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1939-1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 11, 1939

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 1939

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 1940

ARLINE GREENBAUM TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JUNE 3, 1941

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, MARCH 3, 1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MELVILLE FEYNMAN, JUNE 5, 1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN, JUNE 1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAN ROBBINS, JUNE 24, 1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN, 1942

 


1943-1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. H. STEVENSON, MARCH 5, 1943

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. H. STEVENSON, MARCH 15, 1943

ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 26, 1943

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, JUNE 24, 1943

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 27, 1943

ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 23, 1943

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DECEMBER 10, 1943

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 7, 1944

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 29, 1944

RICHARD FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 22, 1944

DRAFT OF LETTER FROM RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RICHARD GUBNER, M.D., DATE UNKNOWN

ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 31, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 28, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 2, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 5, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 7, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 8, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 10, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 13, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 14, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 18, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 22, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 27, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 3, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 4, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 12, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 19, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 21, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 24, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 25, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 2, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 3, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 3, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 9, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 10, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 11, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 15, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 17, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 22, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 23, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 24, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 31, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, JUNE 6, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, AUGUST 9, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 17, 1946

 


1946-1959

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. C. GIBBS, OCTOBER 24, 1945

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ROBERT OPPENHEIMER, NOVEMBER 5, 1946

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. D. RICHTMEYER, APRIL 15, 1947

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO E. O. LAWRENCE, JULY 15, 1947

JACK WILLIAMSON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 25, 1949

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JACK WILLIAMSON, MAY 30, 1949

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO T. A. WELTON, NOVEMBER 16, 1949

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JULIUS ASHKIN, JUNE 5, 1950

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO M. L. OLIPHANT, DECEMBER 12, 1950

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JERROLD R. ZACHARIAS, JANUARY 18, 1951

JOHN WHEELER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 29, 1951

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JOHN WHEELER, APRIL 5, 1951

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, AUGUST 30, 1954

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE DEPARTMENT OF STATE, JANUARY 14, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE ATOMIC ENERGY COMMISSION, JANUARY 14, 1955

TELEGRAM RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE DEPARTMENT OF STATE, FEBRUARY 17, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WALTER RUDOLPH, FEBRUARY 24, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WALLACE W. ATWOOD, JR., FEBRUARY 24, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO A. N. NESMEYANOV, FEBRUARY 25, 1955

K. D. NICHOLS TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 28, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO A. N. NESMEYANOV, MARCH 14, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WALTER M. RUDOLPH, MARCH 14, 1955

WALTER J. STOESSEL, JR., TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 15, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. WALTER J. STOESSEL, JR.,  APRIL 4, 1955

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RALPH BOWN, MARCH 7, 1958

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MIMI PHILLIPS, JUNE 1958

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BILL WHITLEY, MAY 14, 1959

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO GWENETH HOWARTH, MAY 29, 1959

 


1960-1970 - The National Academy of Sciences

B. L. KROPP TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 1959

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO B. L. KROPP, NOVEMBER 9, 1960

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE NATIONAL ACADEMY OF SCIENCES, FEBRUARY 20, 1961

DETLEV W. BRONK TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JULY 15, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DETLEV W. BRONK, AUGUST 10, 1961

DETLEV W. BRONK TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 26, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE NATIONAL ACADEMY OF SCIENCES,  JULY 1, 1968

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO FREDERICK SEITZ, JUNE 12, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO PHILIP HANDLER, JULY 15, 1969

PHILIP HANDLER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JULY 31, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO PHILIP HANDLER, AUGUST 14, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO FRANCIS D. MURNAGHAN,  JANUARY 22, 1970

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. NEYMAN, APRIL 28, 1970

 


1960-1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WILLIAM H. MCLELLAN,  NOVEMBER 15, 1960

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RONNIE KERNAGHAN, FEBRUARY 20, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EARL UBELL, FEBRUARY 21, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO FLOYD GOLD, APRIL 5, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO FREDERICH HIPP, APRIL 5, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HELEN CHOAT, JULY 26, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO GWENETH FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 11, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO VOLTA TORREY, NOVEMBER 15, 1961

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ALLADI RAMAKRISHNAN,  JANUARY 30, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. Y, FEBRUARY 8, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. Y, MARCH 14, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. Y, APRIL 3, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. Y, APRIL 10, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DOUGLAS M. FOWLE, SEPTEMBER 4, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO GWENETH FEYNMAN, 1962

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THOMAS K. MOYLAN, MARCH 25, 1963

ERNEST D. RIGGSBY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, APRIL 17, 1963

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ERNEST D. RIGGSBY, APRIL 30, 1963

L. G. PARRATT TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 30, 1963

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DR. L. G. PARRATT, SEPTEMBER 6, 1963

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO D. BLOKHINTSEV, JUNE 25, 1964

D. S. SAXON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 15, 1964

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO D. S. SAXON, OCTOBER 20, 1964

R. C. FOX TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 26, 1964

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. C. FOX, JANUARY 4, 1965

BETSY HOLLAND GEHMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN,  DECEMBER 1, 1964

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BETSY HOLLAND GEHMAN,  JANUARY 4, 1964

LAWRENCE CRANBERG TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 6, 1965

LAWRENCE CRANBERG TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 6, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LAWRENCE CRANBERG, MARCH 3, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ALAN SLEATH, APRIL 7, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. E. MARSHAK, MAY 18, 1965

BARBARA KYLE TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 13, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BARBARA KYLE, OCTOBER 20, 1965

 


1965 - The Nobel Prize

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ERIK RUNDBERG, NOVEMBER 4, 1965

JULES GREENBAUM TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965  TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MR. AND MRS. JULES GREENBAUM,  OCTOBER 23, 1965

LYNDON B. JOHNSON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965  TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LYNDON B. JOHNSON, OCTOBER 27, 1965

ROBERT R. WILSON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ROBERT R. WILSON, NOVEMBER 23, 1965

HANS A. BETHE TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HANS A. BETHE, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

EDWARD TELLER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 27, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EDWARD TELLER, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

LAURIE BROWN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965 TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LAURIE M. BROWN, NOVEMBER 2, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HERBERT JEHLE, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

ISIDOR I. RABI TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 27, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ISIDOR I. RABI, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

JULIUS ASHKIN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 29, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JULIUS ASHKIN, NOVEMBER 23, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO M. S. VALLARTA, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

FELIX BLOCH TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 24, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO FELIX BLOCH, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

DONALD JONES TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965  TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DONALD JONES AND STAFF,  OCTOBER 23, 1965

TOM DAILEY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THOMAS M. DAILEY, OCTOBER 23, 1965

SANDRA CHESTER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965  TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO SANDRA CHESTER, DATE UNKNOWN

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID KRAUS, OCTOBER 23, 1965

H. H. BARSCHALL TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO H. H. BARSCHALL, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE BROTHERS OF PI LAMBDA PHI,  NOVEMBER 2, 1965

WALTER BLEAKNEY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965 TELEGRAM

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WALTER BLEAKNEY, OCTOBER 29, 1965

LARS SÖDERSTRÖM TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN,  OCTOBER 27, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LARS SÖDERSTRÖM, NOVEMBER 19, 1965

SONNY LUNDIN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 13, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO SONNY LUNDIN, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JOHN M. RICHARDSON, NOVEMBER 1, 1965

MARTIN B. EINHORN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 23, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MARTIN B. EINHORN, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE CALIFORNIA TECH, NOVEMBER 2, 1965

HUBERT H. HUMPHREY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN,  NOVEMBER 12, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HUBERT H. HUMPHREY,  NOVEMBER 22, 1965

JOSEPH E. JOHNSTON TO RICHARD FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. E. JOHNSTON, NOVEMBER 24, 1965

ABRAM BADER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 30, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ABRAM BADER, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HOWARD LEMBERG, DECEMBER 6, 1965

HAROLD I. LIEF TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 10, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HAROLD I. LIEF, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MORRIE JACOBS, NOVEMBER 24, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BERTHA COHEN, NOVEMBER 15, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JESSE M. DAVIDSON, DECEMBER 6, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MIMI PHILLIPS, NOVEMBER 15, 1965

REVD. JOHN ALEX AND MRS. HOWARD TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 16, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO REVD. JOHN ALEX AND MRS. HOWARD, DECEMBER 6, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARNOLD H. PHILLIPS, NOVEMBER 18, 1965

RICHARD D. PETTIT TO DR. AND MRS. RICHARD FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 25, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RICHARD D. PETTIT, NOVEMBER 15, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DR. AND MRS. HERMAN F. DAVIS, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

BETSY HOLLAND GEHMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 27, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BETSY HOLLAND GEHMAN, NOVEMBER 23, 1965

JACK LIBERMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 31, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JACK LIBERMAN, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

ALAN FARLEY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 29, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ALAN FARLEY, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

EDWIN J. WESELY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EDWIN J. WESELY, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

DAVID L. ANDERSON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 8, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID L. ANDERSON, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARNOLD O. BECKMAN, DECEMBER 6, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ALBERT RUDDOCK, NOVEMBER 23, 1965

MAX RAFFERTY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 22, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MAX RAFFERTY, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

JON A. JOHNSEN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JON A. JOHNSEN, DECEMBER 14, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MADAN MOHAN PANT, NOVEMBER 24, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO P. PAELINCK, NOVEMBER 24, 1965

ROGER SPERRY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ROGER SPERRY, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

BOB WILLIAMS TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BOB WILLIAMS, NOVEMBER 29, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO KOICHI MANO, FEBRUARY 3, 1966

 


1966-1969

VIRENDRA K. SINGH TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 17, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO VIRENDRA K. SINGH, NOVEMBER 23, 1965

VIRENDRA K. SINGH TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 7, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO VIRENDRA K. SINGH, FEBRUARY 14, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. M. SZABADOS, NOVEMBER 30, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO E. U. CONDON, DECEMBER 6, 1965

RAYMOND R. ROGERS TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, DECEMBER 17, 1965

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RAYMOND R. ROGERS, JANUARY 20, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO GILBERTO BERNARDINI AND LUIGI A. RADICATI, FEBRUARY 9, 1966

J. W. BUCHTA TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 18, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. W. BUCHTA, MARCH 3, 1966

THOMAS J. RITZINGER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 2, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THOMAS J. RITZINGER, MARCH 15, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MARY E. HAWKINS, MARCH 21, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MRS. WHITEHOUSE, APRIL 13, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RICHARD GODSHALL, MARCH 2, 1966

DRAFT OF LETTER WRITTEN BY FEYNMAN

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EDWIN H. LAND, MAY 19, 1966

TOMAS E. FIRLE TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 7, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THOMAS E. FIRLE, OCTOBER 4, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. HOBART ELLIS, JR., OCTOBER 3, 1966

IRWIN L. SHAPIRO TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 21, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO IRWIN L. SHAPIRO, DECEMBER 6, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MIKE FLASAR, NOVEMBER 9, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JEHIEL S. DAVIS, DECEMBER 6, 1966

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ASHOK ARORA, JANUARY 4, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO TORD PRAMBERG, JANUARY 4, 1967

A. R. HIBBS TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 10, 1967

BETTE BRENT TO THE NATIONAL ACADEMY OF SCIENCES, JANUARY 25, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO GEORGE W. BEADLE, JANUARY 16, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO TINA LEVITAN, JANUARY 18, 1967

TINA LEVITAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 30, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO TINA LEVITAN, FEBRUARY 7, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO TINA LEVITAN, FEBRUARY 16, 1968

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JAMES D. WATSON, FEBRUARY 10, 1967

DANNY ROBINSON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 13, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DANNY ROBINSON, FEBRUARY 24, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARON M. MATHIEU, FEBRUARY 17, 1967

R.B.S. MANIAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 6, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R.B.S. MANIAN, MARCH 14, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BERYL S. COCHRAN, APRIL 27, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HUGH DEGARIS, APRIL 27, 1967

MARGARET GARDINER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MAY 6, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MARGARET GARDINER, MAY 15, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DONALD H. DENECK, JUNE 27, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MARK KAC, OCTOBER 3, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE NEW YORK TIMES MAGAZINE, OCTOBER 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MRS. ROBERT WEINER, OCTOBER 24, 1967

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ROBERT F. GOHEEN, FEBRUARY 16, 1968

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BRUCE JOWERS, APRIL 25, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO SANDOR SOLT, APRIL 25, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO H. DUDLEY WRIGHT, MAY 1, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN IN A LETTER TO THE FACULTY, MAY 12, 1969

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ANDY WANG, SEPTEMBER 30, 1969

 


1970-1975

MEMO TO DELEGATES, MAY 1, 1970

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HENRY ABARBANEL, MAY 14, 1970

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO K. A. CARDY, AUGUST 27, 1970

JOHN SIMON GUGGENHEIM MEMORIAL FOUNDATION CONFIDENTIAL REPORT ON CANDIDATE FOR  ...

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO STANISTOW KRUK, JANUARY 18, 1972

DR. VERA KISTIAKOWSKY TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 11, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO VERA KISTIAKOWSKY, FEBRUARY 14, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO A. V. SESHAGIRI, OCTOBER 4, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BART HIBBS, OCTOBER 13, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO K. CHAND, M.D., NOVEMBER 6, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MALCOLM GIBSON, DECEMBER 29, 1972

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO NIELS FOSDAL, MAY 9, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BEN HASTY, JUNE 1, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO AAGE BOHR, SEPTEMBER 6, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO H. B. HINGERT, SEPTEMBER 12, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO HUBERT SPETH, OCTOBER 10, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EDWARD FREDKIN, OCTOBER 18, 1973

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. B. LEIGHTON, APRIL 18, 1974

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO PAUL OLUM, OCTOBER 31, 1974

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID PATERSON, NOVEMBER 19, 1974

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ROBERTA BERRY, DECEMBER 18, 1974

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO B. E. BUSHMAN, JANUARY 7, 1975

DAVID A. MARCUS TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 13, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID MARCUS, FEBRUARY 18, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID HAMILTON, MARCH 26, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WILLIAM L. MCCONNELL, MARCH 5, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO KENNETH R. WARNER, JR., APRIL 1, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MICHAEL STANLEY, MARCH 31, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO EDMUND G. BROWN, JR., JUNE 23, 1975

ILENE UNGERLEIDER TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ILENE UNGERLEIDER, AUGUST 11, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO WILLIAM NEVA, AUGUST 14, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID RUTHERFORD, AUGUST 14, 1975

BEULAH ELIZABETH COX TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 22, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO BEULAH E. COX, SEPTEMBER 12, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ALEXANDER GEORGE, SEPTEMBER 26, 1975

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO R. H. HILDEBRAND, OCTOBER 28, 1975

STATEMENT BY MAX DELBRÜCK AT THE PRESS CONFERENCE ON BEHALF OF ACADEMICIAN  ...

 


1976-1981

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO VIKTOR WEISSKOPF, JANUARY 6, 1976

A. M. HUGHES TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 19, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO A. M. HUGHES, FEBRUARY 4, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ANDRZEJ TRAUTMAN, FEBRUARY 4, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAVID PATERSON, FEBRUARY 11, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO THE EDITOR OF THE CALIFORNIA TECH, FEBRUARY 27, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO V. L. GINSBURG, MARCH 16, 1976

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO JOHN ELLIOT, APRIL 7, 1976

MARK MINGUILLON TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, APRIL 14, 1976
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Praise for Perfectly Reasonable Deviations from the Beaten Track

“Few books really are ‘a joy to read.’ This one, full of charm and wisdom, truly is.”—New Scientist

 

“[A] remarkable set of letters.”—Nature

 

“This collection of letters shows us for the first time the son caring for his father and mother, the father caring for his wife and children, the teacher caring for his students, the writer replying to people throughout the world who wrote to him about their problems and received his full and undivided attention.”—Freeman Dyson, New York Review of Books

 

“All that was left were his letters.With the publication of Perfectly Reasonable Deviations from the Beaten Track, we get Feynman direct—from his mind to the stationery and into the envelope. Compiled by his daughter, Michelle Feynman, the result is a labor of love and, at times, too much of a good thing. . . . Feynman often insisted that he couldn’t write. Now we know better. It was another of his jokes.”—Los Angeles Times Book Review

 

“I have never read anything like this. . . . Anyone who is not teary-eyed after finishing it has been skimming.”—American Scientist

 

“You don’t have to know much about physics to scarf down Perfectly Reasonable Deviations from the Beaten Track: The Letters of Richard P. Feynman  and the heartbreaking missive he wrote to his dead wife.”

—Chicago Tribune

 

“Perfectly Reasonable Deviations from the Beaten Track: The Letters of Richard P. Feynman makes palpable the legend that surrounds this Nobel laureate and Caltech physics professor nonpareil. His correspondence affords the intimate yet respectful conversation with a genius usually reserved for a close friend or member of the family.”—Christian Science Monitor

“Just when you thought the fount of Feynmaniana had run dry comes this splendid collection of letters assembled and introduced by adopted daughter Michelle. . . . Feynman describes his elation at discovering a new law of physics: ‘There was a moment when I knew how nature worked. It had elegance and beauty. The goddam thing was gleaming.’ . . . That Gleam shines through here.”—Kirkus, starred review

 

“A delightful compilation of letters.”—Skeptical Inquirer

 

“[Feynman’s] hearty commitment to science, healthy disrespect for conformity, and terrific love of life come across in his letters, giving the impression of an intellectual adventurer. And although there is no plot or even much connectedness to speak of between sections, this quality gives the book a certain liveliness—it’s fun to get to know Feynman.”

