Chapter IV: Bell Laboratories 

7 Arrival In America

  The flight from Berlin to New York was long. I left Berlin on August 27, 1957. The first stop was in Frankfurt. There, I changed planes from a DC4 to a Lockheed Superconstellation for the 18-hour flight to New York. We landed in Shannon, Ireland and then on the other side of the ocean in Gander, Newfoundland. Finally, the plane landed at Idlewild Airport in New York around noon on August 28, 1957. Takeoffs in a superconstellation at night were spectacular. The four engines roared and large blue flames shot out of the exhaust pipes.
  In New York I was met by a colleague who was known to me by name, but I had never met him. This was Hans Unger, a German who had also once worked at Siemens in Munich and had gone to Bell Telephone Laboratories several years earlier. It is always amazing how one can meet a total stranger in a crowd of expectant people who all wait to meet somebody. But there is a way in which people that expect to meet a stranger and be met by a stranger look at each other. I have experienced this several times and each time the recognition of the expected person is easier than one should imagine.
  Hans took me by company car to Manhattan where, at that time, Bell Telephone Laboratories had its headquarters. I was impressed that he was driving a company car. At Siemens it was unheard of that an ordinary employee, not a special chauffeur, was driving company cars. The headquarters building was at West Street. I first met a person from the personnel department who placed me on the pay roll and who reimbursed my airline ticket. I had paid approximately $400 for the one-way ticket from Berlin to New York. When the man handed me the money in cash, he looked very concerned and implored me to make sure to go straight to a bank at my final destination, open an account and deposit the money. It was dangerous, he said, to walk around with so much money in your pocket. In 1957, $400 was a large amount of money. Next, I underwent a checkup in the medical department. I had been x-rayed at the American Consulate in Berlin and had brought the picture along. The doctor looked at it and said: ”I see that you have had tuberculosis”. This was news to me. Nobody had ever said that before. However, I considered it entire plausible. I had read that most people suffer a tuberculosis infection in their youth. In most cases this heals up without causing any symptoms and even affords the person a certain amount of immunity to the disease afterwards. I imagine I had my bout with TB when I had pneumonia. The doctor told me not to worry, everything was fine. After I had checked in at the personnel department and was checked out by the medical department, Hans drove me to Holmdel, NJ. I was amazed what a big house he had. He had been with Bell Laboratories for five years and already he owned his own house. None of my colleagues at Siemens lived in their own private houses. Hans and his wife Gunda had no children. They took me in as their guest for the first few days. The first weekend in America was a long one, it was Labor Day. The Ungers took me on a ride into Pennsylvania to show me the Pennsylvania Dutch country. I saw the quaint horse drawn carriages and the Ungers pointed out to me that the bumpers of the cars were painted black. Owning cars was already a breach of their original traditions. But having a car with shiny bumpers would have been a sign of exorbitant vanity. To test whether these people really did speak German (Pennsylvania Dutch is a misnomer, these people originally came from Germany), I walked out into a field where a farmer was plowing and spoke to him in German. He spoke a strange, unfamiliar dialect, but I could understand him.
  On the morning after the long weekend, a car full of people drove up to the Unger’s house to pick us up to go to work. Hans was a member of a car pool. So far there were 5, I became the 6-th member when I joined. This first day, I was introduced to my new place of work and to my new colleagues.
  Bell Telephone Laboratories was the research and development lab of the Bell Telephone System. This huge organization owned by a company called AT&T operated 90% of all telephones in America and had hundreds of thousands of employees. The abbreviation, AT&T, stands for American Telephone and Telegraph Company. The Bell Telephone Laboratories had approximately 20,000 employees in many different locations. The location I found myself in was one of the smallest, if not the smallest, with 150 people. It was located on 420 acres of grass land in Holmdel, New Jersey. The place looked more like a farm than a research laboratory. In fact, I was told that traveling salesmen for animal feed sometimes stopped here, thinking that they were at a turkey farm. I was told that the huge amount of land surrounding the small one-story wooden building had been purchased for a purpose. It gave them a large area on which to test new antenna designs. I was to be attached to the guided-wave department which was working on researching the feasibility of using a hollow, round pipe with an inner diameter of 2 inches for the transmission of microwaves with a wavelength of 5 mm. I had been hired into this group since I had done some work on the same type of project at Siemens. The work that I had reported to Mr. Miller in Munich was closely related to work they were also doing in Holmdel. So I fitted right in. One of the first projects I was shown was a long experimental setup of such a 2 inch hollow pipe outside the building. Bill Warters and Harrison Rowe were in charge of this project, and were among the first people I met. I also met, of course, my new boss, Stew Miller and his boss John Schelleng. The highest ranking boss in charge of the Holmdel laboratory was Harold Friis, a native of Denmark. A big surprise awaited me when I was shown my office. I was going to have a whole room all to myself with a big desk and upholstered swivel armchair. At Siemens, I had sat at an ordinary table on a hard, wooden kitchen chair with 4 other people in the same room and with a boss behind a glass partition. Bell Labs treated its ordinary engineers as Siemens treated its management personnel. Just as impressive was my salary. Its dollar amount was about equal to what my Siemens salary had been in Deutsche Mark. Since the exchange rate stood at 4.2 DM to the Dollar, I had quadrupled my income just by coming to America. Of course, I had to send support money to Maria, but this too was much easier now. I was struck how friendly everybody was. Contrary to the stiff atmosphere at Siemens, were everybody was addressed as ”Sie” and by his or her last name, here everybody was on a first name basis and since there is no ”Sie” in English, all encounters, even among strangers, were on a much friendlier footing. I must say, I liked America from the moment I arrived and have not changed my mind ever since!
  On the first workday after the long weekend, Hans Unger drove me into Red Bank to find me a place to stay and to open the bank account which the man in the employment office had so strongly recommended. At the laboratories there worked at that moment a young summer student, who lived in a boarding house belonging to a Mrs. Bieble. She did indeed have another vacancy and I rented a small furnished room which was to be my home for the next 1 1/2 years. Since I did not yet have a car, I did not join Hans Unger’s car pool right away. For the moment, the summer student took me to work in his car. I was impressed that he, as a student only temporarily employed at Bell Labs, could afford to own a car. This was a fullsized car seating easily 6 people which seemed extraordinarily large to me. When we spoke about Newspapers, the student stopped at a store and bought me a copy of the New York Times. Later I subscribed to it and have been reading it ever since. One evening, he drove me up into the ”Atlantic Highlands” to show me a German restaurant, ”The Hofbraeuhaus”. Coming from Germany, German restaurants were of little interest to me, but he thought I would enjoy going there. Soon after I was installed in Mrs. Biebles house, I purchased a shortwave radio since I thought I would want to hear broadcasts of the ”Deutsche Welle” which beamed German language broadcasts to foreign countries all over the world. The radio actually did pick up this station with only a rudimentary antenna. But I soon became bored with it and rarely listened to the German broadcasts.
