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HeaAaD OF
THE FAMILY

am a very lucky man. I have had the kind of wonderful life

that many people dream about—TI've traveled the world many
times over, befriended celebrities, run several successful businesses
that ensured I haven’t had to worry about money, fathered a terrific
daughter and become a grandfather, and have dedicated a good
portion of my life to my passion of collecting art. But this life
didn’t spring forth from nowhere. It started with the best possible
foundation: two loving parents.

My father, Alec W. Ebsworth, started out with the most
auspicious beginning an Englishman can have. He was born in
Windsor Castle.

His father was a Grenadier Guard, one of the five regiments
of the British army that form the Queens Foot Guards. He
commanded the guards at Windsor Castle, and he and my grand-
mother lived there—the largest occupied castle in the world and

official residence of the queen. The castle was 800 vears old by
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then and run with such precision that an official measuring stick
was used to calculate the distance from each chair to each table.

“How glamorous!” people usually say when I tell them this,
and I'm tempted to leave it at that, but in the interest of honesty,
I'll disclose that they lived in the casements, which is a fancy word
for cells. Cold stone must have made it a terrible place to live, but
still, my dad was born in the castle’s infirmary right across from
St. George'’s Chapel.

On the other side of the family, my maternal grandfather and
namesake had a remarkable history of his own. I seemingly inher-
ited his entrepreneurial spirit in addition to his name. He ran the
passenger side of St. Louis Union Station when it opened in 1892.
His ticket agents wrote train tickets, and one of them complaincd
of feeling overburdened: “People come to the office wanting to
know all about St. Louis, and we don't have time to write tickets.”

This was the impetus for my grandfather to start the first tour-
ist information bureau in the United States. He built it just so he
could direct people somewhere away from his ticket agents when
they wanted to ask questions about the city.

Shortly thereafter, it was announced that the World’s Fair was
coming to St. Louis in 1904. Could the employees at the infor-
mation kiosk handle the extra traffic? They were dubious. “We're
going to be swamped!” they told him. And they were right, of
course. The title “the World's Fair” was accurate in more ways than
one: not only would displays of cultural artifacts and technological
advances be presented from all over the world but also the world

was coming to St. Louis. Nearly 20 million people made the trip,
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with an average daily attendance of 100,000. That was a rather
significant influx of bewildered tourists roaming around the city
in search of guidance.

In response to the expected demand, my grandfather wrote
the first-known guidebook to a city in the United States. The cover
displayed his photo—he was bald by the time he was 29—and a
big question mark. The title was Ask Barney about St. Louis. He
figured this would move people through the information bureau
faster and keep the place orderly.

When people ask me today about the genesis of my interest
in the travel industry, I have to wonder whether my family back-
ground played a role. Did it come from my maternal or paternal
side of the family? One grandfather living in Windsor Castle, the
other starting a tourism information bureau and writing a travel
guidebook—maybe it came from both sides.

My parents aren’t the most likely couple; after all, my father’s
family tree had its roots in England, and my mother was from St.
Louis. When my father was young, his father was a brigadier gen-
eral in the British army and fought in France in World War 1. He
had been wounded twice in the Boer War (1898-1899). 1 had sur-
mised that if you were wounded back then, you had little chance of
survival because of the poor state of medicine. After all, you could
die from stepping on a rusty nail. Yet he not only survived but also
lived to fight in World War I, where he was wounded twice more.
He received the Military Cross, the second-highest award for valor
in the British army (second only to the Victorian Cross). Then, six

weeks shy of the end of the war, he was shot again and killed.
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‘That was very unfortunate for his family but not as unfortunate
tor me, because if he had not been killed, 1 almost certainly never
would have been born.

When my grandfather left for war, my dad was 10 years old,
with two younger siblings and a third on the way. They were a
military family run with strict discipline. I don't believe my dad
had much of a childhood even before the war, but certainly the
time was a stressful one for him when his father was gone.

My fantasy has always been that before my grandfather left,
he patted my dad on the head and said, “Alec, you're the head of
the family now.”

When my grandfather was killed, that made my father's role
permanent. My dad was just 14,and now he had a younger brother
and two younger sisters. The weighty sense of responsibility got to
him, and he announced to his family that he wanted to emigrate
to the United States.

“Finish high school first,” his mother told him. “Then spend
one year in Cambridge. After that, you can make up your mind
about whether to go.”

So that’s exactly what he did. He finished his one year in
Cambridge and then left for St. Louis. Why St. Louis? His
maternal grandmother, whom he called Gran, was married to
a sea captain who vanished at sea around India before the turn
of the century. So she remarried William Ailen, a master potter
from the English Midlands. In 1902, William was brought to
St. Louis to make fancy terra cotta for the World’s Fair, a cel-

ebration of the Louisiana Purchase’s one-hundredth anniversary.




- Mead of the Family —

Sixty-two nations and 43 states were represented there. After the
fair was over, they stayed—so my father had a grandmother in the
States whom he hadn’t met. That’s how he ended up in St. Louis
and staying with Gran for a while.

I'm not sure whether he knew what he was in for; Gran was
one tough cookie. Everyone was scared to death of her, adults and
kids alike. You had to watch your mouth around her or risk her
wrath, so when I met her later, I tried to keep my mouth shut.

My mom, on the other hand, had been born in St. Louis
and was the baby of the family. After her father left the railroad,
he became president of the St. Louis Railway Company, which
was really a streetcar and bus company. What this meant to my
mother, more than anything, was that he was a big mucky-muck
in the Mysterious Order of the Veiled Prophet.

The Veiled Prophet is a charitable organization started in 1878
to promote St. Louis. Each year, it orchestrates several events,
including balls and fairs, but the biggest of its attractions was the
annual parade, and the reason my grandfather was important to
the group was that it ran the parade over the streetcar tracks. With
more than a dozen elaborate floats, hundreds of costumed par-
ticipants, debutantes practicing their waves, and a marching band
competition, the parade rivals Mardi Gras. My mother loved to
take part in Veiled Prophet balls and events; I think she grew up
with a bit of a delusion of grandeur because of this. She was the
economy version of Scarlett O'Hara.

Her father had supposedly been the sergeant at arms of a
Democratic National Convention in the 1890s, and then he
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switched and became a Republican and was the sergeant at arms
of a Republican National Convention. My mother was Republican
because her father was.

She was working at the St. Louis Railway Company when my
dad was hired there, which is how they met. He was debonair and
charming; she was cute and cuddly. To top it off, my father was
super liberal, so they politically nullified each other.

I have no idea how he proposed, but knowing my dad, he
didn’t hire a band and shoot off fireworks and make a big produc-
tion out of it. They were married in March of 1933, and on July
14, 1934, my twin sister and I were born, right in the middle of
the Depression. It was 105 degrees that day when my mother was
in labor, and in those days, the men didn'’t stay in the room while
the women gave birth. They waited out in the hall for the groaning
and unpleasantries to be over. So at 10:30 in the morning, a nurse
came out and said, “Mr. Ebsworth, the first one is a girl.”

“The first one?” he said. Evidently, they had no idea they were
having more than one. The famous Dionne quintuplets had just
been born that May and made headlines, so he began to panic,
imagining five babies were about to be placed in his unprepared
arms.

Luckily, it was just one more: me. But I didn't make my
appearance until 2:30 that afternoon. All those hours in labor
with no air conditioning. If that doesnt make you love your
mother, I don't know what does.

On our birth certificates, it says, “Mother’s occupation:

Housewife. Father’s occupation: Unemployed.” We're worried
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about the 9 percent unemployment rate now, but then, it was 25
percent. My father never finished college and worked mostly cler-
ical jobs, so it was lucky that my mother’s father had done well and
was willing to help them. My mother’s bachelorette sister, Aunt
Jean, also lived with us about half the time, and she worked at the
post office and helped pay the bills.

The house, however, was always Dad’s castle. He was the more
dominant one in the household, and my mother capitulated to his
wishes. I saw her argue with him only once in my entire child-
hood. Maybe once and a half. The match wasn't an unhealthy one,
though, because my father’s dominance was good spirited.

My sister, Muriel, failed to pick up my mother’s submissive
gene. It was quickly apparent that my sister wasn't the girly-girl
type. She wasn’t big, but she was scrappy. Twin girls lived in the
apartment across from us, and when we were five and they were
six, their mother came by and said, “I'm going to the store with the
girls. Would the twins like to come with us?”

“That’s very nice,” my mother said, and she sent us oft with her.

The girls were in the backseat when we got to the car. A fight
ensued about who would get the window seats. My sister ended
up at the window, and the two six-year-old girls beat the hell out
of me. I guess I was an easier target; my sister was just intimidat-
ing. She'd stick her nose out and people would back down. She
didn’t actually fight much, but she was a tomboy who just didn’t
take nonsense from anybody.

Five days before Christmas that same year, my mother had

gone shopping and my dad was supposed to be watching us, but
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he had fallen asleep on the sofa. To occupy us, I cut all of my
twin sister’s hair off. Now, she was a very powerful force, so she
must have been in full agreement or I never would have done it. 1
still remember the look on my mother’s face when she walked in.
Aghast.

We moved to Kingshighway when I was 12, the downstairs
of a two-story flat. It had white limestone steps that we were
supposed to scrub on Saturdays and a porch out front. The liv-
ing room was average size, but the bedroom Muriel and I shared
was scarcely big enough for our bunk beds. There was just enough
room to hit the floor when you climbed down from the top bunk.
When our Aunt Jean stayed with us, she slept on a convertible
sofa bed. It was definitely . . . cozy. I didn’t really mind, though.

I can remember getting into only two fights with Muriel. The
first was during a game of softball. She was the batter, and I was
the catcher, and she let go of the bat that hit me in the stomach.
‘The other time, I lunged at her, and she sidestepped, and I hit a
concrete wall. Those were the last times I messed with Muriel.

When I was at my twenty-fifth class reunion, I remember
running into the guy who was once the grade school bully. Now
he was a CPA.

“You and I are the same size now,” I said, grabbing his tie.“You
were the bully, but I'm going to get you now.”

“Bully? I wasn't the bully,” he said.

“Yes, you were. Maybe other guys, too, but you were the real
bully.”

“No, there’s someone else in class who always terrorized me.”
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“Who?”

*Your twin sister.”

I stopped for a moment. I wasn't quite expecting that.

“So that’s why you never picked on me,” I said. “You beat on
everyone else in class, but you left me alone.”

“Right. I was afraid your sister would pound on me if I
touched you.”

I hadn't even realized that I had a protector in school. It’s a
really good thing that she was a girl, though, because I'm afraid
that if she'd been a boy, one of us would not have survived our
youth. We were both extremely competitive, but I didn't feel as
threatened by her accomplishments because she was a girl and
therefore on a different playing field.

As for me, I was an excellent student, with particular interest
in history and geography. I also collected stamps and coins. Muriel
was a very good student and an exceptional athlete as well.

Our parents were terrific parents—they were just zbere for us.
Mom was everything a mom should be, and Dad was everything
a dad should be. She was more affectionate; he was more of a
cheerleader. She was everybody’s mother. He was the buttoned-up
model of a perfect Englishman, with the accompanying difficulty
in expressing emotions. He didn't say he loved me, but that didn't
matter because I felt it all the time in his actions. I guess I've
inherited some of that, too. I can’t really imagine myself saying “1
love you” to my sister, but I do. I think she’s great.

My dad didnt verbalize his pride in me when 1 brought
home a perfect report card; it was just expected. It was just like in
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bowling—according to his view, you were supposed to bowl 2 3
game every time, and when you bowled less than that, you needeg

to improve. I expect that if 1 ever came home and said, “Dad! |

bowled 2 300 game today,” he would have responded, “How abow
the other two games>” But I still knew that he was proud,and |
knew that he would do anything for us. He became a scout leader
when I was in the Boy Scouts, and he showed up at our sports.

My mother cooked, though not very well. My dad’s idea of
cooking was just to pour sauce over everything. We certainly didnlt
live in a gourmet household. We visited local museums a couple
of times, but my parents weren't into art or theater. That was fine
with me because, like most kids my age, I would have much rather
played baseball than gone to some old museum, anyway. The first
time I can remember being talked into going to a museum was
when the St. Louis Art Museum had a 3,000-year-old mummy
with an exposed brown toe on display. Curiosity dictated that I
had to see the mummy, but I also remember having nightmares
about it coming to get me at night.

Aunt Jean took us to church on Sundays, and I acquiesced just
to be dutiful. I don't remember caring very much about church
then, but it was something I was supposed to do.

The only time I remember my dad going to church was in
February of 1952 for King George VI's memorial service. It
seemed strange to me that my father wanted to attend this ser-
vice, considering he'd been in the United States during all of
George VI’s reign. At the time, I thought, “I guess he's a loyal
Englishman.” When the movie 7be King’s Speech debuted in 2010,
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I finally understood: George VI was a stutterer, and so was my
father. It was something that was very embarrassing to him. He
felt a kinship with George VI that he never voiced. Life’s funny
that way—you just keep peeling back layers until you understand
people better, both yourself and others.

I rarely crossed my parents, and don't think I ever gave them
reason to discipline me beyond the age of eight. I also don'
remember ever being spanked, though I'm sure they probably gave
me a few swats when I was very young. For the most part, Iwasa
good kid who appreciated that he had a wonderful family.

Muriel and I were the outgoing youngsters who organized all
the neighborhood sports. The fact that Muriel was a girl didnt
matter, and we mostly played “boys’ sports.” I'd still pick her over
most boys.

We'd gather up six or seven kids and go to the alley to play a
makeshift baseball game and hope that nobody would hit a ball
and break someone’s window. When we heard the sound of break-
ing glass, everybody had to take off. I lost count of how many
times that happened.

There was less chance of us breaking windows when we
played corkball—a sport that originated in St. Louis. Corkballs
were smaller and softer than regular baseballs, and the bats were
thin. But since we didn’t have any money, a lot of the time we just
played with sawed-off broomsticks and bottle caps.

Some days, we went across to the school yard to play baseball,
and we broke a lot of windows there, too. We spent much of our

time outdoors—not “nature” outdoors but urban outdoors. As long

- 13
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as the schoolwork was done, our parents were happy to h'.ﬂ
occupied and out of their hair. The house was quiet, unlike H
was home practicing the violin, which I played abysmally for g
years. (My sister played it longer and much better.) But while o
were out playing, my dad had time to read. '
He was an avid reader, reading just about every science ﬁ,‘
tion and mystery novel that came down the pike, as well 2s ho*
about the World Wars. Dad was lucky enough to have been u
young to get drafted for World War I and too old to get drzfnl‘i
for World War 11, but he sure was interested in reading aboutbo‘j
of them. When I picture him now, I see him with a mmmdk,i%

glasses, a pipe, and a book in his hands. ;

I became an avid reader as well. Friends of mine tell mel
could write my own book about World War II. 1

“How did you learn so much about it?” they’ll ask. '

“I grew up reading the newspaper,” I say. I began reading the
newspaper every afternoon when I was about eight years old.1
knew that if we lost this war, our lives were going to be a lot dif-
ferent, so I paid attention.

Partly because my dad was English and I still had family i
England whom I'd never met and partly because of reading news=
papers and books, I developed an interest in the world outside my¥ Zé
hometown. The world was big, to be sure, and there was so much
I wanted to explore someday.

My school didn’t have any money, so we didn't get to take
spring break trip to Washington, D.C., like almost all the other

schools did. And our family didn’t have any money, either, so we

05 Jo
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didn't do much traveling beyond short car trips. I can remember
one trip when I was about five to Lake Taneycomo, near Branson,
Missouri. It was a town of around 1,200 people at the time; now
it’s a major tourist destination that draws more people each sum-
mer than Disney World and Las Vegas. We were in bed at about
9:00 with the windows open one night when 1 heard beautiful
music coming from the other side of the lake—and it turned out
to be Glenn Miller playing “Moonlight Serenade.”When I hear it
now, it brings back great memories.

We also stayed about 90 miles out of St. Louis at Fox Springs
Lodge two or three times, and that was about it, except for the
times we went to Chicago to play cricket during the Fourth of July
weekend. Sometimes we stayed in a dormitory and sometimes in a
hotel, which was very impressive to me—a big-city hotel!

But the trips I really dreamed about were more elaborate than
that . . . my favorite books were travel narratives, such as Richard
Halliburton’s 7he Royal Road to Romance, about his adventures all
over the world. He called himself a “horizon chaser,” and I identi-
fied with that. I was always interested in seeing what was over the
next hill.

“One day,” I thought, “I'm going to go everywhere.”

And you know what? I did.
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hen I was 12 years old in 1946, I had two uncles
whom 1 greatly admired. My mother’s brother-in-law Cliff
started in newspaper sales but became an advertising executive,
and my mother’s only brother, Ed, was the general manager of
Westinghouse Air Brake Company. Westinghouse manufactured
air brakes for railroad cars.

These two uncles each made $12,000 a year, and they both
owned their own houses and cars, so I extrapolated that if you
wanted to be successful, that’s what you had to earn. They were the
standards for me, representing a financial security that we did not
have. In terms of today’s economy, they were earning about the
income of midlevel executives.

Dad, who didn’t have a college degree, probably made $5,000
a year or less working clerical jobs. Our money situation was

always very tenuous, and as a child, I worried that we were going

i 18
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to be separated when the money ran out. Twice, my father lost
his job. I don't believe he ever had more than $100 in the bank.

On holidays, we'd generally go to Uncle Ed’s house, because
his was the biggest house and the biggest family. My cousins on
my mother’s side were 10 years older than we were, so as they grew
up and moved away, we spent more time with my dad’s side of
the family. Two years after my dad came to America, he brought
over his younger brother, Ernie, and then about six years later,
they brought their sister Edith. Their other sister, Muriel, stayed
in England with their mother and never came over.

The three who emigrated had different accents—my dad had
a good British accent, my uncle sounded like he was from Boston,
and my Aunt Edith sounded like she was right off the boat—"pip,
pip, cheerio, rather” and all that. Their accents seemed to fit their
jobs; my white-collar dad liked sounding like a British gentleman,
my uncle became a supply manager for an industrial company
and liked being more Americanized, and my aunt worked as head
scamstress at Saks, where I imagine her accent gave her some
prestige.

I remember really hurting my father’s feelings once, and that
was when I was an adult and describing my childhood to someone
with my father standing nearby. I said, “We grew up poor,” and
I saw my dad’s face fall. I realized in that moment that I'd just
wounded his pride severely, which wasn’t my intention, and that
maybe he didn't see us that way. Maybe “poor” should be reserved

for those who have no food or shelter—we had those. We always

— 16 —
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had enough food, and we had our little flat. Although we didn't
have a car, we always lived close to a bus line.

I’'m sure my father characterized himself as a failure. He was
the eldest son, and between the fact that he stuttered and the fact
that he never had an impressive career or earned a significant sal-
ary, he didn’t think much of himself. I, on the other hand, thought
the world of him.

I worried more than a child probably should about what could
happen to us. It made me work harder in school because, even
then, I understood that education was the key to a better future.
Early on, signs indicated I would be an entrepreneur, from my
lemonade stands to the terra cotta Indians I made using molds.
Although I wasn'’t sure what kind of business I wanted to go into,
I knew I wanted to be my own boss. If I worked hard enough,
maybe I could be like my uncles and make enough money to own
my own home and support a family.

Uncle Cliff came to our house one day and said, “I got the
Lee account in Kansas City, Missouri!” The company was known
mostly for its jelly, but it also made Lee blue jeans. So he said to
me, “Barney, I've been hired to help them do their marketing. They
make great blue jeans, but they don't sell. Levi is the hottest thing
going. How come?”

I said, “Well, what kids love about Levi’s are the little rivets
and the red Levi tag and the leather patch in the back.”

“So what do you suggest?” he asked.

“I suggest you do that with Lee. You need a logo and a leather

patch and some rivets.”
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He made a logo in blue and yellow and put on a leather patd
At 12 years old, | made that company with that advice. [ee s
been making money with those same jeans for more than 60 yeass,

This kind of “magic touch” followed me throughout life, whese
| achieved success seemingly easier than my peers, | earned Eagle
Scout status as quickly as one can do it. My dad was very com-
cerned with my becoming the youngest Eagle Scout at age 14,
He said, “The problem with getting it so early is that you go from
being a Boy Scout to being a girl scout.”

He was about right. My first date was at around 15 years old,
when 1 took out a girl named Barbara from Sunday school. Her
family had a bakery in town. My dad had to drive me to the date.

When 1 say that my dad was right there with me in life, ]
mean it literally: my dad became an Eagle Scout along with me.

Dad was the assistant scoutmaster. Not only did that add to
his credentials as a great dad but also it allowed him to have 2
belated childhood.

He is the first person known to have achieved both King’s
Scout in England and Eagle Scout in the United States—King's
Scout being the British equivalent. My dad received his badge
from the founder of the Boy Scout movement, Lord Robert
Baden-Powell. Since 1953, when Queen Elizabeth 11 took over
the throne, the title has been called Queen’s Scout instead.

The Philmont Scout Ranch in Cimarron, New Mexico,
opened in 1947 as the national training center for Boy Scouts, and
I went with the first group of Scouts from St. Louis about a year
later. We had to take a Greyhound bus all night to get there, and it

—_
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was thrilling. We made a stop in Dodge City, Kansas, at 4 a.m. so
they could clean the bus. I remember getting off the bus and look-
ing all around, hoping I'd see the sheriff stroll by in a cowboy hat.

I got five more merit badges after hccoming an Eagle Scout,
which meant I got an extra palm. Beyond that, I moved onto other
pursuits and goals.

I had been a mostly A and sometimes B student until T real-
ized that I'd need straight As to earn a college scholarship. From
my junior year in high school all the way through college, I made
straight As and never once took a sick day. The only subject that
was arduous for me was calculus; even though I got an A, I couldn’t
tell you anything I learned two weeks after the final exam. What
I'd truly aced was short-term memorization.

We were lucky in those days that you didn't really have to do
your homework at home. I had two study halls, and I could get all
my work done in that time, which meant that my time after school
really was free time. Most of my after-school hours were spent on
sports: cross-country in fall and track in spring.

Track was more my style, and that’s what turned out to be “my”
sport. I was on the B team my freshman year and then moved up
to varsity in my sophomore year. Senior year, I was the city sprint
champion in the 100, 220, and 440. I was also captain of the cross-
country team even though I hated distance running. I hated every
two miles I ran, but I persevered. My dad attended every meet.

Once I started taking track seriously, I gave myself a bedtime
of 9:00. 1 figured that if eight hours of sleep per night were good,
then 10 hours would give me the extra competitive edge.

i {1 v
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The University of Missouri offered me a track scholarship.
A student could receive only four types of scholarships at the time,
and over the course of my college years, I got them all: freshman,
academic, athletic, and need based. I went to the University of
Missouri because it gave me the most scholarship money. My sis-
ter wanted to teach in an elementary school, so she went to a city
college that trained teachers.

Although I had scholarship money, it wasn't a full ride, so 1
took on odd jobs and worked my way through college.

My freshman roommate was a fellow I went to high school
with, and every morning, he'd look at himself in the mirror and
say, “Ugly, ugly, ugly!” The poor guy wasn't even that bad look-
ing . . . at least until he got into a car accident and came back
with a 10-inch gash across his face. That didn't help. Friends of
his would visit sometimes, but I still studied even when he had
company. One time he had a fight with the school’s star basket-
ball player over a Nazi knife, and they crashed all over the room.
“Someone’s going to get hurt,” I thought . . . but I kept studying
anyway. No one died.

The guys in my dorm were a bunch of characters. One student
down the hall had a Model T Ford in perfect condition, and when
he flew home for the holidays, the guys who stayed on campus
disassembled his car, carried it inside, and reassembled it in the
middle of his dorm room. Quite a sight.

Rarely did I take part in any of these shenanigans, though—I
was too serious. I had arrived at college with Olympic dreams in

my head, which quickly came crashing down when I saw the level

AR P

) 4




t‘
HASEISASINERIES YV Rt
L8

of competition against which I was now competing. In the NCAA
finals, I ran 9.6 seconds in the 100-yard dash and came in dead last.
When you run 9.6 and see seven rear ends in front of you, even
though the world record is 9.3, you know there’s not much future
left for you in the sport.

We were all white and skinny, and we were allowed to do push-
ups and sit-ups but no weight lifting or the coach would expel
us from the team. Nowadays, most track stars are big, muscular
African American guys. I doubt a white guy has been in the finals
in the past 10 years. It’s not that there were no African American
track stars at that time—after all, Ralph Peacock ran at Penn State
in the 1920s, and Jesse Owens ran at Ohio State in the 1930s—it
was just a freak year. At other points, I was the only white guy in a
race, as in the 100-yard invitational in East St. Louis, where I set
the record. We were running at night.

“The only reason you won is that you're the only one they
could see in the dark,” my dad said.

Thanks, Dad.

My coach was brutal. I spent all of homecoming weekend in
the hospital while 1 was being treated for dehydration from an
intestinal virus. I still felt terrible when I got out but went to track
practice on Monday. The coach knew that the students on the
team had just visited me in the hospital, but he took no mercy—
he had me run two quarter-mile time trials while I struggled just
to stay upright.
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‘The NCAA had a rule that you couldn’t run varsity in you
freshman year, so | lettered in my uunml year. | came hnm.“
said, “Dad, your son is a varsity hero.”

My sister lettered 16 times in her first two years,

Her achievements were a little bit humbling, She did *
sports per year, two at a time. One time in the jock hall at school,
I read aloud a letter from home in which my mother told me h
my sister had been injured. She was in the ninth inning of hey
softball game, and she was on third base, with a score of 0-0, She
tried to steal home, slid, and broke her arm.

A big football player called out, “Well, was she safe or not?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “My mother didn’t say.”

He came over, picked me up by the back of my shirt, and took
me to the phone. “Call her and find out.”

I called. She was safe. The guy put me down.

My sister and 1 had similar dispositions; sports suited our
competitive natures. No matter what I was doing, I wanted to be
the best at it. I never did come close to my Olympic dreams, but
I do think I went as far as my talent would allow me. The furthest
I got was when I made it to the finals of the NCAA 100-yard
dash and finished eighth. I probably had the determination of an
Olympic runner, and I had good talent but not at that level. You

.x~..v.swm .'

need to have both great determination and great talent.

In my sophomore year of college, I convinced two buddies to
take a daring trip with me. Richard Halliburton had written about
climbing Mt. Fuji at night so he could watch the sunrise at the top

of the mountain. I fancied following in Halliburton’s footsteps,
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so I talked my friends into driving to Colorado and climbing Pikes
Peak at night to watch the sunrise from the top of the mountain.

That night was hot, and we were wearing shorts and short-
sleeved shirts. Despite a fine start, after a couple of hours, we were
hopelessly lost on the mountain. What was the path, and what
was the dry creck bed? At 2 a.m., after we'd been lost for three
hours, we stumbled onto the cog railway tracks. A big sign said,
“Keep off the tracks. Trespassers will be prosecuted.”

Here’s the difference between us: my friend Larry, who became
a doctor, said, “We can't go up there. It wouldn't be sporting.”

My other buddy, who would work for Social Security and was
afraid of his own shadow, said, “We can’t go up there. We'll be
arrested for trespassing.”

And then I—the entrepreneur—said, “I don't know about you,
but I'm going up those railroad tracks. They go to the top.”

We followed the tracks all the way up. We knew workers
stayed up there all tourist season. The weather at the top of the
mountain wasn’t exactly like the weather at the bottom—now it
was below freezing, with wind whipping our faces.

“Try knocking on that door. See whether they’ll let us in,”
I said, but it was futile. With the loud 40-mile-per-hour winds in
the middle of the night, no one could hear us. We couldn't raise
anyone.

But then salvation arrived in the form of an eight-hole
outhouse.

“Look over there!” I said, and we rushed into the outhouse.

It had a heater, so it was at least warm, but you can imagine the

—
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putrid stench. I sat against the wall on the dirt floor and fell asleep
waking up in the same position. We slept there all night—filthy
and smelly—and 1 had a terrible altitude headache. And I was
climbing in, of all things, white bucks. We got to see the sunrise,
but it didn’t seem as glorious as in Halliburton’s book. I suppose
that’s because he hadn't just spent a night in an outhouse.

Combining the hours I spent in class, studying, running track,
and working, I was active at least 80 hours per week without any
regular days off. I gave myself Saturday nights off, and I attended
church on Sunday mornings mostly out of habit and a sense of
obligation, and I went out to dinner on Sunday nights because
everything on campus was closed.

Most summers, I worked two jobs, except for the summer I
worked three. On Fridays, I worked at an ammunition factory
from 7 a.m. until 4 p.m. and then rode the bus to Kroger bak-
ery and loaded bakery trucks from S p.m. to 2 a.m. Then I went
home and tried to get a few hours of sleep before selling clothes
at a department store from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. the next day. It was
character building. I made straight As in school but almost made
myself daft in the process.

