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MRS . M. BOWIE MINZLER writes of % brati of i
M. BOV 15 Jﬁlu R \.mltcg of tkc ¢elebration of the Federation of University
Women for her 9Qth Birthday on 18tk Cetober 19 83 A short extract follows
from 'Over 90 ycars' from BFUW|Nets Spring '84 "On 18th Oct. 1983 -
Cricnds [oroucrit 77 M L L R e - <
frionds of Margucrite Bowice-Menlilar rathered at a dimmer party to cclebrate
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her 90th birthday. Iiwes fitting that tribuve should be paid to her dis-
_tinguished record of achicvemcents in Crosby Hall, for shc has been dedicated
to its serviece for over fifty yoars « twenty-twe of them as a Director of
its affairs - and she has told the story of the bencfactors who mede possible
the building of both 01d ond New wings in the beeklet 'Founders of Crosby
Hall', complcted and published in 1981 &fter sho had lost her sight. As a
token of apprcciation of all thot she has done for university women she was
presanted with her portrait. In her moving speech of accoptance she spoke in
clear unfaltering tones of the foundérs she had Imown and of their faith in
Crosby Hall as an importent international contre for building friendship and
wmdcerstanding among women scholars. It was characteristically courageous;
coming only hours after suffering a slight stroke that took her to hospital
next morning." Mrs, Bowic-Menzler is now confined to a wheclchair, but

gtill in her own flat. e
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The world is a commonwealth
—CONFUCIUS <






Original Drawing by Marilyn Dowling
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Because You’re Such An
Important Find

HAPPY BIRTHDAY




A HAN &‘,7

oo cAn Abee
TR Jobies O Loinine g;%au;ﬁw( ;M;J:M
At S botig Obfusts FAid MM 2l tela i
L petigee b Ote Covgo fegaia poe cele 9 'er plgi

Car botw 9&447 o a %&-C’uu_co% ol braveaid, Lentdse

) 7 J Te L ; T -
ole 4 Ap0it it dtdo it B 2o (Nyina prea f. 2A am pea
,oin J y 1 ’
tbl. ted Akan, £ Cid itaan

f/:“l—:.é—(_‘.:;v_‘ ;.-,ijf' e A, O’é; & ¢

3 3 . é e " - . Ll
.7;"‘““" fraudes Foistan it Hhasy Sl dliliv it %r/' Sa AN

e kg b e Aoy at cifun arrcin divae LD itd eaeirug

< . 4 3 = 5 P 7g e
- 4”&},&,& lipene /l.’ Ad Cha 44 ’%A,:/;_w,ﬂ?, st EAO '_,,411- ot

L.

Fi

" 7 / - N T M:‘Wf -
Z T P s Ll ;fg‘,(fn.-{““f‘ Lt Ll
Eo.. ‘oA Coq, Ao s

o ST diae Bt ot Z LiarfL,
y 2 A b R, ALl liibiid Aoton La il
}us- lis B9 Fibes \g- J,/iw— Lo Z"ﬁ

57 - = 2%
S n i aid scrthonrd - Loin. L el
’;c,c:-f./—-% PTiAa }//.o— tdl & (e

oie. Lo YT, L Fiainm
S L >N tet o iA Addn A e PlictR it
Wﬁ;,‘_ﬁwﬁ_&éﬁz‘_.ﬁ%m%
12, .

4 I L -
4 . / P L it 0 v A AN @ P DA oo
Je i Bl flns ~ian COLepei—A0

5 o , g s r’ i Lalligrroi -W<,<._Z b T
Y/ e Lt radhe ,3,¢MM/ -4643“{7!—
& M e

< - - - ollosia e nlobtalon. -
“(rj_A_M;t_,""-i*Mu -)‘-d—ﬂf‘-‘ e



lea. 7&_444,&4 aauam""%&mﬂw
WMM4M¢.“W¢J i
a’M/..an,(MwMoaMa demire . car Lue
fw%mo&uww'ww Avoe catn
DTS i firit o gt g eis, pdoa TS
fMM L J B it tn @i dticiinds Clayni, ﬁa/\_c
Cian Preins, Loeen s Jon Manis Trdoteade . Fotatatim
W}wwﬁwmé&-

ot saeloiit geealf-tuart foiits At fwwdw

et 7 M&HWW&MM“W
/VO{/.QM M eJ-{a_u,Lw‘_z Z.

