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ANCHEOLOGY Academic sctivities
Aﬁcmmn. JOEN D,, JR,. Biographical
MERITT Biograp ical
CAIFS Uiographical
SHEAR, T. L. Biographlocal

Heritt to Flexner, Jamusry 1, 1939.

Four mentioned have been made honorary members of the
Oreek Archeological Society,.

D, Meritt




Beatrice Stern Research Files: Biographical Card Files: Box 5: Rob- -
From the Shelby White Leon Levy Archives Center, Institute for Advanced Study, Princeton, NJ, USA.

1923

GEMENAL (INTERNATIONAL EDUCATION BoATD) Poundations
MATHRMATIOCS Acadenic Activities




Beatrice Stern Research Files: Biographical Card Files: Box 5: Rob-
I|=rom the Shelby White Leon Levy Archives Center, Institute for Advanced Study, Princeton, NJ, USA.

1923

GENERAL (INTEANATTONAL EDUCATION BOARD) TFoundations
/ ROSE, WYCLIFFE Blogrephical

As Rose established working nhuonhifa with 18 Buropean
oounu-ul plus prospects in four .lllu'l. fiolds matural

eclemmes and agrioultural, cearched them,
Pound Formi Hel « (Iater 1 laureates).

509 fellows in the natural seionces selected in a few years from
35 nations, most of them going to other countries to spend théir
fellowships under favorite toachers,

Institute for Theoretical Physics under Bohre-Iinternational

Hducation Doard financed addition to its building and gave
Bohr brilliant men from other lands for year's fel lowships.

University of Gotuuon strong in physice nopu-t-n.
uipment

building enlarged B, B, laBoretory eq improved
To R B Sretted amthsastisel tnaiiiote Lof smeurcasd nets
mathematical research and teaching with close col tion

with physicists,
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Ie E¢ Dy contributed to University of Paris asslisting
building mathematioal center called Institut Henri Poincars,

Story of the ockefeller Foundation by Fosdick ppe 149151




Beatrice Stern Research Files: Biographical Card Files: Box 5: Rob-
From the Shelby White Leon Levy Archives Center, Institute for Advanced Study, Princeton, NJ, USA.

1928

‘/ROBE Blographionl
FLEYNER , ADPAHAM
PLEXNER, SIMON

Interview with Louise Raxaxs Pearce, January 20, 1957.
Filed in Verticel File under Fearce Interviews,
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SCHOOL OF MATERMATICS Academic organisation
ASSIRTANTS Asadeniec Fersonnel
Auu Blographical
MAYER
?mf‘. "
In co fon of what Vleaner hat¢ told iinstein by
telephone: have the cholce of your assistant absolutely
- z free to talke on
pomeons who has already g-ul-llnﬂucmhh
outslder, i yo. please, and the otiolse of your assistant
mmumuhuhnlu. You do not need the consent
otn:umhhcn.r.m. if you would llw 1t
"o whom you wish, MNrs, Palleywill formal ter
8o thet the pereon in question unders rolationship
to you, Im previous yoars you have selectied Nosen who
also held a stipend, and he wes made your assistant,
“Proressor 's case is entirely o:mh and 1% has

on anytiing you may wish to do in the future.”

]
i
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OSENWALD, LESSING J. (Julius)

Merchant
Born Chicago, February 10, 1891

Education: Student Cornell University 1909-11
Le He D, University of Pennsylvania, 1947
Litt. D., Lincoln University, 194
LL, D,, Jefferson Medical College, 1954

Career: With Seaps, Roebuck & Company from beginning to end
of active career
Bedame Manager of Philadelphia plant at its opening 1920
Vice-=Chalman Board of Directors & Chairman of
Executive Committee, Sears Roebuck & Company,
July 193leJanuary, 1932;
Ohair:nn of the Board, January 1932«January 1939
Retire

Memberships: American Council for Judalsm, Inc. (President)
Member Americen Philosophical Soclety

fetivitles: BServed as seaman 2¢ class, OGreat Lakes, Naval Station,
World War
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Home, Jenkintown, FPennsylvania

in America
From Who's Who?aolume 29, 1956=57

Also:

Founded Lessing J, llosenwald Foundation, presently extant
(See Interview with Rosenwald
April 11, 1956)
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INSTITUTE RISTORY NOTES Institute History
’h‘mw. LES:1%0 JULIUS Biogreasnle-l

Interview with Lesaing Julius Resenwald, April 11, 1956.
Plled in Vertical ‘ile under Bosenwald [nterviews,.

Interview with Nesenwald, L/11/56

G ¢
£

—re
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CoMo TTTHBE (WOV: Fo7 [8G) Gerserstion
TRULT. &8
AMon EWALD, LERSI1NO Biagrapnicsl

D OOLAR, WAVWIS
MOE, NIMRY ALLEW

iydelotie o veed,

%0 & sonflerence with vwed the nemes o seversl
-urwtum‘:mm”m.m mu‘m.
"""'t.....: o g e i . l‘ltnd':o
u” o & Dot hociotia

ent Jarnegle
-urunl Kiehael Tohapy, Fresieont of

lepertment "tore in Yew York -uudotnr.w
m-s.mmm.muwmwl,m»uunuu
Soard, (Kjohael Sehepp was 20t elected untii Msy, 19:1).

& Fas S0 45
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TRUSTEES Corporation
/ROSENWALD, LESSINO Blographical
Re-alection as trustee for five year ending 1950. Mr. Roserwald said that if his

KHtg. .‘m “/zolg -Pe 1
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190 16

VIESWER y ABNAHAR Blogrephieal

AYDELOTTS, P,
pUSH
OBEENALD, ADELS

Pleaner to Aydelotte, "euruary 16, tuggests thet Aydelotte see
¥ice Richwlesr or Mre, Dalley on the exshange of carda for sataloge
betwoen Primceton Library a nd Muld Hall. 7Thls hees Leen golng on, bab
ehould be continued,

Flermer has & thurost cilunent, end asks Aydelotte to talk to Lush
for bim. He also wants Aydelotts to talk to Uapps end Tedsso, "I want
te plant & sood that will be & fow yoars maturing about momey. (8 would
¢ an sdvantage 17 we mpuld gee him for & talk befare you end 1 =t}
but perhaps yo. end he hove alresdy met.

