Malcolm’s letter to his Dad on his 70th birthday







6/7/98

Dad,


I wanted to use your recent milestone as an opportunity to write down some thoughts.  I know I don’t write enough especially when compared to your many appreciated, but unrequited e-mails.  Actually I write a lot, just not to the right places.  What with progress notes, consult letters, insurance appeals, memos to the IPA membership, lobbying letters to congress, and notes of condolence to families, medicine has been more of a literary career than I at first imagined.  I’m often reminded of your comments about grandfather’s elegant records, and I strive to emulate that.  


I’ve had a privileged life, and I owe much of that to you either directly or through inspiration.  In your quiet, gentle way you helped mom raise me more by example than dictate.  You live what you believe.  In addition to or perhaps as an extension of your deep religious convictions, there’s your devotion to family, your desire for lifelong learning, your successful career as a highly regarded physician, your generosity, your commitment to clear and logical thinking, and your unique independence that has made for a successful and interesting life.  These are qualities to aspire to, and I hope are reflected in my own choices.  


There are countless actions that seem small in themselves, but when weaved into a childhood, they make a comfortable, protective coat to go out into the world with.  I remember the time you built me an electronic experiment board, your reading aloud after dinner long before it was fashionable, Sunday afternoon excursions, going to Foster’s for electroplating supplies, early morning tennis, camping, building bedrooms, taking me on rounds and impromptu lectures on pathophysiology.  These are the threads of a life well lived.  


Then once you demonstrated how to live a good life, you had the confidence to step back so I could pursue my own visions.  It must be harrowing for a parent when his child starts to explore the world both urban and wilderness with not only physical dangers, but the risk of failure and exposure to beliefs you might object to.  With few exceptions you were tolerant and respectful of my choices, false starts, and ideas.  Among the more tangible examples, I appreciated the opportunity to build caves with Craig Bundy, build an obviously doomed submarine with Brad Jones, stay extra in Hawaii with Scott Hoskinson, and venture into the mountains with Bruce.  I imagine that both of you allowed some of these things only after some discussions and with some trepidation.  


Finally, I want to thank you for always being honest, reliable, and consistent.  I never had to spend a lot of effort trying to second guess or worry about off the wall reactions, and I knew you’d always be there.  Your sense of purpose toward family, career, and beliefs has always been a solid foundation.  I look forward to many more years.   









Love, 

Malcolm

Billings Clinic Assessment     May 1997

Reference physicians:  Vadheim, Grierson, Stickney, Degnan, Vermillion, Gaddy

Strengths:

* Ethical, thoughtful, thorough

* An excellent physician

* Consultations have always been appropriate

* Follow‑up care after consultation is very good.

* Thorough and complete work‑ups

* Dealing with patients

* Years of experience

* HREC Director

* County Health Director

* Bright, articulate, well read, one of the most intelligent physicians I've ever met. Seldom, if


ever makes a bad medical decision.

* Certainly a tribute to the clinic, the medical profession, and humanity.

* Clinical acumen

* Keeps up well

* Commitment to Miles City and the practice

Areas For Improvement:

* None noted

Other Comments:

* Have worked with him for more than 25 years and respect him for his judgment

* A lot of contact in the past, but very little contact recently

* We all as physicians would do well to emulate some of Dr. Winter's qualifies.

* I feel honored to have known him and worked with him for the last 20 years.

* He carries many years of service to his patients and the area.

Bruce’s Decision to Attend U. of Wisconsin  April 1980

From: Le Boo of Bozo


To: The house of  Winters

The results are in and the vote has been given: University of Wisconsin wins out. Seattle offered me a teaching assistantship; Texas A&M and Utah State University offered Research assistantships.   But UW at Madison offered me the  Bacon Fund Fellowship.  I will start next Fall and do research and my thesis work during the Summer of 1981. The Fellowship offers me $7,000 plus an out‑of‑state tuition waiver (I pay in State fees). I am looking forward to full time graduate study in a big (40,000 students) school.