  Near the end of September, the friendly student had to go back to California to his university. He offered me his car for $200. I did have a German drivers license but as a resident of New Jersey I would need a New Jersey license. Hans Unger suggested I borrow a company car to go and take my driving test. One more of these wonders. One could just get a company car to take a driver’s test. I did this and passed the written examination as well as the driving test and came back with a New Jersey drivers license. Since I did not have much cash on hand at the moment, I arranged for a bank loan. In Germany, I would not have dreamed of borrowing money from a bank. But here I was in America and felt very enterprising. I was told that a bank in Summit, New Jersey, near Bell Labs large branch location in Murray Hill, offered good rates to Bell Labs employees. So, I again borrowed the company car and drove to Summit. I am still amazed that I found my way around so quickly in the new country. I got my $200 loan and paid for the car. Unlike Maria’s father, who would not let me learn to drive his car, this student put me behind the wheel of his car and let me drive while he talked to me. I appreciated this very much since the car was soon to be mine and it was good to get used to it. But I found it very hard to drive the unfamiliar car while I was simultaneously supposed to carry on a conversation in English, with which I was still struggling. On his last day, the student took me to an agency where I purchased car insurance. Then, he walked away, leaving me there with my ”new” car. This must have been the first time I had to start the car myself. Prior to this moment I had sat down behind the wheel when the engine was already running. I pressed the button which operated the starter motor. The starter kicked in but the engine would not start. I tried and tried and became ever more panicky, when a passerby tapped on my window and asked whether I had turned on the ignition of the car. Wow, I had forgotten, that this car had a starter button that worked even when the ignition was off. Once I turned it on, the car started and I drove off somewhat shakily.
  Now, that I had the car, I started to explore my new surroundings. On one of my trips of exploration, I had driven North. When I tried to drive back home, it had turned dark. For a while I followed the road signs pointing towards Red Bank. Then, all of a sudden, I did not see any signs any more. Concerned, I stopped the car along the road, turned on the dome light and studied the map. After a few minutes a police car stopped beside me, the officer asked what I was doing there. I told him that I was lost, I was looking for Red Bank. He said: ”But you are in Red Bank!”. That explained the absence of signs pointing towards Red Bank. Now, all I had to do was to find my street, East Bergen Place.
  When I had gained more confidence, I drove to New York on weekends. I did this often and began to know Manhattan fairly well. Sometimes I parked in the street or, if I could not find a parking spot along the curb, I went into a parking garage. I went to movies, to the famous Radio City Music Hall and to museums. Of course, I also rode the elevators to the top of the Empire State Building. Later, before I took my first vacation trip back to Germany, I made a dry run to the International Airport Idlewild (later to be called Kennedy Airport).
  In the spring of 1958 I drove to Washington, D.C. Without having attempted it, I arrived there in the middle of cherry blossom time. The cherry trees along the Tidal Basin were in full bloom. That was a lovely sight. I took tours of the White House and the Capital Building. Most of all I was impressed by the Smithsonian Institution, a museum for practically everything. I also visited The National Gallery of Art which, like all large art museums, had pictures of all the famous painters in the world. It is amazing how many pictures the great masters have produced so that every art museum all over the world can have its Rembrandts and Renoirs etc. But I was most impressed by the hall where the American painters were on display. There, one saw magnificent scenes of the American West among other things.
  8 Mrs. Bieble’s Boarding House
  Mrs Bieble’s boarding house was an interesting place. Most boarders did not stay very long. For example, one evening a sad young woman appeared who seemed to have just separated from her husband and had no other place to go to. She was gone a few days later. Then there was a school teacher, Shirley, who was friendly and lent me books to read. She liked to say, read this one, it is different. I never quite knew whether ”different” meant particularly interesting or weird.
  There also was an elderly divorcee. When I think of her now, she reminds me of the tragic ”La Contessa” in the movie ”Ship of Fools”. She had originally come from Scotland and it seemed to me that she still did not feel entirely at home in America. Sometimes I took her for a ride in my car and we had friendly conversations. She too did not last very long. I think I was the only one who lived in the boarding house for 1 1/2 years. For some time Mrs. Bieble had a boarder, John Gibson, who was a very friendly engineer. While he was there, we spent quite some time together since he too was lonely. He had a family in California and was on the East Coast on temporary assignment. The most important person I met at Mrs. Bieble’s did not live in her house but came over from across the street to eat his meals with us. He lived at Mrs. Osborne’s where, I think, he was the only boarder. His name was Art Schopp. He was about 10 years older than I and came originally from Saint Louis, Missouri. Art, who was a chemical engineer working for the National Lead Company, took me under his wings. He was very knowledgeable in all sorts of things including local politics and in everything connected with the American Government. I probably learned more from this person than I have learned from any single person in my life. He also had a unique quality. He was the only one who ever corrected my faulty English. This was absolutely invaluable and saved me the trouble of taking formal English lessons. In a friendly way, Art would not let a single error pass uncorrected. Sometimes he became slightly exasperated when I could not manage to pronounce a word correctly. I remember that I struggled with the pronunciation of the word ”manor”. This was an important word because friends of mine, whom I shall describe shortly, lived at ”Red Bank Manor Apartments”. During the 1 1/2 years I lived at Mrs. Bieble’s, I spent most of my free time with Art. In the summer, we went to the ice cream stand in the evening, or we drove to the beach to swim in the ocean. As long as he lived at Mrs. Bieble’s, John Gibson joined us on many of our outings. Art was very mild-mannered, I have never seen him angry. His kindness also extended to Mrs. Bieble. Whenever we went to the movies, Art wanted to take Mrs. Bieble along. Mrs. Bieble was a stern matron, already high in her seventies. I did not consider her particularly good company. When I once asked Art if we had to take Mrs. Bieble with us all the time, he was surprised. It just did not occur to him not to invite her to come along. He also watched over Mrs. Bieble’s finances and straightened out her checkbook.
  Mrs. Bieble had lost her husband long before I met her. Mr. Bieble had been born in Germany but his wife, who was born in England, did not know a single word of German. She had a son, Leslie, who lived in Cleveland and visited her on rare occasions. Mrs. Bieble did not only provide breakfast and dinner for her boarders, but she also fixed sandwiches for my lunch. When I first arrived, I was used to eating the big meal at midday. Therefore, I found Mrs. Bieble’s sandwiches inadequate and asked for more. Later, I got used to eating the big meal at night.