"Feno representing the Fau:-l éld & toushing thing tils
NeoK Mﬂn..,-mm.mmt.::' N - -

As File, Plezmer, Abrahes
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1940 5/9
TRUSTEES Corporation
STEWART, Y, W, Biographical
RIEFIER, W, W,

BAMBERGER, L.

AROSENWALD

DOUGLAS, L,

Aydelotte to Weede

"I have bad a talk with Mr, Bamberger and find that he
would be a little pler Af we did not go forward ml-aa“ly
with making changes in the Poard, In de r-n to ¥r, Bamberger's
wishes I have arranged with Stewart and Riefler to postpone
their resignations until next rn. leaving ue only two
vacancles to fill on Monday e the Committes feel
we had better select L. aumu and Lewile Douglas ‘or
Jmcnuh must keep Moe and Fulton in mind,..
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’ 11/13
EYeLAw® Corporation
COMMITYEERE (COMMITTEE OF FE«-WRITING) $pus Corporation
SAOSENWALD

LEWIE, WILMARTH

Lewie to Tosenwald,

Rosenwald le Chalrman of Tommittee %o le=Write the By-Laws.

ms-qmummmw-uumuu
there will be nime trustecs who are being held

ovepr becsuse we have not declded whether or not there is to

be a petiring age or whether members of the faculty shall no

longer be on the Board,” Understands that the last meeting

of the Doard at which he was »ot present, Mesass violsnt

attacked Wilmarth Lewie' letter teo o Lewir would

only ome change--to limit the number honerary trusteee.

aMM .,.,.,a:f,-.éw._,
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aIves Fisance
_~ MOBEWNALD (EVAN: Gotengt) Blograshicel
LEWIS, WILMARYE

Gory of Lewis' acoeptance and comemorative speeoh,
Filed in Vertical Flie under "n" for losemwald,

Dy Rosewwald Yemorial lvane Colleetion
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1951 11/20
LIBRARY Faclilities
(SBcientiric Classiocs)
/umam, Lo 3iegraphical
LEWIS, W,

Femarks of YWilmarth 8, Lewis at the cpening of the new
library of seoientific eclasaics.

Filed in Chronologieal rile under 1951, 11/20,

D, Lewie, Wilmarth
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TRUSTEE. Corporation
108 ENWALD Biogrepnhical

"Mr. Strause drew attention to the motion presented by
¥Mr, Rosenwald at the meeting on May L, 1951, on the subject
of the retirement uge of trustees. He expressed his feelin

that 1t would be more appropriate to consider this motion
when Mr, losenwald couléd be sent, and for that reason he
recommended discussion be deferred, He asked that it be
noted in the Minutes that MNr, fosenwald's proposal was not
being tabled,”

Trustees' Minutes, Volume 6, 1952, 4/18
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BORRD OF TRUS TEES Corporation
Pﬂ‘m Bilographical

Mr, lopsenwald's zakiam rosolution deferred from previous
meetings was dlscussed. The resolution:

"The Lourd of Trustecs of the Institute for Advanced
gt believes that the limitations on the age of Trustees
and limitations on the continucus length of service of
Trustees are desirable in such a custodial body. Within
the next (ive years such limitations should be incorporated
in the by-laws,"

There was division, and the »otion was mece and carried
to table the resolution.

Minutes, Volume 6, Opgtober 2, 152, Trustees' Minutes
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WEED, Libelz i, Blograguieal
WARSE, herberkiRX CRFERAL Facilitios
FULPOR 81 grephieal

‘/nunnu, LS 180

Weed to Fulton.

‘“ deplores Mosen' exoitement, and predicts he will
have snother arterial bresk, 0 wente
the new chalrman,

at

deplores the library .
..tcn Lo a.b.um.ru:r:;mmm'

roons,.
mmu-nrn- wante the new bullding, end
conalders 1t funnn that 1. Ay B, hus no amphitheatre.”

Fultom = lowie veed
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OEMERAL (AMFEITHEATAE) Pacilities
POLICGIES Adminis trat ion
2TRAUBS, LEWIS Biogra; hicel

FULRON, JOHY P,
WEED, LEWIE H,
WENVALD, JULIUS
Pulton to Weed, lNovember 3, 1952, and Weed to
Fulton, Yovember 0, l'h

tters are flled in the Chronclogicel flle under
152, 11/3

mua. John Ty, Correspondence, amum Sehool of Math
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1953 b/3
TRUS TELS Corporation
/Im. JULIUS Biographical

GALPIN, PERRIN C.
HOCHECHILD, HAROLD H,
GARRISOR, LLOYD K.

Galpin, Hochschild and Garrisom were elected to the Board,

Ropenwald reported that the gpeé al committee on the
revision of the By-Laws had nothing further to report, am
the Chairmen discussed the commitiee with thanks,

Minutes of the Anmual Meeting of the Bamxd Corporation, 4/3/53
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1957 2/1t

JOHNE NOPAIES MEDICAL 8CRHOML kduce . ional Instlitutions
/mm. LiSpIng Blographliecal

EVANE , HERBENRT B,

RICHEER, KURT

Interview with Dr, Lurt Riehter, Yebruary 16, 1957.
Filed in Vertical "ile under Richter Interviews,
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Pvofessor of smesricen Nio st reSerbouse, U L9 5=1950
oA '-m‘"’ ¢ Vembridge, 1% .

s suigerts Link amd Cralg at Frimceton, | wo prefessors,
iw t“_-- tll'ﬂm{nn. Elmse
it red the Und Fasulty, it snouid only
e oune if either of Shen i» e o 248 away by some
other imstitetion with Cerms Suat Frimveton souldm't aveb.
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1936

PRINC.TON UNIVESSITY
SCHOOL OF HUMANIZTIC STUDIYS
MODERY ART
MOREY
PANOFSEY
ETILIFTLYL
DOWNEY
" ROWLEY
FORSYTHE

1V/17

Felations wWOAlL
Academic Qrgenization
Academic Activities
Bilographical

For memorandum on the above headings pee Chroneloglcal
£11€.1936, 11/17, or any of the first five headings listed above,

D, Humanistic smaogﬁé//w Boorannty, €%/
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FOLICIE Adml istretion
EAVIR, B M, Blograpuieal
AYPBLOTYE, 7,

-

Aydelotte to Earle, Vebruery 21, 1940,

His » Ll umm“nn&‘m.mn
Politienl Selence at Trinity very badly Lov

semester. Could we spere ‘uamey &t onee Lf they were svle
%0 make him an offer? umuuﬁwm é

o
o l-ﬂ.moom-nh in an ‘mer
uxn.. "ant in z-huuu.t-u .lullh
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MATHEMATICE Acacdemic Activities
/RUNCE, VILLIAM (BROTHERe]VeLAW Blogrephical
OF COURANT)

Letter in File circulated by Weyl at Courant's request.
(Pile is Aydelotte 7ile, (Elss Jenkins) 3/19/57, ¥ile ¥o. 10,
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/RUSSELL, BERTRAND

Article from Harpers magazine,
Dr. Barnes,"

Article filed herewith.