Which is not to say that I am not enjoying the homey atmosphere of MSU of Bozo. Enclosed is a list of my daily activities (at least the ones that are reported home to parents). RELS 309 (Study of Contemporary Religious Thought) has an effective teacher.  Brett is also taking it (at least he is on the roll sheet‑‑we haven't seen much of him yet). If he completes this Religious Studies class, he will have taken all the classes that department ​has to offer; he likes the teacher‑‑the only one in the department.   Law is OK. We will hopefully learn more about the Patenting process.   SpCom 301 is the class where engineers learn to communicate.  Teach says I ain't got the idea yet, but maybe I learn.  EE504 is a study of a weird type of computers; they don't execute one instruction at a time, rather they execute a little of each instruction simultaneously.  EE480 is a fun class in a now design approach in digital circuit‑ design.

I  presented my paper last Tuesday in the local IEEE contest and came out on top;
I won

an HP 41 calculator. It is their latest and  fanciest.  It has alphanumeric  LCD display and all sorts of programming features.  I haven't gotten it 
yet (They will give it to me at an awards 

ceremony this coming Thursday).
But I'm sure I will be a while in becoming proficient

with all of its abilities a $300 calculator has &lot of abilities). But that is not the whole story.  As the local winner. I flew down to Salt Lake City yesterday (Saturday) and presented it in the Area contest; I somehow managed to come in Second.   The competition down there was first

rate.   All of the other schools have their Seniors do a project - a major part of their course load. They then pick among the 50‑150 projects to represent, their schools at the area contest.
The result is some very complicated  projects; and very professional presentations. 
The winner represents the Area at the national contest, also won a HP 41.  I don't know what I 

would have done with two of them,  Dr. Hanton (the professor who accompanied to the

contest) thought that it was a toss up between the winner and myself.   I thought that he was crazy (I was counting an last place), but he successfully placed all of the other contestants. We had a good time down there.  Dr. Hanton is  not only one of the department’s best teachers, but also a real nice guy.


Lauries Sister Shelly, drove the Gold car off the road (the one we borrowed). The doctor said that she was OK  but their car frame may have gotten pretty bent.  Lisa's name came up on the Single room last so she moved out leaving Laurie also with a single room.  She went home for Easter but I am beginning to wonder if she will make it back tonight is snowing pretty hard here now.
Bye. Bye for now

I forgot to welcome the Hawaiian back. Thanks for the letter. Owner & Master of the White One

Bruce’s 1st Letter from the University of Wisconsin       Sep 1980

Hello to the Home in Montana,


‘Tis our very first holiday as a married couple (Labor day).  School doesn’t actually start until tomorrow so it doesn’t seem like much of a holiday.  

Our apartment is in a nice spot.  Main Street is not a main street, but it is right in the center of a lot of things:  3 lakes all within 2 miles; 1 capitol 5 blocks away; 1 university 8 blocks away; 1 engineering building 12 blocks; and two grocery stores, once steakhouse, one bus depot, and three bars within two block!  The manager is pretty quite and the land lord is a nice young fellow.  


The White one pulled its load well.  GPM = 1/20 1/30 (the navigator was getting lazy on her calculating)  Rain all day the first day – got some books wet.  Stayed with Hjelvik friend about 100 miles from here and then unloaded the next day in the hot and humid weather.  


We have spent the last week rather leisurely.  Registration was a mess, but it was only a day.  We have wandered the campus and the city (limited radius).  I printed and etched four more intervalometers, but I can’t find a drill press to drill them with.  I may wind up taking a class in machinery to gain access to a shop.  


I have also been reading my books ($100 worth!)  Three out of four of them were written by professors who will teach the classes that I am taking.  My advisor is one of the authors.  He knew of Bozeman, Mont.  That is where the author of Zen & the Art of Motorcycle Maintenance used to teach.  


Classes are as follows: 

· Medical Instrumentation and Lab

· Automated design of Digital Systems (use computer to build computers)

· Computers in Medicine & Lab

· Transducers & Lab

They only allow you to take 12 credits, but with three labs, I will have 18 hours of classes a week. 