'?;J”Z.Q:{Z»W AL .

T, =

J"—MW Srih Praban. bors b i5 Decosabin

agec Inche Chaslee Bor b

F s gon tsinn. Lolin e b Heha: guci o boniv en 2. 18

Mu.mg i1 Ay ek OAALEA —~ ~ Ll e Al Gon Bl N D

o O Dara_dla /J“W/Mc‘_ behe a1 22w 1 9. Verid adae dara

£ elde Mi&fm«d%w LA hrisena, 3

A&W, f Lipsin B mricsiin Appin biin polil trlals.

ol Bedi ot QLWQW#;WM&WM

W“ MA"WM Ca hid :g, e i
= ?{u/ﬁ“ﬁz Lo
%M



Li/ /Q/Lk u\'m_p(g& QLQ O— O\)SLQ a_
Q)Q&Q/Q‘} AKIQ_/EQ"\/\ 2 ‘ .
/QL,Q/‘Q/—%/ L«)‘tﬁ,& 24 .

Tun 22
C 2 thj UR 4’@\_@4&1(/3

08965 —THREE’s A CROWD

Made in USA by?’:ﬁe Shore
© 1984




cald . et B0 o |
o U c_ovandax s e DKDG’V\%M"
5\\ R C:& _ owii@kw‘ ﬁsir wrea So d\kf
e heis b\ i o U LoRaY
SR U ConPy L
?WMMQ/&M O/w&d\f\k . 3@0';&
S fl ol L b0 be .Lw\w&& |
W%S@WM S g
MQWMCDMQm L&wa

Seiiin

VY - O s




The Plaque has been erected through the generosity The Unveiling and Dedication of an Historical Plaque

of the Ontario Heritage Foundation The Kingston ObSGl'V&tOI'y
Ministry of Citizenship and Culture First Optical Observatory in Ontario

The ONTARIO HERITAGE FOUNDATION is an agency of the Ontario Ministry of Citizenship and

Culture. Guided by a board of some thirty private citizens, the Foundation fosters wider understand- : .
ing of Ontario’s rich heritage and stimulates greater public participation in the preservation of the Sunday’ 3 November 1985 at 2 pm, Clty Park’ Klngston
province's historical and natural resources. It provides grants for archaeological projects, architectural In the case of inclement weather, the unveiling will be held at 2.15 pm in City Hall.

and historical restorations, heritage publications and innovative regional projects. The Foundation
also erects commemorative markers and through its Trust program, acquires and maintains real
properties of outstanding significance, and accepts gifts of art on behalf of the people of Ontario.

QUEENS UNIVERSITY, o




Inscription on Plaque

The Kingston Observatory

The first optical astronomical observatory in the pro-
vince, the Kingston Observatory was established in 1855
after a solar eclipse aroused public interest in astronom-
ical studies. Under the auspices of a committee of British
military officers and ‘gentlemen amateurs’ a frame obser-
vatory was built here. It was transferred to the control of
Queen’s College in 1861 and within a year a new brick
structure had been erected on the site. Staffed by Nathan
Fellowes Dupuis, an able mathematician, the obser-
vatory, in addition to making conventional astronomical
observations, produced barometric and thermal readings,
fixed meridians for surveying and provided a time service.
In 1881 it was moved to Queen’s and today four cylin-
drical stones, former supports for the telescope, are all
that remain of the old observatory building.

