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OFFICE OF THE PRESIDENT—~ELECT

RicHarp M. Nixon

WasHingTON, D.C.

December 2, 1968

Mr. d. VYoelker
Deer Lake Rd
Ishpeming, Michigan 49849

Dear Mr. Voelker:

As you may know, I have pledged to bring into this
Administration men and women who by their qualities of
youthfulness, judgment, intelligence and creativity,
can make significant contributions to our country. I
seek the best minds in America to meet the challenges
of this rapidly changing world. To find them, I ask for
your active participation and assistance.

You, as a leader, are in a position to know and
reconmend exceptional individuals. The persons you se-
lect should complete the enclosed form and return it to
you. I ask that you then attach your comments. My staff

will carefully review all recommendations for inclusion
in our reserveoir of talent from which appointments will
be made.

I will appreciate greatly, Mr. Voelker, your tak-
ing time from your busy schedule to participate in this
all-important program.

Sincerely,

Richard:n. Nigén

RMN/Juw
Enclosures
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PRESIDENTS I HAVE KNOWN
oV

F.D.R. once smiled and waved at me, at least I

N

think it was at me, although there were twenty thousand

people in the crowdﬁm rlef y shook hands with

/

Harry Truman--"Ah, good to meet you, Richard I‘rav1s,‘f A
=

he said' "I've always enjoyed reading youx;1 sesance

fhesaswy™ and I once me of J.F.K.

e L

Ike and L.B.J. somehom;\escape falling under €hke spellyp

A

A
I've got a personal Letter from t-he—-m to
And what did m?@;é&ehafd—m?

counsel and advice, of course’ %/[ / 2=




"Dear Mr. Traver,” he wrote me/ several weeks before
his swearing-in reunion with his old friend Warren. "As
you may know, I have pledged to bring into this Administration
men and women who by their mmmkitidxx qualities of
youthfulness, judgment, intelligence and creativity, can make
significant contributions to our country. I seek the best

minds in America to meet the challenges of this rapidly

changing world. To find them, I ask for your active

participation and assistance.€;§




Attention, pleasey-here comes the-geed—part. 'You,
as a leader,™ his letter, wam on, "are in a position to
know and recommedd exceptional individuals. The persons
you select should complete the enclosed form and return
it to you., I ask that you then attach your comment.

My staff will carefully review all recommendations for

inclusion in our reservoir of talent from which appointments

will be made.

"I will appreciate greatly, Mr. Traver, your taking

time from your busy schedule to participate in this

all-important program.'" And it was signed by my friend

A

Richard himself.




Naturally Qr-q-ﬁek-tanb-a gander a‘é the ¢nclosed form ¢
) M é&/f :
squ aled with delight when I found, twp. ~ 'Fese=you,

A




P fos .6

In the days that followed I wrestled for hours filling

‘

out that form. (Sr—sheuld—itbefiitimg—it—in?)> Besides
. ¢
Vv

the usual stuff--name, age, sex, tmede schools attended
and the like--several questions particularly intrigued

".ist three persons whom you belieye would recommend
| ,Y
' %wm&a,l;w me1e Viwidil 4

you for federal office,\“A Delicately nibbling my ballpoint

/
(and seew#dy banishing the Agotion that my friend Richard

sl

was cagily rounding up the names of ee-he;‘ local wheels ; ; i
R A 7 i r p v\r' {}V»%:t{L'[l'ﬁ?’:
Ej.‘},:vt""{"—c_:‘(a f.’v’V'/L“t st i ¢

in preparation for his '72 campaign), I\ﬁm&lﬁcwh
/ 1 5

the names of three W trout fishing pals with whom ¥—m=d often

discussed the heady pms«paat/\of winter'(fishing in Chile -~ —

4
‘

if only we could afford it. "See," I mused, "I'll appoint

Hom/ ol

M to my staff and we'll have a ball."




