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Click! The hatch cover locks.
Ballast air hisses out, ballast water gurgles in.

Waves splash against the view ports of our yellow U-boat.
Then silence, sinking, and sinking, and sinking.

In a tranquil dream of fading light,
100, 200, 400, 800 feet, into the edge of night.

We softly touch the seafloor.
Lights-on draws to view ancient rock slabs,

chaotic mounds, like fallen masonry,
unchanged for millennia before
Ninevah, Ur, Babylon and Eden.

An ancient cityscape,
populated all those years by shy fish,

calling, those shapeless structures “home,”
now peek at this intruder so suddenly come.

I choose to think, imbedding in their memories,
is the first coming of a deity in his yellow chariot,

hoping the Messiah, is come to save them,
to set straight their chaotic city

or protect them from evils lurking
in the yet blacker realm below.

But, from that blackness emerges
the Prince of Darkness, in shark disguise

circling, circling, circling us,
fearing not this false deity from above.

Air hisses into the ballast tank,
ballast water gurgles out, lift off,

rising, and rising, and rising
in a troubled dream toward the swelling light

into the edge of day.

Off Santa Barbara Island
- James W. Vernon

A Dive to a City in the Deep
	 We visited one of the patch reefs off Veracruz before we drove back to 
the United States. We rented a small boat at the harbor in Veracruz, and 
went out to Isla Verde, a small patch reef. I was intrigued by what I saw 
underwater. I later learned that the modern ostracodes of these reefs were 
unknown. This was the beginning of my studies on the Veracruz reefs.
	 On July 13, 1972, I began to analyze the modern reefs at the port of 
Veracruz. Initially, I sampled an inshore reef (Hornos) that is growing 
right on the quay leading out to the harbor entrance at the port. One can 
actually walk along the quay and sample the reef directly. I also explored 
the fortress of San Juan 
Ulúa, which was built in 
1747 to protect the port 
from Gulf of Mexico and 
Caribbean pirates. During 
our collecting on the Anton 
Lizardo reef group, I had 
noticed a marked difference 
between the northern 
Veracruz and southern 
Anton Lizardo group. River-
borne sediment carried by 
the Rio Jamapa seemed to 
be having a detrimental 
effect on the coral growth 
on the southern reef 
assemblage. I also wondered 
how much siliciclastic 
contamination was occurring within the carbonates on these reefs. Many 
years later I had the opportunity to impregnate my carbonate samples 
from both reef groups and study them in thin section.

- Paul Krutak

Veracruz-Anton Lizardo Reefs
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	 Three years after our visit, at the age of 96, he was awarded the 
Penrose Medal. After four decades, Bretz was finally recognized for his 
“flood hypothesis” on the origin of the Channeled Scablands of eastern 
Washington.
	 That day in 1975 we were thankful to his daughter Rhoda Riley for 
giving us this unique opportunity to see Bretz. Indoors she greeted 
us warmly and provided a wonderful lunch while we listened to Bretz 
reminisce about his field experiences. Then we retired to the living room 
and sat on the floor near the fireplace while “Doc Bretz” passed around 
small “mystery” specimens. Many samples were from the Channeled 
Scablands, including rounded and flattened flood-transported basalt 
cobbles. He asked us first to identify them and then, with a rasping, 
authoritative tone, told us the remarkable story each sample contained, 
gleaned from his own observations and fieldwork.
	 Finally, we were challenged to seek out Bretz’s hidden wine closet, 
located somewhere in the basement. We descended a narrow stairway into 
a dimly lighted museum-like room. The skull of a steer greeted us with 
red lights blinking from each eye socket. Many photos, posters, signs, and 
quotes were stuck on the walls. One sign read, “spook at large,” another 
“pedestrian and bicycle toll 5 cents,” and another “healing meetings.” 
Many displays and photos reflected places that he visited during decades of 
fieldwork, including caves that 
he explored during his research 
on the origin of caves. It was 
like a walk through Bretz’s 
past. But where is the wine 
cellar? Off to one side along a 
wall was a bookcase housing 
worn paperbacks and other 
documents. One of our astute 
students clasped the edge 
of the bookcase and pulled 
outward. Behold! The bookcase opened like a door, revealing a barred 
gate guarding the wine closet behind. The shelves, with wooden labels, 

