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PREFACE

This volume remembers Richard Allchin (1924‐2017) in the form of a mosaic
collection of selected photos, autobiographical fragments, and memorabilia. 

The opening poem/essay, “Desiderata,” was found in his files, and would seem
to express views he shared with the author, a fellow Midwesterner of a similar
historical era. The sentiments certainly resonate with his low public profile, his
congenial personal relations, his uncompromising  commitment to qualtiy, and
his sense of responsibility to family and service to others. Following are three
short memoirs, written  in  response  to  inquiries  by  his  children.  The  plain,
forthright language and impressionistic imagery (and perhaps his own crude
printouts) also help illustrate his personal style. Ironically perhaps, these stories
were generally not part of his daily conversation; they needed to be written
down to be shared. There is a sampling of Christmas letters from 1972 to 2013,
which document some of the events in his later years, and finally a self‐styled
obituary,  memorial comments from two of his three hildren, and a family tree.

First among the images is a set of family photos (taken over several decades)
that he carried in his wallet, but rarely if ever shared with others. Likewise, most
of the memorabilia was buried from family knowledge in drawers until the late
1980s.

A few weeks before he died, Dick/Dad combined a celebration of Father’s Day
and his 70th wedding  anniversary with  family.  It was  an occasion of quiet
personal satisfaction for him, reflecting what he had dedicated himself to and
achieved.

Dick / Dad / Uncle Dick / Grandpa / Mr. Dick is remembered in various ways. He
was affable and “likeable” (as the Case Tech News reported in 1947), but also
strong willed, sometimes stubborn, and occasionally  rough‐edged. Even so,
friends, associates, and community staff found him good natured at heart and
due well earned respect and fondness.

I hope this album can provide an occasion for remembering him in all his facets.

Douglas Allchin
St. Paul, Minnesota, Oct. 2017



The wallet photos. The family in the
1960s, 70s, 80s. 90s & 2000s.



G
 O  PLACIDLY  AMID  THE  NOISE  AND  HASTE, AND  REMEMBER

  WHAT PEACE THERE MAY BE IN SILENCE. AS FAR AS POSSIBLE

without surrender be on good terms with all persons. Speak your truth quietly

and clearly; and listen to others, even the dull and ignorant; they too have

their story.  É  Avoid loud and aggressive persons, they are vexations to the

spirit. If you compare yourself with others, you may become vain and bitter;

for always there will be greater and lesser persons than yourself. Enjoy your

achievements as well as your plans.  É  Keep interested in your own career,

however humble; it is a real possession in the changing fortunes of time.

Exercise caution in your business affairs; for the world is full of trickery. But

let this not blind you to what virtue there is; many persons strive for high

ideals; and everywhere life is full of heroism.  É  Be yourself. Especially, do

not feign affection. Neither be cynical about love; for in the face of all aridity

and disenchantment it is perennial as the grass.  É  Take kindly the counsel

of the years, gracefully surrendering the things of youth. Nurture strength of

spirit to shield you in sudden misfortune. But do not distress yourself with

imaginings. Many fears are born of fatigue and loneliness. Beyond a

wholesome discipline, be gentle with yourself.  É  You are a child of the

universe, no less than the trees and the stars; you have a right to be here. And

whether or not it is clear to you, no doubt the universe is unfolding as it

should.  É  Therefore be at peace with God, whatever you conceive Him to be,

and whatever your labors and aspirations, in the noisy confusion of life keep

peace with your soul.  É  With all its sham, drudgery and broken dreams, it

is still a beautiful world. Be careful. Strive to be happy.  È

—Max Ehrmann, 1927



Mother Zilpha with Helen, Betty, Harry and the new twins





Dick, age 12

The Allchins & Kelloggs, c. 1934
Back row:  Wilbur K., Mildred Rosenthal w/ Martha, Ray & Ruth K., Betty, Ethel K., Helen, Harry Sr. & Zilpha

Front row:  Doris K.,Ella & Leon Kellogg, Edna, Harry Jr., Dick





Harry riding Sparky and Dick on Bessie











 



Edna and Dick Allchin
high school graduation







Case Tech News, 1947





















   Herbert P. Bailey (left), Harry Allchin (right) and groomsmen toast the groom.





