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This is a Special Newsletter about a Special Guy who just happens to be 
All Antarctican.  The story which you are about to read is about Jerry 
Huffman, engineer with the Division of Polar Programs, National Science 
Foundation.  Most of you are aware of the tragedy which be-struck Jerry 
on April 28, 1979, when he miraculously escaped the burning inferno which 
was once his proud Porsche as he was test-driving it at a West Virginia 
race track.  The account of the accident and his courageous fight back to 
near normal health is a very powerful human interest story which was 
featured on the front page of the Washington Star's Sunday edition, 
August 24, 1980.  Some of you have already read the article, but because 
Jerry has been so intimately involved in the Antarctic programs since 
1962, we feel that the many out-of-town Antarcticans would like to read 
this most interesting and heartrending story.  Jerry was literally 
brought back from the dead.  This is not only the story about Jerry and 
his fight against staggering odds, but also about how his devoted wife 
Gundel made the life-saving decision to get him into the Washington 
Hospital Center and about a doctor who worked around the clock for two 
days to save Jerry's life.  The surgeon is a young man, just 36 years 
old, who had the confidence and the courage to perform some new and 
innovative surgery.  Jerry says the story as printed in the newspaper is 
about as accurate as one could put it together.  He never saw the article 
until after it was published.  We think that Howie Kurtz did a tremendous 
job of covering this tragic happening, and we appreciate the Washington 
Star letting us rerun the article. 

But, first, a little bit about Jerry, a native of Lancaster, Wisconsin 
who now lives with his wife in Alexandria, Virginia.  He earned his 
bachelor's degree from the University of Wisconsin and received his 
master's from the University of Missouri.  By education, Jerry is a 
mining engineer.  He came into the Antarctic picture in 1962 when he 



was chosen Station Scientific Leader at Eights for the 1963 wintering-over season. 
Eights was one of those good old stations, off the beaten track of tourism, out 
there in No Man's Land somewhere near the base of the Antarctic Peninsula.  When 
he came back from Eights, he joined NASA at the Goddard Space Flight Center on the 
outer fringe of Washington's Beltway.  After a year at Goddard, he transferred to 
the Division of Polar Programs at NSF and every year since has traveled at least 
once a year to the Antarctic.  He was single at the time, and those stopovers in 
New Zealand were wearing him out.  A couple in Annandale who knew Jerry quite well 
felt that he should settle down and they invited him to meet their German-born 
friend, Gundel Passarge.  The chemistry was right and Gerry and Gundel got 
married. The sequel to this story is that the couple who brought them together 
have since been divorced, making it a true-to-life American love story. 

Jerry is retiring from the National Science Foundation this month, as he can no 
longer go to the Antarctic.  He isn't completely out of the woods yet, but he is 
well on his way.  In another month or so he will finally shed the Jobst vest.  He 
faces half a dozen more trips back to the hospital over the next year for addi-
tional surgery; in mid-September it will be on his right hand so that he will be 
able to close his fist.  Jerry will be going into business for himself.  It won't 
have anything to do with snow and ice, but it will be his second love, the auto-
mobile business.  He and Gundel will continue to live at 3806 Towanda Road, Alex-
andria, Virginia 22303. 

The accident story was told in the Washington Star to further acquaint readers 
with the specifics of burn injuries and skin graft techniques.  Since Jerry left 
the Washington Hospital Center, the Burn Center Director, Dr. Marion Jordan, has 
established a regional skin bank, one of only a few in the country.  Individuals 
can now donate their skin upon death, much the same as past donors have contrib-
uted eyes, kidneys, and other vital organs to the living.  Interested persons can 
contact the Washington Hospital Center, 110 Irving Street N.W., Washington, D.C. 
20010, for further information. 

WASHINGTON, D.C, SUNDAY, AUGUST 24, 1930 

A Burn Victim's 
Ordeal of Pain 
And Skin Grafts 

By Howie Kurtz 
Washington Star Staff Writer 

When Jerry Huffman was carried 
into the burn unit at Washington 
Hospital Center one-Saturday night, 
the numbers were clearly against 
him. 