—Bulletin of Atomic Scientists
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FOREWORD

Richard P. Feynman was both a first-rate and a famous physicist.The combination is by no means inevitable. For every Nobel Laureate in physics who became a public figure—for every Marie Curie, Albert Einstein, or Werner Heisenberg—others of exemplary stature did not: Paul Dirac, Wolfgang Pauli, and Subrahmanyan Chandrasekhar, for instance. It’s not always clear what made the difference.Why was Feynman famous?

Extraneous circumstances can, of course, determine on whom the spotlight falls. Heisenberg’s “uncertainty principle” resonated with an age of philosophical and psychological uncertainty for reasons having little to do with its importance to quantum mechanics. Marie Curie’s research into radioactivity demonstrated that a woman could advance to the loftiest tiers of science. The spectacle of an English expedition confirming Einstein’s general theory of relativity—by measuring the bending of starlight passing near the sun during the total solar eclipse of 1919—raised hopes of a more rational, peaceful future among nationalities exhausted by the carnage of the Great War. But such considerations do little to explain the fame of Feynman, who worked on the Manhattan Project but who otherwise seldom made headlines, and whose research, though highly regarded by his fellow physicists, could scarcely be understood, much less appreciated, by the general public.

Personality can play a role, and some of Feynman’s critics accused him of carefully crafting a vivid persona in order to raise his profile. One close colleague objected to what he called Feynman’s “extraordinary efforts to be different—especially from his friends and colleagues,” adding that Feynman  “surrounded himself with a cloud of myth, and he spent a great deal of time and energy generating anecdotes about himself.” It is true that Feynman spoke unvarnished, blue-collar Brooklynese, that he played the bongos, liked to sketch dancers in topless bars, and otherwise presented himself as something of a raffish guy. But such behavior is commonplace.As Oscar Wilde observed, “The first duty in life is to assume a pose. What the second duty is, no one has yet found out.” Since every faculty has its share of poseurs, to accuse Feynman of posing hardly accounts for his having been the subject of plays, movies, and bestselling books.

Speaking as someone who knew him slightly, heard him speak on a number of occasions, and followed his research fairly closely, it seems to me that the key to understanding Feynman’s appeal resides less in external circumstances or extracurricular activities than in his core conduct as a working scientist—specifically, that his freedom, integrity, and enthusiasm reflected the spirit of science in action.

Scientists cherish freedom as both a prerequisite and a perquisite of their chosen careers, and Feynman certainly reveled in his liberty. “I am completely free, and there are no levers that can be used to influence me,” he wrote home in 1986, while serving on the presidential commission investigating the Challenger space shuttle crash.There his impromptu demonstration—dropping a piece of O-ring material into a glass of ice water to show that, contrary to expert testimony, the cold temperatures at the launch site that frigid morning could indeed have rendered the rubber sealing the shuttle’s solid-rocket boosters dangerously brittle—constituted one of the great twentieth-century demonstrations of the power of scientific experiment. Feynman was emphatic about encouraging students to feel free to pursue whatever most interested them, without worrying overmuch about curriculum demands, the opinions of their elders, or the need to land a job. Writing to an old friend who wondered whether his fifteen-year-old son ought to go into engineering or science, Feynman urged that “he must have freedom to pursue his delight.” He advised another student, who later became a NASA scientist, “Work hard to find something that fascinates you.”To a woman who fretted that she had studied physics in a relatively haphazard way, he responded, “So much the better. . . study hard what interests you the most in the most undisciplined, irreverent and original manner possible.”

As to integrity, many noteworthy scientists eventually lapse into defending their views by wielding their status as recognized authorities. (Einstein used to joke that “to punish me for my contempt for authority, Fate made  me an authority myself.”) Feynman eluded that trap. Although he became a celebrated lecturer and an authority in several fields of physics, he remained an instinctive rebel who sympathized more with the students in the hall than the sage on the stage. He preferred clarity to profundity, questions to answers, the hunt to the trophy on the wall. “Don’t pay attention to ‘authorities,’ he advised a nineteen-year-old undergraduate. “Think for yourself.”When a Caltech student asked the eminent cosmologist Michael Turner what his “bias” was in favoring one or another particle as a likely candidate to comprise the dark matter in the universe, Feynman snapped, “Why do you want to know his bias? Form your own bias!”

The price for rejecting easy answers and reliance on authorities is that one must be willing to tolerate ambiguity and accept one’s own ignorance. This didn’t bother Feynman. “I can live with doubt and uncertainty,” he said. “I think it’s much more interesting to live not knowing than to have answers which might be wrong.” He once defined science as belief in the ignorance of experts.

Although he claimed to be an “utter ignoramus about politics,” Feynman was one of the few scientists of his generation (Carl Sagan toward the end of his life was another) to grasp the importance of science in promoting democracy and human rights. He told a Seattle audience in 1963 that the need of scientists to freely investigate the world while “dealing with doubt and uncertainty . . . is of very great value, [one that] extends beyond the sciences.” He added, 

I feel a responsibility as a scientist who knows the great value of a satisfactory philosophy of ignorance, and the progress made possible by such a philosophy, progress which is the fruit of freedom of thought . . . to proclaim the value of this freedom and to teach that doubt is not to be feared, but that it is to be welcomed as the possibility of a new potential for human beings. If you know that you are not sure, you have a chance to improve the situation. I want to demand this freedom for future generations.





 

During the Cold War, when many academics were beguiled by Marxism, Feynman clear-headedly viewed the conflict as not “between socialism and capitalism, but rather between suppression of ideas and free ideas.” Declining an invitation to attend a 1964 conference staged by the Soviet Joint Institute for Nuclear Research, he wrote,“I would feel uncomfortable at a scientific conference in a country whose government respects  neither freedom of opinion of science, nor the value of objectivity, nor the desire of many of its scientist citizens to visit scientists in other countries.”

In addition to exercising the freedom and demonstrating the integrity one expects from a first-rate scientist, Feynman expressed an infectious enthusiasm that rubbed off on his students even if they couldn’t always comprehend the science itself.The celebrated Feynman Lectures on Physics  often proved too difficult for the Caltech freshmen at whom they were aimed (many of whom soon slunk away, their seats taken over by rapt faculty members) but recordings of them remain popular today, in part due to Feynman’s obvious delight in his subjects. Most popularizers seek to humanize science by dressing it up in costumes of poetry, art, or philosophy; Feynman preferred to strip science bare, presenting it with the raw immediacy of a wild animal glimpsed in its natural habitat. He was unapologetic in standing up for what he saw as the superiority of a scientific approach to studying the world. “Experiment and observation is the sole and ultimate judge of the truth of an idea,” he wrote. “It is not philosophy we are after, but the behavior of real things . . . I like science because when you think of something you can check it by experiment; ‘yes’ or ‘no,’ Nature says, and you go on from there progressively. Other wisdom has no equally certain way of separating truth from falsehood.” Uninterested in building bridges between what C. P. Snow called a gap between the “two cultures” of science and the humanities, Feynman staunchly if controversially maintained that scientists alone can fully appreciate the “intense beauty” of nature.

Feynman’s rough-hewn style of lecturing (“I don’t speak writable English”) had a lot to do with the fact that he preferred to think out loud rather than to present the polished products of prior thinking. I once saw him deliver a rather shambling talk—something to do with Bose condensates, if memory serves—during which he circled and stalked his prey at length before ultimately admitting defeat. “I’ve given a lecture on this subject every five years,” he said, “each time thinking that if I give this one more lecture, I’ll figure it out,” but once again he had failed. His willingness to keep trying, in public, reminded me of Niels Bohr’s dictum, “Never express yourself more clearly than you think,” and of Carl Friedrich von Weizsacker’s saying of Bohr, “I have seen a physicist for the first time. He suffers as he thinks.”

His intensity was accompanied by a robustly self-deprecatory sense of humor. Echoing Groucho Marx’s remark, “I refuse to join any club that would have me as a member,” Feynman objected to an upcoming scientific  conference on the grounds that its planners had lowered their standards by inviting him: “What the hell is Feynman invited for? He is not up to the other guys and is doing nothing as far as I know. If you clean up the invitation list, to just the hard-core workers, I might begin to think about attending.” He teased those naïve enough to be shocked when he made mistakes: “I goofed. And you goofed too, for believing me. We both had bad luck.” He frequently called himself a “fool,” as indeed he does several times in these letters.

Some thought it affected that one of the smartest and most capable men alive would habitually describe himself as lazy, inconsistent, and foolish, but it could be that Feynman was simply reflecting his appreciation of the human condition.The remarkable thing about great attainments in art or science is not that their creators are perfect but that they have as many limitations as the rest of us—a point Isaac Newton made rather nicely when he likened himself to “a boy playing on the seashore . . . diverting myself in now and then finding a smoother pebble or a prettier shell than ordinary, whilst the great ocean of truth lay all undiscovered before me.”

Mindful of his own shortcomings, Feynman could be admirably indulgent of the shortcomings of others: One learns from this collection of letters that he frequently took the trouble to reply to amateur scientists and even “cranks,” so long as their inquiries struck him as arising from honest intentions. Characteristically charming is the letter he wrote in response to a missive from one Bernard Hanft, enclosing a washer and thread the unprompted spinning of which, Hanft proposed, was due to a new force that he rather immodestly dubbed “The Hanft Force.” Many scientists would have consigned such a correspondence to the circular file, but Feynman—reacting, perhaps, to Hanft’s earnest, hands-on approach—performed the experiment himself and replied with a fulsome, sunny letter, showing that the washer’s twirl had a simpler explanation and concluding with a gracious salutation: “Thank you again for calling my attention to these entertaining phenomena.”

There is considerable charm in these letters, along with love, heartbreak, and occasional bolts of intellectual lightning vivid enough to remind us that their author was, after all, one of the most powerful thinkers of his time. Observing that the vast universe discovered by science tends to dwarf Biblical tales in which “God can watch human beings struggle for good and evil,” Feynman remarks, “The stage is too big for the drama”—which puts the case about as well, in eight short words, as anyone ever has. In the middle of a letter to the editor of the California Tech in 1976, supporting a  female colleague who despite harsh treatment by the administration would stick to her guns and become Caltech’s first tenured female professor, Feynman suddenly digresses to say, “In physics the truth is rarely perfectly clear, and that is certainly universally the case in human affairs. Hence, what is not surrounded by uncertainty cannot be the truth.”

There are groaning shelves full of respected philosophical tomes that contain not one sentence as incisive and original as that offhand aphorism: “What is not surrounded by uncertainty cannot be the truth.” Moreover it sums up the main components of Feynman’s world view—the pursuit of truth, amid a welter of uncertainty, by a researcher who will neither abandon the quest nor lose sight of his doubts. It was that spirit, the spirit of science, to which the world responded by cheering Feynman on, and he will be remembered as long as science thrives.

 

—Timothy Ferris






Introduction

GENIUS TO YOU, FATHER TO ME: MY LIFE WITH RICHARD P. FEYNMAN

When I was very young, I thought my father knew everything. Indeed,  Omni magazine once declared him “The Smartest Man in the World.” Upon hearing this, his mother, who was immensely proud of her son—and who had a great sense of humor—threw up her hands and exclaimed, “If Richard is the smartest man in the world, God help the world!” My father was the first one to laugh.

As I grew older, I began to see only what my father didn’t know, and soon thought I knew everything. He would ask me questions whose answers I found to be painfully obvious, such as, “Hey, Michelle, where do we keep the spoons around here?” I discovered the real truth in my late teens: my father was a wise man with a tremendous appetite for life and aptitude for teaching. He had interesting, often profound ideas about life and the world and was highly engaging to listen to. I was eager to work on this book because I wanted to revisit him. It was fun to spend time with him again. I had no idea, but should not have been surprised, that he would still be teaching me things today.

Here, more objectively, are the basic facts of his life. Richard Phillips Feynman was born in New York City in 1918 and grew up in Far Rockaway, Queens. He attended the Massachusetts Institute of Technology as an undergraduate, and he received his Ph.D. from Princeton University. In 1942 he married his high school sweetheart, Arline Greenbaum, despite the fact that she was ill with tuberculosis.That same year Richard was asked to join the Manhattan Project; he accepted and went on to become a group leader at Los Alamos, New Mexico. Arline died in 1945. After the war, he  became a professor of theoretical physics at Cornell University in Ithaca, New York. In 1950 he joined the faculty of the California Institute of Technology and spent the remainder of his career there. He had a brief marriage in the early fifties that did not work out. He married my mother, Gweneth Howarth, in 1960. My brother, Carl, was born in 1962, and I was adopted in 1968.

Though he remained forever ambivalent about it, his most public achievement came in 1965, when he won the Nobel Prize in Physics, sharing it with Julian Schwinger and Shin’ichiro Tomonaga for their independent work in quantum electrodynamics. In 1986, he was again in the public eye, this time working on the commission investigating the explosion of the Challenger space shuttle. He died in 1988 after a long battle with abdominal cancer. It is no surprise to any of us who loved him that his memorial service at Caltech was attended by thousands. Anticipating large crowds on that day, Caltech planned to hold the memorial service twice. Even with such forethought, the auditorium quickly reached capacity both times.

He has been the subject of countless interviews, books, articles, a few stage plays, several documentaries, and one motion picture. He was sought after not only for his scientific achievements but also for his outsized curiosity, his irrepressible love of puzzles, and his embrace of life at large. He was an adventurer who made a hobby of cracking safes while working on the atomic bomb, who played bongo drums for a San Francisco ballet, and who decided to learn to draw in his forties—and became remarkably good at it.

As a result of the admiration people have felt for my father, a great many wonderful and interesting people, treasured friendships, and rare opportunities have come my way. But as with any privilege, being his heir comes with a significant responsibility. My brother and I find ourselves faced with a large demand for all things having to do with Richard P. Feynman, and we strive to balance that demand with maintaining his legacy in a conscientious manner. I hope that this book not only does justice to the spirit in which he worked, but also reveals more of the personality behind his many accomplishments.

For all the Feynman anecdotes that have been bandied about over the years, it is the lesser-known ones that I believe are the most telling. The story of my parents’ courtship, for one, says a great deal about his unusual approach. My mother was from England, and when she met my father she was living in Switzerland, intending to travel around the world working as an au pair. Richard promptly invited her to come to America to work as his  maid. She told him she would think about it. He met her again the next day and, fearing that a twenty-four-year-old woman would be put off by such an idea coming from a forty-year-old man, apologized for his impertinent suggestion. But she accepted. Many months later, and with one of my father’s future collaborators on The Feynman Lectures on Physics, Matt Sands, as the necessary immigration sponsor (the government was naturally suspicious of single men importing women), my mother moved in.

Prior to her arrival, my father had written to her, saying, “I’m managing poorly without you. Come quick.” Upon her arrival my mother cooked, cleaned, and once she obtained her driver’s license, even drove him to Caltech while he sat in the back seat.Though they were friendly, there was as yet no romance—both were dating other people. A lightbulb had gone off in my father’s head, however, the day he took her to pick up a study manual for the driver’s test. They found themselves in the wrong line, and Gweneth ended up taking the test with no preparation. Impressively, she passed. He realized soon after that he was falling in love with her and that he wanted to propose.Then he faulted himself for being too impulsive. He proceeded to mark a day on the calendar a few months ahead and thought, “If I still feel the same way then, I’ll ask her.” The night before that day arrived, he could not stand the wait and kept her up until midnight. They were married a few months later.

The household I grew up in was similarly unusual. We played many games. On camping trips, we would go to great lengths to put ourselves in the middle of nowhere. At every fork in the road, we took the road in the worse condition, the one that looked the most interesting to us. On Sunday mornings, my father would often forego reading the newspaper in favor of a wild hour of loud, often discordant, music, drumming, and storytelling with my brother and me.When it was his turn to drive the car pool to elementary school, he would pretend to get lost, or start to drive himself to work at Caltech. “No, not that way!” the kids would scream. “Oh, all right. Is it this way?” and he would turn the wrong way again. “Nooooooo!” we would yell in utter panic, convinced we were going to be late (we always arrived just in the nick of time, of course). Of my father’s many skills, this willingness to play the fool—and to let me think he could be completely outfoxed by my clever thinking—was the one that shaped my childhood more than any other.

I was simply unaware for many years that he was revered as a supreme intellect. In fact, he encouraged a certain amount of irreverence toward himself. Most of the stories he told us were ones that highlighted his ineptitude. Our dinner conversations were full of animated stories about mistakes he made during the day: losing his sweater, forgetting something terribly important, having complete conversations with people and not remembering their names. He would talk about his experiences away from home as well, as in the time he was so disgusted with the fancy hotel hosting a conference he was attending that he took his suitcase and slept outside in the woods. “Oh, Richard,” was the invariable refrain from my mother’s end of the table. Yet he always laughed at himself, and so we laughed along with him.