  9 The Car Pool
  After I bought the car, a blue 1952 Chevrolet Biscayne with a white roof, I also joined Hans Unger’s car pool. With me, the car pool now had six members. Everybody drove on one day of the week, except Hans. He lived closest to the lab but farther away from the rest of us. To pick us up, he had to backtrack in the opposite direction and thus had to make a huge detour. Therefore, he was designated as a spare driver who drove only if one of the others could not make it. That suited him just fine. I think he was glad that he had recruited me into the car pool.
One of  the car pool members, Norman Chasek, became most important to me. Norman and his wife Judy were Jewish. Norman was an experimentalist. He was the first to invite me to his home. They lived in a complex of two-story apartment buildings called Red Bank Manor. I thought it extraordinary that a Jew, of all people, would be so eager to invite a German to his home. Norman's wife, Judy, had a lively interest in everything and would not tire asking me about my experiences in Germany. We talked about everything under the sun. It was a very satisfying friendship. Judy was also interested in literature and aspired to be a writer. Norman let it be known that Judy was working on a book. Unfortunately, she never got this book published. As far as I know, she only published a few short stories in a magazine. Once, Judy told me that she had just joined a book discussion group and asked me if I wanted to join too. Thinking of my positive experience with the discussion group in the British Center in Berlin, I agreed. I went to the first few meetings of the group, but Judy never came. The books that were discussed did not interest me much. They were supposed to be classics, but even classics can be boring. Therefore, and because Judy had not joined the group after all, I soon dropped out too.
  10 First Friends
  I visited the Chaseks very often without being specifically invited. At their house I met another interesting couple, Janet and Walter Schwarz, who also became our friends, but not as close as the Chaseks. The Schwarzes also lived in the Red Bank Manor Apartments and were neighbors of the Chaseks. Walter was an airline pilot who did not like his job. He thought it was not much better than being a truck driver. He was one of those people who have a great longing in their heart and never seem to be able to satisfy it. A few years later, Walter Schwarz quit his job as pilot and started studying biology. I can’t remember clearly why this did not succeed, but I think he dropped out after a while. Then we lost track of them. It was a pity that Walter was always so unhappy, because he was a very nice man whom we liked a lot. Janet Schwarz was also nice and, fortunately, more content. She was the mother of two children and seemed to be satisfied with her lot. I forgot to mention that the Chaseks also had two children, Ruth and Marjory.
At a party at somebody’s home in the Red Bank Manor Apartments, I met a German bachelor, Herbert Oestreich. He was about my age and we became good friends. Herbert worked in the personnel department at Esso Research. When he and two of his colleagues decided to take a canoe trip on the Delaware River, they asked me to come along. This was a great way to see more of the countryside so that I accepted with pleasure. The two colleagues of Herbert’s managed to obtain two canoes. We drove with two cars, each carrying a canoe, to Hancock on the Delaware River at the border between New York State and Pennsylvania. There, we unloaded the canoes and two people drove the cars back to the end point of our intended trip, Port Jervis. The distance between Hancock and Port Jervis is 50 miles if one ignores the twists and turns of the river. Port Jervis is at the point where Pennsylvania, New York and New Jersey meet. After the two drivers returned by train to our starting point, we set off. The trip took three days. We spent all day on the river and slept at night in tents somewhere on the banks of the Delaware. This was a great trip in fairly wild country. I had never had problems with sunburn in Germany, but on this Delaware trip I ended up with a mild sunburn on my thighs. Herbert was a poor boatman. When he was supposed to sit in the stern of the boat, we crisscrossed along the river. After a while I insisted that he let me do all the steering. I had never handled a canoe, but I have always been good with small boats and quickly got the hang of it.
After this trip I never saw Herbert’s two colleagues again, but my friendship with him lasted for several years. Herbert could play the guitar and knew many songs to sing to its accompaniment. Therefore, he was good company at any party. Sometimes, he invited me to accompany him to Greenwich Village in Manhattan to look at the art show and to go to meetings of like-minded people who played guitars and sang folk songs. This was great. It was a totally different world than the one I used to live in. The art show in Greenwich Village was a street affair. Once a year artists, living in the neighborhood, exhibited their works on fences along Washington Square. Even though I do not understand and have little appreciation of art, it was fun to stroll along the streets and look at these strange people and their works. I imagine that street scenes like this may be found on Montmartre in Paris. Herbert would stop at some of these paintings and say thoughtfully: ”It’s nice, but is it art?”. We both laughed and moved on.
  The folk singing took place in a basement also in Greenwich Village. There, a large number of young people gathered, played guitars and sang. It all was so innocent in 1958 with no drugs and no alcohol, at least none that became apparent. I think in the 1960s, when drugs began to appear, all this changed. But by that time I never went to the art show at Greenwich Village anymore.
My friendship with Herbert ended when he moved to Walnut Creek in California. He wrote a few times, telling that he had married. Later he went to Brazil and I never heard from him again.
  11 The Holmdel Laboratory
My first immediate superior at Bell Labs was Stew Miller. But soon after I had joined, a colleague, Jim Young, was promoted and became my department head. Jim’s promotion coincided with the promotion of  Stew Miller from department head to director. His former department, which had grown very large, was subdivided into three departments and three people were promoted to head them. One of them was Jim Young. The two other were Henry Marcatili and Doug Ring. Soon after Stew’s promotion, he became ill. It was rumored that he had suffered a nervous breakdown. The exact details were never made public, but Stew disappeared for nine months. When he returned he looked and acted unchanged.
The job that I had started with Jim Young was my first success at Bell Labs. Jim had built a test set to measure the properties of our round millimeter waveguide by closing both of its ends and leaking a little bit of microwave power into this resonator. By sweeping the microwave frequency one could obtain information about the losses of the waveguide and about mode conversion occurring inside of it. Jim had the idea that mode conversion could be studied even better if, instead of sweeping the frequency, one changed the length of the cavity. This was done by moving a piston at one end of it. When he became my boss, he assigned this job to me. After some initial blunders, I soon succeeded to make a mathematical model of the multimode cavity with changing length so that I could predict what our experimental results should look like and what conclusions could be drawn from them.