Laurie has applied for a part-time job at the city library (5 blocks away).  Campus jobs are limited to students and state residents.  She has also got her eye on some min-courses (classes taught by students – not run by the state).

Mrs. Striker’s thank you card needs an address.  Thanks

We have a bank account at Universities Credit Union.  6% on checking with no charge (monthly deposits over $300 required).  I am looking into investments for my savings account.  I don’t think we will need it right away.  

Marriage life is great!  Thanks for all that you put into the wedding, reception, honeymoon, and my summer in general.  While I am at it, I might as well thank you for all that you have put into my life altogether.  Some of you, specifically Mr. & Mrs. Mom & Dad don’t get thanked nearly enough for all of your efforts.  Laurie and I are both fortunate enough to know what a happy family is all about, although I bet that it is not as easy as it seems.  Thanks.   







Bruce & Laurie

PS:  My bank statement from Bozeman should have come.  If you could forward it so that I can close that account I would greatly appreciate it.  

Mal’s Letter Home about His engagement    Oct 28, 1952










Evanston Hospital










Evanston, Ill.










Oct 28, 1952

Dear Mom Dad & Peggy,


About this time of day a lull occurs in things and so I figured this would be a good time to at least get a letter started.  I am sorry Peggy this is not a carbon, but as yet things aren’t quite settled in a routine.  I leave for here a little after 7 and do not finish up until around 6.  

Well the big event happened Sunday after all.  I was going to put it off until the weekend but I picked Beth up at 4 PM.  We decided to head out to Downer’s Grove and cook ourselves a supper and then to go to the evening service at the Village Church.  This is followed by Songs in the Night.  It sure was god to see Beth again.  She was her same lovely self.  We had a lot to talk about.  Beth’s family were all away when we arrived in D.G.   Mrs. Tate & Timmy were in Muskegon, Mich.  Ben was at Young Peoples, and Rev. Tate was over at the church.  We talked to him a while over there and then went back to the house and fried ourselves some sausage and eggs for supper.  Beth fried the sausage, and I fried the eggs.  I started thinking about how to pop the question as we were eating supper.  I thought of all kinds of ways, but you know when you come right down to it, it is kind of hard to do.  After we did the dishes we went into the front room and sat on their new davenport.  Well even with this setting, the going was kind of tough, but I finally got around to asking her if she ever thought of getting married, and she said she had.  Then I asked her if she would like to and slipped the ring on her finger.  Well I guess we were both pretty happy.  We both asked God’s guidance for the years ahead and about that time Benny came home.  About the time we began to think of calling home it was 8:30 and that meant you were probably in church.   Since Rev. Tate was still in church, we went for a nice walk being it was a beautiful fall night.  When we returned he was just getting out of church, and so we told him that our car had broken down on the way over to Western Springs, and we had to walk back, and then I told him that beside I had a question to ask him --- would it be all right if I married his daughter.  Well he was quite amazed of course.  He gave us a nice bit of counciling I thought for our future together, putting 1st things 1st.  We then proceeded into the house and called up Muskegon.  Mrs. Tate too was very much surprised.  We finally did make it to Western Springs in time for Songs in the Night.  Then we buzzed back to County and called you from the nurses home – hence the collect call.  It went through right away.  I hope we didn’t wake you up, but I suppose we did.


Yesterday I had my 1st day here.  I think it is going to be quite profitable.  We sure see a lot of x-rays.  Yesterday morning I spent watching GI series being fluoroscoped.  In the afternoon, we read x-rays until after 6.  I then ate and drove down to County.  Beth and I buzzed up to McCormick and visited Rachel and Chuck.  It was the 1st time Beth had seen Rachel’s rings since she has only been engaged about a week.  It took Rachel quite a while to notice Beth’s ring, but when she did she really let out an exclamation.  Chuck – his last name is Dierenfield – seems to be a very nice guy.  


Well I have to close.   Have seen a lot of x-rays + a bronchogram today. I figure I’ll buzz down to student health tomorrow.  I feel fine and so expect everything to be more near normal.  










With love,










Mal

