Extracts Taken From the Book

Those Happy Years, Childhood, Bothood and Youth
By Henry C Blackiston, Jr. (Princeton Press 1986)

My First Trip to Bermuda (1919)
Although Bermuda had long been recognized as an attractive tourist spot, prior to World War I passenger
service to the island was sporadic. With the advent of the war, even this came to a halt. In 1919, with the
war over only for a few months, there was nothing approaching regular sailings from the United States,
although there were occasional sailings from Canadian ports.
Father has uniformly been credited by knowledgeable Bermudians and others as the first person to see the
opportunity presented. It was thus his foresight and drive which persuaded his fellow directors of Furness,
Withy & Co. in England to embark on a major scale in the development of the Bermuda tourist trade.
Incidentally, Father was the only American, before or since, to become a director of the Furness
Company. Ultimately, Furness, Withy became a most important and influential factor in Bermuda life in
the twenties and thirties.
During a visit to Bermuda in the late fifties, I was invited to a lovely party on the lawn of one of the many
beautiful homes in the Mid-Ocean area. There were a number of prominent persons present, some relative
newcomers to the island. One of the guests was Captain Albert Francis, who had been the Commodore of
the Furness fleet. He married a rich woman, a lovely lady, and was then living in retirement in Bermuda.
During the party he pointed to me, speaking to a group of the guests, and with a sweep of his hand in the
direction of the lovely setting around us, said, "This man's father was the one who made all this possible."
Ironically, although all the leading families in Bermuda made millions as a result of the newly developing
tourist trade, Father, who initiated it all, never made anything beyond a good salary and various fringe
benefits. After his death I read some of his correspondence with company officials and concluded that he
may not have asserted his own self-interest strongly enough. His sense of loyalty to the company
prevented from availing himself of several opportunities which would have made him a very rich man. He
was ambitious, imaginative, decisive and a born executive with a commanding presence who had the
respect of everyone with whom he came in contact, but he had none of the financial ruthlessness of those
who crushed everything standing in their way. He didn't really have any desire for great wealth. On the
other hand, the chairman of the company who started as a poor boy, became a very rich man with a lovely
country estate with his own private eighteen-hole golf course.
When it was decided to seriously pursue the Bermuda venture, plans were made to visit the island. There
were no vessels then trading to Bermuda and air traffic was still years away. It was suggested that a large
ocean-going yacht be chartered. This idea was explored but for one reason or another discarded. Finally it
was decided to use one of the ships of the Prince Line, a Furness subsidiary, which operated cargo vessels
in the world-wide trade. Their ships were named after various areas of the world, followed by the name
"Prince," i.e., "Chinese Prince," "Japanese Prince,'' etc. The "Moorish Prince" was selected. It was first
necessary to make certain alterations to accommodate a survey party of about fifteen or twenty people.
The delegation was led by the chairman, Sir Frederick Lewis, as he was then known before his elevation
several years later to the peerage as Lord Essendon. The others I recall were Mr. Wetmore, one of the
most distinguished architects of his time, Charles Blair McDonald, the first amateur golf champion of the
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United States and ultimately the architect of the Mid-Ocean Golf Course, and Allan Davies, the
company's New York accountant. Allan Davies was a graduate of Princeton, Class of I 9 10. He was a
very active member of his Princeton club, the Charter Club. Mr. Davies was a fine man and one of
Father's staunchest supporters and a friend through good times and bad. I became well acquainted with
him in later years, partly because of our mutual interest in Princeton and also through the Episcopal
Church Club of New York. During Father's last illness, he was the one to whom I turned for advice and
assistance in connection with various family problems. Mother and I were included in the group. So far as
I recall, Lady Lewis and Mother were the only ladies and I the only child, then age ten. Mr. Wetmore
seemed anxious to be friendly with the little boy who no doubt seemed lost in the midst of this highpowered business Mr. Wetmore at a table in the lounge. He picked up a pad and pencil and asked me if I
could draw a picture of a pig with eyes closed. I think he meant I should try to draw a pig with my eyes
closed. I thought I was to draw a pig with its eyes closed. I kept my eyes open and tried to draw a pig with
its eyes closed. If he thought I was "cheating" by keeping my eyes open, he never commented. I don't
know just what the result was, but to this day I'm not sure whether my eyes or the pig's eyes were
supposed to be closed. At the time I was too shy to ask the distinguished Mr. Wetmore for clarification.
