Sun B Shivky=—bom Octaber g, 186, Norborne, Missouri.

Father—Ciideon  Bowman  Shirky:  Mother—Eugenia  Mansur
Shirky.

Married=—June 6, wif 1o Frances Marguerite Forbes, davghter
of James H. Forbes and Penclope Hill Forbes.

One Daunghter—Frances Marguerite Shivky  (Mrs. Norman 10
Ascl).

Craduated from the Westport High School, Kansas City, sy,

Bachelsr of Sclence in Agriculiirve, University of Missourl Col-
lege of ﬁgri.l.'ulluw_' i |.1_HF.

Master of Arts degree, University of Misouri in g

Appointed assistant in Agricultural Chemisery in June ged.

Instructor In Agricultural Chemistry vgig-1gzo.

Assistant to the Dean and Director, College of Agricullure;
Superintendent of Short Courses; Assistant Professor) Sep-
tember igeo,

Associnte Professor, ey Professor, 1gge; Associale Dean of
the College of Agriculture, wps: Associale Director of the
Agriculiural Experiment Station, g

Membership and chairmanship of many committecs of the fac-
ulty of the College of Agriculiore and of the University of
Missouri,

Membership in Alpha Zeta. Gamma Sigma Delia, Kappa Sigma.
Columbia Kiwanis Cluly, Methodise Church,

Above are “the dry statistics,” as Govdon Nance,
the economist would say, “amd now  for the per-
somality that makes the [acts amd figures, dates awd
places of significance, per se, as the lawyers would
sy Now to the Shirky as one student knew him,
and the handling of this piece brings into [ocus an
appropriate story in kind.

Liberty Hyde Bailey, the great Cornell horticul-
turist, once made a speech which had 1o have the
approval of his institwtion's “brass” before it could
be given, and released for publication. Railey pomp-
ously read a closecropped, hard-edited talk of some
twenty minutes, and then said, “Gentlemen, those are
the [acts as approved by Cornell, and of which you
have printed copies [or publication; and now gentle-
men, I will give you my main speech.”

The great scientist went on then o travel back
through memaory's lanes, recounting his rich memaor-
able e;(pcrimn:{:s of generations long since |:|:|>;.~ici|,
which taken together formed the rich textured tap-
estry of a long, successlul life. Reporters gathered
there at Ithaca forgot to use the “prepared” speech,
but their rough notes and memory were able to con-
jure up for their readers something infinitely more
valuable from the chunks of wisdom and philosophy
that came to them that day unrchearsed,

So it is now, T go back through memory's lane to a
day in the lazy [all of 1gzz, forty years ago. A door
slammed shut at the old YMCA building at the
campus’ north entranceway, and a senior and a fresh-
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man walked inte the street. The senior was Barnum
Wade, the Ireshman the author of this piece.

“Where you goin' Freshman?”

“"Over to the White Campus, 0 Chem under Dr,
Schlunde"”

“A good place o be going, wish T was going there,
Lo,

“Where you goin’, Barnumz"

“Tao see Sam.”

“sam, whose Sam:”

“Sam .‘ihirky, you know Sam, the dean’s assistant.”

“Hul™

“You'll say, ‘Hul'', one of these days when you have
to [ace him,"”

“Maybe I'll never have 1o face him."”

“All men, soomer or later, Freshman, have to [ee
him. It as been so decreed by the gods, Just remember
this, Freshman, you may get through all the chemistry
they have Iaid up for you, all the science in store [or
you, bt just remember this, alter you've done all that
you'll have yet ene linal hurdle. You'll have Sam.”

My hurdle wasn't long in coming. A low grade in
Soils under Dr. Albrecht brought a pink eard to my
door, and with it the friendly invitation to visit the
office of the Assistant Dean. With Barnum Wace's
admenition yet [resh in mind T walked hat in hand
to the office of the man whom by then T had regarded
with hardly less awe than T would the Angel Gabriel.
He didn't bite. He didn't even snap. T had seen high
school teachers in Arkansas a lot wougher. He even
seemed very pleasant. He motioned me to sic down,
anid he had a look at my carnd.

He came o the point pretty quickly, "See Dr.
Albreche.” He wrned back 1o a mountain of work,
and little did he know that his decision had a great
influence upon me, T think that short meeting with
Sam Shirky that day 4o years ago sealed something in
his mind regarding Dr. Albreche and myself because
ever afterward when T had to go to the Dean's office
on some trivial matter, such as Nunking one or more
subjects, the admonition was always the same, "See
Dr. Albrecht.”

And so T had Dr, Albrecht as an advisor all through
my University days, and even though I might be
making a low grade in Advertising, or Copy Reading,
ar Law of The Press, since 1 was enrolled in Agri-
cultural Journalism, and all authority pertaining to
me rested and was vested on the white campus, Sam
Shirky came much into my life and he brought Dr.
Albrecht with him. His admenition, though, never
changed, “See Dr. Albrecht.” And so Dr. Albrecht
advised me on everything under the sun, in soils and
out of soils, it made no difference what. It was a rich
experience; 1 got more of Dr. Albrecht's time than
perhaps a half dozen students, thanks to Sam Shirky,
and low grades.

I tell all this to make a point Sam Shirky has
always had the happy faculty of reaching a decision,
and the decision has always seemed to be right. In
my case I know he played no hunch particularly,
because the man is too logieal, too factual to make
a decision like those who “play the horses™ But he

sensed that the man who coulid help me most was Dr,
Albrecht, and how right time was to prove him to be.

