Chapter VII: Visit to Koenigsberg (Kaliningrad)

24 Midlife Crisis
 Sometime in the middle of the 1960s, Bell Laboratories was asked by the Government to help with preparations for planetary exploration and in particular for landing men on the moon. For this purpose a new company was founded whose name I have forgotten but which sounded similar to Comsat, even though this is not quite correct. For want of the correct name I shall refer to it as Comsat. The new company was to be located in Washington D.C. and to be staffed primarily by people from Bell Labs. My name was placed on the list of potential candidates for the new company. One day, I received a call from the personnel department of Comsat asking if I would be willing to come for an interview. I did not have the slightest interest in either joining this new company nor in going to live in Washington D.C. I was perfectly happy at Bell Labs in Holmdel, NJ. But my bosses persuaded me to at least give the new company a chance. Thus, I flew to Washington for the interview. The Comsat people tried hard to persuade me to quit Bell Labs and join their outfit. They took me out to lunch in a restaurant a few blocks from the office building. This must have been in early Spring because I remember that on the walk to the restaurant the air was very cold and the wind blew into my ears, which had been very sensitive to cold ever since I had my first ear infection. Promptly, I came down with another ear infection a few days after my return from Washington. I listened politely to their descriptions how exciting the job in this new company would be. However, I did not see why I would fit in since my interests were in light transmission through guiding media. I guess, had I joined Comsat I would have been involved in radio telemetry and in other aspects of radio communications between earth and a spacecraft on its way to the moon. When I left, I did not commit myself one way or the other but resolved not to accept an offer from this company. A few days later the personnel people called again to ask if I had decided to accept their offer. I told them that without either a promotion or a substantial raise in my salary I would not consider their offer. That ended my chance of becoming part of the team that landed men on the moon. I have never quite resolved the question in my own mind whether the recommendation of Bell Labs for a job at Comsat was an honor or whether it was an attempt to get rid of me.
 When I turned 40, I had a touch of the midlife crisis. I told myself that half my life was now behind me. Should I go on as I had before or should I try to make a change. Changing from Bell Labs to Comsat did not appeal to me. But would it be desirable to become a professor at a University? I had not liked what I saw of the academic life at the University of Utah. But for a while I felt tempted to be more involved in pure physics than I was in my present job at Bell Labs. I saw two possibilities to achieve that. One was to transfer to the physics group of Bell Labs. This was an elite group of top notch people who formed an exclusive club. They did not have a permanent department head but rotated this position among themselves. For a while I tried to convince these people to accept me into their club. But apparently, I did not quite measure up and my effort to join that group failed. Another possibility seemed to present itself at Lehigh University in Pennsylvania. The president of that university was Deming Lewis, a former executive director of mine. I wrote to him, reminded him of who I was and asked if he could introduce me to the head of the physics department of his university. He replied with a very nice letter acknowledging that he was well aware of me and that he would introduce me to the head of the physics department. As it happened, the real head of that department was on sabbatical leave and I only met his temporary substitute when I visited there. I gave a seminar talk and visited a few times, but nothing more came of this effort.
 Without my doing, another opportunity for joining a university appeared unexpectedly. This time, it was the university of Stuttgart in Germany that asked me if I would agree to be considered for an appointment in their electrical engineering department. This invitation was prompted by a professor who had just recently joined the faculty of the university in Stuttgart. I did not even know this man, but he had been a member of the technical staff of Bell Laboratories and was aware of me through my publications and internal memoranda. I was only mildly interested in becoming a professor in Stuttgart. This potential appointment was not in a physics but in an engineering department. Furthermore, I was so happy in the United States, why should I go back to Germany? So, it was without great enthusiasm that I flew to Stuttgart and gave an introductory lecture at the department of electrical engineering. Amazingly, I did not hear from them for months. When I finally inquired what had happened, the chairman of the appointment committee wrote back saying, Oh yes, they should have let me know, the job was given to another candidate for this appointment. Actually, I was more relieved than annoyed. But I did consider it poor form not to inform the candidates for this appointment that the job had been filled. Thus, I remained at my position in the guided wave department of Bell Labs where I actually was very happy. The midlife crises passed and I settled down without ever trying to break out of my preordained path again. Instead, I wrote books.
 I have already mentioned that I had written my first book, ”Engineering Quantum Electrodynamics” (later, in its second edition, renamed ”Principles of Quantum Electronics”), as a result of my teaching at the University of Utah. This book was translated into Japanese. Once a Japanese scientists visited me and pulled the English version of my book out of his briefcase. When I asked him why he did not read the Japanese version, he replied that the Japanese translation was very poor so that he preferred to read the English version. I was sad to hear that. But on the other hand, I was not too surprised. In all my contacts with Japanese people I have always been struck how difficult it is for them to master the English language. I knew that my book was translated by Japanese students under the supervision of a professor, whom I knew, whose English was shaky at best. I am sure that the English of his students was not any better. It is just a shame that the publisher of the Japanese edition did not obtain the help of somebody with a good knowledge of English to correct the mistakes made by the Japanese students. But then, even if somebody with a solid knowledge of English had assisted, he probably would not have understood the technical contents of the book well enough to make an intelligent judgment of whether the translation made sense.
 My second book, ”Light Transmission Optics”, found an even wider audience. I already mentioned that it was translated into Russian but it was also translated into Chinese in an edition printed in the Peoples Republic of China. Two English editions of this book were published by the Van Nostrand Reinhold Company. It was later reprinted by the Krieger Publishing Company.
 My third book, ”Theory of Dielectric Optical Waveguides”, was published by Academic Press and also translated into Chinese. The editor of the Chinese edition wrote me several letters. I hope that the translation of the book was rendered in better English than these letters.
 My fourth and last book has also been mentioned above. It is entitled ”Principles of Optical Fiber Measurements” and was published by Academic Press. As far as I know, it has not been published in any foreign language. I wrote all these books on a typewriter since they were all written before I acquired my first computer. Even though Bell Labs did not mind if its staff members wrote books, they did not encourage the practice unless the book was specifically commissioned by the labs. I am a coauthor of two volumes of such a book, entitled ”Optical Fiber Telecommunications”. The editors of the first volume were Stew Miller and Alan Chynoweth, the second volume was edited jointly by Stew Miller and Ivan Kaminow. I wrote my own books in my spare time after hours. However, I had help in having the final manuscripts typed by Bell Labs typists and also had help with the drawing of figures. Writing these books was a lot of work and took a considerable effort. However, I felt that it was very rewarding since the books earned me a lot of recognition. Whenever I introduced myself to people I met at conferences they would say, Oh, I have read your book. To which I always replied: ” that is nice, which one did you read”?