This is the key, in my mind, to his success as a teacher. Never condescending when he explained things, he had a knack for breaking problems down to a small, comprehensible scale. “O.K., say the earth is this apple,” he would begin, holding one up to illustrate his point. The simplicity of his illustrations brought the theretofore incomprehensible down to a level more readily grasped. In the early 1960s, his love of teaching and sense of civic duty led him to the California Curriculum Commission, where he devoted countless hours to evaluating math textbooks for elementary school students. Being awarded the Oersted Medal in 1972 for his contributions to the teaching of physics gave him tremendous satisfaction. Ten years later, the Associated Students of Caltech presented him with an award for excellence in teaching, to which he responded, “I was very pleased to be honored for doing something I so thoroughly enjoy.”

He was a staunch believer in public education but invariably had his frustrations with the bureaucracy and its inflexible thinking.When I was in high school, he started showing me shortcuts in my math homework that diverged from the teacher’s methods. I was subsequently scolded by my Algebra II teacher for not solving the problem in the right way. My father found this ridiculous, as I had nonetheless arrived at the correct answer, and he dropped by the school to discuss the matter.The teacher did not know who he was and treated him as a bumbling idiot trying to make his life more difficult.The teacher finally accused him of knowing nothing about math. My father, biting his tongue the whole time, finally could not stand it any longer, and spoke his mind. The next day I was transferred to another class. The next year, solving problems without using the prescribed methods yielded similar results, and so I ended up studying the material at home with my father and taking the exams at school.

 

These memories and more came flooding back not too long ago. I remember reading a few of my father’s letters in 1990, shortly after my mother’s  death. One that particularly struck me was a letter to a former secretary in which he lamented that he was not a grandfather yet, that his kids were slow. I figured out I was in high school—in eleventh grade—when he wrote that. As I laughed, it occurred to me that his letters might make for interesting reading one day.

It would take fourteen years, but in May of 2004, I started doing just that when copies of the Feynman Papers from the Caltech Archives were shipped out to me.Twelve filing cabinet drawers and thousands of sheets of paper took quite a while to go through. Most were technical in nature: notes for lectures and classes, correspondence with colleagues regarding developments in physics, attending conferences, and so forth. About a third of the documents were non-technical, and almost all of those were in the form of letters. Boxes long stored in my basement yielded even more: newspaper clippings, photographs, family snapshots, and many letters more personal in nature.

Perhaps because most of my father’s books were derived from spoken materials—be it lectures or stories—which were then edited, and because he constantly complained that he could not speak “grammatically correct,” I did not know what to expect from his written work. As I delved into his correspondence, however, I was completely captivated. In these letters he is articulate, insightful, considerate, humble, nurturing, funny, and charming.

That he wrote so many letters, both to scientists and to ordinary people, surprised me. According to Helen Tuck, his secretary of almost thirty years, he was in the habit of answering his own mail when she came onboard at Caltech in the mid-1960s. His desk was usually piled with stacks of both opened and unopened mail, and he would answer correspondence when he felt like it, which, according to Helen, was not all that often. She eventually persuaded him to let her sort through the mail and then they would answer the letters together, an idea he loved. She gradually learned which letters would interest him and elicit a response.

A few of his friends were surprised when I described what I had found, as my father had a reputation in the physics community for not writing letters. Why had he spent so much time corresponding with the general public and not with his fellow scientists? When I raised this question with one of my father’s colleagues at Caltech, he offered the possible explanation that my father was a very kind man.Although that was true, I believe the answer lies beyond that, and it has to do with my father’s great love for teaching.

In an article on education he wrote for Caltech’s Engineering and Science  he stated: “The problem is clear language. The desire is to have the idea  clearly communicated to the other person.” He was speaking of mathematics textbooks at the time, but I think this statement in part explains why he was such an effective and prodigious communicator.These letters are testimony to his skill and desire to be plainly understood—and, of course, to his passion and curiosity about the world. Again, his own words, this time from a letter to a young student seeking his advice, explain it best: “You cannot develop a personality with physics alone, the rest of life must be worked in.”

Because he was selective about which letters he answered, I feel this collection represents the best of all that came his way, as well as his most considered responses. I was even startled and touched to find an apology to that high school algebra teacher who had given him such a hard time.

I have decided to present these letters in a roughly chronological order, making a few exceptions in the interest of clarity and continuity. I have kept letters together with their replies. The earliest letter, written to his mother, dates back to 1939. Letters he wrote to his first wife,Arline, give us a glimpse into what his life was like while working on the atomic bomb—and paint a portrait of a sweet and tender young romance. I have grouped together a series concerning membership in the National Academy of Sciences, as well as a flurry of letters written on the occasion of his Nobel Prize, as here subject takes priority. The rest of the book is organized to allow one to fully appreciate the arc of his life.

My favorite books about my father, Surely You’re Joking Mr. Feynman!, What Do You Care What Other People Think?, and Christopher Sykes’s No Ordinary Genius, are based on the spoken word. In this book his letters, written in his own hand, speak for themselves.Taken as a whole, they present his character in a way that we have not seen before.The act of writing a letter is more deliberate than conversation and suggests a certain confidence or intimacy. But though his letters are addressed to individuals, concerning both matters of historic importance and private events of little lasting consequence, the themes in this book are universal.

After reading through hundreds of letters, I found a compass for them in his notes for the brief speech he delivered at the Nobel Banquet, and it is also perhaps his most eloquent statement on the stature he was afforded in many people’s minds. In these words, he seems to have come to a temporary peace about the recognition and fanfare that so often bothered him, and he expresses gratitude for all the goodwill shown him. In its clarity, grace, humor, and optimism, it is perhaps the most fitting introduction to this collection:The work I have done has already been adequately rewarded and recognized. Imagination reaches out repeatedly trying to achieve some higher level of understanding, until suddenly I find myself momentarily alone before one new corner of nature’s pattern of beauty and true majesty revealed.That was my reward.

Then, having fashioned tools to make access easier to the new level, I see these tools used by other men straining their imaginations against further mysteries beyond.There, are my votes of recognition.

Then comes the Prize, and the deluge of messages. Reports of fathers turning excitedly with newspapers in hand to wives; of daughters running up and down the apartment house ringing neighbors’ door bells with news; victorious cries of “I told you so” by those having no technical knowledge—their successful prediction being based on faith alone; from friends, from relatives, from students, from former teachers, from scientific colleagues, from total strangers; formal commendations, silly jokes, parties, presents; a multitude of messages in a multitude of forms.

But, in each I saw the same two common elements. I saw in each, joy; and I saw affection (you see, whatever modesty I may have had has been completely swept away in recent days).

The Prize was a signal to permit them to express, and me to learn about, their feelings. Each joy, though transient thrill, repeated in so many places amounts to a considerable sum of human happiness. And, each note of affection released thus one upon another has permitted me to realize a depth of love for my friends and acquaintances, which I had never felt so poignantly before.

For this, I thank Alfred Nobel and the many who worked so hard to carry out his wishes in this particular way.

And so, you Swedish people, with your honors, and your trumpets, and your king—forgive me. For I understand at last—such things provide entrance to the heart. Used by a wise and peaceful people they can generate good feeling, even love, among men, even in lands far beyond your own. For that lesson, I thank you.





 

He showed us all how to look at the world. He showed me how to laugh. For that and so much more, I thank him.

 

—Michelle Feynman, 2004






1939-1942

Richard Feynman received his undergraduate degree from MIT in June of 1939. He then went on to Princeton University for his graduate studies (when he expressed interest in staying at MIT, Professor Slater advised him not to: “You should find out how the rest of the world is”). In these early letters, he wrote to his parents in Far Rockaway, Queens, of his first forays into teaching and the vagaries of student life: canned food, lack of funds, and irregular hours.

In addition to his devotion to physics and, later, the war effort, a young woman by the name of Arline Greenbaum was another major involvement during this time. Arline and Richard married on June 29, 1942, just two weeks after he had received his Ph.D.

Aside from the youthful voice reverberating in these early letters, several of them display themes that would echo throughout Feynman’s life.They reveal a great eye for the telling detail, confidence in his decisions, and a curious ambivalence toward time. Although he was careful to note the time of his writing or the time he went to bed the night before, for example, he often noted the date as “I don’t know what” or simply omitted it altogether.

Feynman was just starting his professional climb, and his letters from this period are infused with energy and enthusiasm. His first published paper dates back to this time, and incidentally, it came in the form of a letter to the Physical Review. Co-written with MIT Professor Manuel S. Vallarta, the paper explored stars’ interference in the scattering of cosmic rays. Although it was not itself groundbreaking, it contained the thought processes that would come to characterize his work and foreshadowed his great papers of the late 1940s.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 11, 1939

Richard was twenty-one years old and had just begun his studies at Princeton in New Jersey, seventy miles from his family in New York.

 

Tues. Oct—1939

Dear Mom,

I like your idea about coming to visit me alone some time very much. Why don’t you just jump on a train some Sunday morning and I’ll meet you at the station.You don’t need Pop—you’ll only have to worry about whether he can get anything to eat in the restaurant, etc. Not that I don’t want to see Pop—but he’ll drop by alone lots on business trips—so you make a little inexpensive outing just for yourself—any Sunday you say, provided I know which one so I can meet you. In fact, if you are worried about the expense let me treat you. It will be fun.

The raincoat came O.K. It is very nice. I think they make raincoats very stupidly these days—the bottoms of your pants get all wet. Now that I have the raincoat it is hot as hell (excuse the language but hell is damn hot, so is “it” and the sun is shining brightly).

Prof. Wheeler was called away suddenly last night so I took over his course in mechanics for the day. I spent all last night preparing. It went very nicely and smoothly. It was a good experience—I guess someday I’ll do a lot of that.

Things are rather uneventful. I didn’t fall in the water while sculling these last two times, so maybe I won’t fall in anymore—so saying he fell in.

I’ll tell you all about things when I get home.

Love,

RP Feynman




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 1939

Monday Nov. I don’t know what

Dear Mom,

The best news to really write home about is, unfortunately, already known to you. Arline came to visit me.We had lousy weather but a good time.
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TOP At the Princeton Library, 1939.

 

BOTTOM Arline Greenbaum, c. 1939.

You must come visit me, Mom, some time.You wrote me saying you wanted to, and if I know you, and I think I do, a little, you’ll never quite get around to coming up—unless I keep pushing you. How about a date? Write in your next letter which week-end you’re coming up definitely.

My academic life has its usual characteristic of being “not write home-able.”

However, last week things were going fast and neat as all heck, but now I’m hitting some mathematical difficulties which I will either surmount, walk around, or go a different way—all of which consumes all my time—but I like to do very much and am very happy indeed. I have never thought so much so steadily about one problem—so if I get nowhere I really will be very disturbed—However, I have already gotten somewhere, quite far—and to Prof. Wheeler’s satisfaction. However, the problem is not at completion although I’m just beginning to see how far it is to the end and how we might get there (although aforementioned mathematical difficulties loom ahead)—SOME FUN!

Even if your door is closed and locked now I’m still serious when I say it’s fun.

Tell Pop I have made out a time schedule so as to efficiently distribute my time and will follow it quite closely. There are many hours when I haven’t marked down just what to do but I do what I feel is most necessary then—or what I am most interested in—whether it be W.’s problem or reading Kinetic Theory of Gases, etc.

And while you’re telling Pop, give him this problem in LONG DIVISION. EACH OF THE DOTS REPRESENTS SOME DIGIT (ANY DIGIT). EACH OF THE A’S REPRESENT THE SAME DIGIT (for example, a 3) NONE OF THE DOTS ARE THE SAME AS THE A (i.e., no dot can be a 3 if A is 3).

Love,

R.P. Feynman




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 1940

Oct. ? 1940

Dear Mom,

I never didn’t write a letter in such a long time before. I don’t know why—but I never got around to it.
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Thanks very much for answering my telegram. I will register on Tuesday for voting (Wed. for draft).

Putzie is coming up to visit me tomorrow.1

I am listening in to a course in physiology (study of life processes) in the biology department. It’s a graduate course—I didn’t realize how much I really picked up reading all about those things on my vacations. I don’t know at all as much as the 3 other fellows in the course but I can understand and follow everything easily.

The night you left I had a fellow visit me and we finished the rice pudding and most of the grapes. I finished the grapes the next day.

A few nights later two mathematicians came to visit. We had crackers and peanut butter and jelly and pineapple juice. I had a lot of trouble opening the can because I didn’t have a good can opener.

The next day I received a present of a dandy can opener from the mathematicians. A practical gift—I suppose.

Night before last a fellow came in and we had tea and crackers. I can boil water pretty well now because I bought a pot cover.

It’s a lot of fun.

Well, I’d better get to work.

Love,

R.P.F.




ARLINE GREENBAUM TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JUNE 3, 1941

Richard sweetheart I love you—maybe more than I can ever tell you—and perhaps we can find a still happier plan of living—besides my happiness we must consider yours—we still have a little more to learn in this game of life and chess—and I don’t want to have you sacrifice anything for me—tomorrow Dr.Treves is going to see me and tell me, according to “Woody” (Dr.Woodwood) some news—I wonder if he’s going to give me that story about “glandular fever” that you said “Woody” had planned to tell me—I’ll swallow it but Nan wrote and said I had the right to call in another doctor to check the diagnosis and have him look at the slides from the biopsy—she recommended a man too—I’ll look into it before you come home this weekend and we could see him together—I know you must be working very hard trying to get your paper out—and do other problems on the  side—I’m awfully happy tho’ that you’re going to publish something—it gives me a very special thrill when your work is acknowledged for its value—I want you to continue and really give the world and science all you can—if I were an artist I’d give all I could to art—but all I can do is draw a little—darling I love you—and if you receive criticisms—remember everyone loves differently—but I’ll always do my best for you—your happiness is as important to me as mine is to you—the problem we’re faced with confused even Aristotle. “What is the chief ‘good’ of man”—Darling I’ll always belong to you—and always love you—no matter where or when—

I’m your

Putzie




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, MARCH 3, 1942

There is a scrap of paper from his mother’s letter taped to the first page of his response. It reads:  

You wrote: I get $60  
pay laundry $18 + 2  
Memberships $13 + 3  
Mother $10  
Remainder $19  
Oh! Richard! How fallen art thou!!  
I make it $14  
Woe is me! Who will  
Balance my checkbook?




 

Dear Mom,

I will balance your check book.

If you will look more carefully at my last letter you might find something such as “I get $60 I pay 1. Laundry $18 and 2 membership $13 and 3 Mother $10.” The 2 and 3 are numbers which are used to number the items, and I didn’t mean them to be added in.

My bill for $265 came (or did I tell you). I spent 20 minutes figuring out which of my certificates at the Postal Savings I should cash in in order to get the maximum interest. I can get a maximum of 53¢. This was interesting until I discovered that if I did it the worse way, and got the least interest possible it would be 45¢. I think 20 minutes of my time ought to be worth  more than 4¢. (In order to dispel more slurs on my calculating ability might I say that the 4¢ is right. If I didn’t figure it out at all and did it at random on the average I might expect to come out with about 1/2 way between the most possible (53¢) and the least (45¢) or I should expect if I didn’t figure I would get about 49¢. Since I get 53¢ by figuring I save 4¢ on the average by figuring for 20 min. It’s all in the laws of chance that the 8¢ becomes 4¢).
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Feynman, 1942.

Princeton pays me 10¢ for 20 minutes figuring on a 48 hr week. (OK, 10 5/12¢, or make it 10¢ figuring on a 50 hr week).

Now I hope your little door is slammed shut.

There isn’t much else to tell about, except the letter from Pop which you know all about and which I answered today.

Love Richard

 

P.S. Wishing you a happy anniversary and Joan a happy birthday—in case I forget later.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO MELVILLE FEYNMAN, JUNE 5, 1942

RICHARD P. FEYNMAN

PRINCETON GRADUATE COLLEGE

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

 

Dear Pop,

As you suggested, I asked Prof. Smyth about how he thought my marriage might affect my career. He said the only thing he could think of is that possibly some might not hire me because they figured I carried too much of a burden. He said, however, that he tries as much as possible to keep out of people’s private affairs and that it didn’t make any difference to him at all, and he supposed it probably wouldn’t make much difference to others.

I then pointed out that I would be in contact with an active case of T.B. and so he might not think it a good idea for me to teach, because it might affect the students. He said he had not thought of that at all, but, since he didn’t know too much about T.B., he would call the University Doctor—Doctor York.

He told me later that he called Dr.York, and that Dr.York said that as long as the girl was in a sanatorium there was no danger to my students and myself. He said Dr.York would like to speak to me. I went over to talk to him today.

The doctor said he heard I had a little problem, and that he’d like to know if I knew a few things. First he told me that one of the most important things for a T.B. patient was freedom from worry, etc.—what he called emotional security. I told him I realized this and that it was one of the important reasons for my getting married—because she would worry far less if she were married, than the way things are now.

Then he asked if I knew that it would be very bad for an active case of T.B. to become pregnant. I said yes, again—and told him there would be no chance of it.

