






15220 Du Fief Drive







North Potomac, Maryland 20878








November 27, 2011

Richard…

Thank you for your welcome letter. I am glad that you enjoy the newspaper clippings. You are one of two people whom I send newspaper clippings to – the other being my younger brother, Mick. The three brothers were all baseball nuts when we grew up. I was a Brooklyn Dodger fan but O’Malley broke my heart when he moved the Dodgers to LA. But my younger brother was a Yankee fan and has retained his interest in baseball all of these years. He loves living in Florida so he can go to all of the spring training games. So I send him the Washington Post obituaries of baseball players and other sports figures.  Both Perry and I liked your article about the deer that terrorized downtown Winston-Salem.
Your cruises sound super.  I never have seen the Panama Canal and thee Danube River Cruise sounds like a once in a lifetime opportunity.  We haven’t been traveling since Perry’s father’s death.  She and her brother and sister inherited the 135 acre farm in Poolesville and well as another twenty acre farmette just north of Poolesville and a couple of small houses in Frederick. So we have been spending most of our time at the farm.  We live in the main building, built in 1790 with a wing that dates back to the 1760s, and Ann (the sister) and George (the brother) live in small buildings behind the big house.  In addition there are six dogs (three of which are ours), five cats, three horses (all of which are Perry’s), five chickens (named after the family’s elderly aunts), eighteen alpaca (these are Ann’s) and that’s about it.  I have an office in the historic town hall in Poolesville where I do most of my writing and I get to my house in DuFief daily.  Perry prefers the farm but I prefer DuFief where I have all my architecture and engineering books, my Lionel trains, etc. So it is a compromise.
It’s been about ten years since I entered into my settlement with Kate.  As you remember, I wanted the settlement to help me start a post retirement career in writing and publishing. And it did that. I am now working on my sixth book since settlement, entitled, “Over the Alleghenies: Early Canals and Railroads of Pennsylvania.”  Most of my books are published by university presses and university presses were established to publish academic and scholarly books that trade publishers would not necessarily publish. So university publishers require that all proposed manuscripts be peer reviewed where two experts in the field pass judgment on whether the book should be published. So that is where I am now on book number six and I expect to hear from the peer reviewers within a week or so.  In addition to the books, I also publish two or three articles per year, on subjects pertaining to historic American architecture and engineering.  This year I had two articles published by two different British journals -- it is unusual for American authors to be published in the British technological journals.  Needless to say, none of this is very lucrative but I enjoy it.
In addition to writing I am active in the Cosmos Club (where we had my retirement luncheon).  When I first became a member I asked to be placed on the House Committee and the Chair, a neurologist from NIH, asked me to do a scope of work and cost estimate for the restoration of the Beaux Arts ballroom (this was the very large room across from where we had my retirement luncheon).  So I started by digging out a report done thirty years ago by Peter Myers. Do you remember Peter? He was a HABS architectural historian during the HCRS days.  So after a number of years of effort the project has grown into a $1.5 million restoration which promises to restore the ballroom into the most beautiful room in Washington.  Almost all of my recommendations had been accepted and my original cost estimate proved to be very accurate (that doesn’t always happen in preservation projects).  It is estimated for completion by next April and if you get up this way I would like to show it to you.

In addition, I am now serving on the Admissions Committee, the Cosmos Club committee that evaluates new candidates for membership.  Basically the criteria for membership are outstanding achievement in the arts or sciences. I enjoy this committee as I get to meet many people who have had very interesting careers – I don’t think there is any shortage of good people in the country.

I did not get to Roger Kennedy’s Memorial Service but a friend of mine did, Robert Vogel, a former curator of civil and mechanical engineering at the Smithsonian.  Fifteen years ago Vogel couldn’t stand Kennedy for what Kennedy did to the Smithson National Museum of American History. But Vogel has greatly mellowed in the last fifteen years.  He said a number of NPS personnel were at the memorial service but the homily mostly emphasized his work at the Smithsonian – and in particular his display in the Smithsonian of Judy Garland’s red shoes from the Wizard of Oz.  I have been working on my notes from NPS in preparation for sending them to a suitable archive and have recently came across a number of references to Kennedy.  From my notes he was known, for example, in NPS as MOM – Mean Old Man.  Also from my notes his reorganization of NPS was characterized as, “Where the rubber meets the sky,” and “Kicking a dead whale down the beach.”  He referred to it as, “Yes, leaves will fall but the trees will stand.”  Denys Galvin gave, at the time, the most realistic appraisal, “I don’t know where this reorganization will take us, but I do know that twenty years from now we’ll still be talking about it.”       