There was much excitement as we approached the wharf in Hamilton. A large crowd had gathered to
witness our arrival, it having been a long time since a ship had called at Bermuda. Since Bermuda had
received no mail for months, there were shouts of joy as the "Moorish Prince" unloaded its many sacks of
mail.
We stayed at The Inverrurie on Hamilton Harbor, pretty old-fashioned then, but now much modernized.
The hotel had a landing area for small boats and it was off this landing that we swam. Someone had
captured an octopus) put it in a cage in the water and chained the cage to the pier. The fear I felt that this
hideous creature might escape while 1 was swimming and strangle me with its long tentacles has helped
to keep the memories of my first Bermuda visit very much alive.
A large formal luncheon was held for our party at the old St. Georges Hotel, given by the leading
businessmen of the island in honor of Sir Frederick and our group. Mother having no one to leave me
with took me to the luncheon. Needless to say 1 was bored stiff, The Bermudians were very excited about
the prospects of a reactivation on a grand scale of the tourist trade. Without it) Bermuda would revert to a
sleepy tropical isle. Consequently the Bermudians were most anxious to extend every courtesy to our
group with the fervent hope that nothing would change the minds of the visitors. The most boring part of
the luncheon was a long concluding speech by Sir Frederick, in which he outlined all the great things his
company planned for Bermuda, and which in fact pretty much did come to pass. Great applause came
from those soon to become millionaires.
What was to me the most dramatic incident of the entire trip occurred on board the "Moorish Prince" on
the return voyage to NewYork. We were seated at dinner one evening as the steward entered carrying a
tray with the various dinner dishes. All of a sudden the tray, crockery and steward came crashing to the
floor. The man was lying on his back, frothing at the mouth, with his eyes rolling uncontrollably having
violent epileptic convulsions. Gradually the seizure subsided and the other stewards took him from the
room. It was an unnerving experience for anyone. One can imagine the terror it struck into the heart of a
child. Fortunately, this is the only epileptic fit I have ever seen.
In view of the circumstances under which the voyage was made, the general atmosphere was much like
being on a private yacht. As a result I became friendly with a number of the crew. This poor fellow was
one with whom I had chatted from time to time prior to his attack. He had told me he planned to leave the
ship and get a job in New York. After the incident I mentioned this to another crew member who
commented, "That guy isn't going to get a job anywhere." The cruel truth of that observation sticks with
me to this day.
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Father & Mother at the Inverrurie Hotel

A Month Aboard the Fort Victoria
When Furness Withy decided to embark on the Bermuda venture, it was necessary to acquire several
passenger vessels. Negotiations were commenced with The Red Cross Line, a small Canadian Company
controlled by the Bowring family, prominent on both sides of the Atlantic in the shipping and related
businesses. Father conducted the negotiations on behalf of Furness, Withy for the purchase of their three
ships. Warren G. Bowring, then a very young man, participated in the negotiations on behalf of the
sellers. Warren was a Princeton graduate and I eventually got to know him fairly well. Some years later at
a New York dinner party he brought up the subject of The Red Cross Line-Furness negotiations, speaking
in glowing terms of Father's handling of the meetings. He was particularly impressed with Father’s ability
to take the lead in the proceedings in spite of his deafness, describing Father's performance as "brilliant. "
The three ships acquired were renamed the "Fort Victoria," "Fort St. George" and "Fort Hamilton." As the
ships were destined for the Bermuda trade, the names of the last two were obvious choices. Soon after
acquiring these ships, the possibility of expanding the tourist trade beyond Bermuda was also considered.