He said these were the main things he wanted to say and he wanted to find out if I had thought about them—and also the fact that T.B. is not always curable. He said he wanted to find out if I was responsible and I had thought about these things.

Then we discussed all kinds of things—how Arline was getting along—how long she would have it—etc.We spoke about where to put her and he warned against private places (except for a few like Saranac—which is too expensive). He asked me what the parents thought and I told him her parents saw no objection, but that mine were worried about my getting infected and indirectly carrying the germ around and infecting others—and for this and many other reasons they didn’t like the idea.

He said I should understand T.B. is an infectious disease but not a contagious one (I asked him what he meant by that—the idea is the germs don’t float all around in the air and you don’t get it just on contact—etc. I didn’t understand the difference very well—apparently it’s one of degree). He said that I had less chance of getting sick in the sanatorium visiting her than when I was out in the street—because in the sanatorium they take precautions to burn the sputum, but careless people in the street just spit all around. I think he was exaggerating, but I still think you shouldn’t worry that by marrying I lay myself and my friends open to a great danger.

Love from

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN, JUNE 1942

The following letter is in response to one from Lucille, Richard’s mother, in which she lovingly but forcefully outlined her concerns about Richard’s intent to marry Arline. Arline’s illness, she feared, would compromise not only his own health but his career. She was also concerned about the high cost of treatment (for oxygen, specialists, hospitalization, and so on).

Lucille suggested that his desire to marry stemmed from his desire to please someone he loved (“just as you used to occasionally eat spinach to please me”) and recommended that they stay “engaged.”

Richard’s response came on the same embossed stationary as his previous letters, with “Ph.D.” added in ink following his name.  



RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, Ph.D. 
PRINCETON GRADUATE COLLEGE 
PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY
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Graduation from Princeton, June 16, 1942.

Dear Mom,

I really should have answered you sooner, but I have been spending the last few nights working on physics problems—and now that I’m stuck for a while I’ll take time out to write to you.

I enclose your letter so you will remember which point is which that I refer to.

With regard to (1) and (2) I went to see Prof. Smyth at Pop’s suggestion and the doctor here at the university.The doctor said I have less chance of getting T.B. in the sanatorium when visiting her than when I am walking around in the street. I think he was exaggerating (all this is in detail in a letter to Pop, so I won’t repeat it all here). He said T.B. is infectious but not  contagious—I didn’t understand the distinction he made, however. Ask Dr. Sarrow. He said in sanatoriums the patients take care of their sputum by cups or Kleenex for the purpose, but on the streets people are careless and just spit all around and when it dries the germs float into the air. He said the germs are not floating around in the air in a sanatorium. He said a lot has been found out about this in the last 25, and in particular the last 10, years. I would be no danger to my students. Prof. Smyth didn’t see any objection from his point of view to hiring me if my wife is sick.

(3) If no one can make a budget for illness, how can I ever make enough to pay for it? How much is enough? Some guesses must be made and I guess  I have enough. How much would you guess would be necessary?

(4) I wouldn’t be satisfied being engaged any longer. I want the burden and responsibility of being married.

(5) It really wasn’t hard at all.While I was out to lunch while waiting for somebody to come back to the courthouse in Trenton, I found myself singing—and I realized then that I really was very happy arranging things. It was, I suppose, the pleasure of arranging things for our life together—before she was sick we used to talk of the fun it would be going around ringing doorbells looking for a place to live—I guess it was similar to that idea.

I am not afraid of her parents—and if they don’t trust me with their daughter let them say so now. If they get sore at my mistakes later, it’s too late and it won’t bother me.You are right about my lack (4) of experience—I have no answer to that.

(6) The cost here again is a guess. I want to take the chance, however, that it will be sufficient. If it isn’t I’ll be in difficulty as you suggest.

(7) I’ve already been employed at Princeton for the next year. If I must go elsewhere, I’ll go where I’m needed most.

(8) I do want to get married. I also want to give someone I love what she wants—especially because at the same time I will be doing something I want. It is not at all like eating spinach—(also you misunderstood my motives as a small boy—I didn’t want you angry at me)—I didn’t like spinach.

(9) This is the problem we are discussing—I mean whether marriage is worse than engagement.

(10) I’m honestly sorry it makes you feel so bad. I bet it won’t be too heavy.

Why I want go get married;

It is not that I want to be noble. It is not that I think it’s the only right,  honest and decent thing to do, under the circumstances. It is not that I made a promise five years ago—(under entirely different circumstances)—and that I don’t want to “back out” of the promise. That stuff is baloney. If anytime during the five years I thought I’d rather not go thru with it—promise or no promise I’d “back out” so fast it would make your head spin. I’m not dopey enough to tie up my whole life in the future because of some promise I made in the past—under different circumstances.

This decision to marry is a decision now and not one made five years ago.

I want to marry Arline because I love her—which means I want to take care of her.That is all there is to it. I want to take care of her.

I am anxious for the responsibilities and uncertainties of taking care of the girl I love.

I have, however, other desires and aims in the world. One of them is to contribute as much as to physics as I can.This is, in my mind, of even more importance than my love for Arline.

It is therefore especially fortunate that, as I can see (guess) my getting married will interfere very slightly, if at all with my main job in life. I am quite sure I can do both at once. (There is even the possibility that the consequent happiness of being married—and the constant encouragement and sympathy of my wife will aid in my endeavor—but actually in the past my love hasn’t affected my physics much, and I don’t really suppose it will be too great an assistance in the future.

Since I feel I can carry on my main job, and still enjoy the luxury of taking care of someone I love—I intend to be married shortly.

Does that explain anything?

Your Son.

R.P.F. PH.D.

 

P.S. I should have pointed out that I know I am taking chances getting married and may get into all kinds of pickles. I think the chances of major disasters are sufficiently small, and the gain to me and Putzie great enough, that the risk is well worth taking. Of course, this is just the point we are discussing—the magnitude of the risk—so I am saying nothing but simply asserting I think it is small.You think it is large, and therefore I was particularly anxious to have you tell me where you thought the pitfalls were—and you have pointed out a few new ones to me. I still feel the risk is worth taking—and the fact that we differ is due to our difference in background, experience and viewpoint. Please don’t worry that,  by explaining your viewpoint, you have in any way pushed us further apart—you haven’t. I only hope that my marrying directly in the face of your disapproval and your better judgment won’t alienate you from me—because honestly, our judgments differ and I think you’re wrong. I honestly believe we (Putzie and I) will be better off married and nobody will be hurt by it.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO DAN ROBBINS, JUNE 24, 1942

Mr. Robbins was a fraternity brother of Feynman’s. The project in question in this letter was the early phase of the race to build the atomic bomb. Feynman had received a letter a few days earlier from researchers at the University of Chicago asking whether he was interested in working on what they could only describe as “research and development work on new methods of military offense and defense.”They promised that this work would be a vital factor in the successful conclusion of World War II. Feynman later recalled how Professor Robert Wilson came to his office at Princeton to encourage him to enlist in the project. He signed on shortly thereafter.

 

Dear Danny,

I wrote a letter to the fraternity recently—and I tried to call you up at your home. I spoke to your mom. She tells me you are already working on a defense project at M.I.T.

I wanted to write to you especially to reitterate (how do you spell it?) to you personally the offer of a job with our group at Princeton.

The darn trouble is I can’t go into any detail about what the work concerns and what we need you for. It makes it hard for me to explain or make the opportunity seem good—except in general,—and therefore (for me at least) weak, terms.

(Up to this point I’ve just copied stuff from another letter I just wrote to you but won’t send because I told you so much about the job—indirectly that I think one could have guessed pretty closely what it was—I hope I avoid writing again and make no more mistakes).

I can only say I find the job very exciting, because the results are of such enormous consequence.You really feel you are fighting right alongside the army and you hope you can get it done in time—in time means before the other side works it out.

I’m doing most of the theoretical figuring. I try to figure out what should happen for various conditions and what the best way to build this part or the other is. I don’t know if you were most interested in theoretical or experimental work or both—but we can use you and we will listen to all your ideas—(because we need more ideas) in any capacity. I urge you to come.

In making a decision, however, I can see you have a considerable problem because you are already working on a defense project. I would say the important thing is to do that work that you think will contribute the most to the war effort.Your mother said you seemed tired of the environment up there at M.I.T. and might like it out here much better. I’d like to see you and work with you too—but I don’t think such personal matters carry any weight.The real thing is your usefulness. Make that as great as possible.Your problem is hard because I can’t tell you what kind of work there is here and you can’t tell where you’ll be the most useful—here or there. If you are interested and think you might advantageously make the change but are not sure we may be able to get the opinion of someone who knows about both jobs—the one you’re on and this one.

How is your personal life?

I am getting married in a few days to Arline Greenbaum (also known as Putzie). I just got my Doctor’s degree. I also just got a job as a visiting associate professor at the Univ. of Wisconsin for one year—on leave without pay to do war work (it sounds silly but the idea is I’ve got the job if the war work stops).

Can I hear from you soon?

Brother R.P. Feynman

 

Mr. Robbins was not able to accept this job offer, as he had already accepted a commission in the U.S. Navy.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN, 1942

DR. RICHARD P. FEYNMAN

PALMER PHYSICAL LABORATORIES

PRINCETON, NEW JERSEY

 

Dear Mom,

I won’t write you a long letter for I haven’t time. Putzie wanted me to write to you and her mom to tell you to excuse her for her not writing this week as she feels sick.Would you call up her mom and tell her? [image: 007]

Mr. and Mrs. Feynman, June 29, 1942.



You ask for a letter about myself and what I’m doing. All the letters so far were on just that subject—at least what plays I saw, etc. Other times life is very simple.

This week has been unusual.There is an especially important problem to be worked out on the project, and it’s a lot of fun so I am working quite hard on it. I get up at about 10:30 AM after a good night’s rest and go to work until about 12:30 or 1 AM the next morning when I go back to bed. Naturally I take off about 2 hrs for my two meals. I don’t eat any breakfast, but I eat a midnight snack before I go to bed. It’s been that way for 4 or 5 days. Usually I don’t work nearly as hard—more like 7 1/2 or 8 hours a day.

The only difference from one day to the next is that some days when I go to lunch I take my laundry out and some days when I come from lunch I bring my laundry back.

Hey, what’s this about Frances and 4 AM?2 When I’d stay out that late you (or at least Pop—I never could remember which of you bawled me out for which offense) used to say you don’t see how Arline’s parents permit her to stay out so late, etc., etc. . . Isn’t Frances partly in your charge when she visits from N.Y.? Perhaps I shouldn’t remind you or Frances will get angry.

Mooseface is next, and I expect her to come in at dawn every day.3 You can’t call her down, however—you can ascribe it all to her interest in astronomy. She had better get used to staying up during the night because there are few stars visible in the daytime. Heck, wait until you become a Red Cross Night Nurse or Night Staff Assistant or what have you, then the only one who will see the green of the trees, etc. in the daytime will be Pop when he comes home from a Saturday day of rest. He’ll probably go to sleep on the beach anyway.

I’d better shut up, it is 1:45 AM now.

Love to Everyone





1943-1945

After many months of preliminary work at a variety of institutions, the efforts of J. Robert Oppenheimer to consolidate the Manhattan Project began to take shape in early 1943. Feynman, then only twenty-four, began making plans to relocate to Los Alamos, New Mexico, along with the first wave of physicists from Princeton. They would arrive at an unfinished compound on a high mesa, and for Feynman, who had not traveled much, the setting was spectacular.

In these letters from Los Alamos, he describes the surrounding scenery with a wonderful immediacy and clarity. His letters to Arline, sent on a near daily basis, form a de facto journal of his experience there, and while there are accounts of his various antics (safe-cracking, giving the great minds of Los Alamos a demonstration on “some interesting properties of numbers,” and showing the night watchman the fence full of holes), the impression is one of a sober young man hard at work. Writing from her bed in an Albuquerque sanatorium, Arline was also a faithful correspondent, though her correspondence dwindled as her illness progressed.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. H. STEVENSON, MARCH 5, 1943

Mr. J. H. Stevenson

University of California

Berkeley, California

 

Dear Sir:

In your “first memorandum” you ask that questions concerning moving and living conditions be held until we receive the second memorandum. However, time is short, and your letter is not expected for several days. I am fairly sure your letter will not contain the answer to my question so I am taking the liberty of writing you now.

My wife has active pulmonary tuberculosis, and on this account has been required to rest in bed. This fact caused Prof. Oppenheimer and myself some concern when we were deciding whether I could come to the site or not, but Prof. Oppenheimer felt, finally, that almost certainly some way of taking care of her could be arranged.

There are two apparent possibilities. (a) She might stay at the post hospital. She has been receiving no special treatment, except bed rest, and no special equipment is necessary, except that it should be possible for her to get x-rayed once in a while, I suppose. (b) She might be accommodated in some nearby sanatorium. I should then want to be able to leave the post at least once a week.

Naturally I would not like to start moving with her until I know just where she will go and that she is expected. On the other hand I want to move out as nearly at the same time as the rest of the Princeton group as possible.

My wife and I would very much prefer to have her on the post ((a) above), and we hope it can be arranged that way. There is however no financial problem either way.

 

Sincerely yours,

Richard P. Feynman




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO J. H. STEVENSON, MARCH 15, 1943

Mr. Stevenson wrote back suggesting three places Arline could stay: (1) a small hospital 30 miles from the site, (2) a sanatorium in Albuquerque 100 miles  from the site, or (3) a dude ranch 20 miles from the site. Because construction was still underway, he encouraged Arline to stay away from the site until the latter part of the summer.

He concluded, “I am writing this at length to assure you of the certainty of making your wife comfortable and giving her good care at some point not too far from the site. There will be no question about your visiting her every week.”

 

Dr. J. H. Stevenson

University of California

Berkeley, California

 

Dear Dr. Stevenson:

Thank you very much for your nice letter of March 10, concerning the possible accommodations for my wife.We are both very pleased with the possibility you described and are very anxious to go out there.

Since Mrs. Feynman’s case is an active one, the dude ranch is impossible (as is, in fact, any other place where there is no doctor in attendance). Either of the other two possibilities sounds very fine.

It occurred to me that we might save a little time, trouble, and money in the following way.When I come down to the site I could bring my wife with me to stay at one of the places you mentioned. I could then look around to see if there is a nicer place. If we find one we like better, we could move my wife. It will not be hard for her to move for a short distance like 50 miles.

If you do not think this plan is wise, please let me know, and I will come out alone as you originally suggested.

Otherwise, do you think you could make arrangements for us? We would be leaving on “the Chief”, of the Santa-Fe line from Chicago at 12:01 (noon) on Tuesday, March 30. Could you tell us what station is best to get off at, and how we go from there to the hospital (we could go by car, taxi, train, ambulance, truck, etc., but preferably not by bus)? If it is necessary to make a deposit at the hospital, I can send it to you. If you cannot find a place which will accept her temporarily, you could, if necessary, guarantee that she will stay for as long as two months.

I think that Mrs. Olum would help you, if you wish.4 If, however, you  cannot make the arrangements for any reason, I can come out alone as you have suggested.

I hope I am not causing too much trouble. My wife and I thank you very much for what you have already done.

Sincerely,

R. P. Feynman




ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, MARCH 26, 1943

3 more days

 

Dearest Rich—darling if you only knew how happy you’ve made me with this train trip of ours—it’s all I’ve wanted and dreamed about since we’ve been married. It will mean so very much to both of us—I adore you darling—I want to be all a wife should be to the husband she loves—now I have a chance—but the future holds even more promise dear—when we have our own home and family—it’s worth waiting and fighting for—darling I’ll see you tomorrow and I know it will be hard to keep these pent up emotions in check—with only one day left—I’m so excited and happy and bursting with joy—I think, eat, and sleep “you”—our life, our love, our marriage—the great future we are building—every day we live counts—all we do and say and think—I always want to be close to you sweetheart—a part of all your thoughts and desires and ambitions—you’re that close to me—and more—I live for you and the day we can have “Donald”—and all the other little things we’ve planned to do together—hang curtains and camp out in a tent, have “teas” for your students, and a chess game before our open fireplace in winter, showers in the summer and Sunday morning in bed reading the funnies—dearest I could go on indefinitely—there is so much left in life for us to share and explore together—I want to be there every moment—and even then, with you, it will be too short—

Darling how can I show you how much you mean to me when we’re miles apart! If only tomorrow would hurry and come—I want to feel your warm cheek pressed close to mine and your tender embrace—your nearness fills me with such content! I love you sweetheart—body and soul—I long to be near you again—the way we’ve been in the past—but now our love and our life is richer—we really belong to each other—for all the world to know—I’m so proud of you and proud and happy to be your wife—you’re a wonderful husband and lover—I have a good memory—but soon we can live in the present, together, even tho’ it be brief.[image: 008]



Darling I have a hunch we won’t have to live on memories long—I really believe (and I’ll make it happen) we’ll have our home soon now—we can do anything we really set our hearts and minds on—let’s make a new gigantic effort together—or just continue the one we just started—I can’t push alone dear—I need you behind me—encouraging me—because you’re the only reason I care to do anything for—I must be in love!