	 It was 1975 on a quiet street in Homewood, Illinois, when “Doc Bretz” 
greeted me and Russ Clark with our van full of Albion College students. A 
very large glacial erratic marked the entrance to his home. J Harlen Bretz 
(no period after the “J”) was an alert man for the age of 93. An alum of 
Albion College, Class of 1905, Bretz had been thrilled in 1964 to hear that I 
had established a geology department at Albion.
	 Accompanied by his collie dog and 
aided by two canes, he moved quite 
nimbly about the yard. With a pipe 
dangling from his mouth, he quizzed 
us about the big boulder in the front 
yard and then led us to an array of fifty 
or more boulders scattered about his 
backyard garden. Treating us like his 
former students and clearly enjoying 
the opportunity to challenge our wits, 
he led us among the rocks in the garden 
(called “Boulderstrewn”), testing our 
knowledge of geology, posing questions about each boulder we came upon. 
Bretz collected the boulders during his travels in the U.S. and from places 
such as Greenland and the British Isles. Each specimen revealed a different 
aspect of geologic history. In the past his grad students were asked to 
identify these rocks. Those who named most of them were awarded a bottle 
of his homemade wine, while those who failed were awarded an empty 
bottle.
	 With a twinkle in his eye, a subdued chuckle, and an intimidating 
manner, he quizzed the Albion group and waited for our answers. Later 
Doc Bretz graciously donated these rocks, including the large glacial erratic, 
to Albion College, for display in its Science Center courtyard.
	 This was one of several visits by our staff and students in the late 
1970s, each marking an opportunity to meet the renowned University of 
Chicago emeritus geology professor, a recipient of the Neil A. Miner Award 
for teaching, a Channeled Scablands specialist, an authority on caves and 
Great Lakes glacial history.

Encounters with “Doc Bretz”
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	 As we approached Keflavik on 
Icelandic Air in the summer of 1977, 
we descended through a solid overcast. 
We broke through the clouds at about 
500 m, and my first glimpse of Iceland, 
an exposed part of the Mid-Atlantic 
Ridge, was of verdant terrain broken 
by a system of fractures/faults/grabens 
oriented north-northeast, that extended as far as I could see virtually 
parallel to each other. I was looking down on the result of the slow 
movement away from each other of the North American and Eurasian 
plates, a manifestation of sea-floor spreading. Although I was familiar with 
maps and photographs that recorded this remarkable scene, seeing it in 
person for the first time was a memorable moment — a geologic epiphany!

- James Underwood, Jr.

Descent into Keflavik

Spending three weeks in Cameroon, working with Sandy 
Van Schmus in 1983.  We collected 
samples for Geochronology and saw 
the country and its people as tourists 
never do!
- Marion E. Bickford

I attended my first GSA meeting in Chicago, 
Illinois (1948?) by riding my then new Indian 
Scout motorcycle 350 miles, 180 of which was 
in a severe snow storm.
- Richard D. Harvey

read dandelion, pear, peach, etc. Each bottle had a year etched on it, some 
dating to the 1930s.
	 With a cheer from the students we ascended the stairs. Much to our 
surprise, at the head of the stairway, the door was locked! Indeed, another 
challenge from Bretz. “You must find the hidden lock-release,” he exclaimed 
with a chuckle. After some poking and scuffling we discovered a cord 
strung behind the stair railing. A firm pull released the lock.
	 In retrospect this encounter revealed to both students and staff the 
amazing character and intellect of Bretz. We found Bretz to be a brilliant, 
intimidating man, one who spoke with authority and exuded self-
confidence. He had a strong desire to impart his knowledge to others by 
using an effective Socratic approach to teaching. He had a quick and subtle 
wit, sometimes laced with off-color humor. Behind all this was hidden a 
very compassionate person, who dearly loved his wife and children, his 
colleagues, and students.
	 For years, up until his death in 1981 at the age of 98, Bretz provided 
us at Albion with pertinent articles clipped from Science News and other 
journals. In addition to his boulder collection, he donated to Albion College 
his collection of reprints, journals, Channeled Scabland maps, cave maps, 
lantern slides, and many letters, now housed in the college library as an 
archived special collection.
									       