After two years at Mizzou, I felt overloaded and burned out.
didn'’t like the pressure of my track scholarship; it was such a fierce
level of competition, and it felt like a job. So when Washington
University in St. Louis offered me an academic scholarship,
I jumped at the chance. No track scholarship this time, which

meant that I could do it just for fun again.
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I transferred to Washington University’s business school in
St. Louis in time for my junior year and moved back home with
my parents. Things were looking up a bit for them; my father had
bought his first car, a used powder blue two-door Oldsmobile
with fancy exhaust pipes. One day, he got pulled over for speed-
ing, and the police officer came to the window and said, “Where
do you think you're going, Hot Rod?”

My dad was the last person on earth youd call “Hot Rod.” We
got a good laugh out of that.

Washington University was a better fit for me. The professors
had more real-world business experience, and I was able to regain
my status as a track star. The level of competition was lower, so 1
got to win again.

Toward the end of my senior year, I was running out
of steam. Because of my grades, I gained entrance to a pro-
gram that combined undergrad business courses with the
beginning of law school. The draft was on, which meant that
I would be forced into the military at some point after school
was over. My plan was to go to law school, but I felt some uncer-
tainty about that, so I thought, “Why don’t I just go into the army
and get it done, and by the time I get back, I'll have figured out
whether I want to be in law school?”

I didn’t want to settle into a new career or have a family and
then find myself yanked out of it on someone else’s terms. I wanted
to be orderly about my affairs. Signing up voluntarily gave me a

measure of control over when I'd go in and when I'd get out.
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I had just received a letter from the dean saying I had achieved
straight As again and had ranked number one in my class. I walked
into his office, and he said, “There was no need for you to come in
and thank me for the letter.” ;

“That’s not why I'm here,” I said. “I just wanted to let you
know I'm going to take a break from school and go into the army”

This news wasn't exactly what he had anticipated. I needed
only about nine more credit hours to graduate; I'd had enough
honor points to graduate since the end of my sophomore year. In
addition to my grades, I was also treasurer of the business school
and captain of the track team. Normally, people like me would get
recruited by IBM right out of school, not drop out to go into the
army. But that’s what I had decided to do.

I went to the enrollment office and enlisted in 1956.

“Sign up for three years and you can go into the Finance Corps
at Ft. Benjamin Harrison in Indiana,” the sergeant said.

“No, Sir,” I said. “I'm in for two years because I have to do it.

Not one day more than that.”

I didn't want to delay my “real” life any more than that.
Although I wasn't sure yet what I wanted to do with my career, 1
knew it wasn’t going to involve the U.S. Army. The one positive
thing I foresaw about the army, though, was that I'd get the oppor-
tunity to see more of the world—the very thing I'd been dreaming
about for years. Maybe it wouldn't be bad, after all.

. I o
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he first thing the army taught me was that I had no idea

who the average American male was. Until I got there, I thought
a high school friend of mine who was a B student at a local uni-
versity was the average young American male. But when I got into
basic training, I came face-to-face with a more accurate picture of
what “average” really was—monumentally dumber than I'd pic-
tured. By comparison, my friends were all geniuses.

I was very lucky that a private at the enrollment office had
noticed something on my enlistment forms: I'd had two years of
ROTC training at Mizzou because it was mandatory there.

“All you have to do is get a letter from your ROTC officer, and
you can come in as a PFC with one stripe,” he said. A PFC meant
private first class, and it was a rank normally given to soldiers who
served one year or more in the army. The private who told me

about this had been in the army for only four months and wasn't
a PFC yet.

s 7
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If 1 found the guy today, I'd like to give him $100,000, becay,
he saved my life in the army. That one stripe made all the dig
ference—to the guys in basic training, it meant I was a veteray
Instead of being on kitchen patrol like everyone clse, | was charge
of quarters. The difference was that kitchen patrol went through
12 hours of pure hell washing dirty, greasy dishes while my maig
responsibility was just to make sure I awoke early enough each day
to wake everyone else up. I got a minor pay raise, too—maybe $25
a month extra—but that wasn't the real perk. The main benefit was
that I was a squad leader, so the sergeants treated me like I was one
of them instead of a recruit. It was just lucky.

We were at Fort Leonard Wood in the Missouri Ozarks or,
as it’s been nicknamed due to its desolate and remote location,
“Fort Lost in the Woods of Misery.” It was the middle of winter,
and it was grim. When the sergeant woke us at 4 a.m., he loved to
demonstrate his power in sheer vocal volume and irrational puni-
tive measures. One day he said, “Take this door down!” and an
underling from the second floor arrived and kicked the door off its
hinges. After that, we slept in zero-degree weather with no door.
Everything in basic training is about breaking recruits down.

One of the guys in my training group called me “The Professor”
and asked me to read to him when his 8-year-old sister sent him a
letter from their home in Detroit. It said things like, “Our dog has
been sick”and “Mom is OK.” He couldn’t read it; he was function-
ally illiterate at 18 years old.

During a shooting exercise, they lined up 10 recruits with M1

rifles, which was a difficult weapon. Maybe one in 10 times your
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rifle would jam. Behind those 10 recruits were another 10 who
were supposed to be smarter recruits, and | was in that group. Ours
job was to hold onto their ammunition belts and not let them stop,
because if the line moved ahead and someone had his weapon
cocked sideways, someone could get shot . . . which is exactly what
happened to me.

The idiot shot my helmet off my head. It felt like someone had
hit me in the head with a sledgehammer. I didn't realize it was 2
bullet until afterward, when the lieutenant asked whether I was
OK and I saw the shrapnel.

“What happened?”I asked.

“The guy next to you stopped and his weapon discharged,” he
said.

It’s one of the military’s dark secrets—you just don't hear about
the people who die in training exercises, but it happens quite 2 bit.

Our company consisted of about 380 people, and only two
of us got three-day passes during the eight weeks of training. I
won the physical training contest because I was still in shape from
track season, and the other guy was the best marksman because he
was a rich kid who grew up skeet shooting. I took him to St. Louis
on our break, and after training, he took me to his hometown,
Bloomfield Hills, Michigan.

When basic training ended, most soldiers were shipped out
to Korea. My college roommate went to Germany, but I willed
myself to France. During college, 1 had read Swanns Hay by
Marcel Proust, the first volume of Remembrance of Things Past, and
that’s what ignited my love of France. It was required reading,
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and 1t took me about w week to read the first 100 pages and abong
two days to read the next 500, The author describes everything
in meticulous detail; T remember being impatient when he togk
pages to describe drinking chamomile tea and cating madeleine
cookies, but once 1 slowed down and got into the flow, I fell in loye
with this place he described.

I reveled in my good fortune when I was shipped off on the
troops’ ship to France—a “deluxe cabin” for 280. I was assigned to
the bottom bunk of six, and all five guys above me were seasick,
so 1 went out on the deck. As I stood in the fresh air, looking out
on the expanse of rolling blue waves, I was overcome with grati-
tude. “I'm here! I'm going to France!” I thought. Two boys from
Arkansas stood with their arms folded in a sign of complaint. “T've
gotta be here for a year and a half,” one said to the other. Then a
gull pooped right on their heads. That's the difference between a
good attitude and a bad attitude.

We arrived in Europe and rode a train all night through
Germany and then to France. I couldn't sleep; I just wanted to study
every detail of the little German towns through the windows. They
looked like the model houses under our Christmas tree back home.
It was the best time of my life to that point. For the first time, I had
the monkey off my back: I didn’t have to make As, I didn't have to
run faster and harder, and I was traveling in Europe—my dream

come true.

Everything was smaller in Europe—telephone poles, roads.
One of my first impressions of France was of the beautiful streets
that were tree lined on both sides and free of litter. Things looked
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old yet clean and proper. Ficlds scemed more like gardens than
farms. I felt like I was in a glamorous place covered in history.

People told me that the French could be snobbish toward
Americans, but I never had any trouble. It took me years to fig-
ure out why, but it’s because I was walking around saying, “I can’t
believe I'm in France! Oh, what a wonderful country. It's so beau-
tiful.” I didn’t speak the language, but how could they be mad at
me? | was the walking chamber of commerce.

At the army base, my colonel grabbed me because I had the
highest 1Q_on the post. He was collecting 1Qs; he thought hav-
ing the brightest people in his unit gave him prestige. We had
company headquarters, which I was in, and then four companies
of guards—next to latrine orderlies, the dumbest in the army.
Dummies with rifles.

I had a great job as the forms and reports control officer for
the biggest ammunition depot in Europe. Headquarters wanted
reports on how many hand grenades and missiles and other weap-
ons we had in our depot. I was supposed to assign numbers to
everything and keep it orderly.

“That’s a chickenshit job,” the colonel said. “I don't want you
to do anything. Everybody’s got to come to us to get a number
to send a report out? Baloney. I don't want you to do it. Put any
numbers you want on the reports. Just find a way to pass the
inspections.”

Even better, I had three French girls working under me and
enough work for only one. So I divided the job into thirds, and
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all wonsld have been in trouble.

But my colonel was happy, my French workers wesz hagne
and | was delighted to spend my days going to the Bbezy =«
reading, One of the officers who had read my recosds reaizet |
was an Fagle Scout, so he asked me to become the scoutmasse o
a Boy Scout troop for the military’s kids. We didnt bave z &%
ian facility, so the married people all lived off the post with thex

Being an army scoutmaster was a funny experience, mmc
removed from my own Scouting days. When 1 was a Scout,
wese a middle-class troop that saved enough money to buy 3
broken-down truck to go on paper drives and take us to Scout
camp. Here, once 1 realized that Major Wall, the chief transports-
tion officer, was the father of one of my Scouts, everything was
different.

“Sir, I'm taking the boys camping,” I told him on the phone
one day. “Do you think you could give us some equipment?”
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He sent two big army trucks carrying tents and all the supplies
we could ever need. Mess sergeants had come to cook for the kids.
He had also brought soldiers who began putting up the tents.

“Major Wall, stop!” I said. “I want the Scouts to do this.”

It was solid-gold camping. Anything we wanted, we got. It
was also sort of a joke, and, fortunately, my stint as scoutmaster
was short-lived.

I still had plenty of extra time, so the officers asked me to run
the three noncommissioned officer (NCO) clubs for extra duty
pay. This meant I was the highest-paid corporal on the base and
had one of the easiest jobs.

The army had three levels of clubs: the enlisted men’s (EM)
clubs, the NCO clubs, and the officers’ clubs. My friend Dan
Devine ran the officers’ club, and my other friend Wally Sugar ran
the EM club. They were both from Chicago. Dan was Catholic,
Wally was Jewish, and I was Protestant, so we dubbed ourselves
“the Unholy Three.” We were basically accountants, which I was
trained to do, but this was my first practical experience.

The clubs were for drinking and socializing. No food was
served. All of the sergeants assigned to work in the clubs had VD.
They weren't allowed to cook food, but they could serve drinks, so
the higher-ups gave them to me to give them something to do.

I was to keep track of the daily consumption reports at the
clubs and make sure things were running smoothly and profit-
ably. The job came with another perk, too: the main bartender
at my biggest club was the sergeant major of my company, and

he controlled all the passes. We had a great working relationship:
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I signed all his paychecks and expense accounts, and he signeg
all my passes. We never had to discuss it. When no one else o

base had a pass, | had one, which meant [ got to go to Paris every
weekend. At the end of my stint in the army, my commanding
officer said, “Good luck in civilian life, IEbsworth. 1 just have oge
question for you: how did you get all those passes?” He never did
figure it out.

Two of the guys running my clubs were a pair of very likeable
sergeants, Friedman and Martinez. I lived in the barracks, and
they lived off-base; they were always trying to get me to move in
with them so they could corrupt me and get something on me.
They were just goof-offs, and their stupidity was astounding. One
day, a major came to do inspections.

“Where’s your safe, Sergeant?” he asked, and Friedman led
him to it. “It’s open,” the major observed.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Why is it open?”

“Because I don't remember the combination,” Friedman said.

“You keep your money in an open safe?”

“Oh, no, Sir. I keep it under my mattress, and I sleep on it!”

‘These were the people I worked with. These same two knuck-
leheads also reported to the colonel in civilian clothes one day
when he'd called for them, and he made them leave to change into
their uniforms. When it came to the inventory reports, I couldn't
convince one of the sergeants that the word “yes” is spelled with

one “s.” He continued spelling it “yess.”
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Then there were the fiddles going on in the club, and I prob
ably wouldn't have figured out any of them on my own. People
don’t realize that most crimes are solved not by police but by whis-
tle-blowers who call in tips and say, “You'd better look at Charlie.”
That’s how it was with the clubs—somecone would tip me off that
someone else was ripping off the club in some way.

First was a soldier who would come in every morning, take
$20 from the till, and buy a case of beer. He'd return with it and
sell it in the club at a profit. He'd replace the $20 hed originally
taken so the till was still right, but then he'd keep all the rest of the
profit. Another sergeant who worked for me got tired of hearing,
“Hey, don't you have any food in here?” so he bought hard-boiled
eggs and sold them in the club. A colonel who commanded the
whole base regularly ate there, and it was completely illegal.

Then there was the issue of the exchange rate. In the army,
the rule was that if you needed to replenish your French bank
account, you wrote a check from your American account to your
French account. The exchange rate at the time was 350 francs for
one American dollar, but the black market rate was 440 francs to
a dollar. We were only about 85 miles from Luxembourg, so prior
to my time running the clubs, the men would write a $100,000
check to cash, drive to Luxembourg, and make the exchange. Then
they'd come back and put 35,000,000 francs into the account and
have 9,000,000 left over, which went into their pockets.

The man who ran the clubs before me was a licutenant, and he

allowed it—he probably split the money with them. But I didn't.
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The first time [ wrote a check from the American account to the
French account, the guys just about died.

“But, Sir,” they said—I was a corporal and they called me
“Sir"—*“that’s not the way we usually do it.”

“That’s the way we're doing it now,” I said. “This is what it says
in the army regulations, and this is how we’re doing it.”

If there was a silly little administrative law, I didn’t feel bad
fudging it a little, but I wouldn't get near a criminal law. It was
the sergeants’ worst day when I cut off their French franc account.
Looking back, I doubt we ever would have been caught. The money
was really the club’s money, not government funds, so the audits
weren't very strict. A few years after I left the army, they created a
new honor: “top enlisted man,” the highest rank possible. The first
top enlisted man was someone who ran the Wagon Wheel club
in Frankfurt. The fact that he was first must have buttressed the
humiliation for all concerned when he was caught pocketing more
than a million dollars a year running a fiddle in that club.

Although I had never been a sheep, the army taught me to be
even less of a follower. I've always had the innate ability to figure
out the way you're supposed to go, even when everyone else is
going the wrong way. It’s just a matter of paying attention. And to

me, there was no better place to pay attention than Paris.
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he first time you find something wonderful is the best, and
Paris lived up to every one of my fantasies about it. I went there
for the first time on a three-day weekend with Wally Sugar and
a German American friend whose parents got out of Germany
and moved to Rio de Janeiro prior to Hitler’s atrocities. For three
days, my friend cried all the way through Paris because he said it
reminded him of Rio. “I have to go to Rio someday if it’s like this,”
I noted.

We arrived at the Gare de I'Est train station late in the eve-
ning and found a cheap place to stay near the station. It turned out
to be a rent-by-the-hour third-class hotel. The next morning, we
moved on to another hotel about a block off the Champs-Elysées,
and it turned out to be the same type of hotel, but at least we were
in a better area for touring. I rode the Metro 38 times and learned

my way around the city by using maps. Back then, you didn’t have

s 3T o



Y}/ //nr/f/ a/ rIAIIAI/I/V

to worry about muggings, violent crime, or much of
except the occasional pervert, !

We went everywhere in those three days: the Arc deT;

the Eiffel Tower, the Sacré-Cocur Basilica, the Pan
Madeleine church, Luxembourg Gardens, Palaxs—Rayalgﬁ

Tuileries Gardens. It was amazing.
One of those first stops turned out to be a life changcrfer*

the Louvre museum.

Built in 1190 as a fortress, then redesigned as a royal palag
the Louvre became a museum in 1793. Of course, I knew thats
was one of the largest and most visited art museums in the world
but I was not an art connoisseur. I visited it because it was sucha
integral part of Paris, and what I found there changed me.

At that time (before I. M. Pei’s glass pyramid), the inconse-
quential side-door entrance barely hinted at what was inside: oa
the left a grand staircase and the Winged Victory of Samothrac
marble statue from the early second century B.C. I couldn’t help
but revere the majesty of the statue. It was completely differ-
ent from seeing pictures in art books. Seeing it in person was an
experience.

Although I'd been to a few art museums before, this was cer-
tainly the most impressive. I walked from exhibit to exhibit in awe
of how it felt to be surrounded by such great works of art. Leaving
was difficult, but when I did, I found that the Louvre had ignited
a new curiosity in me. I wanted to know more about the works !
had seen—1I wanted to understand the pictures, the time periods

they were from, the artists who had create .
cated them.
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Before long, I was spending considerable hours in the library
during the week researching for my next trips to the Louvre. With
no mentor and no formal classes, I trained myself in art history
just by reading and looking. My eyes were my mentors.

I was more drawn to Western work than Eastern, but any
work of great quality interested me. In the beginning, it irri-
tated me that artists were so reluctant to talk about their work,
but over time, I learned to respect that. One artist explained it
something like this: “If I wanted to explain my art, I would have
become a writer, not a painter. [ just paint. It’s up to you to figure
out what it means.”

My own artistic abilities were completely absent. I never
showed any promise in art—but that’s OK. You have to know
your own strengths. My aptitude to learn about other people’s art
far exceeded my ability to create art.

New Year’s Eve of 1956 going into 1957 was coming up, and
I wanted to do something. I'm a nostalgic person, and to me,
instead of the beginning of a new year, New Year’s Eve repre-
sented the end of an old year. It was always sort of a melancholy
occasion, and “Auld Lang Syne” just made me feel sadder. That
year, I suggested that “the Unholy Three” ask for a three-day pass
so we could go to Paris and at least spend the holiday together.

Before living in France, I really didn’t drink alcohol. It wasn't
for religious reasons so much as it was for training reasons—I had
been trying to qualify for the Olympic team and kept my body
as pure as I could. Wine was such a major part of the culture in
France, though, that I'd had at least had a few drinks here and
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there since I'd been in the army. But on this particular occasicn
got drunk for the first time. The night before New Year’s Fue, 4.
drank a lot of champagne, and I was very hung over the nexr 4z,

At 6:00 on New Year’s Eve, we were all supposed to go ous £,
dinner on the town, but I said, “Guys, go have fun. I feel terribhy
sick. There’s no point in my ruining your evening. I'm just going
to stay in.”

They left, and I slept. Four hours later, I awoke feeling musct
better . . . and hungry. I wandered out of the hotel in search o
something to eat. I was all alone in the city and had no idea whez
the guys had gone. I didn’t speak French, and by then it was jus:
over an hour until midnight.

“What am I doing here?” I thought. I didn’t want to spend
New Year’s Eve alone, so when I saw the USQO, it was 2 welcome
sight. I always wore civilian clothes off-base, and I didn’t want any
part of identifying as a GI, but at least this was a place where |
could say “Happy New Year” in English.

Inside, people were dancing and celebrating together—some
troops and some locals. At about 10 minutes before midnight,
noticed a cute French girl dancing with a soldier. I assumed she
must have been his steady, which disappointed me. But five min-
utes later, he left her. Maybe the pressure of knowing that you're
supposed to kiss the person you're with at midnight got to him.

Never one to be slow on the uptake, I moved in and introduced
myself and started dancing with her right at the stroke of midnight.
Her name was Martine, she was 19 years old, and little did I know
that she was going to be my wife.

M-
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The USO was a Goody Two-shoes type of place that closed
at 12:30, and I was not ready to let Martine go, so I asked her to
go out with me.

“There’s this new place around the corner called Whisky 2 Go
Go,” I said. “We can go there and dance.”

“Well,” she said with some hesitation. “I'm here with my older
sister...

Martine and her older sister, Christiane, were both studying
English and had come to the USO to practice. Martine intro-
duced me for Christiane’s approval. I must have passed inspection,
because she gave permission for us to stay out that night.

We went to the Whisky and danced until after the Metro
stopped running at 2 a.m. It wouldn't start again until 6 a.m., so
now we had no choice—we had to stay! At 6:00, she said to me,
“The Metro is running again. I have to get home.”

“I'll take you home,” I said.

She resisted—my hotel was in the opposite direction, and she
didn't want to inconvenience me.

“You don’t understand. Americans always take their dates
home at the end of the night. I insist,” I said—which was partly to
be chivalrous but more because 1 really wanted to find out where
she lived so I wouldn't lose her.

When we got back to her apartment, I said, “I want my buddies

to meet you.”

“I'll be back at the USO at 4 p.m.,” she said.
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We'd just make it. Wally and Dan and T had to take 4 0
back to base at 6:00, so we'd have a little while to see %
again before we had to leave,

I took the Metro back to the hotel, and it was 8 am. by ‘
time I got to the room. Wally Sugar rolled over, opened one o
and said, “Sick, huh?”

I told them about this wonderful girl I'd met, and they headeg
to the USO with me that afternoon to see for themselves . . b
she never showed. The whole ride back on the train, the zuy
ribbed me. “Suuuure, you met this girl,” they said.

I was disappointed until I got a letter about a week later tha
said, “I'm sorry I couldnt get back in time. We were having 2
family celebration, and I was waiting on the oysters.”

She had gone back to the USO at 6:00, right after wed left,
and she wanted to see me again.

From then on, I spent every weekend in Paris with Martine.
For a while, I took trains and secured rides with people, but even-
tually, I wanted my own transportation. My sergeant tried to talk
me into buying his five-year-old Mercedes, but I bought a new
Volkswagen for the same price instead because 1 wanted a more
economical car for when I returned for law school.

We visited the Louvre every Saturday. I'm sure that Martine
wouldn't have spent so much time in the museum had it not been
for me, but she also appreciated art. I studied the work until |
could easily have been one of the tour guides; I could give you a

room-by-room description of every picture.
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Afrer the Lousre, we'd have lunch and walk in the Tuilenes or
Laxembourg Gardens. Before long, her parents invited me to stay
with them on the weekends.

Martine and I were in love. It was such a2 happy time that 1
turned down what would have been a dream job for me in other
arcumstances: the army invited me to coach its European track
team. | was just a vear out of running competitively by that point
and would have loved to get back into it, but it would have meant
gving up my weekends in Paris with Martine. What I had was
so good that 1 didn't want to chance losing it. It was like being on
vacation every weekend.

In March 1957, I was heading to Italy for 10 days. I had
booked the trip before 1 met Martine, and now I didn’t want to
leave her. I had no choice, though, because she was still in school.
The trip was through a German travel agency that specialized in
tours for Gls, and it consisted of 10 days in Capri, Naples, Rome,
Pisa, Florence, and Venice. We stayed in nice hotels and ate three
meals a day. The tour cost $99. I had no idea how the company
made any money. A year later it went bankrupt.

While 1 was gone, I thought about Martine so much that I
proposed as soon as I got back, even though wed known each
other for only three months. | gave her my Kansas relay medal,
and she said yes. After that, all the trips I took I took with her. In
the year and a half I was in Europe, we went to London, Glasgow,
Edinburgh, Florence, Rome, Venice, Munich, and all through

Switzerland. Everywhere we went we visited art museums.
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Martine and I were going to get married that July, but 1.
things made me change my mind. First was the thought that [ w,,
on active duty and could get reassigned at any time, leaving 2 ne,,
wife behind, and second was the part of my brain that wanted ¢,
slow down, go home, and make sure that this was real and not pusr
a French romance.

She understood, and we agreed that shed stay in school i
France and I'd go back to the States and we'd take a little more time
to make sure we knew what we were doing. My sister had come to
France to be the maid of honor, but when I changed the plan at the
last minute, the three of us went to Great Britain for three weeks
instead of having a wedding. It rained hard every day, but the trip
was wonderful. We got to meet our grandmother and aunt for the
first time. It would be the only time we would see my grandmother.
I spent a weekend with my Aunt Muriel a few years later.

After my two years in the army were over, I went home to St.
Louis for law school . . . for two hours.

Why am I doing this? 1 thought. My mind wasn’t on law studies;
it was busy thinking about how to get back to France so I could
marry Martine. She and I kept in touch frequently by letters; inter-
national phone calls were too expensive then.

I had been offered a job in France with the U.S. Department
of the Army, but I didn't like the idea of the government having
control of my life. I wanted to find my way back to Europe on my
own terms. Although I never intended to live in Europe perma-

nently, I loved being there and wanted to travel through more of it.
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1 also realized that my feelings for Martine were real, as were
hers for me. We set a new date, and 1 sailed back to France, where
we married in March of 1958. No one from my family could
attend. Muricl was teaching school and couldn't take off. My army
buddy Gene Czerwinsky was my best man. We had a great French
reception. My friend Bob Ahern loaned me his black Volkswagen
as a wedding present.

We painted two hearts on the back of the car with an arrow
through them, and inside the hearts we wrote “USA” and “F” for
France, with the words “Just Married” in French and English on
top. As we drove off on our two-week honeymoon on the Riviera,
people honked and waved. Martine’s aunt had given us $125 in
francs as a wedding present, which was enough to cover a week’s
stay, including all meals, at the L’Oasis hotel in La Napoule. The
room was tiny and damp, but the food was terrific.

Fifteen years later, the owner was the visiting guest chef at the
Oriental Hotel in Bangkok, where I happened to be staying.

I said, “I stayed with you in March of 1958. Full pension for
two for one week was $125.” By this time, the hotel was closed,
but the restaurant had three Michelin stars.

“Oh .. ."he said. “I don’t think I remember you.”

At the end of our honeymoon, I took the Volkswagen to be
washed before taking it back to Bob. But there was one little prob-
lem: the sun had baked our message into the paint.

“If this doesn’t come off, have it painted and I'll pay for it,”
told him. I don’'t know whether it ever did come off, but he never

asked me for any money.
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After our honeymoon, I brought Martine back to the United
States. We moved into a $65-per-month apartment in South S
Louis, and 1 decided to let IBM hire me.

“We don't hire in April,” they said. Plus, they wanted to hise
people right from graduation, not two years after school.

Fine, 1 thought. I/l go to NCR instead.

But NCR didn't want to hire me, either, so I put a sales cam-
paign on both of them, showing them why they should hire me.
Then they both offered me jobs, and I took great pleasure in turn-
ing them down.

For the next year, I worked in insurance, and Martine worked
as a secretary. | analyzed insurance policies for a million-dollar
roundtable fellow who was selling big policies. The job was decent
paying, but there were more Mondays than there were Saturdays.

“I can do well at anything I want to do,” I said to myself. “So
what do I really want to do?”

Since travel was such a passion of mine, I decided that work-
ing for a travel company would suit me. After much campaigning,
I finally found work with Kirkland Deluxe Travel in St. Louis as a
sales agent—and that’s where my career began.
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elma Jane Livergood was the fifth woman to marry Joe
Kirkland, and she became Jane Kirkland overnight.

“How can anyone be married five times?” I thought. Then
again, Artie Shaw had done it eight times.

Joe had four offices around St. Louis: Clayton, downtown,
Belleville, and South St. Louis. Jane became the manager of the
Clayton office.

Just 2 month after I was hired, Joe died, and Jane became my
boss.

“You can't type,” she said one day, watching me at the type-
writer. “How did you type your application letter?”

“I typed it,” I said. “You didn’t ask how long it took me to
type it.”

She didn't like me, but she had to keep me on because she was
so insecure and had no idea how to run a business. I was a man,

and 1 had a car, so she shipped me off to South St. Louis—at least
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for a while. In the year I worked for her, I moved back and fort,
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10 times, running every office. She was having problems with the
Belleville office, so she closed it and then closed the other two
offices, too, leaving only the Clayton location. All she did was milk
the company. She paid herself her own salary, plus her late hus-
band’s salary.

One day, she'd said something to irritate me,and I said, “You've
got to be the highest-paid secretary in the world.”

We were getting to the end of our time together by then.

Meanwhile, a travel company across the river in Alton, Illinois,
had started a branch office next to St. Louis University. The com-
pany was called International Travel Advisors, and its owner, Sully
Sullivan, was a wonderful guy but a terrible businessman who was
running out of money. He brought in a partner, John Jenkins, who
owned a surgical supply and medical bookstore. Jenkins bought
half the business for $5,000 in 1959, and the manager quit shortly
thereafter.

They needed a new manager, so Sully talked to some airline
sales managers who said, “Barney Ebsworth’s been in the business
for only a year, but he’s sharp. He’s going somewhere.”

They hired me, and I went to work in this dingy little ofhice
that used to be a wig shop in a rundown part of town. The rumor
was that a bookie joint was operating upstairs. The only employee
was Jenkins’s daughter, and the first thing I did was fire her. Nice
girl but she couldn’t do the job.
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“I might as well find out how much power I have in this job,”
I thought. No one gave me a hard time about it, which I took as a
good sign. I hired a lady I knew.

Being a travel agent was up my alley. | was very good at sales
and marketing—delivering the right pitches to the right people
and knowing how to treat clients. We turned a profit within that
first year. Before the year was up, I'd been offered a job as the
district sales manager for the Dutch airline KLM for a lot more
money, but I really wanted to stay in the travel agency business.