The social life among the people working at the Holmdel location of Bell Labs was wonderful. We were one large family. People formed groups that interacted socially outside of the work environment. But there were also events in which everybody took part. One was the annual Christmas party which was held in a restaurant. It consisted of a dinner and of group singing. But there were also skits and singing by a choir. At my first Christmas party I let myself be talked into joining the Christmas choir. I felt awkward singing the songs whose texts seemed silly to me. But I remained in the choir for several years until I decided to drop out.
The other event was the Holmdel picnic. This was held on the huge lawn surrounding the laboratory. In typical American style the food was cooked right then and there consisting of corn on the cob, hot dogs and hamburgers. To the picnic, wives and children were invited so that it was a lively affair. 
  Finally, there was the annual ”beer bust”. This was a party for men only which I did not like very much. The idea was to emulate a ”typical” German atmosphere with singing and drinking. The atmosphere was cordial and even though most people ended up being tipsy or mildly drunk, drunkeness was never a problem. But the men enjoyed telling dirty jokes and this made the party vulgar. One of these parties struck me as particularly unpleasant. It was held during the year a Mormon professor, Carl Durney, who will play a part later in my narrative, had joined our group at Crawford Hill for his sabbatical year. In addition, there was another Mormon, Lawrence (Larry) Bowman, who had become a member of staff. These two Mormons should not have been at a party like this, since Mormons are forbidden by their religion to drink any alcohol. I think they wanted to prove that they are ”regular guys” who fit right in. Thus, even though they tried to give the impression that they enjoyed the party, I knew that they could not possibly approve of it and felt uncomfortable on their behalf.
  12 Haide’s and My Wedding
In July 1958, I had accumulated enough time to be able to take my first vacation. Of course, I was most anxious to fly to Berlin to visit my Haide. We had written to each other almost daily. Mrs. Bieble never ceased to be astonished at the amount of mail I received in an envelope with the address written in green ink. This was Haide’s hallmark at the time. An employee was entitled to two weeks of vacation during the first 15 years with the company. Since I took most of my vacations in Germany, I always told my bosses that I wanted to take an additional third week, since two weeks seemed too short for overseas travel. They always accepted this and they always paid my full salary during this third week too. During this vacation, I spent some time in Berlin with Haide. My parents came from Woltersdorf to see me too. Then, Haide took me to Steinkimmen, where her parents had recently built a modern house in the middle of nowhere, right in the woods. On this occasion, I got to know my future father and step-mother in law whom I had so far seen only briefly at Antje’s and Manfred’s wedding. Haide’s father was a very impressive person. With his presence, he always dominated the scene. In fact, he intimidated me. Once, in a restaurant, I expressed the wish of eating ice cream. Father Schwarz immediately declared that ice cream is unhealthy so that he would not allow me to eat it. I am still angry with myself for meekly buckling under and order some other dessert. Several years later we discovered on a visit that the Schwarzes had a machine for making ice cream and were now eating it with pleasure. Another one of their changes of mind was television. When I first met them, they considered television as the work of the devil. On a later visit I saw a television set in my mother in law’s den. Haide’s father was a successful artist whose works are to be seen in several places in North Germany and even in German schools in foreign countries as varied as Spain, Turkey and Ethiopia. His specialty were large metal pictures composed of pieces of different metals. A peculiarity of his art was the use of a plastic glue which gave the pictures a glossy sheen. He also created a statue of horses which can be seen in the market place of the North German city of Oldenburg.
  In the meantime, I had contacted a German lawyer asking him to file for divorce from Maria. This worked out better than expected. In the fall of 1958 the divorce was granted. I was now free to marry Haide. She applied for an immigration visa which she obtained much faster than I did mine in 1956/57. In January 1959 everything was ready. I flew to Berlin to our wedding. We were married by a civil ceremony in the city hall of Berlin-Schoeneberg on January 13-th, 1959. On my side of the family, my mother, father and sister were present. Haide’s aunt, Tante Nanna, graciously organized the wedding reception in her large apartment in Berlin. As weddings go, this was a small party. But all the important people were there except Manfred and Antje. This was sad because, without Manfred I would never have met Haide, that is the reason I consider him one of the most important people in my life. But among the wedding guests were, of course, Haide’s parents, her brother Eike, Haide’s cousins Gerhard, Peter and Hannelore and her friend Barbara. Hannelore had also married recently and came with her husband, Guenter Richard. One guest at the wedding was unexpected. When Haide and I met with our respective parents for lunch after the wedding ceremony, we saw in the restaurant a former co-worker of Haide’s, Inge Voegler with her mother. We could not help but invite these two to our table. The mood at the party was festive. Cousin Gerhard contributed to the festivity by reciting a long, very funny poem in our honor. He was dressed like an ancient Greek poet in a white toga and held a fake lyre in his hands.
  One week after the wedding Haide and I departed for the United States. However, before we could go, I had to straighten out a problem. Until the last moment Haide had been working at the adoption home. When she resigned and it became known that she would immigrate to America, the adoption agency asked her, if she were willing to chaperon two 7 year old twin boys, who were flying to their new adoptive parents in Chicago. Haide agreed. I was very much displeased by the prospect of having two 7 year old boys accompanying us on our honey moon trip. I called the agency and told them I objected to the arrangement and asked them to please make some other arrangement for supervising the boys on the flight to New York. The agency was very unhappy about this, but I insisted. It turned out that this was a good thing. Haide was air sick from the beginning to the end of the 18 hour flight. If she had been responsible for the boys in her miserable condition, it would have been a disaster. Somehow, Haide survived the flight and vowed never to step into an airplane again. At Idlewild we were met by Art Schopp who had come to meet us and drive us home to New Jersey. That was very nice of him! Art accepted Haide immediately into our friendship. I think he liked her from the very beginning, even though he could not speak with her.
Haide could literally not speak a single English sentence when she arrived. I had suggested to her to take English lessons. But she was so busy with her work at the adoption home that she had no time or energy left to spend on studies. So, here she was in America without being able to speak with anybody. I had to act as an interpreter. In 1959 the Verezano Narrows Bridge had not yet been built. Instead of driving across Manhattan and using one of the tunnels, Art decided to take the ferry. This is the only time that I made the trip from or to Idlewild by ferry. Just before I left for my wedding, I had rented a tiny house on Bergen Place almost directly across from Mrs. Bieble’s. This house stood next door to Mrs. Osborn’s house, where Art lived. So, now Art and we were close neighbors. The little house had one reasonably large living room, a small bedroom, a kitchen and an enclosed porch, and it was furnished. It had become available at just the right time and was perfect for us, at least in the very beginning. Haide and I were very happy in the small house on Bergen Place. Being married to Haide was and is wonderful! I loved Maria very much too, but my marriage to her had not been happy. I was living in constant fear of her mental problems and later of the thought that she might attempt suicide again. This wore me down. With Haide I was unconditionally happy, with no fear at all. Soon after Haide’s arrival, the people in the car pool came for a surprise party. They gave us a set of wine glasses as a wedding gift, which we still have. Ana Marcatili took an interest in Haide. She came often to visit or to take her out shopping. People said jokingly that Haide is going to speak English with a Spanish accent. But for the moment, Haide spoke hardly any English at all.