HB.I‘EBI‘S

Biographical

"My Private wWar with
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My prwvate war
with Dr. Barnes

Cynthia Flannery Stine
Drawings by Richard J. LeBlane

T HE first time I met Dr. Albert C. Barnes
he was clad only in a stecam bath cabinet.
There was no one present to make the introduc-
tion, but I had no trouble finding out why he
was known to everyone who had ever heard of
him as “The Terrible Tempered Dr. Barnes.”

Barnes is dead now, or I wouldn’t dare tell my
story. He drove his car through a stop sign with-
out stopping. A wtractor trailer hit him. He had
spent his life going through stop streets without
stopping, not only vehicular streets but personal
ones. This was the only time, so far as 1 know,
that he didn’t win.

Dr. Barnes was the inventor of Argyrol, a
stormy petrel ol a man, snubbed by the medical
profession for patenting an essential drug, and
snubbed by the society of Philadelphia's Main
Line. As a vast fortune rolled in from the drug,
he began to assemble a collection of paintings
which he hung in a splendid Renaissance palace
in Merion, a Philadelphia suburb. The reputa-
tion of the collection and of the Barnes Founda-

tion, as he called it, grew fabulous; no one
could quite believe that he had more than a
hundred Cézannes, dozens of Renoirs, and hun-
dreds of other treasures of the highest quality.
All sorts of people tried to get to see the collec-
tion and failed. There were rumors that behind
the paintings were microphones which picked up
the comments of the very few who did gain
admittance, and if Dr. Barnes didn’t like what
he heard he would descend on the visitors and
throw them out. He commanded the gate of his
paradise of art like a malevolent and quixotic
St. Peter.

I not only got past the gates of the Founda-
tion, I worked there. It was the middle of the
Depression when one hastily obeyed orders if
they warranted an honest dollar. 1 had just
finished business school and I put an ad in a
Philadelphia paper, listing my virtues in their
entirety: “SecrRETARY—grad. of Peirce Bus. Sch.
and Vassar Coll. Working knowl. Fr., Germ,,
Ital. Call Ardmore 0958."

Although replies came by the dozen bristling
with the nonremunerative words “on Commis-
sion,” one also came from the West Philadelphia
office ol the Barnes Foundation. Miss Nelle
Mullen, Dr. Barnes” assistant, made an appoint-
ment for nine o'clock the following morning.

By 9:06 the conference was over. I was to start
the next day. I had neither met nor seen Dr.
Barnes. Miss Mullen, who I later discovered had
worked for Dr. Barnes for at least thirty years,
made no mention of pay, of duties, ol houns,
but in 1936 a job was a job.

Clad in an immaculate new woolen dress, with
my hair beautifully waved and set, T arrived at
the majestic house on Spruce Street in West
Philadelphia that served the Foundation gallery
in Merion as an office building.

I climbed to the second floor and studied the
room | was to share with Miss Mullen as an
office. I was barely settled when noises rose from
the front hall and, with other footsteps mount-
ing to the third floor, Miss Mullen burst into
our office.

“Take a pencil,” she blurted and, without
removing her coat or hat, grabbed a stenog-
rapher’s notebook and handed it to me. “Doctor
WAL

A thunderous "Miss Flannery” reverberated
Irom the third foor.

Miss Mullen never finished her sentence. I
never caught my breath. A commanding, de-
manding voice had summoned me, and 1 ran for
the stairs; the rest of the world ran too, I learned
later, when Barnes summoned it.
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Robert W. Wells

Wordwise, I am

Fedwise Up

A S F A R as I'm concerned,” a reasonably
literate [riend said to me, “I'm optimistic.”
And then he added, in an explanatory footnote:
“Situationwise, that is.”

On another recent occasion, I was standing
in a cowded bus. Two young women were
talking. “Stylewise,” the one nearest the window
began, “it's perfect.” The other nodded in com-
plete comprehension. “You can’t beat it,” she
agreed. “Fashionwise.”

I moved quickly out of range of their voices,
but the words had done their damage. Had the
young women, I found mysell wondering, been
speaking hatwise, dresswise, or possibly, just pos-
sibly, girdlewise? Husbandwise, would they be
in the clear when ‘the bills arrived? Or would
the crass fellow protest that shoppingwise things
were going from bad to worse, moneywise? I
got off at my stop and went muttering away.

When the jargon of the advertising belt in-
vades my dreams, nightmarewise, 1 feel it is
time to raise a feeble bleat of protest. Futile
protest, I am aware, because numberwise I'm
at a disadvantage that’s insurmountable, In-
lluencewise, too, alas.

There are various theories about the origina-
tor ol the pervasive noun suffix that has crept
across the land from its spawning grounds
among the midtown Manhattan canyons. It is
generally agreed that it began, as so many things
do, among the communications experts—their
own term—who infest Madison Avenue. But
the name of the hero who turned, ran a pudgy
hand through his crew cut, and softly uttered
for the first time the word “mediawise” is appar-
ently lost, posteritywise,

Though the corruption’s father is unknown,
there is no doubt that the orphan offspring is

flourishing. T have not yet heard a farmer rve-
mark, “Cropwise, we ain't had enough rain,”
but I am expecting to. I did hear a waiter,
a man of dignified mien and lordly bearing, say
to a fellow servitor in a gloomy conversation
about the untrustworthiness of customers that
“Tipwise, these matinee days are for the boids.”
And a friend who teaches at Columbia swears
that he overheard a student remark to a girl in
a blue sweater: “Bookwise, I'm beat.”