I went to Jenkins and said, “I really want to stay here, but I
want to be a partner.”

Unbeknownst to me, Sully was running out of money again—
which was an ongoing problem. So when Jenkins talked to him
about my proposal, Sully offered to let me buy him out.

“You can buy half the company for $5,000,” Jenkins told me.

“I don’t have $5,000,” I said—but Jenkins was ready to take
care of that. He went to the bank and cosigned on a loan for
the full amount. Now I was half owner of International Travel
Advisors.

Our business was mostly selling airline tickets. We'd make 5
percent selling a domestic ticket, 7 percent selling an international
ticket, and 10 percent selling tours. That’s how we kept the lights
on, just waiting for people to walk into the office or call up because
they'd seen our ads in the newspaper. Sometimes people would
book their hotels or resorts through us, but our main income was

from airline tickets. I realized early on that we needed to find ways
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to make better margins and to drum up more business, and a z.,
way to do both was by packaging our own tours.

When you package your own tours, you buy the elements «
the package and sell them together. We could get group rates or
airlines, hotels, and attractions. Not only do you lower the cos
for customers and make better profits but also you're manufactur.
ing business rather than waiting for customers to walk through
the door—you're out there soliciting them and giving them idezs
about trips they might like to take. During the day, I made sale
calls, and I did office work at night. Every night, I worked until
least 8:00, sometimes 9:00 or 10:00, but I always took Sundays off

The tours were all designed for special-interest groups. I cant
take credit for the first one I did because it wasn’t my idea. I atez
lot of my meals at a big cafeteria down the block from the agency.
and Harry Pope, the barrel-chested guy who owned the cafetenz,
also owned two others. He had 600 employees, and he also ran 5
organization called the Food Service Management Guild. Lots of
well-to-do restaurant owners from around the world belonged @
the guild. Harry had been buying airline tickets at the agency, but |
now he had a bigger idea.

“I'm thinking about doing a tour of Europe for my membess
in the United States. Will you set up the arrangements for me”
he asked.

At the time, I'd been with International Travel Advisors for only
about six months, and the opportunity was exciting. There wasat
much creativity involved on my part; 1 mostly took notes like a#

assistant while Harry told me where he wanted his members to go
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F Copenhagen, Stockholm, Milan, Zurich, Paris, and London. They
would tour the best restaurants in all of those cities to get ideas. |
made the reservations and set them up with a tour agent. Harry had
a bygger operation than any of the food services they visited, and
they rolled out the red carpet for him. I didn't make a big commis-
sson because they were really his contacts, but that didn't matter; he
started me in the tour business.

His trip lit the fuse for me. It got my mind working by think-
mg about what other special-interest groups might be interested
in personalized tours and how to pitch to them. Each group
needed some kind of hook.

At Washington University, | went to the head of the alumni
association and said, “You're always trying to raise money—what
if I put together an alumni tour of Europe for you? You have a
postgraduate center here; give me a professor of European his-
tory and we'll feature him as a tour guide. You don't have to worry
about anything. I'll create the brochure and send out the mailings
and put the whole trip together.”

They agreed to it, as did many others. We did 21-day tours
n which we'd spend brief amounts of time at some of the major
highlights of Europe. I called them “rat races” because of the hec-
tic pace. We'd fly to London, cross over to Holland by boat, and
get on a bus. When I think about it now, it reminds me very much
of the Mel Stuart movie If It’s Tuesday, This Must Be Belgium.

The benefit to the school or organization was a commission
and some free tickets. For every 15 people who booked, I was able
to give a free trip, but I liked to sell it as two free tickets for every
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30 booked. That way I could say, “If we get 30 people, you and .,
wife [or husband] can come for free.”

Success came quickly. I created tours for churches, schu..
golf organizations, and other groups, but it was a lot of worg
had to come up with the ideas, make all the arrangements, do 4
the marketing, track the reservations, coordinate with the vender
and keep everyone happy. We had three employees by then wi.
wrote the tickets and did assorted office tasks, but I was the s,
salesperson and marketer.

Working with Jenkins was becoming more and more prot-
lematic for me. We just had entirely different philosophies abew
how to run a business. If, for example, the going rate for a book-
keeper was $400 a month, I'd rather pay $500 and get the bes
bookkeeper. Jenkins, however, would rather pay $300 for someons
barely qualified. “Why would you inflict that on yourself to sz
$100 a month?” I thought.

And every year, held take a free trip worth about $5,000
Finally, around 1962, I knew it was time to change this relatios-
ship. “John, we've come to a parting of the ways,” I said. “There ar
three things we can do, and since it’s my suggestion, I'll let yoe
choose. You can buy me out, I can buy you out, or I can walk out
Which one do you want?”

He said that since the company’s net worth was about $32 000,
he'd give me $16,000 for my half.

“What do you want for your half?" I asked.

“$50,000."

“My half is worth $16,000, and your half is worth $50,0002"
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“1 have 20 alternate offer. I'll pay you $5 000 now and $5 000
a year for the next nine years.”

I knew | couid 2fiord to pay the $5,000 up front, and he was
going to take 2 $5,000 trip every year 2nyway, 0 it was kike 10

He made me put all the stock in escrow with the bank unsil |
paid him off. Business improved after he left, 2nd | made $150,000
the following year. Even though paying him off early would cost
more, I just couldn’t wait to say “adios.” So I paid him his $40,000,
and our association ended. The business was officially mine, 2nd
I've been happy ever since.

The 1960s saw the rise of commercial jet zircrafts as the way
to travel internationally, and it changed the travel industry. Now,
instead of spending six days at sea to get to Europe, you could get
there in six hours. Given the choice, most people said, “I'll take six
hours, please!”

It was a great time to be in the industry. Many people who
couldn’t have taken the time to travel by ship were now able to see
places they never imagined they'd see in their lifetimes. My clien-
tele were not all wealthy people; some were, to be sure, but we also
had a lot of students and teachers. Even though the fares were a
lot of money for many people, it was worth it to them to find out
what else was out there in this big world.

I had promised my childhood friend Larry Douglass that
I would take a trip with him anywhere in the world when he
graduated from medical school in the carly 1960s.
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“I want to go to Zermatt and climb the Matterhorn,” he o,

Well, I had said anywhere, and he had humored me whey, .
took our Pikes Peak trip, so I agreed. Before our trip, T went ,,
7 ermatt with Martine and her family to survey the situation |
threw open the drapes in our hotel room at 8:00 in the morning
and caught my first glimpse of this white dagger of a mountain

“What have I gotten myself into?” I thought. I had been told
that it was a hike, but it really wasn't—it was just a climb straight
up in the air. Balance isn’t one of my strong points.

We walked through the town toward the mountain and came
upon the largest cemetery I've ever seen in a small town—and the
average age of the deceased was about 22. It’s a burial ground for
people of all nationalities who've lost their lives on the Matterhorn.

“I think you're crazy, but I'll do it with you,” I told Larry.

On the week of the hundredth anniversary of the first climb, I
stood there with my new climbing equipment and fancy climbing
shoes and approached the Riffelhorn, a preliminary climb to the
Matterhorn.

Seth Graben, our Swiss guide, started the climb ahead of us,
straight up a 55-foot boulder.

“Come on,” he called after us.

“Come on where?” I asked.

“Come on here!”

“But . . . how?”

It was like trying to figure out how to scale the face of a three-
story house. Seth pulled my rope tight, and I started climbing.
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Somehow I managed to get to the top, which had a beautiful view
of the Matterhorn.

“Have you ever had anybody on this mountain as scared as me?”

He pondered for a few seconds and said, “Yes, last year 1 had
an American girl who was worse than you.”

It seemed to be a double shot at me (American and a girl), but
I didn't feel too bad about it because I was too preoccupied with
being terrified. The next day we hiked to the start of the Matterhorn
climb. We slept that night in a hut with about 80 people who were
coughing and snoring and tossing and turning. At 3 a.m., our
guides awoke us to start the day because by about 8:00, the clouds
at the top begin forming. From below, the clouds are beautiful, but
near the top, it’s a perpetual snowstorm. Because of this, it’s best to
be at the top of the Matterhorn by 8:00 so you can be on your way
down when the weather turns bad.

So in the pitch black, we walked 20 or 30 yards until Seth said,
“OK, let’s go.”

I couldn’t see anything, but I reached my hand out and felt
ice-cold rock. That’s what I would be climbing all the way up the
mountain. Everyone had individual guides up the Matterhorn—I
stuck with Seth, and Larry was assigned to Seth’s brother, Herbert,
who had just carried the BBC’s TV cameras up the mountain the
week before to film a documentary about the hundredth anniver-
sary of the first climb.

Our two teams lost each other quickly. About halfway up, Seth
asked me to hold on for a minute. It turned out that two German

boys had been stuck overnight on the mountain because their
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ropes were too short to properly make the climb. They's s
to alittle resting hut and were waiting for help. They ¢l
Seth’s back, down our rope, and over my back to start e
down the mountain.

After that stunt, I stopped to take a rest at the last sema
on the mountain, where I came upon a white-haired wormse
appeared to be about 70 years old emerging in her climbing 4
looking like this was no big deal to her. I felt silly for strugsiac.

When we were about 600 feet from the top of the momsses,
Seth climbed like a cat about 80 feet above me on a straight we=s.
path and then called after me to follow him.

The thought still makes me sweat today, 57 years later. Wae
could I possibly get a foothold? I wore steel crampons to help =
dig into the ice and snow, but this was nearly bare rock. I duz =
fingers into any crack I could find, but even so, I lost my grip abes
halfway up. I began sliding down, quickly gaining momense=
and my only thought was that I had to catch the ledge below ¥
speed was so great, however, that I bounced right over the o=
and fell to the end of the rope. I was 7,000 feet above the Thead:
Glacier. It was so far below me that it looked like a map.

I have no real recollection of how I got out of this situase
except that I guess I climbed hand-over-hand up the rope i s
ror. That was good enough for me. Larry made it to the o, an |
1 didn't see him again until we were both back at our hotel s

in town.
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In 1961, I took my first around-the-world trip, and 1 visited
India for the first time. The poverty was difficult to experience. 1
even saw dead bodies lying in the street.

Our next stop was Cairo. The Nile Hilton had been open only
a vear, and when we arrived, I was so relieved that I thought, “I'm
home!” Other people from the United States who had just come
straight to Cairo didn't feel that way, but T was so thankful to be
anywhere other than India.

On my second night in the hotel, I was meeting someone
in the lobby for dinner at 8:00, so I headed out to the elevator a
bit early—being punctual was important to me. I stood outside
the closed clevator doors and pressed the “down” button. After a
minute or two, I noticed the sound of the elevator whooshing by.

“Hmm,” I thought. “Wonder why it didn’t stop.”

Then another one whooshed by and then another. I was on the
twelfth floor and didn’t fancy the idea of taking the stairs all the
way down to my meeting and arriving sweaty and out of breath, so
I waited and waited, picturing my friend getting perturbed down
in the lobby. Finally, at 8:30, the doors opened, and the elevator
was already packed. There was no way I was letting this one get
by, though, so I pushed my way in, ending up pressed right up
against a rather large man. The doors closed, and I looked down
and realized 1 was belly to belly with the president of Yugoslavia,
Marsshal Tito.

His two bodyguards were on either side of him, and without
saying anything, one of them turned me around and pushed me
against the door. I found out later that Tito was there to meet with
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Colonel Gamal Abdel Nasser, the prime minister of Egygpre
kind of reception was taking place on the top floor, whise®s m »

they had blocked off all the elevators,
My friend in the lobby was able to forgive my tardiness whes-
I explained that I had just been intimate with Marshal Tite.

It was my first up-close encounter with a famous
would be far from my last. My work and my hobbies would '
lead me to meet celebrities from the worlds of art, en
and politics—but that wasn't even on my radar then. What w
on my radar was trying to find a level of economic stabiliey
would allow me to feel safe. -3

No longer was | worried about making $12,000 a year;

was thinking bigger.

“If I had $250,000 in the bank earning 5 percent, no m
what happened to me, that money would always provide ﬁu’q
family,” I thought. I always hoped to have a family. So that became
my new goal. | went back to work with a renewed desire to fisd
this kind of comfort.

After 1 executed a few successful tours with Washingtes
University, the school invited me to open a branch office on cam-

pus. It was a great opportunity and fit into my plans to expand =
company. We served the teaching and administrative staff as wel |

as students and alumni, al
Only one other person in town was doing creative travel, e 3

that was Fritz Weedhouse, He did choir tours, and I admired hin
He would have been formidable competition for me, so | w»

L ] » ]
glad we weren't really competing—his choir tour business was &
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ey otfuer auge. s aor diar [ wes wersng amund fie S er
drar § fir 90w yorsmoy Sar £ per cmittne dees. Ther was s
Iy IO TN O PINC Gnuris witen v dbears Gag T =sare hiar e
zmember cver havmg 9% cancrll 3 tonr bermse © ddur mess T
it sembers, b the petiers for me was frar e wos =
mum: 1 didn’t wane 2 =i $5 000 op 3 2our wiry 2 sengie wier
I could malee $25 008 on 2 sowr wish 35 peopie.

s amazing the way 1 sollerased srmess. Despiee e seso demr—
vation, | stayved healthy 2nd mever omesed 2 dm of wore

I tried to find ways to unwind and spend tme wors Ma—ne
In the late summer every vezr, we safled o Esmpe 12e stips wes

Ocean liners then were really jost 2 meams of ooel Tom
point A to point B, Iike Soating hotels. There may bove becs some
entertainment, such as a2 singer or smail band, bur nothing se—e—-
ist class. The first-class rooms included showers and bathtubs, buz
bottom cabins didn’t even have any windows. Passengers from the
bottom two classes were always trying to sneak over to see whar
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the first-class cabins looked like, whereas the rich kids in fire

were trying to sneak past their parents and nannies to ger .
tourist class, where most of the kids were.

I sailed on Cunard’s Queen Mary and Queen Elizas.
Holland America’s Rotterdam, United States Line’s United Sta
the French Line’s Liberté, and the maiden voyage of the Itak,
Line's Michelangelo.

Each summer, Martine and I would fly to New York, catc |
Broadway show, spend the night in the city, and then sail the fo.
lowing day and spend five to seven days at sea. I loved being at s,
with nothing much to do—it gave me a pause between my hecr
work life and touring Europe. I didn’t know that I was experienc
ing the end of the passenger cra and that jets would soon “sink’
the ocean liner business.

Martine would stay with her family in Paris for a month
after I came home, which probably didn’t have the best effect on
our marriage. We were trying to have a baby, something we both
deeply desired. My wish was to have three daughters. I was afraid
to have sons because I figured I'd push them just as hard as my
dad pushed me.

At work, I expanded the network of organizations we served. |
We picked up some golf groups, more schools, and other athletic
associations. I would often fly out to Europe to join a tour for 2
couple of days and then fly to the next one for a couple of days.
The reasons were threefold: it gave me another excuse to be in
Europe, I could check out how things were going on the tours,

and it gave me the opportunity to rub elbows with the key people
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in the organizations whod be in charge of booking another tour
with us the next year.

On one of our European tours with the Mary Institute, tour
guide Collette Ely ran into some trouble trying to get the bus gassed.
After the tank was full and she went to pay, the attendant said, “We
don't take vouchers. You have to pay in cash.”

She said, “You will take these vouchers, or you will suck i out.”

They took the vouchers.

I relied on the tour guides to do most of the communicating
with the locals. Even after spending so much time in Europe and
marrying a French woman, I didn't speak any language other than
English. Language is just not one of my talents—I can usually
figure out what people are saying in French, but I can't speak it
myself. I rationalized that this was a benefit in my line of business,
however; I had to hire people who would work with Americans,
so wasn't it smart to find out which agents spoke the best English?

The area of my brain that should have been used for language
skills was instead dominated by business sense. I was trying to
figure out how to build a Rolls-Royce on a Ford assembly line. I
kept searching for a breakthrough—a way to increase the profits
per trip.

I knew that if I chartered an entire plane, I'd make a much
bigger profit—if I could fill it, of course. At least 1 didn't have
to come up with any up-front money. No one ever asked me for
deposits in those days. I could promote a tour without ever mak-
ing any down payments to the airlines, hotels, or vendors, even

when I was new to the industry. And that was lucky.
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I went back to Washington University and asked, “Wonsdi pooes
consider doing a charter from St. Louis to London?” The sclss®
said yes. It was the first charter plane to fly from St. Louis s
Europe.

By 1965, 1 was earning a significant income but still working #
hours per week. A fellow who was in the record business until he suff
fered a heart attack contacted me to talk about a business prop(‘*
for one of his sons. Both sons were attending Harvard, and one“
indicated an interest in the charter travel business.

“My son is going to graduate next year, and I'd love ﬁr
him to come back home,” he said. “I thought if I bought ’_,
company . 5

He had money from selling his record distribution compq
and wanted to buy International Travel Advisors. We agreed on
$350,000 and had a contract drawn. We set a date to meet for

lunch to sign the contract.
One day before that date, I got a call from the chancellor of

Washington University.

“Can I have lunch with you tomorrow?” he asked.

‘This was my biggest customer, and under normal circum-
stances, I would have had lunch with him at 3:00 in the momming
in Forest Park if he wanted to, but this time, I couldn’t.

“I'm sorry,” I said. “I have a lunch meeting tomorrow with
someone, and I don’t know how to contact him before then
because he’s traveling. I can meet you before or after, though.”

“Fine,” he said. “Be here at 3 p.m. tomorrow.”
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Ar my hanch meeting, 1 looked at that contract and knew |
wasn't ready to make it othicial. 1 told the man, “Look, I'm about
o keave for Europe for two weeks. Let me think about it, and I'll
give you my answer when I come back.”

He went ahead and signed the contract . . . now it was just
waiting for my signature. I went on to meet the chancellor, who
saad, “This may come as a surprise to you, but I want you to come
wark for the university. I'd like you to be the vice chancellor
handling external affairs for the university. You'd be in charge of
all the moneymaking activities of the university—the bookstore,
cafeterias, travel company, everything.”

He was right; it was a surprise! I started laughing, and he
asked, “What's so funny?”

“There are two things you don't know: one is that I own the
company.”

“Oh, you're right. I knew you were the manager; I didn't know
you owned it.”

“Yes, it’s my business,” I said. “And the other thing is—remem-
ber my lunch appointment that I couldn’t cancel? I have a signed
contract in my pocket to sell my travel company.”

One hour after I got a contract to buy my company, I got a job
offer. Life’s funny.

“Well, then, we can do something,” he said. Then he started
really pitching me the job.

I said, “Vice chancellors are usually PhDs. You realize that 1
don’t have a degree from the university.”

“Yes, I knew that.”

v By =
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“I'm very flattered. 1 will seriously consider it, but Fen g

Europe for two weeks. Then I'll give you an answer.”
I did—and turned both down. Thank goodness. If | %ad .

the business then, I probably would have reinvented roryself, bay

wouldn’t have been as much fun.

Looking back, I don’t think I was ever serious abour sefie,
the company then. I had other offers through the years, but I fhas,
I was just assessing my own resolve at that point. There were maz
more avenues to try and aspects of the business I hadn't sofved »-

that still excited me.

In 1966, I ran our first tours to Asia, and they were very suc-
cessful. T was on the cusp of making a big breakthrough, be
something was still holding me back. I was still steeped in the
comfort of St. Louis, rarely moving beyond the city to target any
other groups for specialized travel. I just didn't have enough time
to travel around making contacts in other areas. I decided thar
something needed to change if we were going to get bigger.

Two concepts came up. The first was “Travel Calling,” which
would be run like “Avon Calling.”I still wish I had given that a try’

The second was to build another Barney Ebsworth. At first,
I thought I could find and mentor someone promising and turn
him into a second me—a workaholic who'd be able to do as much
as I was doing. Then I realized that was a silly idea, because if |
ever did find another Barney Ebsworth, he'd be smart enough to
leave me as soon as he'd learned the business enough to strike out

on his own. Then I'd have just created my own competition
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Instead, though, maybe I could hire specialists to do parts of
my job. For starters, I could hire other salespeople to help, teaching
them just one aspect of my job—that way they'd know enough to
be really useful but not enough to start their own companies. The
first salesman 1 took on was formerly an Adler typewriter salesman.
I didn't want to hire someone who had been selling IBM, because
it's too easy to walk in and sell something when everyone already
knows your brand. I wanted the guy who had experience selling
an unknown—a small company competing with the big guns who
could get his foot in the door. Essentially, that’s what he was going
to have to do for me: approach organizations and sell them on
something entirely new, convincing them of our good reputation
and reliability despite the fact that we were just a small company
with about eight employees.

By the end of that year, I made a decision. 1967 was going to
be the big one. We were going to expand all over the country, and
my little travel company was going to shoot for the stars. I dubbed
it my “B or B” year: big time or bankruptcy.

i B
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t really started with one of the top surgeons from Ohio. He
was the group leader on one of our “rat race” tours that I had
joined. We drove all day from Geneva to Paris, and when we got
there, I said, “Come on, Ed, I'll take you out.”

We went to the Follies and then hit a couple of bars. We didn’t
get in until 4:00 in the morning, both half in the bag.

“This is the first time I've been drunk since medical school,”
he said.

We had a wonderful time. Then he told me he had to be up by
8:00 in the morning for a sightseeing trip.

All through the following day, it just bothered me. “What in
the world?” I thought. “This guy makes $500,000 a year, and he’s
on vacation. He got up at 8 a.m. for a $6 sightseeing tour. He
should have slept until noon and had a private car take him on a

personalized sightsecing tour.”

s 1
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1 ruminated about why people would do soretbing Bive
that and came to the conclusion that they thought they had
to because it was part of the package they bought. “This
included in my tour, I'm burning the money I spent on this trig”
they were thinking, when really, all they were wasting was 2
$6 sightsceing tour. They could just take it the next day or skip »
and spend the morning doing whatever they really wanted to de.
like sleeping.

So 1 came up with a new concept that made more sense. Firse,

I decided to take out the sightsecing and make it optional. Ia
doing so, I was able to bring down the price by about $150.1
thought, “Everyone needs a plane ticket and a ride from the air-
port to the hotel. Everyone will get a first-class hotel to stay in
and an American breakfast the next morning. I'll find 10 great
restaurants to choose from for dinner and set up a hospitality desk

at the hotel to arrange sightsecing and whatever else they want. ..

and I'll do it all for $898.”

The risk came from my next move. I decided to charter 10
planes to do back-to-back charters. I also more than doubled our
staff, which now consisted of about 20 people.

To go with my new concept, I thought it was time to give the

business a new, catchier name. From now on, we would be known
as INTRAV.

Over the course of several months, I worked out the details.
First I needed to figure out where we were going. 1 wanted
someplace exotic that would offer the greatest dollar value and

be comfortable and secure, and the place that fit was the Orient.
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Traveders would spend four nights in deluxe hotes in Tokyo,
1 contracted with Northwest Orient Aidines for 10 Bocing
7075 with first-class meals and an open bar throughout the flights.
The idea of back-to-back charters is like playing baseball and get-
ting all bases loaded. The first group flies into Tokyo (first base).
FWda)ﬁlaa,dnucmrdgroupﬂiawTokyo,mdthcﬁtn
moves on 10 Kyoto (second base) by bullet train. Four days later,
thcdﬁ:dgrmxpﬂiethokyo,dwmﬂgrwpgocszrﬂmﬂﬂd
fhc&rﬁgroupgoestoﬂm:gKm:g(tﬁrdbm}.Whmﬂnﬁxﬂh
group flies to Tokyo, everyone shifts again, and the first group flies
home—and so on. From there on, the airplane and block of hotel
fooms are 100 percent filled, and the profits are great. If I could fill
the charters with 165 passengers at a time, it would be “big time.”
OHﬂIcOﬂmhznd,iflcouldn’t,lwugoingmﬁilbﬂdl}i

Charter landing rights were a major hurdle in the equation.
Japan had a long and tedious procedure to get approvals. No one
had ever done back-to-back charters before, but we were success-
ful in the negotiations.

After securing the hotels and restaurants and the local tour
operators, all that was left was getting the passengers, which was
the biggest challenge.

My targets were the larger athletic and social clubs. 1 needed
to convince these clubs to buy into the idea of promoting a special
trip for their members.
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I already had a contact at the Missouri Athletic Club,

that’s where we started first, and then we went to the Indianagpa,
Athletic Club and the Illinois Athletic Club.

Next we found two clubs in Texas that wanted the progran,
the Cipango Club and the Cork Club. At the time, Texas wy
a dry state, and the only way you could have a cocktail was in ;
private club. So, essentially, these exclusive social clubs were s
up so people could drink. You had to pay steep membership fee;
and prove a certain net worth to join the clubs, and theyd attrac
famous talent to perform for their membership.

I developed a direct mail promotion including a full-color
brochure, a cover letter, and an envelope all imprinted with the
name of the sponsoring organization. This told the members that
the organization approved the travel and vouched for the quality
of our offer.

“Now two can travel for the price of one!” the brochures said.
The bargain really was astounding—not only were they traveling
by chartered jet direct from their hometowns but also everything
was first class, from the hotels to the food, and they'd have unlim-

ited menu choices at the finest restaurants. Our dining slogan was
“The choice is yours; the check is ours.”

While I paced around my office, the mailings hit their targets.
Within a few wecks of each mailing, nearly every flight of 165

passengers was filled, most with long waiting lists.

Bingo.

The only group running low on numbers was the Cork Club

in Houston, | called the secretary and scheduled a meeting with
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the club’s owner. When | got into the taxi at the airport, the driver
asked where T was going. As soon as I said “the Cork Club,” the
driver said, “Well, stay away from that owner, Glenn McCarthy.”

“Why?" I asked.

“Taxi drivers won't pick him up anymore. He's always getting
drunk and getting into fights and knocking guys out. He picks
fights with everyone.”

When 1 got there, I met with the manager. After 10 minutes
Or so, l\/IcCarthy sauntered into the room, looked me over, and
walked back out. I didn’t know how notorious he was. One of
the most successful Texas oil tycoons, 59-year-old McCarthy had

been on the cover of Time magazine, hung around with Howard
Hughes and lots of Hollywood stars, and had even been the inspi-
ration for the character Jett Rink in the book Giant—James Dean
played his role in the resulting movie. He was known for being the
picture-perfect stereotype of a big, bad Texas wildcatter oilman.

Afterward, people would ask, “You met Glenn McCarthy?”

“Well, I didn't exactly meet him,”T'd say.

Two months before the first charter was set to take off, I took
2 quick trip to South America to begin making arrangements for
our winter tours. Flying overnight from Santiago, Chile, to San
Francisco via a Los Angeles stopover, I saw a passenger get on
carrying the Los Angeles Times. On the front page in a red banner
headline it said, “Red Guard Runs Amok in Hong Kong.”

Ob, no, 1 thought. Not Hong Kong. Not now. If something
were to go wrong, this was precisely not the time for it to go wrong,
I'was about to send 10 back-to-back charters to Hong Kong, and
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here we were at final payment time with storics of rioting grar...
the front page of the newspaper.

On my arrival in Hong Kong, my agent met me at the Zirg.-
and said, “You're staying at the Peninsula tonight on the Kowio,.
side instead of the Mandarin on the Hong Kong side. They's.
stopped the Star Ferry because the Red Guard is almost afl &,
way down to the oceanfront.”

The Peninsula hotel is gorgeous—one of the queen jewels o
the world. That night, I stood behind glass doors with two fanciy
dressed guards. And just a few yards away outside, the Red Guards
rolled over a car and set it on fire. That was as far as they ever got

I flew back home with a terrible unease, wondering how |
would manage if everyone canceled his or her trips. Miraculously,
people didn’t. We still had every charter sold out. Two days before
our first charter was to arrive, I flew in early to do a “dry run”’
Everything seemed to be in place.

As an extra touch, I hired a junk to display a sign that said
“Welcome, INTRAV Orient Adventure” for our passengers on
their first crossing of Victoria Harbor.

'The charter flew into Hong Kong, and the group got onto the
Star Ferry. I looked for our sign . . . and nearly fell over. The junk
was so close to the ferry that as soon as we took off, it almost got
run over and swamped. I had to tell the guys, “Next time, would
you please make sure you get out in front of the ferry and off to the
side so my passengers at least have a chance of seeing the sign?”

But that was nothing compared to the bigger issue we were
about to face: as we made our crossing, I looked down, and there

B
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was a dead body floating in the water. The Red Guards were killing
people in Canton, and the bodies were floating down the river into
Hong Kong Harbor.

The president of the organization, who booked the charter,
saw the body and said, “I'm only a small-town doctor in Iowa, but
I'm certain that’s a dead body floating there.”

I'll never forget those words. I was glad he took it so well.

Thank goodness the rest of the trip went off without a hitch.

And thank goodness the Red Guard rioting ended in October.