  When the weather turned warmer in the spring of 1959, Haide and I made several excursions by car. We bought a tent and went with it for overnight trips to lakes and forests in New Jersey and Pennsylvania. Unfortunately, Haide tended to become car sick which dampened her pleasure of these trips. Towards the end of the year, Haide became pregnant. In the expectation of a growing family we rented a larger house in Fair Haven after having lived in the tiny house on Bergen Place for half a year.
  13 Adopting Christina
The pregnancy did not go well from the beginning. Throughout, Haide suffered from severe morning sickness. In most cases, morning sickness disappears after a few months, but in her case it did not. Then, her kidneys became affected so that she had to go to the hospital. This had one beneficial side effect. When she came out of the hospital she began to speak English. In my absence, she had been forced to express herself, which helped her overcome her fear of making mistakes or sounding funny. The gynecologist determined that Haide’s pregnancy was complicated by a blood incompatibility between her and myself. I am Rh positive while she is Rh negative. This problem had caused her kidneys to be affected. In the end it led to a miscarriage. After all the months of suffering from morning sickness and kidney problems, we now had to face the disappointment that we could not have our own baby. The doctor said that the Rh incompatibility was so severe, that there was no chance that Haide’s babies could be Rh negative.
The Rh problem works as follows. Ordinarily, the baby of parents with different Rh factors have a larger probability of being Rh positive but also a small chance of being Rh negative. If the mother happens to be Rh negative, her body regards an Rh positive baby as foreign, once her body has been sensitized. That means, if she has already rejected one fetus, she will from then on reject any Rh positive fetus. Only if the baby is Rh negative, like the mother, is there no problem. We were told that our Rh problem was such that our babies would never be Rh negative. The solution to this problem was to adopt a baby. Having worked in the adoption home in Germany, Haide was keenly aware of the possibility of adopting children. Also, with her connections, she had a better chance of getting a baby. Ordinarily, it is hard to find a baby for adoption. Once we knew our problem, we applied to the agency in Berlin for a baby. In May 1960 we were informed that a prospective baby had been born on May 2. We flew to Germany to look at the baby and to talk to the adoption people. Our Christina was a very cute baby so that we decided right away that we wanted her. But now we had to wait for her immigration visa which was finally issued in December 1960. During all this time, poor Christina remained in the hospital where she was born. It had been decided that there was no point in moving her to the adoption home, since her fate was already determined. In December, when the visa was finally issued, Haide flew alone to Berlin to bring Christina home. This was her first flight with a jet airplane which was a big improvement not only in saving flying time but, most importantly, because Haide does not get airsick in jets.
Christina was a very quiet baby. She cried only rarely and was toilet trained surprisingly early at the age of 9 month. As soon as she started talking, she spoke German since this was the language we used when talking to her. We hoped that she would grow up bilingually and were sure she would acquire English as soon as she came in contact with other children. Since she could learn to speak German only from us, it appeared natural to let her learn to speak German first. Then, when she was 2 1/2 years old, we brought her to a nursery school. When she noticed that the other children did not speak her language, she stopped speaking altogether and remained quiet for 6 month. This gave us such a scare that we switched to English. Our idea of a bilingual upbringing went down the drain.
During the process of Christina’s adoption, the German adoption agency needed a report from a social worker on how the child was doing in our family, that she was not abused, and if everything was generally all right. Early one morning a social worker, Mrs. Petit, showed up unexpectedly. She made an inspection walk through our house in Fair Haven. On coming into the bed room she spotted a vodka bottle on the head board of our bed. Her expression showed clearly what she was thinking. These people are alcoholics, they drink vodka at night. How horrible! I had indeed taken a drink of vodka the night before since my stomach had felt out of sorts. Too bad that I did not put the bottle back into the cupboard. After Mrs. Petit had absorbed this first shock, she turned to the serious problem of religion. What was our religious affiliation? We had to admit that we did not have any. Mrs. Petit tried to recover from this new blow. After an embarrassed silence she managed to ask: ”But if you had a religion, what would it be?”. After this disaster we began to worry that Christina would have to be brought back to Germany. Fortunately, nothing bad happened. I think there are two possible explanations. Religion is no big deal in Germany. Thus, for us not to confess to an established religion probably did not bother the agency very much. How they dealt with the vodka problem is another matter. A second explanation is, that Mrs. Petit submitted her report in English. It is entirely possible that nobody at the agency could read it.
  14 I Get My Doctor’s Degree
  I have described how my attempts at obtaining a doctor’s degree ended when I discovered that my professor in Berlin intended to get me involved in an illegal military project. But the idea stayed with me. Dr. Martin at Siemens had obtained a doctor’s degree while working in industry. Manfred Boerner pursued the same course and got his doctor’s degree from the university in Munich with a project involving electro-mechanical filters. At the time I was searching for a thesis project, the ammonia maser had just been invented. The word maser is an acronym composed of the first letters of the phrase ”(m)icrowave (a)mplification by (s)timulated (e)mission of (r)adiation”. Learning about the ammonia maser gave me the idea of trying to work on a different type of maser. I consulted Charley Burrus, who was a microwave spectroscopist at Bell Labs. He advised me to try to build a maser with hydrogen cyanide (HCN), a very poisonous gas. The beauty of the idea was, that a hydrogen cyanide maser would work on a different type of molecular transition as ammonia and hence would add at least some novelty to the field of microwave masers, making it a suitable project for a doctoral thesis. The ammonia maser utilized the vibration of the nitrogen molecule through the plane of the three hydrogen atoms. The transition of the HCN molecule, which Charley proposed for the HCN maser, was a change in the rotational state of the molecule. The possibility of an HCN maser is strictly a quantum effect. Whereas the rotational energy of a large rotating body can assume any value, a microscopic rod, obeying the laws of quantum mechanics, can only rotate in a discrete number of energy states. The transition I proposed to utilize for my maser involved going from the first rotational state to a state of rest. In HCN, this transition is coupled particularly strongly to the electromagnetic field. That is the reason why Charley recommended HCN. The energy which the molecule loses in making this transition would be radiated away as microwaves at a frequency of 88.6 GHz. This frequency was in the range of interest to our millimeter wave project so that I could justify working on the HCN maser by suggesting that it could be used as an amplifier for our millimeter waves.
