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Birge Clark: Dodging bullets as a
World War I balloonist




COVER: Birge Clark, '14, photographed during World War I in his uniform. Clark wanted to be an
airplane pilot, but applications were closed. So, he joined the Signal Corps for duty in a tethered
balleon, observing enemy movements. In August 1918, a German plane put eight bullet holes in
Clark’s balloon as he jumped out. For an account of Clark’s war-time balloon experiences, see story
opposite. For a story on his later career as a distinguished architect, see pages 8-9



WOTld War 1 3

It was not as glamorous a job as that of fighter pilots,
but the men who manned tethered observation balloons
in World War I had their share of thrills.

They often had to parachute from a burning balloon,
with machine gun bullets flying around them. As they
fell, they faced the hazard of the burning balloon failing
on top of them, or of flaming fragments setting their
parachutes afire.

In a day when a trip in a free-flying balloon is not
uncommon, it is worth recalling that the men in the
bulbous balloons at the end of a steel cable played a
valuable role in France and were of the same breed of
adventurous, daring, carefree men as those who flew
freely.

The story is told vividly in the diary of Birge M. Clark,
Palo Alto architect who, at 93, is still living in the Palo
Alto home he designed and built 49 years ago.

Clark, in searching for his family’s roots, was able to
learn little about ancestors who took part in the Revolu-
tionary War, so he compiled his “World War I
Memoirs,” a 176-page booklet covering his 1917-18 ex-

F[;le daring young men
in the tethered balloons

by Fred Glover

A World War I tethered balloon being hauled
down to change observers. The 92-foot-long
balloons were used to ocbserve enemy
movements and provide help in directing
artillery fire. Stanford graduate Birge Clark
was a senior balloon observer

periences, so that sometime in the future the diary
“would be read with interest by a descendant, and so
establish a sort of down the ages communication, even
though . . . only in one direction.”

After graduating from Stanford University, Clark was
a graduate student in architecture at Columbia Universi-
ty in 1917 when he was recruited into the Aviation
Section Signal Corps for training.

“Going into balloons,” he wrote, ‘‘was partly because
there was a tremendous list of people who wanted to be
trained to fly airplanes, and no applications were being
accepted. Balloons would be Army Air Corps (Signal
Corps) at that time, which we accepted as second best.”

The 2nd Balloon Squadron — 364 men, 23 officers,
and two flying cadets — landed in Liverpool, England,
on a bleak Christmas Day, 1917.

They had had nearly five months’ training at Omaha,
Neb., and had undergone an uncomfortable trans-
Atlantic trip aboard the English-manned S.S. Tunisian.
The trip was marked by poor food, crowded quarters, the
discomfort of having to wear life preservers constantly,



s World War 1

and the mystery of an unannounced destination.

It was December 29 when the Balloon Squadron
reached LeHavre, France, after a bitterly cold Channel
crossing on a small ship traveling at night under rigorous
“no lights” conditions.

A so-called rest campus, described by Clark as “just
about as desolate a place as I could imagine,”” was the
squadron’s initial quarters in France.

On reaching Chalons-sur-Marne a week later, he
wrote:

“Ifeel at least 10 years older than two days ago. I doubt
if anything I may ever attempt to do in the United States
can ever bother me much after this. Taking 91 men and
their equipment across France in the face of the French
railroad system, which seemed determined to split us up
and send us to all parts of France, is certainly the worst
task I was ever up against.”

Initially the squadron was stationed at Vademy, a tiny
ruined village about six miles from the front line. There,
struggling with conditions imposed by roads covered
with one or two inches of mud, the troops set about
buill((iing an American Balloon School. It was not easy
work.

Life was not made simpler by the fact that the com-
manding colonel was an infantry officer who felt, as
Clark put it, that “nothing but infantry amounts toc any-
thing.” He wanted more men for plain infantry drill and
could not understand why a balloon company included
so many specialists: chauffeurs, machine gunners, bal-
loon riggers, and telephone men, “leaving no men to
soldier with.”

Clark persuaded the colonel to send him to the French
Balloon School at Vademy.

There he learned observation techniques — with
heavy emphasis on perspective — and got thorough
instruction in balloon maneuvering and safety methods.

These came in handy some months later, on August
29, 1918, when Clark took up a newly arrived officer for
observation experience from the Balloon Company’s
location at Brouville, where they were operating as part
of the French 10th Army.

Clark was showing the new officer — a Lieutenant
Dold — how teo allow for perspective in using photo-
graphs and maps when, as the diary reports:

“The balloon jerked and started down, and simul-
taneously a 'phone call came up (from the ground crew)
that there were five hostile aircraft in the West, so that
we were being pulled down.

“We could see the German planes way off and coming
our way. While we were being pulled down, we sat on
the edge of the basket in the usual manner, and I told
Dold that if we had to jump, all he needed to do was to
drop or jump over the side, first pulling out the tele-
phone plug connection.

“This was just in the way of general information,
without any idea of jumping, assuming that as usual the
planes would veer off when they were two or three
kilometers off.

“We were down to 500 meters when I noticed that one
plane had drawn considerably ahead of the others and
apparently had burst into flames. I was very astonished
at this as there were no anti-aircraft bursts near, and told
Dold: ‘Why that plane has caught on fire.’