Since I mentioned that I did not have a computer when I wrote my books, I may state that I bought my first computer, the Apple II, in 1978. This machine was a great joy to me. Its operating system was so well documented that its assembly language code was printed as an appendix of the instruction manual of the computer. Initially, the only high-level language built into the machine was Integer Basic which was not capable of doing floating point arithmetic. However, the machine came with an audio tape cassette which contained an interpreted floating point Basic. This had to be fed into the machine via an audio cassette recorder each time the machine was turned on. This was very cumbersome so that I was delighted when floating point Basic became available in hardware on a circuit board that could easily be installed in the machine. Now, the computer became very useful. Since it did not come with a text editor, I wrote my own. In fact, the key board of my Apple II only had upper case letters. To be able to write normal looking text, I constructed my text editor to convert all upper case characters into lower case and let the upper case stand only if I preceded the character with an asterisk. This was a little tedious, but it worked.
The floating point Basic, was an interpreted language. This means that the machine converted a Basic program into machine code line for line, each time a line of code was executed. By contrast, a compiled program is converted totally into machine code before the program is run so that it executes very much faster. To speed up the operation of the computer, I wrote many subroutines of important mathematical procedures in assembly language which could be called from the Basic code and made the execution of my programs very much faster. I even began to write a compiler for Basic. But just when this began to work, a commercial compiler became available which was much better than anything I could do. Thus, I immediately bought the compiler and gave up my own efforts. By learning to use the Apple computer and writing a lot of programs for it in Basic as well as in assembly language, I learned a lot. I also bought books and studied the internal workings of a digital computer to be able to understand better what was going on inside of my machine. After a few years, the wonderful Apple computer was outperformed by newer, faster machines. Over the years, I have owned many personal computers, but none has given me as much pleasure as the good old Apple II.
 25 A Visit to Kaliningrad (Koenigsberg)
 Our third trip to Russia from June 4-th to June 11-th 1992 was different from the other two trips. This time we went to a city that used to be German but was lost to the Soviet Union as a result of World War II. The report of this historical visit was originally written right after we came home. I am including it since I could not reproduce my impressions of this trip now, 10 years later, as vividly as I wrote them right after the event.
 People often ask me if I still have friends or relatives in Kaliningrad. It is true that Koenigsberg had been a German city for centuries but it was conquered by the Soviet Union in 1945 at the end of World War II. Most Germans, myself included, fled the city at the approach of the Red Army. Many of those who tried to escape at the last minute died during the cold winter of 1944-45 and many drowned in refugee ships that were sunk in the Baltic Sea. Of those who remained, many were killed during the siege that preceded the fall of the city and a large percentage of those that did not get away died of starvation after the end of the war. The few survivors were expelled by the Soviets in 1946 so that, at present, there is no indigenous German population in the city. I have heard that presently there is a migration of Volga Germans from their traditional homes deep inside Russia to Kaliningrad, but personally, I saw no evidence of this.
 Our trip to Kaliningrad was arranged by my sister, Lore, who signed us up with a German tour group. We flew from Hannover, Germany, directly to Kaliningrad in a small twin-engine jet airliner operated by the Russian airline Aeroflot. This chartered flight left exactly on time and was uneventful except that the air conditioning system blew strange looking vapors into the cabin before and after take off.
 The airport is 25 km outside of Kaliningrad and is actually closer to the Baltic coast than to the city. Our group was taken to Kaliningrad by bus and deposited in the Hotel Kaliningrad which is reputed to be the best hotel in the city. Having traveled in Russia before, we were not surprised at the dingy appearance of our room whose windows looked as though they had not been washed since the hotel was built. However, as in all Russian hotels, the bath room was the most remarkable place. It had all the amenities such as a toilet seat, a wash basin and even a shower arrangement. But its most distinctive feature was the strong sewage odor that seemed to emanate from a drain hole in the bathroom floor. The small wash basin had no stopper and hung precariously from four rusty screws, two of which were in the process of coming out of the wall, so that one did not dare to lean on the wash basin or subject it to any undue force for fear that it might crash to the floor. The water for the wash basin came out of a faucet that could be swiveled between the wash basin and a square tub that served to catch the water from the shower which had no shower curtain or any other kind of enclosure. But there was warm water during the day. Warm, and cold water were turned off at about 10 p.m. and returned at around 6 a.m. in the morning. During the night there was no way to flush the toilet. The shower tub had the added feature that its drain hole was positioned at the highest point of its uneven floor. When we discovered this curious fact, we understood the purpose of a broom made of willow branches that was hidden behind the toilet. It served the purpose of sweeping the water in the tub uphill towards the drain to empty the shower tub. However, compared to public toilets in railroad stations or even in the dining area of our hotel, the toilet in our room was a model of functionality and cleanliness. It, at least, sported a plastic toilet seat and cover. Most toilets to be found in public places have no seat, no cover and, of course, never any toilet paper. Our room on the eighth floor of the 9 story hotel could be reached via three rickety elevators, one of which was permanently out of order. The other two worked most of the time but had the annoying habit of stopping unexpectedly between two floors. For this reason, we usually walked down and sometimes even up to avoid unpleasant surprises.
 The tour package included two meals per day, breakfast in the Hotel Kaliningrad and supper in a restaurant on the ground floor of the old Stock Exchange, which was beautifully restored and is supposed to be returned to its original purpose. Both meals were quite good and particularly the supper was always beautifully prepared and decorated. For lunch we were on our own, but most of the time we joined our group on tours of the city or to one of the seaside resorts. On those occasions, Vera, our group leader and interpreter, took care of locating a restaurant and arranged our lunch.
 Koenigsberg used to be a very attractive town. Near the end of the war it had about 300,000 inhabitants, now 400,000 Russians live there. Like all old German towns, the inner city was picturesque with many old buildings. Most typical of the old Koenigsberg was the medieval castle, that was originally build by the Teutonic Knights and a cathedral that looked rather rustic and can not be compared with the tall, impressive cathedrals such as the cathedral of Cologne or Ulm. The inner city of Koenigsberg was completely destroyed in two British air raids in August 1944. At that time, the cathedral as well as the castle burned out and only their ruins remained. The ruins of the cathedral are still there, but the ruins of the castle have been removed, leaving a huge open place in the middle of the town.