To all of us he has often secmed to be unbending
anel vnyielding when pressed for an allirmative deci-
sion on some project caiming our interest. Once the
decision. has been made try not o change it. The
Rock of Gibraltar has been [ound o be mde of
rubber cement compared o the Shirky will. There is
compensation in that, oo, 10 you happen to have
qualms about your degree, think perhaps you didn’t
earn it, don’t worry, As an old alumnuos friend onee
said, “IE Sam said you should graduate, ten angels
saying you shouldn't would make no difference. You'd
graduate.” A slight exaggeration, perhaps, but no
much when ken higaratively.

1f I've pictured him as being all granite with an
overlay of earborundum mixed with steel, the ime
plication is false indeed. Like all strong men, really
strong men, there's a solt side. And as so often is the
case the softness lingers longer in the memory than
the other side.

Sam isn't a man o compromise with a prollem,
andl there have been many students, hard-pressed [or
ways and means to carn a livelihond aned stay in
school, whe can trace solutions to personal problems,
financial and otherwise, 1o him. For any problem.
solving for a student he never expected any special
eredit. He considered it in the line of duty, what the
people who pay taxes in this state expected of him,
ancd applavse for him wonld have been repulsive.

It's hard to vignette a life that spans nearly a hall
century in education’s vineyard, These of us who
have lived the less crowded hour are shamed inte a
sense of insignificanee by the man's rich accomyplish-
ments. National President of Gamma Sigma Delta;
twenty years as Missouri's athletic representative in
the conference of those years; Chairman of the Mis-
souri Athletic Committee for two decades, and a mem-
ber for g1 years; Chairman of the University's dis-
cipline committee; Chairman of the Student Affairs
Committee, charter member of the Columbia Kiwanis
Club, and many, many more,

As a student he was a forward on the basketball
teams of "16-17 and the championship one of 1918,
playing under three coaches: Gene Van Gent, John
Miller and Walter E. Meanwell, “I was five [eet-ten
inches high, weighed a hundred and fifty pounds, and
was the slowest man in the country,” Sam says now,
“Playing under present-day standards they'd run a
guy like me out of the ficld house.”

Sam Shirky has had much to do with everything
agricultural at the University including the revision
of curriculum, building and planning of old Mum-
ford Fall, the Ag. Lab., and in more recent days the
new College of Agriculture building in which he
envisioned “getting as much agriculture under one
roof as possible,”

On September 1, the subject of this piece became
an Associate Dean Emeritus, and assumed a new job,
that of Director of the University's technical eduea-
tion services, which includes Photo Service embracing
the vast program of off-set printing, which he has
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At ceremaony honoring vetiving University pervsonnel, Dean Elmer R. Kiell
of the College of Agriculture presents Assuciate Dean Sam B, Shivky

certificate af appreciation for fis long seveice.

fathered Irom the depresion days, and in which he
has had great interest. He has been a moving spirvic
in the University’s public relations program, and has
bent his effort toward improving the quality of the
printed word from copy to complewed booklet. He
brings to his new job an artistic side, and one might
say he possesses an “ear for good writing,” For that
he gives Sophin Rosenberger, his English teacher in
Kansas City's Westport High Schoal, full credit. “No
one ever wrote o theme for Sophin Rosenberger,”
Sam says. “They reewrote it It has been the re.
writing about writing that has impressed Sam. “T
understand the science of writing but not the ar.”

Since 1948, when his responsibilities of looking
alter experiment station detail were greatly increased,
Sam has regretied he has not had a chance to see and
work with students as much as he once did. But
now, looking back, it is the student who stands more
in the foregronnd than the station, or anything else,
“The basic honesty and sincerity of students stands
out most in my mind.” The quote belongs (o Sam.

He worked wunder five deans: Mumlord, Miller,
Trowbridge, Longwell and Kiehl. He enjoyed his
relationship under all of them, and to all of them he
gives credit for vich legacies that they as personalities
imparted to him.

Perhaps it was due o this long serving under sev-
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eral deans that fully accounts for the experiences
which came to this writer, and which pertains o the
subject of this piece,

There were those years when 1 vamped the earth
as @ reporter, a writer, editor. Whether it was in
Alabama, Mississippi, Kansas, Arkansas, Hlinois, lowa,
Montana, Idaho, Washinglon, Californin, Alasks or
the Yukon, theretd be University of Missouri alumni
I'd see, and many whe hadn't been back 1o the
haunts of their student days for many years,

When we'd get around to reminiscing the words
would begin or end always in this wise: “When did
you Jast see Sam . . " and then the words would trail
off, and you knew as you fished for an answer the
former student had gone back o yesterdays, back to
sOome ]}lE:Lﬁu[IL huur, some moment when some ]jr(]]j-
lem he'd carried had ended quicker than it had begun
wneler the cool, calm reasoning of Sam.

Had Sam Shirky have been a judge he would have
been a good one, because he wouldl have been just.
Haul he have been a businessman he would have made
a fortune, because he knows how to handle money
and it doesn’t awe him. Had he have been anything
other than what he was, and is, he wouldn't have
been Sam. He wouldn't have been the Shirky I've
known now nigh on to lorty years, He wouldn't have
been Sam.
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