I shall refrain from going into any further details of the maser. Since the path to a doctor’s degree via an industrial affiliation was not generally practiced in the USA, I approached a Prof. Rothe at the university in Karlsruhe with the proposal for the HCN maser. Prof. Rothe had been suggested to me by Manfred, who knew him. Prof. Rothe answered that this was an interesting idea but that the man to approach on this matter would be Prof. Friedburg at the same university. I had never heard of Prof. Friedburg, but I wrote to him and he replied that he was interested in pursuing this idea. Luckily, he was about to come to the USA to attend a conference and took the opportunity to come out to Bell Laboratories in Holmdel to visit me. I showed him my apparatus and discussed the project in detail.
  Since the operation of a maser can only be understood if one uses quantum mechanics, I had now a great opportunity to become better acquainted with this fascinating field of modern physics. I studied quantum theory diligently and began to know and understand it quite well.
Because of the poisonous nature of the hydrogen cyanide gas, a special fume hood had to be installed in the room which became my laboratory. Even though I only needed milligrams of the gas, it was available only in large cylinders which contained 5 pounds of this poisonous stuff. Under high pressure, the HCN gas becomes a liquid inside the cylinder. The instructions for handling hydrogen cyanide in this liquid state said that there was a danger that the material could polymerize which would generate heat causing the pressure cylinder to explode. Therefore, the cylinder had to be returned every so often whether it was empty or not. Of course, my cylinders were never empty since I used so little of the stuff. It came in such large quantities because it was used industrially to fumigate large rat infested ware houses. I had a young assistant, Henry Mueller. When I described to him the nature of the work he was getting into, he said confidently: ”That is all right, they would not let us work on this project if it were not safe”. I had to tell him whether or not the project was safe depended entirely on us. Once, when I unscrewed the cap which covered the pressure valve on a hydrogen cyanide cylinder, I got a strong whiff of the stuff and afterwards felt faint. I don’t know if this was truly a reaction to the poisonous gas or whether it was just psychological. Fortunately, the literature on HCN says that, if one does not die from the gas, the recovery is complete.
The HCN project worked out well so that in the summer of 1962 I could fly to Germany to take my oral doctoral examination after the thesis had already been approved by the university. I could now call myself ”Doktor Ingenieur” (doctor of engineering). This trip to Germany caused some unpleasantness between Haide and me on one side and my sister and her husband on the other. Lore had married a much older man in 1960. They had bought a house in Buehlertal, a pleasant little town in the Black Forest. Their house was located at a very beautiful location on the slope of a hill overlooking the town. Since Buehlertal is not far from Karlsruhe, Haide, Christina and I went to Buehlertal and moved into the house of one of Lore’s neighbors where a room was available. For breakfast we went to my sister's. There, I pondered the problem on how to get from Buehlertal to Karlsruhe. I had in mind to stay in Buehlertal and commute to Karlsruhe on a daily basis. The question of the possibility of using my sister’s and brother-in-law’s car was quickly turned down. This was OK since I could always rent a car. I have forgotten the details, but my brother in law argued vehemently against the idea of the car rental. He got very excited and talked louder and louder so that the atmosphere became very tense. Finally, Haide could take it no longer. She banged her fist on the table and yelled something like: ”For Christ’s sake, shut up”. This explosion burst like a bombshell. My brother-in-law was insulted, I felt that any further discussion was useless and left the house with my family. The neighbor, in whose house we had stayed overnight, drove us to Karlsruhe where we moved into a hotel. For poor Lore this was a terrible situation. She was very nice and did not hold a grudge towards Haide and me. But, of course, she had also to stay on good terms with her husband. She managed to do both and came to visit us in Karlsruhe. In spite of this mishap, the doctoral examination went well. We did not see our brother-in-law again until a few days before he died. But that is another story.
My father died just before I finished my doctoral project. He had suffered from a malignant bladder tumor two years earlier, in 1960. The bladder tumor was treated, so that my father lived another two years with only minor discomfort. But then the cancer spread and, eventually, he had a tumor in the brain. He succumbed after a relatively short illness shortly before his 78-th birthday in May 1962. We could not attend his funeral since he died and was buried in Woltersdorf, which was located in the German Democratic Republic (GDR). My mother was now all alone in the GDR. She was not allowed to leave. In principle, I could have asked for permission to go and visit her. But since I now lived in America and had once been a citizen of the GDR, I did not dare to go there for fear that they might not let me leave again. At that time I was not yet a citizen of the USA and hence could not count on its protection.
  15 My Early Work at Bell Labs
  After I had completed the work on the HCN maser, I had an idea. A maser works on the principle of stimulated emission. This is a typical quantum effect and means that photons (particles of light) are emitted by a system of electrical charges (electrons) because there are already photons present. The more photons there are, the more are being emitted. Thus light, or microwaves can be amplified, or the effect can be used to make an oscillator. I was wondering if this process worked only with electrons bound up in atoms or molecules or whether it would work also with essentially free electrons. I knew of a process by which free electrons emit radiation. This is called Bremsstrahlung, a German word used in the English literature meaning breaking radiation. Bremsstrahlung occurs if an electron flies by a stationary atomic nucleus. As it does so, it suffers a deflection which causes it to radiate electromagnetic energy in the form of light or x-rays. My thought was, if the free electron can radiate, can this radiation be stimulated and therefore be used to make some kind of a maser? I worked out the mathematics and concluded that this should indeed work. I had a great deal of fun and satisfaction working on the theory of stimulated emission of Bremsstrahlung. When I submitted a paper for publication, one of the reviewers at Bell Labs, who had to decide if this manuscript should be sent to a technical journal, concluded that I had made a mistake and tried to stop the publication. I succeeded in convincing him that he, not I, was wrong and got the paper published. Unfortunately, the effect is so weak that it never led to a useful device. That is sad because it was a nice, original idea.
  In 1963 two things happened, President Kennedy was assassinated and our Bell Labs group in Holmdel moved to a new location on Crawford Hill. The move came first and was occasioned by a huge expansion of Bell Laboratories. Management had decided to build a new branch of Bell Laboratories in Holmdel on the grounds where our small wooden building had stood. Because the soil at that location was swampy, the building was set on wooden poles which were rammed into the earth. Long before we moved, the pile drivers were busy and our building shook. The new building was built in two stages. In the end it became a huge square box, 6 stories high with glass all around on its exterior, housing 4000 people. The exterior walls enclosed corridors, the offices and laboratories inside the building had no windows and were illuminated by fluorescent lights. Originally, it had been planned that our group should move into the new building. One of our bosses, Rudy Kompfner, a born Austrian, argued against it. For one thing, we needed a place during the transition period while the new building went up. But the more powerful argument was, that our little group of 150 people had always worked together so well that it should not be disrupted by immersion into a huge new facility. Kompfner’s arguments prevailed.

