“Betty” 
Thank you Susan and Dicky for inviting me to share some thoughts and stories bout Betty whose life and character we celebrate today.  When I moved to Woods Hole in 1980 to work with Sus, Betty was the acting MG&G chair.  Years later on reflection, I guessed that one of the reasons why Betty was asked to fill that position several times was that her distinctive style of whipping things and people into shape one way or another, was occasionally needed!  That first year, she would stop me in the hall every once in awhile to chat and without my knowing, made sure that I had a desk and a place to write —something she clearly did not have to do as I was a “Harvard interloper” and not a Joint Program student.  I was impressed early on with the obvious respect that other scientists—mostly male of course—showed this no-nonsense, straight-talking woman.  I particularly enjoyed seeing Sus bow several times to Betty as he greeted her while passing in the hall.  And so I admired her immediately, just for her character without being aware of all her oceanographic firsts.  
I got to know her much better over the 4 years while I was at WHOI working on my thesis as we played racquetball every week.  Betty taught me her wicked corner serve and I’ll never forget her reaction the first time I beat her with that serve.  She stood in the back court, hands on her hips, glaring at me, and did that characteristic short jerk of her head sideways when she was about to unleash some unforgettable comment and said “Nice, nice—go ahead, beat up on an old lady!”--she was 67 at the time.  I immediately responded defensively with “But Betty, you taught me that serve!”  And then of course she laughed heartily and we went on to play many more games.
It was hard to draw out of her the stories of her many experiences as the first woman in oceanography to do so much.  But someone had to be first and thank god it was Betty who abhorred the concepts of political and personal schmoozing and the squeaky wheel tactics of getting ahead in science—it was what you knew and what you could do that mattered to her and she certainly exemplified this.
 After I left Woods Hole and Betty was once and for all retired from the institution, I would often come back and of course Betty was definitely on the people-to-see list—she would give me endless grief if she found out that I passed through town and had not stopped by the house.  Her house, which she designed, was all her—with her love of going to sea and of “Snoopy” obvious to anyone who walked in.  It was there that I was able to occasionally coax stories from her about her days at sea.  Whenever I’d visit, I’d purposely stop in the front hall where she displayed all her photos of the research vessels she had known so well, and I’d ask her a question or two—and this would get her going much to my delight!  There were invariably side-stories, juicy gossipy kind of things that she’d chuckle about as she mentioned them—and the nicknames she had come up with for many an illustrious oceanographer.  I enjoyed these times immensely—too few moments with a true pioneer.  

Although she was a tremendous inspiration and a role model (something she would have seriously cringed at—but sorry Betty, it’s true), she was first and foremost a good friend. In 1985, she met me in Honolulu after I had attended the DISCO symposium for new chemical oceanography PhD’s as she was the one friend at that time that could basically drop things and afford to take off to Hawaii for 10 days—plus I knew she would be a hoot to travel with.  In retrospect, it could have easily been a nightmare—2 stubborn A-types traveling together, but it wasn’t because I was always happy to play A-junior to Betty’s A-senior.
We flew over to the Big Island, rented a car and decided that we really wanted to visit the observatory on Mauna Kea first before spending time in Volcanoes National Park.  I was driving and as we drove along the Saddle Rd. up towards the observatory access road, the fog became very thick as it does around volcanoes.  On either side of the road were vast fields (well, as far as we could see anyway) of sharp lava.  We decided to bag it and go back but there was clearly no place to turn around without popping all 4 tires.  So we pulled over to the side of the road at the base of a long sloping hill and decided we’d make a 3-point turn in the road and go back.  We checked the road each way to make sure no one was coming and as I was beginning the second leg of the turn, out of nowhere (it seemed) came a car over that slope, driving way too fast.
We only had time to see it and brace ourselves for the inevitable impact as we could not get out of the way.  The car hit us on the diver side, fortunately at a slight angle and immediately dented the diver’s side door in about 2 feet, pushing us all to a stop on the other side of the road.  I was in a total and complete panic thinking I might have killed or at least injured for life one of the first women of oceanography.  I yelled out “Betty, are you alright?!” as the car came to a halt with the hood popped up and the smell of smoke coming from somewhere.  I looked over at her and she had a very disapproving Betty-esque grimace on her face and said “Well of course I’m fine—you’re the one who’s bleeding!”  All I could think was thank god she was OK, not realizing until that moment that I had hit the rear-view mirror with my head and sent it flying into the back seat.

  So the police came, did their thing (the guy who hit us admitted right then and there that he knew that he was going too fast), and we were transported to the Hilo rental car office to get a new car on the opposite side of the island from where we had rented the first car.  When they found out what road we had been driving on when the accident occurred, they said “Oh well, that is one of the restricted driving roads on the island”.  Betty responded with “What the hell does that mean?” to which the woman behind the counter (absolutely NO match for Betty) said that rental cars were prohibited from driving on such roads, as clearly noted in red on the driving map provided to renters, and that all liability for car damage occurring on such roads transferred to the driver.  Betty and I simultaneously attacked the woman with “Well it would have been NICE if your office in Kailua had given us a driving map when we requested one, but they said they were all out!  So we had no way of knowing that the road was off-limits therefore we are not liable!”  The woman looked at these 2 seriously agitated A-types with their hands on their hips, glaring at her, and wisely decided to back-down.  When we got to the new car Betty looked at me and motioned to the driver’s side, saying “OK, you’re driving”.  I replied “Ah come on Betty, I’m still pretty shaky.”  She crossed her arms across her chest and said “Well that’s tough, you get in there and drive—you know that story about getting back on the horse—and you’re going to do it.”  Of course I did.
So this was our friend, colleague, mentor, and trail-blazer Betty Bunce—at times irascible, impossible, stubborn, extremely funny and generous, forthright and strong-minded.  Unforgettable.  For me it was great privilege to be called her friend.  I have a Charles Dickens quote on my desk given to me by someone many years ago when I was in grad school and I realized the other day that it expressed Betty’s legacy to me and hopefully to others.  It reads:

Ride on! 

Rough-shod if need be.

Smooth-shod if that will do.

But ride on! 

Ride on over all obstacles and win the race!

Betty certainly did this. 
(Cindy Pilskaln, 6/28/04)                   
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