V2, it Z W
N\ oY Loaddani i Lk Kol Lonins
A M MW . g/uj&/ L ?/\ Wf/ A 4“‘“@,7
e[ answer to the line entitled '"Please describe what
position in the Federal Government you believe yourself to
be best suited for' was dead easy. 'Ambassador to Chile,"

Q/%w BACK 70 P&

I boldly wrote € € pa

. ¢

eaﬂed&éd&QJ "Pkease state briefly what/ you con51der ’N d'vc 4[
)24,:. il ‘i VW" ; g

i\
to be your outstanding a® achievement B‘ﬁ/ &4%/ s

thalgf, W!\ e

Ao

(/Ww g,? —7 hooked and landed 4.#pound jrainbow,on a No. 16 /Y y
K A - /df’/v e

spent-wing Adams and a 12-foot feader tapered to 5X,"

I proudly ¢ responded. ﬁ




There had to be a covering letter, of course, and I

e -
g-pappled,-fop—da-ys—o'r/lljust how I shoul% my friend

A

Richard. "Dear Dick" seemed a little presumptious and

¢
precipptate in view of the shortness of our acquaintance|

just %s "Honored Sir" seemed a little too afistere and

2 1 a1y Sl galilaniilitrrd,

stuiéy/l I had to find a middle g;roundJ &P 1 visited

the local library and thumbed through Emily Post and Amy

Vanderbilt and #/ the rest-anczeﬁn? Eldiﬂwith the

answer.

JM‘W WMEMM’K

?,J,/ W(M Qrssihntor Lrrgy

1l
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"Dear Mr. President, I wrote. "Thank you for your

recent letter. I trout fish an awful/lot so I don't

get much chance to meet exceptional 1nd1v1duals ZZ MMWM

W ﬁfu:s I do know}‘ one outstanding guy /it kind of hankers %&
| -

to visit Chile in the winter. (As you know, of course,

when it's winter up here it's summer down there and

vice versa.) I enclose thef\dope on him on the form

you so thoughtfully provided.

Yoy bt

"Rlease, Mr, President, een;dﬂ-!—tﬁ you fix—ttup—to

A

appoint him part-time Ambassidor down there--during their

thal 40"

trout-fishing season,A I"m‘e:m"
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I was all set to,mail my letter when the blow fell.,

st hatpinid i !

I was sitting home by the fireplace having a drink and 04?/4 - ﬂ"ﬂ*"w‘f

: W’ when L pbout Yk,
studying 2ew Yransof Sbile /\/@ picked

/

up the evening newspaper anc}ku denly read that my

friend Richard had sent identical letters amd=S@mms to 66,000

pir- bl -spediorret'e
Seems

”E’eeeders‘% Or was it 88,0007 /Ssmxmg he'd cadged their

names and addrgsses out of "Who's Who' or some such. .
' wot I !
downed my drink and went over

A

to the fireplace a.nd"\t.u&lg my letter to bits, gently

i

dm.gpgdA the pieces in the soaring flames. ‘
' ; ¢ W:WW;W e"%‘: by
(}f Sy - a/w; willy Puhasd A IR S

i:nd'/lthat’s how close I came,to swimming in shat teeming

A

-

on S
U/{”‘g; 5.

e |
Y Uiy Leantiy,




Written by:

; /) John D. Voelker
' idd M%W Deer Lake Road

; Ishpeming, Michigan
il * W/ b
du ;ad[z

<
Vot !
¢ PRESIDENTS I HAVE KNOWN
by
Robert Traver
F.D.R. once smiled and waved at me, or at least I think it
was at me, although there were twenty thousand people in the

crowd; I once briefly shook hands with Harry Truman—-'"Ah, good

to meet you, Richard Travis," he said. "I've always enjoyed

s i . ” e & s Vi
reading vour mysteries, (though Robert Traver has yet to write onk
g Y Y ’ y 5

his—firstyy and I once touched the sleeve, of J.F.K. Only Ike
and L.B.J. somehow mana@cdblegase&ps\falling under my spell.

But of all of the Presidents I.have thus been palsy with
Richard Nixon alone appreciates my true inner worth; I've got a
personal letter from him to prove it. And what did }e seek of
me? He sought my counsel and advice, of course; only/ﬂ,discerning
Richard had at last uncovered a worthy successor to that late
tadviser to Presidents,! Bernard Baruch.