“Then I realized that the plane was shooting at us
through the propeller with its two machine guns, and
was driving straight at us. The flame from the guns was
making two bright spots, and the smoke of the two lines
of tracer bullets coming our way looked like waves of
smoke coming off the airplane.

“It seemed almost at the same moment that the tracer
bullets began to zip by us, and I heard our six machine
guns start to chatter as they opened fire on the German
plane, and I had time for a thrill as I realized that for the
first time we were actually engaged in combat with one
of the Boche.

“The tracer bullets resembled angry little fireflies zip-
ping by with the noise of a mad hornet, the tracer show-
ing as a bright pink spot and leaving a little curlicue of
smoke which hung in the air for a moment.

I told Dold to jump. He was somewhat excited and
upset by this and began to expostulate, and I started to
climb back into the basket to push him off, when he
dropped over the side.

“Almost immediately I saw his parachute open and
slid off myself. The senior observer is supposed to wait
about two seconds before going off after the other in
order to permit the lower one’s parachute to have plenty
of time to get out of the way, and I was conscious of

Men on the ground are letting go of basket so
the balloon can start its ascent. The men in the
basket took along gas masks and parachutes
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Birge Clark is barely visible as his balloon
floats aloft. The hydrogen-filled balloons
usually were raised to a height of 3,000 feet.
Clark once almost blew into enemy territory

lingering an extra moment, hoping to allow for these two
seconds but not really thinking I had waited that long.

“Afterwards on the ground, they told me that it
seemed as though I had waited four or five seconds, and
they were afraid that I might have been hit by one of the
bullets.

“I felt as if I had fallen off the roof of the house for a
moment, and then the parachute popped open and I was
floating down slowly. It is surely a wonderful and most
satisfying feeling after you have jumped out of a balloon
to feel the parachute opening and coming down slowly.
It is hard to find any other to compare to it which feels as
good. . ..

“I could see Dold’s parachute a little below me and to
one side. Being heavier, I rapidly overtook him and
shouted out to him that if he would kick out a little, he
would stop oscillating, as he seemed to be swinging
around and around in a circle.

“The German plane was tipped up on its side and
heading back to Germany and the anti-aircraft guns were
putting a barrage around the balloon somewhat tardily
but with a terrific racket.

“Then I dropped into the woods, falling through a tree
which caught the parachute so that my feet just touched
the ground. The limbs then sprang back and left me
suspended about three or four feet in the air. I at once cut
the rope with the knife tied to the harness and dropped
down. Dold dropped just a few seconds after I did, but
nearly 100 yards away.”

The company doctor and ground crew rushed to the
rescue, as they thought one of us had been hit.

“The attention I received for the next few moments
was very flattering, and the whole affair made me terr-
ibly happy and excited,” Clark commented.

He had not been down more than two minutes when a
phone call came from the major in charge of Army in-
telligence.

‘“Lieutenant Clark,” the major said, “‘your balloon has
just been attacked by a German airplane and broke in
two.”

“Yes, I know it, and I was in the balloon.”

“Where are you now?” the major asked.

“I merely said, ‘Here on the ground.’ I was mad for a
week that I hadn’t thought to say ‘in hell.’ ”

The balloon hadn’t broken in two. Jerking the balloon
down at top speed had caused it to buckle and to appear
to have broken in two. When the balloon was hauled
down, there were eight bullet holes in the fabric.

When a balloon had been attacked and the observers
had jumped, the ground crew put an open pulley wheel
on the cable. The wheel was attached to a “‘maneuvering
spider with 12 cotton ropes. Three or four men would
grab each rope and race off across the fields at right
angles to the plane in which the burning balloon would
fall, so that it would not set the parachutes on fire.”

The Type R Caquoit balloon, manufactured by the
French and used in France by both the French and
American armies, was 92 feet long, 27 feet in diameter,
and held 1,000 cubic meters of hydrogen and weighed
1,000 pounds without cable or the observers. There were
air scoops at the front and rear through which the wind
inflated three large fins on the rear of the balloon. These
kept it headed directly into the wind and helped served
in the “kite action.”

As the balloon is a true kite, the harder the wind blew,
the more the balloon would try to ride up directly over
the winch. From the center of the balloon, 10 cotton
ropes dangled down for the ground crews to grab onto
after the winch had pulled the balloon down.

The steel cable that led from the winch drum to the
bridle of the balloon was the umbilical cord which also
carried telephone wires on the inside. It was this ability
to have two-way communication with the ground, parti-
cularly with a gun battery, whose fire was being ad-
justed, which gave the balloons a great advantage over
airplanes. At that time an airplane pilot could send but
could not receive, and a pilot had to fly back and try to
read messages from panels laid out on the ground. This
was something that the batteries hated to have them do,
as this gave away their location.

Normally the Allied balloons worked at 3,000 feet, but
could go up to 4,850 feet (1,500 meters) as the absolute
maximum. The higher the balloon went, the more cable
was out; and the added weight of the cable kept the
balloon from rising beyond the close to 5,000-foot peak.
At this maximum height, the balloons were particularly
vulnerable to attack, as they were out of range of the
defending machine gun crews.

Clark described the purpose of the balloon work as
two-fold: 1) to correct artillery fire, through phone re-
ports to gun crews of observed shell bursts; and 2) to
observe enemy movements. These later observations
were reported to Army operational intelligence so that
Army intelligence could analyze what was going on
behind the enemy lines.