As a pilot project, the "Fort Victoria" was advertised for a month's cruise to the West Indies, sailing from
New York early in November 1919. Father decided to go and take Mother, my sister Maria and me. To
keep me company we invited my friend Billy Saunders to join us. Marjorie Christy, Maria's Stuart Hall
classmate, was also invited as a companion for Maria. As Billy and I would both miss a month of school,
Father engaged a tutor to accompany us. Elizabeth Yarolimek, our New York apartment housekeeper,
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was also taken along. She had no duties to perform; the trip was intended simply as a vacation for her.
Unfortunately, she had a miserable time. If she had been a different type of person, she might have
overlooked the drawbacks and enjoyed herself. The passengers were not inclined to include the
Blackistons' housekeeper in their parties, the tutor felt herself superior to a housekeeper and Elizabeth felt
superior to the crew's staff. In short she had no friends and being temperamental and high-strung
compounded her problem. As a result, for much of the time she was lonely and unhappy. Mother soon
realized that what had been intended as a generous gesture had turned out to be a mistake.
The Master of the S. S. "Fort Victoria" was Captain McKenzie, a charming, crusty old salt. He began his
career in the British Merchant Marine in sail and loved to tell of what he called "the days of iron men and
wooden ships" and his contempt for the subsequent era which he referred to as "iron ships and wooden
men."
Our first port of call was St. Thomas, one of the former Danish Virgin Islands which the United States
had purchased from Denmark only two years before our visit. The island is famous for bay rum which
had been unobtainable during the recent World War I. Consequently, passengers stocked up heavily while
in port. The bay oil itself was also available in small bottles. Father bought several bottles of the oil which
could then be mixed with alcohol to make bay rum. Perhaps it was just the novelty rather than any
superiority to the commercial bay rum that tempted passengers to buy the oil itself.
Among the other islands I recall were Antigua, the French Islands of Martinique and Guadeloupe,
Trinidad and Puerto Rico, our last call on the return voyage home. One of my most lasting memories is
the miserable and abject state of poverty prevalent in most of the islands. It was commonplace to see
naked children wandering about the main streets. The most revolting sight was the large number of people
with elephantiasis, the tropical disease in which the legs become grossly enlarged.
One of the islands, I recall best was Martinique. We landed in Fort-de-France, the capital. At the other
end of the island is the old capital, St. Pierre, which was completely destroyed by the eruption of the
volcano Mt. Pelle in 1902. Every person in the town with one exception was killed. The exception was a
Negro man in prison. After the eruptions subsided and a search for possible survivors was made, groans
were heard coming from under the rubble and the prisoner was rescued, relatively uninjured. A visit to St.
Pierre was a must for everyone. Mother and I rented a car for the trip over the mountains. Father hated
sightseeing and stayed in Fort-de-France. It was a hair-raising drive with a wild driver who spoke not a
word of English. Our efforts to get him to slow down, by sign language and terrified expressions only
elicited a broad grin and more speed. Mother was always easily frightened and on this occasion she was
terrified. One amusing incident occurred during the drive about which we laughed for many years
afterwards. The car was an open one, as most cars were in those days. At one point in our mad rush
through the mountain jungle, Mother's hat blew off but the driver did not notice the loss and none of our
protestations had the slightest effect. Finally Mother, who apparently knew only one word of French,
screamed "Chapeau!" The driver caught the point, stopped and the hat was saved. Sometime after we
returned home, we were amused to read an account in the New York paper of a motor trip over the
mountains in Martinique. The article was to the general effect that if you think it's scary to ride with a
New York taxi driver you haven't seen anything until you've been with a driver over the mountains in
Martinique.
The town was still a shambles seventeen years after the eruption of Mt. Pelle. Poverty seemed even more
prevalent than elsewhere in the West Indies. The families' homes were little more than huts with one or
more walls or the roof missing. One woman attempted to give us her small naked child with a swollen
belly, one of her many children.
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Trinidad is another island which stands out in my memory. We spent several days there staying in the
Queens Park Hotel in Port of Spain, the capital. The hotel is a large, old-fashioned tropical style frame
building with a wide veranda facing Queens Park where soccer was played and other activities took place.
The old-fashioned four-poster beds had protective netting to keep out the numerous tropical insects.