Coming to Kaliningrad after 48 years would be a real shock if one forgets that one has been warned a long time ago that Koenigsberg is no more. Looking casually at the city from our hotel room gave no immediate clue that this city had been Koenigsberg. But on closer inspection, traces of the old town can be found. There are, of course, the two lakes, the Schlossteich and the Oberteich, that now look nearly as they did in the olden days. But we were told that both lakes, which are created by a dammed-up stream, used to be dry for many years and have only recently been restored to their former appearance. Then there are the street cars. On closer inspection it becomes clear that their tracks run almost exactly as they used to, with a few minor modifications. Then there is the river, the Pregel. It too is, of course, still in its old place. And so are the islands in the river, one of which is the home of the cathedral, whose ruin reminds one starkly of the catastrophes this city had to endure.
 Whereas the core of the old Koenigsberg was a crowded city with narrow streets, Kaliningrad has a wide open look, with many attractive green places but also with huge ugly apartment houses, scattered about here and there, whose shoddy construction seems to be the same all over the former Soviet Union. All the new apartment buildings, made of prefabricated concrete slabs, look alike. A gentleman, who shared our table for all the meals we ate as a group in Kaliningrad, was extremely depressed when we met him that first evening just after our arrival, saying over and over again, that he had not expected to see such a changed city. His condition was even worse the next morning after he had time to ponder the awful truth for one whole sleepless night.
On the next day, we joined our group in a sightseeing bus tour of Kaliningrad. Our interpreter, Vera, called all the streets and places by their old German names and was extremely knowledgeable of the city’s German and Prussian history. Unfortunately, her German (this after all was a German tour group, Haide and I being the only Americans) was so poor that often we did not understand what she tried to explain. Later, I discovered that her English was better, but to this group she had to speak in German.
 After dragging us all over the city we became tired and exhausted and lost all interest, hoping the tour would end. But suddenly, our spirits revived. The bus had left the inner city and was heading for the suburb where we used to live. All of a sudden the scenery had changed. The drab apartment buildings gave way to older houses that obviously had survived the war and we began to recognize buildings and places. Here was the street that I used to pedal down on my bicycle to ride to school. There was the old movie theater. It had gotten a new facade but it still was unmistakably the same. Now the bus passed right by our street, Passargestrasse. We could even read its new name, Ulitsa Neftyanaya. Now we were no longer tired but wide awake and told each other the old German names of the streets we recognized and what had been in the buildings that the bus passed. Finally the bus stopped at an old church that was actually working (as the Russians call it). A wedding was in progress and we were allowed to get off the bus and look around. Vera asked the group if anybody had seen his or her former house along the way. We told her that we had not actually been able to see our house, but that the bus had passed right by our street. Vera wanted to know which street that was. So we told her to turn around and drive back, we would show her. On reaching our street, Vera made the driver stop, hopped out of the bus and motioned us, that is Lore, Haide and me, to follow her. The rest of the company stayed inside the hot bus which, of course, had no air conditioning. Vera raced down the street yelling, ”which is your house”? When we pointed it out to her, she raced through the gate into the yard right up to the front door, opened it and yelled something in Russian. Before we knew it, we all were inside the house where we were greeted by the startled but smiling inhabitants. We learned that this house, which once was occupied only by my parents, Lore and me and, until World War II, by a live-in maid, is now the home of three families. Our large dining room with its adjoining glass porch belongs to one family, consisting of the father, Pyotr, the mother, Marina, a grandmother, Mariya, and two children, Anton, age 15 and Artyem, age 9. To accommodate them all, the dining room had been partitioned by a wall and the glass porch had been enclosed by a sturdy outside wall. When we barged in, this family was eating lunch. However, they motioned to us to come in and told Vera not to worry, we should feel free to look at the entire house. But for the moment, the only other room we could enter was the kitchen, which looked structurally unchanged but was furnished differently from the way we remembered it.
 Our family had lived in the house on Passargestrasse for 9 years. When I was born (in 1929) my parents had lived in an apartment house in a different part of Koenigsberg. We moved into the house on Passargestrasse when I was 6 years old. I was 15 when we fled in October 1944. In addition to the dining room and kitchen, there used to be on the ground floor a small toilet, my father’s study and my mother’s sitting room. These two rooms are now occupied by a lady with her teen age daughter, who were not home on this memorable day. Upstairs, we used to have a larger toilet, a large separate bath room containing only the bath tub and gas furnace for heating the water. Furthermore there was the bedroom of my parents, next to it my rather small room. Then there was Lore’s room and a small room for the maid. When we ran up the stairs, we discovered that, upstairs, the once open stairwell was now closed off by a wall and blocked by a sturdy door with leather upholstery on its outside, undoubtedly intended to keep out the noise from downstairs. The door was locked because the family occupying the upstairs apartment also was not home.
 Thus, we left the house and contented ourselves with looking at the garden. This too was changed almost beyond recognition. We remembered that a very large complex of apartment buildings had marred our view behind the house. These houses were gone and were replaced by small garden plots. Thus, it was difficult to decide where our garden had once ended. There was a fence in back of the yard, but a gate leading through it suggested that the inhabitants of our house had at least access or perhaps even the use of some of the land that had once belonged to the apartment complex. The trees in the yard looked different, but the old birch tree in front of the house, which I used to climb as a boy, was still there and actually looked unchanged after almost 50 years. However, my best ”tree friend”, a magnificent beech, which had almost been my second home since I spent more time in it than in my room, had died . Its stark, scraggly corpse still stood, but it had no leaves and looked as though it must have been dead for a very long time. Also, I failed to spot the wooden platform that I had installed half way up the tree which had served as a kind of open tree house for my friends and myself.

As we prepared to walk out of the yard to hurry back to our bus, Marina ran after us yelling to Vera in Russian. Vera informed us that we were being invited to return on Sunday (this was Friday) at 2:30 pm to have dinner with the families living in our house. They even offered to pick us up at Hotel Kaliningrad since two of the families owned cars, which indeed we saw parked in the street. Needless to say, we were overwhelmed by so much friendliness, since we had considered ourselves extremely lucky to have been allowed into the house just to look around. We gladly accepted the invitation and Vera stated that she could come along as our interpreter since Sunday was her day off.

