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In my last year of college I became a soil scientist because mapping soils in
Michigan was a very rewarding and interesting job.  I was outside with lots of fresh air,
walking over the fields and forests, trying to understand the mystery under my feet.  It
came naturally to me to be out there with the soil.  I found a passion to be one with
something that is so important to all of us.  Later I found a need to also teach others about
this wonderful stuff we call “Soil”.

As I started by senior year in college I realized that having a master’s degree
would eventually allow me more advancement as a soil scientist. I thought that working
in a state office as a soil scientist for the Soil Conservation Service was a realistic goal.  I
was offered the opportunity to obtain an MS with a research assistantship if I would agree
to map soils during the summer.  It seemed like a great fit and since I was planning on
getting married, the security of having some income for the next two years was also of
interest to me.

I started my MS program in March of 1969.  I worked out a research project from
a list of items my major professor was interested in, designed a schedule of courses that
required three classes every quarter, and became a graduate student the week after I
graduated with my BS.  That summer I worked on the soil survey of Gratiot County
which was 40 miles north of the MSU Campus.  I was able to live at home in our 8 x 40
foot house trailer.   I had a University car I drove to my survey job each day leaving at
6:30 am and arriving home at 5:30 pm.

Classes started the day after Labor Day and I became very busy.  I also got a letter
from my draft board that had revoked my student deferment and placed me in the pool of
eligible bodies that would be available for the draft.  The following week I got another
letter indicating that I had been drafted into the Army and would need to report for
induction in December.  I immediately wrote a letter to the state draft board asking for
clarification as to why I had not received a lottery number, since they were now in use.
During this appeal my induction date was put on hold for three months, since that was the
time required for the appeal to be settled.

I did not get a draft number since I had received a student deferment while they
were given out and therefore was ineligible. That was less than a satisfactory answer but
there was nothing I could do.  I was very busy with school, research, being newly married
and now they wanted me to stop all and go into the Army and to Vietnam.  I had not been
a war protester or a supporter of the war.  I was a neutral, busy graduate student but the
war had now definitely caught my attention.  I soon began to oppose the war, but was not
going to leave the country to protest our involvement and soon my involvement.

I definitely did not want to go into the Army since it was only a short time
between induction and an experience in Southeast Asia.  While I may have been
interested in the soils there, I really wanted to do that research on my own terms, so in
January of 1970 I started to look for ways to delay my induction so I could finish my
degree.   I applied for officer candidate school in the Navy as an intelligence officer.  I
had been using aerial photographs in my soil mapping career and thought that is
something I could do for the Navy.  With that application the Navy pulled my draft status
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back and I went through the testing, physical exams and psychological exams.   It looked
like I was going to be able to parlay my experiences into a viable Navy career.  I passed
all the tests and was told I would soon be a Navy officer after finishing my MS degree.  It
was now April of 1970 and I would be finishing my degree during the summer.

The next letter I got from the Navy indicated that all the billets for IO’s were
filled but I also was qualified for NFWFS (Non-Fixed Wing Flight School).  If I returned
the signed letter my papers would be transferred to this program and I would soon be a
helicopter pilot.  After thinking about this for one second I declined the offer and my
draft status returned to my draft board.

 Since the Elections were in the fall of 1970, the current administration in
Washington wanted to validate that the war was being won and the draft allotments were
halted for a few months.  I was now safe from the draft until July.  I wrote my draft board
asking for an extension till the end of summer so I could finish my program which would
have the thesis exam in August.  I was granted a reprieve until September.  I was sent a
letter later in the summer indicating that I would be used to fill the draft board’s quota for
bodies in October.  It seemed my fate was sealed. However, I was to discover one last
way to forestall the Army from making me a private.

The war in Vietnam had been a part of my life for the past four years.  The news
of body counts was present every night.  It was easy to know someone who had a friend
who was K.I.A.  I seemed important for our country to help Vietnam, but it wasn’t very
clear that we were actually doing that.  I definitely did not want to be another statistic and
I had found out in June that I would be a father in January.

In the fall of 1970 after passing my MS exam I moved home to Clare, Michigan.
I was going to be waiting for the Army to send me in October to Ft. Knox, Kentucky.
We had some money saved and I figured I could find some kind of job to hold us together
until I left.  We moved into a “huge” 12 by 60 foot mobile home, or at least huge
compared to our college trailer.  This seemed like a real step up.  The trailer was out in
the country about 3 miles from town and we could rent it on a month to month basis.

My idea for a job was to apply to the local schools as a substitute teacher.  This
would give us some income and keep me busy since I could not really go hunting and
fishing all of the time.  What I knew about teaching at the time was pretty minimal.  I had
observed a lot of teachers since I had been required to sit through many lectures. Some
had been good, some had been bad and lots I could not remember if they were either.  I
knew the teacher was the person in front of the room who was in charge of the learning
that was supposed to be taking place.  It seemed like something that I could do and still
get paid for the experience.