The burn specialists use a grim 
formula to predict which of their 
patients will survive: The age of the 
patient is added to the percentage of 
his body that has been burned. The 
higher the total, figure, the greater 
the chance that the patient won't 
make it. 

Huffman was 45-years-oW, and 
more than SO percent of his body — 

his face, neck, chest, arms and legs: 
— was covered with searing, third-
degree .burns. Even if the Fairfax: 
County resident's condition could, 
be stabilized for a day or two, the 
odds were greater than 95 percent 
that he would soon die from shock 
or infection. 

In recent years, medical special-
ists have developed new grafting 
techniques to cover burn wounds 
with healthy skin and the equip-
ment to do it with microscopic 
precision. 

Still, some victims have been so 
badly burned that even the region's 
major burn center couldn't save 
them. The doctors didn't know if 
they could help Huffman beat the 
odds, but they were determined to 
try. 

The Accident 
Jerry Huffman was having a hard 

time keeping his mind on the latest 
studies of Antarctica. He loved his 
work as an engineer for the Na-
tional Science Foundation, but he 

was looking forward to a special ac-
tivity that weekend. He even stayed 
late at his office to finish up the 
paperwork. 

When Saturday morning arrived, 
Huffman got up early and headed 
for the Summit Point racetrack in 
West Virginia. Once again, he would 
have an opportunity to drive his sil-
ver Porsche away from the crush of 
urban traffic. It was April 28,1979. 

Four times a year he would come 
to the track with a group of other 
sports car enthusiasts. The average 
track speed was only SO miles-an-
hour, but it was a chance to handle 
the car on the open road. His wife, 
Gundel, usually came along on 
these trips, but on this hot and 
humid morning she decided to stay 
home and mow the lawn. 

When his turn came, Huffman got 
into his nine-year-old Porsche and 
pulled onto the track. About a third 
of the way around the track, as he 
speeded up to 40 miles-an-hour, he 
heard a pop. Huffman did not see 
any flames, but instinctively he 
knew what had happened. 

-  2  -  



Ordeal of the Burn Victim: Excruciating 
Pain, Skin Grafts and Jobst Suit 

Later he would surmise that the 
humid weather had caused the car's 
gasoline to expand until it was 
ignited by a random spark. But that 
was of no concern at the moment. 

He pulled over to the nearest 
safety station and tried to scramble 
out of the car. For a few excruciat-
ing seconds, he could not unhook 
his seat belt. The flame spread to his 
yellow cotton T-shirt and synthetic 
pants, scorching his skin. Finally he 
freed himself and tumbled onto the 
grass to snuff out the flames. 

While one safety worker grabbed 
a fire extinguisher and sprayed the 
car with powder, the others quickly 
cut Huffman's clothes off and 
placed him on a stretcher. A doctor 
who was also a member of the 
Porsche club climbed into the wait-
ing ambulance and gave Huffman a 
saline solution intravenously as 
they raced toward Winchester 
Hospital in Virginia. 

The dazed Huffman was going 
into shock as the blood seeped 
through the burned areas of his 
skin. Yet he didn't feel any pain. 
The flames had seared away many 
of his nerve endings. 

When they reached the Winches-
ter emergency room at 1:55 p.m., so 
much fluid had escaped from Huff-
man's capillaries — small blood ves-
sels — that his body had blown up 
like a balloon. His eyes were swol-
len shut, his face round and puffy. 
His hands were twice their normal 
size. 

The burns also had constricted 
the skin on Huffman's right arm 
and hand to the point that all circu-
lation was being choked off, and he 
was in danger of losing the arm. Dr. 
Stanley Hirschberg, the surgeon in 
charge, took a scalpel and made two 
deep, foot-long cuts on either side of 
Huffman's right arm. The skin split 
open like a hot dog for an inch on 
either side, and blood began to flow 
into the limb once again. 

The First Hours 
Then Hirschberg gave him a shot 

of morphine and Huffman passed 
out. But although the surgeon's 
quick action had saved Huffman's 
arm and hand, the outlook was still 
extremely bleak. 

Gundel Huffman was home in 
Fairfax when Hirschberg reached 
her. 