The social norms in the Orient were so different from what
our tourists were accustomed to. On a subsequent trip, we took
our group to the annual Gion Festival in Kyoto, a colorful cel-
ebration in the geisha area downtown. It’s punctuated by a parade
every July 17 where women dress in kimonos and wave their paper
fans and men wear traditional Japanese garb and play instruments
or pull floats or chant through the streets. We always warned our
clients to leave their valuables behind when traveling, but they
didn’t always listen. In this case, one of our clients had his pass-
port, cash, and traveler’s checks in his camera bag. He put his bag
down when he was taking pictures of the parade, and when he
turned to pick it back up, it had disappeared.

We were leaving Kyoto the next day to go to Hong Kong, so
we put him in a car and raced him to the American consulate in
Osaka to get him an emergency passport so he could leave with us.
By the time he got back from Osaka, there was a message from the
police: the crook had called to report his own crime.
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s —— Qm}/ L%/r/ r/- “/"3.«53/:@

“When I opened the bag and saw the passport, I realized | h..
stolen from a foreigner,” he told them. “I know that would brir,-,_
dishonor to my country, so I've left the bag in a telephone boot
for you to pick up.” All of the contents, including the cash, wer,
still in the bag when the police retrieved it and gave it back to it
owner. Honor among thieves, indeed.

Kyoto was also the first place where the mayor gave me the
keys to the city. He appreciated that I was promoting tourism
to the city and wanted to commemorate INTRAV’s accomplish-
ments. On this day, I was in the city with my first salesman, an
older man with white hair who was also a friend of mine.

“Come on, Ken,”I said. “Come with me. It'll be fun. You'll get
to meet the mayor.”

At the ceremony, the mayor was obviously looking at and
heading for Ken with the key to the city. He assumed that the
older guy with the white hair was the boss.

Ken looked at me and murmured, “What do I do?”

I put my hand on his back and said, “Go ahead and take it
Wed sort it out later—why embarrass the mayor?

When I got back home, I finally started sleeping again. For
the first time in seven years, I really slept. I knew then that a bad
year was going to be $3 million in revenues. No matter what your
economic comfort level is, you can live on $3 million a year.

I felt the fear leaving my body. My family was never going
to have the worries I did when I was a child. For the first time, |
knew I'd achieved more than I'd set out to do. We'd already made

history: no other company had ever done back-to-back charters
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before, and we'd just sold out 10 of them. Japan allowed only 30
charter flights from the United States annually, and by 1969, we
were using all of them.

We were bigger than the big guys now. INTRAV was a

stunning success,
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y “B or B” year had the right outcome. From that
point on, I knew that I'd always have enough to support my fam-
ily, which had been my goal from the start. All I'd wanted was
stability, and now I had plenty of it.

Except for my Olympic dreams, I hadn't ever envisioned mak-
ing history when I was a child. Now newspaper and television
feporters were waiting at the airport to interview my passengers
and me about these historic back-to-back charter flights, and gov-
¢rnment officials gave me awards commemorating the event. It
Wwas a big deal not only to me but also to the whole travel and
tourism industry. We expanded the realm of what was possible.

Of course, I was not one to rest on my laurels, so I continued
looking for ways to expand the company and its offerings. Just as
competitive as ever, | wanted to do better every year. | marketed
INTRAYV heavily to several specialized groups: private clubs, dental
associations, bar associations, and university alumni associations.
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We tapped into the medical associations in 1965, Which wae i
ajor coup, Medical associations turned ous 1o be boyal, o yon give
them a great travel experience, they're not likely 1o fed the reed 1.
“shop around” next time they're ready for a new trip,

After successfully selling out 10 back-to-back chasters @ the
Orient, 1 needed a winter product to sell. Id just been o South
America for the first time the previous winter with 2 senior goAf tour,
and I thought, “Why not South America?” I traveled there again i,
June to design the itinerary and hire the operators and decided on
four days in Quito, Ecuador; four days in Santiago, Chile; four days
in Buenos Aires, Argentina; and four days in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil
‘Ihat started our second series of trips in January 1968.

Following that, I created tours for the South Pacific the sub-
scquent winter: Tahiti, New Zealand, and Australia. Next came
North and East Africa: Rabat; Morocco; Nairobi; Kenya; and
Tunis, Tunisia. My plan was to produce a Rolls-Royce for the
price of a Ford; no matter where we went, I wanted people to feel
they were traveling in luxury without having to pay luxury prices.
One of the biggest selling points was that they'd fly from their

own local airport, without having to go through an international
departure city.

Take the example of a well-to-do doctor in Texas. He's always
encouraging his patients to take vacations for their health, but he's
too busy to take one himself. His wife has always talked about
going to Europe or Asia or South America, but Dr. Jones hasn't
gotten around to it. He's not interested in sitting in a terminal in

New York and wasting his vacation while being herded around
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like cattle by rude airport security guards, but if you can get him
on a Texas Medical Association charter flight out of Dallas, then
its a different story. His wife gets her trip overseas, he gets a tax
deduction for continuing education, and he’s still Dr. Jones—with
all the respect that entails—throughout the experience.

The wonderful thing about setting up new tours was that once
I had all the details right, they were easily repeatable. It reminds
me of the success of a friend who was an architect and developer.
He was hired to design and build a small regional hospital. The
design called for 150 beds, and he sold it for approximately $5
million. Then he thought, “I can sell this hospital all over the
country”—and he could do it for $3.5 million instead because
now he already had the plan. It brought down costs for his buy-
¢rs, and he ended up making significant income building the
same hospital all over the United States. Without knowing it
then, we had both discovered one of the new innovations of the
60s: bundling the components into a more economical package.

In essence, I did the same with my charters. How do you hold
costs down? By doing everything on a bigger scale and dividing
the start-up costs among as many people as possible. That meant
I'had to find more and more people to trust INTRAV with their
travel plans. Once people saw what we were able to accomplish,
that wasn’t hard. We had no competition in most markets.

The groups I worked with clamored for more destinations, so
I traveled around the world to look for the best experiences and

accommodations 1 could find. Whether people wanted to go on
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abig-g;mthotonfzﬁormrfon the most beautifid brackes, wr
would get them there.

“What would be better than a two-week air 2nd sez trp 5
the Mediterranean?®” [ thought. I chartered the British ocean hiner
Carmania of the Cunard line, which had been out of service, and
we did a series of two-week cruises. On the first trip, we ficw 2o
Nice, France, and I remember having two DC8s and a 707 ar dhe
airport, and Air France had just one 707.

“My gosh,”1 said to myself, “we’re three times bigger than the
national carrier.”

We needed three planes because the ship carried 550 passen-
gers. 1 liked to arrange trips where I'd “matchmake” the passengers;
one cruise might consist of the members of Ohio Medical, Illinois
Medical, and Texas Medical. Those were the first air/sea tours ever
done, and they were right at the beginning of the cruise era.

A talent agency in England specialized in cruise ship enter-
rainment, so | utilized its services to find our entertainers. We
ended up with a typical cruise band and an aging dance team from
Portugal: Philippe and Olga. They were past their prime, and she
was in no shape for dancing anymore. The finale of their show
was when he'd twirl her around in the air and then she'd stagger
around the stage when he put her down,

In time for the next trip, I did a little recruiting of my own.

I hired the Rumors, a local band in St. Louis that I thought was
hip, They were white kids, but the lead singer, Corky, had an afro.
I treated them like big stars, and they followed suit by acting the

part, We pulled up to the Hotel Negresco in a limousine, and in
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tront of the uniformed greeter, the singer slid out onto the sidewalk
on his rear end. He looked up and slurred, “Bonjour, Monsicur!”
L thought, “Uh-oh . . . this isn’t good.”

When we got to the ship, it turned out that the band’s ampli-
Bers hadn't shown up. I chartered a plane to fly all their equipment
to Catania, Italy. We were all on the C deck, and Corky wrote
“The C Deck Blues,” which included lyrics about how the C deck
had no private bathrooms.

Our agent in Sicily looked like Humphrey Bogart, and his
son rode shotgun for him. He lived in the mafia headquarters city

and was overqualified to be a tourist agent, but I didn’t ask prob-
Ing questions about that. Instead, I stuck to the more pertinent
matters—and at the moment, the most pressing one was “Did the
band’s equipment arrive?”

“Yes,” he said, “but I guess we should tell you . . . you just
bought a dead horse.”

“Excuse me>”

They explained that the truck carrying the equipment had
arrived at the port but the dock manager informed them they
weren't allowed to bring a truck on the dock.

“What are we supposed to do? This is heavy equipment, and
the ship is at the end of the dock.”

“Under the old law, you can take a horse-drawn wagon out
there, but you can't take a truck.”

“How are we supposed to get a horse-drawn wagon?”

“We have one we can rent you.”

Well, that was convenient.

i 3 o
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Now, this next part sounds like a cockamamie story to me thar
I was never inclined to verify, but what they told me was that the
horse dropped dead while carrying the equipment down the dock
And I had to buy the horse.

After all this trouble, the Rumors had better be the best band my
passengers have ever heard, 1 thought.

That night, the band played. Their specialty was “Proud Mary,”
and they amped everything up good and loud. When Corky got
to “Rollin’, rollin’, rollin’ on the river,” they blew out every light
on the ship, along with our navigation system. The Rumors were
strutting around the ship like rock stars proud of their feat,and we
were in an emergency situation.

I took them off the ship and flew them home and decided
never to recruit entertainers again. What I've learned in the ensu-
ing time is that people who manage musicians generally treat
them like meat so their egos don't overinflate, and I'm just not a
meat manager. We stuck to regular cruise line entertainers for the
rest of the cruises, which were filled to capacity.

During our North and East Africa program, the Rabat Hilton
where we stayed was nearly empty; it was at perhaps 15 percent
occupancy and likely should have closed for the winter. I knew
that what I had was a great bargaining chip: we were bringing in
hundreds of tourists on a back-to-back basis for three months,

and the hotel would not be able to fill those spaces otherwise, so 1
negotiated hard. Among other things, I got the manager to agree
to a full American breakfast with bacon and eggs every morning
for $1.23. Well, we got our $1.23 breakfast, but 1 did learn a lesson

s BY o
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about driving too hard a bargain. I've never seen such small por-
tons of eggs in my life.

Because of our tours, I got to know the minister of the interior
of Morocco. After our program was over for the year, he contacted
me in St. Louis and said, “The king wants to give you an award,
and he wants you to come to his forty-second birthday celebration
in June. We’re going to send you an invitation.”

He didn't explain what the award was, but I never received the
invitation, so I didn't go to the party. That was rather fortunate,
considering that was the year palace coup d’état occurred and reb-
els with machine guns opened fire on the party guests. The king
survived, but my friend—who I'm sure I would have been seated
next to—was killed, along with nearly 50 other guests. That was a
party to miss.

The king knew only one person could be responsible for the
attack: Morocco’s defense minister, Mohamed Ouftkir. Although
it was officially reported that Oufkir committed suicide after the
coup failed, his body was found with multiple bullet wounds.

The next year, the new minister called to tell me that the king
still wanted to give me an award.

“Where?” I asked.

“At the Moroccan Embassy in Washington.”

“Good . . .T'll accept it.”

I never received the invitation, and I never got the award. But
Lalso didn't get killed at the birthday celebration, which I think

is a fair trade.
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As our successes mounted, in 1969 1 hired a vice president 4
operations, responsible for program planning and ground opera.
tions. Each year, we took on about 10 new employees, s0 we were
up to about 40 at that point. Then I decided we should hire one
more employee: my dad. He was 64 years old and still wanted 1o
work, though he'd never really had a job he loved. He worked for 2
series of manufacturing companies that were poorly run. I said to
him, “All my life, I've heard about these idiots you've worked for.
Why don'’t you come work for me as our administrative manager?
I'll double your salary, and you can tell me how stupid /am.”

He did, and I learned a lot from him. He handled purchas-
ing, printing, and the mailroom, and he oversaw the office. Dad

had a vantage point different from mine and could see when
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things weren't being done properly on the lower levels. To be
good leader, you can't possibly do everyone’s jobs; you have to hire
wisely and then sit back and let people do their work. I knew
that somewhere down the chain someone wouldn't be doing the
job the way I would do it, but that’s why I was the one running
the company instead of the other way around. My dad provided *
valuable insights about where there were weaknesses in the orga- g
nization and helped me learn more about delegating down instead |
of trying to do it all myself.

We had lunch together once a week, but aside from that, it
was all business in the office. I took my job seriously and expected
everyone clse to take his or hers seriously, too—even my dad.

Socializing was for weekends.

T
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Dad had many great aphorisms. One of them was “I dont
want to be a millionaire; I just want to live like one.” I told him I
could make sure of that for him, and I did—as much as his pride
allowed. If there was one thing I could do well for him, it was to
send him to some of the greatest places, with Rolls-Royces to pick
him up and fancy suites to sleep in.

I thought it was a great idea when I offered to send him, along
with my aunts and uncles, on a trip back home to England. His
sister Muriel still lived there. Muriel was just a baby when my
father emigrated to the United States, and I thought he would
love to see her. However, about six weeks before they were to leave,
my dad said with no explanation, “I'm not going.” I think it was
0o traumatic for him.

So instead, I sent him on trips to Hong Kong every year.
Considering T was the Mandarin Hotel’s biggest customer, they
were happy to put him in the Mandarin suite. They rolled out
the red carpet for him and drove him around in a Rolls-Royce.
I'still knew that Dad was nostalgic about England, though, even
if he couldn’t bring himself to visit his home. That's why I got so
excited when I found Christchurch, New Zealand, and realized
how similar it was to where my dad grew up in Colchester. In
fact, considering how much England had changed over the years,
Christchurch looked more like my dad’s Colchester than modern-
day Colchester did.

“You have to see this,” I told him. It was a perfect little city
that remained rooted in its English past. The architecture, the

gardens it was like stepping right into a nineteenth-century
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English town. The residents didn't lock their doors, and sese-¢
beauty abounded in all directions. My dad ended up visiting ewer,
year. It was his way of recapturing England without all the em.
tional baggage that came with going home again.

I was happy to have my dad so immersed in my everyday ke
and working alongside me, but meanwhile, Martine and T wese
growing frustrated because we still hadn't started the famaly we
both wanted. I was ready to be a dad, and she was beyond ready
to be 2 mom. We sought help with Masters and Johnson—whach
causes a bit of a laugh when I mention it nowadays, but befoce
they were known for their sex program, they were fertility spe-
cialists. Bill Masters intimidated Martine terribly; he had eyes of
steel and a demeanor to match, but he was a very smart scientist.
Virginia Johnson was the hand holder with no degree who had
originally been hired as Bill's research assistant. After they poked
and prodded Martine and ran their tests on both of us, I turned
to Bill Masters and said, “Lay it on the line for me. Why aren’t we
having kids?”

He said, “There’s nothing wrong with Martine or you, but
there’s an X factor. Quite frankly, scientifically, we don't know
why you're not having children.”

I had almost accepted the possibility of a life without children
of my own when, lo and behold, Martine unexpectedly got preg-
nant a year later. I was in the delivery room on November 22, 1969,
watching when our daughter was born. Our marriage was troubled
by then, and I knew we faced an unsteady future together. Yet here
was this perfect little girl, just as we had hoped. We named her

S - SH
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Christiane, after Martine’s sister. It seemed only fair, considering
Martine's sister had allowed me to take her out on our first date on
New Year’s Eve.

Seon after Christiane’s birth, INTRAV had outgrown our cur-
rent office and moved to the high-rise Missouri Theater Building
at 634 North Grand. The name was a bit of a misnomer, as no
theater remained on site. The theater had been torn down in 1957
to create a parking lot for the office building.

Six months later, Martine had taken baby Christiane to Paris
for a visit. When they returned, I went to the airport to pick
them up when we spotted a familiar face walking toward us: Bill

Masters.

“Look!” I exclaimed proudly, showing off my daughter. “The
X factor!”

Martine was in her glory in her role as a mother, and I kept
working as hard as ever to provide for the family. Our marriage
split up when Christiane was 18 months old, but I saw her on the
weekends. She was a delight then and became more and more
important to me as she got older. We went to the zoo together
and rode bicycles and did lots of fun father-daughter things.

I never did get the three daughters I had hoped for, but 1
often think of how close I came to not having any. The differ-
ence between three and one is nothing compared to the difference
between one and zero. I am so lucky to have her and lucky that
she grew up knowing that both of her parents love her very much.
Martine is a wonderful mother, and I like to think I've done a

good job as her dad, too.
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In 1972, 1 offered to buy my parents their first house. They had
been renting all their lives, and my mother was eager to have more
space. I took her around to look at houses on the market. My aunt
and uncle had moved to a newer area in northwest St. Louis, and
Mom had her eye on a nice subdivision there.

I knew it was a touchy subject with my father, though—1I had
no desire to wound his pride or make him feel like I looked down
on the life he had made for us. When you do things to help people,
at what stage does it magnify the deficiency? And although he was
proud of my business success, I knew it was a double-edged sword:
my success could make him feel less successful by comparison. He
was initially reticent about my offer, so I approached it in a more
pragmatic manner.

I said to him, “You'll never have to ask a landlord again
whether you can dig up the lawn to make a garden. You can do
whatever you want. It’'ll be all your property to grow whatever
kinds of flowers or vegetables you like.”

That’s what sold him on the idea. His family was full of avid
gardeners. He and my uncle had kept a victory garden during the
war. Dad loved the idea that he wouldn’t have to ask permission to
have whatever kind of garden he wanted.

They became homeowners for the first time in their late 60s,
and my dad quickly took full advantage of his newfound freedom.

I knew he had fully crossed over to his new lifestyle when I arrived
at his house one day and found him sitting on the stoop in the

backyard with a gin and tonic in hand, presiding over the young
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man he had hired to tend to his gardens. He was the lord of his
land, and he clearly enjoyed his role.

“He's getting old. Hes becoming a gentleman farmer,” I
thought. “But this is wonderful.”

The backyard looked ridiculous. Whereas I've always liked a
more controlled landscape, Dad just wanted to grow everything. He
had roses and seemingly thousands of tomatoes and everything in
between. The whole immense backyard was a giant garden, com-
plete with compost piles: flowers on one side and vegetables on
the other. It was wild and just what he always wanted. That was
one of the happiest days of my life.

Now that Dad was retired, though, I got to see a new side of
Mom. She had been the more subservient one, letting Dad rule
the household. After his retirement, I heard her really let him have
it once—and rightfully so. I'd never heard her yell at him before,
and it made me uneasy. Then 1 realized what had happened: she
was perfectly willing to let him rule the roost as long as he was
gone for 40 or more hours per week, thus giving her plenty of
breaks from him where she could be the queen of the castle. But
now that he was home all the time, she could no longer stand for
his domineering ways on a full-time basis.

I never heard her yell at him again, but I didn't have to. I knew
that something had shifted, and as much as I loved my dad, a piece
of me was proud of her for standing up to him at last.

One of my frequent stops on my travels was to visit my cousin
Jean and her husband, Bob. Jean was an only child who moved to

New York to be an actress and met up with Bob, who was then
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working for William Morris. He was a real character—brillizss
and strange. Nobody in the family liked him except me. I knew he
was a genius.

They ended up moving to Hollywood and never moving back
East. Bob wound up in a position of power at every studio—
either as a vice president or general manager at RKO, MGM.
Paramount, and Universal. Among Bob's eccentricities was that he
always wanted to live in the last house on a cul-de-sac “so nobody
is above me.”

One Tuesday morning while I was staying over at their new
home, I awoke to the sound of sawing. I came out of my room to
see what was going on and saw Bob still in his pajamas and slip-
pers with a saw in his hand. He was hacking away at the door.

“What are you doing? That’s your front door.”

“Yeah, I know. I want the dogs to be able to come in and out.”

He was making his own dog door for their Scotties. As usual,
there was no stopping Bob when he was on a mission, so I just
chatted with him while he wrecked the door. As long as it worked,
he didn’t care what it looked like.

After breakfast, I took a drive and noticed something strange.
“I saw at least three or four new Cadillac convertibles and Rolls-
Royces on your street, and there are guys out there washing them.
What's going on?” I asked Bob.

“Oh, those are unemployed actors,” he told me. “They made
the money, and now they have the time.”

‘That was often Bob's story, too. He'd run a studio for 18 months

and then wind up unemployed for two years before picking up his
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next job. He got fired a lot—his higher-ups didn't put up with
him tor very long stretches, which I think is a common prob-
lem among geniuses. And that’s what Bob was: a Brooklyn Jewish
genius who didn't suffer fools and said what was on his mind. The
fact that he was rough around the edges didn’t make a difference
to me; 1 admired him for his talent and intellect.

Every time I went to visit, I'd treat them to dinner because he
was generally unemployed. During his down periods, he'd write
treatments for screenplays, which I'd proofread for him. He really
Wwas a writer at heart, and his eccentricities stretched to his writing
habits as well—he had a La-Z-Boy recliner that he liked to lie
down in while he was writing, so he had to rig his equipment to
work that way. He attached his typewriter to a table that he turned
upside down so he could write flat on his back. Then he took apart
the telephone and hooked it up to earphones so he could answer
the phone if he needed to without getting up from his “writing
space.”

Jean would act in commercials, which brought in their only
income for large chunks of time. She still looks 20 years younger
than she is and has always been attractive. Although they didn't
have any children, she usually played the mother in commercials.
Commercial work is harder than it looks—the days can start at
3:00 or 4:00 in the morning and go all the way into the late-night
hours, but it can also mean tens of thousands of dollars for one
commercial, depending on how many times it airs. Aside from
that, all they had were the unemployment checks that always ran

out too soon.
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Finally, Bob got a job with Jak Wb and b .
Dragnet, the TV police drama that Webh created and starred .
Webb took his research seriousty and wanted Dragnet v tegress
the best about the police force, unlike the cactoonish or brocs,
ways police were often depicted in movies, He worked clesely wig
the LAPD, and the shows often came straight from their files. Ag
2 result, Bob also developed close relationships at the police ané
fire departments,

Bob played a major role in publicizing the 911 telephone sys-
tem for the Los Angeles fire and police departments, as well, He
created the show Emergency, which was about emergency workers
responding to calls. Bob's shows taught people what 911 was for
and how to use it. As a trophy for his good work, he had police and
fire chief badges for about a hundred cities throughout the United
States, The greatest perk, however, was yet to come.

“The next time he picked me up at the airport in his new Mark
IV coupe, he said, “Look at this!” with an enthusiasm usually
reserved for children,

Under the dashboard was the official LAPD and fire depart-
smient radio band, and it accompanied one of the flashing red lights
that can be mounted on top of the car,

“What do you know? For a kid from Brooklyn, you've died
and grme to heaven,” | vaid. “You can legally chase fire trucks and

piice cars and get paid 1o do it!”

When Bob died, the only family members to attend his funeral
at Vorest Lawn were my cousin, my wife, and me, His sister from
Brooklyn canceled at the last minute, Nevertheless, the church
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was packed. One hundred fifty police officers and firemen must
have been there, all in uniform. Both departments had shown up
to pay their respects. Then, the actors he had worked with, many of
them famous, gave the eulogy. David Hasselhoff was among them.

I had never watched much television—mostly, I just made
myself stop working in time for the 10:00 news, and I liked
MA°S*H and Kojak at 10:30. To me, many shows seemed to have
underdeveloped plots and wooden actors. Bob was the type of boss
who never let that slide. He was a perfectionist who worked his
actors and crew hard, demanding the best out of them. Of course,
he probably treated his bosses with the same rough demeanor,
which is why he got fired so often. But Jack Webb kept Bob in his
employ for 10 years, until Bob retired.

One actor at the funeral service stood at the podium and said,
“Bob was the best damn son of a bitch I ever worked for. My wife
said I couldn’t use these words in a church, but it’s true.”

Another actor said Bob had been the best father hed ever had.

Bob's role in life became clearer to me that day. He was like the
tough coach who matters to his players; he had a rough exterior,
but he had done so much for their careers, and so many people
respected him. I wished the family could have seen how much of
an impact Bob had on people. It scemed a shame that they never
knew.

My philosophy about lifc and relationships was different from
Bob’s. My family always remained very important and close to
me, and 1 often did things for them before 1 did them for myself.

I bought my parents a television before 1 bought one for myself.
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When a girlfriend told me she wanted to marry and buy 2 lumse |
told her 1 could fulfill one out of two of those wishes; § bouglt bur
a house before 1 moved on. At that point, I was still just rentisg sy
own house. I hadn't yet figured out the emotional benefit of havisy
a house that was truly my own.

I remained a competitive person regardless of whether anyone
was standing at the sprinter’s starting line with me waiting for the
gun to go off. My goal was to sell out every flight. I communicated
with my suppliers by giving them weekly booking records, some-
thing no one else did. Sometimes I fudged the reports a bit if |
knew I had a promotion coming up—I didn’t want them to worry
that a trip looked empty when I knew that it would be full in two
months, after our mailing went out.

Airlines nowadays often overbook flights, and we occasionally
did that, too, but the difference was that we kept on top of our
numbers and worked to keep everyone happy. “You don't cancel 2
passenger,” I'd tell my sales staff. “You finesse a passenger.”

The difference is simple: canceling a passenger means bump-
ing a person from a trip because you overbooked it. Finessing is
calling and offering the person a 50 percent discount to move to
a trip leaving two weeks later instead. We always tried to do the
right thing by our clients, and I'm proud that they recognized that.

‘There are many ways to run a travel company, but the model

I built was to have the salespeople out in the field all week rather
than making phone calls. They all lived in St. Louis and were gen-

erally in town on Monday for a sales meeting and back in town
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on Fraday for a sales recap. In between, they were in their territory

In addition to the sales force, we had sales administrators who
staved in the office to talk to clients on the phone, as well as res-
ervationists, a big marketing department, and a mailroom staff.
Each year, we'd have 2 new crop of all-American escorts for our
zours. Most of them were university honor graduates. The boys
were football captains, and the girls were homecoming queens.
Most were presidents of their fraternities or sororities. I was proud
of the family we were building in the company.

As time went on, I continued introducing new tours:
Scandinavia, Central America, and South Africa.

When I arrived in Kenya to prepare for the African Adventure
tour in 1968, I was introduced to Dr. Julius Kiano, the minister of
education and a very powerful man. He invited me to the fifth
annual Independence Day celebration, marking Kenya’s libera-
tion from Britain. I had lunch with President Jomo Kenyatta, who
was the George Washington of Kenya—its founding father—and
Tom Mboya, the heir apparent. We watched all the tribes of Kenya
dance, It was like being at a Fourth of July celebration in 1797,
sitting between George Washington, John Adams, and Thomas
Jefferson.

The next step in INTRAV’s natural progression was to begin
offering around-the-world chartered flights. We stopped in
Honolulu, Sydney, Hong Kong, New Delhi, and the Serengeti.

We ran six of them one year; in fact, we were the first to do

six around-the-world charters, We made history, and 1 made a
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wonderful profit. For a guy who just wanted to earn enough to ges
by, I had sure blown that out of the water. I was a millionaire many
times over before I was 35.

Now that I was no longer the sole salesman and writer, I took
on a role more like the one I had when I ran the NCO clubs: |
would read the weekly sales reports, much like the consumption
reports, and try to figure out where there might be problems. |
heard every baloney story there was from the salesmen when their
numbers were down—like the ones whod tell me they mailed out
brochures that they hadn'’t.

“We're at 80 percent capacity on the first two charters, the
third one is full, and the fourth one is at 70 percent, but the fifth
one isn't booking at all. So either the mailing didn’t go out or we
really have a problem,” I'd say. Inevitably, the answer was that the
mailing hadn't actually been made.

I made some adjustments to our tours as we saw what worked
and what didnt. On our first year of the African Adventures, I
booked four days in Morocco, four in Kenya, and four in Tunisia.
Then I realized that there might not be enough to see in Tunisia
in the winter to justify spending four days there. As an alternative,
passengers could choose to fly to Rome and stay at the Hilton.

Our escorts would arrange for side trips for our clients—golf,
sightseeing, or anything else they could imagine. Everywhere we
went we had a hospitality desk. At the Hilton in Rome was a big
sign that said, “INTRAV African Adventure.”

One day, Orson Welles swept into the lobby with his black
cape and finally stopped in front of our sign and dramatically
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|ung his cape around, saying, “African Adventure? Why doesn't
somebody tell these people where they are?”

That hotel teemed with celebrities, Telly Savalas of Kojak fame

plaved poker in the lobby every day with his entourage. Another
tme, | had a close encounter in the elevator at the hotel. Leaning
against one side of the elevator was a very good-looking man, and
keaning against the other side was a very beautiful woman. The two
were making eyes at each other, so I went to the back of the eleva-
tOr S0 as not to interrupt. I couldn't help but look at them because
they were both so attractive, and finally as we arrived on the first
floor I realized who they were: it was singer Robert Goulet mak-
ing eyes at his wife, singer Carol Lawrence! I think I let out a gasp,
and the two of them burst out in laughter.

The following year, I realized we needed more time in Kenya,
so I took out Tunisia and made the trip six days in Morocco and
six days in Kenya. It was the only program I ever radically changed.