Come to me soon—I need you and want you

Your adorable adoring wife and sweetheart

Putzie, who loves you very much—and so forth and so on




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, JUNE 24, 1943

The following letter is the first one written from Los Alamos.

 

Dear Mom:

I’ve been sick in bed these last few days. I’m up and working now tho. I got a cold and I thought since a long drawn out cold lowers resistance and I have to keep in super condition, I’d stay in bed till I got rid of it, fast, which I did. While I was getting rid of the cold my ever-present gastronomical difficulties amplified themselves until I became conscious of the existence of my stomach—so I stayed in bed a little longer for that, and I haven’t gotten rid of it yet, but I go to work anyway. It makes me a little tired so I sit down while solving equations instead of prancing around. When I got up (I was in bed 3 1/2 days) I discovered that 50% of the people were knocked out with some sort of dysentery from the water supply, and I’d been drinking tons of water for my cold! So that accounts for my being sick with two things at once.

It was fun, just as I always wanted to, I was sick and people brought me my meals and came to visit me and I took it easy in bed and had a radio (Putzie’s—I had taken it here to fix it) and I read a book I once bought on Chemical Engineering from “Transportation of Fluids” to “Distillation.” It was very interesting and now I’m a confirmed Chemical Engineer. I had a lot of visitors who brought me things among which were 3 oranges, one apple, crackers, jelly for same, pitcher for water, chocolate, Reader’s Digest, book, news as to what was going on at the lab., etc. etc. It is funny, all the girls that came to visit brought stuff, but none of the fellows did.

I received your prune things during these times. Since I was not gastronomically on top of the world I have avoided eating them.When I get a little better inside and my intestines become more attuned to their responsibilities instead of taking their devil-may-care attitude, I’ll eat them (the prunes I mean).

I have had several trips and climbs into canyons but nothing extra special to report.

I was thinking a little about Pop and his being sick and traveling all over the country.You said you would like him to retire and you told me all about the problem, except the details of how much you have saved up, etc. and how much scraping it would take if he retired.

I had an idea tho, which is not a product simply of my love of this country. We have a department for purchasing here which has several faults (one being the guy in charge) and it would seem to me, although I don’t know much about it, that they would like very much to have a guy like Pop. He would like it too, I’m sure. There would be no, or very little, traveling around, all the business being done by telephone and teletype. He would be partly out of the rush etc. of the business world and would be among academic men to a great extent, which I’m sure he’d enjoy. On the other hand, it isn’t all gravy. Purchasing these days is quite difficult, and everyone here is in a hell of a hurry for their stuff. Some of the things will be unfamiliar to him, but that won’t cause much difficulty. It will have its aggravations, too, but it will be a damn important position in our project and scientific venture and he will be contributing more than I toward winning the war. What does he think? I’m not sure of the availability of the job, however.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 27, 1943

The project managers hoped to keep the exact location of the project a secret, and so no mailing address was given to the Los Alamos compound. Arline promptly ordered stationary with the cryptic Santa Fe post office box address used by everyone at the site.

 

DR. RICHARD P. FEYNMAN

P.O.B. 1663

SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO

 

Dear Mom,

I got a package from you of what, according to your letter, were brownies. I haven’t opened them yet, but since the box is small I have become stingy and will open them in my room, rather than in my office.Thank you but I don’t deserve them for I haven’t written in such a long time.

You, who are a dietician, might be interested in the following story. In “Science” (the publication of the American Association for the Advancement thereof ) was an article saying the Russians discovered that pine needles are a good source of ascorbic acid (Vitamin C—anti-scurvy). Well thereafter followed a whole series of articles to prove that the Russians weren’t first. One of them said that in 1563 some Frenchman had his army all dying of scurvy, and asked the Indians about it and they told him to make a tea of pine needles and the men did that, using up a whole tree for the army and they all got better. Some years later another army had trouble but the Indians had all moved away and another tribe had moved in and they couldn’t figure out which tree it was. Another article told about some guy back in 17 hundred and something who told sailors to take pine needles on ocean trips and there were stories about guys who more recently (18 something) were scientific about it, making the tea, describing and tasting it. All in all the Russians were late with their pine needle tea.

So, of course, I had to make pine needle tea. I did while visiting Putzie Sunday, not that either of us were short on Vitamin C (ascorbic acid) but my curiosity was aroused. Result—fair. Not too wonderful, not too bad. About as good as regular tea, but different. Crush the pine needles up—pour on boiling water and allow to steep a while. Serve hot, or with ice and lemon. Cheap. Remarkable fact is it tastes like pine needles.

R.P.F.




ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, NOVEMBER 23, 1943

Tuesday nite

 

My darling husband it was so wonderful having you walk in today—it will always be that way dear—I’m glad you were a little lonesome for me and Snuggle5—it makes being together seem sweeter somehow—I felt lonesome for you too—and then when you arrived, it was heaven—and I was floating on a cloud—but really it was just your arms around me and you talking to me. I love you so very much sweetheart—I guess we share the same feeling so I don’t have to try to describe it—I feel it most powerfully when we’re lying close, resting, with my head on your shoulder—it makes me cry (like it did today). It seems too good—too much happiness you’re such a good, kind husband—you’re patient and understanding and so very good to dopey me—I’m smiling now and two big tears escaped—so you know I’m happy—I could rave about you endlessly dear, everything about you seems extra-special and nice to me—your legs are strong and muscular and you’re tall and you can reach up and open that top window (above the door) without standing on a chair—you just reach up easily—then there is the baby talk you use sometimes when you love me—I like it all, the strong things and the silly ones—I like you to be a little lonesome for me and I like it too that my illness doesn’t depress you—you’re strong dear and you make me strong too—from all sides you’re wonderful, my dearest husband. I like you strong dear, but it does feel nice to have you lean on me just a little (you ask me to take care of you and see that you go to the Dr. etc.) I feel necessary and I like to be able to help you—don’t be too strong or too independent—miss me a little—once in a while—I love it. I adore you—

Your wife always

Putzie




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, DECEMBER 10, 1943

Dear Mom,

We have just had a rather heavy snow around here. Everything looks swell in the snow.There are white mountains all around—to the west they are small mountains 8 or 10 miles away—to the east there are big mountains (e.g.,Truchas, which we tried to climb) over 30 miles away. Last night in the moonlight things looked good. Clouds were kind of low and just skimmed the top of the west mountains, and you could see the east mountains sticking up thru them—you could see in places mountains both above and below the clouds. Everything was lit by diffuse moonlight coming thru the clouds. Here and there nearby there were spots lit up by houses or some hidden street light. It looked much better than a X-mas card. See I’m getting an aesthetic sense.

[image: 009]

Arline, Richard, and Snugglebun with their first Christmas tree, December 1943.

The town council elections are coming up soon again. I hope I will avoid—and will try to avoid—being reelected. It was a good experience, etc. while it lasted but it takes a lot of time and trouble and I think it ought to be somebody else’s turn to do the job.

Putzie is preparing for X-mas and has all kind of things—a great big carton full of stuff of all kinds. Tree decorations, presents, etc. I don’t know where she gets all the stuff—I don’t give her a lot of money—poor girl. According to plan, at least, we’ll have a X-mas tree all decked out with lights and stuff.We have a good time on X-mas.

I have to do shopping this weekend—according to orders from the boss.

Please don’t give my address to anybody.There are Captains in the Army  who live up here who don’t know what we are doing (even Majors). I’m not supposed to see anyone. I’d like to see Stappler when he comes and I’ll try hard as hell to get permission to see him—and I might be successful;—but, don’t give people my address because I might have to disappoint them.

LOVE,

RICH.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 7, 1944

Monday

 

Dear Mom,

I have instituted a new system. I was skidding in that Thursday routine so now I’ll make it Monday. On Monday between supper and the town council meeting I have almost an hour (which this week is half eaten into already by business) which I will use to write in.

You asked twice about Arline. I didn’t answer last time because I was waiting to see the Doc. I missed him Sunday and I won’t wait again. The situation is:1. Her coughing has reduced markedly—about 3 times a day—so she is being taken off codeine.
2. She is gaining weight—not however, uniformly, but about 1# or 1 1/2 a week on the average—some weeks none—others 2, etc.
3. She is feeling generally well—eats fair to good—digests everything O.K. etc.
4. Her sedimentation rate (a high one indicates infection) which used to be 18 in N.J. is 23 now. (The scale runs to 28, 7 is normal).
5. The sputum test (a high one means lots of germs) which used to be X is now I (the scale runs I to X—less than I means no germs—so called negative).
6. No x-rays have been taken recently.
7. Temperature has been essentially normal for a month. I don’t know about pulse.


Except for 4. everything is better. Test 5 is unreliable however, it will have to be taken over, taking samples all during the day instead of just once. I will talk it over with Doc. to see what he says. Putzie quotes him as not understanding 4 but not taking it seriously, and generally thinking she has improved. I’ll see him Sunday.

[image: 010]

Feynman, 1944.

Mrs. G.6 being here may have had something to do with it but is probably not the whole story because the improvement started somewhat before Mrs. G.’s arrival, and furthermore last time she was here Putzie was getting worse and was very bad when she left. Perhaps the gain in weight was due to her cooking good things to eat—I believe that the gain will continue.

T.B. has its ups and downs, however, and one needn’t get discouraged when it gets bad—nor should one necessarily be encouraged when it gets better. Patience. (You see you always envied me when I didn’t get all sorrowful and despondent about bad things—but on the other hand I don’t get the fun of leaping around for joy when things seem to be turning out good. Don’t get me wrong—I’m not sad, I’m just not wildly happy. I’ll get that way, however, if this keeps up and looks permanent.)

Oh say, I’m sorry but it is discouraged that people come to see other people here. I got special permission to go to Albuquerque while Mrs. G. was there. I’d have trouble to see you if you were to come because it couldn’t readily be argued that you came to see Arline primarily and it was none of their business.You can, of course, do that, but I don’t think I could get to see you. It’s kind of tough and I miss you all. We’ll have to wait for the end of “hostilities.”

So long,

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 29, 1944

Dear Mom,

Don’t feel so bad about your typing. It is OK and getting better all the time. Certain errors ought to be watched out for, like bixxard instead of buzzard.You almost shocked me for a while. It is pretty good now tho. In a little while you should start the practice of correcting each error where you make it, with an eraser, etc. after you get a little better. It slows one up a lot, but it is the only way to get a finished job.

I haven’t worked on Pop’s codes for the last week so there is no news on that at all.

Instead, I gave, last Thursday, a little talk. We have a math club up here which meets once in 2 weeks. I had to give the second talk in the series. My subject was,“Some interesting properties of numbers.” It was all arithmetic— nothing harder—just arithmetic. I had some nerve showing just arithmetic to all the mighty minds around here—but I swear that was all it was. Unfortunately I didn’t have any problems whose answer was 7 oranges so you might not have enjoyed it. But Moose and Pop would have had a swell time.

[image: 011]

The Feynman family, 1940s. From left to right: Richard, Joan, Melville, and Lucille.

Well, all the mighty minds were mighty impressed with my little feats of arithmetic. The marvelous things, apparently without explanation which I demonstrated numbers would do before their very eyes. Then, zip,—I’d reveal the explanation and all would be clear—they should have known it all the time—of course. I went pretty fast and didn’t give them a hell of a lot of time to work out the reason for one fact before I was showing them another—still more amazing. I had a really wonderful time giving it. It was similar to a set of first lectures in algebra which I had conceived of once as the best way to teach that subject—start with arithmetic and work up. People told me later that they had a swell time.They’d come up to me in the halls with proofs of various things I had showed the night before, etc. Well sorry to bore you with all this but it still isn’t seven oranges. Try this one; if oranges in one store are 2 for 5¢, and in another store are 3¢ each, and I buy some oranges in each store, and come out to have spent just 19¢ for oranges, how many did I buy? Right you are! (I won’t ask you how many you bought in each store unless you ask Pop to help—then for Joan we ask, what is the largest number of ¢ that I could have said instead of 19 so that you could still be sure of how many were bought?) (No half-cents you know).

That ought to hold the family for 3 minutes while I tell them I love them all.

RPF




RICHARD FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

While at Los Alamos, Feynman became an expert on the safety of the facilities where active materials were stored, handled, and transported. He traveled to the Oak Ridge National Labratory in April 1944 for the first airplane flight in his life, with hidden documents strapped to his back, to report on the plant’s safety standards.This letter is from a subsequent trip.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I have, naturally, been somewhat busy—but not as busy as I have been the other times I came out here.They didn’t have things planned out very well and I have to stay an extra day to do the work of 1 1/2 days so I am here 3 days.

I hope you haven’t been too miserable while I’m away. Maybe your visitors were able to cheer you up somewhat. I love you and thought of you a lot on the plane trip—when I had time to think. I used to sit in the airport waiting for a connection, smiling to myself and thinking—Putzie is good.

To begin with, the airport forgot to call me at the hotel the way they promised—and so I missed the plane—and got re-routed to another plane route. We got to St. Louis and then I had to stay there a while so I went into town. I had forgotten what a big city was like. Cars, buses, big buildings—and too much noise. Not too pleasant. I went to the movies (and saw Dagwood and Blondie). I also ate supper in a very swanky restaurant—but it was hot so I couldn’t take it and I took off my coat and vest and ate in my shirtsleeves. But nobody complained so it was O.K. I’m not used to all these “comforts of civilization.”

I have seen the Stevensons and was to their house night before last—I am also going tonight.

I have a meeting this morning soon and I had better prepare what I am going to say at it.

To you, darling, I am going to say I love you.

I love you,

R.P.Feynman




ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, AUGUST 22, 1944

Tuesday

RICHARD DARLING

I LOVE YOU

PUTZIE

 

Darling it would be better if you were twins—I think and I know, I need you too—I guess I’ve gone off the deep end again—in the morning I’ll have an intravenous, among other things—I feel phooey dear and only you can change that—can you come darling—if it doesn’t interfere with your work—I love you dear

Your wife

Putzie

 

It’s good to know that even if the medicine fails, there is always your smile, and your hand—it’s effective dearest.




DRAFT OF LETTER FROM RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO RICHARD GUBNER, M.D., DATE UNKNOWN

In late August 1944, a doctor at Equitable Life Assurance Society of the United States wrote to Richard about his expressed interest in ongoing studies on the use of sulfabenamide in the treatment of tuberculosis. “The studies are in a very preliminary stage,” he concluded, “and we have no assurance that the drug is of definite value.” A subsequent letter expressed regret that he was unable to forward any of the drug to individuals, though he did assure them that it was non-toxic, and suggested Richard and Arline “wait for a period of two months.”

 

You wrote us recently to tell us that new information on sulfabenamide would be available in a few months—but that if our case seemed urgent enough there was a small possibility of the release of some of the drug.We were very encouraged by your interest and appreciate it very much.

Since we didn’t know exactly with what demands for the drug we would interfere, it was difficult to judge whether the urgency of the case was at all great enough to warrant asking for the drug at this time. After some discussion, we realized that you were the one in the best position to  make this judgement if we sent you the details about this case. So the doctor (William H.Thearle) is sending you very shortly the results of recent tests and other facts about my wife’s case. Could you decide for us the reasonable thing to do? If you want additional information let us know.

We realize that we are asking you to do something that we should have done. Could we assume tho, that we are just asking you for advice, so that we would continue to assume the responsibility for having followed your advice? In that way you should feel as little uncomfortable as possible. If, for example, you suggest that we wait for a few months, that the drug shows promise at the end of that time, but that by waiting it has come too late to help us.

We do not want to interfere to any extent with your experiments, either by cutting into the drug supply, or by taking up your time now with these matters. The experiments are certainly more important than any individual case. We are grateful, therefore, for all the time you have been able to give us.

 

Sincerely,

Richard P. Feynman

 

A supply of sulfabenamide was forwarded to the doctor supervising Arline’s case in December 1944.




ARLINE FEYNMAN TO RICHARD P. FEYNMAN, JANUARY 31, 1945

My dearest darling I love you—you became such a part of my life in the last few days, I feel lost without you. I’m happy tho’, thinking about you and knowing you’ll be here soon.We’ll be close together again, talking and reading and sharing lots of jokes about being married and its tribulations (like Nelson!). Snuggle is showing him the town—which gives me extra time. Darling we have such fun living together, being a man and his wife—it becomes more wonderful daily—and I mean wonder-full—it’s glorious and deep and lasting emotion—I’m very much in love with Richard, the man, the husband, the lover, the father, the scientist, the dope (if you’ll pardon the expression). I love you Richard—you reach into me, you fill every part of my mind and body. I didn’t mean dope dear, I meant the foolish, fun-loving you (it was a poor choice of words). I’m in love with your honesty, your clean-cut reasoning, your straightforwardness and your strength—your belief in us and our enduring love.

We’ll never have enough time to use up all the love we have.

Your wife and girlfriend

Putzie

 

P.S. Hope you got back O.K. Monday—it was cold at night—how about those long shorts?




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, DATE UNKNOWN

Thurs Morn

 

Dear Putzie:

I got your letter and I’ll see you this weekend. I’ll mail your letter to Lola too.