-Larry Taylor

Geologic mapping (15’ quad 
part) around mining ghost town 
of Carter Nevada, for 1949 
summer field camp, UCLA, with 
Professors Gilluly, Nelson and 
Crowell.  
- Edmund Kiessling
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confirm the arrangements. Everything was in order and going smoothly. 
Then when I was making final checks for lunches and transportation on 
Monday of the week of the meeting, the fellow in charge of the IU buses 
delivered a near-fatal blow to the success of the meeting. “Oh, I forgot to 
call you, Al, but you have no buses. Our buses are restricted to the city 
of Bloomington. They can not operate on Indiana highways.” Turned out 
that one of the buses was in a minor accident in Louisville, and it was 
determined that the buses were too wide; they were beyond the legal limit 
for operating in Kentucky. Word was passed on to the Indiana State Police, 
and it was determined that the vehicles were also too wide to operate on 
Indiana highways and thus were confined to Bloomington. So he “forgot to 
call” — to put it mildly, Charlie and I were irate.
	 Just two days before participants were due to arrive and only five 
days before the field trips and we had no transportation for three field 
trips with nearly 150 pre-registered persons! GSA had made it abundantly 
clear months earlier that we were completely on our own financially: 
don’t expect any funds from headquarters in 
New York to get the section underway. And 
North-Central obviously had no reserve funds 
in its coffers since this was the very first 
meeting of the section. Greyhound buses were 
available from Indianapolis, but the per-hour, 
per-mile costs, and the deadhead charges 
to bring several buses to Bloomington were 
prohibitive. 
	 To say the least, Charlie and I were fit 
to be tied. We certainly couldn’t tell our 
colleagues when they arrived that their pre-registration field-trip fees 
were inadequate to cover the costs, even if it were possible to determine 
what the additional fees might be for each trip. And at that point the use 
of private vehicles presented far too many logistical obstacles. We were 
clearly between a rock and a hard place! But as field-trip chairman, it 
was my responsibility to resolve the problem. I was on the phone almost 
continuously trying to find transportation. Not much sleep for two nights. 

	 The first meeting of the North-Central Section of GSA was held 40 
years ago (April 19-22, 1967) at Indiana University, sponsored jointly by 
the Department of Geology and the Indiana Geological Survey. Charlie 
Wier was appointed General Chairman for the meeting and I was the 
Field Trip Chairman and guidebook editor. In the former capacity, I had 
polled the members of the section by mail as to their preferences for field 
trips. Based upon their replies, we decided to run four one-day trips: (1) 
a karst geomorphology trip, led by Dick Powell and Bill Thornbury, (2) a 
Silurian/Devonian stratigraphy trip, led by Carl Rexroad and Bill Orr, (3) 
a Pleistocene stratigraphy trip, with me as the leader (with Bill Wayne 
as honorary co-leader), and (4) a nonmetallic mineral resources trip, co-
led by Larry Rooney, Charlie Wier, John Patton, Bob French, and Harold 
Hutchison.
	 After making the usual 
calculations for transportation, 
lunch, and guidebook costs, we 
set the registration fees for each 
trip. Forty-six people signed 
up for the karst trip, 57 for the 
Silurian/Devonian trip, 29 for 
the Pleistocene trip, and 40 for 
the economic geology trip. For my 
Pleistocene trip, I had decided to use 
private vehicles. But for the other 
three trips, I had arranged (several 
weeks in advance) to hire Indiana 
University buses, as the cost for 
these buses was well below that of 
Greyhound or similar buses out of 
Indianapolis. The registration fees 
for the three trips were, of course, 
based largely upon quotes for the buses. 
	 After making the initial arrangements for the buses several weeks 
before the meeting, I made the usual one or two periodic phone calls to 

No Buses



92    GeoTales III GeoTales III    93

	 We were on the verge of canceling all field trips and refunding the fees, 
a move that we certainly did not want to take. Then our first break came 
when our boss, State Geologist and Department Chairman John Patton, 
who was co-leading one of the trips himself, told me that he might be able 
to persuade the university to free up enough carry-alls, even at that late 
date, to accommodate the 45 or so persons registered for the economic 
geology trip. He was successful. Then on the day before people began 
to arrive for the meeting, I was able to secure the use of three shuttle 
buses that transported persons between downtown Indianapolis and the 
Indianapolis airport — enough to accommodate the nearly 100 persons 
on the karst and Silurian/Devonian trips. And the cost was within our 
budget. Talk about luck and a close call!
	 This GeoTale has a great ending. All four field trips were enormously 
successful. The technical sessions were successful. Not only did we break 
even financially, but we ended the meeting with a small surplus that we 
passed on for the 1968 meeting in Iowa. We’ve always felt that, despite our 
problem, we got North-Central off to a good start.