The “wise” suffix generally scems to be used
instead of the phrases “in' the matter of,” “when
it comes to,” or something equivalent. Presum-
ably it grew out of the need felt to lead with
your ace, a practice that, speaking both bridge-
wise and advertising/ agencywise, has its follow-
ing. By tacking on the suffix it is possible to
get the gist ol theé sentence at the very begin-
ning, somewhat-in the manner of a newspaper-
man's lead paragraph,

Suppose that you want to say “Lastbagel owes
his astonishing success to his skill at pretend-
ing sincerity.” (I'm speaking for instancewise.)
You could, by employing what 1 have begun to
think of as the Madison Avenue single wing-
back, declare, with an appropriate raise ol the
eyebrows: “Sinceritywise, Lastbagel’s first.”

IT DOES not pay to brood about the matter
as I've been doing, however. 1 found myself
lying awake staring into the darkness last night
trying to imagine what might have happened if
Shakespeare had been exposed to the mania.

“Questionwise, is it to be or not to be,” 1
found myself having Hamlet soliloquize. “Mind-
wise, is it nobler to suffer, adversitywise, or . . .”
But that way lay madness. The gaunt figure
of Lincoln pushed Will's ghost aside and began
declaiming: “Peoplewise, you can fool some of
them some of . . ." No, I had to get a grip on
mysell.

Nounwise, I concluded, T am surfeited with
the hybrid newcomers. Lying there in the
gloom, 1 vowed that the next fellow who calls
me up and begins, “Lunchwise, how are you
fixed?” is going to get a receiver slammed in
his ear. And il the horrid syllables arve pro-
nounced in my presence, I am going to let fly
the most desperate roundhouse right that has
been seen since Lou Nova took up poetry.

That is, I amended quickly, unless the user
is the husky kind who might retaliate, muscle-
wise. In which case I will stand firm, principle-
wise, grinding down my disgust as best I can,
repeating to mysell the old motto:

“Goldwise, silence is 24 carat.”
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MY PRIVATE WAR WITH DR. BARNES 41

At the top of the Hight four doors faced
the hall. Where was Barnes? I ignored the
closest one, the bathroom. Was he in the front
room, over our office? 1 hesitated at the thresh-
old; it, was empty.

“Here, Miss Flannery, here!” the voice roared.
“Here."

I passed by the bathroom door, down the hall,
to the middle room.

“Mi . . .i...iss Flannery!” bellowed from
behind me. “I'm here. What in heaven's name
are you doing?”

I stopped. Business school had never said
anything about dictation in a bathroom. Clearly
there was a lot about office procedure at the
Barnes Foundation I had not been taught.

I hesitated at the bathroom door. “All right,
all right,” came across the room from a head
protruding from the white metal steam cabinet
planted securely in the farthest corner. “Got a
notebook?”

“Yes,” I mumbled, searching for a place to
sit. The toilet seemed the only solution.

“Over here, over here,” Barnes ordered. Your
notebook’ll fit on this cabinet.”

The top was fHat with a ledge encircling the
opening from which his head emerged, a strong
handsome face, a wgalth ol white hair, heavy
black beetling eyebrows meeting across his nose's
bridge. His eyes were pale blue and clearly near-
sighted.

I balanced my book on the metal top that
rose to a surprisingly convenient height for
shorthand—at least for those first five minutes
I thought it was convenient.

During those five minutes I jotted down his
dictation, slowly, clearly pronounced. His mood
was mellow and his letters well worded. Then
halting momentarily he briefly queried me about
my training and education. The cabinet was
growing warm and my new wool dress was begin-
ning to itch,

“Very, very interesting,” he said. “We'll be
glad to have you here. And now more letters.”

He talked faster now, longer words, more com-
plicated thoughts., My pencil raced on. The
cabinet was getting hotter: steam rose at Dr.
Barnes' neck; perspiration stood on his fore-
head. I glanced at my watch—9:12.

“My face,” he interrupted. “Wipe it."” I
grabbed a towel, and his sentences raced on.

My own hair was getting damp; my brand-new
woolen dress clung to me; my left sleeve, resting
on the cabinet, was sopping.

Dr. Barnes' words became short-tempered, his
thoughts erupted in wrath and resentment, his

first businesslike letters were supplanted by sav-
age, rabid ones. His face was red, perspiration
rolled steadily down his cheeks, and repeatedly
he snapped “towel™ at me.

My pencil stumbled, my glasses steamed, my
hair hung in dampened ringlets. 1 could barely
see what I was writing, His words were many-
syllabled, his ideas contorted and deformed, his
thoughts steadily more malevolent and spiteful.

“The shower,” he snapped suddenly in the
middle of a sentence. “Lukewarm. Instantly.”

I dropped my notebook and raced for the
built-in marble shower. A half-dozen handles
confronted me, a powerful-looking head, a
needle-ridden spine, a series ol encircling ribs.
Hot? Cold? Which was which?

They were all water. Steaming, boiling water
hurtled out, soaking the right arm of my lovely
new dress and its skirt.

“Lukewarm?” Barnes demanded.

“Not vet,” I called back and, reaching across
the scalding water for another valve, twirled
off the HOT handles and grabbed COLD ones.
For a split second the water was placidly warm,
then ice water burst forth.

“What's wrong?” Barnes bellowed. “For God's
sake, can't you run a shower?"

“Just a second, just a second. It's too cold.”
I. twisted the COLD backwards, the HOT for-
wards. Boiling water leaped out again.

“You fool,” he screamed, and 1 glanced at his
face. It was brilliant red, bursting with an
apoplectic look. The lid to the cabinet snapped
up. “I'm coming, you fool,” he roared. “I'm
coming!” and the twin doors to the bath ex-
ploded open, his brilliant red body bursting
[rom the machine.

The shower door slammed as I tumbled down
the stairs. Was he burning or freezing to death?
I didn’t care. With tears starting from my eyes,
I fled into the second-floor bathroom and locked
the door,

“Anything 1 can do, Miss Flannery?” It was
Miss Mullen's voice.

“No," I said, catching my breath. “But thanks
a lot. I'll be out in a minute.”

And many were the times later on she would
sit in our adjoining office listening to my sobs—
or 1, in there, suspecting hers,

My day-old permanent hung in kinks, my new
skirt in water stains, my right sleeve shrunk as a
constrictor. That was my first morning of work-
ing for Barnes and the second and ensuing ones
varied in no degree. As perspiration began to
roll from his forehead and vituperative words
from his tongue, apoplexy would stalk, and
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every phrase he dictated would be libelous. Half
an hour later, showered, rested, relaxed, he
would nod at the invective I read back to him,
but never once did he mitigate his abuse or
hesitate to add still more defamatory words.