On Sunday, the two cars arrived precisely on time. Vera, Haide and Lore rode in one car while I was ushered into the other which already contained Pyotr, Marina and Artyem. Oh, how I wished I could speak Russian since none of the Russians spoke either German or English. Marina admitted that she had had English in school, but it seemed insufficient for every day use. In retrospect, I am amazed that Pyotr could not speak English, because we learned later that he is a mechanic on an ocean-going fishing vessel that fishes routinely off the coast of Canada. In fact, he is away from home 7 months at a time and must be exposed to foreign ports since he told us that the entire catch is sold on foreign markets, none of it being brought back to Russia. When we reached our house this second time, we were introduced to Lida and Semyon, an elderly couple who live upstairs in our house with their grandson, Sasha, whose parents live in far away Sakhalin. Which, incidentally, is the region where the Korean flight 007 was shot down several years ago. Lida and Semyon have lived in our house for 40 years. This gave me pause to ponder whose house it is anyway. We, the former owners, have lived there for only 9 years while this Russian family has lived in ”our house” for 40 years! However, we learned that none of the families owns the house but rent it from the government. Before we sat down to dinner, we were given the grand tour of the house. This time we could see the upstairs apartment which was of great interest to us since it is here where Lore and I used to have our rooms. The upstairs too looked different. Doors had been closed off and new ones had been opened. A small corridor between Lore’s and my room had vanished and was incorporated into one of the two rooms. When I stepped into my room, Lida told me (through the interpreter) that I must stay here this night. In fact, a little later this invitation was extended to say that we should move out of the hotel and should move in with them. After all, we were now one big family. When we asked if we could see the basement, there was a slight hesitation. It turned out that the house had been thoroughly cleaned in expectation of our second visit. However, they had not thought of cleaning the basement and were now bashful of letting us see their mess. Surprisingly, the large basement was not being used for anything else but storage of old junk. With proper care a fourth or perhaps even fifth family could easily have been accommodated there. While we rummaged around the basement, Lida asked if we had any treasures buried either in the basement or in the yard. If so, we should feel entirely free to dig them up and take them with us. It turned out that this thought seemed to have been inspired by a large hole that Semyon and Lida had found in the yard when they moved in 40 years ago. It so happens that, as a boy, I had built a kind of bunker or air raid shelter in the garden more as a toy than for serious use. It may well be that this structure had caved in by the time Semyon and Lida arrived, and that they assumed that they had discovered the entrance to a secret tunnel. Since there were no buried treasures, we had nothing to gain from their kind offer, it was the thought that counts and was appreciated.
 Even though we had now seen most of the house, the lady and daughter who lived in my father’s study and my mother’s small sitting room were again absent so that we sat down to the banquet without having seen these rooms. Later, the lady appeared and let us see the rest of the house. We had the impression that she did not get along with the other two families. There seemed to be a coolness between them and it is probably also significant that they had not participated in the feast.
 The dinner was everything one might expect on reading accounts of travelers in Russia. Beginning with the drinks, there was fruit juice, wine, beer, champagne and of course the inevitable vodka. The food was of such variety that I cannot remember what all was being served, but it consisted of a soup, an appetizer, meat dishes, potatoes, cucumbers and fruits in such profusion that I literally feared for my life. I remembered stories I had read that Russian hosts cannot be refused, so that their guests often came away with alcohol poisoning and severe intestinal problems. For this reason, I was unfortunately rather tense and tried to partake of all their offerings as little as I could get away with. In particular, we drank only a glass of champagne to toast the occasion, but refused vodka, wine and beer. This strategy worked, since none of us became either sick or intoxicated.
 When the dinner was over, out came the gifts. Each of us received several gifts. Semyon handed me a huge chess board with chessmen made of amber. Even though the amber was obviously not carved but melted and recast, it amounted to a generous and perhaps even valuable gift. Lore and Haide each got a clothes brush with a long handle the far end of which showed a horse’s head. Added to this was a matching shoe horn. Then, Marina produced a large glass jar without a lid. This, she explained, she had found in the basement and assumed that it had been a jar to preserve fruits or vegetables that our mother may have used. She thought Lore might value this as a memento. In addition, she gave her a small vase that also had been found in the house. Haide received a special gift from 15 year old Anton. It was a small box full of small pieces of amber that he had collected at the Baltic Sea shore. Not knowing how to respond to all this kindness and generosity, we handed each family an envelope with 50 German marks. At the present rate of exchange this amounts to about 2500 rubles which is probably more than any of them make in one month. We felt awkward about handing out money, but did not know what else we could have done.
After the meal, a group photo was taken showing us three intruders amidst these friendly people. We very much wanted to see something of the old neighborhood and persuaded Vera to come with us for a walk. My main interest was a small park not far from our house where I had spent many happy hours playing hide and seek with my friends. The park was still there, but it had become a complete wilderness. The paths were overgrown with vegetation and it seemed like an impenetrable jungle. But a little beyond, the pond was still there where we had always gone swimming. The wooden bath house was gone without a trace but the pond looked the same. We returned to our house in a round about way looking at streets and houses in the neighborhood and recognized the apartment house where my friends had lived. It too seemed almost unchanged, except for being painted a pale pink when it once had been gray. My friends, two brothers, had fled Koenigsberg even before we did, but their father, who worked for the public utility company, was not allowed to leave and had survived the siege and fall of Koenigsberg. As a valuable engineer, the Russians had needed him to operate the power plant. For this reason he had fared far better than most other Germans left in Koenigsberg. He had told his sons that their apartment house had at first survived the war, but was later burned down by the Russians for unknown reasons. But obviously, the house had than been rebuilt since it now looked as I remembered it. For us, it was nice walking around the old neighborhood and recognizing so many things. This was very different from downtown Koenigsberg where everything had changed beyond recognition.
 When he drove us home, Pyotr offered to serve as our chauffeur and drive us wherever we wanted to go. We accepted and he came a few days later to make good on his promise. By that time we had seen most places of interest to us so that we let him show us his ship which was anchored in the river Pregel. Koenigsberg had always been a Baltic Sea Port. The ships come up the Pregel from the Baltic Sea. The channel is kept navigable by dredging and by ice breakers in winter. However, the port of Kaliningrad is far busier than I remember Koenigsberg’s harbor. During the war, one saw relatively few commercial ships but many small warships and submarines. Now the harbor was packed with commercial vessels of all kinds anchoring along the piers, three deep. The overwhelming majority of these ships looked in pitiful shape. Their hulls were encrusted with rust and one wonders if they lie there to be refurbished or if they are already useless. I remember reading in the New York Times that Lithuania has implored the German government to let the former East German ship yards repair their Baltic Sea fleet which was built in East Germany and is now in such a state of disrepair that it is fast becoming totally useless.