Once again, all of our tours were sold out, and we sold them
for $898. We flew from more American cities to more foreign des-
tinations than any other airline or tour company—more than 100
Cities across the country. As in track, my goal was to stay so far in
front of everybody else that I didn't need to look over my shoulder
to see who was coming up behind me. It worked a lot better in
business than it did in track.

The next programs we did were multiples of cities in Europe,
Among the itineraries were London, Paris, and Rome and

Munich, Zurich, and Vienna by train. We also sold river cruises,
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which turned out to be big business. We were the first to do 4
Rhine-Danube cruise when those rivers were connected.

Afterour charter contract ran out for the Carmania,it was retired
even though we had it filled to capacity for our Mediterranean
cruises. Cunard just couldn’t make it profitable. Like many other,
it was an old ship and frequently in need of repair. They were made
in the 1950s for transatlantic transportation, not leisure travel. In
1963 it was refitted as a cruise ship—but not very successfully,
Many of the rooms were inside cabins, and they had only shared
bathrooms and showers.

The next two years, we chartered the Jean Mermoz from the
Paquet line. It was an improvement over the Carmania but still
not the perfect vessel. It had also been built in the 1950s to take
passengers and cargo from France to West Africa, and it was refit-
ted as a cruise ship in 1969 because Greek and Italian shipping
companies had created too much competition in the low-cost
ocean liner marketplace for them. The refitting was more extensive
than with the Carmania, but I still wished for something better.

“These ships are just barely acceptable,” I thought. I wanted
something I could charter-that would provide the level of luxury
my clients expected.

The next logical step didn't click into place until my accoun-

tant approached me with an enviable dilemma.
“You're making too much money,” he said.
“Come again?”I asked.
By this point, we were so successful that our profits were

millions of dollars a year in cash. I was paying 50 percent personal
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tax and 50 percent corporate tax. I would have paid myself the
entire profit—$10 million a year—but Uncle Sam wouldn’t let
me. The government had rules in place to cap my personal earn-
ings; I could pay myself only $2 million, and the remaining $8
million sat unused in the corporate account, subject to corporate

raxes.

“If you don’t do something soon, you're going to find yourself
caught in 531, which is excess of surplus.”

Section 531 of tax law code dealt with “accumulated earnings’
and essentially meant that if my accumulated corporate earnings
went any higher, I was going to have to pay even more taxes just
for letting the money sit there. Talk about a disincentive to make
money.

“So what do I need to do?” I asked.

“You have to find another use for your corporate cash.”

I thought about what that could entail. Real estate is a great
business, but T wasn’t really interested in learning its ins and outs.
Itdidn’t take long, however, for the lightbulb to go off. Wait a min-
ute.. .. I'm always looking for ships to charter. Why not build my own?

That’s how simple it was: necessity is the mother of invention,
and in this case, I needed ships for my passengers. I also knew that
cruises were the wave of the future; the cruise industry was off to
a promising start, and I knew I could fill a niche in the market.

With that in mind, I started on my next business venture in
1972 the first Mediterranean cruise line, Royal Cruise Line.



tC%f//o/(’r ((325///

& QI NORS e

ur first ship was the Golden Odyssey. My cruise director
put me in touch with a Greek businessman who was looking for a
project. We agreed to partner to convert an ocean liner. The origi-
nal projected cost was $4 million, which then grew to $8 million
and then $12 million. I finally said, “For this money, I might as
well just build a new ship.”

To do so meant that I was going to have to do something I
had never done: borrow money. I didn't have a credit card, and I
had never borrowed a penny. Zero. I bought all of my houses and
cars with cash. If I didn't have the money for something, I didn't
buy it. To build the Golden Odyssey would cost $20 million. I put
up $4 million of my own and borrowed $16 million, guaranteed by
the Danish government. That was my first loan: $16 million. “You

night as well start with a big bang,” a friend said.

' owned 98 percent of the company, and my Greek part-

" 2 percent in exchange for overseeing the new ship's
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construction and running ship operations in Greece. I thes
hired former travel agent Richard Revnes as president. He was
an unbeatable sales and marketing man whod end up gaining
some fame in the industry for introducing gentlemen “hosts”
onboard—middle-aged men whose job it was to dance with the
single women and provide them with company during meals and
excursions. It was actually Dick’s wife’s idea; shed been on 2 cruise
with him and suggested that he dance with some of the single
women. Afterward, one woman generously thanked him for the
company and told him she hadn’t danced in years.

He then put out word that men who passed screenings and
could dance well could get free cruises by fulfilling this role—
which some laughed off as “geriatric gigolos™—but the idea ended
up being adopted by many other cruise lines.

My strong business sense got our new venture off to a running
start. I knew that every two weeks, Royal Caribbean took a charter
load from Los Angeles on two-week Caribbean cruises, and Royal
Viking was the new deluxe cruise line that was headquartered in
San Francisco. They both had white yacht-like ships with a blue
stripe running down the length of the ship, designed by naval
architect Knud E. Hansen of Copenhagen. So I called Knud and
had him design my first ship, white with a blue stripe, and called
my company Royal Cruise Line. I moved into the building right

next door to Royal Viking,

It was real chutzpah. The fellow who ran Royal Viking,

Wiarren Titus, probably should have sued me. He didn’t; he was

such a gentleman.
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size was meant to match the capacity of 2 747 so we could take the
passengers out from our chartered plane onto our ship. We had a
nice dining room, a theater and dance floor, an outdoor pool, a
gift shop, and a small fitness center. It wasn't like the over-the-top
crusse ships today that have three-story climbing walls, ice skating
rinks with “Holidays on Ice” shows, three or four nightclubs with
shows going on simultaneously, full casinos like the ones in Las
Vegas, and so on.

I knew big money could be made in cruises—for one thing,
they didn't pay taxes because they were operated offshore and
their waitstaff was paid mostly in tips. I was watchful of what
my competitors were doing. “If Royal Caribbean can market a
two-week Caribbean cruise from California, I can do a two-week
Mediterranean cruise. Mine’s a better deal than theirs.”

The Golden Odyssey went into service in 1974 and was
an instant success. ] had a built-in audience. For the first year,
INTRAV chartered the Golden Odyssey.

Being a marketer, I knew that Royal Cruise Line could maxi-
mize sales on the West Coast and fill the Go/den Odyssey on every
cruise. That gave Dick Revnes one year to show the product to
the travel agents of California, Arizona, Oregon, and Washington.
European ship owners would put their U.S. office in either Miami
or New York and market to the entire country. Every two weeks,
we took a 747 load on a Mediterranean cruise starting at $898. 1
focused mainly on the California market, chartering one jet to fly
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from California to our various ports in the Mediterrarman w54
then back again.

Just 2 few stumbles occurred because of the Greek staff, s
notably on Thanksgiving. I got a call from our cruise director—win
was formerly an American Episcopal priest whod been living =
Greece for 10 years—saying, “We need turkeys for Thanksgiving *
So I gave him the go-ahead to order turkeys and then found our
that he had served them a week early. He picked the Thursday
before Thanksgiving.

Years later on an INTRAV cruise on the Danube, our
cruise director told the Russian crew that wed need turkey
for ‘Thanksgiving. “We don’t know how to cook turkey,” they
explained—so our cruise staff cooked turkey for all the passengers.

Counting all the crew members of Royal, plus the U.S. staff in
San Francisco, I now had more than 1,000 employees—and that
didn’t count the “extra” staff such as our headlining entertainers.

We often hired entertainers who were once very famous but
whose careers had slowed down. They were excellent for our older
clientele because the entertainers were most often the superstars
of their youth. One of the most pleasant surprises was Rosemary
Clooney, who became a great friend. On her birthday one year,
she came to dinner at my house with her niece, and her niece
sang for us.

I always thought it was amusing that when George Clooney

first came to Hollywood, he would refer to himself as Rosemary’s

nephew, but when George's celebrity eclipsed her own, she referred
to herself as George’s aunt.

— 104 —



Barnev and Muriel,
1936

University of
Missouri—
100-, 220-, and
440-yard dash
on rrack
scholarship,
1954



'
A = e 4
N ‘-.'

Mom and Dad with Sing Shen, manager of Mandarin Hotel, Hong Kong,
1970

L

Christiane in
fourth-generation
communion dress,
1971




Yarney and Marion and George Nakashima, New Hope, PA, 1973



Barney, 1973




¥

ina Panagoupolos and Barney at launching of MS Golden Odyssey,
of three ships of Royal Cruise Line, February 1974




v S " (g;
Christiane and Martine on S\c\\}nxrr Clipper, 1 I8.

Christiane,

1984







\ To Trish wnd Barney Ebswortt
| With  best m&‘/zes}




Barney; and Peter Rdthbnm
Ebsworth Collection,”
lone, \ouw taken all

- Cantor. head of Christie’'s American sales;
o

, heby's American sales, at opening of “The

\“1 ¢ Museum, November 1987: “Leave me a

—'—'
* 4 Ny v . . .
§3arney and Emmy Pulitzer, with Joe

£ Yecember 1988

Pulitzer in the background,




-
= - -

-

v
‘. 11
il i Alivd 14 il)
] Fur f »
” Yorrto

First and last ships Barney built (MS Golden Odyssey, Royal Cruise [
n Clipper, Clipper Cruise Line), Juneau, AK, 1990

lerncy, 1991

Proro i S st

+'4



i
)
4

- and Barney's we dding, with best man, Peter Uebernoth,

.{"‘

1







i and Barney

wedding reception,

ity )
Vouziers, 197,

Muriel and
l‘dl‘l](:y, ]()()2




-
¥ b
- ;
- L~ ¥,

Pam and Barney, ( ianny and P
Barge Cruise, France, 1992

eter Ueberroth, and Mary and Sam Cooke,

i
%
g




M

1
X
R **

¥ x

V3

v
“x ¥, Tx YV
\\.&\&*««\\*“ Qﬂ\\\\\‘_

b

sarney, President George H. W. Bush, and Pam, 1992



; . : : &5 ashington. [)(
Parn, Barney, and Christiane at National Gallery of Art, W'i"}”;’r;(’( ; LA
Laventieth Clentur v American Art 1he Lhsworth («"///l"//’/”: March 2000

IJ
i AR HATERT)

|

ey, and Ted ( hristner ar Se
T fu;..'rum i/

attle Art Mus

cum, Roentieth
lhe I‘.I/’\‘t."niffl (,'H//t’«/.“fﬂ, /\

ugust 2000



3o S, -
“asnd

¢ hristiane and Mark’s wedding day, October 2002




1

Dar

Muriel and Barngs
wedding reger ¥







The Ladds, 2()1;)

Alexandra in
fifth-generatio:
communion

dress, 2006




Alexandra and

Maximilian, 2010

| add f.llllily. 2011



-
—
-
S
53
¥
-
<
3




(( O
tuiang ——— —
¢

Each year, Rosemary would send me a Christmas record-
ing. They were personalized messages: she'd start singing “White
Christmas” and then break off in the middle of the song to talk
to me.

“Oh, Barney, I haven't seen you in such a long time, and I miss
you. We need to get together again soon ...”

‘The messages were always sweet, and I finally gathered up all
of them—about 10 of them—and put them on one recording so I

could listen to them every Christmas.

A Boston-based travel company, American International
Travel Service (AITS), was the only company doing back-to-back
charters before INTRAV. They sold two-week tours that went
from Honolulu to San Francisco to Las Vegas and back for $599.
They sold like gangbusters.

As their second program, they chartered a ship called the
Theodor Herz! for two weeks for South American cruises. I asked
my operator whether he could get me onto the ship when it arrived
in Rio de Janeiro, and he agreed. So, with one of my salesmen, I
boarded the ship, along with the next group of passengers, trying
to blend in. The boarding process was pretty disorganized—work-
ers were still cleaning the rooms from the last passengers—so
getting on the ship wasn't difficult. Once on, I was able to look
around the decks and cabins, but I couldn’t see any of the upper
suites because the doors were all closed.

“Maybe the shades will be open in one cabin,” I suggested to

my salesman.
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We forged ahead upstairs to find a window we could look ine,
Finally, we came to one with a shade that wasn't fully pulled dows,
so I bent over and stuck my face up to the glass to try to get a good
peek at the room.

Inside was a woman getting dressed.

“Holy smokes. Let’s get out of here!” I said to my salesman.
“No one’s going to believe I just wanted to see the suite.”

We got off the ship as fast as we could before anyone stopped
us for looking like a couple of Peeping Toms.

That wasn't my only “covert spy” mission gone awry. Shortly
thereafter, I was in Istanbul and knew that a new Russian cruise
ship was docked there. Russians had built four new cruise ships
for their “hero workers” (also known as Stakhanovites, named for
a man who had mined 14 times his quota of coal in a six-hour
shift)}—as an incentive, the government would take its best and
most productive workers on pleasure cruises. This was mostly
because watching people is easier when they’re contained on 2
ship. There was too much risk if the government sent its best
workers to Europe or Asia by plane; those workers may have dis-
appeared and never come back to Russia.

One of my favorite operators, Omar Chaglar, seemed to be
able to arrange everything in Istanbul, so I asked him, “Can you
get me on the new Russian ship in the harbor?”

“Sure!” he said and proceeded to get me through customs and

onto the ship. All the Russian passengers were sightseeing, and |

went to the main lobby to look at the deck plan. There I was, alone,
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studying this map, when I felt the unmistakable presence of a very
large person behind me.

“Vat you doing?” a Russian guard barked, pointing an AK-47

rifle right at me.

I had on blue jeans, a T-shirt, and tennis shoes and had a
comb in my pocket but no wallet or passport or any ID.

“I'm sorry,” I stammered. “I was just looking . . .”

“Get off this ship!” he yelled, and I complied as fast as one can
comply with such an order. I got off that ship and berated myself
the whole way. Ebsworth, you are so stupid! You're in Russia illegally
with no ID. What would I have done if he had restrained me?

It was unsurprising to me that they had to work so hard to
keep Russians in the Soviet Union. Because INTRAV was the
largest producer of American tourists to the Soviet Union, I was
given VIP treatment everywhere I went—and even that was not
very good.

They booked me in Lenin’s suite in the National Hotel in Red
Square. The room had a couple of impressive oil paintings but
not much else. The suite appeared not to have been changed or
cleaned since Lenin had been there. It was filthy, and the bed was
terribly lumpy.

Hey, 1 thought, Lenin isn't buried in Red Square—he’s still in
this bed!

In the hallway, workers rolled carts around noisily all night
long, and you could forget soundproofing. It was like being in a

hospital, where you can’t get any sleep because of all the noise.
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Anié I'm receiving VIP troatwent. Imagine what it fike for cver,
ome ebe tx tées bocel” | thought.

Gucsss didn't get keys to their rooms; you had to ask the “w
Dressed in what appeared to be prison guard uniforms, the tough-
looking women would give you dirty looks as soon as you got nex

“Vat you want®™” they would ask.

In my most timid voice, I'd squeak out, “May I have my key™

The country was dismal, with fear integrally part of the cul-
ture. On the subways, everyone had blank circles for eyes, like in
the Little Orpban Annie comic strips. No one looked at each other,
but in particular, people didn't look at foreigners or else the KGB
might grab them. My company was proud to offer our clients the
best hotels and best dining, but that wasn't saying much in a place
such as Russia.

Restaurants in the country almost never had a menu. This was
a place where people stood in line for five hours for a piece of
meat for their family, only to get to the front of the line and find
out there was nothing left. At restaurants, they'd bring whatever
they had, and you ate whatever was placed on the table because
you didn’t know when or whether you'd be offered anything else.

When making arrangements, I had to speak delicately so as
not to offend but still ensure that my guests’ best interests were
met. I met with the manager of the Leningrad Hotel and said,

“We're going to have to serve lunch to 220 people tomorrow. Can
you do that?”
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“TE show vou.” he said. “You be hesr 2 11:00 and I'll show
wou your 100 luach ™
Sure enough, when I got there 2t 11:00 the next morming,
there were cight round tables set with soup, entrée, and dessert. all
s=ng out ready to go two hours early.
hoted had 11 elevator banks, but only two of them actwaliy ran in
thas 20-story building. The manager proudly took me o = chree-
room suite, which boasted all gray furniture, gray walls, and grav
Tugs, with a picture of Lenin in one room and one of Brezhney
2 another. The bathroom looked perpetually dirty. 2nd 2 few feet
away from the toilet was a circular hole in the floor. Oddiv, it was
stuffed with dirty rags. This was apparently meant o be effoc-
tve camouflage, so hopefully you wouldn't notice the gzning hale
mcorrectly placed for the toilet plumbing.

Then, behind the bathtub was a closet—or at least, whar per-
ported to be a closet. It had a pole and hangers just like real closers
do. The problem was that it had no floor and actually just led o
the infrastructure of the hotel, so if you hung something in the
“closet” and it fell, it was going to fall several stories all the way
into the hotel basement.

I began wondering what we were so afraid of with Russia.
Nothing worked in the country. It might have had a couple thou-
sand fighter jets, but odds were that few of them could actually get
off the ground.

Sometimes the worst trips were the most memorable.
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sgienr ome. Thar wax, 1o mamies whee 5 was i
as I | was om vy S3p moy passeagess K

1 26iied or Seedback dbon every aspect of She SO Gie
gikane, foe foud, o corw, e hotel, diimg, sigintsecsmg, e Yy
Eacons znmounced 2t the beginning of the trip that fhe comgas.
expecied e 1o surn 3 completed questionmase frum A pu
sexigers znd & theze was anything unsatisfactory 10 It thess laow
90 they condd comect it “Tm here 1o satisfy you My compans
expects me 1 retars 2 Questionnaire from everyone.”

Mazybe one i 500 passengers just couldit be satisfied 0o ma-
tex how dbove znd beyond you might go for him or hex, but mes
passengers wese seawonable. The escorts knew that destroymg 3
puestionsaize was e offense. They might get by once bt o
twice. Soones or later, 1d hear if something was wrong. The system

We occasionally chartered from some of our friendly com-
petitors, such 2s Royal Viking 1 once said to Warren Titus, the
president, “I know more about your ship than you do.”

“How’s that?” he asked.

'lgctzlmpcrcaltrCNmofﬂlyqucsﬁonnzim_Ymuplm
is throwing away any reports that criticize him, but my passcngers
canuywhat’sondmirnﬂnd.lmzynothzveumznyrqnns.hn
I have 100 percent of the sample, and you don't.”

People were surprised how serious T was about the question-
naires. After trips, I would follow up with any passengers who hadn?
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returned one, 1'd write, “Thank you for taking a trip with us. I hope
vou had a wonderful time. I'm sorry that we haven't found your
questionnaire. Would you please mail it to us as soon as you can?”

1 really did want to know whether anything was unsatisfac-
tory so I could make changes. In a business as competitive as ours,
maintaining an excellent reputation and attracting repeat business
were important to our success. We did that.

Meanwhile, my friend Ted Arison was not feeling so lucky.
Ted was a very upbeat guy. He was an Isracli who became an
American citizen, and he had cofounded Norwegian Cruise Line.
After a falling-out with them, he and a partner went on to found
their own company, Carnival Cruise Line. His first ship was a
converted ocean liner originally built for the Canadian Pacific
Steamship Company. He paid $6.5 million for it, renamed it the
Mardi Gras, and had it repainted red, white, and blue. It could
hold 906 passengers and would have round-the-clock activities
and entertainment: the first “Fun Ship.”

For the ship’s maiden voyage, Ted invited 300 of the country’s
most prominent travel writers and travel agents to come aboard
for a free trip out of Florida, It ran aground on a sandbar before
they even left Miami, leaving the ship high and dry for a day and
a half,

Shortly after that, I saw Ted, and for the first time 1 saw him
look anything but happy. With his head in his hands, he told me,
“I'm going bankrupt. My cruise ship ran aground at the worst pos-
sible time. You have a brand new ship, and you're doubling vour

equity every year, You're the big winner,”
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“No, Ted,” 1 said. “You're going to be the big winner. 7.
Miami competitors are just ship owners, but you are 2 markete:
knew it then, before he ever made his fortune.

Today, Carnival dominates the cruising industry. After buyis,
up several other cruise lines, it now has a fleet of 101 ships.

One of Ted’s assets was his ability to change with the tirnes ,
strength we shared. Every 10 years, 1 reinvented the company--
not because I was bored and wanted change but because I was ver,
good at looking over the next hill and figuring out where we wese
going to need to be in a couple of years.

For instance, we had started as a little travel agency selling
individual plane tickets and tours, but I'd changed our direction
until we were only chartering airplanes. We operated this way
from 1967 until 1978.

Then came the deregulation of the airline industry. The Airline
Deregulation Act was a federal law enacted in 1978, and it meant
that the government would no longer set the rates, routes, and
schedules of commercial airlines. Prior to that point, the Civil
Aeronautics Board had to approve any new routes, fare changes,

and schedule changes, as well as enforce the rules about who could
charter a plane and under what circumstances. It was beneficial to
large airlines, but passengers didn’t appreciate the high fares and
lack of competition in the marketplace.

Over the next year, the entire industry changed—airlines
came up with a lowered group fare that made it impossible to
take advantage of the economies of chartered flights. Rather than
clinging to the model that had worked for me for the past 12 years,
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1 again reenginecred our business, In 1979, 100 percent of ou .
travel was on chartered flights, In 1981, 100 percent of our air
travel was on scheduled Hlights, and we expanded to include a large
transportation department. Adapting to the market was one of my
biggrest keys to success,

I sold the majority share of Royal Cruise Line to Greek inter-

ests in March of 1979, which was the same year that I started
Windsor, a company to provide financing for venture capital and
real estate investments. | named the company after Windsor
Castle, where my dad was born. Once again, my accountant had
warned me that I needed to find a way to invest my corporate
profit or risk being taxed at a higher rate for letting it sit there, It
was a government penalty for accumulating too much cash and
not investing it.

Windsor first invested in real estate: apartments, shopping
centers, and office buildings. Then we decided to buy companics: a
private-label shampoo manufacturer, a printing company, a manu-
facturing company, and a storage company, among others. I didn't
run any of the companies; my role was strictly as an investor, not
a hands-on manager. I hired a corporate CFO who managed the
presidents of each company.

Over the course of 15 years, we didn’t have any spectacular
success. It proved to me that the management books are right: if
your heart isn't in it, a business is not likely to be run very well. My
heart was in none of these companies. They were just investments,

and I had no personal connection to any of them. In the end,
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after all that work, we probably earned about the same amount o,
would have if I'd just left the money in the bank to earn interes

On the other hand, 1 started another business that did me,,
something to me. In 1981, 1 founded another cruise line: Clippe,
This time, I aimed smaller. These ships would have capacities «f
just 100~140 passengers, but they would be deluxe exploring ships
with generously sized cabins meant for an upscale market. Over
time, our fleet included the MV Newport Clipper, MV Nantucket
Clipper, MV Yorktown Clipper, MS Clipper Adventurer, and MS§
Clipper Odyssey. Unlike Royal Cruise Line, this time I didn't limit
myself to a particular geographic area: Clipper would travel far
and wide, wherever our clients wanted to cruise in a more intimate
manner than on the modern cruise ships. It was perfect for affin-
ity groups, our specialty. Building the fleet also involved less of an
up-front cost.

With small vessels such as ours, we could get into more
secluded areas and offer more personalized service for our guests.
Because of the size, our ships could maneuver into more delicate
ecosystems and historic locales. Despite the fact that we were
barely on the map in terms of the numbers of passengers we trans-
ported, we quickly gained a stellar reputation, eventually being
named in Condé Nast Traveler magazine as one of the world’s top
10 cruise lines.

Our offerings were diverse: we sold 20 unique itineraries
across the waterways of North America from March through
November each year, but that was just the beginning. In South

America, our expedition vessel Clipper Adventurer carried peaple
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through the Orinoco and Amazon Rivers, as well as into Brazil,
Uruguay, Chile, and Argentina. The same ship took passengers to
explore from Greenland to the Northwest Passage, stopping just
155 miles away from the magnetic North Pole. We also offered
trips to visit the Faroe Islands, Iceland, and arctic Canada.

Few passenger vessels could offer in-depth cruises in
Antarctica, but Clipper Adventurer had an ice-hardened hull that
was strong enough to handle the terrain, so we took people on
15- to 23-day trips to explore the geological formations and get
up close with penguin colonies.

In the winter months, our Newport Clipper, Nantucket Clipper,
and Yorktown Clipper offered week-long “yachtsman” cruises in
the U.S. and British Virgin Islands or the West Indies, focusing
on little-explored islands and coves that big ships couldn’t access.
Many of the spots we visited were tourist free except for us, leading
to a different sort of experience than you'd get on the large cruise
vessels. Rather than lounge acts, we'd have guest lecturers such as
marine biologists and geologists.

We also offered six itineraries in the South Pacific with Clipper
Odyssey to explore areas such as Australia’s Great Barrier Reef,
New Zealand’s North and South Islands, and Papua New Guinea,
along with numerous programs in the Far East.

Each new season, I enjoyed meeting our new employees.

“Please remember our first commandment: thou shalt not
fraternize with your fellow crew members.”

I'd look around the room and notice the solemn expressions.
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“And remember our second commandment: thou shalt nor 2
caught.”

I knew it was going to happen. I just didn't want it affecting
their work. So what I told them was that they were about to work
harder than they ever had in their lives—12-hour days were the
norm. If they wanted to go out and party for six hours a night, tha:
was their business, as long as the next morning they were ready 1
put in another 12 hours with a smile.

And whatever they did, it worked. I'm very proud of the staff
we built. The comments and reviews we received almost always
mentioned how personable the crew was.

In addition to our Clipper offerings, INTRAV continued to
do air-only tours, and we also chartered riverboats around Europe.

I had a particular fascination for the supersonic Concorde
since it was first introduced for commercial flights in 1976. It was
a joint venture of the British and French governments because of
the formidable start-up costs for manufacturing and testing. Its

makers promised that the planes would fly at twice the speed of
sound—and they delivered. Reaching speeds of 1,330 miles per
hour meant that passengers would get to their destinations more
than twice as fast as when they flew on 747s. You could fly from
New York to London in just over three hours. The record was two
hours, 52 minutes, and 59 seconds.

It'’s like a magic carpet ride, 1 thought. I couldn’t wait to try it.

Along with the increased speed came significantly increased
fuel usage, which drove ticket prices out of the range of most pas-

sengers. These 100-seat aircrafts fell mostly into the purview of
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celebrities, wealthy businesspeople, and the like. Still, I knew some
of our clientele would love the chance to try out the Concordes,
and I set out to charter them. In 1987, we introduced a program
called “Around the World by Private Concorde.” In the follow-
ing 12 years, there were only 30 around-the-world charters by
Concorde, and 29 of them were ours.

‘The remaining one was a tour hosted by William S. Buckley.
When it arrived in Sydney, Australia, missing a piece of its tail,
which had broken off during the descent to land, reporters were at
the airport to interview Buckley, but they also spoke to passengers,
asking, “How did it feel when the tail broke off>"They couldn’t find
anyone who was even aware it had happened. That night on Ze
Tonight Show, Johnny Carson said, “That’s because Buckley was
lecturing to them and they were all asleep.”

I flew on the first around-the-world Concorde flight, and in
a bout of serendipity, the head stewardess was named Martine
and her assistant was named Christiane. We flew seven stops
around the world and stayed at the best hotels and ate at the
best restaurants, but the meals we ate on the plane were the
best of the whole trip. The vice president of operations for Air
France flew on the Concorde with us and had three days to get
the meals ready for the next leg of the tour. We kept the same
French crew throughout the trip, and they did a spectacular job.
As usual, I made all the sightseeing trips available free for the
crew; I wanted them to feel included so they'd have something

invested in our group.
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We departed from San Francisco and had to make our firs
stop in Honolulu for fuel because the Concordes burned fuel «,
quickly. I called my best friend Sam Cooke, who lived in Honoluly,
and said, “I have two surprises for you.”

“From the sounds in the background of your telephone call,
the first is that you're at the Honolulu Airport. What's the second
one?”

“I was in San Francisco two hours ago!”

A new speed record (that still stands).

Tt became evident that the Concorde industry wouldn't survive,
however. The economics just didn’t work. Even at the high rates
they charged for fares, they couldn’t make a profit. Redesigns were
attempted; they thought about increasing the passenger capacity
of the planes, but that would make the planes even heavier and
less fuel efficient, requiring even more stops for refueling.

No new Concordes were manufactured after 1980, and some
of the existing ones were retired and kept around for spare parts
for the handful that were still flying. Before the end, Concordes
were operating at far less than capacity and the airlines had to
offer steep discounts to fill the planes. I'm glad to have gotten a
chance to experience this piece of history.

Indeed, it was a wonderful period during which to live and
work in travel. | had such a good time in business, aside from the

plane crashes, terrorism, fires, earthquakes, tornadoes, shipwrecks,
and explosions. Other than that, great fun.

I'had considered at the onset of my entry into the travel

business that some disasters were bound to oceur along the way,
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but I did some interesting math and decided that I'd have to be
in the business for 2,000 years before one of my planes would
go down. And I didn't intend to be in business for 2,000 years,
so I was safe.