"He's going to die," the doctor 
told her. 

It was already dark when Gundel 
Huffman reached the small hospital 
in the Shenandoah Valley. As a 
medical secretary for a plastic sur-
geon in Washington, she under-
stood seriousness of Jerry's injury. 

After looking around and talking 
to the doctors, Gundel was con-
vinced that the small, rural hospital 
couldn't adequately care for her 
husband. She wanted to move him 
immediately to the burn center 
back home. Dr. Hirschberg agreed 
to call Washington Hospital Center. 

Dr. Marion H. Jordan had just re-
turned to his McLean home after a 
hard day's work when he received 
Hirshberg's call. The Georgia-born 
physician had brought a new sense 
of purpose to the 19-bed unit in his 
first year as director, and he in-
sisted on being called for every 
major emergency. 

Soft-spoken in manner but ag-
gressive in approach, the 36-year-
old Jordan tended to operate early, 
using new techniques that had not 
yet gained wide acceptance in the 
field. 

Jordan and Hirshberg agreed to 
transfer the patient by helicopter, 
but bad weather forced them to put 
him in an ambulance instead. 

Jordan drove to the hospital cen-
ter on Irving Street NW and de-
clared a "code yellow alert." A 
dozen beepers sounded at once. A 
handpicked team of 12 specialists 
quickly assembled at the Medstar 
shock trauma unit and was ready 
when Huffman was carried into the 
unit at 11 p.m. 

He was having trouble breathing 
because of the smoke he had in-
haled, so they quickly put him on a 
respirator. They took his pulse and 
heartbeat and checked the oxygen 
content in his blood. A catheter was 
inserted into in his bladder, and an 
intravenous tube was placed in one 
arm while the patient's blood pres-
sure was taken on the other arm. 

Having determined that his vital 
signs were stable, the team wheeled 
Huffman's stretcher into an eleva-
tor and up to the burn unit on the 
fourth floor. 

The most urgent need was to 
cleanse his open wounds. Huffman 
had lost much of the outer skin that 
protected his body from bacteria 
and was extremley vulnerable to 
infection. 

The team wheeled him into a 
small room that contained the Hub-
bard tank, a huge, hourglass-shaped 
stainless steel bathtub. Two nurses 
helped Huffman into the 104-degree 
water. 

He began to scream. Despite the 
morphine, the hot water washing 
over his open wounds was incred-
ibly painful. 

Kneeling at the edge of the tank, 
the nurses cut off his dead skin 
with a knife and washed the burned 
areas of Huffman's body with 
sponges and soap. After 30 minutes, 
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they helped him out of the tank and 
took him to a small cubicle in the 
intensive care unit. There they 
bandaged his body with cotton 
gauze and a quarter-inch of anti-
biotic cream, designed to keep the 
bacteria from multiplying. 

The next problem was that Huff-
man's burns were causing leaking 
of fluid from his capillaries into his 
tissues, bloating his body while 
creating a shortage of blood — the 
condition known as shock. Left un-
treated, he would continue to lose 
blood until he died. 

The nurses weighed him with a 
bed scale so they could monitor his 
blood loss. Jordan figured he would 
need about eight liters of saline 
solution — a plasma substitute — to 
remain stable, and the nurses 
started supplying it through the in-
travenous tube. 

But Huffman continued to lose 
fluid as the night turned into morn-
ing. Jordan monitored the patient's 
urine output through a bag at-
tached to the catheter, and each 
time the level dropped off, the 
nurses had to pump more fluid into 
his body. Jordan was afraid the 
growing amounts of fluid might 
overload his heart. 

All day Sunday, Jordan kept the 
vigil. Finally, as darkness fell, Huff-
man's kidneys started to process the 
excess fluid. His condition began to 
stabilize. He had taken 28 liters, al-
most two full gallons of fluid. 

When Gundel entered the room, 
she was shocked. She didn't recog-
nize her husband, whose bandaged 
body was grotesquely misshapen. 
He was barely conscious, but he saw 
her looking down at him. He asked 
her what month it was. 