Standing: Vern Armstrong w/ Ed; Dave Edwards w/ Jim; Nancy & Dick; Tom & Ted Jones
Seated: Helen; Betty; Edna; Zilpha & Harry Allchin (w/ Joanie Edwards & Bob Jones?)

Not pictured (photographer?): Tom Allchin











Sanibel Island, Florida, 1965

1960

      President of
        Rotor Tool

                             15 Lyman Circle,
                             1968







 Gabriel, the new grandson, meets great-grandparents
 Zilpha & Harry Allchin, 1977

            
                                                                                                                          
                                                                                                                       Isaiah, 1987

 Maryam, 1987

                                                                                                                                        
                                                                                                                     Gabriel,  1995





Harry and Zilpha Allchin   
1975   
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80th Birthday (2004)







    2004

            2009  





90 Birthday (2014)

Father’s Day / 70th Wedding Anniversary (June, 2017)





RICHARD ALLCHIN (February 1, 1924 – July 12, 2017)

Richard Allchin was a native of northern Ohio.

After he finished grade school in Mentor in 1941,

his education at Case School of Applied Science in

Cleveland  was  interrupted  by  World  War  II;

service  in  the  US  Naval  Air  Corps,  honorably

discharged  shortly  after  completing  flight

training. He returned  to Case  to receive his BS

degree  in  1947.  He  married  Nancy  Bailey  of

Cleveland in June.

Before locating to Baltimore in 1969, he

was employed  sequentially  at  these Cleveland

firms:  Thompson  Products  (later  TRW,  INC);

Harris Products (subsidiary of Clevite Corp); and

then Rotor Tool Company (a division of Cooper

Industries);  this  last  in  sales  and  later  and

President. He did not survive a Cooper major re‐

organization  and  joined  a  fledgling  Baltimore

company which he left shortly before flooding by

hurricane Agnus put an end to the enterprise. He

retired  in  1986  after  connections with  several

small firms as investor and advisor.

Mr.  Allchin  was  a member  of  Towson

Presbyterian Church. He enjoyed golf as a charter

member of the Hunt Valley Golf Club and later at

Piney Branch Golf & Country Club. He had a good

card sense and loved playing bridge, and looked

with  disdain  on  fine‐tuned  conventions  and

systems.

After retiring he was a volunteer for over

fifteen years with  the Service Corps of Retired

Executives,  a  free  business  counseling  service

sponsored by the Small Business administration.

He  had  also  been  a  volunteer  Representative

Payee  for  Baltimore  County  Social  Services

clients.

Besides his wife of 70 years, Nancy and

their  three  children,  Dr.  Carol  Allchin  of

Philadelphia, PA, Nancy Joy Allchin of Greenbelt,

MD, and Douglas of St. Paul, MN, he is survived

by twin Sister Edna Edwards of Delaware Ohio,

Helen Armstrong and Betty Linsz, both of Shell

Point Retirement Community, Ft Myers, FL, and

Thomas Allchin, also of Delaware, OH; and five

grandchildren. 



My Father, Richard Allchin

 by Nancy Joy Allchin

I remember being surprised at what my father

wrote in his short memoir. He usually kept his

thoughts to himself and in that memoir, I found

out about his childhood and youth for the first

time. And it was witty and charming and succinct,

just like he was. I guess he saw no reason to

waste words, whether talking or writing.

As I prepared for this memorial, I was

surprised again to find in his papers that he had

written a statement of his beliefs, which was

another thing he didn’t care to talk about. I read it

carefully. With his characteristic candor, he

professed that he was greatly troubled by the

dogma of the Christian church, and about such

things as the virgin birth, the resurrection, and

heaven, he wrote “I am not so sure all of that fits

into the reality of life and the hereafter as

advertised.”  But he continued to say “…there has

to be something in nature responsible for our

“being” and all of nature, but what it is and in what

form, I don’t’ believe that anyone knows.” 