One problem that balloonists faced was that regular
Army people, inexperienced with the limitations of bal-
loon observations, believed that observers could see far
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more detail than in fact was the case.

From 3,000 feet and at a distance of three to five miles
behind the front, a balloon observer could not see a
single person at the front, nor tell whether a dust cloud
on a road three to five miles on the German side of the
front was being made by a motorcycle or a truck.

Often Allied troops thought German balloons were the
only “eyes” the enemy had. Once a German balloon was
lowered to the ground, the Allied troops would come out
from cover, set up kitchens, and engage in other opera-
tions, all visible by telescope from distant German posi-
tions on a high hill.

Artillery guns, such as the French 155, caused such a
reaction in the air that men in a balloon far overhead felt
as though someone had hit the balloon a slap with a
board. Bigger guns had such a concussion it bounced the
observers around in the balloon basket.

The balloon crews often put the balloons up at night so
the observers would be ready at dawn for early observa-
tion of enemy activities — a cold assignment, even for
men who wore fur-lined flying suits like plane pilots.

Wind was a fearsome enemy, too, pitting the ground
crews, hanging to landing ropes, to a bitter tug-of-war on
which the fate of the balloon hung.

On September 9, 1918, Clark was almost blown into
enemy territory.

Operating from a position about 300 yards off the main
road into Mandres, Clark went aloft to look for guns the
Germans were supposed to have hidden near Mont Sec.

Here is how the diary tells the story:

“The wind had been blowing quite strongly, and they
had pulled us down once or twice when German planes
had appeared in the offing.

“We had just got word over the 'phone that we were to
be hauled down for an enemy plane, when we started
down in an almost vertical nose dive.

“The balloon had been quite flabby, and as the winch
started and the balloon nosed down, a cup formed on the
top of the nose, due to the flabby condition, and we went
into a dive just the way a boy’s kite sometimes dives
when he is trying to start it up.

“An experienced winch driver always let the cable out
a little under these circumstances, but this bright guy
continued to haul us down, and we came down from
3,000 to 200 feet in considerably less than a minute. . . .

“The balloon rolled over so far that the basket went up
against the side of the balloon and the various ropes
dragged all around us. We both dropped down into the
basket and caught hold of toggles.

“We rolled up so far on the side of the balloon that we
could look right out.

“Just below us I saw a French officer on horseback, his
horse standing on its hind legs in a perfect paroxysm of
fright.

“One of the lookouts who had a plank on top of a dead
tree had slid around under his plank, and for a moment it
locked as though we would crash into both him and the
Frenchman.

“That was the bottom of our arc, however, and we
started up equally fast. We knew that if the winch driver
did not start to pay out the cable before we reached the
top, the cable would surely break, and the wind was
blowing straight for Germany.

“When we had rolled so far, one parachute had tipped
up and come over the side of the basket, and the rigging
was in quite a mess; so we were afraid to trust our
parachutes, and the wind was blowing so strongly that
we certainly would go over the German lines before we
could valve the balloon down.

“Just before we reached the top, the winch driver
started paying out, and we came to a moderately gradual
stop.”

Through a foul-up both in communications and op-
erations, the balloon was not pulled down immediately.

As Clark put it, “We were left in the delightful situa-
tion of being 3,000 feet in the air with damaged para-
chutes and lively expectations that some Boche plane
would attack us if the pilot saw that we were not pulled
down on his approach.”

Clark’s diary, written in 1919 after a review of the
official company diary, supplemented by information
from long letters written home, is full of lively commen-
tary on the military scene.

In the interest of secrecy, his balloon was known as
“hawk,” but other code nomenclature scunded suspi-
ciously as if someone with a considerable sense of
humor had assigned the names. The Army Division it-
self was called “Bonehead.” So if one wanted to spesk to
the commanding officer, one would ask for “Bonehead
Number One.”

Another regiment was known as ‘“‘Rascals,” and it
must have been fun for a junior officer to ask for “Rascal
Number One.”

Cities did not escape either. The city of Tours was
known as “Podunk.”

Clark’s company was supplied with carrier pigeons
for use in case telephone lines failed.

The company was supposed to make all sorts of re-
ports on everything: the number of batteries seen firing;
the number of targets on which the balloon observers
had given correcting information; the number of tubes of
hydrogen on hand; and how many trucks were operable.

When the company’s balloon wasn't inflated, Clark
still had to make reports, and so — since he couldn’t
keep the pigeons more than 48 hours, or they would
forget their way home to the message center — Clark
would send some “rather facetious messages” by carrier
pigeon.

He later visited the Corps center at Army headquarters
and found the messages pinned up on the general bulle-
tin board.

View of Clark’s balloon at 3,000 feet taken
from an airplane above Etalons, France
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“Everyone thought that the facetious part was in code
and they didn’t have many messages to stick up; so they
had to stick up everything they got.”

Clark was often amused by the behavior of Allied
troops.

“The French soldiers who are around have an eye out
for vegetables and rabbits. We saw several with their
hands full of vegetables, and one who had a pair of
rabbits by their ears in one hand and a ccuple of cab-
bages in the other.”

In late September 1918, when the Allied drive was
kicked off in the Argonne Forest, six of the American
balloons were shot down — every balloon in the First
Army alignment.