Jordan later took her aside. Even 
though Jerry's condition had stabi-
lized, he told her, the outlook re-
mained grim. 

Gundel wanted to hear some 
words of encouragement, but Jor-
dan didn't want to get her hopes up. 
He had seen too many patients 
struggle through the first couple of 
weeks, only to die soon afterward. 
The early deaths were caused by 
shock, he explained, but the later 
deaths came when the patient was 
overwhelmed by bacteria or vi-
ruses. 

"Infection is still the ghost in the 
closet," Jordan told her. 

The Skin Grafts 

On Monday night, after camping 
out in his office for two days. Jor-
dan went home to get some sleep for 
the next crucial phase. 



Many doctors wait at least a week 
before trying skin grafts with a se-
verely burned patient. But despite 
the risk, Jordan decided he had to 
move quickly if he was to save Huff-
man. 

The next morning, May 1, Huff-
man was wheeled into the operat-
ing room. A nurse placed an oxygen 
tube in his mouth while the anas-
thesiologist injected him with a 
narcotic called ketamine. 

Jordan took a special eight-inch 
knife and cut the dead skin off Huff-
man's right arm. Then he prepared 
to take some skin from another part 
of Huffman's body. The task was dif-
ficult because so much of the body 
was covered with burns. The doctor 
decided to take the skin from an un-
burned area on the patient's right 
leg. 

Jordan picked up an electric in-
strument called a dermatome, a 
kind of surgical carving knife, and 
carefully set the measurements he 
wanted. The instrument provides 
far more precision than even the 
most skilled surgeon can achieve 
with a simple scalpel. 

Slowly, Jordan used the derma-
tome to scrape a cellophane-thin 
slice of skin from the back of Huff-
man's right leg. It was just 12 thou-
sandths of an inch thick, almost-
translucent. The only problem was . 
Huffman   didn't   have   enough 
healthy skin on that leg to cover the 
wounds that Jordan wanted to 
cover that day. 

So Jordan took the fragile slice of 
skin and placed it in a machine 
called a mesher. The device 
stretched the skin even thinner, 
like a piece of dough, until it was 
three times as large as it had been. 
The stretching tore several holes in 
the skin, but the doctor hoped these 
would be filled in when healing 
began. 

Jordan took the fragile skin and 
placed it over part of the burned 
area on Huffman's right arm. Then 
he wrapped it in three layers of cot-
ton gauze so the skin wouldn't slide 
off. 

This done, Jordan went back to 
the leg and began the process all 
over again. 

Five hours later, the operation 
was over. Yet Jordan had been able 
to place skin grafts over just 15 per-
cent of Huffman's body, primarily 
the wounds on his right arm and 
left leg. Any further surgery would 
simply be too risky for a patient in 
Huffman's condition. He had al-
ready lost five pints of blood, which 
had to be replaced. 

And Jordan still wasn't sure 
whether the grafts would "take." 
The liquid plasma seeping from 
underneath the wounds contained a 
natural protein called fibrin. The 
hope was that the fibrin would at-
tach itself to the undersurface of 
the grafted skin, forming a chemi-
cal bond. 

Still, if any dead skin was left on 
the surface, or if the body already 
were infected, the grafted skin 
could dissolve and slide off. But if 
all went well in the next 48 hours, 
blood from the capillaries below 
would begin to flow into the grafted 
skin, making it a living part of the 
body. 

Huffman was wheeled back to his 
bed in heavy bandages. He was not 
allowed to move for two days for 
fear that the fragile skin would 
break loose. 

By Thursday morning, Jordan 
felt confident enough to try a sec-
ond operation. This time he took the 
healthy skin from Huffman's chest 
and grafted it to the burned parts of 
his left arm and right leg. Again, 
the operation required nearly five 
hours. 

On Friday, Jordan removed the 
bandages from the first operation. It 
seemed to have been a success: 95 
percent of the grafted skin had 
taken. The doctor put a new, lighter 
bandage over the area. 

Over the weekend, Jordan was 
able to take Huffman off the respira-
tor, and the. nurses began feeding 
him by mouth. They served steaks, 
milk shakes and other fattening 
foods, because Huffman required 
twice as much nutrition as he 
would normally need. 