But then, regarding organized religion, he

wrote, “I can and do believe that the standards for

morals and ethics that all religions espouse are

what religion in life is all about; and I accept them

as the best guidelines for living one’s life…”

And he did indeed live his life by standards,

morals, and ethics, and taught them by his

actions. My mother gave us the instructions, and

Dad showed the example. 

It was understood that we would always do

the honest thing simply because that is the right

thing to do. We would keep our word and be

reliable because that was the right thing to do.

We would always do our part of any endeavor

because that was the right thing to do.

When it came to behavior, he was a Dad who

was patient and forbearing and reasonable and

polite, at least most of the time.

Here are a few of my memories:

•  When I was little we all came together at the

dinner table at 6:00 pm, but he did not pick

up his fork, and we were not allowed to pick

up our forks, until my mother had come from

the kitchen and taken her seat. Every night.

•  My Dad taught me how to operate the lawn

mower and gave me my first job of mowing

the lawn for $5.00. 

•  He took us to see the Cleveland Indians every

summer in what must have been Mom’s night

off because I don’t remember her being with

us.

•  Sometimes he challenged me. After I got my

learner’s permit at age 15, he took me on a

driving lesson down Mays Chapel and across

Timonium Road and had me turn left, and I

found myself going north on 1-83 scared out

of my mind!

•  He was forgiving of my youthful silliness more

times than I can remember.

• When I grew up and lived on my own, he

annoyed me with repeated inquiries into the

status of my health insurance and retirement

account. Now I say those things to my

children.  

•  As I grew into my busy adulthood, living far

away in Florida, I didn’t know how much he

was still looking out for me until a time that I

found myself in the middle of a dangerous

situation, and he booked a flight and was at

my doorstep the next day, and stayed until

the crisis had passed.



So, coming back to my father’s beliefs, he

said there has to be something responsible for

our being, and I wonder about that too, although

I can’t remember ever talking with him about it.

My Dad took me to Sunday school where I

learned, “The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not

want,” and I know what it is to have a shepherd,

because I had

a father who guided and protected me from the

very first moment I came into this world.

How lucky I’ve been to have a protector and

a guardian for more than sixty years of my life.

And even though he is no longer here with me, I

can still feel his love and protection. 

August 18, 2017



The Hidden Dick Allchin

memorial comments by Douglas Allchin

M y dad didn’t want a memorial service. Mostly,

I think, he did not set much store on ceremony or

words. He preferred concrete actions and

demonstrated work. Which means he did not think

much of rhapsodic accolades. He valued honesty.

And quality work. Principles instilled by his father,

sometimes with a harsh edge, I think. 

One summer, dad was assigned to work for

a neighboring farmer. Picking beans in the hot

sun. That did not suit the temperament of a 14-

year-old, and he returned home. Well, that lapse

did not suit his dad. Later he recalled, “Dad made

me walk down to his roadside stand to tell him

what I did and apologize; and get back to work!” 

So, I hope in comments today, we honor Dick by

fostering a spirit of honest appraisal.

In memorials, one often mentions great

achievements, career highlights, family

milestones, notable charitable deeds. Those are

not difficult to find. “Versatile Dick Allchin Stars in

Track, Bridge, Leadership,” reads one college

newspaper headline in 1947. One could talk about

his Golden Award from SCORE for “15 years of

dedicated and valuable voluntary counseling

service to the small business community,” or the

plaque from the Case Alumni Association for his

sustained efforts in recruitment and fund-raising.

But focusing on just those achievements can be

misleading. They can easily obscure some of the

rougher edges. Dad’s insistence on quality work

became (like his father’s) uncomfortably fussy at

times. And his objections and stubbornness

sometimes verged on the ornery. He secured one

apartment for his young family by pledging to

pester the landlord until he agreed to the lease.

Acknowledging the flaws as well as the

virtues—really, a hallmark of our humanity—might

be one kind of honesty that my dad would respect

on an occasion like this.

But it is telling, I think, that Dad didn’t talk

much about the achievements. Or dwell on them

as significant. There’s no asymmetry, no need to

counterbalance. Indeed, what likely springs to

mind when one thinks about knowing my dad

echoes the other part of that college headline.