THE COMPETENT FORGER

T MY business school we were taught

to leave room on a letter for the em-
ployer’s signature, but not how to forge it; how
to file carbons, but not to padlock them in a
cabinet; and how to stow stenographic note-
books, but not in a safe.

During my first week at the Foundation I was
taught the art of skillful forgery by Dr. Barnes,
who stood over me twenty minutes daily instruct-
ing me how to sign “A. C. Barnes." The letters
he had me sign were ones he could later deny
that he had dictated or sent, and, though the
recipient would swear that the signature was
authentic il the case reached court—and oh,
how Barnes loved his fights to reach court!—the
handwriting experts could, of course, testify
to lorgery.

Barnes was just as fussy over the way I signed
the names of his make-believe secretary, Peter
Kelly, and his dog, Fidele-de-Port-Manech. Peter,
who existed only in Dr. Barnes' imagination,
would fill his letters with stinging insults, usually
at people who wanted to visit the collection,
while Fidele, a small mongrel, chatted gaily and
fatuously around almost any subject. Dr. Barnes
demanded perfection in these letters as he did in
his own,

Another concern, or maybe I should say, lack
ol it, at the Foundation, was insurance. The
paintings at the gallery were reportedly worth
thirty millions, 1 had no reason to doubt it
But we did not carry one cent of insurance that
I ever heard of, nor did Barnes allow agents to
give him a single reason to consider it.

At that time the collection contained more
than 150 Cézannes. Barnes had bought a few
ol them for $20 or $30 apiece belore Cézanne’s
name was known, but in 1925 without hesitation
he invested $105,000 in “The Card Players.” At
about the same time he refused to spend $200,-
000 each for “The Man with the Skull” and
“The Bathers,” but a few vyears later, with
dealers downtrodden by the Depression, he ac-
quired them for $50,000 and $70,000.

Late in the 'thirties there were more than two
hundred Renoirs in the Foundation, dozens of
Picassos and Matisses, paintings by Van Gogh,
Chirico, Soutine, Pascin, Glackens, Urrillo,

MAGAZINE

Rouault, Toulouse-Lautrec, Derain, Modigliani,
Rousscau—almost any name you could think of,
which—and the which is underlined—Barnes ad-
mired. There were also old masters: El Greco,
Giorgione, Tintoretto, Veronese, Titian, Rubens,
van Goyen. There were scores by Manet, Monet,
Degas, Seurat—over a thousand paintings in all.
But they weren't insured. .

“Why insure them?"” Barnes demanded. “If they
are damaged or destroyed by fire they could
never be replaced.” If by any chance one should
be ruined, he had only to reach in his bank
account for a substitute.

The matter of a million dollars or so for a
painting didn’t bother the Foundation, but one
day a three-cent stamp almost cost me my job.
City lewers required only two cents and Dr.
Barnes, thumbing through a healthy pile of mail
ready to be sent out, landed on one city letter—
bearing a three-cent stamp! Slamming it down
before me, he thundered about wasteful careless-
ness, lack of training, and the stupidity that
allowed me to squander money he had worked
so hard to acquire for the Foundation. He stood
by me while I steamed that three-cent stamp off
that envelope and replaced it with a two-cent
one.

I hadn’t been working long at the Foundation
before 1 learned that admission to the gallery
was one of the world’s most coveted wishes—
and the one least likely to be fulfilled. The gal-
lery was not open to the public.

“Admission to the gallery is restricted to
students enrolled in the classes” was printed on
cards sent by me to thousands who wrote [or
permission—but only when the request was
accompanied by a threecent stamped self-
addressed envelope. If Dr. Barnes was in a very
rare benevolent humor I would be told to mail
a card to an applicant who had sent a stamp but
no envelope. If the request was enticing enough
to induce one of Barnes' diatribes, he might even
invest in his own stamp and envelope. The more
prominent the applicant and the more assured
of gaining admission, the faster the application
hit the trash.

While the number of sight-seers who requested
admission was high, we heard also from many
who wished to join a class—a comparatively easy
matter for those who [ulfilled the requirements.

And they were all negative ones. I you wrote
on fine stationery engraved with your estate,
if your name lurked in the social register, if you
belonged to outstanding clubs and schools, you
were out. But if you lived in South Philadelphia,
the scene of Dr. Barnes' emergence, il you wrote
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on cheap paper, misspelling words, and your
name was Italian or Jewish, you had a nine-to-
one chance of being accepted. At least you were
given an interview in our office.

Early in the courses Barnes would weed out
some students. Two absences, whether caused
by appendectomies or funerals, automatically
expelled the student. Anyone who came late to
class, or left early, was thrown out, as were those
who spoke unwisely or questioned Barnes’
opinions.

REVOLT AT LUNCH

O NLY once did I, mysell, ever make a
sustained effort to defy Dr. Barnes. It was
in the matter ol luncheon. Promptly each day,
at the second stroke of twelve (a hall-dozen
clocks would strike simultaneously), we would
descend invariably in the same order down the
stairs.

In the kitchen, Paul, the general [actotum,
would stand poised, ready to squeeze Doctor's
orange juice as he slid into his chair, so that
not one single Vitamin C could be lost. The
vitamins assigned to the rest of us were not
subjects of interest.

During the five years | worked for the Founda-
tion lunch for Barnes, and for the rest ol us,
was chopped up tomatoes and lettuce in large
soup bowls, no dressing, just salt and pepper.
His experimentation with other dishes could
have been counted on one hand.

I had been at the Foundation twenty months
when I reached my twenty-fifth birthday. That
day, having been powerfully egged on by my
father, my two sisters, and my husband-to-be, I
decided to show the stuff I was made of. When
Paul came up for our daily luncheon order—

which had not varied in those twenty months—
I screwed up my nerve. “I'll have peas today,
Paul, please, Just peas.”

Miss Mullen’s typewriter stopped abruptly,
and Paul’s hand, reaching for the usual lunch
money, halted extended.

“Peas?” he asked numbly, his jaw dropping.

“Peas?” Miss Mullen questioned, her hand to
her mouth.

“Peas,” I stated firmly. “Today is my birthday,
my twenty-fifth, and I'd like to have peas.”

“Peas,” Paul repeated, and 1 could hear him
mumbling to himsell as he picked his way down
the stairs.