While the service had its perils, it also had its mo-
. ments of humor.

One such incident involved the use of a horn about
three feet long that was part of the balloon basket equip-
ment, for emergency signaling to the ground in case the
telephone connection had broken and the people on the
ground didn’t know this.

As Clark tells the story:

“It was a calm sunny morning with so much haze that
we really couldn’t see anything beyond our front lines.
The men were lying on the ground sleeping, as we could
see through the field glasses. (George) Carroll blew a
good blast on the horn and then watched through the
glasses.

“It took nearly three seconds for the sound to reach
them and it certainly had a most galvanic effect. Every-
one leaped into the air and started tearing around. The
lookouts thought that a German plane was attacking us,
which they hadn’t seen. The whole maneuvering group
rushed with the open pulley block and Winkelman was
so excited he couldn’t ask us what was wrong.

“We could hear him making little clicks and stutters
over the phone. Lagan on the ground was pretty mad at
us and said we should have phoned down first and said
we were going to try out the horn instead of scaring them
to death.”

Clark and his colleagues saw many dogfights between
German and Allied planes.

They often saw the red planes of Richthofen’s “Flying
Circus” and on September 18, 1918, they had a visit from
one of the top U.S. aces, Eddie Rickenbacker. He visited
the balloon company to see if he could get confirmation
for a plane he had brought down.

“Luckily,” Clark reports, “it was one our ground
observer had seen fall. So we wrote out a confirmation
and I signed it.”

Allied pilots were not given credit for German planes
they shot down unless the hit was confirmed by two
other planes or some observation post saw the plane
actually hit the ground.

The French were amazed at the Americans’ interest in
bathing. One time when the balloon company impro-
vised a bath house by building a screened area in a small
creek at Marigny, this was a local sensation.

“As soon as the news spread through the village of
what we were doing, all the able-bodied people who
could possibly get away came down and stood on the
bank and had mild hysterics over the craziness of the
Americans,” the diary reports.

“The French girls were far less embarrassed than the
soldiers and seemed to consider it good sport to get
down to the water’s edge and try to peer under the
canvas, until we had to put out a couple of sentries to
keep them away.”

Clark never was persuaded that the French really
understood French.

He found one stationmaster who could not under-
stand the name of the balloon company, although Clark
said at least 50 times “Compagnie de balon quarante-
huit.” The stationmaster simply said ‘“‘Comprends pas”
and waved his arms. When Clark got back to his camp,
he told his commanding officer about the experience
and the latter was incensed.

“He said I pronounced everything exactly right,”
Clark wrote.

As the commanding officer put it, “It is such imbeciles
as this who cannot understand even plain French who
have cost France thousands of lives. I shall make a report
of it to the General commanding the Tenth French
Army.,’

Americans who have had to deal with Parisian taxicab
drivers will sympathize with these complaints.

The diary vividly recalls the final hours of the war.

At a time when the troops knew on November 10,
1918, that the Armistice was signed effective at 11 a.m.
the next day, the balloon of Clark’s company was shot
down.

This was the only instance when it was clear that the
German pilot was shooting at the parachuting balloonist
— “probably bitterness due to losing the war.”

As the diary reports these closing moments of useless
violence:

“Up until 11 o’clock (November 11) all the artillery in
our sector, including railroad guns, fired furiously,
mostly blindly; at eleven they ceased absolutely.”

Clark wrote:

“I have a rather peculiar feeling. Heaven knows that I
am enormously thankful the war is over, but neverthe-
less I feel as though my occupation is entirely gone, and
the idea of turning back to civilian life seems like an
awful jump. I really have got accustomed to fighting, life
in the open, running a balloon company, with a lot of
men, trucks, etc., and it is going to leave a rather gone
feeling for awhile I think.”

He came home and went to work immediately as an
architect working on the Stanford campus home of Her-
bert Hoover, later to become 31st president of the United
States. The home, now a national and state historic land-

. mark, was given by Mr. Hoover to Stanford as the home

of the University’s presidents in 1945.

And Clark went on to a busy architectural career that
took him all over the West and brought him many
honors.

“I was totally wrong,” Clark admits in the closing
comments in his diary, ‘“as I was starting on an
architectural practice which would be stimulating, re-
warding, and often fun and exciting, though once in a
while, when faced with some problem which seemed
harsh and threatening, I would recall the freezing night
with a troop train in France, and say, ‘Well, at least
everyone is going to talk English.” ” B
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A 1982 portrait of Birge with a
poster of the Lou Henry Hoover
House in the background.
Photo by Carolyn Caddes

The Clark family in about 1916
(from left): Grace, David,
Esther, Birge, Don, and Arthur.
Arthur Clark was 2 prominent
member of the early faculty at
Stanford

Birge: After the war

As an observation balloon pilot in
World War I he was shot down by a Ger-
man pilot and won the Silver Star for gal-
lantry in action.

This is a little known aspect of the life
of Birge Clark, 14, who is better known
for his architectural work on Palo Alto
and Stanford buildings.

Birge, at 93, still lives in the Palo Alto
home he designed and built 49 years ago.

Active professionally until the early
1980s, he walked with the firm step of a
young man until slowed down by a
bruised hip suffered this past April in a
Fijian hotel shower. This injury inter-
rupted his participation in a South Seas
cruise sponsored by the Stanford Alumni
Association’s travel / study program.