My brother-in-law was in the same boat as I and was looking for an out from the
Army.  He had recently talked to a USMC recruiter and had been informed that if he
joined the Marines he would not go to Vietnam.  I decided to check it out for myself.
Sure enough that was the story.  President Nixon was indicating that the Vietnam War
was winding down and that the Marines would be pulled out within six months.  Thus, no
more marines would be going to Vietnam.  Another advantage for joining the Marines
was called “delayed enlistment”.  I could join now, and not report for duty for 3 months.
I signed the dotted line to be inducted on February 2, 1971, into the “Few, the Proud, the
Brave; USMC.  I now had till February to teach, hunt, fish, and get ready to become a
dad.
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I applied to Clare, Mt. Pleasant and Gladwin school districts as a substitute, which
all were within 30 miles of my home.  With an MS from Michigan State I was qualified
as a sub, even though I did not know much about the skills required for being a teacher.
My first class was to fill in for the shop teacher.  The five classes that day had students
working on their woodworking project.  They all knew what to do, where to go and find
their materials and how to run the equipment.  All I had to do was watch and make sure
there was no goofing off around the power equipment.  Since I did not know what all the
equipment was for, I was not much help if they asked questions.  At the end of the day all
students and the teacher went home with all their digits still attached, so the day was a
success.  I had got paid for “teaching”, but had not yet done any teaching.

As the fall continued I did a lot more “child sitting” and not a lot of teaching.  I
was getting paid but was not very enthusiastic about the opportunities.  I did give a few
short lectures, or explanations on items needed for them to complete the assignments left
by the teacher.  I even did a class with my sister-in-law in it.  She told her sister that it,
“went OK but he was pretty strict”.  I learned early on that as a sub it was better to come
across as a “tough guy” to keep the rowdy students in place.  It seemed to be going
smoothly and for the most part was an enjoyable experience.

In mid October I got a temporary position in the Mt. Pleasant Jr. High School to
replace a teacher who was out for an operation. They were expected to be gone for two to
three weeks.  The lesson plans were in place but the class was mine for the time period.
It was 8th grade math and science.  I had the freedom to develop my own examples and
activities.  This turned out to be my first real teaching experience and I enjoyed the
challenge and the opportunity to see learning take place.  The reward of doing something
that helped a student learn a concept was begun in that 8th grade math class.

I also learned that I was not particularly thrilled at teaching math, or in working
with 8th grade students.  They demanded a lot more attention at behaving than I wanted to
give.  I can look back and see that when I was in the 7th grade my teacher, Mr. Simmons,
was able to impress upon me the need to behave properly in the classroom. In the 6th

grade my teacher was new and did not know how to deal with smart alecks like me and
the other guys like me.  We pretty much did as we pleased and thus I did not learn much
in the 6th grade.  The principal knew this and so all of the “smart alecks” found
themselves in Mr. Simmons’ class the next year.   Mr. Simmons was 6’7” with a very
hairy body.  He took no prisoners with 7th grade smart alecks.  In a day when a teacher
could use punishment to keep order, Mr. Simmons was the best.  He scared the crap out
of me and I became a good student.   But I did not want a career to play that role of
enforcer for 7th graders.  I did like being in front of the classroom but maybe not at this
level?

After the assignment in Mt. Pleasant, I continued to teach three or four days a
week around the area.  On January 23 my daughter, Amy was born.   On the 24th we had
a big blizzard and had to stay in town after bringing Amy home from the hospital because
the roads were still closed.  Twenty one years later she became a kindergarten teacher.  I
would like to think that my involvement as a teacher influenced her to also become one.

On February 2, 1971, I left on a bus for Detroit, and was on a plane that evening
to San Diego, California to the Marine Corp Recruit Depot. The next time I went to bed
was on February 4th.  The Marines had very interesting ways to improve on the work Mr.
Simmons started in the 7th grade.    I would be in the Marines for the next 23 months. I
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would need that time to figure out what I was going to do when I got out.  I am not sure
that my interest in teaching started as a substitute, but I did find out that it could be fun
and an enjoyable way to earn a living.  However, I still had a great deal of interest in the
soil and knew I wanted to somehow come back to that after the service.  While in the
service I was a computer operator on the night shift at the Marine Corp Air Station, Santa
Anna, California.  I had to report to duty at 3:30 p.m.  each week day, with guard duty
every six months.  I lived off base with my wife and Amy and worked at the Sears
automotive store from 8 a.m. to noon each day to make enough money to pay the rent.
While running the computers I had a lot of time to think about what to do next.

During my second year in the service I began to formulate a plan to go back to
school.  At that time you could receive the GI bill for 4 years for two years of active duty.
I figured that President Nixon at least owed me that for the time I spent away from my
career.  It also came to me that I wanted to see how I could combine teaching and Soil
Science.  I was not very clear what a PhD would do for me, but I knew that with it I could
become a college teacher.  I also knew that college teachers seldom  had to put up with
7th grade antics.   Thus my goal of being a college teacher was formulated.   I applied for
an education early out from the Marines to go back to school in the January quarter of
1973.  I applied to Purdue and Michigan State and received assistantship offers from
each.  I knew Dr. Foth at MSU (he been my undergraduate advisor) was a world famous
Soil Science teacher.  I accepted his offer to work on a PhD in Soil Science at MSU.
This was the first real step at becoming a “Teacher of Soils”.