In our party were Captain and Mrs. William T. Barlow. Captain Barlow was Father's assistant at Furness,
Withy, remaining with him from the Newport News days until Father retired. The Barlows planned to
stay at the hotel, together with others of our party, rather than remain aboard ship. When Mrs. Barlow
walked into her bedroom, there was a large ferocious-looking spider on her bed. She turned around with
her unpacked luggage and returned to the ship for the duration of our stay in port.
As a passenger ship was quite a novelty at that time, hawkers were everywhere and adjusted their prices
accordingly. Parakeets were one of the chief commodities. Eventually, Billy bought a pair just a few
hours before sailing when in a desperate effort to consummate a sale, the hawker had lowered his price
slightly. One day Billy and I set out on a shopping tour for souvenirs. Father gave us each five dollars
which seems like quite a large sum for ten-year-olds at that time. The results of our expedition gave
Father a good story, which he repeated for years to come. Billy bought a stuffed frog and I bought a
shark's backbone.
While at sea, Billy and I had tutoring lessons each day. Billy took a strong dislike to the young woman
who was our tutor. Billy was generally well mannered, but unfortunately in this case he made his dislike
quite apparent. I didn't enjoy having to study every day since everyone else was on holiday, but 1 had no
personal dislike of the tutor. As the voyage of about one month neared its end and we approached New
York, time came to tip those who had served us. The deck steward had been particularly attentive during
the voyage and Father tipped him twenty dollars. As Father was always a big tipper, often excessively so,
it shows what another world I 9 I 9 was from today; now twenty dollars would hardly be adequate for a
short voyage. I recall saying to Father how large I thought the tip was. He replied that the men's wages
were very low and they had to rely heavily on tips. One of the crew was a young bellboy, not much older
than Billy and I, whom we had seen a good deal of during the month-long voyage. I was anxious to show
some appreciation of his courtesy and told Father I wanted to tip him. Father gave me one dollar. I had
some difficulty in locating the boy amid the bustle and confusion of preparations for landing but finally
did find him. He seemed to appreciate the one dollar. These two tipping incidents illustrate one dramatic
change which has taken place in the last 65 years.

Visit to Essendon, 1923
Our port of destination was London. After many transatlantic sea voyages over the years, it is still the
only time my port of call was London. Sir Frederick Lewis, as he then was, the chairman of Furness,
Withy, maintained two residences, a London townhouse and a country estate called “Essendon”, the name
he chose when he became a peer. Shortly after arriving in London I was invited to tea with Lady Lewis at
their London townhouse, being taken by Peyton Burnett, then about eighteen, son of one of the Furness,
Withy directors. Lady Lewis was very friendly and sweet to me. However, at age thirteen and being with
strangers in a foreign land, I felt quite ill at ease. I was also invited to spend the weekend at Essendon, an
impressive country residence with the necessary staff to maintain such an establishment, and its own
private eighteen-hole golf course. The manor house was in keeping. Every rich Englishman apparently
considered a billiard room a necessity in such a residence and Sir Frederick was no exception. Except for
the dining room, it is the one room I recall well.
At the time, Sir Frederick was one of the most prominent shipping men in England, perhaps in the world,
as evidenced by his elevation to the peerage a few years later. This was long before the days of the Greek
Page | 5

tanker tycoons. He was an extremely busy man with the accompanying responsibilities and tensions.
However, his idea of relaxation was not a quiet evening with his family; on the contrary, he invited a
large number of guests to Essendon every weekend. Dinners were formal, black tie of course. Several
flunkies in livery served the many courses and hovered about attending to the wishes of their master and
his guests. After dinner Sir Frederick played bridge most of the night and was up early the next morning
for eighteen holes of golf. The night I was at Essendon there were at least a dozen guests at one long table
in a large beautiful dining room. I had brought my Eton suit for the occasion and was included at dinner,
as well as for a game of billiards before dinner, like any other guest. All the guests were English, and
realizing how out of place I felt-the only child present-they were very kind and solicitous and made a
special point of including the little American boy in their conversation as much as possible. The English
love parlor games and much of the dinner conversation was of this type. I was urged to join in and I made
an effort, but the adult English sense of humor was so different from anything I was familiar with that I
was not very successful.