The injury prevented him from presid-
ing, for the first time in 12 years, at the
Campus Conference induction of the
Half-Century Club.

Birge’s World War I experiences were a
prelude to a professional life devoted to
architecture.

On returning home after the Armistice,
he went to work as an architect assisting
his father in the design and construction
of the Herbert Hoovers’ campus home,

drawing and architectural drafting.

The senior Clark, who as mayor of
Mayfield had gained a reputation for the
courageous and tactful manner in which
he had accomplished the closing of
Mayfield’s saloons, gained further prom-
inence in early Stanford affairs as chair-
man of the Committee on Student Affairs.

The work of this committee and the
turbulent controversy with students over
drinking problems on and off campus
occupy 16 pages in the chapter on “The
Problem of Liquor” in Orrin L. Elliott’s
Stanford University — The First Twenty-
Five Years.

For his conduct in this affair, Arthur
Clark won high praise from President jor-
dan as “a just, patient and courageous
man.”

Birge’s wife, Lucile, '18, like Birge, was
the offspring of a Stanford professor, Sid-
ney D. Townley, astronomer/mathemati-
cian. She died jan. 4, 1986. The Clarks
had been married 63 years.

Birge’'s contributions te Stanford
architecture — besides his work on the
Lou Henry Hoover House — include the
Seeley G. Mudd Chemistry Building,
headquarters for the Chemistry Depart-

now a historic landmark and the resi-
dence of Stanford’s president.

Birge’s father, Arthur B. Clark, joined
the Stanford faculty in 1892, teaching

ment, dedicated in 1977, and the three
John Stauffer laboratories for organic che-
mistry, physical chemistry, and chemical
engineering, all built in the late 1960s.

Birge on graduation day at Stanford in
1914, Years earlier, as a young boy, he
occasionally saw Jane Stanford riding
around campus in her carriage
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Birge and his father also were the
architects for many faculty homes.

Birge’s principal works in Palo Alto,
among the more than 30 he designed, in-
clude the old police and fire station, now
the Senior Citizens Center; the President
Hotel; the Palo Alto Post Office; the Palo
Alto Community Center; the Hewlett-
Packard plant; the Palo Alto Medical
Clinic; and the Northern California Sav-
ings and Loan Building, recently remod-
eled much to Birge’'s distress. He de-
scribes the redone building as “a pink
monstrosity.”

A unique feature of Birge’s professional
work has been his close personal ties to
his clients.

Birge and his wife were good friends of
the Herbert Hoovers, whom they visited
in the White House. The Clarks were
among the close friends invited to the
Hoover House to listen to the returns of
the 1928 and 1932 elections.

Birge was a close friend of Charles and
Kathleen Norris. Their former home, now
the Newman Center for Stanford Catholic
students, stands at the corner of Cowper
and Melville streets and is one of the
Clark-designed Palo Alto residences.

He also was a close friend of Lucy
Stern, the great Palo Alto benefactor
whose gifts made the Community Center
possible and whose Cowper Street home

he designed.

Not only was he close to the Palo Alto
physicians who founded the Palo Alto
Medical Clinic, but one of them was his
younger sister, Dr. Esther Clark, who, like
Birge, grew up in Palo Alto.

In 1926, she became one of the first
pediatricians to set up practice on the
Peninsula. Later she was asked by Dr.
Russel V. Lee and Dr. Fritz Roth to join
them in founding the clinic.

Birge is a 1910 graduate of Palo Alto
High School. Thirty-eight of his 42 fellow
graduates went on to Stanford, which at
the time was tuition-free, with the added
advantage that students could live at
home.

Curiously, with all his local ties, Birge
was born in San Francisco. His mother’s
cbstetrician preferred hospital to home
births. So Birge was born in the Women’s
and Children’s Hospital in San Francisco
on April 16, 1893.

He has no birth certificate. It was des-
troyed in the San Francisco earthquake
and fire.

Birge describes his life as “‘stimulating,
rewarding, and exciting,” which it cer-
tainly was when he was shot down in an
observation balloon by a German pilot’s
machine gun bullets.

—Frederic 0. Glover

Birge and his wife of 63 years,
the late Lucile Townley Clark

Birge is still sp
83, and often a

X
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s I
N Some of the things modern Californians do for recrea-
St Or 1 tion were done by Californians who lived before the time
of Christ. But for very different reasons.

. They had what today would be called summer homes,
l l nks but theirs were strictly utilitarian, on the spot for season-
revea S 1 al hunting and plant-food gathering.

They had what we would call saunas, but theirs were

M b underground sweat-houses used for spiritual purifica-
with ancient

They smoked, but this was usually part of a religious
o * ritual.
a 1 Omlarls What is true of the people of both eras is that they
share a strong environmental ethic.
These facts are indicated by many excavations, in-
cluding the archeological digs that have been going on
by Donald Stokes along the banks of the San Francisquito Creek for six
years, intensively for the last 18 months.
Discoveries already made, including human remains,
indicate that modifications may be necessary in the Uni-
versity’s plan to build a major housing complex on a
45-acre area of land called Stanford West, between Sand
Hill Road and the creek.
The long-term research project may go on for several
generations, says John Rick, assistant professor of

Anthropologist John Rick stands in hole he and

students have dug on Stanford land near San [EDITORS’ NOTE: Donald Stokes, who died in July, wrote this
Francisquito Creek as part of their search for story for Campus Report in April]
clues about early Californians
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anthropology who directs the dig with Barbara Bocek,
campus archeologist.