"Dear Mr. Traver," he wrote me several weeks before his
swearing-in reunion with his old friend Earl Warren. "As you
may know, I have pledged to bring into this Administration men
and women who by their qualities of youthfulness, judgment,
intelligence and creativity, can make significant contributions
to our country. I seek the best minds in America to meet the
challenges of this rapidly changing world. To find them, I ask
for your active participation and assistance.

"You, as a leader,” his letter went on, "are in a position to
know and recommend exceptional individuals. The persons you select
should complete the enclosed form and return it to you. I ask that
you then attach your comment. My staff will carefully review all
recommendations for inclusion in our reservoir of talent from which

appointments will be made.




hilarity might not hold still for that; that indeed it might
even get a cool if not Chile reception. Instead I ended on a /ééfgg;f
cultural note: "The applicant is already learning to talk
Chilean.™
I was all set to mail my letter when the blow fell. It
happened while I was sitting home by the fireplace having a
quiet drink and day-dreaming about Chile. I picked up the
evening newspaper and, idly glancing, suddenly read that my

friend Richard had sent identical letters to 66,000 other

N

¢

exceptional individuals." Or was it 88,0007 Seems he'd
cadged their names and addresses out of "Who's Who'" or some
such. After the initial shock wore off I downed my drimk and
went over to the fireplace and thoughtfully tore my letter to
bits, gently dropping the pieces in the soaring flames.

So that's how close I came——along with some 66,000 other

wistful supplicants—~to swimming in Richard's teeming "reservoir

P . et RN ¥ o S S S /__,_,.r-u

of talent."(/::/ : hter daysiiore-an
/4

didn't want to go to Chile anyway. A‘ B
that—penmheps t s\@g§JJMk4ime/fot;ﬂ&kgpedﬁﬁkﬂunmﬁkptawstay

ham nd_opneqto _the aid i Y.

v




Written by:
John D, Voelker
Deer Lake Road

I-hp-m Michigan

No.

PRESIDENTS I HAVE KNOWN
by
Robert Traver

F.D.R., once smiled and waved at me, or at least I think it
was at me, although there were twenty thousand people in the
crowd; I once briefly shook hands with Harry Truman--"Ah, good
to meet you, Richard Travis,” he said. "I've always enjoyed
reading your mysteries,” (though Robert Traver has yet to write W))'
hisfiras); and I once touched the lluvo of JJF.K. Only lke
and L.B.J. somehow mm‘j{ fallin; under my spell.

But of all of the Presidents I have thus been palsy with
Richard Nixon alone appreciates my true immer worth; I've got a
personal letter from him to prove it. And what did he seek of
me? He sought my counsel and advice, of course; only/dincoruing
Richard had at last uncovered a worthy successor to that late
'adviser to Presidents,' Bernard Baruch.

"Dear Mr. Traver," he wrote me several weeks before his
swearing-in reunion with his old friend Earl Warren. "As you
may know, I have pledged to bring into this Administration men
and women who by their qualities of youthfulness, judgment,
intelligence and creativity, can make significant contributions
to our country. I seek the best minds in America to meet the
challenges of this rapidly changing world. To find them, I ask
for your active participation and assistance.

"You, as a leader," his letter went on, "are in a position to
know and recommend exceptiomal individuals. The persons you select
should complete the enclosed form and return it to you. I ask that
you then attach your comment. My staff will carefully review all
recommendations for inclusion in our reservoir of talent from which
appointments will be made.




hilarity might not hold still for that; that indeed it might
even get a cool if not Chile reception. Instead I ended on a %
cultural note: "The applicant is already learning to talk
Chilom;"
I was all set to mail my letter when the blow fell, It
happened while I was sitting home by the fireplace having a
quiet drink and day-dreaming about Chile. I picked up the
evening. newspaper and, idly glancing, suddenly read that my
friend had sent identical letters to 66,000 other
"exceptional individuals.” Or was it 88,0007 Seems he'd
cadged their names and addresses out of "Who's Who" or some
such. After the initial shock wore off I downed my drink and
went over to the fireplace and thoughtfully tore my letter to
bits, gently dropping the pieces in the scaring flames.
So that's how close I came--along with some 66,000 other
wistful supplicants—-to swimming in Richard's teeming "reservoir
of talent.” Butuﬂnvinurdmm‘?nlmu

o

didn't want to go to Chile anyway. ){:omdnn '
nagbe A

Loty ‘

that perhaps mthﬁntorali(;oodfhhﬁnto-m %
A Do :

home and come to the aid of country.

