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Notes (not edited for publication) of talk given by Grace Morse at the 2004 Earth Sciences Alumni Reunion.

I have brought Roger up here for support.   I have asked him to be quiet while I talk which will be a challenge for him!    This is NOT a comfortable spot for me.   I was so nervous thinking about it, I made Dick Birnie come up to make sure it had a podium to put these papers on.   And if there was a podium to make sure I could see over the top.   Now, I shouldn't have these papers because Randy told me not to get up there and read what I had written and not to talk too fast.    Well, Randy, I'm pretty sure I will read a lot of it…I just am not a public speaker and I can't remember what I wrote!  Then, I sat beside Nancy Adams at the barbeque on Sunday and told her I was going to get up a give a little talk about how I got from Danville to Dartmouth and how nervous I was.   She says, well just get up there and tell your story and don't read it from your papers!   Whew---all this pressure.

First, Roger and I would like to thank everyone for coming.  We especially thank the Earth Sciences Department for all the organization this takes.   We know…we have helped with a couple.  I especially want to thank alumni for coming.   After being in Earth Sciences for nearly 40 years, I know how important you are to the department.  You are their greatest resource.  You provide valuable advice to students who may contact you concerning jobs, job leads, graduate schools.  Your successes help prove what a strong department you came from (we brag about you a lot).   Your suggestions on curriculum help the faculty create a better program to meet current needs.   Your financial contributions to the department have made it possible for students to do field work anywhere, and the department to purchase state of the art equipment.  I sincerely hope the relationship continues.

You have met our family and I thank them for coming..    Roger and I are very proud of them.   It feels good at this stage to know we were apparently successful parents (or just plain lucky) but they are the greatest kids and they are raising wonderful kids.    Some of you know, but my grandkids call me DINGY and Roger Papa.    Matthew started this when he was just learning to talk and Grammie came out sounding like Dingy.   Dana thought that was a great name and so on it goes even down to 2-year old Sophia.    Matthew tried to stop it when he got old enough to realize it might not be the best thing to call your grandmother, but Ashley wouldn't hear of it and on and on it goes.    

I just want to tell you a little about me before Dartmouth.    I grew up in Danville, Vermont, a small farming community about 60 miles north of here.   I had a great childhood.    Everyone in town was basically on the same economic level….poor.   But when everyone is poor, kids don't know it.  From high school I went to Boston to attend Burdett Business College.   It was a one-year program in junior accounting.  I did not want to be a secretary.  You can imagine the cultural shock going from Danville to Boston.   I survived and actually worked there for a couple of years.    After Burdett, in the summer of 1958 I went back to VERMONT to work as a pastry cook in a summer camp on Lake Fairlee in Post Mills, VT.  That one last FUN thing before you faced the REAL WORLD.   On the 4th of July a group of us ladies decided to go to a dawn dance (that's midnight to 5:00 AM. ) at Burdell's Barn in Orford, NH.   Yep, you actually danced on the floor above the cows …. where they eventually put the hay.  Yes, it smelled of barn but I was used to that.    We had to be back to work for 6:00 AM.    At this dance 3 of us ladies met 3 young men from Hanover,     Of course Roger was one of these young men.  I had decided that if he was from Hanover he must be rich.   The six of us enjoyed going out most of the summer.   In the fall, I went back to Boston and Roger to Concord, NH to go to business school.     We wrote back and forth and the rest is history. It is interesting that we ended up buying a house in Post Mills….not far from where we met.

After marriage, I was very apprehensive about moving to Hanover and working for Dartmouth College.    All those academic intellectuals.    Also, by this time I had discovered Roger wasn't rich!    But it was too late, I'd already fallen in love with him.   My first job was in the Alumni Fund Office and it was with a group of young folks just like me, so I had so far avoided those scary intellectuals.     After a year I had to give up my job to have our first baby.    Back then, there was no such thing as maternity leave!   When Dana was about 8 weeks old (November, 1962) it was obvious I had to go back to work.    Roger's mother agreed to take Dana while we were at work.    