Jordan also removed the band-
ages from the second operation. 
This one, too, had gone well. Now 
Huffman was able to move around a 
bit. 

The next day, however, brought 
bad news. Huffman had pneumonia 
and was running a 103 degree fever. 
The doctors treated the virus with 
antibiotics and hoped for the best 

On Tuesday morning — 10 days 
after Huffman was admitted to the 
hospital — Jordan operated a third 
time. He was able to cover the rest 
of Huffman's right side, including 
his shoulder and chest, with grafted 
skin. Nearly two-thirds of the 
wounded areas were now covered. 

But Huffman had literally run 
out of skin. Jordan had scraped 
nearly every square inch of healthy 
skin on his body for grafting, and 
there was no choice but to wait for 
Huffman to grow some more. 

"He's not out of the woods yet," 
the doctor told Gundel. 

Physical Therapy 
Toward the end of May, as Huff-

man's temperature dropped to 100 
degrees and he grew more alert, 
Cheryl Leman became a very impor-
tant person in his life. The bubbly 
young physical therapist drained 
his swelling hands of excess fluid so 
he could begin to work with them 
again. She tied his fingers to a spe-
cially molded plastic splint to 
stretch the muscles and prevent 
them from curling up permanently. 

She set up pulleys on his bed so he 
could lift small weights by himself. 
Huffman's left hand was begin-
ning to respond, and he could now 
feed himself with special utensils. 
But his badly burned right hand re-
mained a claw. 

Bach day, Leman would take him 
to the Hubbard tank, place him on a 
bed attached to a crane, and lower 
him into the water. Kneeling beside 
the tub, she would make him lift his 
legs, rotate his arms and stretch his 
muscles and joints — all to keep the 
burned skin from contracting. The 
pain was terrible, and some days he 
couldn't help snapping at her in 
frustration. 

On May 20, Jordan decided Huff-
man had progressed to the point 
where he could move from inten-
sive care to a regular bed in the 
burn unit. 

Five days later, Huffman had 
generated enough new skin for Jor-
dan to do a fourth operation. This 
one was a "patch" job in which the 
doctor grafted skin onto some ne-
glected areas of Huffman's body 
and, for the first time, his face. 

As with the other operations, Jor-
dan used pigskin to cover the places 
on Huffman's legs where he had 
scraped off the healthy skin. The 
pigskin could stay on for only three 
weeks until the body rejected it as a 
foreign substance, but it provided a 
covering that allowed the real skin 
underneath to heal. Jordan would 
have preferred to use human skin 
from cadavers, but he had not yet 
been able to open a skin bank for 
the center. 

One day, as the arduous regimen 
of exercise stretched into the mid-
dle of June, Jordan walked over to 
Huffman's bed. 

"Why don't you just go home?" 
Jordan asked. 

Huffman was taken aback. The 
nurses had been doing everything 
for him from errands to exercises. 
He wasn't sure how much he could 
do on his own. But, reluctantly, he 
agreed. 

On June 16, seven weeks after he 
came to the burn center, Jerry Huff-
man went home. 

The first few days were a night-
mare. Unable to use his fingers 
fully or raise his right arm above 
his waist, Huffman couldn't button 
his shirt or zip his pants. He needed 
help to open a door or go to the 
bathroom. 

Gundel had to help with all those 
routine tasks. She cut his food into 
little pieces at each meal. She let 
him in and out of the house. She 
learned how to shave him each 
morning since he couldn't hold an 
electric razor. The constant de-
mands put a strain on both of them 
that sorely tested the resiliency of 
their marriage. 

The pain of readjustment was 



insignificant compared to the or-
deal that began when Huffman had 
to put on his so-called Jobst gar-
ments for the first time. 

The Jobst outfit — a complete 
body stocking and gloves made of 
synthetic elastic with a rubber core 
— was specially tailored to Huff-
man's body. The tight-fitting suit 
applied severe pressure on the 
burned areas of his skin and, in the 
course of a year, would prevent him 
from forming visible scars. Without 
the garments, the scars would be 
permanent. 