Programme

Welcome and Introduction Vice-Principal
of Guests Duncan Sinclair
Queen'’s University

Greetings Mr. Robbin Elliott
Ontario Heritage
Foundation

Greetings His Worship Mayor
John Gerretsen of the
City of Kingston

Greetings The Honourable Ken Keyes
Solicitor General and
Minister of Correctional
Services

Historical Background Professor Victor Hughes
Queen'’s University

Unveiling Mrs. Margaret Cohoe
Local Amateur Historian

Following the unveiling there will be a reception for guests
and citizens of Kingston at City Hall, courtesy of the
Mayor and Citizens of Kingston.



Box 196,
Sharbot Lake, Ontario,
Nov. 3, 1985.

Dr. A. Vibert Douglas,
402 - 67 Sydenham Street,
Kingston, Ontario.

K7L 3H2

Dear Dr. Douglas:

On behalf of the Kingston Centre of the R.A.S.C., I want to write a few words to say
that it was great to see you in attendance today at the ceremonies unveiling and
dedicating a plaque for the Kingston Observatory in City Park. It was also good to see
so many fine people such as Mr. Covington in attendance. The good weather and the
hospitality of the mayor added to the occasion also.

This event reminds me of something else. Next year our Kingston Centre, as you likely
know very well, will be celebrating its twenty-fifth anniversary. It was in 1961 that
you did the work that led to the formation of the Kingston Centre of the R.A.S.C., and
to celebrate the occasion, we intend to have the National President, Dr. Roy Bishop of
Acadia University speak to us at our special anniversary banquet on Thursday, January
23, 1986.

Next year we hope to institute an award to be presented annually to some of the new
young members we have in order to honour their services to the Centre and their
achievements. To show our appreciation to you for your work in founding the Centre we
hope to call the aware the Dr. Douglas Award. We still have the 10" telescope that we
built a few years ago and with your permission called the Dr. Douglas Telescope. We
hope that both of these things will remind us of the work you did in establishing the
Centre, because without it we would not have a Kingston Centre today.

All the best from all of the amateur astronomers of the Kingston Centrel

Sincerely, i
E <




Star-gazing site

Queen’s Emeritus Professor A.
Vibert Douglas and Professor of
Physics Victor Hughes were
among the guests at a recent
ceremony in City Park to unveil a
plague commemorating the
Kingston Observatory. The first of
its kind in Ontario, the observa-
tory was builtin 1855 and moved
to Queen’s 26 years later. The
plaque, funded by the Ontario
Heritage Foundation and the
Ministry of Citizenship and Cul-
ture, was erected near four cylin-
drical stones -former supports for
the telescope - which are all that
remain of the original observatory.
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SARAH T GOEAT ADVEN TULE

March 1st, 1981 1

Fov Aonl Al

September 25th I packed my bags, stuck out my thumb and headed off for the
big city of London. Once there I took a coach (full of similarly gullable young
people) for the south of France - or more precisely the small town of Lezignan.
There we were appointed to our individual farmers. I found myself, along with an
English and a Parisian girl, working for a very young farmer and his relations
thus giving it a friendly atmosphere.

Qur accommodation consisted of an old house with five huge empty rooms and
an enormous attic all to ovrselves. Living three females under the same roof was an
experience for us all, though despite a few arguments we survived the . test.

After hearing a number of stories from other vendagers about how their farmers
treated them I was grateful for mine. That's not to say we didn't work hard, no,
by the end of the day I had only sufficient energy to crawl into bed. Iowever, our
farmer was friendly and always ready for a good laugh.

The work - clad in wellies and rain coat, clutching a pair of secateurs, one
would approach a bush, grab a bunch of grapes - snip-fling it into the bucket by
one's feet and continue until the bush was finished. The bucket once full, was
lifted (great effort needed here) and the grapes poured into a large container which -
a man carried on his back. e then emptied the contents into the tractor trailer. -
Monotonous don't you find it —= I did and so I fought the boredom. I played brain
games, sang songs or recited all the nursery rhymes I knew (2 surprising number!)