Dick Allchin was “Likeable.” “Smiling,”

“effervescent,” and full of “good humor.” That

much did not change in all those years. The

common image of my dad—visible in so many

photos of him—is an affable smile. A soft chuckle

and half-twinkle in his eye, as he jests with you

and tests your wits. Yet here is where the quest

for honesty intrudes: behind the affable public

Richard Allchin was another, less prominent, and

largely hidden personality. And I hope by profiling

the lesser known Richard Allchin, the familiar

Richard Allchin might have more a bit more

meaning.

For example, few acquaintances knew, I

think, that Dick knew how to pilot a plane. Top of

his class at Navy flight school in 1944. That

included stunts. And on one occasion he did a

loop that apparently adversely affected the

engine’s oil pressure, because he was forced to

make an unplanned landing in an Oklahoma corn

field. 

As a youth, Dick delivered newspapers, along

with the rest of his family. Others took the car,

Dick rode the pony. When Bessie, the horse, died,

Dick cried— “More than I had cried before, or

since,” he recalled many decades later. Although

he wrote that in a memoir for the family, Dad



rarely expressed emotions like that as an adult.

Weathering the vacillations of life was another

thing you just did. You didn’t need to talk or fuss

about it.

After the newspaper venture ended, Dick

pumped gas at the family station across the street

from his house—opening in the morning before

school, and closing at night, after school. I learned

about that first when he decided to “correct” me

once on how to properly clean a windshield. He

was the business manager for the yearbook in

college. His degree was in metallurgy, and he

spent one summer “loading and unloading

castings from heat treat furnaces.” After

graduating, he worked as an industrial engineer at

“an aluminum foundry making semi-precision cast

pistons for automobile and truck engines.” All

before his entry into sales and then management.

None of these were things we three Alllchin kids

knew about growing up. Indeed, for many years,

even with extended family gatherings, we never

knew that there had been an Uncle Harry, Dick’s

older brother, who died as a pilot in the War. 

These events seem important mostly

because Dick rarely if ever talked about them.

—To us, or (I think) to others. Why not? That’s the

interesting puzzle.

Describing a few more events might help one

unravel this. One summer I was shipped off to

summer camp in New England. Lots of formative

experiences, but ultimately I was not happy there.

That unhappiness made it into the letters home.

At the time, the family was packing up one house

and moving to another city, all while my dad was

juggling the demands of a new job. Despite all

that, Dad detoured from his Cleveland-to-

Baltimore driving route to Vermont to help resolve

the problem in person. Years later, he could

hardly remember the specifics. It was just

what needed to be done at the time. For my sake,

at least.

For another sibling, it was a marital crisis.

Dad dropped everything, flew down to Florida and

spent a few weeks playing security guard and

guardian angel.

For yet another sibling, it was a series of

unwelcome financial squeezes. There were no

recriminations. Just immediate, short-term relief.

That was Dad. A silent hero. No nonsense. And

no glory. Just getting done what needed to be

done.

Dad’s wallet contained tucked in one pocket

five photos of the family. He had carried them

around with him everywhere. The signs of wear

are visible. I don’t know that he ever shared the

photos with others, as a proud father might

display a newborn child. I suspect not. I think they

were simply a personal expression of what he

valued. And that was: meeting the responsibility of

providing for everyone, nurturing their

independent life choices, and ensuring that they

were secure and cared for.

As I see it, that perspective seems to have

permeated all his personal interactions.

What these stories indicate, of course, is that

the affability was a lie, of sorts, if you didn’t know

any more. Behind that personable personality was

a Richard Allchin steeped in responsibility, and

deeply committed to helping others. Gruff

sometimes, maybe. But also no guff. 

No, my dad didn’t want a memorial service.

Nor did he want people to grieve. Perhaps (in his

words) to feel sorrow. But not to dwell on the loss,

or to wonder about what came after. Believe in the

concrete. The here and now. What you do is who

you are. And that, if anything, might earn our

acknowledgment and celebration. 



     Dick at Work...

Cooper Industries annual report, 1965

        The Desk at Broadmead, 2009



                       Dick at Play...



 

    Dick at Rest...

St. Croix, 1972

        Chapel Ridge Rd.
                        1970s

         Scotland golf trip, 1987