“Peas,” Miss Mullen said, shaking her head,
and went back to her typewriter, but her typing
was erratic and her eraser active.

“Peas,” I muttered, clenching my teeth, and
started in on my own machine. Every key I hit
was wrong; my pulse soared. “I'm going to eat
peas,’” I said to myself, crowding back the tears
that welled in my eyes. “I'll be damned if I'll eat
one more tomato!”

The clocks struck ten in perfect unison. “T'wo
hours to lunch,” 1 counted. “One hundred and
twenty minutes.” My hand shook, my teeth
chattered and, with eyes blurring, I couldn’t
decipher my symbols,

“Miss Mullen . . ." I started.

“Yes, Miss Flannery?” Her voice was hopeful.
“You've decided to eat lettuce and tomatoes?”
I nodded. “Very wise,” she smiled. “Tell Paul.”

I rose silently, tension loosening, and went
to the head of the stairs. It was our second man,
Jim, who answered my hail. “Paul’s left for
market,” he answered. “Anything I can do?"

“No . . . thanks, no.” My voice trailed off.

Stiffening my shoulders I returned to my desk.

Perspiration rose again on my forehead as the
clocks struck twelve and we descended the stairs,
Unobtrusively I slipped into my seat; my plate
was piled high with brilliant green peas, gleam-
ingly richly in butter. Paul must have shelled
two pounds.

I waited for Dr. Barnes, seated at the head
of the table, to plunge into his own salad, but
his eyes were on my plate. “What have you
there?” he demanded and, reaching out, put a
fork loaded with my peas into his own mouth.
Waordlessly he rolled them around, savoring what
I so happily anticipated. Then his arm shot out,
and he exchanged my plate for his.

“They're absolutely delicious,” he announced.
“Let’s change.”

Once more tears welled, but I nodded, smiled,
and plunged my fork desperately into his lettuce



Beatrice Stern Research Files: Biographical Card Files: Box 5: Rob-

From the Shelbyﬂﬂte Leon Levy Archives Center, Institute for Advanceﬁu&,ﬁirpﬂnnhlgk M A G A z I N E

and tomatoes—no dressing. Just salt and pepper.
And it was my birthday!

Next day I determinedly ordered peas again,
and again Barnes exchanged our plates. The
third day, ditto. I asked him in the morning of
the fourth, before the steam cabinet had cooked
him over a minute, if he'd like Paul to fix peas
for him too.

“They're fattening,” he replied unequivocally,
“and starchy. I'll have salad.”

“Ha!™ I muttered to mysell. “Now, I've got
him where he belongs. Today I can eat my own
peas.”

He ate them. Next day I returned to tomatoes
and lettuce, and for the [ollowing three years
my order never wavered.

There was no subject on which Dr. Barnes was
not opinionated. But on some he was more so.
One of these was food. Another was furniture.
In my early years at the Foundation he plunged
into antiques. For most collectors, acquiring
them is an enchanting, delightful, and relaxed
hobby, but for him it was a serious undertaking.

Daily, at 12:21 p.m., his tomato salad and
orange juice stowed away, Barnes would head
into the countryside, and the next morning a
check for $5 or $500 would be entered in the
checkbook—but not necessarily to stay there.

Late the afternoon of the day an article was
bought, it would without fail be delivered to the
Foundation workshop. Barnes would have been
told that it was a perfect original, no planks
replaced, no nails used. Any other buyer would
have paid his money and put the purchase
happily into service.

In our workshop, manned by experts, the piece
would be carefully taken down to make certain
that every part was authentic. Let one screw,
a strip of new molding, a replaced bit of wood
be found—and back the article would hurtle to
the dealer’s shop. To bear out the Doctor’s asser-
tion, many articles went back still torn apart,
while others were shoved indifferently together,
To the bank would go our order to stop payment
on the check.

1i the dealer was humble and conirite, Barnes
was back the next day to make a new purchase.
But if the man asked one question, or offered
one explanation, he was instantly blackballed.

Purchasing of early American antiques was a
simple procedure but finding room to place them
was a serious problem. The best furniture, of
course, was placed in the gallery, the next best
in Barnes’ house and after that in the homes of
two of his staff and in our city office. Each
morning when I arrived, men were carrying in

new pieces and hauling out replaced ones—a pine
corner cupboard, perhaps, pushing my typewriter
desk into a corner, or a dry sink forcing files into
the hall and an adding machine into the bath-
room. China was installed on shelves that had
held reference books, wrought-iron hinges re-
placed calendars, and my posture typing chair
gave way to a squat milking stool.

THE RUSSELL AFFAIR

B ARNES" obsession with antiques led him
into a memorable duel with Lady Russell,
third wife of the philosopher Bertrand Russell.

That year, 1940, Russell had been barred by
the Supreme Court of New York from teaching
at City College because of his unorthodox views
on morals and sex. Had Barnes been deep in
another fight, Russell, whose name had never
been mentioned before at our office, would un-
doubtedly have slipped by unnoticed. But
Barnes was [ree at the moment and, engaging
Russell for the Foundation, he plunged into the
conflict with delight. The newspapers grabbed
the news that according to Doctor’s standards,
Russell’s firing was a blast at academic liberty,
and that his hiring by the Foundation was a
signal to the world of education that our ap-
proach to culture was aesthetic and unbigoted.

Our acquisition of Russell met with no ob-
stacles; we reached him in California, received
his signed contracts, and life went merrily on.
But we hadn’t asked for the signature of the
then Mrs. Russell.

Anvone who wanted to work with Buarnes
knew he had to submerge his own personality
and obey every order. Mrs. Russell didn’t realize
this, or wouldn’t.

So happy was Barnes about picking furniture
for a new farmhouse he had recently bought that
he took equal delight in choosing pieces for a
century-old one in Chester County that he had
chosen for Russell who, with his family, was due
to arrive in about six months. He wrote them
all about it. Mrs. Russell replied by air mail,
special delivery. She told us in clean-cut phrases
that she would choose her own house and fill it
with her own taste in [urniture.

Our answer was polite, jovial, and friendly,
but quite, quite firm. Her return letter landed
in our office like a bombshell. The house, she
had heard, was on a low spot, near a creek—and
she was not going to live there. For the benefit
of their young son their home was going to he
on a hilly windswept spot with sun baking it
on every side. The house was going to be her
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own choosing; the furniture equally so; and she
would settle where she wanted. From Mr. Rus-
sell we received no letters that I remember now.