 Before Pyotr made good on his promise to drive us around, we had hired a taxi whose driver, like many others, had approached us in the hotel lobby. Vera had warned us not to accept such casual offers but to clear all taxi rentals with her. We disregarded her advice and accepted the services of this Russian. At first we were apprehensive. The man did not speak German or English well. He knew just enough to be able to follow our directions. But by and by we began to like him. He proved himself to be scrupulously honest and very much concerned with our safety and well being. This became particularly apparent when Lore asked him to drive us to the biggest free market in town. This was indeed impressive. It covered a huge area of several city blocks packed shoulder to shoulder with people who were either buying or selling. I am sure that this was indeed a dangerous place. Our driver, Victor, also seemed nervous. We quickly became aware that he positioned himself between any suspicious looking character and us to protect us. He anxiously made sure that we did not get separated. Observing this, we dropped our initial suspicion and apprehension and began to trust him implicitly.
 It was Lore’s main objective to locate the house where I had been born (she was born in Lyck much further East, close to the old Russian border) and where she lived from age 5 to 11. She had two maps with her. One was a map of Koenigsberg as it had looked before the war and the other was a map of present day Kaliningrad which showed all street names in Russian. In addition, she had a list that translated the new Russian names to the old German ones. So armed, she directed Victor to her goal. According to the map, the street where our apartment house had once stood no longer existed. We also knew that the house itself had vanished. But Lore was determined to find out where it had been. Victor was most sympathetic to our quest. He stopped obligingly wherever we thought we might find traces of the old street. Then he scurried around, interviewing pedestrians what they knew of the area. Of course this was pointless, since these people had come to Kaliningrad long after the war and none of them had any idea what the city had looked like before it was destroyed. But finally, Lore and I spotted a stretch of curbstones and pieces of old pavement that undoubtedly had belonged to our old street. These traces of the street vanished into a court yard, but, never mind, we had found what we had come to look for. So we were quite happy with our find. Not so Victor. He could not get over the fact that we did not find the house where I was born. He kept shaking his head in sorrow and disbelief and was near tears that he could not produce what he thought we so badly wanted to see.
 Finally, we asked Victor to find a restaurant where we could have lunch. He drove us to the gates of the zoo, opposite of which there was the hotel Moskva. He indicated that he knew somebody in the restaurant of that hotel and hoped that we would be well taken care of. Sadly, he was disappointed since his friend did not work that day. A waitress, who saw us come in, was most unfriendly and tried to chase us away. Apparently, she expected a large group and had no use for individual customers. But Victor was not that easily discouraged. He argued with her in Russian and by and by he seemed to win the argument, because we were allowed to sit down. The waitress even produced a menu card. In my innocence I asked for a glass of beer. The waitress was offended by this request, beer could not be had. Poor Victor jumped up immediately and I could just grab him to keep him from running off to find beer for me somewhere in Kaliningrad. My assurances, that it did not matter and that I could survive without beer, did not fully convince him. He started arguing with the waitress and, oh wonder, she disappeared to re-emerge with a bottle of beer. So Victor proved himself true to his name.
 From Kaliningrad we made several excursions with our group to the seaside resorts. First, we visited the place known to Germans as Cranz. This resort is closest to Koenigsberg, a mere half hour train ride away. It had never been our favorite and even now it was crowded and unattractive. Even the Baltic Sea looked dirtiest here. Generally, the Baltic Sea is not as clear as it once was. It now has a brownish tinge which betrays the pollution. But the bus drove on from Cranz up the narrow spit of land that separates the Baltic Sea from a large body of fresh water known in German as ”Kurisches Haff”. We drove up this land bridge, the Kurische Nehrung, and stopped several times to look at the beautiful landscape. This place looks in some ways like Sandy Hook and Island Beach, but it is very much longer and almost completely deserted. One of its infamous features are the wandering dunes that have buried countless small fishing villages that once existed in this area. Even today the Russians are struggling valiantly to keep the dunes tied down. We visited a spotlessly kept nature museum and heard a lecture in pretty good German given by a Russian scientist working on the preservation of the Kurische Nehrung. Then, the bus reached the border between Russia and Lithuania. Here we had to stop. Vera got out to argue with the border guards and, after some haggling, returned to say that we were allowed to proceed. From Vera’s attitude on this and other occasions we knew that there is no love lost between Russians and Lithuanians. But being on a Russian bus and in the care of Russians, we rooted for them and frowned at the Lithuanians. But it was apparent even on casual inspection that Lithuanians keep their country in better repair than the Russians. The houses looked invariably well kept and nicely painted so that the country that we saw made a good impression on us. On another day, we drove to the former seaside resorts of Georgenswalde and Rauschen, the latter is now known as Svedlogorsk. Here, the beaches were cleaner and almost deserted. In Rauschen I missed the quaint cable cars that used to go up and down the steep sandstone cliff that rises from the beach to the flat table lands above. This set of cars consisted of two vehicles that ran on rails and were pulled up the steep incline on steel cables. The single track splits at the half-way point to allow the up going car to pass the one coming down. On a trip to Switzerland I saw a similar cable car near Lago Maggiore. The cable car in Rauschen is now replaced by a chair lift, the rails are gone. But in addition, the Russians have built a tall tower. At its top there is a bridge, leading to the top of the cliff. Inside this tower run elevators and on top there is an observation platform with a beautiful view up and down the Baltic Coast. Amazingly, these elevators seemed to be closed, but were put into operation just for us when Vera approached some officials. I still wonder if they are reserved only for foreign tourists.
 I cannot close this account without mentioning a scourge that is so annoying as to discourage one from a repeat visit to Kaliningrad. These are the street urchins, invariable only boys, that pester the foreign tourists every step of the way. As soon as a bus stops, or a tourist is spotted on the street, these boys emerge in large numbers, seemingly from nowhere, and are not to be gotten rid off. They either beg for money or they offer trinkets such as amber or picture post cards. They do not look undernourished or particularly impoverished. I began to suspect that they pursue the foreign tourists mainly for sport. There is no police or any other authority to discourage them. So far, they seem to be harmless and nonviolent. But I shudder to think what will happen once they discover that tourists are helpless prey and, usually, carry some money or valuable equipment on them. I fear that in future years these boys may become violent.