The company built a new building especially for us, 2 miles down the road from the new complex, on the side of a hill called Crawford Hill. This property already belonged to Bell Laboratories. On top of the hill there were several antennas for atmospheric microwave transmission experiments. Also, on the hill was a very large horn antenna intended for satellite communications which were just then being explored. This antenna became world famous and helped the two scientists, working with it, to win the Nobel Prize in physics. In an attempt to calibrate the antenna, Arno Penzias and Robert Wilson had discovered that the antenna detected a very faint radiation coming from all directions of outer space. To them, this radiation was a nuisance since it interfered ever so slightly with satellite communications. At first, they thought that it may be an instrumental error and tried to get rid of it, but try as they might, the radio noise remained. When a professor at Princeton University heard of the strange microwave background noise, he contacted the Bell Labs group and told them that he was just then in the process of setting up an experiment to find this radiation whose existence had been postulated by cosmologists. Now, this so called 3 degree background radiation is a fixture of the big bang model of the origin of the universe. Arno Penzias and Bob Wilson received the Nobel Prize for this enormously important discovery.
Incidentally, the fact that Penzias and Wilson were employed at Bell Laboratories is also the work of Kompfner. The large horn antenna was underutilized for its intended purpose. But it lent itself beautifully for experiments in radio astronomy. Therefore, Kompfner hired Penzias and Wilson, who were radio astronomers by training, to work on satellite communications but with the express understanding that they would devote some of their time to doing radio astronomy. This gamble paid off extremely well since the accidental discovery of the cosmic background radiation certainly belongs squarely into the realm of radio astronomy. But in addition, the radio astronomy team made other important discoveries.
  When we moved to Crawford Hill, my cumbersome apparatus was moved too. This was actually a pity, because my experiments were essentially over and the special fume hood was hardly ever used. The new building was also equipped with a long corridor to accommodate the millimeter wave transmission system that the guided wave group had been working on for so long. But, this project was also on the verge of termination, which was not sufficiently apparent at the time. While experiments on the millimeter wave system were being completed, Stew Miller had the foresight to look for the next frontier in telecommunications.
Traditionally, progress had always involved moving to ever higher frequencies. The next logical step was to consider light as a communications carrier. Stew was somewhat ahead of his time. When he began looking at optical communications, there was no suitable medium for transmitting guided light over long distances. Transmission through the atmosphere was, of course, possible on clear days, but would be interrupted when fog rolls in. Therefore, Stew thought in terms of lens systems enclosed inside a protective tube. But even the glass of lenses available at the time would absorb too much light. This led to the consideration of so-called gas lenses. A thermal gradient in a gas, like air, is certainly able to refract light. This phenomenon is well known from mirages. If one could generate a circularly symmetric temperature gradient in air one would have a weak lens with practically no light absorption. This thought led to the invention of various ingenious schemes for making gas lenses. I became involved on the theoretical side, analyzing the properties of several suggested gas lens schemes.
While I was doing this, I felt that my work on projects associated with quantum theory was more interesting. There was at that time a group at Bell Labs in Murray Hill that was dedicated to working in pure, theoretical physics. This group seemed desirable to me. I went to Murray Hill and talked to the leader of the group, trying to find out if there even was a point in asking for a transfer to this group. Transferring between different groups has always been difficult. I asked this man to please keep our discussion confidential. When I came back to Holmdel, my boss called me into his office and asked me why I wanted to transfer. The news had reached him even faster than I could return from Murray Hill. Of course, I was unhappy that the group leader in Murray Hill had not kept his promise of keeping our discussion confidential. In the long run, nothing came of my attempt to join the theoretical physics group. I stayed where I was and was actually very happy there.
  Before we got too deeply involved in developing light transmission systems with gas lenses, a breakthrough occurred. A group at Corning glass works succeeded in making glass that was so clear that light could pass through miles of the stuff without suffering significant losses. This was just what had been needed. With glasses of two slightly different kinds one could make optical fibers that guide light with very little loss over long distances. Of course, at first the process by which Corning achieved this breakthrough was top secret. But the workers at Corning wanted to let the world know what they had done. I was at a conference in London, England, where they announced their achievement. But instead of coming right out and saying, we did this, they delivered an innocuous sounding paper on the bending properties of optical fibers. And then, as though it were an afterthought, came the statement: ”The loss of our fiber was 20 dB/km”. At that, everybody in the audience woke up and thought ”what did he just say”? At that time the loss of a typical glass fiber was more like 1000 dB/km. So the figure of 20 was sensational! During the question and answer period for this paper, nobody was interested in the subject of the talk they just heard, all questions were directed at how Corning managed to make such a sensational fiber. But of course, their questions remained unanswered.
During this visit to England I visited a British company, STL (Standard Telecommunications Laboratory), that was located on the grounds of one of the famous RAF fighter aircraft bases that helped win the Battle of Britain in 1940. The place was called Martlesham Heath. There, Henry Marcatili and I met the man whose measurements of quarts glass had inspired the Corning people to make the sensational fiber. This was an ethnic Chinese called Charles Kao. He was a British subject speaking beautiful Oxford English. He was a real gentleman whom I met several times more in my life. Later, he became the president of the Chinese University in Hong Kong. In connection with our work, we came to know many English scientists. Without going into details, I am just listing a few names: Prof. Peter Claricoats, John Midwinter, William Stewart, Richard Clark and many others whose names I do not remember.
Near the end of our involvement with gas lenses, I had the idea that it would look good if I did some experimental work for a change. At that time, semiconductor diode lasers were just coming to the forefront of experimental research. So, I decided to try to make some gallium-arsenide (GaAs) diode lasers. I had initial successes but also discovered that the experimental side of science is not my forte. As always, I was saved by a theoretical project that presented itself. When optical fibers began to occupy more and more of our attention, the question arose, how seriously do irregularities at the fiber boundary interfere with the fiber’s performance? All optical fibers for long distance communications are made of two essential parts, a core, with a higher refractive index which guides the light, and a surrounding cladding with a lower refractive index which protects the core. There is also some light in the cladding and irregularities at the core-cladding boundary tend to scatter light out of the core. This light is lost for transmission so that this scattering must be kept at a minimum.