After a halt during heavy winter rains, digging re-
sumed in early April and continues every Saturday.

Rick and Bocek are members of a task force set up by
Stanford to study the full implications of the project.
The group is asked to recommend a course of action that
will best accommodate the conflicting needs of research
and housing.

Chairman of the task force is statistics Prof. Lincoln
Moses, associate dean of humanities and sciences. The
committee is expected to report within a few months,
after which time Provost James Rosse will consider what
course to adopt.

“This is very exciting work,” says Rick, “as this is the
last open area along a Peninsula creekbed that is still
available for research. It is a unique window through
which we can look at the lives of those who preceded us.

“Most of our digging so far has gone down to a depth
which suggests that humans lived there between 1,000
and 2,000 years ago. Now we will go deeper, possibly to
levels where there is evidence of human habitation up to
6,000 years ago.

“If we do find proof of human habitation that long ago,
it will be from a time when San Francisco Bay had a very
different shape and possibly did not exist at all.”

The remains of two humans have been found on the
site. They date back more than 1,000 years.

The early Californians moved to various locations
during the year to take advantage of the seasonal varia-
tions in flora and fauna. Sometimes they went to the
bayshore to get shellfish or to catch fish in fiber nets.

When the great flocks of migratory birds passed along
the bay on their seasonal migrations, the humans would
use fiber nets to trap some of them. At other times they
probably climbed across what is now called Skyline
Ridge to visit the Pacific seashore, where they collected
abalone and mussels.

Because of the considerable amount of sandy shellfish
and gritty plants that they ate, their teeth were ground
down in the chewing process, and by the time they were
middle-aged their teeth had often been worn to the
gums.

They wore skins and woven plant-fiber clothing, and
probably slept under blankets of similar nature. Occa-
sionally they hunted deer and other animals, using
arrows and spears with stone tips. Most of their diet,
however, was vegetarian or seafood.

They ground up much of their food in remarkably
well-made mortars that show a high degree of workman-
ship. Lacking ceramics, they wove baskets of many
different types, including watertight vessels.

The first Californians constructed a type of sauna,
which was built into the ground. These were not only
used for cleansing but as an important part of their
ceremonial and religious life.

They built reed boats in which they were able to move
around the bay.

The Californians on the Peninsula belonged to a lin-
guistic group called the Costanoan. The group extended
from what is now San Francisco down to Big Sur.

John Rick, assistant
professor of anthropology

Descendants of the native Californians of the Peninsu-
la area have adopted the name Ohlone to refer to them-
selves and their ancestors.

There were many other subgroups or tribelets, each of
which had its own variation of the language, and its own
customs and rituals.

Generally the tribelets were friendly, and marriage
between neighbors was common, as a means of avoiding
inbreeding. However, clashes did occur, and human
remains have been found in California that still have
stone weapons embedded in them.

There is evidence that tobacco was grown. Probably
this was for general use, as smoking was primarily re-
lated to religious rituals.

Material from the dig may reveal a changing pattern of
land use by early people in the Bay Area. The diggers are
fortunate because sediment at the site appears to have
been laid down rapidly by the regular flooding of San
Francisquito Creek.

This means that the successive layers of material were
covered up before they could be jumbled up by rodents
burrowing through the topsoil.

In deference to the sensibilities of native Americans of
today, the Rick-Bocek team does not intend to move
human remains found on the site. They are examined,
then left to rest for more centuries.

Approximately 40 workers, mostly students, are tak-
ing part in the dig. Stanford is one of the few universities
that has an ongoing archeological project on its own
land. It intends to make it a permanent part of its re-
sources.

Rick’s class, ‘“Archeological Fieldwork Methods,”
will work on the site this year, and Bocek will teach it
next year. Future generations of students are expected tg
uncover more and more of the relics of the early Califor-
nians. @

This is a combined spring-summer issue of Sandstone
and Tile. The editors, both of whom have been suffering

from overwork and Centennialitis, thank Historical
Society officers and members for their patience. The
next Sandstone and Tile will appear during fall.
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Don Carlson, 47,
official defender
of Band, retires

Don Carlson, longtime Stanford staffer
who also served as University liaison
with the Historical Society, retired with a
rousing sendoff in April. A 1947 graduate
of Stanford, he had worked for the Uni-
versity since 1951.

More than 200 friends and colleagues
attended a banquet in his honor hosted by
the Office of Public Affairs at the club-
house of the Stanford Golf Course.

Highlight of the evening was a surprise
performance by the Stanford Band and
Dollies. It was fitting that they came, for
over the years Carlson had spent untold
hours writing letters defending the Band
in response to complaints from alumni
and others.

Following the performance, Stephen
Peeps, Carlson’s successor as director of
University relations, read a fictitious let-
ter supposedly written the next day by
Carlson complaining that the Band dis-
rupted his retirement party.