- Allan F. Schneider

Can Standards
	 Albert P. Crary, also known as “Bert”, became my brother-in-law, in 
1941. Receiving his B.A. degree from Saint Lawrence University, and his 
Masters from Lehigh University, Bert then went to work for Independent 
Exploration Company. It was a contract company that carried out seismic 
exploration for oil companies and he was assigned to a field party working 
in South America. 
	 The field party was normally supplied with food shipped from the 
U.S.A. During a rainy period, the roads became so bad that even tractors 
with continuous treads could not get through with the food supplies. 
When their stores got low, the party chief called in Bert and told him to go 
into the nearby town and purchase some canned goods to tide the party 
over.
	 Bert slogged his way into town and found a very small food store, the 
only one in town. He entered and went to the section of canned goods. 
He took out a can of peas. On the bottom there was printed “Practically 
up to the U.S. standard”, so he put that back and pulled out a can of 
beans. That too had “Practically up 
to the U.S. standard” printed on the 
bottom. It went back on the shelf and 
he took another can, which also had 
“Practically up to the U.S. standard” 
near the bottom. He finally decided that 
statement meant their contents were 
the highest quality that was available.
	 He loaded up a box with similar 
cans and returned to camp. He had to 
make several more runs for cans of 
“Practically up to the U.S. standards” 
before their supplies from the states 
finally arrived.

- J. Lamar Worzel

The summer of 1953 
spent as a USGS field 
assistant on an AEC-
sponsored radiometric-
reconnaissance of the 
mining district in the San 
Juan Mountain region of Colorado.
- John W. Hawley
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	 In 1953, Maurice Ewing 
(1906-1974), director of Columbia 
University’s Lamont Geological 
Observatory and Bruce C. Heezen 
(1927-1977), associate professor, 
helped develop the theory of 
tectonic plates. The Geoscientist 
(2001, v. 11) records in its 
bicentenary countdown that in 
1956, “Bruce Heezen and Maurice Ewing discovered the mid-ocean ridge 
system that girdles the globe.”
	 In my opinion, Ewing’s contributions have been fully recognized, but 
not those of Heezen. I first met Bruce Heezen as a classmate at Columbia 
University taking Walter Bucher’s course with me in the spring semester of 
1949. Later in 1975, I served as President of the Society for Sedimentary 
Geology (SEPM). By that time, Heezen’s contributions had not yet been 
formally acknowledged by Lamont. As President of the society, I took it 
upon myself to convince the appropriate committees of SEPM to award 
Heezen the Francis P. Shepard Medal (for Excellence in Marine Geology) 
for that year for his contributions.
	 What prompts me to explain these historical details and decry the 
missed opportunity of recognizing Bruce Heezen at Lamont? In the 
early days of what was then Lamont Geological Observatory of Columbia 
University, Heezen and Ewing collaborated closely.
	 However in the 1960s, no room existed within a single faculty and 
within one laboratory for both Ewing and Heezen. The two strong-willed 
men chose somewhat divergent paths. Heezen was clearly the loser. At 
the time of his death in 1977, he had not yet been granted the rank of 
full professor. The dichotomy between Heezen and Ewing rubbed off on 
Heezen’s students. Heezen’s strong-willed character, his energy, new 
concepts, damn-the-torpedoes approach, in my opinion, made Bruce one 
of the most creative 20th century geologists. He, therefore, in my opinion 
deserved the recognition the faculty of Lamont withheld from him.
	 As part of his contribution to the geology of the oceans, Bruce Heezen 

had become the father of contourites and bottom currents. The concept of 
contour-following bottom currents and contourites originated at Columbia 
University in those years.
	 In 1950, Professor H. 
Kuenen (1902-1976) visited 
Columbia University. Bruce 
Heezen at that time called 
himself a true “submarine” 
geologist. He explained 
to Walter H. Bucher 
(1888-1965) and me his 
experience in a submarine 
at sea which drifted when 
the engines were stopped. 
Recalling this story, he clearly had experienced the effect of contour-
following, although not necessarily, bottom currents. Heezen appreciated 
the concept of contour-following currents very early in his career and had 
his group of students work on this concept.
	 Bruce Heezen heard Kuenen lecture at Columbia University. Heezen 
found in the Dutch scientist’s work an explanation for the breaking of 
submarine cables (transoceanic telephone cables) off the Grand Banks in 
1929. Heezen linked the broken communication cables to a giant turbidity 
current triggered by the November 18, 1929, Acadian-Newfoundland 
earthquake. He went on (with others) to develop the concept of 
geostrophic or contour currents and explain their role in reworking 
sediments on the continental rises.
	 Charles L. Drake (1924-1997), chair of the Department of Geology 
of Columbia University, asked me to accept an appointment to supervise 
Bruce Heezen’s crop of incoming graduate students at Columbia University 
since Heezen was no longer allowed to accept additional graduate students. 
At that time, the dispute between Heezen and Ewing had climaxed. I 
agreed, however, on only one student, Naresh Kumar. Naresh became 
my research assistant at the Hudson Laboratory of Columbia University, 
a marine research station affiliated with the Physics Department of 