Kate Stevenson retired from NPS last year.  As you remember, she was abruptly sent to the National Trust under an IPA.  She told Terry Carlstrom, again according to my notes, that no one from NPS management had ever told her why or even had talked to her about it.  This seems questionable since Galvin was then Deputy Director and he was pretty compassionate about that sort of thing.  At the Trust she instilled fear in the Trust staffers because they didn’t know why she was there and she came with a reputation of bureaucratic viciousness.  After the IPA ran out she was returned to NPS where she became head of the NPS Business Office.  Once removed from the Associate Director position she never had any involvement in historic preservation.  Stephanie Toothman (whom you remember from the HCRS Seattle Office and who was Alan Comp’s supervisor) is now in this position and is, I am told, doing a good job.

I just saw John Burns, my deputy at HABS/HAER, just two weeks ago at the Preservation Roundtable, the monthly luncheon gathering of preservationists at the Arts Club.  After Kate removed me from HABS/HAER he was threatened by the some of Kate’s people with a similar removal.  But he hung in there and was made a Fellow of the American Institute of Architects (AIA) while all that was going on – the highest standard honor of AIA.  Kate and her managers made John the Chief Appeals Officer for the Tax Act program (i.e. the NPS official to hear appeals from architectural firms after the regional office determines there design doesn’t meet the criteria of the program). They did this to sideline John but actually it was a good appointment for John as it got him away from Kate’s crazies in HABS/HAER and because John is very well regarded in the architectural world and is one of the few NPS officials that has a national reputation independent of his government position.  His wife, Debbie, just received an Honorary AIA award – the highest award for non-architects. The AIA awards only ten each year (I know about this as I got mine about sixteen or so years ago). Debbie received hers for her work as Executive Director of the Northern Virginia Chapter of AIA.

I still keep in touch with my secretaries at HABS/HAER, Judy Davis and Robyn Brooks, and will have our traditional Christmas lunch with them. As you may remember, there were great efforts by Kate and others to have Judy and Robyn testify that I was a racist. As it turned out, Judy and Robyn were probably my two most loyal employees.  Shortly after I was removed, Judy’s husband was drunk and drove his car through a group of people on Haine’s Point.  He had many previous DUI’s but because he was black no substantial action was taken against him.  He died shortly thereafter, I believe of a heart attack. I went to his funeral in southeast Washington, which was well attended (buses of his relatives drove up from North Carolina).  Both Judy’s and Robyn’s daughters are doing well.
I also keep in touch with Jack Boucher, the HABS photographer.  He just retired after a very long and distinguished career (he started working for Charles Peterson at the Philadelphia Eastern Office of Design and Construction in 1956).  His wife, Peggy, died several years ago.  He is enjoying his retirement by taking numerous train trips (he, like myself, are railroad buffs).  He is probably one of the finest architectural photographers that this country has produced and the total sum of his work is in the public domain and available to everyone at no cost through the Library of Congress internet sites – in excess of 50,000 images (or about 1,000 per year).
I also keep in touch with my lawyer, Mark Leemon, who helped me through my battles with Kate. You may not remember, but Mark got one of his first jobs, before he was a lawyer, working for Kate in the National Record in HCRS.  His daughter, who he had great problems with as a teenager, is now an adoring twenty-something-year old completing her Ph.D. in microbiology at the University of Maryland.  His son, who has autism, has not been the same success story.  Mark and his wife are somewhat of diminutive build and their son is quite large and upon a number of occasions forcibly knocked his father to the floor because Mark was between him and his food.  So they had to transfer him to a specialty facility that can handle autistic cases.
I have never heard from Sam Hall once he retired and went to Texas.  It was like a man leaving a room and slamming the door.  But I have been going through my records and the large number of lunches I had with Sam at Mr. Day’s.  He knew everyone at the bar (who all worked at the Department of Interior).  I couldn’t match his black jack Daniels and beers so I would have glasses of wine (but then would have to explain that I wasn’t really a “limp wrist.”).  But he (and you) gave me excellent advice through my travails with Kate. My records indicate that Sam thought I was not being aggressive enough in fighting Kate. In my own defense, at the time I had a very sick wife dying from ALS and the ALS Association was telling me that it was likely that care for Kathy was going to financially ruin me (it didn’t).