“That scruffy group broke into the par-
ty unannounced, and proceeded to dis-
rupt the program with its loud noises,” he

Party time

Stanford Band provides a deafening salute to
Don Carlson at his retirement party in the
Stanford Golf Course clubhouse

read. “How much longer can you con-
tinue to allow such rabble to represent a
great University?”

The crowd roared with laughter.

Saying he would draw heavily on the
work of his predecessor, Peeps held up a
stack of Carlson’s Band-related corres-
pondence that was at least a foot high.

Also paying tribute to Carlson at the
party were David Jacobson, Robert M.
Rosenzweig, Robert E. Freelen, Frederic
0. Glover, Lyle Nelson, and H. Donald
Winbigler.

Colleagues presented Carlson a Macin-
tosh computer.

At another party in his honor, Historic-
al Society board and extended board
members saluted Carlson for his decade
of devoted service to the Society and
awarded him an honorary membership.

Carlson and his wife, Corrine, are
spending their first year of retirement in
Taos, N.M., then will return to their cam-
pus home. Sandstone and Tile editors
have informed Carlson that he is expected
to put his Macintosh to use writing for the
publication when he returns to campus.

At his retirement party, Don
Carlson receives congratula-
tions from Don Winbigler, now
Historical Society president

Stephen Peeps
succeeds Carlson

Stephen Peeps, now director of Uni-
versity relations in Stanford’s Office of
Public Affairs, is the new University
liaison with the Historical Society.

One of his key responsibilities in the
next several years is to implement Uni-
versity plans for celebration of the
centennial.

Peeps earned his bachelor’s degree in
English from Stanford in 1874 and a mas-
ter’s in education from Harvard in 1981.

Before accepting his current position,
Peeps held a variety of other positions at
Stanford, including associate director of
admissions, assistant to the president,
associate director of foundation and
corporate relations, and associate direc-
tor of medical development. &

Stephen Peeps



Annual meeting

Society celebrates
10th anniversary

The Historical Society celebrated the
10th anniversary of its founding at a re-
ception in the new home of the University
Archives with toasts to the Society and
specifically to its founding president, the
late Prof. James T. Watkins IV.

As she made the ceremonial first cut in
a large sheet cake, founding member Ros
Bacon paid tribute to Watkins, “who was
the person who really inspired us all.” A
rousing toast followed.

The moving tribute to the much-loved
history professor followed a toast by prog-
ram chairman George Knoles, who said
the Society was “brought to life in 1976
and (is) now a sturdy 10 years of age. May
it continue to grow and prosper during
the second decade of its existence as it
seeks to fulfill the dreams and aspirations
of its founders.”

During the annual meeting preceding
the anniversary reception, the Historical
Society was honored with a certificate
from the Stanford Associates commend-
ing the 10th anniversary.

Representing the Associates’ Board of
Governors, Jean Coblentz presented the
certificate, recognizing the Society’s
“central concern for and enrichment of
Stanford’s history,” to outgoing Historic-
al Society President Bruce Wiggins.

She said the “future looks clearer if it is
held up to the past.” The list of founders
of the Historical Society ‘“reads like a
who’s who of Stanford,” she said.

The Associates and the Historical Soci-
ety share a common love of Stanford and
are made up of members who donate their
time to the University, she added.

During his remarks, Wiggins recounted
the history of the Society’s founding.

An organizational meeting held Aug.
21, 1975, attracted 15 individuals: Pete
Allen, Ros Bacon, Eleanor Bark, Dick and
Sue Blois, Don Carlson, Fred Glover, Har-
vey and Marion Hall, Ralph Hanson, Tom
Newell, Dorothy Regnery, Susan Rosen-
berg, Jim Watkins, and Marge Weigle.

A number of the organizers did not
attend the next meeting, but one new per-
son did: the Rev. Rabb Minto.

At a meeting Jan. 22, 1976, Walt Peter-
son joined the group.

A publicity campaign began and a for-
mal membership meeting open to all was
called for May 4, 1976. By the end of the
first public meeting, 215 had joined the
Society.

In his annual report to the Society, Wig-
gins reviewed the Society’s two major
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Jean Coblentz presents Stanford
Associates’ commendation to Society
President Bruce Wiggins at the May 25
annual meeting

purposes: 1) to collect and preserve the
history of the University, and 2) to en-
courage knowledge and understanding of
that history and the ideals of the institu-
tion’s founders.

Membership in the Society has grown
to 998, thanks to the work of membership
committee chairman Jackie Miller, he
said. During the past year, special mail-
ings about the Society were sent to 135
alumni clubs. More than 200 letters were
sent to potential members whose names
were submitted by board members, and
all members of the Board of Trustees re-
ceived copies of the Sandstone and Tile.

The Society ended fiscal 1985 with a
balance of $185,264.

Wiggins said the Society lent the
“Mayfield Curtain,” which used to hang
in the Faculty Club, to University Bank
and Trust, whose new building is under
construction at the corner of Ramona and
Lytton in Palo Alto. The asbestos curtain,
displaying old Palo Alto and Mayfield
advertisements, is to be restored by the
bank and hung behind the teller line.