 We left Kaliningrad on an Aeroflot plane of the same type as the one that brought us there. But this second plane was much newer and in every respect as good as any German or American airliner. After take off, we had a beautiful view of the Baltic Sea coast including both the Frische and Kurische Nehrung and the two respective Haffs. Next, we flew directly over the city and were able to make out our hotel and all the landmarks that lie along the Pregel river. It was a beautiful sight.
 Several years after this visit to Kaliningrad we received a letter from the Russian city of Volgograd, formerly known as Stalingrad. At first we were puzzled since we did not know anybody in Volgograd. It turned out that this letter was written by Nina, the sister of Semyon, whom we had met in our house in Kaliningrad. Nina wrote that she used to be an English teacher. She had, of course, heard of our visit to her brother in Kaliningrad and had obtained our address from him. It is a pity that Nina was not at her brother’s home when we were visiting there. With her knowledge of English she would have been a great help in communicating with them. Sadly, a few years later Nina wrote again reporting that Semyon had died.
 26 Trip to Australia 1975
 Haide and I went to Australia twice, the first time in 1975 and the second time in 1990. Each time we went there on the invitation of the Australian National University in Canberra and each time we flew all the way around the world.
 Our first trip to Australia came about due to an invitation from Prof. Alan Snyder. I became aware of Alan through a series of his publications which indicated that he and I were working on very similar problems of light transmission in optical fibers. Alan is an American who was born in Philadelphia but spent most of his life abroad either in England or in Australia. When I first learned of his existence he was an assistant professor at Yale University in New Haven, Connecticut. Before I had ever met him, he invited me for a visit to Yale University. Since I did not yet know him, I went to the library to look up his biography and photograph in a technical journal. One glance at his picture persuaded me to turn down the invitation. Finally, I met Alan at conferences and changed my preconceived biased opinion of him on closer acquaintance. He also came to Bell Labs to visit us and to give a lecture on his work. Alan was no ordinary scientist. He is probably close to being a genius, but has the unfortunate inclination of showing his unusual mental abilities by an unusual dress code. To say it bluntly, Alan dresses like a hippy. In the 1960, when I first met him, such an attire was quite common for a student but not as common for a professor. The way he looked is illustrated by the following episode. When Alan came to Bell Labs, he first appeared at my office since he knew me best. I took him to Henry Marcatili’s office who at that time was my boss. When Henry saw him, he reached for the telephone and said into the receiver: Harrison, come on down and meet a hippy scientist. I think Alan enjoyed this introduction since it proved to him that he succeeded in giving the intended impression. But aside from his appearance, Alan had a very soft and pleasing voice and could be utterly charming. Alan was very ambitious and hoped to advance his academic career. His outward appearance was often in conflict with his ambition. His department chairman once confided in me: ”It would be so much easier to work on Alan’s advancement if he would only dress more conventionally”. Of course, he always wore blue jeans and some kind of shirt but never a tie or jacket. When he was giving a lecture to a larger audience, he made sure that his shirt was of an unusual color, he wrapped a conspicuous silk scarf around his neck and placed a sailor’s cap on his head.
 Throughout Alan’s career, he used me as a reference whenever he hoped for an advancement. Thus, I also wrote on his behalf when he applied for a position at the Institute of Advanced Studies which is attached to the Australian National University in Canberra. He did succeed in landing this job which he has kept ever since. This is quite an achievement, since most people appointed to the (Australian) Institute of Advanced Studies (not to be confused with the organization by the same name in Princeton, New Jersey), obtain only limited appointments for up to two years. In the Institute of Advanced Studies, Alan was appointed to the Department of Applied Mathematics, later he became its head. In 1975 he invited me for a stay of one month. This visit, like a similar one 15 years later, counts among the highlights of my life. My expenses were paid by the Australian National University, but we had to pay Haide’s expenses ourselves. Since Australia is located almost exactly on the opposite side of the globe, we decided to buy an around the world ticket and to fly west all the way.
 We left for our great trip on February 26, 1975 and returned home on April 23. Our first stop was Hawaii. We flew to Honolulu on Oahu and moved into a hotel near Waikiki Beach. On Oahu we did not rent a car but joined an excursion by bus around the island, visited a marine park where a dolphin show was presented and joined a bus trip into a rain forest near the peak of the central mountain of Oahu. Our trip continued from Honolulu to the Island of Fiji which is South of the equator. There, we rented a car and stayed two days. In such a short time one cannot see very much. Our main purpose for these stopovers was to give us time to acclimate ourselves to the changing climates and to avoid overly long flights. It is possible to fly non-stop from Los Angeles to Sydney, Australia. But this is a long, grueling flight which we tried to avoid. I think our strategy worked out well. We never felt exhausted and had the added advantage of seeing places we had not seen before.
Fiji is inhabited by two different peoples, the indigenous Melanesians and immigrant people from East India. The Indian population is growing much faster than the Melanesian so that frictions arise. When we were there, all was quiet, but years later there was a revolution in Fiji in which the Indians tried to take control of the political life of the island. I don’t remember clearly how this came out. But I think in the end some sort of compromise was reached between the two groups which now govern the island jointly.
From our visit to Fiji I have a few vivid recollections. One is of our landing there. The plane flew through a most impressive cloud formations prior to landing on the island. When we drove around, we noticed that few roads are paved with asphalt. They mostly consisted of hard dirt. The natives seemed friendly. Wherever we passed, the people would wave to us.
 On our flight from Fiji to Auckland in New Zealand we sat next to a sad looking young man. He told us that he was English but that he had spent some time in Fiji and had fallen in love with a native Melanesian girl. I have forgotten why they could not marry immediately. But when we met him, he had just been expelled from Fiji, since he had been there on a visitor’s visa which had expired. For some reason he was unable to take his girl along with him. I think that there was again a problem with an exit visa for her. But he hoped that he would be able to straighten things out through diplomatic channels and, in the end, be able to marry her.
We intended to spend five days in New Zealand. We rented a car in Auckland. I arranged the rental by phone from our hotel room. The lady at the rental agency asked whether I would want a ”Mini”. I had never seen a Mini and had no idea what kind of a car that was. But fortunately, I told her we would rather have a somewhat bigger car. This was lucky. Later, when I saw Minis on the road, they did seem awfully small.