Bruce Heezen - Plate Tectonics and Currents
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	 I’ll never forget the time, Nyholm, our lab 
technician used our coffee spoon to stir the 
acetylene tetra bromide in the lab and sent all 
of us scurrying to the head.	
	 Some other anecdotes, briefly:
	 •	 Jack Baker, our shy geologist, got 

caught one night singing over the speaker system.
	 •	 Dan Lynch, our smallest professional, an engineer, was presented a 

box to use at the urinal by a group of our scheming secretaries!
	 •	 Our very curvaceous draft person, when wearing low "V" cut 

sweaters, always had lots of help on drawing contour lines.
	 •	 Emma of the famous peanut caper fame (see earlier vignette).
	 •	 Doyle Knowles, another of our engineers, after dropping a 100 

foot tape down a well was accosted by the lady of the house with 
a shotgun, telling him, "Young man, you get that tape out of that 
well right now, ya hear!"

	 •	 Vick Shamberger and his famous dog, "Majuh". Majuh never got 
lost, even though the hunters did.

	 •	 Doyle Knowles and his slippery slide rule, and a can of beer.
	 •	 Gene Clements — Boy Scout — be prepared! 
	 •	 George Swindel and his famous pumping machine!
	 •	 Tom Simpson and the coat hanger sky hook caper!
	 •	 Tom, while on assignment in the Birmingham-Bessemer area, 

went to the home of Pearson Drilling Company to get records from 
wells. Backing out a curved driveway, he neatly placed all 4 wheels 
of his 4x4 on a concrete culvert. Had to call the wrecker — how 
embarrassing!

	 •	 Bill Tucker, another engineer, 6’5”, 300 pounds cried when he left 
us. Then he went out on his own and made millions in the oil patch.

	 •	 Gene White, petroleum engineer, one "smart cookie".
	 •	 "Anonymous" backed into a power line and 

a security fence in an industrial area and 
caused all gates to close and lock at quitting 
time. The work crews headed home after a 
hard day’s work were not pleased.

	
- Philip E. Lamoreaux

Chemical Reactions
Columbia University and on a parallel track with Lamont Geological 
Observatory of Columbia University.
	 In 1969, I received a telephone call at the 
Esso Motor Hotel in Maidenhead, England, from 
a National Science Foundation representative in 
California. He asked me to be co-chief scientist 
on a cruise with Heezen. I would have loved the 
opportunity, but was at the time committed to 
the petroleum industry, teaching short courses 
for the dates of the cruise. In retrospect, I feel 
even worse because less than six years later 
Heezen died on board ship.

- Gerald Friedman

Bruce Charles Heezen 
(4/11/1924 – 6/21/1977)

Spending a summer mapping in northern Maine 
and living in an abandoned log cabin with 
double bunks.  I would leave my towel on the 
upper bunk, and sometime when I would get it, a 

snake would be lying on it.  Also, I 
am still reminded of the number of 
black flies when I leaf through my 
old notebooks.  Every page contains 
several preserved black flies.
- John R. Griffin
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Come, let us brave the briny blue,
full five and twenty fathoms deep.

What shall we find there?
A shark or treasure chest? Ours to shun or seek.

Or, perhaps, a bed of sifted sand,
rocks like flint or friendly fish.

Come now, let us sound and see.
First shock of cold water, blocks the breath,
then sinking free of gravity’s global grasp,

past fathoms five and ten
we feel the chilling hug of sunless water.

Down, down we drift in a weightless dream ‘till
seafloor rises to us, a silent scene of perfect peace.

Thin shaggy strata slabs point upward,
the rat-chewed pages of an ancient book.

It’s a rare, too fleeting taste of tranquility.
We must in haste, feast our senses,

for deadly bends could strike.

Minutes of such weightless calm is full measure for a day.
We glide upward, holding envy of Poseidon’s peaceful realm,

a serene dream, that we never shall share
in the soft and faintly pressing air.

Look up! The dome of his domain,
sun-struck, quivering quicksilver,

that we must pierce to find life-giving air.
And endure again gravity’s heavy-handed grip.

Santa Rosa Island
- James W. Vernon

A Calm Too Fleeting