The work for this farmer was finished after ten days and we were paid over a
celebratory meall

The next farm we worked on was far bigger and many Spanish were employed. It
was a less friendly set-up and the weather was bad, thus I found myself going crazy
with the work, This continued until I was finally so mad I began rcally to enjoy
grape-picking and the sight of row after row of grapes. DBunches of grapes floated
around in my dreams and the smell of the vinegary wine was always in my nostrils,

Again we had a big meal to celebrate the finish - this time Paella made by
one of the Spaniards.

Limouy near Carcassone was our next stop where we found work with about
twenty--five other young people, in a little mountain village called Lloguetaillade.

A perfect fairy-—tale setting what with the snow covered Pyreenes in the distance;
the changing autumn colours, and such a peaceful silence enveloping it all,

The harvest having been so late this year we found ourselves during the last
week picking in the o .ow!

During my stay here I made good friends with some French people who asked me
to accompany them on an expedition to Morocco. HNever wishing to let such an
opportunity to slip past I had no choice but to say “YES¥!

So off we set in our green lienault Six - we being Pascal and Sylvan, brothers
from Versaille, Petit Jean a French/Italian and myself.

Spain - a country which had never held any attraction for me;, lived up to my
expectations. The coast is one continuous concrete jungle - I have to wonder where
all the tourists come from to fill so many hotels (¥ngland probably!)

Luckily we left the main routes now and then and took smaller isolated roads.
Roads which were in the process of being constructed and so had no tarmac, and road-
which were so o0ld that they had ceased to exist - resulting in the car suspension
being totally wrecked.
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Spain is incredibly arid and mountainous, and we found ourselves having to
cross range after range of mountains., As we climbed and descended the spiralling
mountain roads it was quite disturbing to see the fate of those who hadn't taken
sufficient caution in driving, and who had unfortunately gone over the edge. Sylvan
was an excellent driver and putting my life in his hands I was able to enjoy the
magnificent views.

Spain eventually came to an end without too many mishaps and we boarded the
boat at Algeviras for Ceuta.

low the adventures were to really begin - llorth Africa — Morocco! The next
few days were spent sunbathing on the beach at Martil where we stayed in a camping
site.

Five days later we decided to move further south to the city of Feg, On the
way we stopped off for the night, and I slept under the stars in my sleeping bag -
a wonderful expereince but a bit damp in the morning.

Arriving at Fes ‘e checked into the camp site and then went to explore. That
night with a couple of Moroccan guides we went to the lledina. This is the very
oldest part of the city and as a consequence housed the poorest people. The streets
were narrow and badly litif at all. Iligturally being tourists we could only visit a
small part of the Medina, specially for tourists I suppose, so this gave us a false
impression of the rest. IHowever, what we saw was very plessing, tiny work shops with
the workers labouring at their skills. Amongst those we saw, the workers of the great
silver platters were incredible to watch.

OQur stay in Fes lasted for five days and after we left for the countryside.
As we climbed the mountain road from Fes we looked back to see the city sproad out
benath us - a sight I'11 never forget! The Medina and all its poverty covered an
entire hillside and looked like one mass of roofing tiles which emphasised the
narrowness of the streets between the houses.

Our next stay was with a Moroccan in a tiny village near Fes 4 Bali on the
route to Quezan.

For me it seemed like my idea of Hobbitan. Although not built into the side of
the hillside, the houses were constructed of the surrounding earth and thus blended
in exactly with it.

During the day voices could be heard echoing around the hollow in which the
village lay, whereas at night everything was silent and in total darkness save for
the stars.

The surrounding land was very fertile and the villagers were almost self-
sufficiént, having only to buy such necessities as batteries for the radio. Also
sugar, which I must say was consumed in vast quantities throughout Morocco, much to
theannoyance of my teeth — I've just had to hove a filling replaced!

I fell in love with this village especially as down by the river there was a
huge orenge plantation (~n heirloom of the French colonial erz ) Bach day we would take
a huge sack and fill it to the brim with oranges and manderines, the like of which
I've never tasted.