Other projects Wiggins discussed in-
cluded:

@ Founding Grant — Displayed as part
of the centennial of the founding last
November;

® Sacramento house — Dorothy F.
Regnery acknowledged for her pres-
ervation efforts;

® Drinking fountains — Marjorie Ray, a
new member of the Society, saluted for
donating funds to restore drinking foun-
tains at the four corners of the Inner Quad;

@ Oral History Project — Additional
funding obtained and more than 50 com-
pleted histories now published;

@ Buttery — Acknowledged Chet Berry
for work calling attention to the historic
value of the Peter Coutts structure. The
Buttery is to be preserved as part of a new
graduate student housing complex;

® Students — Acknowledged student
Bob Honeycutt for his diligent work

furthering student interest in Stanford
history; and

& Historic Values Index — Group
formed to develop criteria by which to
judge historic value of structures and
sites at Stanford. B

Cormnell game among
centennial plans

A commission appointed by President
Donald Kennedy two years ago to help
“plan an appropriate way to honor the
centennial” is completing its work and
will soon make final recommendations,
its chairman, Prof. Eugene Webb, told
Historical Society members at the May 25
annual meeting.

The Presidential Centennial Planning
Committee, a broad-based committee rep-
resenting alumni, faculty, staff, students,
Stanford Associates, and community
members, is committed “both to the intel-
lectual being that is this marvelous place
and to the sense of celebration the centen-
nial represents,” Webb said.

Recommendations covering three
phases of the centennial will be made.
Part of the committee is developing
priorities for 1987, including the May cor-
nerstone-laying ceremony. A second
group is studying 1988-1990, and a third
group will report about possibilities for
the “full-bore’” celebration in 1991.

One activity definitely on the calendar
for 1991 is a football game with Corneli,
“celebrating the long affiliation between
the two schools,” Webb said.

He said there was a proposal to have a
replica of the first Big Game, including
period football uniforms with the “very
inadequate protection they wore and
hope nobody gets hurt. This will be im-
peded only by the liability considera-
tion,” he said to much laughter. “The
Athletics Department shudders about
this,” he added.

He said a local group of carriage collec-
tors has offered to appear at a 1991 event
dressed in period costumes and riding
their horse-drawn carriages.

In the arts, an anonymous donor has
contributed money for the University to
commission four pieces of music. All four
composers are Stanford alumni.

The centennial is a time ““to have fun, to
celebrate the intellectual quality, but also
to remember that this is a social world
and a special culture that is Stanford. We
want to do it well.” B
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Sacramento house

i

Jane Stanford's ernate bedroom
in Sacramento {(left} and the
same view (above)] more than
100 years later. The door at left
was part of a later remodeling

Society gives $5,000 toward

Sacramento house drawings

A team from the Historic American
Building Service is spending 12 weeks in
Sacramento this summer making mea-
sured drawings of Leland and Jane Stan-
ford’s house as a first step in a long-
awaited restoration of the 1857 building,
which is not far from the California State
Capitol.

The effort is being underwritten by
$5,000 from the Stanford Historical Soci-
ety and $10,000 from the State Depart-
ment of Parks and Recreation.

The measured drawings will provide a
record of the house as it now stands.

Meanwhile, California Gov. George
Deukmejian’s 1986-87 budget includes
$320,000 for the state architect to make
drawings that will be followed during the
upcoming restoration.

1t is not clear when restoration of the
building might begin or what it will cost.
The state’s latest lease with the Sisters of
Social Service, who have occupied the
building since 1933, is due to expire in
1987.

The Stanford House at 800 N Street, one
of the few remaining structures in Sac-
ramento dating from the 1850s, has come
to symbolize an era of Sacramento history

and has attracted the attention of local
preservationists, led by Dorothy F. Reg-
nery of the Stanford Historical Society.

As part of the increased attention
accorded the structure, the National Park
Service has announced its intention to
declare the house a national historic land-
mark, and a bronze plaque labeling the
house as State Historical Landmark No.
614 is being installed Aug. 1, fully 29
years after the landmark status officially
was conferred.

Stanford’s Sacramento Alumni Club
donated $500 toward the state plaque. A
national plaque may be added as early as
next April.

Last spring, the State Parks Department
hosted a recepticn at the house to recruit
local residents to serve as docents when
restoration of the house is complete.
Approximately 50 of those attending
were Stanford alumni.

In an illustrated lecture to the Historic-
al Society in March, Regnery showed rare
photographs of the house’s interior and
exterior. She also summarized the history
of the house and discussed difficulties
facing preservationists.

The house was purchased by the Stan-

fords in 1861, four years after it was de-
signed in Italian Renaissance style by
Seth Babson for Shelton C. Fogus, a Sac-
ramento merchant. The Stanfords re-
mained there until 1863, during which
time Leland Stanford served as governor
of California and used part of the house as
his executive office.

The house continued to function as the
governor’s office when the Stanfords
leased it to Frederick F. Low, who suc-
ceeded Stanford as governor. The Stan-
fords returned in 1867 and Leland Stan-
ford Jr. was born in the house in 1868.

In 1869, the Stanfords commissioned a
dramatic renovation of the house in the
decorative Second Empire style, with a
mansard roof and deeply set dormer win-
dows constructed over the original flat
roof. The house was raised one story to
protect it from future floods, and a grand
horseshoe staircase was added leading to
the second floor entrance. The new
ground floor served as a ballroom.

The house remained mostly unused af-
ter the Stanfords moved to San Francisco
in 1873.

In 1900, Jane Stanford deeded the
house and furnishings to the Roman





