The problem of light scattering by core-cladding irregularities is mathematically interesting. All waveguide structures (including fibers) support so-called normal modes. The actual electromagnetic field can always be expressed as a superposition of all the modes of the waveguide. In a metallic waveguide the modes are well confined inside the metallic enclosure so that it is straightforward to calculate their properties. In a fiber one usually assumes for simplicity that the cladding is infinitely extended in radial direction. Mathematical analysis quickly yields the result that there are a finite number of modes that are confined inside the core, but there are infinitely many modes that reach out into the cladding. But what are they? When I began to think about this problem, most people assumed that these modes in the cladding, also called radiation modes, must represent waves that radiate away from the fiber core. But with this assumption, the mathematics just does not work out. I knew from quantum theory that a similar problem arises in the physics of electron scattering from an atomic nucleus. There, one has bound states, these represent electrons that circle the nucleus like planets circle the sun. And there are so called free states which represent electrons that fly in from infinity, swing around the nucleus in an arc and fly out again. This electron scattering problem is very similar to light scattering by a fiber. The bound electron states correspond to guided core modes, while the free scattering states correspond to the radiation modes in the fiber cladding. Therefore, I concluded that the radiation modes of a fiber cannot just consist of outgoing waves but that they must be a superposition of incoming and outgoing waves. This is counterintuitive, but if one does the analysis consistently, everything works out right. I was now able to solve the problem of light scattering at irregular core-cladding interfaces.
The paper I wrote on this subject caught the attention of many workers in the field and was much quoted. But as these things always go, another worker had the same idea and published it at almost the same time. This was Allan Snyder, an American who, at that time, worked in England. My work on light scattering in fibers became so important, that nobody noticed that I gave up on making diode lasers. In spite of repeated attempts at making a name for myself doing experiments, I was always more successful doing theoretical work. I guess I should have worked under Prof. Ludwig and done a doctoral thesis in theoretical physics after all. But in the long run, it did not really matter since, for all practical purposes, I was a theoretician. The theoretical analysis of optical fibers generated many interesting problems and kept me busy for many years.
16 We Adopt Mikel
After we had lived in the rented house in Fair Haven for over a year, the lady who owned the house announced that she wanted to sell it. Therefore, we rented another house in nearby Little Silver. In the meantime, Christina had become two years old and Haide thought it was time to adopt another child. This time we wanted a boy. Once more, we contacted the adoption agency in Berlin who offered us a choice. We could either have twin boys or a single child. We tended to the single child since we really had not intended to have three children. I was sent to a conference in Paris anyhow and took the opportunity to go to Germany to look at this new child. On the way, I stopped in Buehlertal to visit my sister. Then I flew to Berlin to look at the baby. At that time Haide’s brother Eike, who was married, had moved to Berlin. He and his wife lived in the house of Haide’s step grandmother who had passed away. During the time I spent in Berlin, I stayed with Eike and his wife Irmgard who was highly pregnant with their first child. Irmgard accompanied me to the adoption home where the baby was kept. We both approved of the child and I told the adoption agency that Haide and I would take him. Of course, just like in Christina’s case, the boy had to remain in Germany until the American Consulate issued his visa. After we had been to the adoption home, Irmgard suggested that the two of us go and have coffee and cake in one of Berlin’s many beautiful outdoor restaurants. Irmgard was a lively companion and time passed quickly. When I asked her if Eike would not miss her, she dismissed this as unimportant. Eike could wait.
  On this visit to Berlin I also went to see Haide’s cousin Hannelore. She lived with her husband in an old but beautiful house on the shore of a small lake in the fashionable suburb of Berlin-Grunewald. I had first met Hannelore at the same time I met Haide, that is at Antje’s and Manfred’s wedding, but I had not seen her often since then. Getting to know her better, I decided that I liked her too.
  But I must backtrack for a moment to the conference in Paris which had brought me to Europe in the first place. There I had met Antje and Manfred. Manfred, who was employed by Telefunken, was also working on optical fibers so that we tended to meet at the same conferences. This time, Manfred told me very excitedly about an idea which fascinated him. If this had worked the way he envisioned it, it would have made him as famous as Einstein, perhaps more so. He knew that, which accounted for the intensity with which he pursued his idea and with which he now tried to impress me. The idea is too complex to describe here, but it involved a geometrical description of the world which was to explain everything. It was to unify all of physics. When I heard him explain it, I was very skeptical that this could be for real. It just sounded too fantastic and, in my opinion, was highly implausible. Of course, revolutionary ideas always sounded crazy at first and were widely disbelieved. One should keep this in mind. But for any workable new, revolutionary idea there are hundreds that are simply just crazy without any merit at all. I feared that Manfred’s idea was of this kind. At the meeting in Paris a rift developed between Manfred and me. He became ever more excited that I failed to see his genius, and I felt ever more repelled by his insistence. From now on, whenever we met, Manfred leaned hard on me to accept his theory, while I remained adamant that I did not believe it. In the end, time proved me right. Manfred had trouble publishing his idea. Nobody took him seriously and nothing ever came of it. But to his death he could not let go of it and kept hoping that somebody, someday would take up his idea, develop it further and prove him right. This rift was almost the end of a friendship. Because of our family ties the connection between us did not break. But our relationship was strained and never recovered from this strain. In many ways, Manfred had been one of the most important people in my life. Without him, I would not have met Haide. He also helped me by putting me in touch with the professors at the university in Karlsruhe, where I obtained my doctor’s degree. Therefore, I was very sad that his crazy idea had cast such a dark shadow on our friendship.
The visa for the second baby came much faster than that for the first. We decided to call our new baby ”Mikel”. This strange spelling was Haide’s idea. She did not want our German relatives to pronounce his name the way Germans pronounce ”Michael”. She hoped that even Germans would pronounce the ”i” in Mikel like the ”y” in the word ”my”. Strangely, the unusual spelling did not solve the pronunciation problem. Now, American’s did not know how to pronounce the name. They have no trouble pronouncing ”Mike”, but by adding the ”l” ending, they are confused.
  Mikel was born December 15, 1962. His visa was ready in May 1963. Since Antje wanted to come for a visit anyhow, she volunteered to bring the baby, Mikel, along. Antje became Mikel’s ”Klapperstorch”. This is the German way of explaining to small children where the babies come from. The stork, a well known bird in Germany, brings them. The prefix ”klapper” is intended to reproduce the noise these birds make with their beaks. They clap them together to produce a rattling sound. 
59