The farm house itself was based around a yard where all the animals, donkeys,
goats and cows came for the night. The kitchen consisted of one calor gas ring and a
few pots, despite which we ate very well. 4lso in the yard was the bread oven, again
made from earth in a dome shape. -



Watching the process was fascinating -~ first the women would build a huge
fire inside using dry weeds which they had gathered from the fields. VWhen this
died down the ashes were put to the side and a damp cloth was used to clean the
middle area on which the bread was put.

Although the bread changed in the different regions we found that it was : 3

k]

-~ a

I thinlk that in the towns there must have been a communal oven as we were
always seeing children carrying large wooden trays on their heads on which were the
rounded bread dough re dy for baking., In this particuler village as in so many of
the other villages we stayed in, the women's role was to do the work and not be seen.
To see a female laving about like the men must have been hard for these women to takes
and in some cases they Jjoked that I should go and help them. Another funnysight was
how the children used the donkeys as taxis, taking and leaving them as they were
needed, no matter where they were.

Going to the Souk or market was an unforgetable experience. In this case the
Souk was in the middle of nowhere and all the villagers from the surrounding villazes
came with their goods to sell or justto meet up with friends., All along the roads
walk donkeys and mules laiden with everything from food to saddles made by the women.

The distances many people trovelled was unbelievable, especially when you saw
the cheap plastic~itolded BEuropean shoes they wore. Those who were lucky and had the
money got lifts in the back of trucks or vans, this is what we did.

You are squcezed in like sardines so that in a small open backed van there
were about twenty men clinging on for dezr life - a funny sight but very dangerous
and the cause of many accidents and deaths.,

In our van one man wished to take his goat along to se %, He managed to 1ifti
the animal in, but then the driver said he wouldn't take it unless he was paid more.

There they were, the driver by thehorns, the owner by the back legs pulling
the goat, one trying to get it out, the other keeping it in the van. The poor goat
in the middle of all this, not surprisingly, was letting out the most awful noises.

Arriving at the Souk (minus one goat - the driver won), spread out before us
were all the shops, tents or tables.

In the morning all the animals are slaughtered-.a bloody sight with dogs and
men scrounging for the remains,

AnotherPacabre gj ht was that of the dentist practising in a dark and dirty
room. The total lack of hygiene makes me cringe to think about it!

on the move agnin, this time to the mountcin region of Ketama. With us came
the Moroccan whose farm we had been staying on, and it was a friend of his with whom
we were going to stay.

What a journey through snow-topped mountains and along twisting roads with
steep drops either side.

We left the main route for a stony track leading right into the mountains. It
was as though we were entering into the centre of the world as we twisted on and on,
deeper into the depths of the unknown, Stony is not the right word for the road -
every 10 yards we'd all jump out of the car and push, up hills and down. The
temperature had chanzed and we found icicles besice the little waterfalls

Ketana being the chief hashish growing region in Morocco is a very dangere™
place. All the way along the route were men and boys watching the road, day after .
for a likely customer. Immediately they saw our Buropean number plate there were
great shrieks and cries of "Hashish, hashish!?
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Because of the police it has become increasingly difficult to smuggle hashish
out of the region and so these people are almost desperate at times to find customers.

It was well into the nightbefore we reached our destination. Our welcome was
such ag I've never seen before, such hospitality, despite the fact he hadn't known we
were coming.

For a week we were waited on with food being brought to us about five times a
day and always lots of the sickly Moroccan tea available for those who could face
the sugar.

It was incredible to see how these people lived completely cut off from the
rest of the world, except for those men who had trucks to bring in food and essentials
for the rest of the community -~ a very profitable business,

It was the women who did practically all the work as the men lazed around
smoking. The incredible loads that the women carried on their backs until they were
almost bent double. Loads of wood, weeds for burning or just water — all had to be
carried up and down the mountain sides along narrow goat tracks.