A ( /}Ww)




PRESIDENTS I HAVE KNOWN
by
Robert Traver

F.D.R. once smiled and waved at me, or at least I think it
was at me, although there were twenty thousand people in the
crowd; I once briefly shook hands with Harry Trumanw-"Ah, good
to meet you, Richard Travis,™ he said. "I've always enjoyed
reading your mysteries," (though Robert Traver has yet to write
one); and I once touched the sleeve of J.F.K. Only Ike and
L.B.J. somehow escaped falling under my spell.

But of all of the Presidents I have thus been palsy with
Richard Nixon alone appreciates my true immer worth; I've got a
personal letter from him to prove it. And what did the man seek
of me? He sought my counsel and advice, of coursej only discerning
Richard had at last uncovered a worthy successor to that late
fadviser to Presidents,' Bernard Baruch.

"Dear Mr. Traver,” he wrote me several weeks before his
swearing-in reunion with his old friend Earl Warren. "As you
may know, I have pledged to'bring into this Administration men
and women who by their qualities of youthfulness, judgment,
intelligence and creativity, can make significant contributions
to our country. I seek the best minds in America to meet the
challenges of this rapidly changing world. To find them, I ask
for your active participation and assistance.

"You, as a leader,” his letter went on, "are in a position
to know and recommend exceptional individuals. The persons you
select should complete the enclosed form and return it to you.

I ask that you then attach your comment. My staff will carefully
review all recommendations for inclusion in our reservoir of talent
from which appointments will be made.




"I will appreciate greatly, Mr. Traver, your taking time from
your busy schedule to participate in this all-important program."
And it was signed by my new friend Richard himself.

Naturally I at once interrupted my busy ae!:?h to take a

2
quick gander at the enclosed application tomﬂ I squealed with

dcmm For surely a grassroots

realist like Richard did not for a moment think I would recommend
myself. ) "Thank you, Dick,” I murmured gutomnq

for so thoughtmllywprovidiu an extra copy for my til/o’."/ o

pmasmmme e P R

S AL

In the days that followed I wrestled for hours filling out
that form. Besides the usual stuff--name, age, sex, schools and
jails attended and the like--several questions particularly

intrigued me. ﬂzw
I'd always longed to enjoy the fabled trout fishing in South

America so my answer to the line entitled "Please describe what
position in the Federal Covernment you believe yourself to be best

suited for" was dead easy. "Ambassador to Chile,” I boldly wrote.

"List three persons whom you believe would recommend you for
federal office" gave me a little more trouble. Delicately nibbling
my ballpoint (and banishing the cynical notion that my friend

Richard was cagily rounding up the names of other local wheels in
preparation for his '72 campaign), I, cerebrated until inspiration
struck, and then quickly scribblod?ho names of three trout fishing
pals with whom I'd often discussed the dream of winter trout
fishing in Chile-~if only we could afford it. "See," I mused,
"I'11 appoint them to my staff and we'll all have a ball."

"Please state briefly what you consider to be your outstanding
achievement” filled me with nostalgia. "That enchanted June
evening on the Big Escanaba when I hooked and landed that 4j-pound
Shemaiger

/ rainbow trout on a No. 16 spent-wing Adams and a 12-foot leader
tapered to 5X," I proudly responded.