Huffman had little idea how 
trying it would be. The mere proc-
ess of taking off the suit for a bath 
and putting it on again was agony. 
Gundel had to help him each day; 
there was no way he could do it by 
himself. At first it took them nearly 
three agonizing hours just to put on 
the suit. 

Some nights, when it was unbear-
ably hot and itchy beneath the suit, 
the temptation to take it off was 
tremendous. On all but a few humid 
evenings, he resisted. 

Huffman also had to wear a Jobst 
mask to prevent serious disfigure-
ment of his face. The mask covered 
his entire head, with small holes for 
his eyes, nose and mouth. 

There was no respite: both the 
mask and the suit had to be worn 23 
out of 24 hours every day. 

Yet despite the discomfort, Huff-
man was determined to wear the 
garments as long as necessary. 

The mask was by far the hardest 
part. It was tremendously tight, so 
tight it hurt his teeth and pushed in 
on his eyes. It blurred his vision, 
forcing him to get new prescription 
glasses. 

And, while the suit could be worn 
underneath regular clothes, the 
mask made him feel like a social 
outcast. People on the street stopped 
and stared. Little children asked 
what was wrong with him. A fright-
ened woman at the teller's booth 
thought he was a bank robber. On 
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rare occasions he would take the 
suit off when he and Gundel went 
to a restaurant — not for himself, 
but to avoid making others uncom-
fortable. 

In October, as he learned to write 
and dial the phone with his left 
hand, Huffman went back to work 
part-time. He would visit the hospi-
tal for therapy at 7 a.m. before 
friends drove him to work. 

But the stares and whispers 
around the office intensified, and 
he tired of answering the same 
questions over and over. So he put a 
picture of himself wearing the mask 
in the employees' newsletter at the 
National Science Foundation, along 
with a brief story describing his 
plight. 

Throughout the long winter, 
Huffman looked forward to the next 
operation. Jordan, his doctor, was to 
graft new skin to his armpit in a 
procedure that would allow him to 
raise his right arm above his waist 
for the first time. 

But on the morning of Feb. 11, as 
he was waiting to go into the operat-
ing room, the surgery was cancel-
led. Some last-minute lab tests re-
vealed that Huffman had hepatitis. 
Apparently he had contracted the 
disease months before, but it had 
gone undetected. 

Huffman could barely contain his 
disappointment. Instead of regain-
ing the use of his arm, he spent 
three bedridden days wrapped in 
bandages, trying to recover from 
the hepatitis. 

It wasn't until April that Jordan 
was able to perform the armpit sur-
gery. When the operation was over, 
Huffman too off part of the Jobst 
suit for good. 

Finally, on June 1, the biggest day 
in Huffman's recovery arrived. 
With Gundel's help, he was able to 
take off the hated mask for the last 
time. He experienced an indescrib-
able feeling of relief. 

The Aftermath 
On June 9, when comedian Rich-

ard Pryor was badly burned in an 
explosion, Jerry Huffman sent him 
a telegram of encouragement. He 
knew the pain that Pryor would be 
going through. 

For Huffman, the long ordeal is 
now nearly over. He is wearing only 
the Jobst vest and the right glove, 
and in two months he will take 
those off as well. 

He has finished his outpatient 
therapy at Washington Hospital 
Center and needs only some further 
plastic surgery on his face. While 
the physical scars are slowly begin-
ning to fade, the painful memories 
come rushing back every time Huff-
man opens his bedroom closet and 
sees the mask. 

"You aren't yourself when you 
wear that mask," Huffman said with 
a shudder as Gundel nodded in 
agreement. "It's a psychological 
barrier. You don't ever get used to 
it." 

Bill for $66,000 
Paid by Insurance 

Jerry Huffman's bill for 
the treatment that saved his 
life was $66,000. 

Fortunately as a federal 
employee his Blue Cross 
medical insurance covers 
the entire cost. Most insur-
ance firms cover burn treat-
ment, although some policies 
have a ceiling on how much 
they will pay. Medicare and 
Medicaid also pay for the 
care for the poor and elderly. 