On the fall day of the Russells’ arrival at the
Foundation, Mrs. Russell remained at the wheel
while her husband went in for an interview.
1 never found out whether Doctor refused to let
her in or she refused to enter.

The next chapters in the conflict were head-
lined regularly in the papers. Chapter I could
be entitled “Storming the Gates.” Mrs. Russell
had never applied to join her husband's Founda-
tion course and was, therefore, never accepted
as a student by the Foundation. But each week
she marched determinedly through the front
door and seated hersell firmly in her husband’s
lecture room. Never before had husbands or
wives dared imagine that such privileges be-
longed to them. Barnes' wrath was smoldering
but temporarily he kept it damped.

The next chapter would be “Prestige,” for
although Lord Russell did not use his title of
Earl, Mrs. Russell chose to call herself “Lady
Russell.” She failed, rather emphatically, to
ingratiate hersell with the gallery staff.

“Knitting Needles” wrote finis to Mrs. Rus-
sell's admission to the gallery. Not only did she
enter her husband's class without recognized
permission, but she actually chose to knit during
it, completely disrupting, said Barnes, the har-
mony of the group.

An emergency meeting ol the Board of
Trustees at the Foundation barred Mrs, Russell
in the future from the building. As the Board of
Trustees was made up ol paid employees ol the
Foundation, who concurred without question in
the Doctor’s slightest wish, he seldom bothered
1o convene them but dictated his own choice ol
minutes to a secretary.

Russell himsell continued happily at the
Foundation for a couple ol years but, as was
expected, came to cross purposes with Barnes—
as did everyone ol character who had relations
with him—and was forced to sue him for salary
still due on his contract.

SITUATION DETERIORATES

IC.\N.\E()T say that I continued happily
at the Foundation, nor even that I had a
chance to sue Barnes for salary due me. We, too,
had reached a point alter five years where we
were no longer sympathetic, He liked it there. 1
didn't. One of us had to go.

The easiest thing to blame our troubles on
was war clouds. Certainly they annoyed Doctor.

DR. BARNES 45

Hadn't he gone to Brittany each summer for
his vacation? How could Hitler deprive him of
it? However, getting rid of me, apparently, was
easier than getting rid of Hitler. It was still 1940.
America was not at war. Barnes and I were.

The basic cause was simple—Barnes was bored,
annoyed, and needed something to do. Suddenly
and quixotically, he bought a gigantic cut-and-
dried mansion in Merion, and, before we caught
our breaths, our city offices were transplanted to
the suburbs, less than a mile from the Founda-
tion gallery. Too close. Much too close. When
we were in the city office Barnes had pulled out
for good each day at 12:21, but the handy loca-
tion of this new building had him dropping
back at any time. In town he had been the
isolated emperor of his third floor but here his
headquarters were in his sitting-room less than
a quarter mile from my typewriter.

By far our worst problem was the new loca-
tion ol his steam bath and shower, which he had
built into the bathroom directly across the hall
from our office!

My first morning in Merion is just as vivid
as the first one I worked for Barnes in town—
with every detail centered on the steam cabinet
and shower, but now his temper was five years
older, five times as unmanageable, and I was at
least twenty-five years older. At the steam bath,
I was doing well enough, and when the usual
word “shower” exploded, T dropped my note-
book, leaped across the room, and shot my hands
into the shower. Automatically I twisted the six
valves, with water as always running down my
forearms but no matter how I turned them, the
temperature continued to rise. Back I reversed
them. Forward again.
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“Ready?” came Barnes’ voice over the rushing
waters.

“Not yet.” Far to clockwise I swung the valves.

“What's wrong' he blasted.

“Just a sec,” I yelled back. “Too hot.”

“And so'm 1" And over the roar of waters
the door slammed open and Barnes, brilliant red
as always, bounded across the room. Soaking and
blinded I fied through the door.

In town I hadn't been able to hear all of
Barnes' screaming as he cursed me out, nor see
him as he emerged from the shower. Here, 1
had no choice. I wasn’t deal and I wasn’t blind
as he garbed himsell for his sofa, As the days
went by, I lost weight, and Barnes got closer to
apoplexy.

Each alternoon that Doctor was away I de-
voted hours to those valves, but the water was
invariably too hot or too cold. Each morning I
was more nervous, more upset, less able to in-
terpret my shorthand. And at home my disposi-
tion was vile.

“Shower sounds crazy,” my husband muttered
one night as my tears again burst forth. “Bet
those hot and cold handles are switched. Some
plumber was nuts.”

It sounds so simple now. Hot water traveled
to the handles marked COLD, and in two cases
cold to those stamped HOT. The pipes were
torn out and replaced. I needed only ten minutes
to practice on them. But I had lost ten pounds.

Yet 1 couldn’t relax—mor could Barnes. My
work improved considerably; his disposition
struck an evener keel. But in Europe Hitler was
being less thoughtful of Barnes and Brittany,
and in Merion the dralt board was calling men
to the Armed Forces.

A young Foundation teacher drew one of the
early numbers and his draft board summoned
him. He notified Barnes, and hysterically Barnes
rushed to me. A letter must instantly be sent,
explaining that teaching art at the Foundation
was of greater importance to the world and of
greater value to the United States than the young
man would be to the Armed Forces.

“No,” Barnes burst-as 1 grabbed for my short-
hand notebook. “There isn't time. Take this
right on the typewriter,” and standing at my
shoulder he dictated the letter to me. As I
neared the end of each line he would grab for
the platen wheel and twirl the paper two spaces
down. Never before had he done this. My nerves
were on edge and his dictation was demanding.

“And now quote those sentences [rom Dewey’s
book,” he commanded, “the ones I always send.”
I knew them well—praise from the philosopher

Dewey on the Barnes Foundation. I typed them
in. Barnes ripped the letter from my machine,
along with the carbon and, rushing down the
stairs, sent the young teacher dashing to his draft
board.

Details of the next morning are perfectly clear.
The clocks struck nine and 1 heard Miss Mullen
mounting the stairs.

“You alone?” I asked. “Doctor not with you?”
It was almost the first time in five years that
Barnes and Miss Mullen had not arrived at the
same time.

Miss Mullen cleared her throat. “He won't be
here till later, maybe ten o’clock.”

“Ten? My gosh. He's not sick, 1 hope?”