There had to be a covering letter, of course, and I pondered
just how I should greet my new friend Richard. "Dear Dick,"
seemed a little presumptious and precipitate in view of the
shortness of our acquaintance just as "Honored Sir" nmdl
M;& too austere and stuffy a salutation for a man who had ﬁ’ /¢;,74}"

: invited a perfect stranger to come take a dip in his
Arucﬁoir of talent. I had to find a middle ground, so I visited
the local library and thumbed through Emily Post and Amy
Vanderbilt and the rest of the etiquette gals who maturally
write Presidents every day and came up with the answer.
"Dear Mr. President," I wrote. "Thank you for your recent

letter. I trout fish an awful lot so I don't get much chance to

meet 'exceptional individuals,' to borrow your penetrating phrase.
Butldoknwmouuun% in these parts who kind of hankers
to visit Chile in the winter. (As you know, of course, when it's

winter up here it's swmer down there and vice versa.) I
enclose the dope on him on the form you so thoughtfully provided.

"I do hope, Mr. President, that you can see your way clear to
appoint him part-time Ambassador down there--during their
trout-fishing season, that is."

Being something of a kidder and an old tease F/Af4F I briefly
toyed with the heady notion of adding a candid and needling little
paragraph something like this: "While I must confess that the
applicant didn't vote for you and Spiro his cleaning lady did, and
he hasn't fired her, yet--thus proving his vast tolerance and
charity. Anyway these days good cleaning ladies, however eccentric,
are awfully hard to come by."

But I resisted the temptation whenm, in a wee flash of intuition,
I concluded that my fi.erd Richard's reputedly low threshhold of




hilarity might not hold still for that; that indeed it might
m‘ctamlumtw.u«pﬁon. Instead I ended on a
lofty cultural note: "The applicant is already learning to
talk Chilean."

I was all set to mail my letter when the blow fell. It
happened while I was sitting home by the fireplace having a
quiet drink and day-dreaming about Chile. I picked up the
evening newspaper and, idly glancing, suddenly read that my
discerning friend Richard had sent identical letters to 66,000
other "exceptional individuals.” Or was it 83,0007 Seems he'd
cadged their names and addresses out of "Who's Who" or some
such, After the initial shock wore off I downed my drink and
went over to the fireplace and thoughtfully tore my letter to
bits, gently dropping the pieces in the soaring flames.

S0 that's how close I came~-along with some 66,000 other
wistful supplicants--to swimming in Richard's teeming "reservoir
of tulent,” I guess I really didn't want to go to Chile anyway.




Written by:

John D. Voelker
Deer Lake Road
Ishpeming, Michigan

PRESIDENTS I HAVE KNOWN
by
Robert Traver
F.D.R. once smiled and waved at me, or at least I think it
was at me, although there were twenty thousand people in the
crowd; I once briefly shook hands with Harry Truman—-'"Ah, good
to meet you, Richard Travis," he said. "I've always enjoyed

reading your mysteries,” (though Robert Traver has yet to write

one); and I once touched the sleeve of J.F.K. Only Ike and

L.B.J. somehow escaped falling under my spell.

But of all of the Presidents I have thus been palsy with
Richard Nixon alone appreciates my true immer worth; I've got a
personal letter from him to prove it. And what did the man seek
of me? He sought my counsel and advice, of course; only discerning
Richard had at last uncovered a worthy successor to that late
tadviser to Presidents,' Bernard Baruch.

"Dear Mr. Traver,” he wrote me several weeks before his
swearing-in reunion with his old friend Earl Warren. '"As you
may know, I have pledged tolbring into this Administration men
and women who by their qualities of youthfulness, judgment,
intelligence and creativity, can make significant contributions
to our country. I seek the best minds in America to meet the
challenges of this rapidly changing world. To find them, I ask
for your active participation and assistance.

"You, as a leader,’” his letter went on, "are in a position
to know and recommend exceptional individuals. The persons you
select should complete the enclosed form and return it to you.

I ask that you then attach your comment. My staff will carefully
review all recommendations for inclusion in our reservoir of talent

from which appointments will be made.




"I will appreciate greatly, Mr. Traver, your taking time from
your busy schedule to participate in this all-important program."
And it was signed by my new friend Richard himself.