The atmosphere was totally still and the noise of their singing as they came
home from washing clothes in the streams echoed all around us. Likewise the noise of
trees being felled by hand could be heard.

It is a life where ev-ryone walks if they want to go anywhere and for them it
is nothing to be asked to buy a packet of cigarettes at the shop 6 kilometres away,
even at night!

Uight time was magnificent with a sky so full of stars that there was hardly
a black patch showing.

From a very early age the child en were made to work, the girls normally
helped the women fetching and carrying, whereas the boys looked after the goats. It
was funny seeing these little boys running and jumping just like goats themselves with
such agility and speed, chasing after their herds. They loved to show off their skills,
especially that of throwing stones after the goats. It was amazing to see their
strength and accuracy as they threw a pebble at an escaping goat.

Hot s rprisingly the tielve yeur o0ld car refused to make the return journey
up the rough tracks and in a fit of temper started pouring smoke from out of her engine.

We sympathised with her an so she stays to take her retirement in that super
valley.

Our exit, most of which was on foot, was full of cvents but we made the main
route finally and took a coach back to the village near Fes & Bali.

The journey to the south - this entailed various forms of transport, coach,
taxis and train.

Taxis such as you could never imagine, always large old “bagnoles” (often
Mercedes!) The rule was to cfam as many passengers with all their baggage, into the
car, so that the price would be shared! One time we found there were ten in the taxi!

A fight even occurred where a Joroccan jumped into the taxi and refused to
get out as the taxi driver preferred to take Buropeans (more money) than him.

The train: we economists decided to travel 4th class with the poor Moroccans -
and oh what a journey. Merely a cattle truck with wooden benches and again everyone
crowded in like sardines so you could hardly breathe let alone move a :uszcles

. One good thing was that food salesmen would be selling cheap food - nothing like
British Raill



Lgter we did travel 2nd class and what a difference, padded seats, sufficient
hegt and space to put your legs.

Eventually we arrived at our destination, Tifnite, a remote beach with a tiny
fishing village at one end, one van which sold bread and manderines, and nothing
much else.

We installed our .ents on the beach and settled down to a peaceful week with
thesound of the sea and the beautiful sunsets at night.

The local villagers spent their days collecting mussels from the rocks. These
they would cook and then dry in the sun.

We ate well, always with the local fisherman - Tagine everyday, with variation
on the type of fish or meat.

Tagine is a sort of stew where both meat and vejetables are cooked in olive
0il then pla ed on a plate from which everyone dips their bread.

The weather enabled me to bathe twice and sunbathe most days (though there
is nothing to show for it!)

On the move again, this time to the nearby town of Inzgene. It was here
that I had my first sauna or Hamen.

Men and women being kept separate I naturally had to go alone, so I was a
bit apprehensive as I entered the building.

A1l the women turned and stared at me but luckily one girl "elped me get my
three buckets and showed me into the three chambers, which got gradually hotter. I
hadn't a clue as to the procedurey; but that was soon put right as someone filled my
buckets with steaming hot wa‘er and another sorubbed my back! I was like a new toy
for them and they laughed at me kindly.

One thing that struck me most was how old all the women looked and how lined
their skin was especially their stomachs after having all the children.

When I left I was as red as a lobster with all the scrubbing my skin has taken,

We had our first visit to the cinema in Injgene and what a night it was.
liobody scemed to be bothered about the age old Kung Foo film but settled down to
watch a number of Moroccans fighting one another in front of the screen!

We spent a couple more nights on a beach between Inzgene and Agadir, opposite
the King's palace to be. It's both huge and ugly and is to be shared with the king
ofisaudi Arabial

We then started our journey north stopping for a night in Mgrrakesh, the great
tourist trap. There the Souk is enormous with whole streets of shoe menders or
basket makers.

In the square we:e all sorts of entertainers, from fortune tellers to snake
charmers and Berber dancers.