Last night I awoke at 3:45 AM for some screwy reason and couldn’t go to sleep again so I washed socks. There were a million of them. It took two hours. And then I took a shower and went back to bed (at 6) and awoke this morning at 8.

The rest of the laundry I’ll do some other time—they have washing machines here that cost 25¢ per hr. to use and maybe I will do that. Ironing shirts requires learning I guess.

How’s everything?

I love you, darling.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 1945

Tues. night

 

Hello Sweetheart:

I love you. It feels good to write to you. I have a problem which I can’t handle and I’d like to discuss it with you. Maybe you would know what to do.

My wife and I thought that it might be a good idea to move her from Albuquerque to the site. Everything was OK at Albuquerque but we thought it would be better because we could see each other every day instead of once a week and she could meet the people I work with, etc. and all in all we would have more of a life together.

It didn’t work out well however. She has been here 2 1/2 days and has cried almost all that time. She is unhappy because of a large number of things. For instance, when she coughs and needs an injection for it, it is some time after she rings the buzzer before the nurse comes—and even then there is an argument whether four hours are up since the last one and whether she really needs it. She is worried, and I think not too unjustly, that she will cough too much some time and ring for the nurse and she’ll choke before the 15 or 20 min. it sometimes takes the nurse to come. Again, she would like certain changes in diet (although she hasn’t talked this over with the dietician yet).The first day she was very unhappy about the visiting hours, because it appeared that I might not be able to see her all day Sunday. This has been fixed since. Other things that bother her are the noise from the nearby children’s ward, the fact that her door is closed always, the oxygen tank runs out too quick, etc. Her general complaint is that the nurses don’t know much about caring for TB and I have the general feeling although I may be all wet that she also doesn’t like the general harshness of sticking to the rules attitudes which the army nurses have and is used to a more gentle view as taken by the more elderly and less busy (I think) nurse at her old sanatorium. (For instance, the nurses at the other san would argue, but more gently, (I guess) as to whether she ought to get a hypo—and they in this way tried to help her cut down the amount she took. She took of course no offense to this.)

Now in view of all these things she is quite unhappy, and wants to return immediately to Albuquerque. She thinks of all kinds of ways to speed up the process (she can’t go immediately because room is not available presumably), as for example taking a room with less than optimum nursing care and having her mother come from New York to take care of her. She is very upset and equally insistent that something be done to move her right away. She wants immediate action.

In my eyes, however, most of the major difficulties might easily be overcome—just as the visiting hours was—and many of the others are so minor that they only require getting accustomed to.The reason I hesitate to move back to Albuquerque as soon as we possibly can is that I think there is a great deal to be gained in our mutual happiness by having us together if she could become acclimated to the changes, and I think that in fact in time she would be able to take an easier going less fault finding attitude—and a much more cooperative attitude toward the people which are trying to take care of her.

This last point is where she entirely disagrees with me and takes the attitude that things here are hopelessly awry and incurably bad from the point of view of her being well taken care of.

Now the obvious (to my mind) solution to all this is to take it easy have patience and just wait and see whether things can be made to get better, and to wait and see if she really could get used to new things and be really happy here, or whether indeed, they are hopelessly awry.

But she thinks it a forgone conclusion that she can never possibly be happy here and that’s that. But she is almost hysterically upset and picks on any difference no matter how slight to show the failings of this place. She is actually unreasonable, I think, in her criticisms and wild in her plans of what to do. (E.g., leave to go home to her mom—etc., etc.—things (I hope) she would never really do).

Should I give up trying to do what I think is the reasonable thing (i.e., take a calmer attitude of wait and see—2 1/2 days is a short time to make adjustments) and go hog-wild into trying to move her back to Albuquerque immediately as she wants now?

Put it one more way; she says she is weak and can’t take the changes. She says she is weak and can’t argue the point with me. She says she is weak and can’t tell, for example, the dietician what she wants—it is too much effort. So weak, therefore, that there is no hope of solving the problems and she wants to go back.

But she has been weak before—and gradually became stronger as we talked things over.This time she says she is so weak physically and mentally that she won’t get strong enough to deal with the problems sensibly.

All I want to wait for is for her to get and feel strong enough to explain her needs patiently as many times as necessary to those who take care of her—and to feel strong enough to explain the problem in a reasonable way to me so that I’ll see that it is reasonable to return to Albuquerque.

I think I can in time get her strong enough mentally to face the problems in a reasonable way, and weigh the pros and cons and explain to me how it lives up.

On the other hand, if I fail, this time is all time during which she is unhappy—miserable would be more accurate—and why stall around with her unhappy just because I overestimate her potential strength and powers of adjustment?

Should I be the strong one in the family and try to pull her up to me and then do what looks best to both of us when we are both strong (which may of course be to go to Albuquerque) or should I give in to tears and weakness and do what appears as hysterically necessary to us if we are both  weak? The question I want to answer first is not whether we go back to Albuquerque or not, but rather in what frame of mind we should be when we decide to go back or not.

I honestly don’t know—but I hope you could give me some advice.You see the problem from the other side. The real trouble is the urgency, because if I hesitate to think about it she remains, perhaps, unhappy that much longer.Yet all I’m asking for is time.

What do you think? I love you and respect your opinions. I love you.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, FEBRUARY 28, 1945

After an unsuccessful attempt to relocate to the base at Los Alamos, Arline returned to the Albuquerque sanatorium.

 

MRS. RICHARD P. FEYNMAN

BOX 1663

SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO

 

Hello Putzie:

Do you mind if I use my wife’s stationary? It came today—and I think you said I should use it.

Today, I didn’t get any mail so I have nothing to send to you but my love.

I went to the dentist today for a check up. I got my teeth cleaned—but my gums hurt a little now. I have a couple of cavities. My next appointment is for May 26! They are, apparently, quite busy. Should I maybe go to a dentist in Albuquerque? Don’t go and make me an appointment now.

How is everything down there? I’m anxious to know whether you got over the excitement of the trips and stay here in a reasonable time. I hope you are feeling better, certainly safer.

Tonight we had the usual meeting, which I went to. But now I want to go to bed early in accordance with our plan.

It is only 10 o’clock so I can get 9 1/2 hours sleep.

I have several books and pictures and stuff of yours which I ought to bring down. I’m not sure but I think the six crates and ten cartons went off today. Pleasant dreams to you when you get it and each box has to be lifted over your bed to get them on the porch. Wow, what a mess. It might be easier to move your bed out to one side on the porch and then move it back when all the boxes are put in place. Poor Putzie.

I love you, sweetheart—even with the six crates and ten cartons.

I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 2, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

I got two nice letters from you yesterday. One was a poem. Pretty good. Don’t try to write if you feel so bad. I’ll be down to see you Saturday. It is good you can always rely on your mom to take care of you if all else fails. Then you’ll have someone day and night. Pretty good.

Whatever you worry about these days, don’t worry about the expense. It really doesn’t amount to much and we have saved lots of dough just for needs like this.

I was up till 5 AM last night (or this morning) working out a way to simplify operations and make them faster on the machines. I think I’ve worked out a real improvement. It was a lot of fun too. I expected to sleep real late this morning to compensate but instead I woke up at 9:30 and couldn’t go back to sleep. Now it is 10 AM (and I love you).

I thought you’d feel too exhausted to write so I called Mrs. Masterson last night and told her that you were all set and thanked her very much, etc.

I have a few ideas I just got this morning that I’d like to try out, so I guess I’ll be going to work.

So long, sweetheart. Everything will probably come out O.K. I love you. I’ll see you tomorrow. I love you.

Husband




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 5, 1945

Monday, 3:30 PM

 

Dearest Putzie:

You aren’t going to like this too well—but I was up all night last night working on stuff. I got to bed at 8AM. I slept until now.

I think I will take it easy till suppertime and take a walk into the mountains for two or three hours. It will be fun. I haven’t gone walking in the daytime for a long time. It is a little cold and there was snow on the ground when I went to bed, but it might be fun anyhow. I’ll put on some extra warm socks and another sweater. Gee it is a good idea.

I met Thoma on the bus going back from Albuquerque. Thoma is the one who went with me and two girls that time two years ago—for a walk. Before his wife was up here.

His wife took their kid Teaberry and herself home around Christmas time for a vacation.While she was away he got a court order saying she was getting a divorce. He was completely surprised and bewildered, and still is. He still (although he spoke to her) doesn’t understand why she left him. He knows it has absolutely nothing to do with other women. It has something to do with his being so busy and working so hard that she thought he wasn’t a good enough father toward the kid—he thinks maybe.

I think that if a woman wants to leave a man after he has taken care of her for so long she should at least have the courtesy to tell him about it herself and talk it over as the trouble arises (instead of shocking him with a court order out of a blue sky etc.), but even more particularly it is her duty to see to it that the man understands clearly the reasons for her separating.

Never fear my love. I’m still trusting you to love me forever—and I know I will love you forever too.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 7, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

I had a nice walk yesterday into the mountains.There are lots of places there to go and I think I will try to go more often.

Because I woke up so late yesterday I didn’t want to go to bed too early last night—so I went to sleep at 3 AM and woke up at 11 AM today. So I lazed around until 12 and ate lunch and now I am writing to you.

I walked up to the base of the hills and said, “I’ll climb this one,” but when I got close I found I was separated from it by a big deep canyon so I kept going uphill along one side of the canyon until I got to the top of a ridge neighboring the hill I had wanted to climb.There the canyon disappeared and I could have made the intended hill—except my alarm clock—which I had taken with me to tell time said I was up 1 1/4 hours and so I’d  better go back if I wanted to get in in time for supper. So I went back down.

I had a piece of iron pipe about 5 feet long for a walking stick—so now my hand is stiff and it is hard to hold the pencil.

There was snow on the hills and I used the stick to prod it so I didn’t go over any that was too deep. Actually none of it was too deep.

I worked after supper.

And how are you, darling?

I love you.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 8, 1945

Hello Darling,

I’m glad you are feeling better. I got two letters from you yesterday. If you want to move into a bigger room, go ahead—it might be nicer for you. Only it better have a porch if I know you.

I took a shower this morning (I went to bed 11:30 and woke up 9 or 10 and lazed around).The shower has tin walls so I had a wonderful time making noise.

Now it is nearly 12 o’clock and I’m going to eat lunch soon. I sure am taking it easy, taking the morning off.

Last night I went for a walk—and discouraged the guard that guards the gate at night. I showed him an open gate in the fence not 50 yards from where he was checking passes.The gate was wide open with a road leading to and away from it and a car could easily have been driven through. So they closed it.Then I walked further and found (1) another big gate across a road wide open so a car could go thru, (2) a doorway cut in the fence so people could walk thru. I went thru the second (and passed a man going thru the other way) and came around to the guard again from the inside and he was very surprised. I explained it to him and the officer in charge—but I bet they don’t do anything.

It is crazy anyway.They only guard that gate in the nighttime—so only nocturnal spies are kept out. If the army needs manpower they might as well take that guard off his post.

So long, sweetheart. I’ll see you soon. I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 10, 1945

Hello Putzie:

I suddenly realize that I have to figure out my income tax by next week. I better start soon. I think I’ll bring what I can Saturday and fill out our monthly expense charts, and then I can go back and work on it Monday Night. It isn’t as hard as everyone says, and it is fun because you can figure that every idea you get has just saved you so and so much money.

A girl, named Jane, from the hospital here called me to find out how you were, etc. She said she is coming this weekend, to Albuquerque. She is going to visit you either Saturday night or Sunday.

I didn’t get to bed until 3 last night again, but I didn’t wake up until 10:30 so I guess that is O.K., or isn’t it.

Today is Friday so I will see you tomorrow.

I am going over to the boss’ house (Hans).7 I said I would watch their kid Henry, in exchange for reading the Encyclopædia Britannica. Only tonight they have also invited me to supper so really I get double pay for minding the kid.

That’s all the news, darling, so I will say so long, and I love you.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 13, 1945

The mathematical symbols that Richard used for his epithet are his, not mine.

 

Tues. Night

 

Dearest Putzie:

Lots of things happened today. First, I found out about the boxes. The x±<= people up here didn’t send them out from there yet. Anyway, it has its compensations because I was able to get income tax dope out of the  boxes. (1) It was not in the big wooden crate. (2) It was, luckily, in the second crate I tried. (3) Not all of the stuff on finances was in the red and white striped box, as I find now—but only stuff for the last half year. However, I worked on the stuff tonight and found I had nearly all the dope and could figure everything sufficiently close with what I had.You will have to file a return again this year. I will mail it to you. All you have to do is sign it and mail it right out.Your return will be late therefore and so we are subject to some penalty, in principle, but I think since it will be a day or two late at most I don’t think it will make any difference and the collector won’t say anything. I’ll send you all that tomorrow.

Right now I’m working and in between waiting for one machine or another to finish its job—I’m writing to you. Also in between, I am loving you.

The boxes should start out tomorrow.

I am not going home next week. I spoke to the boss and he said almost surely there would be some business in New York that I would be a good guy to send out on. And that means I can kill two birds with one stone and also get my carfare paid. So I’ll wait.

I was surprised to hear about your Mom being so sick. She should try to go home as soon as possible. Tell her to take the train. (If she needs dough I’ll pay her way.) It is too hard for a sick person to take the bus—and she’d feel better as soon as she went to lower altitude I bet.

So long sweetheart. It is 4 AM Wed. Morn.

I love you.

I didn’t write yesterday.

I Love You.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 14, 1945

Wed. Night

 

Dearest Putzie:

Enclosed you will find an envelope. Pull it out, and remove what is in it—your income tax returns). As you remove it in front of you will appear two dotted lines—each marked with a penciled X (bottom of page 1 of return). One is marked (signature of taxpayer)—sign your name there—the other is (date)—put the date you do the signing there. Don’t cheat on the  date because the return is late or some more obscure reason. Sign it and date it when you sign. That is all you do. Put it back in the envelope—seal it and mail it.Then sometime this next year you will receive a check for $203.06—just give it to me.

If you want to read the report before you sign, that is more honest. But don’t forget to enclose the slip marked WITHHOLDING RECEIPT.

Want the story on our taxes? I had to pay $30.08 and you get a credit of $203.06 so we get a net credit of $173. Last year we had a $263 credit (we got paid $282 because it was 10 months late so they give us interest). However, the total tax last year was only $314 (they withhold dough from your pay—that is where you get the credit).This year it is (mine and yours) $489.43. They held back $662.40 from the salary tho so we make $173 credit.

The boxes went out today. I labeled them and helped pack them on the truck so I know, at least, they were sent on their way to Santa Fe for Santa Fe Trailways to be sent to you collect.

Have you got a nurse yet?

How is your mom?

Should I come to Albuquerque before Sat.?

I love you little darling. I love you.

RPF

 

P.S. Don’t worry about the tax return being late. It cannot possibly amount to more than $6 (for 30 day late) and I doubt they will make any penalty for a few days. NO STRIPES FOR ME—I MEAN YOU. YOUR  RETURN IS THE LATE ONE—MINE IS ON TIME!! Ha Ha.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 18, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

I think I’ve been working a little too hard again this week. I got enough sleep usually but I went to bed at 3 and got up at 11 most of the time.The trouble is that it busts up my schedule so that I am always too tired to write to you and I put it off till morning or something and then after a while a day’s gone and you have missed a letter.

I went to the house of a couple that you don’t know last night.The guy used to be an instructor at Cornell. The girl used to work in a zoo for a while or something—anyway she likes animals.They have two dogs—one  of which is due to have pups soon. She took the latter to the veterinarian and he inspected the dog and said,“Nice nipple development” at which she looked down modestly and said, “Oh, thank you.”—much to the doctor’s embarrassment.

There was another fellow there too—so this guy played the UKE while the husband played the clarinet and I banged on the furniture, etc. with various objects. After that we saw pictures (Kodachrome) of Ithaca, N.Y., of New Mexico and of his wife in revealing poses (pictures I said).

Today I got up early for a meeting but something was haywire with the clock and I am 1/2 hour early.

Also today I am going to see you. I love you very much. So long, sweetheart.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 22, 1945

Thurs. Morn.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I got a very good letter from you yesterday. I’m glad I can straighten you out and make you happy so easily. Only I rather wish it would take and last longer—not because I mind talking to you, but because you wouldn’t have those periods of unhappiness before I can get to talk to you.

In the letter was a little note—“Things to Remember”—one item of which was emphasized with green ink. Namely “Rest and Relaxation.” Altho it was only 3 in the afternoon (Wed.), after reading that I went to bed immediately—and slept for 17 hrs. until 8 this morning (Except for a 1 hour intermission because some louse named Julius was practicing playing the recorder—an infernally popular wooden tube for making noises bearing a one-one correspondence to black dots on a piece of paper—in imitation to music—producing a weird cat-call like effect).

In order to explain this unusual behavior of mine might I say (1) The group leader of the group I am taking care of broke his leg skiing. (2) We had to prepare things to start a new problem. (3) We run 24 hours shifts. (4) Nobody knows what’s going on except me and the guy with the busted leg—and I don’t know it so good. Hence I was up from 8 AM Tues. morn to 3 PM Wed. night, 31 hrs. and by that time the new problem was running smoothly.