I forgot how we reached the car rental place. But I do remember that it was located on a rather busy street in the middle of Auckland. To make matters worse, the street was hilly and the traffic rules in New Zealand require one to drive on the left hand side of the street. The rental lady handed me the car keys and left. There I was, sitting on the wrong side of the car, on the wrong side of the road, facing uphill in a car which I had never driven before. Everything was on opposite sides from what I was used to including the gear shift lever (the car had a manual transmission) and the lever for the turn indicator. Somehow, I managed to get the car rolling uphill, chugging along this busy road. This was an awfully tense moment. We managed to get out of town. I began to feel much better when we reached more open country. But initially, any time a car approached from the opposite direction with it and me on the wrong side of the road, I did tense up. In the course of 5 days I got used to driving on the left hand side of the road, but we never got used to the left-handed traffic when crossing the streets on foot. One should, of course, look to the right to see oncoming cars, but there is no way not also to look left since it is impossible to avoid the impression that this is the direction from which the cars ought to be coming. Once we got used to the driving, we liked New Zealand. The country reminded us much of Austria. We encountered herds of sheep blocking the traffic on country roads. A big advantage is, that English is spoken in New Zealand. We had no trouble communicating wherever we went. People were friendly and helpful in giving directions whenever needed.
We drove to two places on the North Island which we had read about in guide books. One, called Rotorua, is a region with thermal features much like those found in Yellowstone Park. There are hot springs, geysers and mud pools and a most unpleasant odor of hydrogen sulfide with its typical smell of rotten eggs. We stayed in a motel near Rotorua and were bothered by the smell as long as we were there. From Rotorua we drove to Waimangu. There, the attraction is a glow worm cave. This cave is accessible only by row boat. A guide rows several tourists into the cave. Deep inside it is dark, but once the eyes have adjusted themselves to the darkness, one begins to perceive a faint glow all over the ceiling of the cave. To the dark-adapted eyes the inside of the cave looks like the sky on a cloudless night, except that the ”stars” appear to be fainter. What looks like stars are, of course, the glow worms.
 Since our time was limited and our flight to Australia was booked for Christchurch on the South Island, we had to drive on to the city of Wellington. There we were supposed to leave our car and catch a ferry to the South Island, because the ferry did not carry cars. I was troubled by the fact that at the ferry terminal there was no obvious place to drop off the rented car. Finally, I just parked it somewhere. I have forgotten what I did with the car keys. Most likely I left them in the unlocked car. All worked out just fine. The car was paid for by credit card and the charge appeared later on my credit card bill after we had returned to the United States. The ferry sails from Wellington on the North Island to Picton on the South Island. This is a fair distance. I don’t recall if one can see the opposite shore from one island to the other. But I think not. The ride seemed like a short ocean voyage. Sitting in the cafeteria of the ferry, we observed the steward’s disgust at his messy guests. He exclaimed: ”They are a bunch of coarse feeders”. On the South Island we did not have time for sightseeing. This is a pity, because the South Island is famous for its mountains which are called the Southern Alps. But we did get to see them from the air on our flight from Christchurch to Sydney, Australia.
 We landed in Sydney during a terrific thunderstorm. The clouds hung so low that we saw the ground only seconds before the plane touched down. Then we rolled in water. At the terminal, the passengers exited the plane dry-footed through the customary jet way, but looking down, we saw the baggage crew stand up to their hips in water. It was an unbelievable sight! This must have been the rain storm of the century, because Australia is known for being a dry place. In Sydney we just changed planes and flew on to Canberra, the capital city of Australia. At the airport in Canberra we were met by Alan Snyder who drove us to the University in a taxi since, incredibly, he did not own a car. The Australian National University has a large house especially reserved for visitors, called appropriately University House. There, we moved into a small apartment consisting of a living room, bed room and bath. On this first visit our apartment did not have a kitchen.
 On the evening of our arrival we were invited to a party in our honor at the house of the chairman of the department of Applied Mathematics, Barry Ninham. Barry was an incredibly friendly man. He had never seen me before and yet he insisted that we borrow one of his cars and keep it for the time of our stay at the Institute of Advanced Studies. I hate to borrow other people’s cars and tried hard to refuse the offer, but to no avail. That night we left the party in Barry Ninham’s car. Barry disappeared immediately after our first meeting. He flew to England and returned only a few days before we left Canberra. Since we had arrived on a Friday, we immediately had two days off to explore our new surroundings. But on Monday morning I returned Barry’s car. Later, we rented a car for a trip to the coast.
 Haide had bought an embroidery project especially for this Australian trip since she expected to have lots of time on her hands. However, the wives of the professors and graduate students were so hospitable that Haide did not even have time to unpack her craft. She was constantly invited to people’s homes and to small outings. The month went by quickly leaving her no time to get bored or do any embroidering. I had no specific job to do at the Institute of Advanced Study. I did give a few talks to the students, but they were strictly informal and not intended for a larger audience. Mainly, I talked to the students individually and tried to help them with their work. One student in particular asked me for help. He had gotten stuck in a theoretical project and did not know how to proceed. I was lucky to be able to help him. When I studied his calculations, I discovered that he had gotten lost in the ”complex plain”. I will not go into technical details here. But in the theory of complex functions, which was relevant to this student’s work, there is such a thing as the Riemann plane. This plane consists of several sheets connected by branch cuts. The poor student had somehow ended up on the wrong sheet of the Riemann plane without knowing it. Once I had pointed this out to him, he managed to continue with his work. This success gave me the feeling that my coming to Canberra had not been in vain.
 Canberra is a very beautiful city. It is an artifical town totally devoted to the central government without any industry. The city is built around a large artifical lake, Lake Burly Griffin. This was the name of the American architect who was the principal planner of the city of Canberra. In the middle of the lake there is a huge fountain whose water column can be seen from a long way off. It is called the Cook Fountain after the English sailer, Captain Cook, who was the first European to sail into Botany Bay near today’s Sidney. One encounters Captain Cook’s name in many places around the South Pacific. Sadly, he came to grief in the Hawaiian islands. On one of his visits to Hawaii (which at that time were called The Sandwich Islands) his crew got into a quarrel with Hawaiian natives over the theft of a boat. When Captain Cook tried to intervene, he was killed. Lake Burly Griffin is used by boaters which sail on it mostly in sail boats. Around the lake there is a park with green meadows, bushes and trees and with paths for walkers, joggers and bikers. The Department of Applied Mathematics is located very close to the edge of the lake. The grounds belonging to the department extend all the way down to the lake shore. Thus, the Australian National University and with it the Institute of Advanced Studies is advantageously situated on the edge of an attractive city in beautiful surroundings.