I will never forget the bus journey awey from Marrakesh with the snow covered
Atlas movntains always in view despite our journeying further and further away,

After Marrakesh we stayed in a super town with a young couple who were friends
of the Moroccan with us.
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Christmas Eve and Day were spent on a nearby farm in a tiny village. Obviously
none of the Moroccans celebraied and it was a strange feeling as I ate the inevitable
Tagine that throughout Europe people were eating turkey dinner.,

We returned to the farm in a cart drawn by the most vivacious horse I've ever
known., Before leavin: the farmyard it managed to knock down a wall nearly killing the
grandmother, and afterwards bolted out of the gates like you see in the very best
cowboy films, with the farmer hanging onto the reins for dear life.,

Homeward Bound (though it managed to take us another week to leave Morocco)
We stopped off in various villages and towis. One especially comes to mind as it was
again in the mountains in the region of Quezzance. We were the visitors of a man who
had a truck in which he ferried pzople to and from the Souks.

Ilis village was idyllic and we watched the most unforgettable sunset with
the changing light transforming the mountains from a bluey-grey through different
shades of red and purple until all was black and the habitual silence fell,

The next morning we were up early and heading down the mountains for the Souk.
We walked and talked with the villagers who were going to buy and sell goods.

The journey to the port was quickly made after that. On the coach trip back
to the north I noticed how green everything had become within only two months, winter
was almost over and Spring beginning and there we were goong back to Europe to face
another four months of cold.

We arrived in Spain on January lst 1981. Without much money left between us
we faced the awful propect of hitching up to France. Everyone says the Spanish are
useless for giving lifts and its true. Despite having split up in twos we waited for
hours by the side of the road watching cars and lorries whiz past. Then eventually

a super car stopped. The driver was a rich Director of Insurance who spoke not one
word of either English or French, It proved no hang-up, and he proceeded to treat us

as old friends straight away. What with drinks, restsurant and no less than three of
the most expensive night clubs I've ever seen. We were ushered to our seats by men in
black suits and white :loves etc. The funny thing was that Pascal was wearing torn
brown cords and a dirty jumper, while I wore the most hideous skirt, and holey shoes
and socks - to top it all we stank, not having wsshed curselves or our clothes for ages.

The night was spent in a hotel where each room cost £20 per night! We left him
the next day and found ourselves once agsin car spotting for a good two hours until
finally two German blokes picked us up in their Opel car. Off we sped right the way
upt to Perpignan in France - what luck!

We were hit straightway by the cold and my clothes were of little protection,
My Moroccan shoes or babooshes had holes throughout. Again luck struck ue as a boy
who sympathised with my “holy” problem donated me with brand new pair of shoes.

We then hitched a 1lift with a French boy who toock us right up to Paris.
January 3rd, 4.30 a.r1, we could be found standing in the entrance of the lMetro taking
advantage of all the heat pouring out, with Pascal playing his hand drums and me
fumbling away on my flute. I spent one week in Versailles in which time I returned to
Paris and did a bit of sight seeing. The PompidouCentre I found fascinating, apart from
its amazing ‘rchitectural appearance, inside are so many exhibitions!

Ingland at last and Chester - nothing changed. I'm pleased to say that I have
ny place at York for September to do Social Administration, However there are six
good months to fill in with adventures before then.

Italy is next on the list where I will stay in a village 80 km. from Rome
and afterwards I'll do some touring around.

lMay hopes to find me on my way to invade Canada - so I'd better get planning,



uon. ‘t'he chapter on controlled nu-
clear fusion has been left out complete-
ly. The author promises to provide an
expanded version of this chapter as

first edition, the decision seems to be a

remain a torso until the second volume
is actually published. Probably the

homework assignments. The number
of problems has dramatically in-
creased, a feature that both students
and professors will equally appreciate.
The first edition of Chen’s book has
helped numerous students and new-
comers to fusion to become acquainted
with the basic concepts of plasma
physics; I expect that the second edition

will serve the same useful purpose.
’ ScHWEICKHARD E. voN GOELER
Princeton University
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64 pp. Cambridge U. P., 1983. $12.50