Unfortunately, it didn’t work that way. The worst disaster of
my career happened on March 27, 1977, and a series of problems
led up to it.

First, a bomb exploded in the terminal at Las Palmas Airport
in the Canary Islands, which is where Royal Cruise Line’s char-
tered Pan Am 747 was scheduled to land that day. Our flight,
along with many others, was diverted to Tenerife Airport after
the bomb exploded because a terrorist group warned civil aviation
authorities that a second bomb was coming. So instead of landing
in Las Palmas, our pilot was sent to land at Tenerife Airport. It
Was a small airport with only one runway, and now all incoming
flights at the larger airport were being sent there.

Another Boeing 747 from the Dutch airline KLM landed
at Tenerife before our plane did. That pilot—who was KLM’s
senior pilot and the guy they turned to when they wanted a pilot
to give interviews on behalf of the airline—decided to do a com-
Plete refuel while he was waiting for clearance to go back to Las
Pﬂlmas, to save time. Regulations state that he should have taken
on only as much fuel as he needed for his next stop, in order to
keep the plane’s weight down for takeoff, but he took on 55 tons—
enough to get him all the way back to Amsterdam. The refuel took
about 35 minutes, and during that time, the Las Palmas Airport
reopened for incoming flights.
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ust before § pum. local time, the KLM pilot asked for, a.q
received, permission to taxi. The controllers instructed him to 1z,
to the end of the runway, make a 180-degree turn, and wait fi,
permission to take off. During the refueling, however, a thick foy
had set in and the runway had practically no visibility. The con
trollers couldn' see the planes, and the pilots couldn’t sce the other
planes. No one should have taken oft in these conditions; however,
the KLM pilot wanted to get on with his flight and get back to his
kids. He knew that if he waited much longer, the fog might get
even worse and air traffic controllers would order him to stay on
the ground at this unfamiliar little airport. His tone on the record-
ings betrays his impatience to get in the air.

What he didn't realize was that our plane was taxiing on the
runway. The KLM pilot asked for permission to take off and got
a nonstandard answer that was unclear. They said, “You are NOT
cleared for takeoff.” It included the word “takeoff,” so the pilot
wanted to believe he was clear—but controllers hadn’t given clear-
ance and were telling KLM to wait. “We're going!” the pilot said,
emphatically overriding his copilot’s questioning about whether
the Pan Am plane was on the runway. “Oh, yes,” he said dismissively.

KLM barreled forward at top speed, and the Pan Am pilot
was heard saying, “Damn, that son of a bitch is coming straight
at us!”

He tried to move the plane out of the way but was unable
to mancuver in time. The planes collided at 290 miles per hour.
KLM'’s pilot had tried to take off over our plane but couldn’t and
knocked straight through the Pan Am, taking the top of the plane
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off. In its wake, it sprayed all 55 tons of fuel over the plane and the
runway and ignited multiple explosions and set the cabin on fire.
The KLLM 747 crashed and exploded.

Two hundred thirty-four passengers—most of them Dutch
families, including 54 children—and 14 crew members had all died.

Our group hadn't fared much better, but we did have survivors

who were fighting to find a way off the plane and safely onto the
ground. Most of our passengers died by fire, not by the impact.
Twenty percent of the people were still alive, and for 20 minutes,
they wondered why the firefighters weren't coming to help them.
The airplane was collapsing in on itself, and the engines were dis-
integrating and throwing off metal debris. One flight attendant
managed to pull a door open before she died. People climbed over
seats to get out the door and onto the wing before jumping all the
way down to the runway, sustaining injuries and dragging each
other away from the burning plane. The survivors were taken to
a nearby hospital primarily by taxicabs that had arrived on scene.

It was the worst accident in aviation history. In total, 583 peo-
ple died, which was twice as many deaths as the previous worst
aviation disaster. One of my vice presidents in California called
me on the phone and said, “Did you hear about the Pan Am crash
in Tenerife? 1 think it’s our plane.”

“No, can't be our plane,” I said. But what would a Pan Am 747
be doing in the South Atlantic? It had to be a charter plane, and
who would have chartered it except for us?

Even as the details emerged, I wanted to stay in denial

Everything that could have gone wrong that day had gone wrong;
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if even one detail had changed, all those people might have bees
alive. Had it been any day other than a Sunday, ours would bave heer
the only plane on that runway, 1 thought. Why did it have 12 bc 2
Sunday, the biggest day for charters? Plus, there were only two zr
traffic controllers at work in Tenerife on that Sunday, and they
weren't used to dealing with big jets and so many aircraft at once.

If only the KLM pilot hadn't refueled . . . if only the fog had
lifted . . . if only there had been another runway, if only . . .

The disaster hit me hard on every level. A week later, I was
named in the biggest lawsuit in history: $2 billion. The lawsuir
was against Boeing, Pan Am, KLLM, the Spanish government, and
Royal Cruise Line. Of course I had nothing to do with the crash,
but I spent three months waiting to be released from the suit.

On an emotional level, though, there was no “getting out.” It
was so painful to think about and to feel responsible for putting
those people on that plane. Even though on a logical level I knew
nothing I could have done would have prevented what happened,

I took it very badly then and still do. Realizing that it was our
plane and seeing the images of the wreckage on television were
the lowest moments I can remember.

Those were far from the first deaths we'd experienced among

our passengers, but the others were of natural causes, which gave
me a wholly different feeling. Of course it was sad anytime some-
one died, but people had heart attacks and strokes and all sorts of
other things on our trips, just like they do in everyday life, and |
could accept that. When someone teased me that we must be kill-

ing people off on our trips, I had my accountant run some averages

— 122 —



Wy
( N“M#Iy

tor me. It turned out that the average age of our clients was 72
and the number of them who died during the two weeks they
toured with us was significantly lower than the statistical average
of how many people of that age “should” have died in any given
two weeks.,

“Oh! Then you're keeping them alive,” he said. Well, not
exactly. The truth is that we had healthier stock than most average
senior citizens. Sick people don't normally take trips.

In November of 1989, we sold Royal Cruise Line to Norwegian
Cruise Line. I began to realize that you had to build much larger
ships to stay competitive, This wasn't the business we had started
17 years earlier. We were a “boutique” line, and the business was
becoming “Las Vegas.” The cruising business was really only 20
years old by that point, and already we either had to get much big-
ger or sell out—so we took the second option.

By that time, Royal Cruise Line had three ships: Golden
Odyfscy, Royal Odyssey, and Crown Odyssey. The new owners closed
Royal and rebranded the ships.

Clipper Cruise Line remained solely mine from 1981 through
1997, at which point 1 sold it to INTRAV. The ships were too
small to make a great profit, but we were the only small cruise
company making any money, and it all had to do with marker-
ing. To make it in the small-ship business, you had to market like
crazy. That, of course, was my specialty.

1 had five operational companics and a corporate CFO, and a
friend asked me, “How are you doing?”
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“Great!" 1 said. “1 have five of the best presidents anybody eves
had and a great corporate CFO.”

“You must be a business genius,” he said.

“No, if I had done it the first time, I would have been a busi-
ness genius.”

Anyone who claims never to have made a hiring mistake isn't
telling the truth. Résumés don't tell the whole story; someone may
dazzle you with perfect credentials, but as you work with the per-
son, you discover some fatal flaw. So part of being a successful
businessperson is recognizing these mistakes, getting rid of peo-
ple who don't fit with the mission, and finding the ones who do.
Eventually, I got it all right.

An important principle I tried to impart on all my employees
was that people just want to be recognized. No matter who they are
or what they do, they all like to hear that someone appreciates them.

“I know a lot of people who can buy anything they want, but
what they can't buy is recognition,”I would tell the agents. So aside
from offering the best trips at the best price, what we needed to do
differently from the bigger companies was offer a personal touch.

Around the office, we had a favorite passenger—a woman
named Grace from lowa who traveled with us 38 times over 20
years. What I wanted the agents to do was make conversation

the next time she called. “Is this Grace from Des Moines? You
just returned from South America, didn’t you? How did you like
it?” The introduction of computers in our workplace made this so
much easier. No longer did we have to search through thick files;

we could pull up someone’s history in a moment and see every
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tip he or she had taken with us. People may have realized that we
were reading on a screen and not just remembering every detail,
but that's OK. Recognition is still recognition, and it turned the
conversation from a business transaction into a friendly chat.

It’s a quality that our passengers also valued in our cruise
directors. Cruise Travel magazine described one of Royal Cruise
Line’s cruise directors, whose full name is Fernando Duarte Nunu
Batista Canillas Tarrapa Barrosa de Oliveira, as “probably the most
personable cruise director afloat” and noted that “his uncanny
ability to remember names is phenomenal.” Indeed, he strove to

have every on-board passenger’s name memorized by day two of

cach cruise.

That’s something people value and remember. Twenty years
atter she took her second cruise with us, one woman still marveled
that the director remembered her name from a cruise she'd taken
with us a few years prior. That was one of the things that set us
apart and kept our customers so loyal.

I'm very proud to know that we enriched people’s lives by
introducing them to new sights, cultures, foods, and experiences
they might otherwise never have dreamed of. I enjoyed scoping
out these places myself and imagining how our passengers would
feel when they landed and took in a new piece of the world’s
bcauty. I was always interested in hearing about which places
people liked best.

As for me, I'll still take Paris every time.
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BRIANCING THE
MuseumMm HoME

B arncy Ebsworth rode his bike from South St. Louis to

the art museum and dreamed of being a great collector as a child.”
That’s what my friend Charles Buckley wrote in the initial

draft for the catalog of my first art show. I couldn’t believe my eyes
when I read it.

“Charles,” I said to him, “I dreamed of making $12,000 a year
and supporting a middle-class family.” Art collecting was nowhere
on my mind as a child. My motivation was economic security, and
My guess is that the majority of people who've wound up wealthy
had similar motivation. The real gift in growing up without eco-
nomic security is in seeing both sides of life—if you're born with
a silver spoon in your mouth, you never know what it’s like not to
have a spoon. How can you ever fully appreciate what you have if
you've never known what it is not to have it?

I made my money in the travel business while learning about

art, history, and culture. If I'd amassed wealth in the iron and steel
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business, what would I have known about culture? I learned abous
the finer things in life while making my money. I feel very fortu-
nate to have lived in two generations: the one that made the money
and the one that learned how to spend it with a little dignity.

My bicycle museum adventures were Charles’s imagination
at work. My real interest in art didn't start until 1957, when I
visited the Louvre every Saturday. I didnt give much consider-
ation to owning art until I realized I had the money to buy it. I
was spending only 10 percent of my income, so there was a lot of
surplus. After making a few investments, I said to myself, “There’s
no reason I can't own pictures.”

Nobody starts as a collector. You buy a few things you like,
and then eight or 10 items in, someone says, “Boy, you have a great
collection,” and then you realize you have a collection.

In the beginning, I bought seventeenth-century Dutch art
because that’s where I felt comfortable. The first was a landscape
I acquired in London. To buy something, I wanted first to make
sure I understood the artist, liked the piece, and knew it was one of
the artist’s best works. In real estate, they say three things matter:
location, location, location. For me, collecting art was about qual-
ity, quality, quality. I would much rather have a smaller collection
of the finest pictures than dozens of so-so ones.

Over a two-year span, I amassed a small group of seven Dutch
pictures. I also collected a few Japanese scroll paintings from the
late eighteenth and early nineteenth century. I had no real plan;
I just bought the pictures that I thought were the best and that |
could afford. I felt like I was bringing a piece of the museums home.
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Then one day in 1971 as I was getting into the cruise business,
the owner of the Holland America line invited me to Rotterdam
for dinner. I'd never met him, but he was kind enough to invite me
to his home—the Dutch are very welcoming that way.

“You're obviously a workaholic,” he said. “Do you have 2
hobby>”

“As a matter of fact, I collect seventeenth-century Dutch art.”

“Oh! Then would you like to see my uncle’s collection®”

He handed me a book about the collection so I could be pre-
pared, and then he offered to pick me up the next day to take me
to see it. What I saw there astounded me—I walked out of there
believing that the man had 15 Rembrandts, 27 Frans Hals, and
his own museum and that it was hopeless for me ever to try to
amass such a collection. When I went to visit the Boijmans Van
Beuningen museum years later, I realized that my memory was
@xaggerated, but it was still enough to change my course. I was
fever going to own the best of the old masters paintings—they
Just weren't available, and the few that were had price tags | wasat
Prepared to meet. To top it off, the field was already filled with so
Mmany experts that I knew competing with their expertise would
be difficult when I didn't read, write, or speak Dutch and couldn
do the original research.

When 1 got back to St. Louis, I sat down with Charles
Buckley, then director of the St. Louis Art Muscum, to ask for his
recommendations.

“I want to start collecting seriously,” I told him.

“What do you want to collect?”
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“Northern and Southern Renaissance—the Quattrocentro,” |
said. Even as I said it, I knew it wasn't possible.

“You spent a lot of time in Paris. What about the School of
Paris—Picasso, Matisse?” he asked.

“I can't afford it.” At the time, I was thinking in terms of
$25,000 a picture, and the ones I would want were sold for more
like $100,000 to $200,000.

“What about Impressionism?”

“T can’t afford that, either.”

“What about American Impressionism?”

“What is it?”

“Or how about American modernists or the Ashcan School?”

After a bit of discussion, that’s where I settled. The artists of the
Ashcan School were early-twentieth-century American painters
who often painted ordinary New York City scenes. Robert Henri
founded the movement and attracted four Philadelphia newspa-
per illustrators to join him in its core group: William Glackens,
Everett Shinn, George Luks, and John Sloan. The “Ashcan School”
name came from a critic who was insulting their work, but it stuck.
I thought the pieces were interesting. “Let’s try it,” I said.

“If 1 see something coming up at auction that I think is of
high quality, I'll bring it to your attention,” he said in his typically
understated fashion.

“I'm going to act as if I'm the curator of the St. Louis Art
Museum—I'm going to buy as if I'm buying for the museum.
I'm going to buy only the best and only what could hang on the

museum wall right now, not sometime in the future.”
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One of my rules was to collect art by artists who were deceased,
and that was for two reasons: First, I wanted to see the artist’s
whole range of work so I could pick out the work done at the
artist’s peak. Selecting work by living artists was like trying to hit
a moving target. Second, I wanted my collecting to be about the
objects and not about the artists; that is, I didn’t want my feelings
about an artist’s personality to influence my judgment of a picture.
L didn’t want to meet the artists or learn about their personal lives.
All that mattered was what I could see in the piece and how well |
understood it in comparison to the artist’s range of work.

After a couple of months, Charles called and said, “I want to
show you something.” When I arrived, he showed me the auction
catalog for Parke-Bernet Galleries, predecessor to Sotheby’s. In it
was the William Glackens 1914 painting Café Lafayette (Portrait
of Kay Laurell). The picture was a beautiful woman sitting with a
cocktail in her hand in what appeared to be a French restaurant. It
had a Renoir-like styling that appealed to me. What made it more
interesting was that eight years earlier, Charles had done the only
fetrospective Glackens ever had, making him the world authority
on Glackens. If I were to trust someone’s judgment on a Glackens
picture, it would certainly be Charles's.

“The auction is next week. What do you want to do?” he asked.

“I'll get us two tickets to New York. Let’s go look at the
picture.”

We did, and as we entered the room where the picture was
situated on the far wall, I fell in love with it instantly.

“I'm going to buy this picture,” I told him.
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The subject of the painting, Kay Laurell, was an American
actress in the early 1900s who was considered one of the pretties:
showgirls to appear in the Ziegfeld Follies and certainly the sex-
est: she appeared in the show in 1918 with her costume draped
to expose one breast, meant to represent “the spirit of France.” A
fellow showgirl wrote in the book 7he Days We Danced,“Hers were
the most exposed breasts on Broadway in that era.”

William Glackens used her as his model several times. Years
later, his son told me, “Kay was my father’s mistress.”

Charles and 1 walked around the gallery and looked at every-
thing else, and at one point, he said, “Turn around and look at this
picture. Here’s an artist you should pay attention to also.”

It was Charles E. Burchfield, an artist I'd never heard of. The
frame was in bad condition, and parts of the painting were peeling,
but it was a very interesting watercolor. I liked that it was somewhat
surreal, which was unusual for American painting, particularly in
that era.

It was a picture of two dilapidated houses and their snowy
yards, but to me, it looked like two alcoholics who had been slecp-
ing in an ash pit overnight; one was waking up, and one was still
asleep. The anthropomorphism evident in the houses was striking.

When we returned home, I was still thinking about the
Burchfield painting, but I knew nothing about the artist. I went
to the library and found one book written about him, plus an
article in another book. That’s all that was written at the time. He
painted almost exclusively in watercolor and often reworked his
paintings after they were “finished.” This painting, Black Houses
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(The Bleak Houses), was featured in the book, and in my hour-long
crash course, I decided that it was painted during his best period
and that if the painting was in my range, I would buy it.

I went back for the auction and bought both pictures. Charles

had asked me to call him and let him know how the auction went,
so I called.

“I bought the picture,” 1 told him.

“Good!” he said. “That’s a good start. I'll see you when you get
back.”

“Hold on . . .1 bought something else.”
“What?”

“The Burchfield.”

“Good for you!”

The Burchfield is in my bedroom now, and the Glackens is
in the living room. At the next auction, I bought three pictures.
One was Charles Sheeler’s watercolor Classic Landscape. To me,
Sheeler was the greatest precisionist painter and was not yet prop-
erly appreciated.

Sheeler was both a photographer and a painter. When the Ford
Motor Company was preparing to unveil its new Model A, Fortune
magazine hired Sheeler to photograph the River Rouge manu-
facturing plant near Detroit, Michigan. When he was finished
photographing, he began painting—his paintings are inspired by
the photographs but are not meant to be accurate reproductions.
Sheeler’s greatest precisionist picture was his 1931 oil painting
Classic Landscape, which belonged to Mr. and Mrs. Edsel Ford.
They bought it the year it was painted. I figured I could never own
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that piece, as they would certainly will it to the Detroit Institut,
of Arts, but there was a watercolor version of it that Sheeler had
painted in 1929, and this is what was up for auction. At least |
would have the image of the greatest precisionist picture.

Then I bought two more small paintings: a Stuart Davis and
an Albert Bierstadt. In those days, after an auction ended, buyers
would have to stand in line to sign a document stating what theyd
purchased. There were two lines at the end of this event, and a
friend of mine from Atlanta was in the other line across from me.
When I got to the front of my line, I read the document that stated
what I was buying: “Charles Sheeler: Classic Landscape; Albert
Bierstadt: Western Landscape, Stuart Davis: French Landscape.”

“My gosh,” I said. “I bought three landscapes, and I wasn't
aware I bought even one!”

A lady standing behind my friend in line said, “Somebody
had better help this man!”

It was such a great comeback to an honest statement—I then
realized I was concentrating on the object exclusively, not the cat-
egory or the title.

The following day, I walked into Kennedy Galleries, owned by
high-end art dealer Larry Fleischman.

“Did you buy anything at the auction last night?” he asked me.
I told him what I'd bought.

“You ignoramuses from the Midwest. You come to New York,
and you don't know anything about anything, and you don't talk

to an expert.”
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“Whax are you interested in>” he asked.

“Will vou show me your three best things®™ I asked, which is
what | abwavs ask dealers.

He palled out three worthless paintings, and 1 politely walked
ﬂw_hmamch:'usthcsbcwu:lmcbadpﬁmigsnhigh
mmnmlmﬂymmigmenﬁlumud}‘fw
tum, 1 wasa't, and 1 never bought anything from him. Normally,
h&iﬁtmmnxwhcmlboughta;ﬁcce—whhcrhm
(Jlristick.SOﬂxﬂJy’s,otardzﬁvdyLmknmdulcr.lha@tﬁnm
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ioﬁlll.-llrywnssoi.nsu.ltingt:harljuststoppedgoingtosccvrhzt
he had. Apparently, I wasn't the only one who had that experience:
2 collector friend of mine from Zurich turned apoplectic when I
mentioned Larry’s name at a dinner party.

After 1 came back from New York, I realized that I'd come
to a fork in the road in my collecting. I now had five pictures and
could have gone in two logical directions. I bought a Sheeler and
a Davis to go with my Glackens and Burchfield, but I also bought
a Bierstadt. Was 1 going early twentieth century or nineteenth
century?

“Just think of the mistake I could have made had 1 gone with
Homer, Sargent, Church, and Bierstadt!” I like to joke. Of course,
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that would have been a great collection, too. I could have ta.
both forks, but I felt I needed to discipline myself as a cofle v

My focus would lean toward early-twentieth-century Amers ..

modernist art.

People have asked me whether Charles Buckley was my s,
tor. He wasn't. My mentor was my eye. I never took an art hister,
class. I trained myself by looking at the art up close in museum,
and I'm sure I'm one of the few collectors who can claim to havwe
seen as many great works as I have. Many art history teacher,
critics, and scholars rely on seeing great works in books, but that’
not the same experience at all. You need to see a painting in persos
to really understand it.

For a long time, I didn’t understand abstract art, but I never
became cynical about it. I wanted to understand it, so I continued
looking. Then, one day I had an epiphany—I call it my Saul-to-
Paul conversion. I wanted so much to understand abstract art that
I was intellectualizing it too much. It was like competing to be the
best Buddhist in the world, completely contrary to the point. Asl
stood staring at a Picasso in a museum, I turned my brain off and
just let the painting happen. It seemed to flow out, and all at once,
I “got ir.” After such a long time of not really understanding him,
Picasso became one of my favorite artists,

Although Charles Buckley was not my mentor per se, [ would
call him a guide. He introduced me to several honest and reputable
art dealers, including Joan Washburn, Antoinette Kraushaar, and
Visginia Zabriskie. He also gave me plenty of interesting advice
He suggested that in order to focus, 1 should byild a collection
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like saying you can bave 12 children, and whes you have for fhce-
teenth, you take little Bobby behind the barn and shoot b § jusr
dorit think | can do it.”

About 2 year lates, | bought pictures 13, 14, and 15 on fe
same day and never looked back.

Due to luck, timing, and reseasch, | managed to put togerier
the best privately owned collection of American modernist painz-
ings in existence. Only one other collection competes with mane.
and ours will be the only two significant collections becamse of
the dearth of great American modemists still in private omrer-
ship. I bought my first pictures in 1972, and although I've never
stopped looking, there’s very little to buy now. Each year, the ma-
ket shrinks as the great works find homes in museums. Althoagh
I was not public about it, I had built my collection with the plan
to leave it to a2 museum.

I have donated to museums all throughout my adult life, as
well. I was only 39 when Charles Buckley invited me to become
a trustee at the St. Louis Art Museum in 1973.1 told him I was
too young and that I'd love to do it someday when I had more
experience.

“No, just come right in,” he said. “You can just be quict and

listen for a couple of years.”
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I enjoyed being on the board and soon gained my footing
When the Egyptian mummy that originally drew me into the
St. Louis Art Muscum when I was a child was given back to its
owner, Washington University, | bought another mummy for the
museum. In 1989, I bought the mummy Amen-Nestawy: Nakbht,
a cleric at the temple of Karnak, and dedicated it to the children
of St. Louis. I liked the idea of drawing more children into the
museum. 1 called it a “kid catcher.” I've continued to look for
mummies for the Honolulu and Seattle Art Museums as well, but
after periods of grave looting and illegal smuggling, the Egyptian
Supreme Council of Antiquities created stringent laws that pro-
hibit mummies from being sent out of Egypt.

When my daughter, Christiane, turned 16, I gave my Dutch
paintings to her. Christiane had taken a significant interest in art
and would go on to Sotheby’s Institute of Art’s postgraduate pro-
gram and work in Sotheby’s Department of Trusts, Estates, and
Appraisals.

Aside from that, I had willed the majority of my pictures to the
St. Louis Art Museum. It’s a good thing I never told the museum,

since neither the collection nor I would wind up in St. Louis.
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he next auction 1 attended was the estate of the great Edith
"
Gregor Halpert, who owned Downtown Gallery. She had origi-

nally named it Our Gallery in 1926, and after Alfred Stieglitz
died,

she became the primary  American modernist dealer,
Sotheby Parke-Bernet sold her collection on March 14, 1973,
On reflection, I should have bought the top 20 pictures she had,
because another American modernist auction of that scope will
fiever oceur again. I still have two copies of the auction catalog in
my office and recently paid $1,500,000 for a picture that sold for
$35,000 at that auction, Same picture but with the added value of
hindsight,

On that day, however, I bid on a great Marin watercolor that
was estimated ar $10,000 to $15,000; 1 bid to $46,000 and then
stopped, It went for $47,500 to John D, Rockefeller, who was

putting together a solid collection. Pve often thought 1 cost him
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aboug $25,000 by bidding it up. That auction record stood vl
about 10 years ago,

I'bought a Georgia O'Keeffe painting for $47 000 that ks worth,
$8 to $10 million in today’s world, so 1d say 1 did pretty well for
mysclf. Charles Buckley was with me at that auction, and when it
ended, he said, “Would you have time to meet Lloyd Goodrich?”

Lloyd had been the curator and director of the Whitney
Museum of Art and had done the O’Keeffe retrospective in
1970 with Doris Bry. He was the foremost authority on Georgia
O’Keeffe, and he'd written a great deal of the books I'd read on
American art. Asking whether I had time to meet him was like
asking whether I could fit in a meeting with the president of the
United States.

“Young man, in my opinion, you've bought O’Keeffe’s great-
est picture,” he said. He was referring to Black, White and Blue,
a sharp abstract that she painted in 1930 in New Mexico. “You
might wonder why it wasn't in my retrospective.” He went on to
explain that, due to a falling-out, Georgia and her agent and con-
fidante, Doris Bry, didn't want to ask Edith Halpert to borrow the
picture. Edith had been Georgia’s exclusive dealer, but Georgia
was known for having an abrasive personality. Eventually, she had
fallings-out with just about everyone.

I knew I'd bought a great picture, but to hear Lloyd proclaim
it her best was a thrill. I think the reason I understood Georgia’s
work was that I came to American artists with European eyes;
Europeans understood this type of art long before Americans did.
We still had a cultural inferiority complex that told us that all
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great works of art came from Europe. American art didn’t blossom
until after World War 11 with artists such as Pollock, de Kooning,
Kline, and Rothko. Georgia’s work showed no European influ-
ence; it didn't feel derivative of anything. It was purely American
and undeniably Georgia.

Georgia’s style and subject matter changed through the years.
Her flowers and bones were both wonderful, but, in my opinion, the
abstractions were her real contribution to art. At the auction, her
1952 painting of two flowers sold for $127,000, a record-breaking
figure for an O’Keeffe, and yet I wouldn’t own that picture. I found
it flabby. I'd love a 1930 flower or bone picture, but I wouldn’t want
a picture from when her career was in its decline.

It’s not that Georgia’s work was ever bad—it’s just that her
later work is nothing compared to her earlier work. Same with
Picasso: dealers can sell his late pictures for $10 to $20 million,
even though they're terrible compared to what he used to do, just
because he’s Picasso. At any price, I wouldn't want a late Picasso,
though I'd love to own a great one.

Buying work by Georgia violated my “no living artists” rule,
though her career was long over by that time. She had suffered
a nervous breakdown in 1932 when she fell far behind schedule
Painting a mural for Radio City Music Hall. Stieglitz had strongly
opposed the project, construction had delayed the start, and
Georgia ended up walking off and quitting. It was her first public
failure and revealed for the first time her self-doubt and concerns
about her abilities. It also coincided with her discovery that her

husband was having an obvious affair with a gallery volunteer in
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her twenties named Dorothy Norman. She knew he was interested
in Dorothy before that but thought it was just an infatuation, Now
Stieglitz was being cruel to Georgia and showing up to publi
events with his young mistress.

Within just a few days after quitting the Radio City commis
sion, Georgia experienced a wide range of physical and emotional
problems that lasted for several months——shortness of breath,
unexplained crying spells, pain, a weakened immune system, and
so on. She was treated at Doctors Hospital in New York for psy
choneurosis and then traveled and recuperated for the next year,
during which time she didn’t produce any paintings. Afterward,
her art was never the same. She painted again, but things were
missing—at one point, she could paint a circle that scemed to go
on forever,and she lost that ability after her breakdown. One thing
about a breakdown like that: you learn how nof to have another
one. Unfortunately, the side effect was less intense art.

Georgia was a very devoted artist, though. She awoke before
dawn some days to go outside and paint the sunrise. Other days, she
walked around in search of the perfect rocks or bones to paint—
she was always collecting things to study. Her relationship with art
was more stable than her relationship with people. Even after she
married Stieglitz, she traveled from New York to New Mexico for
long stretches each summer because she felt she had to be alone to
do her artwork. Once he died, she moved to Abiquiu permanently
and primarily lived life as a loner, save for her relationship with

Doris Bry.
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“Who bought that great picture?” Georgia asked Doris after
the Halpert auction. Georgia famously hated selling her paintings
and would refuse to sell to people she didn’t approve of—which
was at the heart of her falling-out with Edith Halpert. Georgia
always maintained that she painted for herself, not for the market.