My weekend at Essendon was a fascinating experience to look back upon, but I was extremely ill at ease
throughout the stay. Truman (Father’s chauffeur) accompanied me to Essendon, presenting my hosts with
some uncertainty as to what to do with him. They knew my devotion to him but felt it hardly appropriate
to include Truman, the Blackistons' chauffeur, at the formal dinner and other activities at the country
estate of a member of the British nobility. Truman stayed in the servants' quarters and ate with them. I
missed him terribly and at every opportunity I would say, "I think I'll go and see Trumie now," and
excuse myself. I would then run and search for Truman and play catch until summoned by Lady Lewis
for some activity I was expected to take part in.
Both Sir Frederick and Lady Lewis came from relatively humble origins, both socially and financially.
Starting as an office boy in Furness, Withy, he achieved through hard work, drive, business acumen, and
various other indefinable qualities, great business success and eventually a seat in the House of Lords.
Although he was a peer of the realm and therefore almost by definition a member of the aristocracy,
Mother often said she was sure the real British aristocracy did not consider him one of their own. He was
certainly not to the manor born and this showed through in a number of little ways. To see a member of
the so-called aristocracy picking his teeth with a gold toothpick at a formal dinner party when Father and
Mother entertained him in New York nearly drove my sister Maria crazy.
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Lord Essendon (early 1930’s)
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Bermuda Memories
Commencing in the early twenties and continuing until World War 11, Furness, Withy had large interests in
Bermuda. For a community economically dependent on tourists, it was, during this period, the single most important
business venture on the island. Travel to Bermuda was entirely by ship until just before World War II when a limited
service by flying boats was provided by British Airways. The first ships used for the Bermuda run were three ships
acquired from The Red Cross Line, a Canadian company. They were renamed "Fort Victoria," "Fort St. George" and
"Fort Hamilton." About 1930 the "Fort Victoria," of which Captain Albert Francis was then the Master, was in a
collision in a dense fog in New York Harbor and sank and became a total loss. Captain Francis, true to the tradition
of the sea, was the last man to leave his ship. Fortunately, no one was lost. The company then built the "Bermuda," a
more modern ship that was designed especially for the Bermuda trade. Sometime thereafter, about 1931, the
"Bermuda" burned at her pier in Hamilton Harbor. There were no passengers on board and no casualties. The ship
was returned to England for repairs and refitting. While the work was going on, she burned again, this time a total
loss. After the loss of the "Bermuda," the two older ships were sold and the "Monarch of Bermuda'' and the "Queen
of Bermuda" were built and continued the service until the war.
In addition to the ships, Furness, Withy had substantial investments ashore, including three hotels, the St. Georges
and the newly built Bermudiana and Castle Harbor. Both the St. Georges and the Castle Harbor had their own
eighteen-hole golf courses. The prize of all the Furness holdings was the Mid-Ocean property. Its golf course,
designed by Charles Blair McDonald, the first amateur golf champion of the United States, became one of the
world's famous courses. The clubhouse, overlooking the beach with its famous natural arches, was an impressive
building with all necessary facilities and bedrooms for 30 or 40 club members. There was considerable acreage, in
addition to the clubhouse and golf course, which was sold off in lots to club members, many of whom were wealthy
and who built lovely homes in what soon became the most private, select and desirable section of the island.
As the American managing director of Furness, Withy with primary responsibility for the Bermuda venture, Father
was given a house which had been built many years before, and known as "Sound House.'' It needed modernization
which Father proceeded to carry out, after which it became a most livable and attractive vacation home. Sound
House has an enviable setting. It is located beside the 9th green of the Mid-Ocean course on high ground overlooking
Harrington Sound with spacious grounds, lovely gardens, a guest cottage and a servants' cottage. Below the house
and out of sight from the main road is a large concrete terrace with benches. Across Harrington Sound Road is a
private dock used not only for small boats but also for swimming in the sound.