Sam felt very strongly that NPS personnel had great antipathy for BOR personnel.  This was something I never felt as I was always very much welcomed by NPS personnel.  I also thought that you moved pretty seamlessly between BOR/HCRS and NPS. But in reviewing my records for the time there are a few hints that Sam was correct.  During the period of the Roger Kennedy/John Reynolds reorganization, Bob Baker (the only BOR RD to become a NPS RD) was appointed as chair of a committee for reorganizing the external programs of NPS. My notes of the time indicate that Baker has great hatred for two programs: HABS/HAER and concessions. So Baker formed a committee composed mostly of former HCRS regional personnel. But his final report was greatly attacked by Roger Kennedy and, in turn, by Jerry Rogers.  My notes indicate that NPS staffers of the time referred to Baker’s committee as, “the borons.” So perhaps Sam was not wrong.  You are not paranoid if, in fact, people are out to get you.
I don’t hear too much from the trailer people. For years they used to invite me to the Christmas parties. That was somewhat awkward because the new guys really didn’t know who I was or why I was invited to their Christmas party.  I assume Tom McConnell is now retired. He was pretty burned out when I was there.  For a longtime I used to have periodic lunches with Kimberly Benson and every once in awhile I would see Stu Foxx.

On the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal I still see Kevin Brandt occasionally.  He’s still getting beat up pretty bad on the Georgetown Boat House.  Doug Faris and Kevin were very good for the C & O, a park that appeared to me had suffered from much management neglect.  Kevin continues to do good things for the park. Last I heard he was going to sell his house and move to another farm.  As you may remember, he got married late in life and built a large house just north of Poolesville, on the road to Frederick. His wife, like my sister-in-law, Ann, was also into alpacas (they are good friends). And, as you probably remember, like Susan Trail, they adopted Russian orphans - who are now probably close to college age.  Susan Trail, who I thought was one of the finer people at the C & O, has just been appointed Superintendent at Antietam.  The individual who I am presently closest to at the park is Sam Tamburro, the historian.  Sam has done much to correct the abuses to the records and history program done by Doug Stover.  Unfortunately, Sam was just selected from fifty candidates to fill a new cultural position in Santa Fe.  I saw Sam about two weeks ago and he told me an unusual story about John Parsons. Just before Parsons retired, Sam did his oral history.  During that oral history, Parsons told Sam that the first time he met Doug Faris, Doug told him, “Stay the fuck out of my park!”  I guess John wanted that on the record.

You greatly helped me by assigning me to the Chesapeake and Ohio Canal while I was in Stevenson-limbo.  At first Doug was greatly suspicious of me (because I was from the regional and the Kennedy reorganization of the time had spurred much park-region animosity).  But then Doug assigned me a whole host of wonderful projects, beginning with the Monocacy Aqueduct.  These were wonderful because technically they were quite challenging.  On the Monocacy Aqueduct, for example, I formed a blue ribbon advisory committee of some of the top civil engineers in Washington and not only could they not agree what needed to be done, they also could not agree with what was structurally was happening at the aqueduct.  Now in the field of civil engineering, the United States is technically the leading nation in the world.  But we had no American procedures or standards that would permit the structural investigation of the aqueduct.  We eventually had to borrow British standards and test protocols.  These had just been recently developed because Britain had thousands of masonry arch bridges and the EU were demanding that each of them be structurally analyzed to meet the higher vehicle loads of the common market.  Each of my projects were similarly technically interesting and challenging.  Later, I was told by C & O Canal staffers that these projects had been “dumped” on me because none of the permanent C & O Canal staff wanted to do them!   

I just saw Ed Bearrs, the former Chief NPS Historian.  As you probably knew, Kennedy got rid of Ed as chief historian by making him a special assistant and then never talking to him.  After six or so months, Ed threw in the towel.  In private conversations with me he was very bitter but publicly he accepted it, primarily because he wanted to receive future NPS contracts.  He is now in his eighties and still doing civil war tours each weekend for the Smithsonian.  Jerry Rogers was also very bitter when Kennedy replaced him with Stevenson and sent Jerry to Santa Fe.  Jerry is, as far as I know, still in Santa Fe, as is Eric DeLony.  Eric’s wife decided to become a Siamese cat breeder and had twenty-five to thirty cats in their small house in Arlandria, Virginia. This drove Eric crazy (primarily because of the smell) and he negotiated a deal with his wife: he would retire and move with her to Santa Fe if she would get rid of the cats.  She did get rid if the cats, they did move to Santa Fe and then she got rid of Eric.  I still occasionally hear from Eric through the American Society of Civil Engineers (ASCE) History and Heritage Committee. 
So this has been a long letter but reviewing my old records renewed my memory concerning many of these people.  I hope it was not too tedious.

I hope you stay in touch. Reviewing my old records from the days when Kate was attacking me also reminded me of the many kindnesses and courtesies you extended to me.  For example, in December 1998, Galvin wanted to use me to help in downsizing Denver Service Center and you got me out of it by explaining that my sick wife, Kathy, prohibited me from traveling.

If you get up this way, come and see us.       
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