Washington Hospital Cen-
ter officials computed the 
bill for Huffman's 49-day stay 
this way: $900 a day for 
round-the-clock care when 
he first arrived; $600 a day 
for intensive care in the 
burn unit; and $300 to $400 a 
day for the less intensive 
care he needed before he 
could be discharged. 

 
THE WASHINGTON STAR

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
BERGY  BITS 

The first meeting of the 1980-81 season will be on Tuesday evening, October 21st in the 
Board Room (Room 540) at the National Science Foundation, 18th and G Streets N.W.  The 
kick-off will be at 8 p.m. and we are most fortunate in having a very prominent 
practicing Antarctican, Dr. James W. Collinson, Associate Professor, Department of 
Geology and Mineralogy at The Ohio State University, as our speaker.  His topic should be 
of interest to all of us - "Gondwana Geology in Antarctica and Tasmania."  As this is a 
month away mark it on your calendar now so you won’t forget it.  Dr. Collinson has been 
to Antarctica several times and like all other healthy and active field geologists on 
Planet Earth, he was on the Ellsworth Mountains project in the last austral summer 
season.  He has just returned to Ohio State following seven months in Australia where he 
was a Senior Fulbright Scholar. 
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Our 1980-81 membership drive is underway, and I am happy to report that 60% of you have 
already paid up.  There are still 132 who have not yet sent in this year's dues; if 
your name appears on the form below, you are one of the 132.  We like everyone to pay 
early because it expedites about 20 hours of tedious work of labeling, folding and 
stuffing Newsletters.  Course, if I stopped writing notes on the Newsletters, that 
would speed things up.  But you have to have some fun, too. 

The Pennie Rau Antarctic Belt Buckle has been a much bigger success than I had antici-
pated.  As of now, she has filled orders for the first fifty.  If you have not received 
your buckle(s) yet, please be patient!  This a labor of love for Pennie, and she does 
all the wrapping, packaging, and mailing herself.  There are nights when she never goes 
to bed.  We mail orders to Pennie once a week, she mails out once a week, but she was 
swamped with the deluge of early orders. 

Charlie (Little America 1933-35) Murphy's new address is Pickle Street, Grafton, 
Vermont 05146. 

In the next Bergy Bits we are planning to include an Antarctic reading list.  Why not 
send us a list of your favorite books?  I think we might find a real variety of Antarc-
tic interests.  One of my favorite books, is the story of the Norwegian-British-Swedish 
Expedition to Maudheim, THE WHITE DESERT.  Let's hear what you like, Antarcticans. 

President Pete Burrill is still being held hostage by the State of Maine at his 
hideaway near Pemaquid Point.  If he stays off the shellfish during the current red 
tide problem, we expect to see him back in Washington at about the time of the first 
heavy frost. Then there will be a Growler for us all to read. 

Congratulations to our super-duper whale spotteress, the inimitable Dotte Larsen.     
She walked off with First Prize, Wilderness, in the first Sierra Club Photo Contest - 
her subject, Iceberg at Arthur's Harbor, Antarctica.  Way to go, Dotte!  And the 
referenced woman whale watcher in E. J. Kahn's article in the June 30th edition of the 
New Yorker was, naturally, Dotte.  I am trying to negotiate a bilateral agreement with 
her husband whereby I have unlimited correspondence rights with his wife.  I felt it 
was better to keep it all out in the open, and as a Man of Dartmouth, he should agree. 

Our total membership has just now reached 340 which includes 11 new members who 
have joined this past month.  Many of the newest members are from IGY representing 
South Pole Station, Little America V and Wilkes Station. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
ANTARCTICAN SOCIETY, c/o AINA, 3426 N. Washington Blvd., Arlington, VA 22201 

Membership  Dues:   $5.00  a year  . . .  Local (within 50 miles Washington) 
$4.00  a year  . . .  Out-of-town 
$3.00  a year  . . .  BAE I - BAE II members 

ADD $2.00 Initiation Fee for NEW Memberships. 

________________________________________  _________________________________________ 
NAME           (Please Print) 

                                          _________________________________________  

                                            ADDRESS 

                                            Amount Enclosed  _________________ 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
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