Mother and Father went to Bermuda every Easter, then considered the most stylish season, and stayed at Sound
House. In addition to temporary house servants, when anyone was staying at Sound House, they could call on
Geelie, the Portuguese gardener, and Tommy Outerbridge, the coachman. There were two carriages, each drawn by
a pair of horses, the open carriage being used during the day, the other enclosed in glass, known as the Opera Bus,
was used at night. While there was a great deal of social life, these trips were primarily for Father's business. Father
was very generous with Sound House, frequently turning it over not only to other members of the family and his
friends but on several occasions to friends of mine. Many a honeymoon couple, including Hollis Hand, my
Princeton roommate, and his bride, were the beneficiaries of Father's generosity.
It is little wonder that during these halcyon years a local journalist writing about life on the island once referred to
Father as "The Uncrowned King of Bermuda”.
In each of several summers in the late twenties Father offered to send me and two or three of my Hampton or E. H.
S. friends to Bermuda.
The old St. Georges Hotel, which had been built many years before, had recently been completely renovated and
was our headquarters on several such trips. It had two particular attractions for young people, a large new indoor
pool, then the only one in Bermuda, and an outdoor dance pavilion overlooking St. Georges Harbor below. Over the
length of the pool hung a series of metal hoops similar to those used for gymnastic events. Many an hour was spent
swinging back and forth over the water, each of us trying to outdo the other before strength gave out and the water
was hit with a big splash. On a few occasions the more reckless, on a dare, suspended fully dressed over the water
below, tried to see how far out they could go and get back safely still dry. Fortunately there were no accidents and
the only falls were in bathing suits.
A dance pavilion is of little use without girls. Fortunately we soon met a number of local girls whose parents were
friends of my family. An invitation to a combination lawn tennis and afternoon tea party, in keeping with the best
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English garden party traditions, held at the lovely old home of Sir Henry Watlington got us started. It enabled us to
meet several attractive girls, one of whom, Nancy Pearman, I remember to this day as a top-flight tennis player as
well as a very attractive girl. Sir Henry was the leading citizen of Hamilton and a member of Watlington & Conyers,
local agents for the Furness Bermuda Line. Sir Henry and Sir Stanley Spurling, the leading citizen of St. Georges,
who rode his bicycle to work to and from Hamilton every day, a round trip of about fifteen miles, were the first
Bermudians to be knighted by the British Crown. Sir Stanley's daughter, Edna, visited us in Hampton a year or two
later. In one way or another the need for partners was met and we were able to put the dance floor to proper use
pretty regularly. Dancing in the moonlight on a warm summer's night in the semi-tropical setting-- overlooking the
picturesque old town of St. Georges below with the light of the moon on the sea beyond-was an experience not
easily forgotten.
Golf, tennis, swimming, boating and for those interested, riding, made up much of the day. These were the days
before any automobiles, or even motorbikes, were permitted on the island. The only means of travel were bicycles,
horse carriages and the picturesque railroad. Father had arranged for us to have a carriage at our disposal which we
used on only a few occasions. The coachman, Tommy Outerbridge, whose immaculate dress included a pith helmet,
was a fine man, friendly, courteous and well mannered.
Like everyone else in Bermuda, our favorite means of travel was by bike. If the trip was long, we biked to the
nearest railroad stop, put our bikes in the freight section of the car and paid our fare to our intended stop where we
unloaded our bikes and continued to our destination.
I thought at the time, as I do now, that there has never been, before or since, any place quite like Bermuda in those
all-too-brief twilight years between the two World Wars. It had the unique combination of the comforts and
conveniences of the twentieth century with the pace of the nineteenth. It’s obvious visible charms, the clear water,
the pink sand, the white houses, the limestone roads, the oleander, hibiscus, palm trees and a host of other tropical
charms equaled those to be found anywhere. There was no poverty as we know it, no serious crime, no snakes or
any of the dangerous insects or other unattractive pests found in most tropical areas, a thoroughly honest
government and almost without exception, a friendly and courteous population in all walks of life. The tempting
shops filled with the quality goods for which England is famous, often at half New York prices, were an additional
touch of glamour to this island in the sun.