 To an American, Australia in general and Canberra in particular do not feel much different than the USA. Australia looks modern and has all the conveniences one is used to at home. The main differences between the two countries are the left-handed traffic in Australia and the slightly different accent of the people. One day I sat in a museum and heard two man talking. I listened to their conversation which I could not fully understand but noticed that the word rice was used repeatedly. I kept wondering why two grown man would find the subject of rice so interesting. Finally, I realized that I had misinterpreted their pronunciation, they were actually speaking of races, horse races I presume. Sports play an important part in the life of Australians so that hearing two man discussing horse races was certainly not unusual. But it is typical for the Australian accent to pronounce the letter ”a” like ”i” as in rice. Outside of Canberra there are eucalyptus forests. Eucalyptus is the predominant tree in Australia. There are very many different kinds of eucalyptus. To make them even more exotic looking, one often sees parrots sitting in eucalyptus trees. In the garden of the University House we always saw lots of parrots. Another common bird is the magpie. One evening we had an interesting experience. We were walking in the garden of University House, when out of some bushes we saw four eyes looking at us. They were arranged in two pairs of two, one above the other, very close together. What strange animal would have four eyes? When we approached the bush carefully, we saw that the strange animal was a cute possum mother with its baby on its back. These possums are marsupials, similar to the American opossum. But the Australian possum has a nicer looking fur and tail. It does not have the appearance of a large rat like its American cousin. Later, we saw mother and young possum playing on the grass.
 Near Canberra is a nature preserve called Tidbinbilla which is home to a large number of kangaroos, wallabies, koalas and emus. These animals live inside of an enclosure which is so large that a visitor is hardly aware of it. One hopes that the animals feel the same way. Visitors are allowed to walk inside the enclosure and even to pet the kangaroos if they are lucky enough to approach one of them sufficiently closely. With patience, we were able to approach resting kangaroos and pet them. The koalas look like cuddly little bears, but actually, they are rather boring. Whereas the kangaroos give impressive displays of their hopping ability, the koalas sit motionless in a tree and sleep their lives away. The emus are more interesting. They are the Australian equivalent of the African ostrich, big flightless birds with long, powerful legs, long necks and very small heads relative to their body size. In Tidbinbilla they are not afraid to approach people closely. It is fun to see them run which they do rather gracefully with long strides.
 On a holiday weekend we rented a car to explore the area East of Canberra towards the shore of the Tasman Sea. We reached the coast at a town called Bateman’s Bay. However, we did not find a beach where we could swim.
During my stay in Canberra I was invited to visit the research institute of the Australian Post Office in Melbourne on the Southernmost tip of the continent. This was only a one-day excursion. I flew to Melbourne in the morning and returned to Canberra that same evening. Unfortunately, on such a quick trip I did not see much of the city other then the region between the airport and the building of the Post Office Research Institute. My reception there was cordial, but other than that I do not remember anything noteworthy.
 When we left Canberra at the end of the month we flew again to Sydney where we spent the rest of the day and one night which gave us time to take a cruise in the harbor, get a glimpse of the famous opera house, which is built to resemble a sailing ship, and visit the zoo. The zoo was interesting to us since it exhibits all the peculiar marsupial animals of Australia.
 From Sydney we flew to Bangkok, Thailand where we spent one night and one day. On arriving at Bangkok we were approached by a young man who offered to show us around the city. We brushed him off since we felt tired after a long flight and also slightly uneasy in unfamiliar surroundings. Somehow this man must have learned our names and the hotel where we spent the night. Because next morning the phone rang and the same man wished us good morning and asked whether we had changed our minds with regard to a sightseeing trip of the city. Having slept well and feeling more adventuresome, we accepted his offer. In the end we were glad that we did. This Mr. Chai spoke English fluently, was polite and in command of a minibus which he placed at our disposal. He had a driver and acted himself as the tour guide. If Australia had felt almost like home, Bangkok looks very different than America. The many temples seem to be overloaded with statuary and their bright coloring contradicts the Western idea of a place of worship. Mr. Chai showed us all this as well as markets where strange fruits and vegetables were sold. Bangkok is also noteworthy because of its many canals. A substantial part of the life seems to take place in boats on these canals. At one point, Mr. Chai loaded us into a boat while our luggage remained on the minibus which departed. I must say that I was very uneasy at the thought that we may never see our luggage again. As a matter of fact, we were completely at the mercy of Mr. Chai. If he wanted to rob us or worse he could do so with ease. Fortunately, nothing bad happened. After an uneasy hour or two the boat approached a landing place where the minibus was already waiting for us with our luggage. I breathed a sigh of relief and felt much more relaxed with Mr. Chai. When we told him that we were on a trip around the world he said regretfully that he was already 30 years old and had not been around the world yet. I thought that he must have extraordinary expectations for himself. After being reunited with our luggage, the minibus drove us to the airport where Mr. Chai and the driver said their goodbyes and drove of. I decided that there are honest people all over the world so that one should perhaps be more trusting. But then, who knows, perhaps we had just been particularly lucky.
 From Bangkok we flew to Teheran, Iran with a stopover in Bombay, India. In Bombay, the plane was just refueled, took on additional passengers but we were not permitted to leave. However, we did feel the heat stream into the cabin from the outside even though it was night by now. In Teheran we also spent one night and one day. At that time the Shah of Iran was still in power and the country was safe for foreigners. On the morning after our arrival, Haide insisted on seeing a bazaar. The hotel provided a car and a guide and off we went. I already hate to go shopping in an American shopping mall, so this bazaar gave me the creeps. As we passed their stalls, the merchants approached us with offers to buy their wares. We refused all offers and bought nothing. I was just glad to be able to leave this place. My only other recollection of Teheran is the luggage handler’s request for baksheesh when our suitcases were loaded on the conveyer belt during the check-in procedure at the airport.
 From Teheran we flew to Berlin via Munich. In Berlin, we visited Haide’s cousin Hannelore. Then, Haide flew to Steinkimmen for a brief visit with her parents and I flew to Buehlertal to visit Lore and my mother, who by that time was living in Lore’s house. Finally, we flew home after an absence of almost two months. 
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