“Barney Ebsworth, a collector. I know him—he’s a good guy,”
Doris told her. We had met through Charles Buckley.

Soon thereafter, my phone rang, and it was Doris.

“Georgia would like you to come down to Abiquiu and meet
her,” she said.

“Well, I don’t know whether I can do that,” I replied. I ended
up turning her down for two reasons: one was that I was genuinely
very busy and the other was that I knew Georgia was private and
I was private.

Iunderstood that it was an honor to receive an invitation from
Georgia, who often had uninvited guests show up at her door.
One time, a pushy New Yorker rang the bell and said, “I'm here to
see O’Keeffe.” Georgia said, “Well, there’s O’Keeffe’s front, there’s
O’Keefe’s side, there’s O'Keeffe’s rear end. You've seen O’Keeffe.”
Then she slammed the door.

Doris called with another invitation the next year, and again I
turned her down. A few months later came another invitation—I
think she was baffled that I kept saying no when everyone else was
clamoring to meet her—and I thought about it overnight.

One day I'm going to read in the New York Times obituaries that
she died, 1 thought. It was 1974, and Georgia was 87 years old by
then. This may be my last opportunity.
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I called Doris and said, “I'd like to take up the invitation ™

Doris flew from New York to meet me there. When I arrives
at Georgia's door, the first thing that struck me was her command
ing presence. She wore all black, as was her usual, and althoug),
she was not a large woman, she seemed so.

I've met presidents and all kinds of celebrities, and 1've never fels
this intimidated, 1 thought.

Luckily, an icebreaker presented itself: the silver pin she wore
I'd seen it in several photos and never knew what it was. Up close, |
realized that it said “OK,” short for “O’Keeffe.” It was her mark—
the same one she used when she signed the pictures she liked best,
She'd sign her favorites “OK” with a little Star of David around it.
My major O’Keeffes have this designation.

“That must be your favorite pin,” I said. “I've seen it in photos
and always thought it was a Navajo pin, but now I see it's your
initials.”

“Yes,” she said. “It was given to me by Alexander Calder. But
this isn't the one he did for me. He made it in bronze, but it didn't
match my hair. When I went around the world for the first time,
the silversmiths in India were so good that I asked them to make

it for me in silver.”
Aha, 1 thought. This is a regular woman. A woman who wants
her jewelry to match her hatr.
“I didn't know that was your initials!” Doris said.
“You've been looking at it for 20 years and never noticed that?”
She laughed, and the ice was broken. Although everyone

around her called her “Miss O'Keeffe,” I felt comfortable calling
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et Cheorpiu, wid shie tever ohijuetad, Sl and | pietdy e sone
briende whter thut i, and | went 1o vier her i Sow Marics
many tisnes, She never came 1o me;) | alviays wernt 1 bt | ik
she kivew how much | appreciated her and that § waslt gong 1o
exploit het it uany way, On about my fourth tip 10 see het, we
were sitting out at Ghost's Ranch, the site of the other horme she
owned, snd 1 said, "Would you mind if | wabke pictures of you?”

“Well, I'd just as soon you didn't, but if you want to, go ahead ”

“I'won't, then.”

And that was that, The fact that she was so straightforward
with me meant that | could be straightforward with her, 100,
Georgia didn't like to explain her pictures, so it was unusual for
her to comment on them, However, she gave me 2 cryptic clue
about the painting 1 owned, Black, White and Blue. “This was 2
message to a friend—if he saw it, he didn’t know it was to him and
wouldn’t have known what it said, And neither do 1.”

“Georgia,” 1 said, “I read T. 8. Eliot in college. I didn’t know
what in the world he was talking about, and I don't know what
you're talking about.” Still, I thought it was a brilliant nonanswer.
She was very good at remaining mysterious.

If I had to identify when Georgia was at her strongest in life,
it was the year she painted that picture, 1930. She'd spent her life
traveling and had just found her place in her beloved New Mexico,
the place where she'd live the rest of her life.

A year after I bought my first O’Keeffe, Doris called to tell me
that Georgia had decided to sell her other great abstract painting
from her personal collection, Music—Pink and Blue No. 1, which
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shed painted in 1919. She wanted it to hang next to her other
great abstract: the one I owned. I bought it. Barbara Haskell, .-
great Whitney curator of American Art, said I now owned fer
best masculine abstract painting and her best feminine abstrz-
painting.

Doris lived on the fourth floor of the Pulitzer Mansion on F.asr
73rd, and one of my close friends, Joe Pulitzer, was the grandson
of Joseph Pulitzer. Charles Buckley said, “Call Joe when you ger
home. Have him come see the picture and tell him you found it in
his grandfather’s attic.”

Over time, I bought three more of Georgia’s pieces. The next
was an unusual situation—Doris had taken on a side project
wherein she made a limited-edition booklet of 20 of Georgia's
drawings. Later, she made another version in large format, pro-
ducing only 100 copies. “Would you like one?” she asked me that

summer.

“I definitely want one. Send it to me and I'll look at it on a
cold, rainy winter night in St. Louis with the fire going.”

That’s exactly what I did. In November, I pulled out the
drawing book for the first time, and what struck me was a gor-
geous portrait of a black man: the charcoal drawing Beauford
Delaney from the early 1940s. It reminded me of a drawing she
had done in Bermuda of a banana flower in the 1930s; the way
the man was situated on the page was just like the way she had
placed the banana flower.

I called over my girlfriend, Trish. “Look at this,” I said. “Look

at this unbelievable portrait she’s drawn.”

— 146 —




.(.'f:nr"nrt (t)‘l %’IWF " T P L S

It made me wonder why she didn't draw more portraits.
Georgia had very rarely drawn people, but she made five portraits
of Beauford, a kind-hearted artist who suffered from mental ill-
ness. She said he was “a very special person—impossible to define.”

Just as 1 was discussing the drawing with Trish, the phone
rang, and it was Doris Bry. Doris hadn’t called me in months.

“Remember that book you sent me last summer?” I asked her.
“L just discovered Beauford Delaney, and I've never seen anything

like it. It's absolutely wonderful. If you'd called two minutes earlier,
I' wouldn't have had this conversation with you. I see that the Met
and the Modern own most of the pictures in this book. Whom
does this one belong to?”

“It belongs to Georgia, and it’s hanging in front of me this
very minute.”

I swallowed. “Would it be for sale?”

“It would be for you.”

I bought it on the spot. It was the first picture I ever bought
by ESP,

Dinner at Georgia’s house was always spare: a small piece of
organic beef and organic peas or string beans that she grew on her
property, with a little glass of Bordeaux wine. Plain but very good.
She lived healthfully.

After dinner, wed retire to the living room with Juan Hamilton,
a man 58 years her junior who had shown up on her doorstep at
Ghost Ranch looking for work in 1973. In the ensuing time, he
had become her live-in companion and had significant influence

over her life and her art. I always hoped that he wouldn't join us
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in the living room, because | was there for her, | liked Juan we|
enough, but he was an interloper as far as | was concerned, and hu
probably thought the same of me.

Georgia and 1 often talked about Stieglitz and the artists wiy,
surrounded them at the time: John Marin, Arthur Dove, Charles
Demuth. It was good for her; she enjoyed reminiscing and telling
stories, and I enjoyed hearing them.

One of her funniest tales was about a time in 1925 when she
was hanging 2 Marsden Hartley retrospective at the Intimate
Gallery. She was standing on a stepladder when Hartley walked by,

“Marsden, would you hand me that hammer?” she asked.

He looked at her incredulously and said, “But I'm the artist.”

There Georgia was hanging his show, and he wouldn't even
hand her 2 hammer.

We'd get into long talks many nights where the hours would
drift past. On one such night, she turned to me and asked, “Did
yous really like the color of the walls at 29177

“Georgia, Alfred closed 291 sixteen years before | was born.”

It was fun knowing that she could get so lost in our talks that
she'd forget | wasn't asound in the 1920s. Juan would interject his
thoughts in the conversation, once giving a 45-minute monologue
about Georgiads work. She had painted her last 0il picture unas-
sisted at age %4 in 1972, shortly after her eyesight began failing,
Since then, she had continued painting with assistance, looking
through binoculars and directing her helpers,

Juan was also teaching her how to create pottery. Colors had
become gray and muted 1o her, and she was likely legally blind,
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That fact was apparently of no consequence to Juan, who built to a
crescendo in his monologue thusly: “Georgia did great work in the
teens and better work in the "20s and '30s. Then she got better again
m the "40s, even better in the '50s and '60s, and now in the '70s, she’s
doing her best work! You agree with that, don't you, Barney?”

I looked at him, and with Georgia sitting right opposite me,
1 said, “Juan, that is pure, unmitigated bullshit.” I found it no
coincidence that he claimed she was doing her best work in the
"70s, when he showed up. I was a bit embarrassed to say what |
needed to say in front of her, but I couldn’t hold it in. “She burst
on the scene in a wonderful way and did fabulous work in 1918
and 1919. In the 20s she got better and better, and I think 1930
was probably her best year. And then in’32, she had her collapse.

After’32, she never did 2 100 percent cutting-edge picture again.

In fact, the best picture she did after 1932 is the one right behind
you.”I pointed to the 1944 oil painting Black Place I1I.
Juan blew his top.

“You dumb jerk! You don't know what you're talking about!”
he said, steam wafting from his ears.

“Juan, you're full of it.”

“Georgia, tell Barney he doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

She said, “Barney knows what he’s talking about.”

That was the end of the conversation.

The art world at the time was buzzing with the titillating gos-
sip that Juan and Georgia were having a love affair, but I wouldn't
even entertain that idea. Some infatuation may have existed on

Georgia’s part because he was a man ncarly 60 years her junior,
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good-looking, and intelligent, and I'm sure Juan was likewise
infatuated with her talent and fame, but a romance? No. Juan liked
to fan the rumors, though.

People always ask me what Georgia was like, because so few
people really knew her. Myriad books were written about Georgia,
and few of them reflect the woman I knew. She was very human
but like a hermit. She didn’t waste words; everything was crisp and
sharp, to the point. She spoke like she painted. Always, she was
listening to and observing nature.

“I can hear a dog barking in the distance,” she'd say. “That’s so
poetic.”

People were only peripherally important. She was diabolical
in the way she sabotaged her friendships. She just left men, but
women—women she tore to shreds. She liked being in control of
all her relationships and wrote people off flatly when they crossed
her in even minor ways. Once Juan had a foothold in her life, she
ended many of her long-standing business and personal relation-
ships—agent Doris Bry and cook Jerrie Newsom were among the
casualties. She gave Juan the power to screen her calls and her mail
and to fire people who worked for her. He was as diabolical as she
was, but I was not on the chopping block because Juan realized |
had no ulterior motives and could be useful.

Early in our friendship, I could see that trouble was brewing
between Doris and Juan. Anyone with the right sensibilities could
see that Doris was on her way out in Georgia’s life, and that wasn't
going to end well. After all, Doris had a contract to be Georgia's

exclusive agent, and now Juan was honing in on her territory-
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Sure enough, I was right, and I started getting calls from both of
them about the injustices of the other. A lawsuit was clearly com-
ing. [ begged them both not to sue each other.

“Once you call lawyers in, you've hired killers on each side,
and they're each going to try to ‘win’and keep the meter running,”
I said. “Don't let it get to that.” My belief was that you don't ever
want to be on that road unless there's no other possible way out.

It was too deep-seated, though, and they couldn't listen to me,
at least at first. Both sides hired expensive lawyers. Doris filed a
claim because she believed she had a lifetime agreement to sell the
pictures at a 25 percent commission, whereas Georgia complained
that she didn’t want to sell pictures to just anybody and wanted
her agent to place them with people who were hand selected as
good caretakers. The paperwork said that the basis for the lawsuit
was breach of agency contract, but what it really came down to
was alienation of affection, divorce, and removal from the will.

A year later, Georgia called me on a Saturday morning and
said, “You're the only one we trust and whom we think Doris
would trust, too. Will you mediate the lawsuit®”

“I'm not a lawyer, and I've never mediated a lawsuit,” 1 said,
but that didn’t matter to her. After some thought, 1 realized that
mediation was really about fair play and common sense. Having
run several companies with hundreds of employees, T had effectu
ally been mediating all the time.

1 agreed to do it. Doris was relieved to hear my voice; both
sides had already spent more than a million dollars on legal bills,

and 1 don't think she had much more lett to her name. For the
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next four months, I heard from both of them regularly, but Do,

was the nocturnal one whod call at 1:00 in the morning and

wake Trish.

“Can I talk to Barney?”she'd say, skipping right past the “Hello®
and “How are you?” Shed talk to me for an hour about all of it—
the financial issues and the emotional issues driving the lawsuit.
Of course, I couldn’t solve their emotional issues; that was some-
thing they'd have to come to grips with themselves, but I tried
hard to be there for both of them and to find common ground
where they could settle. Before long, I had to start medication for
an upset stomach, but I hoped I was making progress with them.

It was a bit like Michelangelo’s process of chipping away at
a block of stone little by little and hoping there was a statue in
there somewhere. After four months of negotiations, I could see
the compromise—all I had to do was get each of them to give two
inches more and we'd be there. That’s the point when I had to take
both of them by the hand and say, “Here’s the deal. Now, you can
agree to this or you can lose me and go back to your lawyers.”

By that time, we had all invested a lot of time and effort,
and they agreed to the terms. We had a financial agreement, and
everyone was pleased with me. They all wanted to pay me some-
thing, but I said, “I didn’t do it for money, and you can't afford me,
anyway.”

Juan said, “I want to give you one of my sculptures,”and I said,
“OK, I can accept that.”

So the next time I came to the house, he told me to pick

whichever one I wanted. There must have been 50 sculptures.

— 152 —



st st DL

I picked one, and Georgia said, “You can't give Barney that one.
That’s mine!” Of all the pieces, I had picked Georgia's. He made
me a similar sculpture instead.

Doris offered me several Stieglitz photographs, but I didn't
feel right accepting—they were too valuable.

“What if 1 give them to the St. Louis Art Museum in your

honor?”

“I think that's lovely,” I said. The museum received the photo-
graphs as a gift.

Georgia asked me what she could do. It would be a couple of
years before I came up with an answer.

Like me, Georgia didn't much like the telephone. When we
talked by phone, it was just to set up an appointment to meet or
usually when she wanted something. But one day in 1981, I called
with an unusual request for her.

I had been living with Trish for several years, and we had
decided to get married. We agreed on a small wedding but were
presented with a dilemma once the time came to make a guest list.
If we were going to invite this one, we had to invite that one, and
so on, It went from a list of 10 to 25 to 100 to 200 in short order.
There was no cutoff, and it wasn't what either of us wanted.

“We need to go somewhere to get married where nobody’s
invited,” I told Trish. That’s when I had the perfect idea.

“Georgia, do you owe me a favor?” I asked over the phone.

“Barney, whatever you want.”

“Can we come down to Abiquiu and get married at your

use? That way we can tell people that nobody’s invited—plus,
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vou re the oaly person 1 know who could be the maid of honor any
the best man.”

She got a kick out of that and said yes. We ended up iy
Georgia's biving room while we waited for the county judge o
arrive. Most likely, he agreed to marry us purely to catch an inside
ghmpse of Georgia’s house. So few people from the community
had seen it. It was originally an adobe ranch house, and the place
was much like she was: austere, uncluttered, with very little deco-
ration. It had plenty of windows out of which to look and walls on
which to hang her pictures.

The fireworks started as soon as the judge arrived, though. He
wore his black polyester judicial robe, and Georgia greeted him at
the door in her all-black dress.

“I thought I was going to be the only one wearing a black
dress today,” she said.

I don't think he was amused.

“Who are the witnesses?” he asked.
“Pieta and I are the witnesses,” she said. Pieta Lopez was her

secretary.
“Oh, no, I need a male and a female witness.”

“I don'’t think I made myself clear. Pieta and I are the witnesses.”

“No, that’s not allowed.”

Georgia was wonderful to be with. Once she made up her
mind about something, it was going to be that way or no way.

The Lopez family all worked for Georgia; Pieta was the

secretary, her mother was the cook, her grandfather was the head
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gardener, and two of her brothers also tended the gardens. I looked
out the window.

“Isn't that Maggie out there? Would you ask him to step in
here?” Maggie was one of Pieta’s brothers, whose name wound up
in one of Georgia’s paintings: 4 Sunflower from Maggie.

Maggie approached, and 1 asked, “What are you doing for the
next half hour?”

“Whatever you want. What can I do for you, Mr. Ebsworth?”

“You're my best man.”

Throughout the ceremony, Georgia kept squeezing Trish’s
hand and saying things like, “I don't believe in marriage. I'm just
doing this for Barney.”

She had attended one wedding in her life: her own. The only
tWo guests present were John Martin and Stieglitz’s niece Georgia
Engelhardt. The foursome drove across the Hudson River Bridge
to New Jersey in 1924 and saw a justice of the peace. So after
my wedding, I liked to remind Georgia, “You've been to only two
weddings—yours and mine!”

She was a funny woman, and when she told a joke, youd catch
a rare peek at her softer side: she had almost a little-girlish giggle.
Few writers or filmmakers ever got it right, but a woman named
Perry Miller Adato finally captured Georgia’s spirit in a 1977
documentary.

In it, Georgia describes her first visit to New Mexico with her
sister in 1917: “When I got to New Mexico, that was mine. As
soon as 1 saw it, that was my country. I'd never seen anything like

it before, but it fitted to me exactly. It's something that’s in the air;
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it’s different. The sky is different; the wind is different. I shouldn't
say too much about it because other people may be interested, and
I don’t want them interested.”

Outsiders rarely made it past Georgia’s gatekeeping scrutiny.
Juan managed to get his wife in under the radar: he married a very
nice woman named Anna Marie, and Georgia was gracious about
it. Shortly thereafter, Juan called me to say that he and his wife
were going to have a baby.

“Yes,” I said. “You're going to have a boy, and he’s going to be
born on July 14.”

Don't ask me. I don’t know how I knew, but the truth is that
I've had many inexplicable thoughts like this that came true over
the course of my life. Sometimes I know facts about someone’s
past, and sometimes I know about things yet to come—and the
best I can explain it is that I'm guessing. How I guess correctly
is a mystery, but sure enough, their son was born on July 14, my
birthday.

The next year, he said they were going to have another baby.

“Yes, another son, and he’s going to be born on November 22,
my daughter’s birthday.”

I was right again. I've never met the children, but I hope to
someday.

In her final couple of years, Georgia moved in with Juan and
his family in a big estate in Santa Fe. She was infirm by then and
needed to be closer to a hospital. I didn't see her again.

Some time later, I visited Abiquiu with a good friend, Liz

Glassman, president of the Georgia O'Keeffe Foundation.
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"My triend got martied here in O'Keeffe's house,” she told the
exvellent guide,

"You've been inside? You knew Georgia?” he asked.

When 1 said T had, he turned the tour over to me, He was one
ot the best guides 1'd ever known, but his knowledge was through
was firsthand. I loved the experience of tell-
ng the people about Georgia and Abiquiu, Then and now, I've
always tried to be circumspect about the most personal details of
her life. T figure that she put her trust in me for a reason.

Georgia was warm, but first one had to get through so much
outer crust. Being with her was like being with a Buddhist monk—
she was so self-contained that when you got a piece of her, you
were really getting something. It wasn’t watered down.

She changed my perception about collecting works only by
dead artists; as [ grew older, I realized that knowing the creators
ofart had value, too. Now I wish I had met all of the artists whose

works I've collected. I ended up meeting many celebrated artists

reading, whereas mine

through the years, but Georgia will always be special to me. 1
miss her.
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B PERIENCE

never liked being in the glare of the media, particularly after
a few bad experiences with journalists, so I've lived my life in rela-
tive anonymity. Still, at times I granted interviews because it was
for a greater good: because it served to promote my business inter-
ests, my art collection, or my philanthropic interests, which were
often intertwined.

During one such interview with Steve Wiecking, a writer for
Seattle Metropolitan magazine, he asked, “If you had the choice
between having the pictures or having the experience, which
would you take?”

“Well, that's easy,” I responded. “It'd be the experience—the
experience of learning what a picture is. You have to /ike a picture.”

It’s what I advise any new art lovers who ask me about collect-
ing. Particularly if you're buying contemporary art, you have to go

into it without concern about the appreciation value: more than

99 percent of contemporary art won't ever be worth more than
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what you paid for it, no matter how an art dealer tries to hype it.

Dealers don't have masterworks to sell; they're selling whatever

they can as soon as the paint dries. So the question then becomnes
one of taste: which pictures do you want to live with? Which
ones come alive for you? There’s no point in buying a picture if
you don't really like it.

It may sound disingenuous because my collection has signifi-
cantly increased in value, but I didn’t buy artwork as investments. |
bought the pieces because I had done a lot of looking and decided
these were great pictures and I wanted to live with them.

I have been fortunate enough to be able to afford to own
great works, but had I not been wealthy, I still would have had the
opportunity to know great art. Museums and libraries are avail-
able to everyone, and I have found great pleasure and satisfaction
in learning about art. Owning the pictures doesn’t make a per-
son a scholar. So many MFAs and PhDs who lecture about art
have learned about it by looking at slides, so if you've seen the real
objects, you're already a step ahead. With this in mind, my philan-
thropy has focused on art.

Although I collected with the plan to donate to a museum,
I liked that I didn't have to get approval from a museum board
when I bought. I spent my own money, so I get to live with the
pictures in my lifetime. Over time, my limits kept increasing,

I bought Marsden Hartley's painting Berlin 49 for $125,000,
the most I'd spent on a picture at that time. It was from his best
period. Then in 1973, I went to visit a dealer, Bill Zierler, who'd

sold me a terrific Edward Hopper watercolor titled Cottages at
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Nerth Truro, Massachusetts, and this time, he had 2 magnificent od
painting from 1929, Chop Suey. It depicted two women sitting in 2
Chﬂﬁt!’cmzm—agoodwz\tognd:apbmm‘fooddwmg
the Depression. It looked like 2 movie scene, as many of Hopper's
pamntings do. | found it stunning, but the dealer wanted $200,000.1
just didsit think I should spend that much on a picture, 2nd I never
negotiate. If 2 dealer sees that you're 2 haggler, he or she just adds
wpcrthtod\caskingpriocmdymwindupnﬂxnmcspot
anyway.

“Think about it,” Bill said before 1 left that day.

When I didn't call back right away, he called me. “Bamey,
don't you want to buy this picture?”

“Bill, I think it’s great, and I think it’s a fair price. There’s no
problem. It’s just that I'm not prepared to spend that much money.”

“Let me call the owners and sec whether they'll drop the
price.”

He called back half an hour later with the news that theyd be
willing to take 10 percent less: $180,000.

“That’s very fair, but I'm still not ready to spend that much on
a picture,”

I really did love it, though, and I started thinking through wavs
to make it work. “Wait a minute,” I said. “I bought that Hopper
watercolor from you last year for $65,000. If I send it back to you
and you give me back my money, then that brings the price down
to $115,000. I'm willing to spend $115,000.”

It was really just some mental gymnastics to get myself to
jump over the fence I'd created for myself.
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“Barney, I can't do that. I don’t own the picture—it’s on con-
signment, and I can’t afford to make that deal.”

So 1 got creative: “I'll give you an interest-free loan for the
$65,000, and you can take a year to pay me.”

“Done,” he said. “Send me a letter, and the transaction will be
completed.”

Three days later, I received a special-delivery letter confirming
the deal. I carefully considered the letter, looked at my watercolor,
and sent Bill a check for $180,000. I couldn't part with it, and
I had released myself from the monetary constraints I'd put on
myself. Now that I'd broken through that barrier, 1 had opened
myself up to spend more than $180,000 on a picture. I just kept
inching my way up.

Chap Suey appeared on the cover of the catalog for the first
show of my collection, and it has appeared in more than 30
exhibitions.

That’s how close I came to passing up the greatest picture in
my collection.

I was offered $60 million for it in the late 1990s but turned
it down. No great Hoppers are left on the market, and mine
has become quite precious to me. About 20 years ago, I bought
another terrific Hopper that I love almost as much, The French
Six-Day Bicycle Rider, inspired by Hopper’s many visits to watch
the indoor bicycle races at Madison Square Garden. 7he French
Six-Day Bicycle Rider is among the paintings I'm leaving to my

daughter, because when she’s an old woman, she'll likely be the
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only person left to own an Edward Hopper oil painting. The rest
will all be in museums.

Chop Suey became a good bargaining chip, too. The Seartle
Art Muscum wanted to borrow another of Hopper's great picces,
Automat, from the Des Moines Art Center but hadn’t received an
acceptance.

“Tell them I'll loan them Chap Suey for three months next
winter if they let us borrow Automar.” It worked.

The art world led me to meet many interesting people. One of
my favorites is Steve Martin, who has a deep interest in American
modernism as well. I was in Steve’s New York apartment before
Lever met him because a friend of mine in St. Louis was consid-
cring buying a nineteenth-century American picture that Steve
owned. My friend couldn’t make it to New York to see the picture,
so he asked me to go to put my stamp of approval on it. Along
with the dealer, I went to the Carlyle Hotel in Manhattan, where
Steve had an apartment.

Before leaving, I asked the dealer, “Would you mind if I go to
the bathroom and get a glass of water?”

“Sure, go ahead.”

I did so and then asked, “Do you know why I did that?”

“Because you were thirsty?”

“No. T want to be able to say I had a drink in Steve Martin’s
apartment.”

A couple of years later we were introduced to each other, and
he invited me over. He wasn't like his on-screen persona whea
we were together. 1 doubt his fans realize how intellectual he
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vy sertous, very saant, understited, and very kind, We g4
again many thimes theough oue art connections and devidoped 4
triendship.

We're stmilar souls, passlonate about art, Like me, he cares
about understanding the pictures, not just amassing a collection
of "name” artists,

Mostly, we talked about art. ‘The first time I visited, he was
amazed that 1 was able to identify the artist of every piece in his
home. His collection included many relatively unknown artists,

“Nobody has ever been able to name every artist before,”
he said.

“You're not the only wild and crazy guy in this house now,”
I said.

I attended a small dinner party thrown by Ronnie Greenberg
where Andy Warhol was the guest of honor. Just five or six of us
were there, and we spent the whole evening together. He never
spoke one word. That was apparently his norm; no one expected
him to talk. I knew he was notoriously quiet, but I was still taken
by surprise that he literally didn't say one word. I didn’t feel as
though it was an act; it’s just the way he was.

Similarly, I spent 12 hours with Ed Sullivan at the Carlton
Hotel in Cannes, because we had a mutual friend, and Ed spoke
one sentence the whole time. We spent time on the beach and
had lunch and dinner together, and at about 10:00, he said, “I'm
tired; I'm going to go to bed.” That was all. His wife was the
talker. At least Ed was a good listener. He was Jess placid than
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Andy Warhol was—he seemed interested in the conversation,
just disinclined to talk.

My first meeting with Dan Terra was an amusing one; although
wed never met in person, he invited me to the opening of his
museum in Chicago in 1980. At the museum that day, I stood with
Trish in front of Arthur Dove’s pastel A Walk: Poplars, which was
under glass. I was telling her about the picture when I felt a tap on
my shoulder. There was Dan Terra, smiling and saying, “I see you're
looking at 4 Walk: Poplars. That’s Arthur Dove’s; he painted it in
1919.” Everything he said was right there on the label.

“Yes, I know,” I said. “In fact, it was sold at the famous Edith
Halpert sale on March 14, 1973, for $19,000. Joe Pulitzer almost
bought it for $45,000, but my friend Rolf Weinberg bought it and

sold it to you, along with a Marsden Hartley 1914 painting.”
There was a short pause.

“Do you have a card?”

Ihanded him my business card. As he walked away, I elbowed
Trish and laughed. “Right now, he’s staring at my card thinking,
‘Who in the world is that guy>™

The party that night was at the Drake Hotel’s grand ballroom,
and it was unlike any museum opening gala I've been to. Dan was
a major fundraiser for President Reagan, and in turn, he became
the first and only U.S. Ambassador of Art. At the party, evervone
lined up to have a photo taken with the ambassador and his wate,
but afterward, no one got copies. I'm not sure whether the camers
had 1o film or whether no one really knew who all the people

were s they couldn’t match us up to send the photos
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‘Then the lights dimmed, and a big band began 16 (hay Yapbss
Doodle Dandy. | was seated with two sophisticated art deidas
from New York, one of whom didi't look amused, Bt he wae by s
rificd by what happened next: Dan Terra, dressed as Unele S
came tap dancing across the stage singing “V'm a Yankee § il
Dandy!”

I thought it was terrific, one of the most memaorable momets
of my life, My friend Stuart, however, had his eyes on the ceiling,

“What's wrong, Stuart?” | asked.

“You wouldn't do something like this, Barney.”

“I would if I had the talent,”

Dan was a very good entertainer, extroverted and fun, He sure
knew how to shake things up in the sometimes-uptight art world,

‘The only kind of snobbery I can stand is intellectual snobbery.
I enjoy being around scholars and collectors who have taken their
time to learn about art for reasons aside from bragging rights, I've
been to many art fairs and never had the desire to go back to any
of them because | don't enjoy the cocktail party aspect of it. It feels
like a social status contest rather than a day to appreciate fine art,
It becomes about being seen, hobnobbing with the media, and
outspending your archenermny.