During one of our Bermuda visits, we first experienced whiskey sours, the specialty of the St. Georges Hotel
bartender. The bartender, with whom we became very friendly, had once been a big league baseball player and he
regaled us with stories of the great and near great of yesteryear. He could have made it all up but it had the ring of
authenticity and I believe it was largely true, at least to the extent of his having been at one time a big league
ballplayer.
When planning one such trip to Bermuda, I invited among others, my Hampton friend, Charlie Holtzclaw. Charlie
lived with his widowed mother, who had very limited means. He was delighted with the invitation, but knowing
that, although it was a free trip, there would be various personal expenses he might not be able to afford, he was
reluctant to go. Finally the appeal got the better of him and he accepted. I mentioned to Father my conversation with
Charlie. On sailing day Father came to the ship to see us off, came into our cabin, called Charlie to one side out of
the hearing of the other boys and said, "Charlie, I want you to have a nice time and not worry about your expenses.
Take this as a little present from me." Whereupon he pulled out his wallet and handed Charlie fifty dollars, a
significant sum in those days. Charlie was reluctant to accept it but Father insisted. Needless to say, ever thereafter
Charlie was, like many others, a devoted admirer of Father.
It was on this visit that I had my first and only experience with "deep-sea" diving. Mr. Rounthwaite, the manager of
the Mid- Ocean property, introduced us to the sport. He was a Canadian, about forty, good-looking, husky and game
for anything. He was married to a Butterfield, one of Bermuda's leading families and knew everyone of importance
on the island. He had a homemade diving contraption consisting of a heavy square box with a glass window in front.
A hose was attached to the top and connected at the other end to a pump on the deck of the boat. The pump was
operated by pushing a broomstick-like lever back and forth forcing air into the box which rested on the diver's
shoulders. It would be a misnomer to describe our activity as anything resembling "deep-sea" diving since the
maximum depth where we tried out this odd device was perhaps fifteen feet. The box, which was extremely heavy,
was placed on the diver's shoulders. The weight of the diving helmet kept the diver from rising to the surface and
enabled him to walk along the sea bottom. The water came up inside the helmet to the chin, but the air coming in at
the top prevented it from rising higher. We were instructed that if anything went wrong, simply bend over, the
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helmet would fall off, hold your breath and rise to the surface. All went well and we had great fun with the new toy.
A few years later more sophisticated diving equipment became available on a commercial basis for the tourist trade.
On this same visit we stayed at the Mid-Ocean Club. At the time business at the hotels and at the club was slack, the
only other guests at the club being an attractive younger couple who said they were on their honeymoon. The
husband, a handsome, athletic man probably in his thirties, was an ardent golfer. He spent every day on the MidOcean course, sometimes both morning and afternoon, leaving his wife, who did not play, to shift for herself. She
was somewhat younger, perhaps in her twenties, rather pretty, small, a very cute figure and quiet and reserved. We
did our best to relieve her loneliness while her husband was engrossed in his golf game. One day while we four boys
were on the beach with the girl sitting beside the natural arches, we had a long talk with her. She seemed to know a
lot about show business. With some hesitation she disclosed that she had done some acrobatic dancing. This
fascinated us as she began under our intense prodding to describe some of the contortions involved in her dance
routine.
"Let's see you do some of it," we urged.
"Oh, I don't think I should here."
"There's nobody else on the beach. Come on."
"I don't think my husband would like it."
"He's playing golf, he won't know."
In the end our pleas were too much and in her tight-fitting bathing suit she gave a brief illustration of her routine
which involved about everything short of wrapping her legs around her neck, with four pairs of eyes about to pop
out of their sockets.
When we returned from Bermuda we decided to stay in New York for a couple of days, do some shopping and see a
couple of shows. One evening we got tickets for a popular musical in which one of the star attractions was a solo
acrobatic dance routine. Who should it be but our girl friend who had given us a preview of her talents on the MidOcean beach. Perhaps we should have gone to the stage door entrance but in any event we did not and that was the
last we ever saw of our theatrical friend.
I don't really believe that guy was married to that girl.
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