And where were we when I woke up? Exactly where we were when I went to sleep! Somebody made an error 15 min. after I left and we had to go back, correct it, and start over from there.That is why I have to work so hard. I’ll have to think of another way of administering things so that I personally don’t have to be there to keep things going right.

And I love you, thru it all.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MARCH 27, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

My upper lid is kind of swollen today so I can’t open it fully. I am going to the doc to see what it is at ten this morning. If this writing is cockeyed it is because I see it only thru one eye. I suppose it is just a big sty, but it is so damn big that I want to check up.

Sunday night I went to bed at 11:30 to 7:30 and last night 12 to 8 so I am back at normal hours. I get three meals a day and 8 hours sleep and I’m going to try to keep it up. Last night after supper I went for a short ride in Claus’ new car—he just got it.8 We went to where some Indian caves were and crawled around in those a while—then it was dark so we came back to work.

Things have calmed down here now for a while, and, except for minor disturbances the fellows seem to be able to take care of all the problems almost by themselves.

I am writing this Tuesday Morning. I love you Tuesday Morning. But that is just a symptom of a far more extensive ailment. I love you always. You are a nice wife. I like to come to visit you—and I wish it were Sat. already—which it nearly is.

How did you make out this week?

I love you, little Putzie.

So long,

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 3, 1945

Tuesday Morning, 10 AM

 

Dearest Putzie

You will be interested in two things. First, yesterday I got everything going smoothly and so now I won’t be working late hours anymore (I worked till 12 last night), and second, I took a shower. I slept late this morning just for fun and I’m beginning to take a more relaxed view of life (I even read a book for a 1/2 hour before I went to sleep). I think the worst is over and now I can take it easy.

There is a third thing you will be interested in. I love you.You are a strong and beautiful woman.You are not always as strong as other times but it rises and falls like the flow of a mountain stream. I feel I am a reservoir for your strength—without you I would be empty and weak like I was before I knew you—but your moments of strength make me strong and thus I am able to comfort you with your own strength when your stream is low.

I find it much harder these days to write these things to you—there isn’t quite the personal intimate contact that I used to get out of letters. I will come Sunday and tell them to you—I will love you Sunday.

No news from here. Oh yes, we have a regular gestapo up here. They took a guy for over an hour in a smoke filled room with men sitting around in the dark—just like in the movies—firing questions at him to prove he was a Communist.They didn’t succeed—because he wasn’t.The poor guy couldn’t work good the next day because they got him out of bed the night before.They claim they are trying to keep spies out of this place. It is dopey, because they leave the gates open at night often by mistake. Don’t get scared tho they haven’t found out that I am a relativist yet!

I love you sweetheart,

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 4, 1945

Wed Morn

 

Hello Putzie:

I did work a little late last night (1 AM) but I slept until 10 this morning.

It was cold as negative hell around here yesterday because it was snowing and windy and etc.

Yesterday afternoon just after lunch a man I hardly knew, living at Fuller Lodge, asked me to pick a lock to a storeroom. It seems the keepers of Fuller Lodge mislaid the key to the gate lock to a storeroom that he had to put his stuff in. So I collected 2 paperclips, one screwdriver, a nail and a few other miscellaneous objects to impress him, and opened the lock in about 2 minutes with one of the paper clips and the screwdriver. He was quite impressed, and happy—as was I because I’m not too good at it and often fail. I used to be much better, but I lost the touch a little I think.The other night I picked a Yale lock to the place where I sleep in the tech area. Altho I had the key I wanted to win a bet. Did I tell you how I broke into a file cabinet to get the contract for the ski-tow association when they were going to have a big meeting and needed it? I was sitting in Julius’ room and these two guys come running up the stairs panting and saying, “Oh there he is, thank god!” After that I couldn’t help but get the thing out of the locked file for them. I still haven’t figured out a way to get into my own steel safe without knowing the combination.That will surely be a triumph if I ever do that.

The key to my interest in all this is probably because I like puzzles so much. Each lock is just like a puzzle you have to open without forcing it. But combination locks have me buffaloed.

You do too, sometimes, but eventually I figure out you. I love you, too.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 12, 1945

Thursday Morning

 

Hello Putzie:

I’ve got to write to you more often. Give me a little bawling out Sunday. I’ve been busy these last few days, as usual—but I’ve gotten enough sleep.The worst was Tues. night when I went to bed at 2:30—but I didn’t get up till 12. Last night I went to bed at a reasonable time (11:30). By a great exertion of will-power, I left work at 11:15 just after the graveyard shift came on.Yesterday we found an error which I made and which made us start one of the problems all over again—putting us back to Saturday or so—but, by putting all hands on deck in 3 hours we  had the problem started over and ready for the machines—and all in all we lost only about 1 day. Except for that debacle I had expected things to be relatively calm the latter half of this week—and I still think they will be. The first thing I’ll do when things calm down is go for a walk or something for an hour. I haven’t taken over an hour off (Except the hour I drove around with Claus in his new car) for three weeks except the weekends when I visit you. Those are good. They set me up for another week.

I love you, little Putzie. I’m sorry I’m working so hard I don’t have time to think about us and write to you like I used to.

I love you, darling. Feeling better?

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 19, 1945

Thursday Night

 

Dearest Putzie:

Julius borrowed my clock so I don’t know exactly what time it is, but is before 12 I think.

I almost got home at 11:30 but just as I got to the door the fire siren went off so I went off to help with the fire. By the time I got there—which was in just a minute or two—the fire was out. Just a flare up of chemicals that was gotten under control right away. Some guy driving in his pajamas gave me a hitch over there. When I got there my group of fellows who were on shift were milling around wanting to know if they could help—so I took them along too—but there was nothing to do.

I haven’t heard from you—but don’t write if you don’t feel like it. I’ll be down Saturday at the usual time of 8:30 or so, unless I miss a bus again. If I can get a good hitch I might even make it sooner—maybe.

Two of the guys on one of the shifts got sick at the same time—damn it. And I want to start a new job tomorrow! The fellow that broke his leg isn’t back yet.

Pretty soon I’ll be the only one left to work on the job.

Keep working darling—the stakes are high. I’ll see you Sat. How’s it going? Drink a glass of milk.

I love you, sweetheart.

RPF
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At the sanatorium, 1945.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 21, 1945

Sat. Morn.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I got your postcard. I’ll come and give you strength this afternoon.

I went to bed at 12 last night—but didn’t write you a letter because I was too tired. I didn’t shave either. I just shaved this morning.The last time I shaved was when I was in Albuquerque—Sunday night. Five days. I’d just as soon quit shaving altogether, but you look so damn dopey and it isn’t too comfortable (I mean, I look so damn dopey—you look dopey whether I shave or not—I love you).

I’ve been working everyday so there is no news. I go to bed OK now—but still I work from 8:30 AM to 11:30 PM with 2 hours off for lunch and supper, or 13 hours a day. I remember my $20/week (or was it a month?) job at the Arnold Hotel which was 11 hrs. one day, 13 the next, alternately. That was harder than this because it wasn’t as interesting and the hours weren’t voluntary. In 3 days I nearly do a 40 hr. week—in four days over 48, so if I took off all of Saturday and Monday (and Sunday) each week, I’d  still be doing enough to earn my paycheck (in the opinion of those who pay me, I mean—between us, I don’t know).

Maybe I’ll get a chance today to find out how to go about getting a sensible doc. to look at you.

I love you, little Putzie.

Drink a glass of milk.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 24, 1945

Tues. Morn.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I love you.

There was no excitement on the trip back up here.

Say maybe you got a notice from the income tax collector. Forget it, it’s OK—it just means they are transferring records from Camden, N.J. to Albuquerque, New Mexico.

About finances. Per month: in round figures



	Dr.Therale	10-
	Nurses	300-
	Room and Oxygen	200-
	Cash To Me	50-
	My Rent	40-
	600-
	Income	300
	Loss/Month	300-


 

We lose $300 per month, and have over $3300 so we can last 10 months (assuming no extra costs for operations, etc.). Do you think it necessary to sell the ring and piano now? It is up to you. Should I go back to eating at the mess hall—in ten months, it will save $150.

Say, looking at the list of expenses I see something that looks like lack of balance. The doctor is only $10 and all the rest is $500. I think we do not have sufficient medical supervision and are being overcharged for things at the San. I don’t know quite what to do about it tho’.What do you think?

I slept OK last night. I’m going to bed regular hours—getting enough sleep, etc.Things have calmed down a lot.

I’ll see you soon again.

Drink a glass of milk. Is your temp too high—well, remember and drink it for me later.

I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, APRIL 25, 1945

Wed Morn.

 

Hello Putzie:

I got to bed a little later than usual—2 PM and slept till 10. I won’t do that anymore. I love you—and I see how bad everything would get if on top of all else I were to get sick. I will work hard to stay well from here on in.

I got a postcard from you with the good news that you are trying hard. Keep it up. How about a bottle of milk now? The card also implied that a watch was being sent by you—I haven’t gotten it yet.Why didn’t you leave it there and I’d work on it Sunday. I don’t have much time up here—and fewer tools, no oil.

I just read over the chapter on repair of watches in the book on “Time and Timekeepers.” There are more and more elaborate ways of cleaning a watch as the watch gets more expensive. I’d just as soon work only on cheap watches—but I suppose I’ll get an expensive one someday. Perhaps I better practice on my good watch which is in a hell of a state because I fooled around with it so much.

I just got it out to look at it. It seems to be OK except that the minute hand is missing. It works OK otherwise tho. I found another dollar watch too which has a bent hairspring. Should I fix that up and give the watch to you? Do you want it?

In the old days watches were so inaccurate that they only had hour hands—the minute hand, if one, would be off so far that it would be useless. I see that with just the hour hand on my watch I can easily tell time to five minutes or less without the minute hand. I think I’ll carry it around and try it.

I love you, little one.

I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 2, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

The prof. under whom I worked at Princeton, John, is coming out here today and I have to meet him at the train. Isn’t that nice. I’ll get all the news of Jeanette and Tita and Jamey or whatever their names are.

I haven’t seen him in a long time—it will be real good to see him again. It is nice that they send me out as the welcoming committee. That is because I was his student, and also because some of the things he wants to know, I know. This is all a result of stuff I told that Colonel the time I had to leave you all of a sudden.

Drink some milk!

You are a nice girl. Every time I think about you, I feel good. It must be love. It sounds like a definition of love. It is love. I love you.

I’ll see you in two days.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 3, 1945

For a short time Richard and Arline believed she was pregnant.The “Friedman test” refers to a pregnancy test that involves injecting some of the woman’s urine into an unmated female rabbit. The ovaries of the rabbit are then examined to determine whether the woman is pregnant.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I got your letter about the negative test. I saw the Doc. up here. He says that they can make the test at the Van Atta Laboratories in Albuquerque because (he thinks) they have rabbits there. He says he doesn’t take too much stock in the Friedman test (this was the obstetrician here) and has seen it come out wrong either way. He says feeling the growth in the uterus is the best way. Maybe we can get that doc to poke around again in a month.

I’ll get the x-ray plates for you. I’ll be down Saturday early—around 12:30 if all goes well.

The doc came around special to tell me of a mold growth, streptomycin, which really seems to cure TB in guinea pigs—it has been tried on humans—fair results except it is very dangerous as it plugs up the kidneys or something—and some have nearly been killed by it. He says he thinks they may soon lick that—and if it works it will become available rapidly. I  wonder if Therale could watch the progress of these experiments so if they look good we can know it as soon as possible.

Keep hanging on tho—as I say there is always a chance something will turn up. Nothing is certain.We lead a charmed life.

I love you, sweetheart.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 3, 1945

JULIUS ASHKIN

P.O.B. 1663

SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO

 

Arline,

 

Here’s a note from Richard.

 

Julius Ashkin

 

Hiya Putzie:

The trouble is I’m in the office and didn’t have any stationary so I borrowed this from Julius. It is lucky you sent it to him in the first place. He wrote that at the top so you wouldn’t get a nervous breakdown and figure he was in love with you, when I write: I love you. Because I do love you and my name is not Julius (or Nick) (which reminds me the baby better not be born with a mustache, or I’ll know who!) but Richard, your loving husband.

I only worked till 11 last night so I got to bed early for a change.

Fred’s wife is going to have a baby real soon, she’s at the hospital now and he just left to go over there—I just wished him luck saying, “I hope everything comes out all right.” He has the cigars, and candy (a custom up here, for frail men who don’t smoke cigars, they have candy—I smoke cigars). I get about one free cigar a week up here.

They drained the water out of our pond and have bulldozers and diggers pushing the clay around on the bottom. I don’t know what they are doing, but I’ll bet anyone (I just bet T.A.) even money it doesn’t hold water.

That’s all the news, sweetheart.

I love you.

R.P.

[image: 013]

Richard and Arline, 1945.






RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 9, 1945

Hello Sweetheart:

I don’t think I’ll get drunk anymore. I didn’t do anything to regret—it just wasn’t as much fun as being sober. Last night around 9:30 I was working when the husband of the woman who talks so loud asked me over to their house to celebrate VE day. So I went, and drank more wine than I ever did before. And I got drunker than I ever did before too. I didn’t even think I could act sober if I wanted to—I was making a lot of noise (they got me my drum), etc. I don’t like it because I know I didn’t drum good or make good jokes and I wasn’t all there to appreciate other people’s jokes—I sort of got “individual” and found it hard to pay attention to other people. We went all over the town singing and beating drums, pots and pans, etc. It sounds like a lot of fun but I know I would have enjoyed it better were I more sober.

Late in the evening I went to sleep and then they woke me up and I went home with Claus.

I don’t feel bad this morning, not much hangover or anything. I took a shower and am all fixed up.

I guess every guy has to get pretty drunk once in his life in order to be sure he doesn’t like drink.

Same with smoking, after cigarettes, pipe and cigars I gave the whole thing up. I’m getting moraller and moraller as I get older—that’s bad.

I think of you a lot—even when I was drunk. I love you very much. I love you. I’ll see you soon, darling.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 10, 1945

For Richard’s birthday on May 11, Arline sent away for fake newspapers announcing his birthday. They were delivered to the base at Los Alamos and widely distributed.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I love you.

Last night I ate over at T.A.’s house. We had spaghetti and meat balls. Three big meat balls each.We all got too full and had lots of trouble eating the strawberry shortcake for dessert.

This place is flooded with newspapers—the Herald I believe! “Entire nation celebrates birth of R.P. Feynman!” Gee whiz, from all the newspapers it is almost true.They have copies tacked to the wall where I work and people borrowed copies to take home to their wives. Big news. Maybe I’ll get some presents out of it—or maybe they’ll just give me 27 socks on the back.Anyway, I would have forgotten that my birthday is so close if I hadn’t been so forcibly reminded.

I love you, thru it all tho.You are a nice wife.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 11, 1945

Friday

 

Dearest Putzie:

Lots of people are wanting copies of that newspaper to show to other people, etc. News sure gets around. I suppose this is my birthday today.

How are you feeling on my birthday?

Hans got a newspaper too and made some comment about you being wonderful. I took it to be sarcasm of course, even if he didn’t sound like he meant it that way (I think, not for publication, that you are wonderful—but how your trying to embarrass your husband proves that, I don’t know).

I think maybe I’ll take a few hours off and try to dream up a scheme for embarrassing you.

Moose wrote me a letter which I haven’t answered yet, wondering whether “Mom” knows about the baby—she didn’t know whether to mention it in a letter to her “Mom.”

Paul said when he was in NY he spoke to a doc. about us—the doc says he thinks there is no trouble at all to an abortion. If Therale is worried about anesthetic, because you need oxygen, make it a spinal anesthetic which won’t interfere with breathing at all.

I haven’t heard any news yet. Is the Friedman + or -? If + and the doc can feel something next time he comes, do you think we should do it?

Don’t worry darling.

I love you, darling.

RPF

 

The sudden discussion of abortion must be related to the two letters Arline received from a concerned doctor at the Deborah Sanatorium, where she lived  after she and Feynman were first married. The doctor strongly urged her to “interrupt” any pregnancy immediately: “Do not wait one day longer.” It turned out she was not expecting. Her periods had ceased, probably due to reasons alluded to in the following letter.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 15, 1945

Tues Morn.

 

Hello Sweetheart,

I didn’t write you last night because I was busy—but I’ll write you this morning. If I mail it by noon it will get out in the same mail—I think. I’ll have to find out about that.

I worked till 12:30 last night—because when the new shift came on at 11 only one man came—the other couldn’t get thru the gate because his pass expired Sunday. So I did a lot of telephoning here and there, etc. The result of it all being that I got him in an hour later.We usually have 3 men on a shift, but the third one was sick.

I was just thinking last night, about you as usual.You are getting very thin and show all the symptoms of what looks like starvation.Yet I’m sure, that tho you don’t eat a great deal, you certainly eat enough that you shouldn’t be starving.Why isn’t the food being assimilated? Is your intestinal system on the blink, or is it some other difficulty such as lack of air (although I don’t see how shortage of air could act that way)? If it is the former, would not a direct infusion of food into the blood be a good idea? How about intravenous feeding of sugars and possibly other substances. It might be worth a try. Ask Therale about this and see what he says. Ask him why you keep losing weight so fast on what you eat. If he says you don’t eat enough, then intravenous should help that much more—if you eat as much as you can and take sugar in intravenously too, it’s just that much more. Does a test of your blood show that there is sufficient food being carried around by the blood, but the cells don’t pick it up—in which case intravenous wouldn’t help—or does it show that the blood isn’t getting any food from the digestive system—in which case intravenous would do the trick? Where is the difficulty, at the “digestive system to blood transfer” or at the “blood to cells” transfer? Ask Therale.

