
          George Bunn 
 
I have many memories of George, my uncle.  He was part of my life from the day I was 
born.   Which memories to include here?  I have chosen two – I’m not sure why these 
two, but they are both events I’ve thought of many times over the years. 
 
Of course I don’t remember the exact details but it all went something like this:   
 
Circa 1959.  A hot humid summer day.  I am nine, the same age as Jessie; Peter is a 
couple of years younger.   George has taken the three of us out on his sailboat.  I think it 
was the Chesapeake Bay.  The heat builds up under my orange life vest – the life vest is 
an absolute requirement for those under a certain age.  I note that George doesn’t wear 
one.  We are sweating and sticky, the water looks great.  George brings down the sail and 
anchors.   
“Time for a swim,” he says. “Jump on in.”  Then we see the jellyfish, dozens of them.   
“Jellyfish,” Peter says pointing.   
“They don’t sting,” George lies. 
“They do, too” Jessie is not to be fooled. 
“You’ll hardly feel it.” 
We are not about to go into the water with those jellyfish. 
“The water will feel so good,” George encourages. 
We retreat to the sitting area.  Peter eats some crackers.  Jessie gets her book.  I watch 
quietly. 
“Okay we’ll get away from them.”  George starts up the motor, always a difficult 
concession for a sailor.  He motors us along. 
“Hardly any here,” he says after a few minutes. 
We look over the side.  Apparently George is blind because these jellyfish look just as 
threatening and their numbers have not decreased.   But George stops the boat and 
anchors again.   
“Go on in kids.”  He may be losing patience. 
“You go in,” says Jessie. 
“Yeah, you,” chimes in Peter. 
George is considering something.  After a minute, he says slowly, “Find me the biggest 
nastiest jellyfish out there.”  He has our attention now.  The three of us hang over the 
side.   The jellyfish are floating by slowly, inches below the surface, their tentacles 
opening and shutting in hungry anticipation. 
“Here’s a huge one,” Jessie points. 
“No,” yells Peter, “this one’s bigger.” 
“Oh this one is massive,” Jessie sees one approaching.  We all agree that this is the 
granddaddy of jellyfish.   
George climbs over the guard railing as the jellyfish floats forward.   When the jellyfish 
is directly under him, George jumps up, brings his thighs to his chest, and hits the water 
butt-first resulting in the biggest man-made splash I’ve ever seen. 
“Cannon-ball!” screams Peter.  But then we are quiet, waiting to see if George will 
surface or if maybe the jellyfish has taken him down to the bottom. 



Finally he pops up, a huge grin on his face.  “Now you come in.  The water feels so 
good.” 
“Did he sting?” I ask.   
“I didn’t feel a thing,” smiles George. 
We peer into the water.  It is true that we don’t see that particular jellyfish.  But we do see 
dozens and dozens of others.  George climbs into the boat, eyeing us.  Jessie and Peter 
back away from the railing and I follow their lead.  I don’t really think he would throw us 
in but apparently Peter and Jessie are not so sure.   
“You kids!’ exclaims George.  “You don’t know what you’re missing.”   
We are sweating profusely and the water does look inviting but the thought of stings is 
too much. 
“There’s another big one,” Peter points. 
George looks over the side and, sure enough, it’s another large jellyfish.  He hustles over 
the rail and cannon-balls this one as well.   He goes on to repeat this fifteen or twenty 
times as we find one large jellyfish after another.   But that day, the three of us never do 
go in the water. 
 
 
 
Geneva, Summer 1968 
 
My father, Art Bissell, my sister Sue and I are touring Europe for a couple of weeks, and 
grab the opportunity to visit George in Geneva.  He has been there as a US delegate to the 
disarmament talks.  I am in awe.  I literally cannot imagine anything more important to 
the survival of the world than what George is doing.  He seems eager to show us around.  
He takes us to his office and the conference room where the negotiations take place; he 
introduces some of his colleagues.  Excited with this important mission, he is a dedicated 
hard working delegate.   But then he tells us more:  He is often frustrated that 
negotiations are not going faster, and more significantly, he resents that he is in Geneva 
and his family in Washington.  How many months is he away each year?   He says he is 
often lonely.   I think my father understands but I’m not sure that I do.  The glamour and 
importance of his work should out-weigh any other concern.  Right? 
 
That night George takes Sue and me (Dad pleads fatigue and turns in early) to a club.   It 
is a Monday night and there aren’t too many patrons there to see the strippers.  
STRIPPERS!?  Even now 45 years later, it does seem a little weird to have taken us 
there, his 18 year old nephew and 21 year old niece.  But who was I to question such a 
decision -  I have no experience with these things and think maybe that is just what one 
does in Geneva.  And it is not a seedy joint, more of a sophisticated restaurant-
Gentleman’s Club atmosphere.  I have no memory of ordering dinner; perhaps George 
orders for all of us; perhaps I am distracted by other things.   At one point George laughs 
and says, nodding at the stage, “Oh she sure doesn’t want to be here.”  I look at him 
quizzically.  And he explains that this stripper is performing in a perfunctory, even 
haughty manner.  “Obviously, he says, “she isn’t happy about the small turnout tonight.”  
I am lucky to have George’s interpretation because this subtly would have been lost on 
me. 



 
George meant a lot to me and to my family.  My mother, George’s older sister, suffered 
from schizophrenia and periodically this caused a great deal of stress in my family.  
George was an immense help to us during those difficult times which must have been 
stressful for him as well.   
 
I believe his accomplishments include much of real and lasting value – value to all of 
humanity.  And how many of us can claim that?    
 
Robert Bissell 
 
 