To get a job at Dartmouth at that time was pure luck and a lot of persistence.    You went to this little narrow office (I believe in McNutt….maybe Parkhurst) and visited Don Cameron.  That was Human Resources.    He was a one man operation and his method was:   if you walked in when an opening had just occurred and that request was on TOP of the pile and you were remotely qualified,  you got an interview.     This was for a position in the Geology Department.    Oh my God, that would be where those scary intellectuals were but I really needed a job so would give it a try.  Up 3 flights of stairs in Silsby hall to the the second door on the right.   I timidly knocked on the door and this booming voice said COME IN.    Shaking, I opened the door to meet Dick Stoiber.   I wish I had a recording of that interview.   He certainly put me at ease but I was taken back by his manner.    It was very funny, very brief and he said I was hired.    I then ran next door where Roger was working in Alumni Records.   I told him I had the job and he wanted to know how the interview went since he knew how intimidated I was by intellectuals.   I indicated that this man I met did not seem intellectual at all!   

Now, you remember that I did not want to be a secretary, so my job was cataloging rocks, cutting rocks to be sent for thin sections, running all the hand outs on a  mimeograph machine, taking care of mail, running errands and that kind of stuff  …… no secretary stuff for me.     Now, I shared an office with three graduate students.   Can you graduate students imagine this!    Gray Thompson and Ian Lange (ended up being professors in Montana) and Chuck Naeser obtained a prestigious job with the USGS.  Can you imagine them trying to study in room where I was running handouts on a leaking, loud,  hand crank mimeograph.  Of course, we were the same age and they seemed like really nice young men.   Little did I know they were soon to be intellectuals!    I was telling Ian how scared I was of the big saw in the basement and I had a ton of rocks to cut.   He asked didn't I hear you typing the other day?   I said oh yes, just some labels.   I had taking a couple years of typing in high school.    He said, I'll make a deal with you, if you will type up my lab I have to teach today and run if off I will cut your rocks.  Typing meant on a stencil that you than put on the leaking mimeograph and collated by hand.    Well, that was really nice of Ian BUT the secretary soon left in the main office and once the word was out that I could type….the rest is history.    And what a wonderful history.   

When I joined the department, it consisted of Dick Stoiber who was chair.   As you may or may not know this man was so full of energy and ideas he could sometimes make you want to scream but he initiated things like the STRETCH and extremely valuable part of the curriculum even now.    He was a very good friend and taught me so much….especially not to be afraid of intellectuals!

Andy McNair was probably the most senior professor.   Unfortunately he was ill and left the department before I knew him really well.   Extremely kind, gentle man.    He taught Earth History and used to draw these VERY detailed things like brachiopods and so forth on mimeograph stencils.  I knew how long it took him to create one of these stencils so when I had to run the thing off on the machine, I prayed it wouldn’t rip.    One day, of course one ripped and I had to go confess.   His reply was, Oh I was meaning to revise that one anyway.    I knew better but he would never have hurt my feelings.

John Lyons.   My first job on the job was to catalogue some rocks for John.   Now, I am not sure how many of you ever tried to read John's handwriting!    Between his handwriting and me not knowing one geology term I had to ask him many questions.  He did finally give me a geology dictionary which gave me the hint that less questions would be helpful.    Now, until you got to know John Lyons he gave you this intimidating feeling.   We soon got over that and I bet I was the best John Lyons hand writing interpretator in the world.     I have to tell you this last story about John.   If you knew him, you would know that he was a extremely private person.   After his wife had died, Sandy and I decided was should know when he wasn't coming in because we worried since he was living alone.   So, one day I say to John,   Would you do Sandy and me a favor and let us know when you are not coming in for a day or two or more.   He couldn't imagine why we would want to know since he was retired from Dartmouth.    We explained that since he lived alone, he could be lying dead or dying and no one would know.     He agreed and one day he came in and said, Grace, I won't be in for 10 days.   My reply was, Oh John where are you going.   His curt answer was….that wasn't part of the deal!       

Bob Decker was probably the next one in line.   Bob was a very popular teacher but I remember this one particular day.   Bob comes to my office and says I can't get into my office.   There seems to be something that has fallen against the door.   So I called B&G and a couple of men came up and removed the door.    There in front of the door was the Jasper conglomerate.   This is a rock mass that weighs ?????   Takes several people and some wheels to get it moved.      Evidently, Bob had given a very difficult exam and so a few students decided to move the Jasper Conglomerate and block Bob’s door.   Now they must have had to go out the window on 4th floor of Silsby and follow the ledge to the next room.     