I love you, darling.

R.P.F.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 17, 1945

Thurs Morn.

 

Dearest Putzie:

I didn’t write you yesterday.

I got a package from home like I said, containing six shirts from Wender and Goldstein.This is a good thing.

I didn’t find out how to darn my socks. Some woman in the hospital, who has to stay there quietly a while asked me if I had any buttons to sew on or socks to darn—when she found out I had, however, she seemed very disturbed so I won’t bother her. Don’t get worried, she’s the wife of a friend of mine and is in there because of complications connected with pregnancy. You should stop worrying about me and other women. Everything is under control—and I love you only.

Last night I read the encyclopædia: Tuberculosis, Tuff, Tuleremia, Tunicata,Tumor,Turkey and others between which I couldn’t remember. I’d read the TB article before, but there wasn’t much in it.Tuff is the kind of volcanic ash we have around here.The next is a disease of rats and rabbits, a man got the first case in Utah in 1913 and it was on the increase after that. Tunicata is a group of very strange microscopic animals that contain a cellulose (like plants), and have the rare element Vanadium in their blood (where we have Iron, insects have Cu, plants have a similar substance with magnesium (chlorophyll)).Tumors you already know about, and Turkey, the country, also—I didn’t finish the last article.

I was taking care of Henry, the son of Hans. He has grown a lot, and now he can walk. He is a good guy. Didn’t cry the whole time, although he fell on his bottom several times while walking around the house.

That is all the news.

I love you.

RPF

 

Feynman would babysit Henry Bethe in exchange for access to the  Encyclopaedia Brittanica, his favorite book. Decades later, he could recite the subject divisions on the volume covers rapid-fire. 




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 22, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

I didn’t tell you about my trip back here Sunday night. Everything was OK until we got to Española—and there I saw a Ferris wheel and lights and stuff of a carnival so I got out of the bus right there and gave no further thought to how I was going to get back up the hill.

I took a ride on the Ferris wheel and then went on a thing that whirled “chairs” hung by chains around in a circle.They had various things like hoops to throw on nails—baseball tosses etc. to win prizes—which were statues of Christ, etc. I didn’t play those because I didn’t see much in the prizes.

I gave three little kids rides on a little airplane gadget that they were looking at.

It was a very small carnival, but it was fun.

I then started to hitchhike back—the first car by (after about 1/2 min.) stopped and gave me a ride. In fact, I drove it, because the driver was tired. The car had three girls in it. But they were kind of ugly so I remained faithful without even having the fun of exerting will power to do it.

I love you little darling. I thought of you a lot at the carnival.We used to have fun at carnivals. Get better and we’ll do it again.

I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 23, 1945

Dearest Putzie:

I went to a town council meeting last night, there were lots and lots of people there—and lots of excitement.

What had happened was that they had put restrictions on some of the girls’ and men’s dorms—they put MP’s to guard the girls’ dorms and to see that no men were in the girls’ rooms at night, and only men with visitors could be taken into the “dayroom” (a sort of common living room in each dorm) and the lights are to be on in this room all during the night, etc. All dopey restrictions. In all dorms (including mine, for instance) a matron was to be around 24 hrs a day—purpose not clear, obviously to see that there wasn’t too much noise and etc.

Since these restrictions had to do with the homes of the dorm residents  and since they were put on without notification or discussion—the MP’s just appeared—people were rightly sore.They said they could take care of such problems themselves—and some of the dorms organized committees to make rules for quiet etc. for their dorm—a committee to which members who didn’t like something could complain.

I got sore along with the other people and finally made a suggestion that the Town Council be the one to review evidence that people in a dorm can’t get along together and that they suggest remedies, etc.

So they are going to ask for authority to do this.And they are asking that the matrons be there only during cleaning hours in the daytime.We’ll see what comes of it.

They also made up a new one about people on busses needing statements from their foreman to leave here (to check absenteeism) on a weekday. Some freedom.

One guy got up and said if we were prisoners he demanded to know at least which branch of the army captured us.

Quite exciting.

I love you darling. Also I haven’t been in a girls’ dorm for over a year as far as I can remember.

Love,

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 24, 1945

Thursday Night

 

Dearest Putzie:

I miss your letters. Maybe you could get Pop or a nurse to write a postal for you once in a while—telling how you are and that you love me, etc.

We had another meeting of Town Council with dormitory representatives, one representative from each dorm. I had been chosen (last night) (at a meeting I didn’t attend) as representative of my dorm.We hemmed and hawed a while but finally I got an idea and suggested that we all sign a piece of paper saying we wanted to run our own lives, etc.That is what we finally did and two dozen or so names were signed each by a representative of a different dorm (each dorm had chosen a rep.) saying we could run our own problems and lives, if we got into trouble we wanted the Town Council to be authorized to handle it, and that we thought the guys in the  housing administration etc. were a bunch of lunkheads! Or words to that effect. It was good. Maybe we’ll get what we are after.

[image: 014]

Last night I went to eat supper at somebody’s house who you don’t know too well. A metallurgist also there was the Italian man I admire so much—who I think is so smart.We just talked about junk after supper.The food was good and so was the company. As usual I was the only one without a coat or tie. I’m getting good at that. Now I can’t go to anybody’s house with a coat because everybody will be insulted to whose house I go without a coat.

I love you, little darling. How are you? I’ll see you soon again—just 2 days to Saturday.

I love you.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, MAY 31, 1945

Wed. Morn

 

Dearest Putzie:

There is a big forest fire quite a way (about 10 miles) north of here. It  has been going for 2 days now. I can see the smoke out of the window now, and the flames at night.

They asked for volunteers yesterday. So I went out to fight the fire. Unfortunately, it was not very well organized so our work was for naught. We made (170 men) a ditch 18 inches wide thru the forest two miles long about. We had to go by brush and fallen trees and stuff. Quite a job. Only they didn’t leave patrols to patrol it—but told everyone to come down from the mountains just when the fire was coming up toward the ditch. On the way down I saw 4 places where sparks had started smoldering on the other side of the ditch. If patrols were left they could shovel the sparks back or put them out, etc.

Now they have just asked for volunteers again. But I don’t think I’ll go again. All yesterday’s effort was wasted. Anyway I’m busy because I didn’t work yesterday.We were out from 3 PM to 3 AM yesterday.

News: I got a raise. Quite a sizeable one. I used to get $380, minus a lot of taxes and stuff ~ $300. Now I am going to get $450! Minus a lot of taxes and stuff. I don’t know what it will amount to exactly after they subtract taxes but I’ll let you know as soon as I do. It looks like I did a good job on the new job. Well, now that I got the raise I’ll start changing jobs again.

A charmed life as you always say—as our expenses go—so goes our income.

I love you, little sweetheart.

RPF




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, JUNE 6, 1945

Wed. Night

 

My Wife:

I am always too slow. I always make you miserable by not understanding soon enough. I understand now. I’ll make you happy now.

I understand at last how sick you are. I understand that this is not the time to ask you to make any effort to be less of a bother to others. It is not the time to ask any effort at all from you. It is a time to comfort you as you wish to be comforted, not as I think you should wish to be comforted. It is a time to love you in any way that you wish.Whether it be by not seeing you, or by holding your hand, or whatever.

This time will pass—you will get better.You don’t believe it, but I do. So  I will bide my time and yell at you later—now I am your lover, devoted to serving you in your hardest moments. I am your husband, call on me for help—or tell me to go—as you prefer. I will understand everything. I want to comfort you.

I will come this week and if you don’t want to bother to see me just tell the nurse. I will understand darling, I will. I will understand everything because I know now that you are too sick to explain anything. I need no explanations. I love you, I adore you, I shall serve you without question, but with understanding.

I am sorry to have failed you, not to have provided the pillar you need to lean upon. Now, I am a man upon whom you can rely, have trust, faith, that I will not make you unhappy any longer when you are so sick. Use me as you will. I am your husband.

I adore a great and patient woman. Forgive me for my slowness to understand. I am your husband. I love you.

 

Arline Feynman died on June 16, 1945.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO LUCILLE FEYNMAN, AUGUST 9, 1945

The world’s first atomic bomb was detonated in the New Mexico desert on July 16, 1945.

 

Dear Mom—

Now I am in Cincinnati, waiting for a plane out. Am I dumb.You must have all gotten a good laugh at the absent-minded guy that thinks his sister goes to school in the summer time. I realized my error about a half hour after I sent Joan the telegram.

There is lots in the newspaper about the atomic bomb now, so I know some things I can tell you about. Remember, I left Saturday night on the plane. I got in Sunday near noon (Albuquerque) and was met by an army car and taken to the site, arriving three o’clock. I went right to the boss’s house. His wife had made sandwiches, etc. We were all scheduled to leave on busses at 5 P.M. (so I made it by two hours) to go south, about 100 miles south of Albuquerque because we were to witness an experimental trial of our bomb. It was scheduled for 4 A.M. Monday morning—weather permitting. There were (now I’m flying) three busloads of anxious scientists. Interesting events en route were, first three busloads of anxious scientists  stopped, waited at the side of the road while one especially anxious scientist (not me) got off and went into the bushes for a while. Second—Albuquerque, the largest town in New Mexico was swamped—all drug stores, cafes, etc. were full of the same guys when we stopped for refreshments on the way down, showing how small Alb. really is. We eventually arrived at our vantage point on a ridge overlooking a great bowl of desert at the center of which, 20 miles away, was our gadget. It was mounted on a hundred-foot steel tower but we couldn’t see that.We knew where to look because of searchlights, which were shining on it and alternately on the clouds—the weather looked bad.

Dark glasses were distributed (welder’s glasses). I looked at my flashlight through them and could hardly see it.Then everyone sat down to eat and wait for 4 A.M. There I appreciated the efforts of the boss’s wife. Roast chicken and lemonade and chocolate.

We had two radios—one like a police radio to listen to and talk into a ground station—and one to listen to reports from a plane in the air, which was to fly over, take pictures, drop measuring instruments and see how it felt from the air. I ran the radio to the plane. One of the two radios didn’t work—mine. I sweated blood on it. I got reports from some of the men who knew as to what frequency the plane was to transmit. I tuned all around there, changed the position of the antennae, switched every switch on the thing, but no success. Meantime, we had learned that because of the weather, it was to be postponed. All I could get near the right frequency was a San Francisco short wave station playing music. But this enabled me to tune everything as well as possible (there were literally ten dials and no one knew what they were all for—but I found out by experimenting with San Francisco what they all did). Finally I tuned to as accurately as possible where I thought the thing would be as everyone was anxious as hell to find out what was what and they weren’t getting much dope from the other set because the guys at the other end were too busy to answer our questions. I went over to the other radio, hoping to ask them to contact the other station to check what frequency the plane was transmitting on.They were too busy, but when I got back, one of the radio electronics experts among the scientists we had there was happily jumping up and down in front of the set and it was saying as clear as you please, O.K. we see your searchlights over. I felt dumb, I suppose those electronics boys know how to tune radios. I asked him how he did it. He said he didn’t—he just walked past and the voice came out.They had just started to transmit.The reason I didn’t get them before was that they weren’t saying anything.

In a few minutes of listening (around 5 A.M.) to them I heard them say “the shot will be at 5:30, it is now minus thirty minutes.” Everyone set their watches and crowded around the radio.“Minus 10 minutes”—then “Minus 3 minutes.” People scattered over the hill so they wouldn’t be in each other’s way. They took out their dark glasses. Some even put on suntan oil. A bunch of crazy optimists, I thought. I had helped to figure out how powerful the bomb should be. I knew how many things had to go just right to get a really big blast and I wanted a full solid experience if it did go—so I was going to look at it directly—no dark glasses for me. I did get behind the windshield of the weapons carrier which had the radio on it, just so the ultraviolet light, if any, wouldn’t hurt my eyes. I heard a voice of the man at my right—“it ought to be in 15 seconds.” I got behind my glass, stared at the spot.Would it go—would everything go right?

I was blinded by a terrific silver white flash—I had to look away. Wherever I looked an enormous purple splotch appeared—it was just as bright when I closed my eyes. “That,” said my scientific brain to my befuddled one, “is an after-image caused by looking at a bright light—it is not the bomb you are looking at.” So I turned back to look at the bomb. The sky was lit up with a bright yellow light—the earth appeared white.The yellow gradually became darker, turning gradually to orange. In the sky I saw white clouds from above the gadget caused by the sudden expansion following the blast wave—the expansion cools the air and fog-clouds form—we had expected this. Some thing—creates clouds. The orange got deeper, but where the gadget was it was still bright, a bright orange flaming ball-like mass.This started to rise, leaving a column of smoke behind, below looking much like the stem of a mushroom.The orange mass continued to rise, the orange to fade and flicker. A great ball of smoke and flame three miles across it was, like a great oil fire billowing and churning, now black smoke, now orange flame. Soon the orange died out and only churning smoke, but this was enveloped in a wonderful purple glow. Another after—image I thought, but on closing my eyes it did disappear and appeared on opening them again. Others said they saw it too, probably caused by ionized air produced in the great heat. Gradually this disappeared, the ball of smoke rising majestically slowly upward, leaving a trail of dust and smoke behind it.

Then suddenly there was a sharp loud crack followed by resounding thunder. “What was that?” cried the man at my left, a war department representative. “That is the thing,” I yelled back. He had forgotten that sound takes much longer than light to travel, and what we had seen so far was a silent picture—the sound track for which was one minute and forty seconds late. I knew then that the bomb was a success—big as it appeared at twenty miles, I was still more impressed with the solid sound of the thunder echoing in the hills.

We jumped up and down, we screamed, we ran around slapping each other on the back, shaking hands, congratulating each other, guessing at the energy released—it had worked as well as anyone could have dared to expect. Everything was perfect but the aim—the next one would be aimed for Japan, not New Mexico. (continued on way back in Knoxville airport waiting for plane to Cinn.) We finally got into the buses and started home. We asked one of the bus drivers on the way what his impression of the explosion was.“Well, I don’t know—you see I never had an opportunity to see one of these things go off before.”

Later pictures and observations showed that an area almost one mile in diameter was covered by a green glasslike glaze formed by melting the sand at the surface.The sand is brown, the glaze is bright green. It is a wonderful sight from the air to see the green area with the crater at the center, in the brown desert.

Well, when we got back I had the fun of telling lots of people about it. The fellows working for me all gathered in the hall with open mouths, while I told them. They were all proud as hell of what they had done. Maybe we can end the war soon. It was too much to hope. We went back to work.

Some expeditions went out to the mountains around Alb. and saw the sky light up so brightly and worried for a moment that we had miscalculated and all the experimenters six miles away were cooked. It was seen in three states—over two hundred miles in all directions. The head of the Alamogordo Air Base had to put out a statement that they accidentally blew up an ammunition dump.

So long.




RICHARD P. FEYNMAN TO ARLINE FEYNMAN, OCTOBER 17, 1946

This letter is well worn—much more so than others—and it appears as though he reread it often.

 

Thursday, Oct. 17, ’46

D’Arline,

I adore you, sweetheart.

I know how much you like to hear that—but I don’t only write it because you like it—I write it because it makes me warm all over inside to write it to you.

It is such a terribly long time since I last wrote to you—almost two years but I know you’ll excuse me because you understand how I am, stubborn and realistic; and I thought there was no sense to writing.

But now I know my darling wife that it is right to do what I have delayed in doing, and what I have done so much in the past. I want to tell you I love you. I want to love you—I always will love you.

I find it hard to understand in my mind what it means to love you after you are dead—but I still want to comfort and take care of you—and I want you to love me and care for me. I want to have problems to discuss with you—I want to do little projects with you. I never thought until just now that we can do that together.What should we do.We started to learn to make clothes together—or learn Chinese—or getting a movie projector. Can’t I do something now. No. I am alone without you and you were the “idea-woman” and general instigator of all our wild adventures.

When you were sick you worried because you could not give me something that you wanted to and thought I needed.You needn’t have worried. Just as I told you then there was no real need because I loved you in so many ways so much. And now it is clearly even more true—you can give me nothing now yet I love you so that you stand in my way of loving anyone else—but I want to stand there.You, dead, are so much better than anyone else alive.

I know you will assure me that I am foolish and that you want me to have full happiness and don’t want to be in my way. I’ll bet that you are surprised that I don’t even have a girlfriend (except you, sweetheart) after two years. But you can’t help it, darling, nor can I—I don’t understand it, for I have met many girls and very nice ones and I don’t want to remain alone—but in two or three meetings they all seem ashes.You only are left to me. You are real.

My darling wife, I do adore you.

I love my wife. My wife is dead.

Rich.

 

P.S. Please excuse my not mailing this—but I don’t know your new address.
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