The high point of Arthur Stanley
Eddington’s scientific career was prob-
ably the publication in 1926 of his
Internal Constitution of the Stars. It
was hailed as a masterpiece and sealed
his reputation as the greatest living
astrophysicist. With the benefit of
hindsight, one can also argue that it
was his most influential work, for it
laid the basis for modern research on

Arthur Eddington in a
group photo taken on
26 September 1923 in
Willem deSitter's study.
Eddington is sitting on
the left, next to him is
Hendrik Lorentz, and
behind him, from the
left to the right are
Albert Einstein, Paul
Ehrenfest and deSitter.

Volume 2. As the chapter on fusion’
devices was not very detailed in the
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sound one—although the book will

" in part by participating in the famous
- 1919 eclipse expeditions to test general
‘relativity by measuring the deflection

greatest improvement is in the area of
“"of starlight passing close by the Sun.
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‘sekhar’s slim volume is

the structure, the constitution and the
evolution of the stars. But Eddington’s
carrier encompassed not just astro-
physics; he was also prominent in
expounding Einstein’s general theory
of. relativity. In addition, he was a

leader in bringing the theory to wide
attention in the late 1910s and 1920s,

Nor is he remembered for his technical
papers and books alone, for he was also
a brilliant and highly successful popu-
larizer of science. Eddington’s reputa-
tion, however, has been tarnished by
his later researches into his so-called
“Fundamental Theory” by which he
sought to unify quantum theory and
relativity theory. The obscure path he

“thereby beat is one that very few have

been prepared to follow.

In his Eddington: The Most Distin-

guished Astrophysicist of his Time,
Subrahmanyan Chandrasekhar, joint
winner of the 1983 Nobel prize in
physics for his theoretical investiga-
tions of white dwarfs, agrees with the
argument that Eddington’s later re-
searches were not nearly as distin-
guished as his earlier ones. Chandra-
directed
towards physicists and astrophysicists
and is based on the lectures he gave in
1982 in Cambridge, England, to cele-
brate the centenary of Eddington’s
birth. The book is largely a commen-
tary on the main strands of Eddington’s
scientific thought, illustrated with ex-
tracts from his correspondence and
publications. It is divided into two

q
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main sections: The first deals with
Eddington and astronomy and astro-
physics, and the second is concerned
with Eddington as the expositor and
exponent of general relativity. The
author knew Eddington well at Cam-
bridge in the early and mid-1930s (see
PHYSICS TODAY, October 1982, page 33),
but he does not pretend to have written
: a biography, and A. Vibert Douglas’s:
IS The Life of Arthur Stanley Eddington
~is still unchallenged as the central

~ source on Eddington. '

Chandrasekhar does not doubt that
Eddington made fundamental contri-
butions to astronomy, astrophysics and
general relativity. Nor does he ques-
tion the accepted view of Eddington as
kindly, brave and sometimes painfully
shy in his private life. Nevertheless,

 Chandrasekhar’s Eddington does dis-
~ play a tougher, more aggressive and
less flexible side in scientific matters
than one might have expected from
other published writings. Chandrasek-
har states bluntly that Eddington was
not always fair in the way he treated
his scientific adversaries. He is also
critical of Eddington’s attitude in later
life towards scientific research, an atti-
tude he describes as “cocksure” and
which he contrasts with the more
modest approach he believes Eddington
displayed in the earlier part of his
career.

Although Chandrasekhar’s treat-
ment of the historical context in which
Eddington performed his studies is
shaky on occasion (Eddington did not
favor the de Sitter universe over the-
Einstein universe in his The Math-
ematical Theory of Relativity, for
example), he has produced an absorb-
ing cameo of a fascinating and original
astrophysicist and physicist, and one
that also tells us something of
Chandrasekhar.

: RoBeErT W. SMmiTH
Smithsonian Institution and
John Hopkins University
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