The moving of the Jasper conglomerate became a tradition in the department.   Anyone who made the students unhappy got the rock!     I think I may even have had it once.   Actually, it moved for any reason that caught student's attention.   New faculty usually got a turn to welcome them to the fold.

Then there were two young new professors, Noye Johnson and Bob Reynolds.    So that made up the faculty of 6 men when I began.   

Bob Reynolds was an enthusiastic teacher and researcher.   He actually believed that he was no smarter than anyone.   Probably just a little more focused on clays and a little more educated.  BOB REYNOLDS  IS BRILLIANT !   I can remember him getting excited about some solution he had discovered and failing to find anyone else to tell would call me in his office to explain it to me.   Now really, did he really think I knew what he was talking about….actually, he was such a good teacher, I almost understood by the time I left!

Noye Johnson was also a brilliant researcher.   He did research in Pakistan and took many, many students there for years.     He even brought a couple of Pakistani students back to Dartmouth to do graduate work.   One of these students was married and had a child and having trouble dealing with the culture and Noye and his wife had them move into their finished basement for months.     He not only was interested in students in the classroom, in the field but also wanted to make sure they were comfortable socially in Hanover.    It was very sad when we lost Noye to cancer when he was about 57.

The rest of the faculty all came after me.   In fact, I was working in Earth Sciences when Dick Birnie was an undergraduate.   It would be a very long talk if I went into detail about all the faculty since Noye Johnson.    I certainly enjoyed working with everyone.  

Dartmouth going coed---what a huge change.   I remember the first female graduate student in the department.   The male students were all being men and decided she was going to have to make it on her own.   I believe her name was Catherine Jo MacDonald.   Well she arrived and I remember (I believe Steve Zahony was at the head of the pack) them trying to help her do everything!    Ms. MacDonald left after one year without a degree and we have never heard from her!

Roger joined the department in 1965 and sorta took over doing that stuff I was hired to do when I began and his job revolved into much, much more.    Roger actually had an office next to mine when we first moved to Fairchild but soon moved.    He was puzzled one day when everyone was coming to him to load staplers, load Xerox paper, make coffee, etc.     He came out of his office to discover I had put a note on my door that said…would you please take your silly assed questions next door.    He moved the next day to a different floor.

In 1971 I had to leave Dartmouth once again for have Darcy.   Still no maturity leave yet but the Earth Sciences did hold my job for 6 weeks.

When Roger and I came to Dartmouth, there was not a parking problem….it was free.   Dartmouth paid for the best insurance plan for family.   Staff could borrow $ to buy a house with no down payment …  that's how we got our house in Post Mills.    Life was very simple, the benefits were so good you didn't mind the low pay.

It was before Xerox, computers, and fax machines  but it was a great time in our lives and Roger and I both feel so blessed to have been part of the Earth Sciences and Dartmouth and are now really enjoying our retirement.    I now know that intellectuals are wonderful, being a secretary is not all so bad and I have learned so much over the years.   The faculty always included us on social occasions and we got to know the spouses as well as the faculty members.   

My greatest joy working in the department was my special association with students.    I just wanted to make sure they were well taken care of and if I could solve a problem or just plain listen.   I loved it.    I loved being part of their lives and have kept in contact with many, many over the years.   Thank you for making my job very fulfilling.

I am sure I have left out a lot of major details but I have reminisced long enough.    I was with the department when jobs (mining and petroleum) were plentiful.    I worked with a wonderful group of professors and sadly miss them.   Life goes on.   The department has changed greatly but so has geology and so has Dartmouth.   They have many new young, enthusiastic intellectuals and I am sure it will continue to be a productive, wonderful place to be.   I decided to look up INTELLECTUALS in the dictionary. "chiefly guided by the intellect rather than by emotion or experience, engage in activity requiring the creative use of the intellect."    Hmmmmmm.

As you can see, I left Roger standing here while I talked on and on.  He was very cooperative and didn't say a word.   Perhaps he has a few words he would like to add.

Thank you for listening to me ramble.
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