
A Blue Leather Cap

I was working in the research and development department (R&D) of F&M
Scientific Corporation in Wilmington, DE. It was a small, rapidly growing
company which manufactured gas chromatographs. Circa 1963 a professor
from UCLA in Los Angeles had invited me to represent F&M in a panel dis-
cussion he was organizing on Gas Chromatography. Such activities were
part of my job responsibility, so I accepted. Some very good friends offered
to take care of our three children so that Mary could accompany me.

A problem developed when on the day preceding our scheduled flight about
two feet of snow fell in Wilmington. I ventured out on an errand during the
day, got stuck, and had to get towed out of a drift. The real fun began as
we were transporting the children to our friend's house. We got stuck, and
as I was pushing, a cake which Mary had baked fell out out the car into the
snow. I recovered it and we eventually delivered it and the children.

After making it back home I discovered that during all the pushing and
shoving my glasses had fallen out of my shirt pocket into the snow. This
presented a real problem. I had the lenses from a previous prescription, so
we decided to take them so that Mary could have them mounted in new
frames while I was participating in the panel discussion. One lens was sig-
nificantly stronger than the other, so mounting them should be no problem.

On the morning of the flight I called the secretary of the professor to tell
her that we would be late. She offered to meet us, and asked how she
could recognize us. I told her that I would be wearing a blue leather cap.
After an awkward moment of silence she said "I don't think I have ever
seen a blue leather cap."

We hand carried our baggage out of our development to a main road where
the airport bus picked us up. The secretary met us and we made it barely in
time. While the panel discussion was proceeding, I saw the secretary ap-
proach the stage and motion toward me. When I got close to her, she whis-
pered, "Your wife wants to know which is your weak eye."

Upon arriving back in Wilmington and going to pick up the kids, we spotted
my glasses lying on top of a snow bank.

I sometimes wonder if that secretary still remembers the blue leather cap
and the weak eye.


