifeguards, police, firemen—I don‘t even know 

who else—where there‘s this team in Southern California, if there‘s an incident 

anywhere in the United States, this team is ready to deploy.  It could be floods, it 

could be fires, it could be bombs, it could be anything.  They‘re highly trained, 

skilled.  Bob was one of the leaders of the San Diego contingent that worked 

[Hurricane] Katrina when flooding occurred.  He‘s always off somewhere training 

with his homeland security team, and it‘s hard for me to keep up with everything 

he‘s done. 

My youngest son Steve is also a graduate of San Diego State, both a 

bachelor‘s and an MBA.  He works for a high-tech company here in San Diego, 

TriTech.  He and a partner also have a company they‘re developing on the side, 

an entrepreneurial company, that we‘re all in the family hoping is going to be 

brilliant, because most of us are investors. 

So I have a great, great family. 

[~04:39:33] 

SR: And Jean? 

HA: We‘ll get to her.  I had started out with grandchildren.  Harry‘s kids are 

Alexandra, who is in seventh grade; and Harry.  We have too many Harrys in the 

family.  Whenever we all travel together, we screw up our reservations because 
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airlines always think they have duplicates and drop one or more of us off.  Harry 

is in fifth grade.  He‘s at Fuerte School.  These two kids are very special.  They 

both several times scored perfect tests on the state math test.  They both won 

national awards in something called the Wordmaster‘s Program, that‘s 

administered nationally, in which they are tested three times a year.  And they 

have to look at words and chose among a various selection, other words which are 

the closest match to the word given to them.  They show me the tests, and they do 

better than I do on them. 

  My newest grandchild just turned three—my son Robert‘s son.  We‘re just 

really getting to know him.  One nice thing we do—Jean and I—as 

grandparents—we haven‘t started with Robert yet—but we have a condo on the 

big island in Hawaii, and Jean and I take the other four grandchildren over there 

for the summer, and we run what we call Camp Albers, which is a rigorous 

program of academics, swimming laps, hiking, playing tennis, and everything else 

to knock the energy out of the kids so Jean and I can survive.  But it‘s a great 

experience for us, and we stay very involved with them, now picking them up 

from school.  They‘re always at our house.  And that‘s my main profession and 

Jean‘s main profession. 

Jean is also a graduate of SDSU in health science.  She‘s also a nurse.  

And she‘s an amazing woman and the love of my life. 

SR: What a beautiful, beautiful story.  Wow!  There‘s so much.  I‘ve just been 

enchanted by your sharing it.  We all are so appreciative.  You‘ve played such an 
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important role at the university, but also the models that you‘ve innovated.  It‘s 

mind boggling. 

HA: I hope it didn‘t come across as bragging, because you do it with lots of people. 

SR: Not at all!  It‘s just so marvelous.  We want to thank you for sharing today.  It‘s a 

great contribution. 

HA: Thank you.  I‘ve enjoyed it.  Thank you, Susan. 

[END OF INTERVIEW] 