Auctions, likewise, have changed over the years, When | began
collecting, the cast of characters was familiar-—you could identify
all the major collectors and dealers. Generally, no members of
the press were present, you didn't need w ticket, und you could sit
where you wanted without causing wstie, I called it a “wentlemen's

auction,”
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Attending my first modern art auction was a shocking experi-
ence. A few months before my first exhibition, I had decided that
once the show was over, I would expand my collection to the last
part of the twenticeth century. ‘The first picture I wanted to buy
was the largest picture: James Rosenquist’s /-711. It was 86 feet
wide and 10 feet high, filling all four walls of a room. I didn't really
know what 1 was going to do with it, but thought I might build a
room onto my house with black marble flooring and a great stereo
system to play Vietnam-era music.

It was like the Academy Awards—anyone who wasn't a player
couldn’t get a ticket, and it was standing room only, with two or

three peripheral rooms participating via TV screens. At auctions,
my favorite seat was the aisle of the sixth row, center section. Eli
Broad liked the fifth-row aisle, so I was often behind him. But this
time, they seated me in the first row, right under the auctioneer’s
nose. I believe they knew what I was there to buy and wanted to
draw attention to it.

The only thing I didn’t know about the picture I wanted was
its condition. It had been in a show at the Whitney Museum six
months prior, so I went to see my friend Patterson Sims, who was
its chief curator at the time.

“Can you tell me about the condition of F-7772"1 asked him.
I watched his face drop and “Oh, gosh. You're going to try to buy
it for the Whitney.”

“Well, Tom Armstrong, the director, would like to buy it.”

This was the time when the power had just shifted from the
museums to private collectors. It used to be that you'd worry when
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0 pnisssts wanisdd 1 i syt yims o surdl § s Bt § cipis
bl 30y dnsssn).

‘Phe wationnie wae ot 81 sillions, I8y ssetion 1aibubicgse w
10wkt il 1 endd 1 Vi, Yo Yuet Doavs &) st shn S dug
winning, onk, | Yol oot Sinn wt 83,25 swillinsss, ik atesons
bidider Vad the sane “want s O ond” sdnisgpe w0 § 66, i
thie 1w oA us 1an 1w price wp v B2 soillions in Bxmt 12 seconde
Whnt was 1y Vst § gy hirter asectionss with 2 set fugpise s sy s
oA Vurw Wigh Vin witling 0 g, and V've vickated thiat onby fhar o
fonsr titnes and never by much,

‘W frenzied end of the auction eruped in wch 2 fah G
it was hard 10 1)) who had won, but Jeffrey Dentch had smade
the winniing bid, Ihe room burst into applause vince the previons
record had been $175 0%,

Out of nowhere, 4 female “pasatrooper” descended on me—or,
then again, maybe she was just a reporter.

“What's your name?”

My adrenaline was stifl racing from the bidding, 1 looked a1 bex.

“Where are you from?”

I said nothing,

“Are you a collector or a professional? 'm Rita Reif from the
New York Times,”

I pointed my finger and said, “I don't wish 1o speak 10 you.
Leave”

She did, A few moments later, the woman sitting behind me
wid, “Congratulations, Sir. You've bought a great picture. Where
are you going to put it?”
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“Well, thank you,” I said, “but, actually, I was the underbidder,
and I have not the foggiest idea where I was going to put it. If you
know where you're going to put it, you're not a great collector.”

The buyer didn’t know where to put it, either. It sat in storage
for about 15 years until he sold it to MOMA. That museum put
the piece all together on one wall rather than letting it fill all four
walls of a room, which | thought was a poor choice the first time |
saw it. Now it’s grown on me a bit, and I can accept that it works
that way, too.

My wife pointed out the New York Times article the day after
the auction that noted how significantly the painting had broken
the world record for a Rosenquist—of course, it was by far his best
work. It also included the dimensions of the painting.

“Darn,” I said. “If 1 had just thought about it in terms of price
per square inch, I would have realized it was a bargain and I could
have bid higher!”

A month later, the Joseph Stella masterpicce Tree of My
Life came up for auction, and it again blew past the estimate of
$800,000-8900,000. When it hit the $2 million mark, I didn't have
the same psychological hurdle holding me back as my, as it turned
out, two competitors did. I bid $2,000,000, and they dropped out.

My friend Alice Walton built a beautiful museum called
Crystal Bridges in Bentonville, Arkansas, using her own money.
It has no charge for admission, and she has a notable collection of
American art. Friends of mine on the East Coast said, “What a

waste. It's in the Ozark Mountains.
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“What do you mean? In the wes burween W, [ omib 244
Dafias 20d Kasnas City, thete were no great timusinis. Sa's it
20) institution in 20 asea that needed it.”

That's 2n isnportant legacy that resmates with s, wds #
why P've been so committed 10 Sendinyg out sory works and gy
thermn 1 museusns,

My collectionis first exhibition was in 51, Lowis, operitiy o
Noweraber 20, 1947, It felt like time; the director had asked wme
whether the museum could exhibit my collection, and 1 fele »
was complete enough to form a meaningful stand-alotie show
oA American modernism, The exhibit was titled The Ebsworth
Collection: American Modernism, 1911-1947. Only after the show
did | begin collecting later pieces,

I wanted to know what went into producing an art exhibition,
and this one gave me all the insight 1 desired. Like many things
in life, it Jooks simpler than it is—it took far longer and was more
involved than | anticipated, 1 chose the three essayists for the cata-
Loy, and all three were museum directors or ex-directors: Charles
Buckley, William Agee, and John Lane. | don’t know of another
exhibition where all of the essayists have been directors,

My friend Michael Shapiro, now the director of the High
Museumn of Art in Atlanta, was the carator of record. | chose

the printer and the pictures and picked the venues (St. Louis
Art Museum, Honolulu Academy of Arts, and Muucmﬁ of Fine
Arts in Boston), By the time of the exhibition, I was glad all the
work was over and that I'd had the experience, 1y 2000, when
the National Gallery asked to exhibit my collection—which now

~ 170 =



gtil-( ‘(“‘”l'ﬂ(“fﬂlf

ncluded works by later American artists such as Pollack, Johns,
Rauschenberg, de Kooning, Warhol, and Kline—it was very dif-
ferent: all I had to do was sign off on the pictures 1 was willing
to lend the museum and then stand back and let the machine do
its work. My only specification was that the show also go to the
Seattle Art Museum, since that was now where I lived. Aside from
that, my lack of involvement didn’t bother me at all; I'd satisfied
my curiosity about running an exhibition with the previous show
and had no desire to do it again.

Inever lost my passion for the pictures, however. Every one of

them means something to me. They're like old friends I get to visit
whenever I want.
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RETIREMENT

n 1989, 1 began a 10-year plan to sell all the companies |
owned before my sixty-fifth birthday on July 14, 1999. I didn’
want to be responsible for so many employees after that time, and
I'wanted more time for my own pursuits. I was deeply enmeshed
in the art world by then and knew I was not going to spend my
retirement years in a deck chair.

I'was glad to have given my company the name INTRAV,
rather than something that bore my name, such as the Ebsworth
Travel Company, because 1 didn't want my name associated with a
company I no longer ran. INTRAV could be run by anyone.

Another thing that made it easier was a wise investment I'd
made in a2 woman named Maxine Clark. I'd read a 1997 arricle
in the St. Louis Business Journal about this enterprising woman
and a business she was creating called Build-A-Bear Workshop.

She had been president of Payless Shoes, selling 20 percent of all
the shoes in America, but had gotten burned out. Payless was in
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Topeka, Kansas, but Maxine's husband had a business in St. Louls,
80 they had both been traveling back and forth between the two
until she quit and decided to start her own business in 5t. Louis.
The idea for Build=A-Bear came to her while she was shopping
with her friend’s children and they were looking for a new Beanie
Baby to buy. They couldn't find one they didn't already have, so the
girl said, “We could make one.” That set Maxine thinking about
the possibilities of kids making their own stuffed animals.

Her prototype store wasn't open yet, but it sounded like a
brilliant concept to me. I told the president of our venture capital
company, “I like that gal. Get her business plan, and if you like it,
I'll interview her.”

Maxine was a dynamo with superb marketing sensibilities.
She had a “Cub Advisory Board” composed of children—mainly
preteen girls, since they were her customers. Why not talk to them
about what you're doing?

“What a great way to enjoy being in business,” I thought, and
I agreed to become her partner, investing $4.2 million in the start-
up. For once, someone else would do all the work, and 1 would
have the easy role: all I did was make a smart investment, and |
owned 40 percent of the business in return.

On opening day, there were lines out the door in our shop in
the St. Louis Galleria mall. Build-A-Bear nearly doubled its sales
projections in the first year and soon had stores in most major
cities in the United States. The business was a terrific success. |
felt sure that my investment would continue to pay off for years

to come.
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And so it was with a little sentimentality and a great deal of
pride for what we'd accomplished that I retired in 1999. My busi-
nesses were my babies, and it was painful to part with them and
entrust them with the next owners, although I knew it had to be
done. I tried to pick people who would carry on the business well.
A year later came the September 11 attacks, and, of course, the
travel industry has never been the same since.

“You got out just in time,” friends have said, but, really, there
had been no strategy to my timing other than the fact that I had
turned 65. T was ready to let go of the competition. Throughout
life, I had lived in a perpetual state of rivalry; it was like when
two guys on motorcycles meet at a traffic light and wordlessly
challenge each other to a race. One guy revs his engine—uwroom,
vroom!—and the other revs his in response—uvroom, vreom, vroom!
What I had learned is that I didn’t need to rev my engine all the
time, only when it was warranted.

I had taken up tennis in my 40s and realized for the first time
that I didn’t have to win at everything. It was more important for
me to play good tennis and hit the ball and enjoy myself, even if
I'lost.

I wanted to travel as much as ever, but now 1 would get to
do it for me rather than for business. I also wanted more time
for simple pleasures such as reading. When | was young, I'd set a
goal to read the same four books every 10 years, and 1 hadn’t been
entirely successful. Even though it took me two weeks to read the
250 pages of biography introducing the book, I did manage to
read War and Peace by Tolstoy twice. 1 read 7Tbe Stranger by Sartre
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just once and Nana by Zola three times. The only one | read £,
times was Pére Goriot by Honoré de Balzac.

When I read it at the university, I enjoyed the story of 4,
voung student Rastignac, who comes from the provinces 22 ,
determined to become one of the social elite. Rastignac looks o
on Paris from his vantage point in the Pére Lachaise Cemerer;
and says, “A nous deux, maintenant!” (“It’s between the two o
us now'”) When I finished the book, I thought, “That old ma=
wasn't very interesting. It was really about Rastignac, who set ou
to conquer Paris.”

When I was 50,1 thought, “I get it. Pére Goriot wasa wise oid
man, and Rastignac was just a young wise guy.” The book didat
change—guess who did change. Excellent books can offer a dif-
ferent lesson every time you read them.

After 12 years together, Trish left me without waming o8
New Year’s Day in 1990. Then and now, I saw no signs that she
was going to leave. It hurt terribly, and I fell into a funk, losing 35
pounds in short order. I turned to the church for the first time in
decades for a way to make sense of things. From age 21 to age 56,1
had attended church maybe 10 times, just for Easter or Christmas,
but starting in 1990, I became very devout and never missed a
Sunday again. Paying attention to the sermons made all the differ-
ence. I had taken a 35-year hiatus before realizing that something
was missing from my life—the spiritual part of it. Although I
first tried the Presbyterian Church, 1 felt more comfortable in the
Episcopal Church. It appealed to my English roors and A

— 176 —

‘#ww‘



F 4
i ddmissif e

feek mame comnected v iy father and grandbaties. Oser § wacied
gowng 10 church regulany, I (bt whoke,

While | was single, | attended the Busk famiby sevsion is
St Louis because William H. 'T. Bush (whom everyone cillled
“Bucky”) was a good friend. Bucky was Goorge Bude S0
younger brother, a businessman who still lived ia $¢ Lows. He
had introduced me to George before his days as vice president,
so 1 always knew George as “George” and Barbara 23 “Basbara "1
didn't ever feel the need to call him “Mz. Vice President” or, Lezez,
“Mr. President.”

I'had once visited the vice president’s residence at the US.
Naval Observatory grounds with Bucky and a few other people
Downstairs, we listened to 2 marine guard plaving piano in full
dress uniform while we had a few drinks. Then, Bucky said, “Come
on, I'll show you upstairs.”

Upstairs was where the family lived—their personal bed-
rooms. We were halfway up the stairs when a voice called out,
“Bucky! Don't take Barney up there!”

It was Barbara, and Bucky straightened up like he'd been shot
between the shoulder blades. He was surely not supposed 1o take
someone who wasn't a family member upstairs.

“Let’s go back down now,” he said quiedy.

By the time of the family reunion, though, George had moved
out of the vice president’s residence and into the White House.
He had become president of the Unived Staves. All of the Bush
family would travel to 5t. Louis for the weekend, inchuding their

sister, Nancy.
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“Just for fun, Nancy could be your date for the weekend,” Bracky
told me. She had lost her husband about six months earfier, 2nd |
was newly single as well.

As 1 got ready to leave that Friday, my CFO said, “Oh, she’s
perfect for you! It’s a marriage made in heaven.”

“Why?”

“She’s seven years older than you, and statistically, you'll both
die the same year.”

“Thanks.”

At the reunion, George said to me, “Barney, I want you to
know that you're dating the most intelligent of us Bush kids.”

I smiled at him and said, “Mr. President, I don't think you
should be quoted as saying that.”

We had a fun weekend, and neither Nancy nor I really saw
it as a date—it just happened to be that we were the odd ones
out. At the end of it, she took both of my hands in hers and said,
“Barney, you're such a nice guy. You should find a much younger
woman who can take care of you when you're an old man.”

Healing from my last marriage took time, but I married again,
this time to a sophisticated woman named Pam who was also inter-
ested in art. My friend Peter Ueberroth, 7ime’s “Man of the Year”
in 1984, introduced us. The summer of 2001, Pam and I stayed in
Seattle. She liked it there. Pam was never thrilled with St. Louis,
so after having lived there for 69 years, I agreed to make the move
to Seattle. I had no reason to leave, but I wanted Pam to be happy.
I drew up a floor plan of the house I envisioned for us, and 1 hired
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a wonderful architect named Jim Olson to design it with concrete,

limestone, and marble as the main building materials.
“There should be a wall for every major work of art,” I told him.

My inspiration was a modern art museum just north of

Copenhagen. 1 wanted the house to be a collaborative project

between Jim and me. I found a wonderful waterfront property
in Bellevue with 220 mature trees on it and asked Jim to site the

house to spare as many trees as possible. We ended up taking
down only three trees.

The house would have two glass-enclosed corridors; 1 had

wanted the longer walkway to go to the bedroom side, but I

ended up with the short corridor. I did get a wonderful window

in the shower, however. Once, I'd taken a trip to the Hotel Villa

San Michele outside Florence with my wife and daughter, and I'd
watched a thunderstorm roll in over the Tuscan Valley through a
window in the shower. Ever since then, that had become an impor-
tant design element to me.

When my home in St. Louis was being built, I said to the
New York architect, “Do whatever my wife wants, but I have to
have a window in the shower.”

He considered it and said, “It’s already designed. A window in
the shower will ruin the look of the outside; square just doesn't fit.
What do you think of round?”

“I don't care what shape it is.”

“How about if I buy a chrome porthole? It would be a lot

cheaper, and it would look good.”
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“1 think ts wonderful, but you realize you've created an
nstantancous myth.”

“Whart do you mean?”

“T'm the only person who founded two cruise lines. A hundred
vears from now, someone will write, “That Ebsworth was such an
eccentric that he had to have a porthole in his bathroom.’ That's
where myths come from.”

In my new home in Bellevue, the whole length of the shower
would be 2 window that led to an alcove with a Japanese garden.
It would feel like showering in the midst of nature.

Jim did a great job designing a home that was the perfect
place for my art collection. Automatic blinds would ensure that
direct sunlight didn't damage the paintings, and the simple design
of the home ensured that the architecture didn’t overshadow the
art. I liked the idea of living in a home that felt like a museum. It
was direct and uncluttered, qualities I wanted my life to embody.

Unfortunately, when the house was ready, Pam didn’t move in.
After 12 years, she told me she was leaving just a couple months
before we were due to move in 2003. In retrospect, that shouldn't
have been much of a surprise: she had been married and divorced
four times before.

All three of the women I married were with me for 12 years
and never remarried afterward, and I have remained friends with
all. Feeling otherwise has never made sense to me; why invite ani-
mosity into your life? I can'’t say coming to terms with the end of a
relationship is an easy process, but I listened to the church's teach-

ings about love and forgiveness and knew the only reasonable way
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wc had rogether.

I could have just stayed in St. Louis, but I had already had this
ichgheful home built and went ahead with the move anyway. The
s day | stayed in my new home, I looked out the window and
sad vo myself, “1 live here.” The Olympic Mountains were visible
e my backyard, covered with snow nearly year-round. Quite 2
saght.

Moving meant changes for not only me but also my collec-
500 Once Id settled in and made Seattle my home, I decided that
wis where my art would live on, too.

Whereas I'd always planned to give my collection to the St.
Louis Art Museum when 1 died, now I changed plans. In 2008,
I announced my intention to donate the bulk of my American
modernist collection to the Seattle Art Museum. I surmise that
there are about 10 people who want me to come back to St. Louis
and about 300 people who want the collection to come back.

Shortly after my announcement, my friend Patti Junker was
lecturing during an Edward Hopper show at the muscum, and
she directed the audience’s attention to a big movie screen. After a
flick of a remote, my friend Steve Martin appeared on the screen.

“Barney, I'm sorry I couldn’t be there ronight, but I'm next
door having dinner,” he said-~and 1 laughed. I had no idea this

was coming.
After a few opening jokes, he described how he first noticed
me. “I remember when 1 first started collecting American mod-

ernist pictures in the early "70s; T would open books, and T would
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see a great O’Keeffe, and I would look and see who owned it, and
it would say ‘Barney Ebsworth, or a great Stella and it would say
‘Barney Ebsworth,” and 1 thought, ‘I love this guy! He's got all
the great pictures.” As I kept collecting on, I would see a great
Hopper—it would say ‘Barney Ebsworth’—or a great Marsden
Hardley, and I thought, ‘Gosh, I just Aate this guy.’ And I knew
that one day, because you are a generous man, you would prob-
ably give the pictures to me. But that didn't happen. Instead, you
gave them to the Seattle Art Museum, which is fine. It’s fine.
Not only, Barney, are you a great person to get high with, but
you are also now a great philanthropist and have been for a long,
long time. The people of Seattle thank you. Not only that, but
the people of the United States thank you for this great, great
gift. And so, Barney, I salute you.”

I loved the “getting high” comment. Actually, when we were
together, Steve and I never drank anything stronger than tea. I
don't get high, and I suspect he doesn', either.

Steve is much more active at selling works than I am. He
frequently refreshes his collection by selling off old pieces and
buying new ones. On the other hand, I didn't sell a painting until
2010, when it became a matter of practicality.

After the excitement of building my house, I was looking for
another worthwhile project in my retirement. Inspired in part
by Stephen Holl's Chapel of St. Ignatius at Seattle University,
I decided to leave another gift to the city of Seattle that I'd
grown to love: [ wanted to build an Anglican chapel in a park
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public meditation and community meetings. I approached leading
Japanese architect Tadao Ando to design it.

“I feel bad for architects,” I told him. “You can design terrific

projects and they never get funded. I'm going to fund this 100
percent myself, though, so you can be assured it will get made.”

It would be a significant landmark for Seattle. Pope John Paul
I had invited six of the world’s best architects to submit designs
for a new chapel to be built in Rome to commemorate the two-
thousandth anniversary of Christianity, and Ando had been one of
the six, though his design wasn't ultimately chosen. It was a scaled-
down version of this design that I planned to bring to Seattle. 1
imagined it as a beautiful, peaceful place that would draw architec-
ture aficionados and “regular townspeople” alike.

Although a number of culturally aware people were excited
by the prospect of an Ando chapel, I had my first experience with
NIMBY: “not in my backyard.” Residents near the site [ had origi-
nally planned for it objected, citing traffic concerns. Although 1
explained that it would seat only 145 people and haye just one
religious service per week, they still didn’t want it, Essentially,
what they all told me was “We think this is a great idea. You
should build this chapel . . . just not in my backyard.” It aston-
ished me that they would turn down this gift, but 1 agreed to look
clsewhere.

When 1 found the second site—which was even better,
ensconced in a beautiful park on Capitol Hill—] paid $6 million
for the land and hired a public relations firm to ralk 1o the neigh-
bors. The firm organized three community meetings and, in effect,
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onganized the opposition. A local lawyer wanted to ambulance
chase and charge his neighbors to stop me from building the cha

pel. The PR firm did nothing but throw gasoline on the fire, and
the community this time was not just disapproving but also oddly
angry. One less than honorable newspaper reporter ran a long
article questioning my motives and quoting people who called
the project a “vanity temple” for a “rich guy from Hunts Point.”
Presumably, he ran the harshest quotes he could find because |
had not agreed to speak with him for his article. Journalists are not
among my favorite people.

What used to be an honorable profession to promote your city
and uncover corruption has become an opportunity to self-pro-
mote—and to hell with the city. In fact, this journalist was doing
something detrimental to the community by helping to drive me
out of town. I find it very distressing.

Finally, one of the residents near my original site contacted
the city council and asked, “Why don’t you help find a place for
this man?”

The council agreed. Bellevue city officials helped me scout
other locations while I worked out the funding, now for the third
time. Originally, I had planned to sell my Build-A-Bear Workshop
stock to fund the chapel. In May, the stocks were worth $30 a
share, and I had two million shares—that would mean $60 mil-
lion. Of that, I planned for $15 million to go to build Christiane a
home, $30 million for the church, and $15 million for the endow-

ment to run it.
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However, just betore 1 sald my shares, the boand announced
e Maxine was going to sell the company:

“Well, then, 'l wait,” 1 said. *1 came into this business with
Mavine, and nothing would make me happier than for us to go
out together.”

By October, we had three buyers interested, but because of
the recession, suddenly nobody could borrow enough money. We
were unable to sell, and the stock collapsed. 1 sold all my shares for
shout $9 million instead of $60 million. It would not be enough
to fund the chapel.

The idea still gnawed at me, though. I had to find an alternate
Wiy to get it done. In church, an idea hit: They just sold a Warbol for
876 million. It's nowwhere near as good as mine. I'll sell the Warbol and
butld the chapel.

I contracted with Christie’s to sell Andy Warhol's Big Campéel/
Soup Can with Can Opener (Vegetable) in its November 2010 auc-

tion. It was an iconic early painting of Warhol's and sure to draw
a significant price. Experts bet it would scll for between $60 and
$80 million.

Instead, the auction fell apart.

Christie’s failed to tell me that its two competitors were fea-
turing 2 major Warhol on the cover of their sales caralogs and
their auctions were before my auction at Christie’s. Christie’s
also failed to tell me that it had already promised the cover of
its main catalog to another collector. Although Christie’s had
produccd a 120-page private catalog about just my picture, it
came out four days before the auction and few saw it. The picture
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sold for $22 million, far below the low estimate. Had I known, I
would not have sold it.

That was the last sign for me that the chapel wasn't meant to
be. I don't suspect the idea will be resuscitated. After fighting for
it for so many years, I grew weary of the hurdles and opposition. It
was the antithesis of what I was offering, which was supposed to
be a place of peace for the community.

I have found satisfaction in other projects and other ways
to honor my family. My St. Louis church, the Church of St.
Michael and St. George, provides housing for low-income fami-
lies. Originally, the program operated similarly to Habitat for
Humanity and built homes called St. Michael’s Houses for people
who otherwise wouldn’t be able to afford to own homes. In 1998,
I donated a St. Michael's House in memory of my father, Alec W.
Ebsworth.

When I told my sister what I'd done, she simply asked, “What
about Mom?”

Naturally, I then had to donate another one in memory of my
mother, Bernice W. Ebsworth, in 1999. In 2001, I made a $1 mil-
lion donation in memory of my parents to save and restore the
Frank Lloyd Wright House in Kirkwood, Missouri. It had been
built in 1955 and would be preserved as a house museum with the
original furnishings and fabrics, open for docent-led private tours.
It was one of only five Wright houses in the state and is now on the
National Register of Historic Places. Wright called it a “Usonian”
house, an abbreviated version of “United States.” Because of my
donation, the property it stands on is now called Ebsworth Park.
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The “project” that's meant the most to me, however, is
becoming a grandfather. My daughter met Mark Ladd through
amutual friend, and I liked him from the moment I met him. He
seemed like a fine young man, and once I met his family, I liked
them as well. They’re very genuine.

I'was excited to hear that this was the man she would marry.
I gave my daughter an unlimited budget for her wedding, and
she exceeded it. About 300 people attended the reception at the
Chicago Club, and the manager told me he'd never seen the place
look better in 25 years.

“There isn’t a single red rose left in Chicago this weekend,”
he said.

The following day, people called to tell me how wonderful
the reception was, and several people mentioned that they really
enjoyed the band. Most of them didnt realize that there were
actually two bands—the place was so large that two bands were
hired for different rooms, and many people never even made it to
the other room.

Alexandra was their first child, and Maximilian was their sec-
ond. She’s a dramatic Sarah Bernhardt type and a scamp. He's a
sweet little boy and on the quieter side. The only thing better than
children is grandchildren. You can play with them and wind them
up and then give them back.

‘They have two great parents and are being reared the right
way, with love and discipline. Our agreement is that Christiane
brings the kids to my home for a week in the summer, and then

she picks a place—usually warm—for winter vacation for all of us.
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Wheneves [ travel in thew durertion. | 2so stop m 10 sez them
for 2 conple of dave. My greatest yovs are mov daughter and my
Lraculicuds.

Alrhough I'm sure dhe conld have done 2 fine job with . |
mever planned to leave my business 1o Chostiane because | wanted
hex 10 engoy her life | feel good that I'm able to help support her
w she can do what she loves most: be 3 mother to her children.

Thazczwwdm'hmmﬂmmmu
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mry life. Like most other things, | think it's 2 matter of perspec-
frve—the more you can look around and appreciate what you have
it amy stage. the berter your life will be. The list of things to love
about this world  Lrnutless, from the flawless gifts of nature to
tfxﬂawmdardfncmmhgpmpkuuunduﬂmidqwtm
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Ve always had a mind like a steel trap—and I still do, except it’s
rusting, which is why I began writing down my memories. When
I decided to work on a book, it was above all for my daughrter,
Christiane.

I remember when 1 was just starting out in the travel industry
and sitting with Harry Pope, who ran the Food Service Management
Guild. About 10 years later, I ran into him again, and we were both
driving Rolls-Royces.

“Who would have thought that you and I would both be driving
Rolls-Royces?” Harry asked.

“I always knew you'd be driving one,” I said. “It’s me 1 didn’t
expect!”

If 1 had to pinpoint the qualities that made me successful in
business, I'd list them as my tendency to stay ahead of the curve
and reinvent the business as needed, my willingness to pay more
to hire the best workers, my ability to put myself in my customers’
shoes and figure out what they wanted, and my skills as a problem

-r‘
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I think many businesspeople get mired in their early successes
and believe they can make the same business model work forever.
It's just not so, especially in today’s smartphone- and Internet-
driven world. If you're not reinventing yourself, something is
probably wrong.

The quality that made me successful at /ife was even simpler:
a positive attitude. I've kept my positive attitude, in part, by sur-
rounding myself with people and things that make me happy.
That doesn’t mean I forget about the world's misfortunes; I donate
to the United Way and Salvation Army because I know they do
very good work for people in need. Every few years, the Salvation
Army invites me to come to 2 meeting and join the board, but |
can't stomach it. Luckily for me, the organization needs my money
more than it needs my time as a volunteer; I'd much rather send
checks every year and not have to witness the day-to-day chal-
lenges it faces, though I admire it greatly for the deeds it does.
I worked hard to get out of economic danger, and I find it very
depressing to see families struggling to get by.

For my own family, I just want them to stay happy and healthy.
I want my grandkids to get a great education and my daughter
and son-in-law to continue to have a loving marriage—and I fee
confident that all of those things will happen.

Although I'm reasonably sure I'm not going to get out of this
world alive, I dont spend much time thinking about death or
what will happen afterward, It’s not something that scares me. I'm
already living in heaven—1I think heaven and hell are right here
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oa earth and we decide which one we live in. Brut whatever comes
after death, I'm sure it will be all right.

I'd like to be remembered as an honest, hasdworkieny, tean
ably intelligent, and loving man. From my father, | learned the
importance of being fair, and | pass that same lesson on 1o moy
daughter and grandkids. I hope they will ziwzys know how ssach

they have enriched my life and that I have ved with 5o =2
Truly,itisa wonderful life.
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