Naturally I at once interrupted my busy scheg%if to take a

quick gander at the enclosed application fornvk /Z’squealed with

delight when I found not one form but two.inbr surely a grassroots
realist like Richard did not for a moment think I would recommend
anyone but myself. )"Thank you, Dick,"” I murmured gratefully,

for so thoughtfully providing an extra copy for my file."

In the days that followed I wrestled for hours filling out
that form. Besides the usual stuff--name, age, sex, schools and

jails attended and the like——several questions particularly

intrigued me. Jé’b‘%@gééé—}

.(I

'd always longed to enjoy the fabled trout fishing in South

America so my answer to the line entitled 'Please describe what
position in the Federal Government you believe yourself to be best
suited for" was dead easy. "Ambassador to Chile,' T boldly wrote.

"List three persons whom you believe would recommend you for
federal office™ gave me a little more trouble., Delicately nibbling
my ballpoint (and banishing the cynical notion that my friend
Richard was cagily rounding up the names of other local wheels in
preparation for his '72 campaign), } cerebrated until inspiration
struck, and then quickly scribbled the names of three trout fishing
pals with whom I'd often discussed the dream of winter trout
fishing in Chile--if only we could afford it. 'See,” I mused,
"1'1] appoint them to my staff and we'll all have a ball."”

"Please state briefly what you consider to be your outstanding
achievement" filled me with nostalgia. ™"That enchanted June
evening on the Big Escanaba when I hooked and landed that 4§—pound

'f;§:§%§§:atrout on a No. 16 spent-wing Adams and a 12-foot leader

tapered to 5X," I proudly responded.




There had to be a covering letter, of course, and I pondered
just how I should greet my new friend Richard. "Dear Dick,"
seemed a little presumptious and precipitate in view of the
shortness of our acquaintance just as "Honored Sir" seemeqlé
Hitede too austere and stuffy a salutation for a man who had se ;uzolf

g:aszilaly invited a perfect stranger to come take a dip in his

’ reserv01r of talent, I had to find a middle ground, so I visited

the local library and thumbed through Emily Post and Amy
Vanderbilt and the rest of the etiquette gals who naturally
write Presidents every day and came up with the answer.

"Dear Mr. President,” I wrote. "Thank you for your recent
letter. I trout fish an awful lot so I don't get much chance to
meet 'exceptional individuqls,' to borrow your penetrating phrase.
But I do know one outstaﬁd §uy in these parts who kind of hankers
to visit Chile in the winféf. (As you know, of course, when it's
winter up here it's summer down there and vice versa.) I
enclose the dope on him on the form you so thoughtfully provided.

"I do hope, Mr. President, that you can see your way clear to
appoint him part-time Ambassador down there-——during their
trout-fishing season, that is.”

Béing something of a kidder and an old tease fe—beot I briefly
toyed with the heady notion of adding a candid and needling little
paragraph something like this: "While I must confess that the
applicant didn't vote for you and Spiro his cleaning lady did, and
he hasn't fired her, yet-~thus proving his vast tolerance and
charity. Anyway these days good cleaning ladies, however eccentric,
are awfully hard to come by."

But I resisted the temptation when, in a wee flash of intuition,

I concluded that my friend Richard's reputedly low threshhold of




hilarity might not hold still for that; that indeed it might

/gnuf get a cool if not Chile reception. Instead I ended on a

lofty cultural note: "The applicant is already learning to
talk Chilean.'

I was all set to mail my letter when the blow fell., It
happened while I was sitting home by the fireplace having a
quiet drink and day-dreaming about Chile. I picked up the
evening newspaper and, idly glancing, suddenly read that my
discerning friend Richard had sent identical letters to 66,000
other "exceptional individuals.” Or was it 88,0007 Seems he'd
cadged their names and addresses out of "Who's Who' or some
such. After the initial shock wore off I downed my drink and
went over to the fireplace and thoughtfully tore my letter to
bits, gently dropping the pieces in the soaring flames.

So that's how close I came—along with some 66,000 other
wistful supplicants—~to swimming in Richard's teeming 'reservoir

of talent." I guess I really didn't want to go to Chile anyway.