She still had on her coat, her hat, her gloves.
“No, he's not sick”—she was avoiding my eyes—
“but he is upset.” Then her words burst forth.
“He says . . . he says he's got to have another
secretary . . . one who can type correctly . . .
who never makes mistakes.”

My mouth fell. “Mistakes? Type correctly?
You mean my typing's poor?” She nodded. “You
mean . . . I typed something wrong?”

“A quotation mark yesterday. In that letter
to the dralt board. You left one out.”

“But 1 never got a chance to reread that letter.
Doctor yanked it out ol my machine and raced
down the stairs. I couldn’t go over it.”

She shook her head. "It doesn’t matter. You
put in a quotation mark when you started to
quote Dewey, but none at the end. Just a
period.” She unbuttoned her coat. “Doctor must
have a secretary on whom he can count. He is
sorry. So am I. Your work was good till we
moved out here . . . but lately . . . well . . . he
would like you to leave before he gets here.
Please gather your things.”

I sat there, staring across the room. “I just
don’t understand,” 1 muttered.

“No, it's unfortunate, but better get ready
now,” Miss Mullen repeated. “Collect whatever
you own. Doctor wants you gone before he gets
here.”

But I wasn't. That morning, for the first time
in five years, he had no steam bath, no shower.
I was still gathering my things when I heard him
mount the stairs slowly and go into his front
room. He didn’t ask me to join him. I didn't
want to do so. But, somehow, 1 found myself
there. He raised his head.

“1 just wanted to say good-by,” I said. Then,
stared at him. Tears, yes, tears, were streaming
down his cheeks. I dug in my bag for a
handkerchief. Tears were dripping [rom my
eyes, L0o.
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BONHOOL OF MATHEMATIOS Aesdemie Orranizstion

FHILOGO MY Aca emisc Aetivities
/ RUSSSLL, BERPRAWD Blographiocal

PLAXNER, A,

Eussell to Flexner, December 20, 1936, wants to live in
Americs and to return to logle. 4 mumber of friends mve told
him that he night join Einstein and vweyl at the insti « Be
has to sarn & living, Ne has a number of people depending on
him, He should like to apply to the Iinstitute Iif Shere in &
vaoanty.

Flexner to 'ussell, Januury 1937, cbwi greatly
flsttered, There is mo place. - catad ——

"Institute for Advenced Study began with & somewhat
a=zbit ions mathematical known as the Senool of Hathematies,.
the Trustees dee to make a staPt in ceriain other
directions...the humanistie studiee on the one hand and e ® nomics
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on the other on the theory that the Imstitute would be a more
nesrly rounded alfeair I 1ts entire income was not concentested
in the fleld of methematios., I doanbts, therefore, whether in
the next fow yeaurs the mathematicel group would {o enlspgode.o”

Ressell's response, Yebruary 8j accepts philesophically
uzmmtmudumc uuuapuumn&-
than as & mathematician, Hets store by Flexner's statement

that if the situvation echanges he would be heappy to be sompldered.

August 10, 19,0, Einstein to Aydelotte, Has been informed

fussell would im to come ot he ‘natitute (has hed a letter

from Charles Morris of the Univereity of Chicage dated ot 10
Russell's continued competense and his great need

money). Limsteins ald, "I know that ocur institute 1s hindered

by its precarious fimanciel situation; but itmay be possible So

get some special funde to enable this grest mind to do his

valusble work in irinceton for a few s If there ie

possibility it must be avoided timt r genepations sho-
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to tell that this mester could not find opportunities to
mﬁ ln -ut.’

Aydelotte, August 18, responds only that as a member of the
Executive Sourd of Teergency Committee in Ald of Vispleced
Fereign fsholers he shall raise the question of assistance for
flussell, A the same time he assks Veblen what can be done,

Veblen to Aydelotte, August I%0, Nussell would Fit in
the Mathemestics | epartment, s Elnstein and 1 have
grest sdmiration for hime I bhave knwn and liked him since 1908,

Lon't remember von Neumenn or Meorse saying anmything abous him,
e 1o great ar ¢ mathematical fclan and a8 a master of

the English e The chiefl polnt against him is that he s
'_-u:w t retiring sge in years, "If someons ceame f orward w ith

44 amount to & t-ﬂmmnmdn.lo-
soe no reason for not giving him asylum, a 8 it were, the

Institute,” But he doesn't
the funde for the Flexner*
not enly because of F:-'. but because he
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go in for philoscphye

Veblen saye O8del is the one man who now has surpassed
Hussell in methematical logleX, (Wot philosophy).

Janus 1943, Phoebe N, of Momtelair, rennsylvenia
‘o Apdelotte :: nv.’i-o- cas 2PlL forth £ rom the .
Barnes PFoundation becsuse he dared to looture oute The

Fussells are hard up, stranded in & country Louse at ter

:n::-urrml-u-m.'umumuu; they are
° tish.

ftephen Dugpan, alro communicsted in distresa with
Aydelotte about the 'ussells.

Om Mareh 10, 1 m-mnmmn:-‘mm“
‘h.lmoorl‘.mlwhﬂu-ﬁﬂ t wo membels

of uoumummmuhomuas-

Institute lussell, weore two, te B Fus
effusively Mlﬁ)ﬂwm-mdﬁ .

e, m.m

Tt
Lherd

ML
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ECONOMICS Academic Activities
RUSSELL, BERTRAND Blographical

Bertrand Fussell's book, Fower, pe 135¢

"Eoonomicns as & separste seclence is umo.l.utu and
misleading if taken as & guide in prectice,” I(az

(pe 119) "The problemsof our time as regards the relation
of the individuel tothe state, tha are now pnbl.am which Locke
and Montesquieu will now enable us to solve."

‘here are a number of other related passages which d isclose
the pature of our Iinterest which is rather wider than the
disgussion in your chapter, fconomiec Fower,

Handwritten note in file and I do not recognize the handwriting.

D, Russell, PBertrand
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1945 10/24
DIRECTOR Administration
AYDELOTTE, F. Biographical

HARDIN, JOHN R.
WEED, LEWIS H.
FULTON, JOHN F.
/ﬁUSSELL, JOHN
DOLLARD, CHARLES,
For memorandum about Weed suggesting as new Director
John Russell and Charles Dollard, see memorandum of the same

date., (Other memo contains all references except the last two
biographical names).

John P, Pulton, A Institute for Advanced Study, 1942-47





